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FADE IN:

EXT. PARK - SHORTLY BEFORE DAWN  

ANNA, AMELIA, JONAH, STEFAN, and LUIS are roasting chestnuts over a fire in a barrel. They are serious young people, dressed in gray and brown Victorian clothing which is worn but not by any measure ragged. Stefan is least so - he wears fairly contemporary clothes. Amelia’s outfits throughout are rather school-teacherly, while Jonah and Anna are a bit more stylish. Luis’ style tends towards francais while the others are English.

They speak (with the exception of Stefan) in a refined, even clipped manner.  They never adopt a false accent, nor does their speech ever appear too exaggerated.

It is a September morning, and there is a light mist and dew on the ground. 

JONAH 
(popping a chestnut into his mouth)
Well roasted, Amelia.

Amelia smiles. Jonah nods to Stefan. Stefan takes his turn over the fire, minding the chestnuts.  Clumsily, he knocks a few into the fire.

ANNA
 (playfully)
Stefan, are you sure  you’ve never done this before?

STEFAN
I’m better at marshmallows. I used to go camping with my dad.

Jonah smiles indulgently.

JONAH
 (leaning
over
the fire)
That sounds... nice.

AMELIA
Luis, are you going to take your breakfast now?

LUIS
In a moment. 

Luis peers at a dirty old box on a park bench.

JONAH
 (to Stefan)
Do you have any classes in that disgustingly Romanesque building on the south side of the campus?  It infuriates me.

STEFAN
I had one last year. “The Global Village and the Cybercitizen.”

Jonah stares blankly at Stefan. A beat.

JONAH
I really hate that building. I can’t imagine learning anything in it.

ANNA
I despise electronic communication.

STEFAN
Well, we had to get e-mail for the class.

ANNA
The post is fine. I just don’t know how you put up with that infernal ringing.  Brrrring!  Brrrring!

AMELIA
You know, in the seventeenth century, Roger Bacon devised an ingenious system of communication, based on nothing but smell and coloured smoke. If it had been implemented according to his protocol, it might have prevented the Great Fire of London.

JONAH
Such a shame that he burned to death in his laboratory. 

Jonah knocks a burnt chestnut off the grill.

Stefan smiles. Amelia turns her back.

AMELIA
Luis!  What are you doing?

LUIS
 (handing the 
box to Amelia)
Cherry Chariots. Only produced in Wisconsin.

Anna, gloved, hands Luis a chestnut, and the heat causes him to drop it.

While the others tend the fire. Luis makes an effort to find the nut but is distracted by various objects -- a leaf, a scrap of newspaper, a piece of glass -- and eventually he wanders down the hill off-screen. 

ANNA
Well, that’ll be the last we see of him for a while.

STEFAN
Where’s he going?

AMELIA
(wistfully)
Where isn’t he?

At one point, when Stefan and Amelia are occupied with the fire, Jonah caresses Anna’s hair fondly, but distantly. Anna doesn’t seem to notice, and produces two flasks of tea.

AMELIA
(to Stefan)
So, how are you enjoying your new home with these two?


STEFAN
(taking a cup of tea from Anna)
Well, I’ve only been in for a week... but it’s been fine.

ANNA
(continuing to distribute small cups of tea)
He doesn’t quite seem comfortable with his surroundings yet.

AMELIA
Oh! Have you had any problems with ghosts?

STEFAN
(chuckles)
No, no... it creaks a lot at night, though.

AMELIA
Be watchful. Let me know if you see any phosphoric traces around the windowpanes or doorframe. I have something for that.

ANNA
I think Stefan will adjust quite nicely to his new surroundings. The previous tenant was a painter, too.

Jonah smiles to himself.

JONAH
Anna is predisposed towards the living arts.

A tense silence follows. The sun has begun to come up.

ANNA
It’s dawn.

JONAH
We should be off.

Anna collects and packs away her flask. They walk towards a horse and carriage driving along one of the park’s lanes. It goes by. They stop. Stefan is standing separate from the group.

JONAH
Glad you could break fast with us, Stefan.

AMELIA
Don’t forget to meet us at the club promptly at six. We’re going to need to set up beforehand.

STEFAN
Is there anything I should bring... ?

JONAH
Mysterious and tantalizing conversation.

ANNA
Just be prompt.

STEFAN
See you guys later.
 
Stefan walks off.

JONAH
The inferno awaits. Ladies?

They descend.

INT. - SHINY SUBWAY - MOMENTS LATER

The car is busy with businessmen and secretaries who contrast strikingly with Jonah, Amelia, and Anna. 

Amelia sits between the two, scribbling symbols and numbers in a ratty small notebook. The subway comes to a stop, and Jonah taps Amelia’s shoulder. Amelia jumps up and leaves. 

Jonah and Anna stay where they are, and a person comes in and fills the seat between them. 

The subway jerks on. 

Jonah examines his nails. Anna notices an advertisement with a businessman standing on top of a car brandishing a Visa card. She smiles hugely at this, covers her mouth and leans over. 

She catches Jonah’s eye and directs it over to the ad. Jonah looks at it and his face is transformed with incredulous mirth, and his restrained chortles end with tears streaming down his cheeks.

INT. EMPLOYEE’S ROOM OF MULTIPLEX CINEMA - MORNING 

Jonah is in front of mirror, adjusting a bow tie and striped usher’s cap. He has a neutral expression as he walks out into a movie lobby. 

INT. THE GEN CLOTHING STORE - MORNING 

JANET and SUSAN stand at the counter of the popular clothing store chain. Janet is wearing a manager’s badge. 

Anna is in the background, languidly folding shirts.

JANET
Didn’t I see her outfit in Vogue?

SUSAN
Yeah... yeah right!

They laugh.

EXT. SKID-ROW STREET - EVENING 

Pawnshops, boarded-up businesses and the like are in abundance. 

Stefan shows up and looks at an invitation printed on fancy paper. He walks up to a decrepit doorway. 

Stefan opens the door, which leads directly into an old-fashioned elevator. He steps in.

INT. ELEVATOR

There is only one button, beneath which there is a plaque which reads simply “The Slackwater Gentleman’s Club.”  

Pressing it, he is warned by a loud buzzing sound. Stefan closes the grill and tries again. The elevator rises slowly. 

Impatient, Stefan sits on the empty operator’s stool. As soon as he does, the elevator stops. 

Stefan opens the door and walks into the Club. 

INT. CLUB VESTIBULE

MR. PERCY, a withered old man, is standing next to the elevator door at a podium.

MR. PERCY
Sir. Your invitation, please.

Stefan hands it to him. MR. PERCY holds it up and squints at it, then holds a door open for him.

MR. PERCY
(announcing)
Mr. Stefan Plonk!

STEFAN
Uhh... That’s Plank.

MR. PERCY
Of course it is, sir.

INT. BANQUET HALL

We see the Banquet Hall of the Club for the first time. It is vast, old, decrepit, and obviously once very grand. 

There is a long table in the middle, at the head of which sits Anna and Jonah. To their left sits Amelia, and to their right sits Luis. There is an empty chair next to Amelia. 

The room is full of people, mostly sitting at the table. They are mostly young, but there are few older people there as well. They run the gamut from scummy to snappy.

Jonah stands and raises his glass, waving Stefan over to the empty seat. 

Anna does not rise, and there is an unimpressed air about her.

JONAH
So... our new friend has finally made it.

ANNA
Not exactly as punctually as promised.

STEFAN
Sorry. I got lost.

ANNA
I’m sure you did. Well, you missed the quartet. Jeremy’s flute solo was particularly gratifying.

Anna gestures at a dirty teenager, passed out on the floor.

STEFAN
Oh. I came early, it was just that I... well, I thought that the Club would be... I mean, I must have passed this place five times. I thought maybe I had the wrong address or something--

JONAH
 (interrupting 
him)
The bones of grandeur have always rested best in the soft soil of decay. Speaking of which, a friend stole us a cask of excellent port. Would you care for some?

STEFAN
Sure. I’d love some.

Jonah pours a glass of port. As he is doing this, ELLIOT, an almost ageless man wearing round glasses, steps up and gives Jonah a copy of a hand-bound chapbook.

ELLIOT
It’s the latest copy. Wonderful banquet, by the way. As always.

STEFAN
Oh! You do a zine?

ELLIOT
A “zine”?  No, I’ve heard about those. I do a “little magazine”. In the tradition of Pound.

JONAH
Stefan fancies himself quite the modern.

ELLIOT
I hope you enjoy it, Jonah.

JONAH
      (flips through it) 
Ah! Titania’s lust awakens!

We then cut away from them to capture conversations around the room. 

Conversation #1: A slight woman, WOMAN #1 stands with a drink in her hand. There are a few people gathered around her, listening to her speak.

WOMAN #1
Of course, Jonah’s still a virgin. He’s completely sworn off carnal relations. I believe it gives him powers.

MAN #1
Really!

Conversation #2:  A woman, WOMAN #2 sitting on a coffee table, talking to WOMAN #3 & MAN #2 

Man #2 has many visible tattoos.

WOMAN #2
I found my invitation inside my great-grandmother’s hope chest, underneath her wedding dress.

WOMAN #3
Mine was in my mailbox. Of course, it was written in Arabic. Delightful!

MAN #2
I fell asleep at the shop one night, and, well... 

He rolls up his sleeve to expose a tattooed invitation.

They all laugh.

Conversation #3: OLD MAN #1 is talking to TEENAGER #1.

TEENAGER #1
I don’t know about Amelia being an alchemist, but she gave me some pretty wicked stuff one night... I tripped for a week.

OLD MAN #1
Yes, I knew her grandfather. We had a... relationship. I was much younger, of course. I believed then - and still do - that he was possessed of some terrible, terrible wisdom. 

TEENAGER #1
Yeah, she’s all right... 

Conversation #4: MAN #3 and WOMAN #5

MAN #3
So how’d they find this place anyway?

WOMAN #5
Well, Luis wanders around enough to find pretty much anything. Apparently, this used to be quite the spot - though there’s no record of its existence anywhere. They have a do here every year. Invite only, of course. Only the finest miscreants allowed.

Man #3 nods and sips his drink.

Back to Amelia, chatting with Luis.

AMELIA
Tell me more about your pirates, Luis.

LUIS
Well, in 1781 they managed to raid one of the Queen’s vessels without any of the crew even noticing it.

JONAH
(mockingly)
Arrr!  You and your pirates, Luis... 

AMELIA
I dreamt of pirates last night. 
       (pauses in 
         thought)
What did your pirates look like?

ANNA
Not you too, Amelia. Pirates. Tiresome brutes!

LUIS
There are no known pictures of them. But I once found a very interesting woodcut... 

JONAH
You can be sure they were ugly, blacksouled swine.

STEFAN
I read that some pirates were actually very politically motivated. They were resentful of the King’s power and believed their acts to be a kind of resistance.

JONAH
 (now yelling)
Of course the unmannerly trash would resent the majesty of the King. I say--

ANNA
You’re getting all worked up, dearest. But shall we retire to the smoking-room?

JONAH
Of course, of course.

They stand. As they are walking towards the smoking-room, a fight erupts to their left. 

Two men are swinging chairs and punches, knocking each other over - generally pummeling each other.

JONAH
This should be interesting.

Stefan looks at Jonah worriedly.

JONAH
Just watch.

As they look on, the fight gradually transforms into an elegant pas-de-deux. Anna applauds. 

They continue, and as they are about to enter the smoking room a man exits. His hair is aflame and he casually walks away, checking his pocketwatch.

INT. SMOKING-ROOM - ABOUT ONE HOUR LATER  

Anna, Jonah, Stefan, Amelia and Luis are lounging around in the smoking room, sitting in overstuffed armchairs and luxurious couches. Anna is smoking a very long cigarette on a very long cigarette-holder. Luis is smoking from an elaborate hookah.

JONAH
... so then I looked him square in the eye. I looked him square in the eye and I said-- 
(significant
          pause)
“Hang it not by the balustrade; hang it from your ear!”

Everyone laughs, especially Stefan. They all sigh. Stefan swirls around his cognac in a chipped snifter.

LUIS
(to Stefan, 
offering 
his hookah)
Care for some?

STEFAN
No, no, no thanks.

AMELIA
I’ll have some.

Amelia takes a long pull of the hookah. She blows out the billowing smoke, staring at Luis, who doesn’t seem to notice.

STEFAN
So. Guys.

ANNA
Yes, Stefan?

STEFAN
How’d you all meet each other, anyway?

JONAH
You tell it, Love.

ANNA
Very well. Where shall I begin?  Jonah and I went to the same preparatory school, out on the outskirts of the city.

STEFAN
Like the suburbs?

ANNA
Yes... I suppose. Well, as it happened, the school was predictably dreary, and I used to sneak away from my lessons whenever I could. One day I came across a very old door on the top floor of the school. I had never seen anyone use it before, and I was intrigued by something someone had scratched into the door: “Adeste Fidelis”.

JONAH
 (almost 
simultaneously, 
with Anna)
“Enter, ye faithful.”  Naturally, she did.

STEFAN
You know Latin?

ANNA
I know enough. Only a smattering back then, of course.

JONAH
Inside the door was a stairway leading to a forgotten attic. It was meant to be a storage room for the overflow from the library. I had set up a kind of sanctuary there. I wasn’t there at the time. I believe I was being reprimanded by the principal for some minor offense. When I returned, Anna had installed herself and was pleasantly reading Dante.

ANNA
I wasn’t reading it, I was referring to it. I had already read it, naturally.

JONAH
Much later, when we were at last living in a house of our own, we noticed someone had been filching snippets of rare wortweed from our garden. We caught the thief in the act late one night, and that’s how we found Amelia.

AMELIA
I was conducting some interesting experiments with wortweed back then. They had to do with notions of shared dream-states. I wouldn’t have stolen them, but - 

ANNA
But then you never would have met us.

AMELIA
Of course.

JONAH
As for Luis... Luis is hard to avoid - he’s got a little flaneurish blood in him.

STEFAN
A little what blood?

ANNA
The blood of the flaneur, Stefan. You know - Baudelaire. The wandering gentleman, who observes and looks, looks and observes - and does little else.

Luis nods in assent.

STEFAN
Wow. Well, the reason I asked was, I mean, you’re all just such an amazing group. I mean, it’s so great that you all sort of... found each other, I guess. You should really let me paint you some time. You’re all so striking.

JONAH
Yes, perhaps. Some time. But we’ve been cooped up in here too long. Shall we join our distinguished guests?

EXT. PARK BENCH - TWILIGHT - THE NEXT DAY  

Jonah and Anna sit together, with croquet mallet and balls between them.

JONAH
You played despicably well.

ANNA
Well, I had a lot of vigor. Sleeping all day will do that for you. What were you thinking? Working the day after a banquet?

JONAH
My employer advised me that if I valued my job-- 
(chortles)
--that if I valued my job I would have the popcorn popped before he arrived.

ANNA
And of course you value your job.

JONAH
Oh yes, it’s not every man who gets to guard the hallowed orchards of Hollywood’s finest fruits. And I fear your days at the fashion emporium to be numbered. 

Anna “mmms” her assent.

An OLD HIPPIE COURIER, on a bicycle, rolls to a stop. 

OLD HIPPIE COURIER
Quite the happening, folks. When’s the next one?

JONAH
When the time’s right, you’ll be notified.

OLD HIPPIE COURIER
Not like the last time, I hope. Took me three hours to get the invite off.

JONAH
It took us four hours to get it on.

They all laugh. The COURIER bikes off. 

JONAH
That’s why we do it. Our adoring public.

ANNA
Yes. Last night was what... The sixth?

JONAH
If you count the one on the boat.

ANNA
I don’t know what they were complaining about. I rather liked the underwater finale.

JONAH
 (Smiles, 
takes 
her hand)
You never looked finer, swathed in brine, attended by seahorses.

ANNA
 (dips her 
head in 
acceptance, 
smiles)
Still... I’m glad we found the Slackwater Club. It feels like home now.

JONAH
Even if we do have to pry it open every few months... can you believe they had the audacity to board it up? Condemned, indeed... condemned only to a glorious fetid beauty... 

ANNA
Well, Mr. Percy has always been good to us. And he’s surprisingly handy with a crowbar for a man of his advanced years.

A YOUNG PUNK comes by on a skateboard.

YOUNG PUNK
Had a rad time, Jonah. Hey, uh, Amelia’s not your sister or anything, is she?

JONAH
 (tolerant 
smile)
No.

YOUNG PUNK
Well, could I get her number from you?

JONAH
She doesn’t have a phone.

ANNA
She’s far too busy to deal with the constant intrusion of every gentleman caller. Perhaps a letter?

YOUNG PUNK
Yeah... All right, later. (Skates
off.)

ANNA
It’s a pity Luis doesn’t write letters. He’s got a lyrical touch... 

JONAH
(Nods, 
sits for 
a beat)
Did you notice how Luis seemed to pay heed to Stefan, last night? And so quickly, too. Our new friend seemed to enjoy himself.

ANNA
Mmm. Such a relief, though, to see that Stefan has enough of the proper sensibilities. Not like the last lodger... 

JONAH
Mmm. Well, gothic novels alone do not a like mind make... we could do nothing for him.

ANNA
I knew Stefan would be suitable immediately. There’s something about his eyes.

Anna and Jonah sit together, contentedly, for a beat. 

Stefan comes up to them, carrying some books with a bookstrap, and says a few words. They then get up and wander off together.

INT. THE KITCHEN OF JONAH AND ANNA’S HOUSE - THAT EVENING 

Jonah, Stefan and Anna enter. 

It’s an expansive kitchen lit by several dusty old lamps, which Jonah lights one by one as if by ritual. 

They set assorted groceries on the counter and the huge chopping block that sits in the center of the room. 

Art prints, empty frames, and assorted religious icons are stapled and taped to the walls. There’s assorted things that look like they’ve been stolen from a museum basements - broken bells, dusty mirrors, and an adding machine. 

There’s also a modern calendar which features babes on cars except that their heads have been replaced by images of the saints, predominantly Mary. There’s several old frames without pictures.

It’s an old but lived-in room where brown and yellow reign.

JONAH
(Flopping 
into an 
old armchair.)
I’m exhausted. Forgive me if I don’t help with the preparations.

STEFAN
It’s my turn anyway. I can’t hope to match your Macaroni et Fromage, but I’ll whip something up.

ANNA
Beans and rice, perhaps? 

There’s general assent and Anna and Stefan get to work on the food. 

Jonah sits there, steepling his long slender hands and staring into space. 

Then, despite looking genuinely tired, he looks up and begins speaking.

JONAH
Today I had a most unusual experience. I entered one of the cinemas while a movie was in progress. It was a slow film, with many long pauses while characters stared at each other, or at nature, or just into blankness. During one of those pauses, I was moved and, maybe, even thrilled by the sound of the theatre. Not the sound of the film, but the sound of a hundred people staring forward, chewing popcorn, tapping their fingers on the armrests, humming almost inaudibly to themselves. It was a very strange feeling. I felt a kinship with these people, these patrons of the “arts”, such as I never had before. Usually I can barely contain my loathing for the boorish people I am forced to find seats for, to make comfortable, to endure countless abuses from. Around them, I feel most alien - sometimes not even human at all. But today, in that darkened room, I felt... I don’t really know how to express it, but I felt... It’s strange, but in a way, I felt even more estranged. As if that one moment of connection just served to underscore how far away from them I really am.

STEFAN
You really hate your job?

JONAH
More than words can serve to express. But any other job would be just as degrading. Most of the time, it serves as a useful contrast to the life I choose to immerse myself in.

ANNA
Mmm.

JONAH
But the worst experience - perhaps the most brutalizing aspect of my job, is when a certain kind of film is released. I’m speaking of the recent trend towards lush, baroque, contemptible period pieces. Such films - people come to see them, computer programmers, stockbrokers, doctors - and for a moment imagine themselves part of that world.

ANNA
It’s like coming home to find a stranger has slept in your bed.

JONAH
I find it unbearably maddening.

STEFAN
Is it just that they’re on your turf?  I mean... 

JONAH
I would hesitate to attribute it entirely to possessiveness. Perhaps I suspect... that to go certain places, such as it were, one must have a certain amount of... reverence?

ANNA
They’re tourists. They want to make the past a Disneyland attraction, without confronting the real darkness behind the romance.

STEFAN
And you do?

JONAH
(getting 
flustered)
Well, at least we don’t forget it as soon as we leave the theatre and rave about the film on our portable computer machines in our cappuccino-laden luxury sedans.

ANNA
Surely you see the difference, Stefan.

STEFAN
Yes. Don’t you wish we could go away?  Don’t you wish you could be independently wealthy, so you could do as you desired?

ANNA
No. That would defeat the point. If we can’t live this life in society, in the world as it is, then we are no more than the dilettantes we despise.

JONAH
It is the struggle against mediocrity, against those elements - those pink hairbands, those plastic soda cups, those shopping malls - that gives meaning to what we do. That gives us that frisson of victory when we hold a banquet... 

ANNA
Or find a portrait of the Virgin Mary in the trash... 

JONAH
In the midst of disposable culture, disposable waste.

ANNA
Some things, we’d like to think, last.

JONAH
Or need to last. And need champions. Advocates. Torch-bearers, in short.

STEFAN
The water’s boiling.

Stefan goes over to the pot and dumps two cups of rice in, then puts the lid back on. 

Jonah immediately jumps up.

JONAH
Stefan, Stefan!  The saffron!

STEFAN
Saffron?

JONAH
If we must content ourselves with simple rice, then at least let us flavour it with the most precious of seasonings.

Jonah roots around underneath the sink and pulls out a large burlap sack of saffron. 

As he unties the carefully-knotted tie-string, he says:

JONAH
More valuable, by weight, than gold. This purchase drained my vitality more than you know.

STEFAN
Expensive, I suppose?

ANNA
He means it literally. He sold two quarts of blood, and he still has to go back to the clinic pay off the rest of the grocer’s bill.

JONAH
Sadly, two quarts was three too little.

ANNA
And he’s got a rare type. But he was deliciously pale for about a week or so afterwards, weren’t you dear?  He even stopped talking for a while.

Jonah dumps an absurdly large handful of saffron into the pot. He licks his hand cravenly. 

The phone (an old, heavy dialing mechanism), which is on the table next to Anna, begins to ring. 

No one makes any move to pick it up. Instead, Anna picks up a Mary and Baby Jesus statuette and examines it distractedly. The phone continues to ring.

STEFAN
Umm... should I... ?

ANNA
Mmm.

Stefan picks up the phone.

STEFAN
Hello?  Hello?  No one’s there.

Stefan hangs up the phone.

ANNA
Luis. He’ll be over soon.

Anna sets the statuette back on the table. 

Jonah looks over, obviously annoyed.

JONAH
Stefan, may I ask you a question?

STEFAN
Yeah, sure.

JONAH
Now that you’ve been living here for a while, of course you have as much say in the décor as the both of us.

ANNA
Oh, for god’s sake, Jonah. Not again.

STEFAN
I don’t have a problem with décor. I quite like it... 

JONAH
Yes, of course. Of course you do. However. Don’t you feel that the idolatry in this room is perhaps a little excessive?  A little de trop?

ANNA
Jonah, please.

STEFAN
You mean the Jesus and Mary motifs?  Actually, I find it quite interesting. In class the other day... 

JONAH
 Yes, yes. I was just curious.

ANNA
You heard what he said, Jonah.

JONAH
Yes, yes.

Luis, at this point, emerges from a trap-door in the kitchen floor, labelless bottle of wine in hand.

LUIS
Good evening.

STEFAN
How did you... 

JONAH
Ah! Luis! You’ve got a nose for the fine stuff. 
    (to STEFAN) 
Our latest Chardonnay.

STEFAN
You didn’t tell me you made your own wine.

JONAH
Yes, unfortunately this barbaric continent chooses to levy so many tariffs and taxes on this humble necessity that we must create our own. In France, this would be unheard of. Three francs for a carafe of table red!  Ah, Paris... 

ANNA
(Smiling 
dreamily)
Someday we’ll go there.

Jonah gets some glasses down. He pours the wine with a flourish and presents the glasses to his friends. 

They drink. Luis, staring through his green glass for a moment, clears his throat and speaks.

LUIS
Once, I was walking down the alley with all the green roofs. Beyond the west side. But someone had left a door open, a door that led down some stone stairs. 

A beat.

ANNA
And of course you went down.

LUIS
Well, yes. 
    (looks troubled) 
At first, I couldn’t see anything. It smelled of hair. I went into the middle of the room and lit my candle.
      (beat) 
And all around me were the plastic people they use for department store clothing displays. And these plastic people, mostly women - although they had no... . anyway... they were all facing the same direction.

ANNA
 (concerned)
What did you do?

LUIS
I snuffed my candle... I didn’t want to meet their eyes, you see.. and left.

STEFAN
You know, in ancient China, emperors were buried with armies of stone soldiers. I’ve seen pictures of them, all facing the same way... it’s eerie.

The listeners nod, raising interested eyebrows. They seem pleased that Stefan has something interesting to contribute. 

They finish making dinner and start eating. 

Luis politely declines the food, but pours himself another glass of wine.

JONAH
After we’ve finished eating, what say we fetch Amelia and go for a jaunt?

LUIS
There’s some rather intriguing paintings on the bank on Water Street.

ANNA
Luis always has a few new finds to show us.

STEFAN
Hey, remember how I wanted to do portraits of you guys? As soon as I said it I realized I didn’t really have the cash for canvases. But... 

JONAH
Capital idea, Stefan. For the bold, the streets are canvas aplenty. And Luis will probably have a few ideas for spots.

STEFAN
I’ll grab my paints.

INT. AMELIA’S WORK - THAT NIGHT 

Amelia is peering into a microscope and making notes on a clipboard on which the words “Consistency of Corn Oil” are glimpsed. She is obviously bored and impatient.

AMELIA
 (under her 
breath)
Stupid empiricists.

In the background, through the window, the silhouettes of Jonah, Stefan, Anna, and Luis come into focus, framed by lamplight. They’re visible to the viewer, but not Amelia. 

Amelia completes her work, putting the clipboard away, and turns her attention to some objects on her desk, beside the window. 

They’re her own alchemical experiments, and include a variety of old and new looking vials and what looks to be a lodestone compass. The compass is pointing towards the window, which causes Amelia some consternation, but despite her adjustments it turns again towards the window and her friends who remain a frozen tableau. 

Abandoning the little device, she lifts a beaker filled with purple liquid and shakes it a little, disturbing the stones at the bottom. 

Then she holds it up to a lamp beside the window and finally sees her friends.

AMELIA
(smiling)
Oh.

The compass returns to normal.

EXT. AN ALLEYWAY - NIGHT 

Anna is perched upon a wooden packing crate, posing in profile. Stefan has roughed in the basic outline on a loading dock door and is quite intensely focused on the details. 

Amelia and Luis are a little distance off, perhaps in the foreground, talking.

LUIS
And are you still dreaming of pirates?

AMELIA
Yes. It’s very perplexing. I never used to dream very much, and when I did, I could barely remember fragments. 

LUIS
Tell me about them.

AMELIA
They’re not threatening, but not entirely benign either. But... the absurd thing is that I... well, the overwhelming feeling is one of familiarity.

At this point Jonah, who had been watching Stefan paint in the background, approaches them.

JONAH
I feel restless. Shall we perhaps take a walk while the artist is at work?

LUIS
Yes. I’d like to make sure that we’re alone.

AMELIA
Let’s go, then.

Jonah, Luis and Amelia walk off. 

Back to Stefan, in the process of painting Anna, who remains somewhat motionless, although she talks with him.

ANNA
So, Stefan. How long have you been a painter?

STEFAN
For a while now. I always liked drawing, but it wasn’t until high school that I was encouraged to pick up a brush.

ANNA
Tell me. What is your opinion of “modern art”?

STEFAN
I don’t know... there are some painters, like Balthus, that I like quite a lot. But I don’t have much of an opinion on the other stuff.

ANNA
Personally, I find it baffling.

STEFAN
How so?

ANNA
The modern artists of today seem to have lost a certain... how should I say it... aesthetic sense. It seems that their concern for themselves has superceded their connection to the living world.

STEFAN
Yes, that’s one way to put it. Could you turn your face a little to your left?

EXT. ANOTHER ALLEYWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Cut to Jonah, Luis and Amelia, wandering through the broad industrial alleyways, which resemble abandoned, decrepit boulevards.

AMELIA
Do you come here much, Luis?

LUIS
I come here sometimes.

JONAH
I rather like this part of the city. It’s so very peaceful. One can walk and talk and think virtually unmolested.

LUIS
There are many parts of the city like this. You need only to find them.

JONAH
Indeed. People only consider what they see to be the city, when what they are looking at is merely trompe l’oeil: a façade.

AMELIA
(partly 
to herself)
Matter is, after all, mostly empty space... 

JONAH
I beg your pardon?

AMELIA
Nothing.

JONAH
Would either of you like some more wine?

AMELIA
Please.

As Amelia says this, Luis nods in assent.

JONAH
Here. Warm yourself up.

Amelia takes the bottle and drinks from it, then passes it to Luis.

JONAH
I must say, I’m feeling quite pleasant. A most enjoyable evening, to be sure.

They walk and drink in silence for a little while.

JONAH
Tell me, Amelia. Are we close to finding the Philosopher’s Stone?

AMELIA
Funny. I have a few projects on the burners right now... I don’t know if I could explain them, but I’ve been seeing some very interesting results.

JONAH
Such as?

AMELIA
I don’t know if I should tell you just yet. Nothing very conclusive. But certainly more stimulating than testing the viscosity of corn oil.

JONAH
How dull that must be for you.

AMELIA
So dull I’d rather not even talk about it. But I have found a particular high-alkaloid solution that produces extremely memorable visions.

JONAH
Yes, we all know about your vision-inducing potions.

AMELIA
I’m not talking about poppy fantasies, Jonah. They have a specific effect on the mind’s temporal functions. But I don’t know how to isolate it.

JONAH
Speaking of time... I think we shall just beat the dawn if we head back home now.

INT. MOVIE THEATRE - THE NEXT AFTERNOON 

Jonah is taking tickets. A tall attractive woman, CHRIS, approaches alone. Without looking, Jonah takes her ticket and tears it neatly.

JONAH
Welcome to the cinema. You’ll find your cultural cubbyhole down the hall to your left.

CHRIS
(laughing)
Do you promise me there’ll be culture there?

JONAH
If only I could. 
         (Notices 
         her locket) 
A family heirloom?

CHRIS
Yes, actually. 

She opens it. Inside there is a picture of a beetle.

JONAH
Well! You don’t look anything like your grandmother.

There are people behind her getting impatient.

CHRIS
 (snapping her 
locket closed.)
My grandmother’s ears are bigger.

The people are getting more impatient. 

The MANAGER appears behind them, giving Jonah a dirty look. Jonah is oblivious.

JONAH
You know, it’s rather unusual to find someone enjoying a film alone, even an action packed thriller like “The Hungry Welshman.”

CHRIS
(leaving)
I know, I know. I’m reviewing it. I work at Spectator Weekly.

JONAH
Ah.

She gives him a smile and leaves. 

The manager comes up to Jonah.

MANAGER
Look, Sutton, get the lead out, eh? Just tear their ticket. Don’t go fondling their jewellery.

Jonah apparently doesn’t hear the manager, just smiles tightly and, with robotic movements, takes and tears the next customers ticket.

INT. THE GEN - AFTERNOON 

Anna is folding shirts. Janet approaches her.

JANET
Anna, when I hired you, I mentioned that while we don’t have a dress code per se, we expect our girls to inspire buying confidence.

ANNA
Inspire buying confidence. Yes, of course I remember. It was funny.

JANET
Well, it wasn’t a joke. And quite frankly, your choice of dress has... 

ANNA
Embarrassed you?

JANET
Yes. I’m sorry to say it, but it’s true.

ANNA
You shouldn’t feel embarrassed. Just because my style of dress makes you all-too-noticeable as a brainless fashion clone, doesn’t mean you can’t change.

JANET
(blank fury)
I can’t... you’re fired. Get your... grandma-looking... ass out of here.

ANNA
 (amused)
Grandma-looking ass? You’ve been dying to fire me for the last year and you haven’t come up with anything wittier than that? Why not, begone, you historic relic? Or Out, Damned Slut! I mean, really, Janet... 

JANET
You know, I can call the mall security.

Anna shrugs and leaves. 

INT. AMELIA’S WAREHOUSE LAB/LIVING SPACE - AFTERNOON 

Amelia is looking through massive cracked tomes of alchemical lore. One giant book in particular is full of tiny lettering, so she peers through a pair of extremely thick spectacles. 

Around her are many objects that one might find in a medieval alchemists’ study: perpetual-motion machines, astrolabes, old, outdated globes. 

Amelia shuts one of the tomes, sending a puff of dust into the air, and turns to a table brimming with beakers, glass tubes, Bunsen burners and the like. 

She fiddles with them for a while, pouring one graduated cylinder into another, emptying beakers, etc. 

After a little while, she appears to be getting woozy. She stretches out and lies on her bed, appearing to instantly fall into a deep sleep. 

Amelia tosses and turns. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CAMPUS CAFETERIA - AFTERNOON  

Stefan is waiting in line, his tray full of food. His facial expression is distinctly nonplussed. 

Stefan’s friend RON comes up behind him, carrying a large chocolate milk and an egg sandwich, and jabs him playfully in the ribs.

RON
Hey! Steve!

STEFAN
 (somewhat 
bleary-eyed)
Oh. Hey, Ron.

RON
What’s going on?  Haven’t seen you around for a while, man.

STEFAN
Oh, not much. Just settling into my new place and such.

RON
Oh yeah!  You’re out by the docks!  How is it?  Stinks of fish, I bet.

STEFAN
Not really... It’s pretty nice.

RON
What’re your roomies like?  Why’d they get a house way out there?

STEFAN
Well... they’re kind of unique, I guess. They have these crazy banquets... 

RON
Wow!  Banquets!
They pay for their food.

RON
Hey! Why don’t you come and sit with me and Stacey?
         (S.V.) 
I’m going out with her now.

STEFAN
(looks down 
at his book)
Umm... 

They go over to the table where STACEY is sitting.

STACEY
Hi Stefan!  Long time no see!

RON
I had to drag him over, the bum.

They sit.

RON
So, Steve was just telling me about his new place. Says they hold some wild parties there.

STEFAN
Well... not exactly. They have these banquets at this decrepit old club down in the pawn-shop district.

STACEY
Oh. That sounds... interesting.
   (sarcastically) 
How very elegant.

STEFAN
It is, actually. They have this way about them.

RON
They probably have a smell about them too, living in a fish warehouse.

Stacey cackles. Stefan doesn’t.

STACEY
Ron!  I’m sure it’s nice, Stefan.

RON
Yeah, I’m just kidding man. What happened to your sense of humor?  Anyway, if you want to get away from those guys for a little while, there’s going to be this big party tonight.

STACEY
You should come, Stefan!

STEFAN
Umm... I don’t think I can.

RON
Come on, man!  We haven’t seen you since, like, forever. Come!

STEFAN
I don’t think I can... but tell me where it is and maybe I’ll show up.

STACEY
Okay. It’s at the Alpha Gamma House - that big purple place on the corner of Lorne and Treehill.

STEFAN
All right. I kinda have to get to class now.

Ron extends his hand to shake Stefan’s.

RON
Cool. Catch you later, man.

Stefan shakes Ron’s hand briefly, gets up and exits.

EXT. ANNA AND JONAH’S HOUSE - EARLY EVENING

The house is in the old port district, and is the only residential dwelling on the street. 

It is very old. The house has a large Georgian porch. It is clearly from the last century, and in bad shape. It is slanted slightly, perhaps, giving the impression of it being somehow askew. 

Some pavement in front of the house, on the street, is worn away to reveal cobblestones. 

Stefan approaches the door, but holds back when he hears muffled yelling and fighting from inside. 

Above the doorframe someone, presumably Anna, has installed a stained-glass depiction of St. George fighting the Dragon. 

The word “idolatry”, said by Jonah, can be made out. Something crashes to the floor, but doesn’t smash. 

Anna yells something, and Jonah suddenly bursts out of the house, in a dramatic, affected pose. He reels past Stefan and down the street. 

Stefan enters the house slowly and looks around. 

INT. THE HOUSE

He enters the kitchen, where a large brass lamp is lying on the ground. 

Anna is sitting on a large armchair, perfectly composed and staring straight ahead. There is a long, uncomfortable beat.

STEFAN
Hi.

Another beat.

ANNA
Let’s go to the club.

INT. THE SLACKWATER CLUB SMOKING ROOM - EVENING

Anna and Stefan are sitting across from each other. There is a long, awkward silence. 

The sounds of conversation and laughter begin to emanate O.S., from the next room. 

The door opens, and Luis and Mr. Percy enter. Mr. Percy is laughing as if he’s just heard a hilarious joke. Luis doesn’t say anything, but he looks much more animated than we’ve ever seen him. 

They walk about halfway into the room, until they notice Anna and Stefan. Mr. Percy and Luis are immediately silent. 

Mr. Percy turns his back and walks out of the room.

ANNA
Oh, hello Luis.

Luis sits down.

Stefan leans forward, in anticipation of someone to talk to.

STEFAN
Where does he... I mean, what’s his story?

LUIS
Mr. Percy runs the club. He’s been here for a long time.

STEFAN
So he owns the place?

Neither Anna nor Luis respond. 

Anna turns her head and lights a long cigarette. 

Stefan says nothing else, and there is another long beat.

ANNA
Jonah is a fool.

Beat.

STEFAN
Well... how do you mean?

ANNA
He’s so fixated on the notion of beauty unnamed, he cries “idolatry!” at any suggestion of visible piety.

LUIS
Had another one of your fights, did you?

Anna shrugs.

STEFAN
You mean about the décor in the kitchen?

ANNA
(with a 
frigid stare)
It’s not about the décor, Stefan. You should know that by now. It’s about conflicting philosophies of art.

LUIS
It’s about conflict, anyway.

ANNA
(sighs)
Please, Luis. This is harder for me than you know.

STEFAN
Is it hard to resolve your... aesthetic commitments, I guess?  with your personal commitments?

ANNA
(nods, and 
smiles slightly)
In part, Stefan. In part.

LUIS
At least there is common ground.

STEFAN
Do you feel that way about Amelia?

LUIS
I once knew a baker. A very talented man. He could bake the finest sourdough buns I have ever tasted, and he was often kind enough to share his wares with me. The problem was the baker was in poor financial straits. Now, this baker’s landlord owned several bakeries around town, and was known in the dough-pounding community as a patron of sorts. Often, he would accept loaves in lieu of rent monies. Unfortunately, despite the baker’s great capacity at his craft, something in the landlord’s past, some terrible event, caused him to loathe the smell and taste of sourdough. Despite the two’s great friendship, there was an awkwardness about their relationship.

ANNA
Did they ever resolve it?

LUIS
They both went mad.

ANNA
Of course they did. Of course.


EXT. DOWNTOWN CITY STREET - THAT EVENING  

Jonah is walking by himself down the street. 

He is staring at his feet, walking and walking. 

He is in a very modern district of the city, but he doesn’t seem to notice it. He only glances up to see his sad, troubled reflection in shop windows. 

Chris passes Jonah on the street, with a large umbrella. 

Jonah does not notice, but she stops and tentatively calls him.

CHRIS
Hey... 

Jonah half-turns and looks over his shoulder. 

He is dramatically pathetic-looking. His hair is completely matted down, dog-wet. Water is streaming down his face, which wears a sour expression.

JONAH
Oh... hello.

CHRIS
You are the guy from the movie theatre, aren’t you?

JONAH
Yes. And you’re the cub reporter.

CHRIS
Yeah, that’s me. 
(a beat)
You look like hell.

JONAH
Quite appropriate, really.

CHRIS
Come here.

They move under a store’s awning to talk. 

Jonah is right beneath the rim of the awning, getting possibly even more wet than before.

CHRIS
Oh, come on. You’re getting worse. You really enjoy the whole romantic, tragic thing, don’t you?

JONAH
Enjoy it?

CHRIS
Where’re you going?

JONAH
Nowhere. Anywhere. Away.

Chris smiles indulgently.

CHRIS
Ah. I see. Well, I’m going to a nice warm art opening. Would you like to come?

JONAH
A vernissage?

CHRIS
I suppose.

JONAH
Hmm.

CHRIS
Oh, come on. Boring artists!  Free wine!  

JONAH
I could use a distraction. 

CHRIS
Let’s go.

They go off under CHRIS’ big umbrella.


INT. SMALL ART GALLERY - NIGHT  

The place is crowded with art-world scenesters, sipping wine and champagne. On the white walls of the upscale gallery various abstract paintings are hung, framed by old antique frames. 

Jonah and Chris are standing by the wine and food table. Jonah is eating at a rate that is not exactly stuffing his face but definitely at an accelerated rate.

JONAH
Oh!  I’m famished.

CHRIS
 (amused)
Apparently.

JONAH
You know, there was a time when we did all the openings. A friend involved with catering these affairs let us know who had the most liberal groaning board. Wine, cheese, fruits of the world... all gratis.

CHRIS
We? You had an accomplice on these raids?

JONAH
(wistfully)
I did... oh, yes. But now, I suppose, it’s best if you see me as a man against the world. Friendless and alone... 

CHRIS
 (arched 
eyebrows)
And that makes me... 

JONAH
Yes, those were good days. We rarely cooked on the weekends, thanks to the ample bounty of the vernissage. But the art, my God, the art. Infant droolings and mediocre droolings at that. It was infuriating. To the point where the crackers no longer sat well. Where the cheese seemed to rise in my gullet.

CHRIS
(laughing)
I thought I was supposed to be the critic. Is there any art you like?

JONAH
Of course. Very little of the living arts, of course. Although there are always a few delightful performances at each banquet.

CHRIS
Banquet?

JONAH
 (his eye 
caught by 
an art 
piece)
Oh! What’s this?

They walk over to the art piece and Jonah gives himself over to it completely. 

He produces a monocle from one of his jacket pockets and with swift angular movements examines the piece.

JONAH
Exquisite. Simply... 
        (his breath 
         is taken 
            away)

CHRIS
I’m so sure about the yellow blotch. Rather phallic.

Jonah swiftly pockets his monocle, and looks around quickly for someone in charge. 

He sees someone and walks over and collars the CURATOR, bringing him back to the painting.

JONAH
Quick man, how much for this piece?

CURATOR
The painting is a hotly sought-after Boyd. It’s $20,000 and of course it comes with the frame.

JONAH
But must the painting come with it?

CURATOR
What?

JONAH
(waving at 
the painting,
earnestly)
I can see that this Boyd fellow is trying something here, and it’s all terribly interesting, but the frame is what I’m after. So delicately, yet boldly crafted... it’ll round out my collection. I’ve no need for the display piece.

EXT. ART GALLERY - MOMENTS LATER

By the doors, a muffled argument comes from within. 

A well-dressed couple approaches the doors and opens them to Jonah, who is being lightly pushed out by the CURATOR.

JONAH
A simple and reasonable request - 

The door shuts on him. Jonah looks a little crestfallen. 

A moment or two later Chris comes out. 

CHRIS
I pretended I didn’t know you.

Jonah says nothing, looks down the street.

CHRIS
I’m hungry. Let’s get something to eat.

INT. A CAFÉ - NIGHT

The café is a dark and candle-lit place with old-world pretensions. 

Jonah and Chris are sitting at the table, dirty dishes in front of them. 

There is a Michaelangelo’s David Salt-and-Pepper shaker holder that Chris is looking at. 

CHRIS
That’s awesome!

JONAH
If you’re using awe as meaning fearsome and terrible, I agree. It is awesome. What is it you women find so 
        (frustrated, 
         rolling his 
           hand in 
           the air)
enthralling about idols?

CHRIS
Two words... David’s goodies.

JONAH
Anna cannot seem to let it go. As soon as something is depicted so completely, it is meaningless. Why can’t she see that the beautiful concept must never have one specific form?

CHRIS
Is it the religious aspect of it that bothers you?

JONAH
I’m certainly not against religion, such as it is. But relegating beauty under the dominion of an aesthetically perfect deity is scandalous. It implies an absolute nature of beauty. Beauty is not merely in the cathedrals. It is in the rooftops, the workshops, the half-sunken piers. I should like to think that at our banquets, for example - 

CHRIS
Yes, you mentioned them before. What are they, exactly?

JONAH
Exactly?  They are nothing, exactly. I would never say that. Exactly is what they are not. Why, the Slackwater Club itself is a perfect example.

CHRIS
The Slackwater Club?  You belong to some sort of club?

JONAH
No, no, no. The Club is a place, a location. It’s where the banquets are held. It is where we go to relax and forget our cares.

CHRIS
Where is it?  Downtown?

JONAH
Maybe it once was. It lies among the beautiful decay that once was the center of fashionable life in this aging city. Broken windows, boarded-up storefronts, and in the midst of it all... such elegance!

CHRIS
You have a lot of people at these events?

JONAH
I suppose... there are always some interesting dregs who show up for the chaotic joy of it all. I can’t - nor would I, if I could - say how many.

CHRIS
Are they all... like you?  I mean, do they all... 

JONAH
I should like to think that we are all like-minded.

CHRIS
And by day, you’re just an usher at a movie theater?  Wow. Cool.

JONAH
Oh, you find.

CHRIS
Oh, absolutely!  I mean, right under the straight city’s nose, you’ve got this whole other world going on... 

The WAITER arrives.

WAITER
Would you like anything else?

Chris looks at Jonah, who shakes his head.

CHRIS
No, I think we’re fine.

The waiter tears off the check and places it on their table, then leaves.

CHRIS
Look... I’ll cover this. But I want to keep talking to you. 
         (short beat)
Okay, this is going to sound weird, but my brother is having a party tonight, and I promised to come. Wanna come along?  I could use some company, the way these shindigs usually turn out.

Jonah shrugs.

EXT. FRAT HOUSE - NIGHT  

The house is purple, and on the corner of Lorne and Treehill, although this need not be shown. 

There are some carousers out on the porch, (SAM, LOU, TODD, and CHARLIE) and people partying and dancing can be seen through the windows. Loud music is pouring out on to the street. 

Chris and Jonah approach.

CHRIS
Hi guys.

LOU
Hey, Chris!  How’re ya doin’?

CHRIS
Hey Lou.  Sam, this is my friend Jonah. Jonah, this is my brother, Sam.

SAM
Hi. Nice to meet you, Jonah.

JONAH
Of course.

CHRIS
 (to JONAH)
Let’s go inside and get something to drink.

JONAH
I could use something to drink. 
        (to SAM) 
What kind of wines are you serving at this party?

TODD
Oooh!  Let me get you our wine list, m’lord!

Everyone laughs except Jonah. Chris even chuckles.

JONAH
Well... then what will we be drinking?

TODD
Beer, JD’s... we’re mixing up some Jello® shots.

CHRIS
Let’s go in.

Chris and Jonah enter. 

INT. FRAT HOUSE

Inside, a wild frat party is going on. The usual drunk revelry is ensuing.

CHRIS
 (to JONAH)
Stay here. I’ll get you a beer.

Chris leaves to get the beer, and Jonah is left in the middle of the party. 

Until Chris returns, he moves not an inch, obviously uncomfortable, observing the party around him. 

Eventually, Chris comes back with two bottles of beer.

CHRIS
 (handing 
Jonah
 a beer)
Here, have one.

JONAH
Ah. So this is beer.

CHRIS
Jesus!  Don’t tell me you’ve never had one before.

JONAH
I only drink wines. And, of course, their relatives - cognac, brandy, sherry. I have never tasted lager before. I never thought I would.

CHRIS
Well, now’s your big chance. Cheers.

They drink it down.

JONAH
Not bad. Not bad at all.

At this point, DISSOLVE TO a musical montage sequence of the party’s events. 

Incongruous music should be playing - a baroque harpsichord tune, or a Bach sonata. 

Although the first few shots should show a still-uncomfortable Jonah still sticking close to Chris, he gets drunk very quickly. In fact, in every shot, a different drink should be in his hand - a beer, a whiskey, a Jello® shot. 

He should be seen getting very much into the spirit of the party. We should also see Ron and Stacey at one point apparently talking about Jonah. 

Furthermore, throughout the montage, these four events should be portrayed:

Jonah opens a CD case rather haphazardly and    the CD falls into his lap. He picks it up and peers into the shiny mirror-side raptly.

Jonah is laughing hysterically, amidst people who are not laughing, tears sliding down his cheeks. We see, as he points to it again and again, that he is looking at a Ziggy© cartoon on a mug.

Jonah is standing in front of a captivated audience of party people, reciting from a tiny book of poetry he produces from his pocket.

Finally: Jonah is sitting at a keyboard synthesizer, hunched-over and playing with great vigor, his hair mostly covering his eyes. It should seem that he is playing the song on the soundtrack. He collapses onto the keys, and the music on the soundtrack ends with a crash. Fade to black.

INT. CHRIS’ BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORNING  

Jonah is lying on the bed asleep, CHRIS’ head on his chest. 

We only see Jonah from the eyes-down, and CHRIS’ slumbering face.

Jonah stirs. His eyes open. There is a moment where he is obviously confused.

JONAH
(slurred)
Oh dear.

Jonah turns his head to the right, where there is a full-length mirror. 

He, and the viewer, then take in the entire scene: the bedroom, Chris, Jonah, the ridiculous “Old Fart” baseball cap Jonah is wearing, complete with two empty beer cans on either side. 

Jonah visibly shudders with revulsion and self-loathing. 

Jonah extricates himself, flings the hat to the floor, gathers his clothing (one piece of which is stained with vomit) and sneaks out, leaving Chris asleep on the bed.

EXT. CAMPUS - A FEW WEEKS LATER 

Snow’s falling and Stefan, engraved bookstrap in hand, is walking home. Stacey and Ron approach.

RON
Steve!

STACEY
Well if it isn’t our little bookworm!

STEFAN
(grinning)
Hey guys. Can you believe how beautiful it is today?

RON
That’s just cause you don’t have to shovel your driveway, buddy.

STACEY
Where are you going?

STEFAN
Home, I suppose... 

RON
Right... back to the wharf. Roomies working out?

STEFAN
Sort of. They’re a couple though, I think, and there’s been some kind of blow up... so it’s been tense the last few weeks.

A trio of well-dressed students, one with a bookbag, stroll by. One of them has a long brown scarf which he tosses back as he makes a point. 

Stacey, Ron and Stefan watch them.

STACEY
I don’t know why those drab old scarves are popular... Goodwill must have had a sale.

RON
I know! I’ve seen, like eight of them so far. Remember that weird guy at Todd’s party last month? He was wearing one inside.

STEFAN
I dunno. I like them. You should get one, Stacey.

STACEY
(laughing)
Well you’re going around carrying an antique, so forgive me if I don’t take your fashion advice.

STEFAN
(holding up 
his bookstrap)
I’ve had this for years. It’s my grandfather’s.

STACEY
Bookwormerie must run in the family.

RON
See what happens when you don’t see us often enough? Stacey saves up all her zingers.

STEFAN
 (a little 
distractedly)
See you... sooner rather than later, I hope.

They part. 

Near the rather ornate gate exit of the campus grounds is a newspaper box, “Spectator Weekly” painted on the side. 

Something inside catches Stefan’s eye and he grabs one.

He glances at the cover of the tabloid: GENTLEMEN AND LADIES, THE SLACKWATERS! is in large letters dominating the page. 

There is a line-drawn cartoon, black and white, of a dandy with a top hat and a long cigarette. In smaller letters the subhead reads: “Neo-dandies bring a new decadence to the urban landscape”. Running across the top of the masthead is the teaser: “THANKSGIVING SPURS A TURKEY REVOLUTION, Page 4” or something similarly dissonant with the lead story.

Stefan, seeing the paper is getting snowed on, shakes it off and tucks it in his book strap.

INT. THE KITCHEN - EVENING 

Stefan comes in from the cold and stamps off the snow.

Anna is sewing something and Jonah is pacing, perking up when he sees someone else to talk to.

JONAH
Ah! Back from the ivory tower! What new thing did they stuff in your ear today?

STEFAN
Romans conquering the Gauls, that whole thing.

JONAH
Poppycock! Those road-builders never came close.

STEFAN
And you? How was work?

JONAH
Long and tiresome. Tiresome and long. 

He seems to emphasize the word “long,” and this causes Anna to jab at her needlework extra vehemently. 

Stefan doesn’t notice, and sits down to take off his boots and brush off his books.

STEFAN
Anna? Did you get to enjoy the softly-falling snow?

ANNA
I was quite busy with my needlework.

Anna shows him what she’s been working on. It’s a Maltese Cross, and as soon as Jonah sees it he sighs.

JONAH
If you’d only set aside your idolatry for a few hours, I could stop working these damnable double shifts.

Stefan, already sitting in a chair, looks down at the newspaper to avoid looking at them.

ANNA
I can sell these. Someone’s commissioned me to do a series.

Stefan is getting more and more engrossed by what he’s reading.

JONAH
Who is this patron? Is it a man?

STEFAN
(reading from 
the paper)
“Oscar Wilde would be proud. There’s a whole new plague of over-leisured underachievers, and they’re redefining what it is to be decadent. Forget Milan, Monte Carlo, Madrid - there’s a whole undiscovered city out there to roll around in.”

He holds up the weekly. Jonah reads from it.

JONAH
Slackwater... 

Anna looks up.

STEFAN
“Every year, select people are invited to a brouhaha in an abandoned ruin called the Slackwater Club. These ‘Slackwaters’ engage in all kinds of divine madness, a kind of sexed-up bacchanal with (one source claimed), a fist fight that turned into a moving piece of ballet and only ended when the participants fainted from exhaustion. One of them reportedly died.”

ANNA
Absurd!

JONAH
“Sexed-up?”

All are listening with an almost painful acuteness, terror flashing in their eyes - even Stefan is wincing, but cannot stop reading.

STEFAN
“Although hugely influenced and informed by the fashion sense of a fin-de-siecle gadabout, there is a fascinating lifestyle behind it all-“ 

ANNA
What - who did that? Is there a name on that... thing?

STEFAN
Uh... Chris Delvo.

Jonah’s face freezes. He touches his collar anxiously and composes himself before Anna looks over.

ANNA
Do we know him?

JONAH
I... I certainly don’t.

ANNA
I feel violated.

JONAH
Oh, Anna... 

ANNA
 (looking at Jonah, 
suddenly sad)
Why do I feel so violated?

Jonah grabs her hand, recklessly, holds it to his forehead and says nothing. 

Stefan stands up and walks slowly towards the door.

ANNA
Keep that thing out of sight, will you Stefan?

STEFAN
Sure. 
       (walks towards 
           the exit) 
You know, I’ve seen a lot of scarves lately... not unlike Jonah’s... What I mean is, I think it could appeal to a lot of people. It was probably just a matter of time before someone took an interest in what we do.

ANNA
But in such a vulgar manner!  Accusing us of cultivating a “lifestyle”! 

STEFAN
I wouldn’t worry about it. I’ll get rid of the paper, if it really bothers you, though.

ANNA
Thank you, Stefan.

Stefan leaves, with the paper.

JONAH
That’s better. It’s gone now.

ANNA
Yes... I really shouldn’t have gotten so upset.

JONAH
It’s all right.

ANNA
This really... I mean, it makes our little tiff look inconsequential, don’t you find?

JONAH
Yes, honestly. It does. I can’t imagine what we were thinking.

ANNA
There is something here, isn’t there?

JONAH
Of course.

ANNA
Something uncommon?

JONAH
There is.

They gaze at each other for a moment.

ANNA
Jonah?

They kiss, briefly and chastely.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT - TWO WEEKS LATER  

Anna, Luis, Stefan and Jonah are walking, being obviously led by Amelia, who is taking them somewhere.

ANNA
Are we nearly there, Amelia?

AMELIA
Almost.

JONAH
Can you tell us where we are going, at least?  I’m catching a chill.

ANNA
I told you, Jonah. You should have worn your scarf.

Jonah mumbles something to himself.

AMELIA
This way.

They turn down a side street.

LUIS
Ah!  We must be going to that... 

AMELIA
Luis!  It’s supposed to be a surprise. Don’t show off.

They walk half a block. 

There’s an old sign, recently restored, over a storefront. It reads “Absinthe Café”.

AMELIA
Here we are.

JONAH
The “Absinthe Café”. Interesting. Why have we not heard of this establishment before?

AMELIA
Let’s just go in.

They enter. 

INT. ABSINTHE CAFE

The place resembles a turn-of-the-century Parisian Montmartre café. Dusty bottles line the walls, but the place itself does not appear to be that old; the windows are clean, the tables and chairs are new. 

It is mostly deserted, and the OWNER himself is there, leaning against the bar. He is a trim middle-aged man with bright white hair and alert eyes, with a youthful vigor to him.

OWNER
Good evening!  Welcome to the Absinthe Café. Sit wherever you’d like.

They find a table and sit down.

JONAH
I must say, this place is quite agreeable.

The owner comes over.

OWNER
And how are we all this frosty evening?

ANNA
Fine, thank you.

The owner passes out some menus. They all glance at them.

OWNER
Take your time. 

He begins to walk away.

JONAH
Wait - 

OWNER
Yes?

JONAH
Tell me... Why have I not seen this place before?

OWNER
Well, you probably have. It used to be a bar called “Shooters”. Tacky place. They had a linoleum floor which I had to tear out, neon beer signs, all that stuff. But in this place’s original incarnation, it was called the Absinthe Café. I’ve always been into that old stuff, and it seems like people are starting to appreciate it again. I’ve tried to reproduce the feel of the place from old photographs.

STEFAN
Really?  Those bottles 
     (gesturing to 
        the walls) 
look pretty authentic.

OWNER
Yeah!  I actually found them in one of the old storage rooms downstairs. They must be over a hundred years old - they’re actually old absinthe bottles, if you can believe that. 
          (S.V.) 
Don’t tell the liquor board.

Stefan chuckles politely.

JONAH
Probably too old to drink, I suppose.

OWNER
Well... I do have a little something in the back. You look like a... discreet man.

JONAH
 (getting it)
Of course, of course.

OWNER
Well, then. For everyone?

LUIS
Please.

AMELIA
I’ll have a Pernod, actually.

STEFAN
Same here.

Anna notices something on the menu.

ANNA
Oh! You have The Regent’s Red Tea?

OWNER
Yeah, we import it. Only place in the city you can get it now.

ANNA
Well, I’ll have that then.

OWNER
Sure thing.

He takes the menus and goes away.

ANNA
Well, Amelia, I must say this is a pleasant surprise.

JONAH
Indeed!  The owner really is quite sympathetic.

AMELIA
I thought you might like it. I’ve come here a few times now.

STEFAN
How did you find it? Did you just wander across this place one day?

AMELIA
No, I actually heard about it from someone at the lab.

JONAH
Someone you work with?

Amelia nods.

ANNA
Oh.

The owner returns with a tray of drinks. 

He distributes them, along with a little plate of cucumber sandwiches.

OWNER
On the house.

ANNA
 (picking 
one up)
Lovely!

OWNER 
(noticing 
Amelia)
Oh, I know you! You’re that girl who’s always writing equations in her notebook! Bit of an alchemist?

AMELIA
I admit it.

OWNER
I never wanted to interrupt you.

AMELIA
That’s what I like about this place - it’s wonderfully serene.

OWNER
Not for long, I hope... but I’m glad you like it. Good luck with your search... I’ve always found modern science to be somehow lacking.

AMELIA
Oh, you’re right of course.

OWNER nods and wanders off.

ANNA
Charming... Amelia, tell us, what have you been up to anyway?

AMELIA
It’s quite frustrating really.  I’m on the verge of something sublime... I know it. But to properly refine the experiment I need a lichen found in the Caucasus Mountains. Of course, it was quite accessible during the time of the greats, but now it requires an outlandish outlay of capital.

JONAH
You’ll muddle through, dear heart. Remember the time you substituted a common root for a speckled mudcap?

AMELIA
I grow weary of the constant scrabbling... it slows down my work, which already fights against the winds of so-called “reason”.

JONAH
Ah. A toast then, to struggling against the prevailing winds.

They toast. There are general sounds of approval.

EXT. THE PARK - EARLY MORNING - SOME WEEKS LATER  

Anna, Stefan, Luis, Amelia and Jonah are playing croquet in the snow. 

It is Stefan’s turn, and he takes his shot, sending his ball through one of the hoops.

JONAH
Good shot, Stefan.

STEFAN
Thank you. Who’s up next?

ANNA
My turn.

Anna takes her shot, missing a hoop. 

In the distance, there is another group of people also playing croquet. Occasionally throughout the scene there will be camera flashes, as the other group takes pictures of each other in outlandish poses.

JONAH
 (ignoring the 
distraction)
Oh... such a pity.

ANNA
Ha.

JONAH
Now, I believe, I shall take my shot. Pray for me, friends. Pray for yourselves.

Just then, another ball - not any of theirs - rolls onto the green.

JOE (O.S.)
Heads!

JOE comes running on to the green. He is dressed fairly normally, save for a conspicuous top hat that he wears at a jaunty angle. His speech is loud and affected, an exaggeration of what we have seen so far from our main characters.

JOE
Jolly day for a game, wouldn’t you say?

JONAH
Mmm.

JOE
I say, there’s nothing like rising with the dawn for a little round of sport.

ANNA
Mmm. 

She turns her back and pretends to be doing something.

JONAH
Don’t tell me you’d like to play through.

JOE
Play through? Oh, I get it.
         (notices 
          AMELIA) 
Oh, you!  I’ve seen you before at the Absinthe, haven’t I?

AMELIA
Yes, I think so.

A group of people playing croquet in the distance call Joe.

JOE
Anyhoo!  Must be off, then. Chop chop!

Joe dashes off to his friends.

ANNA
“Anyhoo”?

JONAH
Well, then.

Jonah tries to take his shot, but is interrupted by loud cries from the other group of players. We only see them at a distance, but they are jumping up and down and acting excitable. 

Someone yells “Oh, you beast!” sarcastically, O.S.

JONAH
Hrmph. Shall we just call it a day, then?

ANNA
I think so.

INT. SLACKWATER CLUB SMOKING ROOM - NIGHT - A WEEK LATER  

Stefan, Luis, Anna and Jonah are sitting around the card table, engrossed in a game of whist.

JONAH
(to LUIS)
Your bid.

Luis sighs and looks at his cards discontentedly. At this moment, Amelia enters.

AMELIA
Hello, everyone.

ANNA
Hello Amelia. Take a seat - we’ll include you in the next round.

Amelia sits.

LUIS
Spades. 

He places a card on the table.

ANNA
Oh, damn.

AMELIA
Hmm... Say!  Stefan.

STEFAN
 (looking up 
from his 
cards)
Uh-huh?

AMELIA
I saw one of your new paintings last night. It was really very nice, but why didn’t you all invite me along?

JONAH
You didn’t tell me you painted a new one, Stefan.

STEFAN
I haven’t painted a new one in a while. Where is it?

AMELIA
Behind the old Bowery building. By the fire-escape.

STEFAN
I’m pretty sure I’ve never painted anything there. Positive it was one of mine?

AMELIA
Well, it looked like your style... could have been someone else, though.

JONAH
Hmm.

AMELIA
Anyway, it was nice. You ought to take a look.

STEFAN
Yeah, maybe... 

There is a pause. They play on.

STEFAN
Did I ever tell you about that painting job I had in high school?

ANNA
I don’t believe you did. Please tell.

As Stefan talks, the card-playing continues.

STEFAN
In the summers, I used to work for a house-painting company. Pretty standard work - walls, bathrooms, the like. One year, though, the school board hired us to re-paint an old high school that had really gone to pot.

ANNA
Mmm.

STEFAN
There were only four of us that summer, me and three college students. The job took the whole season. Basically, we split up, and painted entire rooms by ourselves. I was working in some old classroom, and I noticed something really interesting.

JONAH
What was that?  Your bid. But please, go on.

STEFAN
Hearts. Well, the room obviously hadn’t been painted for at least thirty years - it was in bad shape. As I was examining the damage, I noticed that whoever had painted the room before had really been an incredible craftsman. I mean, it’s hard to say exactly what was so striking - it was mostly just the little details. The brushstrokes were really, really fine and organized. There were little flourishes - unnoticeable really, to anyone but another painter - around the doorframe.  The fellow must have been just an incredible painter.

JONAH
Really. I suppose the muse shone through the mundanity of that man’s work. Even a simple craftsman... 

LUIS
Especially a simple craftsman.

JONAH
There’s something almost monastic about it. The austere life of the laborer. The flash of divine inspiration.

STEFAN
Yeah. He put so much detail in that classroom, even though it was really pointless, and he must have known that. It was a high school. No one was going to notice. But just working in that room... I think I learned a lot about technique that summer. It was the school year after that that I really got serious about art. I used to imagine someone like me, thirty or forty years before, doing the same thing. It was just nice to feel... I don’t know... a sense of continuity.

ANNA
I know when I’ve been doing needlepoint for six or seven hours... if the temperature in the room is just right... and there’s no noise beyond that of the street... I almost go into a trance-state.

LUIS
That happens to me, too... when Jonah drones on for hour after hour, I find my soul detaching from my body.

General laughter. Jonah smiles.

JONAH
When did you get a soul, Luis? Find one in an unlocked cellar?

More appreciative laughter. There’s a sense of goodwill and comfort.

EXT. STREET - DAY - SOME TIME LATER 

Anna and Jonah are striding down the street together, silent. 

Jonah stops at a pole and points at a poster. It’s a show flyer advertising a band called Fleurs de Mal playing at the Absinthe Café, the central graphic being Goya’s “The Sleep of Reason”.

JONAH
I was given a handbill for this event just the other day. The lad seemed to pick me out of the crowd of passers-by.

ANNA
Oh?

JONAH
Mmm. His shoes were well-shined.

ANNA
Mmm.

They walk on and go into a Goodwill. 

INT. GOODWILL

It’s filled with your average clientele and Jonah and Anna go up to the counter. 

They wait for a moment, then Jonah sets a bell he produces from a pocket on the counter, rings it, lets the ring die out, then returns it to a pocket. 

GOODWILL COUNTERPERSON approaches.

GOODWILL COUNTERPERSON
Oh, it’s you two. Pretty slim pickin’s this week.

ANNA
Surely you have something to catch our fancy.

GOODWILL COUNTERPERSON
Take a look for yourself.

They do, looking rather critically at the piles of clothing and the racks. 

They root through for a moment or two, retaining their poise despite the bright, tacky environment, and Anna notices a tie over in the hat section. 

The tie is next to an “Old Fart” beer hat, identical to the one seen previously except it has a piece of faux-turd on the brim.

ANNA
Here’s something for you, dear.

There’s a moment where Jonah thinks she means the hat, and his nostrils flare with guilt. He touches his collar. 

Anna walks over to the tie and picks it up - when she sees it’s a clip-on, she drops it as if it’s become a poisonous snake.

ANNA
What kind of man couldn’t tie a simple Windsor knot?

They continue to look fruitlessly through the store, Jonah making his way discreetly to the Fart hat. 

As if moved by an irresistible compulsion, he extends a single finger to test the solidity of the feces.

ANNA
Jonah! Really!

He whirls around and smoothes his collar down frantically. 

She looks at him admonishingly.

Luis comes in the back, carrying a lumpy canvas bag, unnoticed by Anna and Jonah. 

He sees them and smiles, but says nothing. He dumps a huge pile of furry animal slippers onto the counter, rolls up his bag, and walks out the back door. 

The counterperson comes out as he is exiting and smiles hello to him. 

The counterperson walks over to Jonah, proffering a bright green ascot. 

GOODWILL COUNTERPERSON
This is the kind of thing you like, right?

JONAH
No, not quite. You have me confused with a dandy, I believe.

GOODWILL COUNTERPERSON
Oh. Well, there was someone in here who bought a lot of the same things as you. He bought an entire suit, but didn’t want this. He said it was too much bother to tie.

Anna stands joins Jonah, her eyebrow raised.

JONAH
Thanks for your help. Good day.

They leave.

INT. ABSINTHE CAFÉ - NIGHT 

The café is at full capacity, filled with young college kids and a smattering of people who have bits and pieces of the Victorian look but wear it more self-consciously and ironically than do our heroes. 

Up on stage is a fairly average-looking college rock band playing slow ballad-ish melodies. The singer has glasses, and there is a harp being played.

Jonah, Anna, Stefan, and Amelia come in unnoticed by the crowd. They find a place to stand as there is nowhere to sit. They look around, a little overwhelmed by the amount of people. People occasionally jog their elbows as they brush past with pitchers of beer.

JONAH
		(shouting)
I imagined that this would be a quiet affair.

Anna cups her ear.

JONAH
(shouting)
Never mind!

Anna gives him a besieged look. Amelia is a little jumpy, and only Stefan seems unperturbed, although he looks at his friends.

Joe, bedecked in a bright green suit complete with top hat and tails, comes in, poses for a moment at the doorway with his walking stick. When enough heads have turned his way he strides into the thick of the crowd and plows through, nodding at friends, until he gets to the middle of the crowd.

Jonah and Anna see him, their mouths slightly agape. The group exchanges baffled and horrified looks. This intensifies suddenly as Joe notices them and gives them a fey little wave and turns his attention back to the band.

Jonah blinks once and seems to gird himself for action.

JONAH
		(shouting)
Excuse me just a moment.

Jonah leaves the group and attempts to make his way up to the stage.  In doing so, however, he is loath to make any physical contact with anyone.  Thus, when he encounters a human obstacle, he simply glares and waits for the offending person to get out of his way.  

Finally, he reaches the stage, and climbs up.  Jonah starts to speak, but is inaudible.

AUDIENCE MEMBER
Mike! Mike!

The LEAD SINGER of the band, which has since stopped playing, positions a microphone stand in front of Jonah.

JONAH
		(continuing)
...I've ever seen in one place.  Clearly, you have the first inklings of the appropriate sensibility.  (Gesturing to the band, genuinely confused) But how can you imagine that this noisy braying is a atmosphere conducive for the mixing of polite society? You can't just wear the clothing of a grand bygone era as if it's a costume. It amounts to idolatry!  (He stops and looks out, squinting with the lights and seeing nothing but smiling faces.) How can you smile as I throw accusations of idolatry at you? Who are you people!

Joe tips his hat flamboyantly.  Jonah, disgusted, climbs off the stage.  People gather around him, laughing and slapping him on the back, generally adoring his outrage. 

Jonah falls to the floor in a dead faint. Anna rushes up, and revives him with smelling salts.

JONAH
Wha--who?

ANNA
It's alright, dear. You did your best. Let's go.

The group exits, Anna supporting Jonah as if he’s been mortally wounded.

EXT. ABSINTHE CAFÉ - NIGHT 

They walk away, Jonah gathering strength as they get further from the door.

JONAH
Ostentatious dandy! 
(a long beat)
And what was that music?

ANNA
Was that music?

STEFAN
Yeah, it was just indie rock.

AMELIA
It would be good to get back anyway. We can get a start on the invitations.

JONAH
(perking up)
It is that time in the social season, isn’t it?

They walk on together.

INT. SLACKWATER CLUB BANQUET HALL - NIGHT - A MONTH LATER

Stefan, Amelia, Anna and Luis are sitting in their customary positions at the banquet table. Curiously, Jonah is not present yet.

It is still early in the evening, and no guests have arrived yet.

AMELIA
Shouldn’t Jonah be here?

ANNA
Yes.

STEFAN
Maybe he got held up somewhere.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SLACKWATER CLUB BANQUET HALL - ONE HOUR LATER

Stefan, Amelia, Anna and Luis are still at the table. Jonah is still not there.

Guests have begun to arrive; a small crowd with some familiar faces from the first banquet.

STEFAN
Where is he?

Anna looks around blankly.

ANNA
He’s never late... Punctuality is perhaps his strongest virtue.


DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SLACKWATER CLUB BANQUET HALL - ANOTHER HOUR LATER

The banquet is really in full swing by now. In addition to the usual crowd, quite a few college students are there, doing their best to fit in. Many people are wearing top hats. The hall is generally quite crowded.

We see the following conversations:

Conversation #1: Luis is engaged in animated conversation with Chris. Amelia is standing there, observing.

CHRIS
That’s what I miss. When you’re a reporter, you work so much that you forget the feel of the city, its living pulse.

AMELIA
Yes. Luis continues to astonish us.

CHRIS
This is all just so amazingly alive!

Conversation #2: Joe and his circle of admirers are there, including SAL and MELISSA. They are sitting in a corner.

MELISSA
Do you know the people who run this thing?

JOE
Kind of. I’ve met them a couple of times. They don’t really seem to have fun with it.

SAL
Seriously.

Joe leans towards Melissa, a twinkle in his eye, and twirls his walking-stick.

JOE
What’s life without play?

MELISSA
Indeed... 

Conversation #3: Anna and Stefan are standing by the door to the vestibule.

ANNA
This is really absurd. We certainly did not invite this number.

STEFAN
It’s really kind of getting out of hand, isn’t it?  Did you see that jerk with the parasol?

Anna sighs.

There is a commotion from the vestibule.

MR. PERCY (O.S.)
I’m sorry, sir!  They didn’t have invitations, but they  insisted. They thought I was... funny.

JONAH (O.S.)
You did your best, Mr. Percy.

Jonah enters from the vestibule. He is dressed unusually, even for him, wearing a vintage Boer-War-era Major’s uniform, complete with peaked metal helmet and a toy rifle with a cork in the muzzle.

JONAH
Good evening.

ANNA
Jonah! Where have you been?

JONAH
Cogitating. Ruminating. Plotting.

Jonah walks down the length of the table, Anna and Stefan in pursuit. 

Along the way, humorlessly, Jonah fires his pop-gun to knock off Joe’s top hat and a pirate hat as he passes. Noticing a couple who are french-kissing, Jonah pries them apart with the butt of his gun. 

Catching a glimpse of Chris, Jonah exchanges a guilty look with her before proceeding.

Jonah goes to his customary spot, removes an empty pizza box from the seat, and sits down regally. No one but his friends pay him any mind. 

The two dancers from the first banquet begin their mock-fight, and Jonah looks a little placated. He removes his hat, sets it on the table, and leans back in anticipation of the show.

Misunderstanding, a few well-intentioned people break up the “fight.” Jonah and his friends watch in amazement as the baffled performers are pulled to different corners and given a talking-to. 

Jonah places his face in his hands. 

There’s a beat and then he gets up. Jonah grabs his helmet from the table and clamps it solidly on his head.

JONAH
Enough.
(to his 
friends)
If you would follow me.

They stand, quizzical looks on their faces.

INT. SMOKING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

There are two or three people sharing a joint and drinking beer. Jonah, Luis, Amelia, Anna, and Stefan enter, and stand silently until one of them speaks.

POTHEAD
(Taking a toke)
I thought this was the smoking room, man.

JONAH
(losing his temper)
Get out! Ale-swilling, rope-smoking pirate spawn!

They do, casually. He stands there, shaking a little, Anna soothing him. When they’ve left, he closes and locks the door.

JONAH
This has gone too far. Our ranks are infested not only with pirates and foppish dandies, but salivating taste-makers and sex-obsessed trend-spotters.

Jonah removes a large, rolled-up map and a charcoal stick from a bureau drawer. 

Jonah spreads it on the card-table with a flourish. It’s an antique map of somewhere which has a small island in the middle surrounded by water. He crosses out whatever the island is named and writes “US” in it. Then he labels the surrounding water “THEM”.

JONAH
The sea of the average... fed by the mainstream, and teeming with life. Life of the commonest sort. We grew legs, impossibly, and retreated to a tiny untouched island. The tide came in and we moved further inland, until we reached a spot where we thought they could not hurt us. Where our delicate lungs could breath the cool mountain air in peace. And we enjoyed a solitary existence for a long time.

Stefan, meanwhile, has picked up a big old dictionary from a bookshelf. He flips through it, and reads out:

STEFAN
“The period at high or low tide when there is no visible flow of water.”

JONAH
Precisely. Precisely!  This period was so long that we forgot about the tide. But the tide did not forget. Now as we try to live our life as we did, we are shadowed by these... people.

LUIS
Doppelgangers.

ANNA
What can we do?

JONAH
What can one do with an enemy whose arrows are kisses?
 
He begins, languorously, to blacken out the island.

JONAH
Better to be drowned than to be crushed and trampled by a faceless throng. We must leave them the island. 

The island is now almost completely black. Begin to FADE OUT, as Jonah says:

JONAH
And dive back in. 


INT. LOBBY OF UNIVERSITY AUDITORIUM - DAY - ONE YEAR LATER

Stefan is standing outside the double doors of the auditorium, waiting for someone, as people exit the hall.

There is a sign standing next to the doors. It reads: 

TODAY: AMELIA FLETCHER DISCUSSES HER LATEST PROJECTS IN THE FIELD OF “HISTORICAL ALCHEMY”.

Finally, Amelia emerges. Stefan approaches her.

AMELIA
Stefan!  I’m so glad you could make it.

They hug, briefly.

STEFAN
Glad I could make it. I really enjoyed your talk. Unfortunately, I could only understand a quarter of it.

AMELIA
Oh, come on. How have you been?

STEFAN
Good, good. Been studying pretty hard. You?

AMELIA
I’ve been pretty immersed in my work myself. This is really the first time I’ve left my lab in months, besides to pick up the groceries.

STEFAN
(smiling)
Well, it’s good to see you. And, hey - congratulations on the grant.

AMELIA
Thank you. It came really just when I needed it.

STEFAN
It’s a little odd that it came from the Historical Society.

AMELIA
Yeah... the good thing is that they don’t really expect any results. I just have to give a talk or two every couple of months.

STEFAN
Good, good.

AMELIA
Okay... Listen, Stefan, there’s a reason I asked you to come today. Besides the talk.

STEFAN
Oh?

AMELIA
Yes... How should I put it?  Stefan, have you seen anyone around lately?

STEFAN
You mean... 

AMELIA
Yes.

STEFAN
No, it’s been months, really.

AMELIA
I know it’s been a while, but I really need to talk to everyone. Can you do me a favour?

STEFAN
Sure.

AMELIA
I’d like to host a little dinner next week, and I need everyone to be there. I’m kind of too busy right now to fetch them, I was hoping you might... 

STEFAN
Of course, of course!  It’s really been a long time, but I’m sure I could track everybody down. What should I tell them?

AMELIA
You actually don’t have to tell them anything... here... 

Amelia rummages around in her bag and pulls out four sealed envelopes. Each envelope has a scripted letter on its face: A, J, L, and S.

AMELIA
Could you just pass these along?  And the S is for you. I can’t really give you any help on where anybody is... all I know is Anna has opened up a store on Pewter Street.

STEFAN
No problem. Is there anything else I can do?

AMELIA
No, I’ve got everything taken care of. Thank you, Stefan.

STEFAN
See you next week, I guess.

AMELIA
Next week.

EXT. PEWTER STREET - DAY

Stefan is walking down the street. As he passes a group of young people talking, we overhear a snatch of their conversation; someone says “tres slackwater, George.”

Stefan comes to a storefront. The sign outside reads “ANNA’S RELIQUARIES & GIFTS”.

Stefan enters.

INT. ANNA’S RELIQUARIES & GIFTS

The store resembles a thrift shop, but with finer merchandise. Religious iconography dots the walls, and various old crosses, statuettes and bookcases full of old religious texts fill the shop.

Anna herself is sitting behind the counter, lost in a book: Middlemarch.

STEFAN
Anna?

Anna looks up and does a double-take. Her face blooms with joy.

ANNA
Stefan!

Anna jumps up, and rushes around the counter to embrace Stefan.

ANNA
Stefan!  It’s been ages!

They unclasp themselves. Anna smoothes down her dress.

STEFAN
Anna, how are you?

ANNA
Oh, oh, I’ve been doing well. I’ve had the store for a few months now... 

STEFAN
It’s really nice, Anna... 

ANNA
Yes... I’ve had a lot of customers... business has, as they say, been brisk... 

STEFAN
Well, that’s great.

ANNA
Yes, yes... I’ve... Quite... Oh, Stefan. Oh, it’s been awful.

STEFAN
Oh, I... Well, that’s... 

ANNA
Surely you must have heard about Jonah and I. It was dreadful.

STEFAN
No, no... What happened?

ANNA
Oh... dear. Well, we moved out, you know. Jonah was just so disconsolate there, and I just thought... fresh pastures, you understand?  But we could not find a suitable place, one we both could agree on. It was as if Jonah was being deliberately... I don’t know. Contrary.

STEFAN
So where do you live now?

ANNA
Oh, me?  I live upstairs. As for Jonah... I’m afraid I just don’t know. I just don’t. He came by occasionally, for a time. Now it’s been weeks.

STEFAN
What about Luis? Surely he hasn’t stopped popping up.

ANNA
Well, yes. At least in the way that we knew him to. (She pulls out a copy of Spectator Weekly and turns to the “MAN ABOUT TOWN” column, penned by Luis) He’s awfully busy with his column, I understand.

Two yuppies, SUE-ELLEN and LARRY, enter the store. They look around.

SUE-ELLEN
(examining a 
black velvet 
Christ 
painting)
Ooh!  How kitschy!  

Anna unsuccessfully attempts to contain a shudder.

ANNA (S.V.)
That word... that word.

LARRY
It’s cute. Max would love it.

SUE-ELLEN
Excuse me!  Excuse me, miss?

ANNA
Mmm?

SUE-ELLEN
How much is this?  There’s no tag.

ANNA
There’s no tag on anything, dear. I could part with that piece for... thirty-five dollars.

LARRY
How’s this: I’ll give you twenty-five.

Anna smiles tightly, and, her eyes still locked on Stefan’s, says:

ANNA
Mmmmph.

LARRY
Great, then. Here ya go.

He pays her. Anna takes the money without comment.

Sue-Ellen and Larry leave.

STEFAN
You obviously didn’t enjoy that.

ANNA
Mmm.

STEFAN
Anyway. I actually have something for you here.

ANNA
Something for me?  What is it?

STEFAN
(handing 
her the 
A envelope)
Here. It’s from another “A” you know.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Stefan is walking along, and glances at a soundless TV in a shop window. Joe is on it, commenting into a mike, and the words “SLACKWATER PUNDIT” are superimposed on the bottom of the screen. 

INT. SPECTATOR WEEKLY - DAY

Stefan goes to the receptionist and is politely denied entry to the inner chamber. He hands over the “L” envelope and leaves.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Stefan walks in a trendy area. He passes a Gen store where a mannequin wearing clothes very similar to Anna’s is standing, having lacy gloves being pulled on her hands by a Gen employee.

Right beside the Gen store is an MegaSound music store, where the Fleurs De Mals are the featured band on display.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE SLACKWATER CLUB - EARLY EVENING

Stefan stops across the street. Mr. Percy is there, being officiously handed the keys to a VW Bug. He gets into it awkwardly, being old. There is a handsome and young doorman who stands below a new wooden carved sign which announces the name in flowery script. The place has obviously been completely redone, and Stefan watches the busy windows for a while before moving on, still clutching the “J” envelope.

EXT. MOVIE THEATRE - EVENING

Stefan goes up to the box office and says something to the cashier. She shrugs.

Stefan walks away, and he does we can see the title Meet the Slackwaters lit bright on the marquee.

INT. SUBWAY CAR - NIGHT

Stefan is sitting across from a businesslike commuter, who is reading Advertising Age magazine.

The cover reads: “Goin’ for Baroque: Reaching the ‘Slackwater’ Demographic”.

EXT. THE PARK - NIGHT

Stefan sits on a bench, discouraged. He is oblivious to his surroundings.

As he stares at the ground, someone approaches him. He sees a pair of running shoes, jeans, and a windbreaker. Stefan looks up.

It is Jonah.

JONAH
Well, if it isn’t Stefan. Well met.

STEFAN
Somehow I knew you’d show up when I least expected it.

Jonah sits down, and sighs.

STEFAN
You quit your job.

Jonah nods.

STEFAN
It was the movie, wasn’t it?

Jonah nods.

STEFAN
It’s almost over, you know. It can’t get any bigger.

JONAH
(changing
subjects)
How have you been? How go your studies?

STEFAN
Pretty good actually. I’ve started taking this great science-fiction course.

JONAH
Ah! Wells, Verne and the like?

STEFAN
To start... 

JONAH
That’s good... I’m glad that you’ve found... new interests.

STEFAN
(offering 
the envelope) 
I was talking to Amelia... she wants for us all to get together.

JONAH
Even... Luis?

STEFAN
He’s been invited, yes. Is that a bad thing?

JONAH
(looks down)
No... no, of course not. But I can’t help but feel... a little sad about him. The pure flaneur ideal he once embodied, of the gentleman stroller, to be so... tainted by the silly thing he does for that... broadsheet.

STEFAN
Will you come?

JONAH
(looks at him
with a 
sad smile)
How could I not?

INT. AMELIA’S WAREHOUSE SPACE - NIGHT - FOLLOWING WEEK

There has been a table set, with high-backed chairs in which Amelia, Stefan, Jonah and Anna sit. Luis’s seat is empty. Anna and Jonah face each other, and Jonah still wears normal clothes.

STEFAN
That’s an incredible claim, Amelia. They’ll just disappear?

AMELIA
No, Stefan, you’re not listening. The solution doesn’t send the physical bodies back - only the seat of the mind is temporally shifted. Forgive the machinist metaphor, but it is as if you are lifting the needle of a phonograph and setting it down at a previous song.

Anna and Jonah look down at their mugs of gently steaming potion, but Stefan continues to interrogate her.

STEFAN
That’s impossible, it’s... 

The other three gently smile at his use of the word impossible, and he switches tack.

STEFAN
Even if this does work, how do you know that... earlier in the record is truly where you want to be? 

JONAH
I know only that this is where I do not wish to be.

ANNA
Anywhere else. Stefan, I tried.

STEFAN
Look, this is some kind of tragic, hemlock and Socrates shit isn’t it? Give me a fucking break.

ANNA
There’s no cup for you, Stefan. We... we discussed this long ago with Amelia. Before all this nonsense started. That if she ever found a way... that we’d want to know about it.

STEFAN
Amelia, how can you... 

AMELIA
It’s hard for me, too. I’d take it myself, but... there’s Luis. And the alchemist is destined to move towards knowledge, to move forward.

ANNA
Our path is more circuitous.
(lifting
her cup to
Jonah)
Love?

JONAH
(lifting his,
toasting Stefan)
To souls found alike... despite the dim light of the sea floor.

Fade to black.

INT. LUIS’ OFFICE - NIGHT

The office is non-descript. Luis is sitting at his desk, which is also non-descript.

He is looking at Amelia’s invitation, the open envelope on his desk. 

A long beat.

The phone rings. 

LUIS
Amelia! I'm sorry I didn't... oh... oh really... (Long pause. Luis starts to smile, finally to laugh.) "Temporal displacement"? And they believed you? Oh Amelia, you're precious... and I suspect some of your dream inducing herbs... How long were they out for?... Well, of course he's inspired again... sometimes a decent into darkness can be the a most illuminating voyage...

As he talks, he absent-mindedly fingers a very old woodcut on the face of his desk. The woodcut comes into sharper focus. It's a pirate ship.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. PIRATE SHIP - DAY

It's a beautiful day, gulls screeching in the blue sky. TRACK down to

INT. PIRATE SHIP - DAY

Jonah is climbing downstairs to the main chamber in the ship's interior, which is decorated with a naval theme. where Anna is knitting something black.

Jonah and Anna are wearing "pirate" clothing, but not the cliched peg-leg, eye patch sort.  Rather, they are wearing patched-up naval gear--almost as if they've just defected from the Royal Navy.  Jonah is clutching a rather full burlap sack, which he puts into a chest before sitting on a hammock.

ANNA 
(noticing the sack)
A fair day of plundering, I see.

JONAH
To be sure!  The subways were bountiful today.  You've been busy yourself -- I like the lithographs. 

ANNA
And how about these?

Jonah notices the portal windows. They're a blur of colour to the viewer. PULLS BACK through the window to reveal stained glass skull-and-crossbones.

JONAH
(from inside)
Oh Anna... Jolly Roger was never so splendid.

EXT. PIRATE SHIP - MOMENTS LATER

The camera pulls back and we see the pirate ship in its entirety, nestled atop an old warehouse building in the middle of the city.

FADE OUT.


