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FADE IN:

INT. UNIVERSITY HALLWAY - DAY

MIKE and MICHELLE, two college freshman, make-out beneath a 
stairwell.

A  sea of students swarm past.

They speak as they grope...

MIKE
Let’s cut.

MICHELLE
Can’t.

MIKE
Can.

MICHELLE
Uh-uh.

MIKE
Why?

MICHELLE
Sydney.

MIKE
She’d understand. It’s inspiration.

MICHELLE
More like perspiration.

MIKE
That’s just as good.

They go hot-and-heavy, until...

She pushes him away.

MICHELLE
Okay, Picasso. But you have to 
catch me.

She squeals away down the hall. He chases.



INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

SYDNEY POLLARD, vibrant and attractive, hangs posters of 
famous artwork along the front wall. 

The STUDENTS settle into their desks. 

SYDNEY
Three weeks till your final, people 
and I still haven’t seen everyone’s 
proposals for their practical.

JASON
Art practical. Isn’t that an 
oxymoron?

Small chuckle from the class.

SYDNEY
I believe Jennifer is already aware 
of your amorous intents, Mr. Ruvo. 
No need to keep up the bad-boy 
routine.

JASON
That was for your benefit, Ms. P.

SYDNEY
Well color me flattered, Jason. If 
only you were a few years younger.

Michelle busts into the room and shuts the door.

MICHELLE
Sorry I’m late, Sydney...

Mike pushes into the room behind her. Both out of breath.

MICHELLE
We were doing some research. In the 
library.

They take their seats.

SYDNEY
In the library. Behind the Commons. 
Under the stairs. Passion is the 
main ingredient in all great works 
of art. 

She considers the posters on the wall.
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SYDNEY
Technique, discipline, and even the 
keenest of eyes can only take you 
so far. You have to put your 
emotions on the line and into your 
work. You have to risk the most 
precious and vulnerable parts of 
yourself...

She steps up to the class.

SYDNEY
...if, that is, you wish to carry 
yourselves across the raging river 
of mediocrity, and into the lofty 
realm of greatness.

She addresses Mike and Michelle.

SYDNEY
Of course if it’s at all possible, 
Mr. Gelnaw and Ms. Sherwood, let’s 
try and unearth that passion on 
your own time, and get to my class 
by ten after two.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

JUNE WARFIELD, Sydney’s conservatively dressed daughter, sits 
in a weathered Volvo wagon, stuck in traffic.

INT. VOLVO - DAY

June talks on her cell phone.

JUNE
I’m sorry, Kate, I thought I could 
make it back in before the end of 
the day, but it’s not looking 
likely.

(beat)
Well, I’m trying to get to my 
mother so I can take her to the 
doctor, but I’m stuck in a parking 
lot on the Nine-oh-five. 

(beat)
Okay. I’ll get you the numbers in 
the morning. 
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She hangs up.

JUNE
Don’t you people have jobs?

She HONKS her horn.

EXT. FAST FOOD DRIVE THRU - DAY

A car HONKS for the old Pontiac convertible ahead of it to 
move up.

INT. PONTIAC CONVERTIBLE - DAY

WILL TIERNEY, 33, his subtle wit betraying his rough 
exterior, ignores the car behind him as he talks on his hands-
free cell phone...

WILL
No, ‘fraid I can’t make it tonight, 
Pauls.

PAULS (V.O.)
But we need you, Will. This package 
has to get broken down yesterday 
and you’re the only one can do it.

WILL
Call Nicky.

PAULS (V.O.)
Too slow.

WILL
Bones.

PAULS (V.O.)
Too slow. 

The car behind honks again. Will waves but doesn’t move up.

PAULS (V.O.)
I’m tellin’ ya, Willy. These little 
piggies gotta be on a boat to 
market before midnight. And you’re 
the only one can slice ‘em up that 
quick.
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WILL
Yes, well, I’m in the middle of 
something awfully important here, 
Pauls. I’d have to go double on my 
price.

PAULS (V.O.)
Done. I knew I could count on you. 
How soon can you get here?

Will pulls up to the order window.

WILL
I shall be there, my friend, in -- 
two double cheese, large fries and 
a strawberry shake -- of a lamb’s 
tail.

EXT. UNIVERSITY - DAY

Sydney stands on the sidewalk talking with Jason.

SYDNEY
I think it’s a fine idea for a 
project. I’m just asking whether 
you think it will provide a chance 
for you to challenge yourself 
sufficiently as an artist. 

JASON
What do you mean?

SYDNEY
You’re capable of very fine work. 
We’ve all seen that. But the moment 
you stop stretching 
you’re...well...dead.

JASON
Not literally, I hope.

SYDNEY
What’s the difference? You think 
about it, Jason. Only you can know 
what’s right for you.

JASON
Okay, Ms. P. Thanks. 

He starts to leave.
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JASON
Hey, you need a ride or somethin’?

SYDNEY
No. Thanks.

She looks at her watch.

SYDNEY
My daughter should--

June pulls up in the Volvo with a light TOOT TOOT.

SYDNEY
Ah. You have yourself a good night, 
Mr. Ruvo.

JASON
Thanks, teach.

INT. VOLVO - DAY

Sydney leans her head in the passenger window.

SYDNEY
Good thing I have adoring students 
to keep me occupied.

She gets in the car.

JUNE
Yeah, well, have you noticed that 
rush-hour starts at three o’clock 
now?

June pulls the Volvo away.

JUNE
No worries, though. Sitting in your 
chariot here is an ideal way to 
while away the afternoon.

SYDNEY
At least my chariot is running and 
I was more than happy to drive 
myself, if you want me to drop you--
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JUNE
No, mother. I wanted to go with you 
anyway. It’s.... I think it’s 
important.

INT. PONTIAC CONVERTIBLE - DAY

Will soars down the highway, eating his burger and shake.

The car suddenly starts to sputter.

Will looks at the dash; sees the needle below empty.

WILL
Nice.

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY

Sydney sits on the examining table wearing a gown. 

DOCTOR WALBERG, an old friend, stands beside her looking at a 
chart.

DOCTOR WALBERG
The MRI looks clean, Sydney. All 
the tests are normal. I really 
don’t see anything to worry about.

SYDNEY
Are you sure that’s my chart?

He raises an eyebrow.

SYDNEY
Then how do you explain all these 
symptoms? Weightloss, insomnia, 
shortness of breath, nausea, 
cramps, dizziness...

DOCTOR WALBERG
Depression.

Sydney is appalled.

DOCTOR WALBERG
Anxiety. Loneliness. Grief, Sydney. 
You’re grieving, it’s natural.
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SYDNEY
It’s been nearly two years, Steven.

DOCTOR WALBERG
Exactly. Not at all uncommon to 
feel the real weight of a loss just 
when you think you should be 
getting over it.

Sydney considers the possibility.

SYDNEY
I still think it’s a tumor.

She grabs his clipboard, starts flipping through it.

The doctor grabs it back.

DOCTOR WALBERG
Exercise. Take up a hobby. Take a 
trip. You want to feel better? Get 
a little selfish. You lost the most 
important thing in your life. Okay. 
Take some time, figure out what the 
second most important thing is, 
then give it plenty of water and 
sunshine.

SYDNEY
You call yourself a doctor?

DOCTOR WALBERG
Sydney, you’re dealing fairly well 
with a difficult period in your 
life. You’re a smart woman. Keep 
taking care of yourself and 
everything else will too.

INT. VOLVO - DAY

Sydney jumps back in the car. June turns to her for the news.

SYDNEY
I’m dying.

JUNE
What? 

SYDNEY
Here, let me drive.
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Sydney squeezes her way across the seat and over June into 
the drivers seat.

JUNE
Mom.

SYDNEY
Give me the keys.

June does.

JUNE
Mother, he said that? What, what 
did he say exactly?

SYDNEY
Oh, please, Junie. These doctors 
are so paralyzed by fear of 
malpractice they can’t even 
recognize a dying woman when then 
see one.

Sydney starts the car and peels out.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

Will digs in the trunk of his Pontiac convertible, parked 
along the shoulder of the road. 

Nothing.

INT. VOLVO - DAY

Sydney and June speed down the highway.

JUNE
So did he say you need plenty of 
rest or just that you’re crazy?

SYDNEY
He said that I’m dying, darling. 
I’m sorry to tell you, but I know 
how to read between the lines.
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JUNE
Fine, then. We’ll just go shopping 
for a nice hospice this weekend and 
then Francis and I will come by one 
last time to say our good-byes.

SYDNEY
I said I’m dying, not rolling over. 
You can keep the comfortably numb 
confined to your side of the 
family, thank you very much.

JUNE
What’s that supposed to mean?

SYDNEY
I mean who marries a man named 
Francis anyway? 

JUNE
We’re working through a stage. 
We’ll come out of it.

SYDNEY
Hmm. How many years before a stage 
becomes a stalemate? 

JUNE
He’s very busy in the lab these 
days.

SYDNEY
Which I’m sure is terribly 
important. But he might try doing a 
little research around his own 
house for a change. When’s the last 
time Francis did something you 
wanted without complaining? Or 
engaged you in a meaningful 
conversation? Or gave you an 
orgasm?

JUNE
Mom.

SYDNEY
Well it was just a guess. But a 
good one, I can see.

Sydney drives a little recklessly.
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JUNE
Can you slow down please, Mom?

SYDNEY
Look, honey. You’ve got to handle 
this in your own way, in your own 
time. The last thing I’d ever wish 
is for you to go through a 
separation or a divorce. But when 
two people grow in different 
directions, well...

JUNE
I get it. Okay, I get it, Mom. 
We’re just not there yet, okay?

SYDNEY
Okay. 

Sydney cuts in between two cars.

SYDNEY (CONT'D)
I just thought it might be nice to 
see my daughter happy one last time 
before I die.
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