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INT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT

A rumpled, kindly-looking MAN (40s) rolls a suitcase with an 
unmarked CARDBOARD BOX balanced on it and a GARMENT BAG 
hooked to it toward the front desk of a medium-swank hotel.

Beside him is a PREPPY young man (20s) in a salmon-colored 
shirt and loafers.

The older Man’s cell phone RINGS.

He pulls it from his pocket, sees who it is, and gestures to 
the Preppy that he’s gotta take it.

The Preppy acknowledges. Steps up to the DESK CLERK.

The Man answers the phone, but pulls it back from his ear as 
an unintelligible woman’s voice BLASTS at him.

The Man glances up at the Preppy, who’s speaking to the Desk 
Clerk and doesn’t notice. Nonetheless, the Man turns his body 
away and (sotto voce) says...

MAN
I’m really sorry, honey. I really--

He’s cut off by the angry voice. He listens. Patiently.

MAN
I don’t like it either, but I did 
ask you before I said yes, and you 
told me you were okay with--

More angry BADGERING through the phone.

The Man glances over at the Preppy, who’s looking his way as 
the Desk Clerk taps his computer. Can they hear his phone?

The Man steps a few feet further away.

MAN
I am really sorry.

He really is... and we feel for him.

MAN
I just feel a little... I gave them 
my word. And it’s only one more 
stop, so--

Again with the phone-anger.

The Man glances back and sees that the Preppy’s finishing up.



MAN
(soothing, but urgent)

I don’t know what more to say, 
honey. I’m not sure where this is 
coming from, but I...

He looks down at his phone.

She HUNG UP.

He rubs at the bridge of his nose with his thumb and 
forefinger, grimacing, then turns to see the Preppy standing 
behind him. The Preppy holds up a hotel KEY-CARD in a paper 
sleeve.

MAN
Thanks.

The Man takes the key-card. His pain shifts to an easy smile.

PREPPY
Continental breakfast starts at 
seven and I’ll be back right at 
nine to pick you up, if that works.

MAN
Nine is great. Thank you.

He shakes the Preppy’s hand. Eye contact.

PREPPY
Thank you, Pastor. I mean, it’s an 
honor to help out. My wife and I 
are such huge fans and I think-- 
you're probably the reason we're 
together.

MAN
That's great. Wonderful to hear. 
So... nine, then?

The Man eyes the elevator. Clearly itching to go.

PREPPY
Great. Yeah. Thanks.

The Preppy realizes it's weird he said "Thanks," but the 
Man's friendly smile is unflinching. 

The Preppy leaves.

The Man looks down at his key-card. “ROOM 212” is scrawled on 
the paper sleeve.
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EXT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

The Man swipes his card to enter Room 212. He hangs up his 
garment bag, then lifts the cardboard box off his suitcase 
and sets it on the edge of a desk, by the television.

LATER

The Man lies on the bed, watching TV. He flips through 
channels, until - BOW-CHICKA-WOW-WOW - the image on the TV is 
scrambled, but you can clearly hear the SOUNDS of hot, fake, 
pornographic sex filling the room.

He hesitates, then lowers the remote. Unbuckles his belt.

Then... decides against it.

Clicks OFF the TV. Re-buckles. Gets up. Determined.

INT. HOTEL LOUNGE/BAR - NIGHT

The Man sits in a padded armchair, a nearly-empty glass of 
wine on the small, circular glass table in front of him. He 
reads a PAPERBACK.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Good choice.

The Man looks up at the armchair across from him, preparing 
to nod, politely. Then he sees her.

An attractive WOMAN (30s) in a low-cut, black dress, staring 
RIGHT at him. She’s smiling. Radiant.

WOMAN
I mean, it's not like we don't have 
enough screens in our lives 
already.

The Man realizes she's talking about his book.

WOMAN
Whatcha got there?

MAN
(apologetic)

Sci-fi. Not good literature or 
anything. It just, uh, helps me 
relax. Do you read?
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WOMAN
No, I get it. Sometimes you gotta 
escape. Aliens and monsters and all 
that, right?

MAN
Oh, no. Uh-- This is just some 
dystopian thing. It’s set in the 
future here on earth. So, no 
monsters.

She laughs, short and sharp.

WOMAN
Well, we must not know the same 
people, then.

They both think about this.

She smiles - a little flirty. In fact, it's a lot flirty, and 
in just that one smile we can clearly see what's to come.

He lifts his wine glass to his lips. Hesitates. Drinks.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

The Man sprawls in his underwear on rumpled bedsheets.

Empty WINE GLASSES AND MINI-BAR BOTTLES are scattered on the 
floor and night stand. Light pours from the partially-open 
bathroom door, illuminating steam from a hissing shower.

The water shuts off. Shower rings SCRRRAPE and we catch a 
glimpse of an arm darting out for a big, white towel. A 
MOMENT LATER... A toweled figure of a WOMAN steps out of the 
shower and snatches a handful of clothing off the counter...

...but our focus is on the Man. He SNORES, head tilted back.

Our Woman steps into the room. She wears the same dress as 
she did in the lobby.

WOMAN
Hey.

The Man wakes up and clutches at his temples.

WOMAN
(gesturing towards the 
door)

I was just about to..

The Man GROAANS.
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WOMAN
You really don't drink much, do 
you?

The Man notes the bottles. The clock.

INSERT: DIGITAL CLOCK - "8:45"

HOLYSHITTHECLOCK!!!

He BOLTS upright. Regrets it. Clutches again at his temples.

She goes to grab the hotel phone.

WOMAN
Let me order you some grape juice 
and an ibuprofen. Works every--

MAN
NO!

(then -- quieter)
Please, uh... Kelly?

[Not her name - but we'll go with it.]

KELLY
Nice try. Jim.

[Not his name either - but that's what he'd told her.]

JIM
Could you please go?

He grimaces. Palms to eyeballs. Shakes his head.

She comes over. Sits on the bed.

Jim gets up off the bed - away from her. Realizes he's 
undressed. Grabs his pants off the back of a CHAIR. He tries 
to put them on, they get tangled - he almost falls.

KELLY
That's really not necessary.

He finally gets the pants on. Heads over to the door, where 
he grabs a shirt off a hanger. Puts it on and opens the door.

IN THE HALL

Jim leans into view and looks both ways. Nobody there.
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IN THE HOTEL ROOM

Coast is clear. He turns to Kelly.

JIM
I need you to go.

Not-really-Jim stares at not-really-Kelly.

She stares back.

KELLY
You know...

She scoots up against the headboard.

KELLY
I think I'll hang out a bit longer.

JIM
No no no.. Did I not, uh... Hold 
on. I'll just, I got it right...

He closes the door. Digs out his wallet and walks her way.

Jim pulls out all the cash he's got. He counts it...

KELLY
You already--

JIM
Here.

He holds it ALL out.

She stares at him for a while. He's not pulling it back.

She shrugs. Takes the money, and tucks it into her bra.

KELLY
Wanna go again?

JIM
NO!

(then, softer)
No, please. I just...

Jim notices the clock again.

INSERT - DIGITAL CLOCK - "8:48"

JIM
Why won't you leave?
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KELLY
Front desk doesn't change till 
nine.

JIM
So?

KELLY
I hate how that woman looks at me.

JIM
You're kidding.

KELLY
She thinks she's so great with her 
name tag and her starched--

JIM
Right. No. I get it. I just--

(looks to the door)
Will you please just go?

KELLY
Here. We can just watch the, uh...

She grabs the remote off the bed-side table. CLICKS.

BOW-CHICKA-WOW-WOW -- Ooops! Forgot to change the channel.

Jim LUNGES for the remote.

Kelly LAUGHS. Pulls it away. Turning the volume UP, UP, UP.

Dancing around, a little - light on her feet.

BOW-CHICKA-WOW-WOW

Jim’s FREAKING OUT - trying to act like he’s not. Finally, he 
gets the remote. YANKS it away and CLICKS it off. He slumps 
down, sitting on the bed. His eyes are DEAD. Blank.

Kelly watches him. Concerned. She sits next to him.

KELLY
Hey.. It’s okay.

Jim half comes-to. He drops the remote on the bed.

JIM
You don't understand.

KELLY
It’s lonely. You turn on the TV and 
then, I dunno. Want something real.
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JIM
No, that’s--

He stands, tucking his shirt in.

JIM
You’re not real.

(off her look)
Okay, well. What we did wasn’t 
real. I mean it wasn’t-- This isn't 
me.

KELLY
Obviously.

JIM
I made a mistake, okay?

KELLY
Okay.

JIM
I’m not this kind of guy.

Jim paces. Growing more agitated.

JIM
And everybody makes mistakes. I 
mean, look at you...

Self absorbed... missing her hurt.

JIM
People like you do this sort of 
thing all the--

KELLY
People like me?

She says it softly, but there's something in her tone...

Jim looks her way.

JIM
Hey, whoa. No. I just meant I’m not 
the kind of guy who--

(noticing the clock, 
again)

Will you leave already?

Kelly glares at him. Stands. She picks up the remote. Points 
it at the TV - threatening.
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JIM
Wait. Please. I'm sorry. I-- 
Please.

Kelly sits, but holds onto the remote.

KELLY
I never stay.

JIM
Huh?

KELLY
It's like a rule. But you weren't 
completely shitty and it was late 
and I just... I was tired.

She turns away and now, for once, Jim starts paying attention 
to her. Her pain. He takes a half-step toward her.

Kelly sees the motion out of the corner of her eye.

KELLY
Don't.

She stands. Hands him back the remote. Shakes her head - 
giving up.

Jim sits back down on the bed.

She goes for her stuff on the desk by the television.

She grabs it, accidentally KNOCKING the cardboard box to the 
floor. Books spill everywhere.

Jim visibly jolts.

Silence.

Kelly picks up a book.

JIM
Wait.

INSERT: THE TITLE OF THE BOOK READS, "GOD'S PLAN FOR YOUR 
FUTURE." AND THE NAME BELOW IT IS "JERRY FISCHER."

Kelly flips the book over.

On the back: Jerry, his WIFE, and TWO CHILDREN.

For a long, loaded moment, Kelly is nothing but gobsmacked.
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KELLY
Whoah.

JERRY
Listen--

KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK at the door.

Jerry turns in complete PANIC.

KELLY
(sotto voce)

I could really fuck up your life, 
Jerry.

Jerry pleads with his eyes.

Kelly just watches him. Thinking. She lifts his book and TAPS 
the title with one finger.

She takes the book with her, sitting on the bed and 
scootching up to the head of it, out of sight of the door.

Another KNOCK.

JERRY
One second!

He scrambles frantically around.

JERRY
I’m coming! I--

And then he’s grabbing socks and pulling them and his 
laceless loafers on and grabbing a jacket, and...

He cracks open the the door to the Preppy, who now wears a 
suit and tie.

JERRY
You’re early.

Jerry smiles. A little forced.

PREPPY
Oh, yeah. Sorry. I...

The Preppy glances at his watch.

Jerry’s smile shifts, and suddenly he’s all accommodation and 
kindness. He pats the Preppy on the arm.

JERRY
Keen one. I like that.
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Jerry glances back at Kelly, who’s begun reading his book.

He slides through the door, shuts it behind himself, and 
follows the Preppy off down the

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

PREPPY
It’s only about ten minutes’ drive 
to the church, so we should have 
plenty of time.

JERRY
Right, right.

Jerry looks back. Hesitating.

When they’re almost to the elevator, Jerry stops.

JERRY
You know what, I left my books. 
Could you hold on one sec?

PREPPY
(Here?)

Uh...?

JERRY
Just a sec. I’ll be right back.

PREPPY
Sure thing.

Jerry trots back down the hallway.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

The door opens and Jerry steps in, a little short of breath.

He picks up the scattered books and places them back in the 
box. Then notices Kelly, who reads on.

JERRY
Anything helpful?

Kelly looks up. She gives nothing back.

Jerry hesitates. Then...
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JERRY
Look... If you're interested 
sometime, I understand the church 
I’m speaking at has a--

KELLY
Relax.

JERRY
Huh?

KELLY
I’m not gonna call NBC, or 
anything.

JERRY
What?

Jerry: a moment of terror. Then he sees her slow, sad smile.

JERRY
No. I didn’t mean-- look, I 
appreciate you not, um...

He gestures toward where the Preppy is waiting.

JERRY
...anyway, I just think you might 
get something out of it.

KELLY
I’m fine.

He hesitates.

A dead SILENCE fills the room.

Then...

JERRY
I'm sorry. Kelly, I-- what is your 
name? Really.

KELLY
Katelyn.

JERRY
Katelyn... Listen, if you ever, you 
know, want a fresh start.. I've 
heard they've got a really great 
program for helping uh--

She cuts him off.
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KATELYN-NOT-KELLY
People like me?

Jerry tries to respond. Can’t. Then...

Katelyn goes back to her book - his book. Reading calmly.

Jerry watches her. The weight of the moment writes itself 
across his face.

He turns and goes - taking the box of books.

We stay on Katelyn, reading, as the door closes.

[CUE SCORE]

EXT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS

We track with Jerry as he makes his way down the hallway 
toward the Preppy. Slowly.

The Preppy sees him coming and steps into the elevator. Holds 
the door.

Jerry steps into the elevator. The Preppy speaks to him but 
he doesn’t answer.

Just stares back up the hallway, as the doors close.

CUT TO BLACK

OVER BLACK WE HEAR...

PASTOR'S VOICE
...So it is my great pleasure to 
introduce to you all, a real hero 
of my faith... pastor JERRY 
FISCHER!

FADE IN

INT. LARGE CHURCH - DAY

A podium in a church, lit from behind. A LARGE CROWD cheers, 
claps loudly, etc. Jerry walks into frame and stands at the 
podium. All smiles, as usual - totally in control.

But as we draw closer and the crowd dies down... something 
changes in his eyes.
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IN THE CROWD

A few staring faces. Eager.

ON STAGE

Jerry still doesn’t speak. The silence grows. He’s lost in 
thought.

A cameraman takes his eyes off his video monitor.

Everyone wondering: is he going to start?

THE WHOLE CROWD

A large group of people. The sanctuary is packed.

Everyone waiting.

SMASH CUT TO BLACK
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