EXT. H GHLAND PARK - TRAI'N TRACKS - NI GHT

SM TH (30) a sinewy, scrubby guy in a tank top, chugs from
an open container next to a commuter rail.

ANGELA (30's) a stunble drunk, attractive woman, |inks her
armin his. She drinks froma fl ask.

DI NG DING DI NG The guard rails conme down as a train
approaches. Angel a takes a step away fromthe tracks.

Smith turns to | ook at the approaching |ights.

I NT. MESSY BEDROOM - MORNI NG

The heavy blue |ight of dawn pushes its way into a bedroom
that looks like it's mssing half its stuff.

Angel a lies face down on a bed. The fitted sheet is | oose on
one corner. Smth groans awake.

He pulls on a tatty pair of boxer-briefs and slaps his feet
to the floor. He half wal ks/half teeters into the bathroom
I NT. BATHROOM - MORNI NG

Dye stains ring the sink. D fferent makeup containers sit on
every surface. CLUNK. Smth lifts the toilet seat.

He stands |i ke guys do when they're hung-over pissing. One
hand | eans on the wall. The other scratches things.

No splash or tinkle sounds. Smth doesn't notice. He rubs
t he back of his neck. His legs spread a little.

Still no pee-sound. He's done, though. He reaches down to
shake off. WHOOSH!

What ever sound cones froma pee filled condom shooting off a
wang fills the bat hroom

CLUNK. The seat crashes down.

ANGELA (O.C.)
(Basi cal Iy asl eep)
Are you breaking shit in there? Don't
break shit.

Smth takes a step back. The condom hangs of f the edge of
the sink. He looks at it.



EXT. H GHLAND PARK - TRAI'N TRACKS - MORNI NG

Smth wal ks in the opposite direction along the sane train
tracks he foll owed the night before.

H's arns are full of bags. He's got a jaunty little "one-
ni ght-stand” spring in his step.
EXT. FRONT PORCH - DAY

Sm th opens a CREAKY ASS GATE to a house on the corner. He
wal ks t hrough sheets drying on a line to the porch.

The house is conpletely still. He sets down a SI X PACK OF
STEEL RESERVE tall boys and trots off.
EXT. MONTE VI STA AVENUE - DAY

Smth stands at a picture wi ndow on a porch across a narrow
| awn. He knocks on the wi ndow. No answer.

He sets two pie boxes down on a chair and wal ks to the gate.
He makes sure to close it securely behind him
EXT. FI GUERCA AVENUE - DAY

Sm th approaches JACKSON (30's) a big, hard living kind of
guy, who dozes on a bus-stop bench.

Smi th nudges hi m awake. He offers Jackson a bag with half a
bacon, egg & cheese sandwich in it.

Jackson nmakes a joking "What the fuck, that's all?" notion.
Smth slips a small bottle of gin out of his pocket.

Jackson takes it and unscrews the cap. He offers Smth a
toot. Smth declines.

Jackson salutes Smth's good health as Smth takes off.

EXT. BACK HOUSE - DAY

Smth stands at the top of a wide flight of steps. A door
| eads to a single roomapartnent above a garage.

He tightens a screen door and goes at it with WD-40 and
various other tools.



PENNY (25) a stunning young woman, sits on the steps. A pie
box is open on her lap. She stares at the pie.

It's nmore a work of art than a baked good.

PENNY
God damm this is real purty like.
It's alnbst a shane to eat it.

SM TH
Go on and eat it. I'll make nore.

She pushes a fork gently into a corner of the pie. Smth
opens and cl oses the screen door. Quiet as a nobuse.

SM TH
That should do it. I'Il |eave the WD
40 so your granmps can take care of
those dirty, rotten squeaks hinself.

He gathers his tools and sits next to her on the steps.

PENNY
Thanks, fell a.

He watches her not want to ness up the pie. He takes the
fork and carves out a nice sized piece.

SM TH
It's a pie. It's for eating.

He slides the piece on a napkin and hands it to her. She
tucks in. It's clearly delicious.

PENNY
So what happened with your rocket
condont?

SM TH
| dunno. | left it there.

Penny | owers a forkful of pie away from her nouth.

PENNY
You left it there?
SM TH
Yeah. | nean. | cleaned up the pee.

For some weird reason | just couldn't
bring nyself to touch the rubber.

Penny shakes her head in nock-disgust.



PENNY
That's foul, fella.
He shrugs.
SM TH
Yeah. To be honest, | had no idea
what was going on. | was still pretty
out of it. She drinks a lot. Like. A

lot a |ot.
Penny shrugs and happily lifts her forkful of pie.

PENNY
Maybe she'll scrapbook it.

CHOW. She eats. Smith bursts out | aughing.

INT. SMTH S ROOM - DAY

Smth puts his tools away in a distinctly anal og room Tube
TV with a VCR Doghouse | ooking Apple Il GS conputer.

He tosses his keys on a honenmade desk. It |ands next to a
stack of three or four unopened SMARTPHONES.

He noves to a bookshel f. An ANSVERI NG MACHI NE | i ght blinks
with a "MACH NE FULL" nessage of sone ki nd.

He presses play, strips off his shirt, and | eaves the room
as the nmessage starts up.

SMTH S MOM (V. Q)
Hey sweetie, did you get the phone |
sent you? | really need to talk to
you. It's inportant. It's -

CLICK. The tape cones to it's end. WHHR It automatically
rewi nds itself.

A SHOAER starts up.

INT. SMTH S ROOM - LATER

A LANDLINE PHONE rings in the enpty room The machi ne BEEPS
but doesn't answer the call.

Silence. Silence. RING The same thing happens again.
Sonmeone steps into view out the wi ndow on the sidewal k.



JENNA (20's) an energetic young wonman, |owers her phone from
her ear. She stares in the w ndow.
EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

THUNK. Smith sinks an ax into a piece of wood. He stands at
the end of a narrow backyard garden

Veget abl es, chi cken coop, gorgeous flowers. It's his own
per sonal Eden. THUNK

He | eaves the ax in the wood and chugs sonme water. He w pes
sweat off his brow

Jenna appears behind him

JENNA
Sm t h.

A goofy grin crosses his face. It disappears instantly when
he turns to | ook at her. She's clearly distraught.

SM TH
What's up?

She presses both hands to her heart.

INT. SMTH S ROOM - LATER

Smth sits on the edge of the bed. Jenna sits at his desk.
She passes hi m her phone.

He stares at a video enbedded on a "Freighthoppi ng" bl og.
The title of the video is "Tribute to Dale.”

The years of his birth and death appear as captions bel ow
t he thunbnail of the video. He was only 28.

The thunbnail on the video is a huge, extrene cl oseup of
DALE, a youthful |ooking guy mssing nore than a few teeth.

Sm th hands the phone back to her.

SM TH
| can't watch this.

Jenna takes the phone. The screen is about to go bl ack. She
touches it so the image of Dale is vibrant again.

SM TH
What happened?



JENNA
He j unped w ong.

SM TH
Fuck.

He puts his head in his hands. Tears spill down his cheeks.
Jenna noves next to himand rubs his back.

SM TH
That fucki ng asshol e.

He fl ops back on the bed and puts his armover his eyes.
Jenna flops down next to him They breath together.

She turns to | ook at him He keeps his armover his face.

JENNA
| slept with himonce. R ght after
hi gh school. Shit. | slept wth a

dead guy. Is that weird?

SM TH
I know all about it.

JENNA
You know? How do you know? He swore
he woul d never tell anyone.

SM TH
He didn't. When he started riding the
rails he sent ne all his old journals
to hold on to.

JENNA
You read thenf

SM TH
O course | read them That guy was
poetic as fuck.
She sits up.

JENNA
What did he say about it?

CUT TO

INT. SMTH S ROOM - BED - DAY

Smth and Jenna sit cross-1egged, facing each other across
t he bed. She holds a bottle of w ne.



He hol ds a SMALL SPI RAL NOTEBOOK. A box filled with
not ebooks and bric-a-brac junk sits on the fl oor.

SM TH
Are you ready for it?

J ENNA
Wait, wait.

She grabs a honenade ceramic nug out of the box and fills it
with wine. She holds it up.

JENNA
To Dal e.

Smith clinks the mug with his water bottle.

SM TH
Dal e.

They dri nk.

JENNA
OK. Now I"'mready for it.

Smth flips through the pages. He finds the one he's | ooking
for and | ooks at her dramatically.

He clears his throat.

SM TH
Jenna. Lust - ten. Super flexible.
Super open. Snelled Iike plants after
a heavy rain. Duration, including
foreplay - forty five m nutes. Nunber
of orgasns - none.

Jenna does a spit take.

JENNA
Fuck you, none. Let ne see that.

She reaches for the notebook. He holds it away.

SM TH
Ah ah ah. These are a dead nans
private thoughts. You shoul d show
sonme respect.

JENNA
There's no way he didn't get off. |
woul d have known.



SM TH
Dude's can fake it too, you know.

JENNA
No they damm well can't.

SM TH
Sure they can.

JENNA
What are you tal ki ng about? How?

SM TH
Grunt grunt. CGoofy face. Toss the
condom ri ght quick. Easy.

JENNA
But why?

SM TH
Soneti mes we get sl eepy.

JENNA
You're full of shit. Let ne see.

She hol ds her hand out. After a nonent of faux-consideration
he hands her the notebook.

She reads. And | aughs.

JENNA
Well 1'Il be a nonkey's uncle. | w sh
the boy had told ne. | would have

tri ed harder.

She reads down the page. It's a scorecard of his sexual
encounters. She does a double take toward the end.

Smith's nane i s there.

JENNA
Is this for real ?

Smth keeps his eyes on her and nods.

JENNA
Smth - lust five. Miscul ar. Super
wasted. Snelled |ike beer and wonen's
perfume. Duration - no idea. Number
of orgasns - two.

She hol ds t he book down.



JENNA
Two?!

Smith shrugs through a grin.

JENNA
When was this?

SM TH
Sonme party in Chio. There was a dude
there that went on this whol e tangent
about how he didn't m nd gay people
but he "hated fags", so we nade out
in front of him As kind of a parlor
trick.

JENNA
Sone trick.

SM TH
Yeah. It kind of turned into a matter
of "put your noney where your nouth
is.” Pun intended. | don't really
remenber nuch, except that it was
Val enti ne's Day.

JENNA
Get the fuck out of here.

SM TH
| called himthe next day to see if
he wanted to go for a wal k, and he

was all "I swear to god |I never
t hought | was going to hear from you
again." It was adorable.

She stares at him Then at the notebook. Then back at him

JENNA
Did you get off?

SM TH
Nah. It was a himthing, nostly. |
didn't even have half a chub

JENNA
That never mattered with us.
SM TH
What can | say. He didn't snell Iike

plants after a heavy rain.



10.

JENNA
Shit. So you hooked up with a dead
guy too. Is it weird? I'm asking.

SM TH
| don't know

They drift into their own thoughts. Smth shakes it off
first. Jenna pours nore w ne.

SM TH
| don't know why | got "lust five"
ei t her.

Jenna speaks w t hout thinking.

JENNA
Because you don't have nmuch lust in
you. Not really. You nostly want to
be lusted after.

He sits up straight. She snaps out of it.

JENNA
Shit. Smth. Don't listen to ne.

He | eans forward and ki sses her. She responds for a second.
But only for a second.

JENNA
Conme on, dude. I'mwth Alice.
Tears fill his eyes. He gently puts his hands on her cheeks

and pulls her into a deeper kiss.

She stiffens. He tries to nove his body toward hers. She
hops off the bed and backs up to the door.

JENNA
Not cool, man.

SM TH
What do you want fromne? My old pal
j ust died.

JENNA
He died like three weeks ago. Maybe
if you had a phone Iike a norma
fucki ng person you woul d know t hat .
O maybe it wouldn't have been three
and a half years since you talked to
him Maybe he woul d have -



11.
She stops herself abruptly. Smth starts to trenble. In the
shoul ders first, then down to his chest.

She can't do anything for him Wth a single apol ogetic
| ook, she hurries out of the room

A PAI NED GASP expl odes from Smith's lungs as he col |l apses
f orwar d
EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Smth sits on the steps with a sheet around him He | ooks at
the Iight on the horizon. He shudders a single tine.

Hi s hand hol ds up one of the smartphone boxes. He peels the
plastic off it and slides the cardboard top off.

He stares at the phone. His face reflects back at himon the
shiny plastic over the screen.

He lowers his hand. DING DING DING A train sounds in the
distance. He lifts his head.

CUT TO BLACK:



