
AN AFTERNOON ALONE:


EXT. AEREAL SHOT ROCKY MOUNTAINS, COLORADO — DAY 
It is summer and the day is clear. CHILDREN’S LAUGHTER can be heard as well as the BARK of a dog.

EXT. FOREST — DAY
The forest is dense and there are no animals around. The only sounds that can be heard are BIRDS CHIRPING.

EXT. STREET — DAY
Marcus, 49, wearing a ill-fitting black suit and well-polished shoes walks down a dirt road that lines the forest. Further down, a small girl kicks a ball. 

CLOSE ON — DUST DIRTYING MARCUS’ SHOES

BACK TO SCENE
As he walks down the road thin driveways appear between the trees. The girl kicks her ball down the embankment that sits opposite the forest, and stands at the edge staring down. As Marcus passes her she does not move. 

EXT. DRIVEWAY — DAY
A long dirt driveway goes up and into the forest. The top cannot be seen. Marcus stands at the bottom for a few moments before starting up. As he walks he continuously looks behind him. 

EXT. HOUSE — DAY
The single A-frame house stands in a small clearing, surrounded by dense forest. There is a small wooden patio attached to the house, which carries multiple flower boxes all fully in bloom. The curtains are closed, and there is no one in sight. Marcus makes his way to the front door, takes a key out of his pocket, and enters.

INT. KITCHEN, HOUSE — DAY
It is dark inside, save for faint light that escapes through the curtains. The inside of the house is small, covered in wood paneling, and there are fresh flowers on the kitchen table. Pots and pans hang low from the ceiling, and Marcus has to duck as he walks in. He flicks on a light near the sink and the room is lit in yellow light.  He begins to look around, opening drawers and sorting through cabinets. He opens the curtains periodically to look out, and seems nervous as he rummages. JAZZ MUSIC (Pre-lap) begins to play in the background, and Marcus looks around confused.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:
INTERCUT AS NECESSARY
INT. KITCHEN, HOUSE (PAST) — DAY
The kitchen is alive, with pots and pans bubbling on the stove and two young girls running around with a labrador at their heels. One can be recognized as the girl from the road earlier.
As Marcus walks through the kitchen. He watches as the girls turn towards the living room door, there is a figure standing there that Marcus cannot make out. Something flies towards the girls causing them to scatter. One runs to out of the back door, as the other hides herself in the cupboard below the sink.

BACK TO SCENE
Marcus moves towards the sink and opens the cupboard. The JAZZ MUSIC stops. 

CLOSE ON— CUPBOARD
The cupboard is full of cleaning supplies and old rags.

BACK TO SCENE
Marcus begins taking out the cleaning supplies and setting them on the floor. He looks through the cupboard for a few moments, before taking out his phone and shining a light into it. 

CLOSE ON — CUPBOARD
An inscription on the back wall reads: Daddy.

BACK TO SCENE
Marcus leans back, and closes the cupboard. Then his phone rings. 

MARCUS
Marcus Fielding. [beat] Hello?

The JAZZ MUSIC begins again. 

MARCUS [CONT’D]
Why am I here?

The music grows louder.

MARCUS [CONT’D]
Can you hear me? [beat] You sound so far away.

The music and the line both cut out. Marcus stands.

CLOSE ON — LIVING ROOM DOOR

BACK TO SCENE
In the silence, Marcus begins to pace the room. His steps begin to echo loudly within the house. Even when he stops walking, the echoes continue. He stands perfectly still in the room, as the echo grows louder. He becomes agitated, throwing his hands over his ears and cursing. His sounds are silent underneath the echo. In a fit he runs to the back of the room, and stumbles through the doorway.

INT. LIVING ROOM — DAY
The noise has stopped. The living room is quaint, complete with floral couches and a moroccan throw rug. There are large windows and a fireplace. The walls are lined with pictures. Marcus begins to circle the room, gently touching different pieces of furniture as he goes. He stops at the mantle of the fireplace and stares at the photos that rest on top of it. They photos of him and his family, two daughters and a wife. The two girls are identical to the ones from the kitchen. In each photo they smile brightly at the camera, looking happy and relaxed. Marcus regards them with pain. The JAZZ MUSIC starts up again.

MARCUS
No, no, no…

Marcus doubles over, as if to hide from the music. As he does, the room darkens. When the music stops, he stands, only to see that the photos have all disappeared. He wanders around the room staring at the now empty walls. At one corner, he bumps into an old record player. Before he can open it, his phone rings.

MARCUS
Hello? [beat] Why am I here? [beat] Can you hear me? [beat] Give me an answer!

The line goes dead. Marcus begins to tear apart the room, upturning couch cushions and tables in a frenzied search. Once the room is destroyed, he stands panting. The JAZZ MUSIC beings again. Marcus stares at the record player, and moves towards it. Opening it, he sees the needle moving without a record beneath it, but instead all of the missing photos lay scratched and cut on the turntable. Marcus pulls them all out and throws them down, looking for something beneath them. When he finds nothing, he pushes over the player, which continues to play. As it hits the ground, a compartment opens and a stack of papers fall out. Marcus scrambles towards them. He spreads them out across the floor.

CLOSE ON — PAPERS
Each page has a single word on it, and when splayed out together they read: HOW WILL THEY REMEMBER YOU?

CLOSE ON — WINDOW
The small girl from the road stands outside, kicking her ball once again. 

BACK TO SCENE
Marcus runs to the window and begins to bang and shout. The girl does not hear him. His second daughter runs up beside her, and they both being to play. Marcus continues to try and get their attention to no avail, and then slips down the glass to the floor. There is the CREAK of a door opening.

CLOSE ON — OPEN BEDROOM DOOR

BACK TO SCENE
Marcus looks towards the bedroom door in terror. He begins to  sob loudly into his hands. Behind him, the girls run out of shot. The JAZZ music plays loudly. Marcus begins to drag himself slowly to the bedroom, crawling on all fours.

INT. BEDROOM — DAY
As Marcus enters the room, he sees himself laying dead on the bed. Both versions of himself are dressed in the same attire, though the dead version is clean and crisp, while the living version is now unkempt. As the living Marcus crawls to the bed, he sobs intensely. On top of the deceased Marcus there is an envelope. Living Marcus grabs the envelope, and opens it slowly. After reading it, he lays himself down onto the floor.

CLOSE ON — LETTER
The letter reads:
Daddy.

##

