
"Hell is Round the Corner"

EXT. CAFE -- NIGHT

We see the exterior of a cafe, dimly lit inside. Through a window, we see a
man and a woman sitting at a table inside, talking.

INT. CAFE -- CONTINUOUS

Medium shot of the man and woman at their table. Next to him sits a nearly-
empty glass of wine, next to her sits a nearly-full glass, and on the table
is an unused menu or two. We join them mid-conversation:

HER
...so he was trying to draw, apparently, a caterpillar.  
But he drew this little worm sort of thing. No legs, no 
antennas, just this little tube, with a little bald head. 
And we were like, "Worm? Earthworm?" So then he tries to 
draw a butterfly, but this thing just looked like a bowtie.
And we're just looking at him, looking at the pictures and 
going, "Uhh..." And he sees that the time is running out so
he just starts pointing at the paper, just jamming his 
finger at the worm and at the bowtie, and then he starts 
grunting, like that's supposed to help!

HIM
(laughing)

That sounds like your dad.

HER
I know, right?

An awkward beat.
HIM

(trying to fill the silence)
Hey, did you ever see "Lost in Translation"?

HER
Yeah. Well, sort of. No, not really.

HIM
Yeah, sort of, not really?

HER
I mean, I saw it with this guy I was with at the time.    
So it was on, but we weren't really...watching it.

HIM
Oh...



HIM (CONT'D)
Anyway, so there's a scene--Bill Murray's character is this
washed-up actor shooting a commercial in Japan--and the 
director is trying to, well, direct him. And he's just 
going on and on and on. [Gibberish Japanese] "Hakiro san, 
tchujeki con shigeru miyamoto." Finally he's done and the 
translator says to Bill Murray, "He want you to turn, look 
at camera." And Bill Murray's like, "That's it? That's all 
he said?" "Yes, turn to camera." And Bill Murray goes, "Ah,
should I turn from the left, or turn from the right?" 
Finally, like five minutes later, she turns back from the 
director and says, "Right side, with intensity." And he's 
just like, "Ah, okay..."

HER
That's so good! Yeah, I don't think I got to that part.

Another awkward beat. She looks at him like, “What does that have to do 
with anything?”

HIM
I don't even know why I brought that up. For some reason it
reminded me of your dad.

HIM (CONT'D)
(almost to himself, Japanese translator voice) 

“I need more intensity."

A long, heavy pause. We cut for the first time to a wide interior shot of 
the cafe. Our couple are the only customers remaining in the cafe, which is
otherwise empty save for the bartender, who's cleaning up for the night at 
the far corner of the room. We cut back to tighter shots of our couple.

HER
So, what is all of this supposed to mean...for us?

HIM
I don't know. I wish I knew what to tell you. I'm just 
trying to make sense of it too.

 
HER

I mean, I just have so many questions still.

HIM
Yeah. Well, I told you everything she told me. But, yeah,  
I do too.

HER
(Trying hard not to cry)

I don't know what to think...



He can't keep her eye contact. He fidgets and glances over his shoulder, 
catching the eyes of the bartender at the far side of the room, who is 
polishing silverware quite deliberately as if to suggest that they've 
overstayed their welcome.

HIM
Are you going to finish your wine?

HER
You can have it.

HIM
No, that's ok...

He glances down at his wine glass, then over his shoulder out the window of
the cafe, as the camera moves slightly in on his face. The opening chords 
of Tricky's "Hell is Round the Corner" fade in.

EXT. PARK -- CONTINUOUS

They burst through the door of the cafe, leaving its warmth and light and 
running together into the darkness beyond. The pathway they're on is dimly 
lit, mostly devoid of other life. They run breathlessly into the night, 
avoiding the ominous shapes of the occasional passersby. We see them at 
various points pausing in the shadows, kissing, dancing, huddling together 
for warmth.

INT. CAFE -- CONTINUOUS

The music cuts abruptly out as she reaches across the table and takes his 
hand, pulling him back into the cafe and forcing his eye contact.

HER
What are we gonna do?

The question hangs in the air for a moment. 

HIM
Let's get the hell outta here.


