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FROM THE BLACK--

Cello Suite No. 3 in C Major, BWV 1009: Prélude by Johann 
Sebastian Bach begins over the engulfing black screen.

After a beat of letting the pretentious yet trancing music 
set the tone, the TITLE SEQUENCE begins, dancing with the 
music as the black screen excruciatingly slowly fades to a 
piercing white.

In perfect synchronization with the music, we abruptly--

SNAP TO:

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

CLOSE UP on the drab front door from inside the small, dark 
hallway, completely in contrast with the music. The subtle, 
eye-shaped peephole is right in the middle of the frame.

As the music begins its climactic escalation, we slowly PUSH 
IN on the peephole in a noticeably tilted manner, until--

A loud, distinct sounding THUD bluntly stops the music right 
at the climax, allowing us to hear--

CAIN (O.S.)
What is this?

(beat)
I can’t believe she would do that.

(beat)
No. It’s not my fault...

Cain is sharply interrupted by the thud again.

CAIN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Hold on.

The thud echoes one more time, stopping us in our tracks from 
the slow PUSH IN.

CAIN, 20s, generally unkempt, shoulder-length hair, jolts 
into frame from behind. He has his phone pressed against his 
ear using his shoulder. He’s wearing a ratty gray sweater and 
sweatpants.

Cain skeptically looks through the peephole then quickly 
unlocks and opens the door.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(into phone)

I gotta go.



2.

Cain hangs up and aims his attention at LU, 30s, clean, 
demanding, astute, charming, who pushes himself into the 
apartment.

He’s dressed relatively nicely, almost frat-ish, wearing 
perfectly fitting black jeans, a black sweater, and an off-
white sports jacket. And to top it off, his hair is typically 
slicked back.

He’s tightly holding a small, crumpled paper bag in one hand 
that Cain can’t remove his eyes from.

LU
You’re awake?

Lu tries turning the lights on but the switch doesn’t work.

CAIN
Barely. Switch doesn’t work.

(re: paper bag)
Is that--

LU
(purposely interrupting)

Cain. Listen to this shit:

Lu leads the way as they head down the hallway and into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where Lu scans the dreadful mess-of-a-space and gives Cain 
an extremely judgmental look, pauses, then grins at him.

The apartment is of average size. It’s average on almost all 
aspects, actually - beige colored walls, beige carpet, small 
kitchen that’s separated from the living room with only a 
small bar, and a couple of typical paintings you can buy from 
any Walmart or IKEA or somewhere similar.

The one thing that’s unique about it is the SUBSTANTIAL MESS 
that engulfs the place as if it’s a character in and of 
itself.

Cain puts his head down, hobbles over to the small bar, and 
begins to pour two glasses of water.

LU
Ants.

Lu intently looks at Cain, who’s back is turned away.
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LU (CONT'D)
(sternly)

Cain.

Cain quickly turns and looks at Lu, trying his best to lend 
his attention.

LU (CONT'D)
I can’t stay long and you need to 
hear this before I leave.

CAIN
Ants. What about ants?

LU
Ants use the stars to guide them.

Cain slightly flinches at that as he brings the two glasses 
of water to the center of the space and sets them down on the 
tiny coffee table that’s placed in front of the futon. He 
flops down on the futon and begins to religiously drink the 
water, trying to keep his fidgeting to a minimum. Lu promptly 
ignores his glass of water.

CAIN
That’s a random thing to say right 
now.

LU
Is it?

CAIN
I don’t believe it.

LU
Why don’t you believe it? In all 
reality, it makes more than a shit-
ton of sense.

CAIN
How do they do it?

LU
I don’t know the logistics of how 
they do it, but if you just 
contemplate of the fact for a 
moment, it doesn’t make sense that 
they’d navigate any other way. Ants 
are tiny yet they navigate a vast 
amount of distance as if they were 
fucking hyper-advanced A.I. How the 
fuck else would they navigate?
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CAIN
(completely ignoring)

What’s in the bag?

LU
Are you not intrigued by the fact 
that--

(passionately)
--fucking ants use the fucking 
stars to fucking guide them?

CAIN
It’s cool. Sure.

(beat)
What’s in the bag?

LU
Let’s not talk about the bag right 
now. Let’s talk about how long 
you’ve been off it.

CAIN
Eight hours.

Lu finally sits next to Cain, precisely positioning himself 
in such a way that he makes himself Cain’s physical equal.

LU
Eight hours?

Cain nods.

LU (CONT'D)
And you aren’t feeling anything?

CAIN
I feel like death’s ass.

LU
I’m impressed--

CAIN
I’m depressed.

LU
--by how you’re taking it. And you 
made the choice. No one else.

CAIN
And I’ll maybe feel some kind of 
affirmation for my choice if what’s 
in that bag is what you promised me 
would be in that bag.
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LU
It is.

Cain closes his eyes for a beat and takes a deep, relief-
filled breath.

LU (CONT'D)
But--

CAIN
Don’t fuck with me right now.

LU
(holding bag up)

I don’t think it’s such a good 
decision for you to take what’s in 
this bag.

CAIN
You strictly told me to take what’s 
in that bag.

LU
I know. But I deeply thought about 
it on the way here, and I feel like 
I have to tell you the opposite of 
my original suggestion to clear 
myself of any future negativity 
pertaining to the events that’ll be 
occurring here shortly.

CAIN
(beat)

Uh... So you still stand firmly 
with your original suggestion?

LU
(holding up bag again)

If you want to be completely 
detoxed by tomorrow, this will not 
only do that but will also rid you 
of your current withdrawals.

CAIN
But--

LU
You’ll become addicted to this as 
well.

CAIN
You said it’s easier to get off it, 
though.

5.
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LU
It is. You just have to 
meticulously ween, religiously 
ween.

CAIN
(defeated)

Okay...

Cain deflates, confused. He slowly grabs a black and white 
journal, that has a silver pen clipped to the side, off of 
the coffee table and puts it in his lap, nervously tapping 
his fingers.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Tell me more about the ants.

LU
I don’t know more about the ants.

(re: journal)
What’s that?

CAIN
I’ve been trying to write again.

LU
(amused)

How’s that going?

CAIN
“Trying” was the key word there. I 
can’t hone in on a single, 
meaningful thought right now.

Cain gulps the rest of his water.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I don’t know what the fuck to do.

LU
Maybe you should just--

CAIN
Don’t say it.

LU
Why?

CAIN
Because I’ve been thinking about it 
since the moment I skipped what 
should’ve been my last dose.
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LU
What’s so bad about being addicted 
to a drug that makes you see the 
world perfectly clearly all the 
time?

CAIN
Are you on it now?

LU
Duh.

CAIN
How do you feel?

Lu takes a beat, deeply contemplating, then with immense, 
giddy passion--

LU
Like I’m hovering above us, looking 
down at us, laughing about how you 
decided to quit cold turkey and 
also laughing about how you’re 
contemplating taking another drug 
that’s addicting to replace a drug 
that you’re currently addicted to.

Lu slowly sets the paper bag down on the coffee table. Cain 
watches like a hawk.

LU (CONT'D)
Explain to me one more time why you 
quit.

CAIN
I’ve told you six times.

LU
(intensely)

Yes. The amount of times you’ve 
told me is six. Six. Six is not the 
magic number. Tell me seven times, 
but this time, actually tell me. 
Don’t tell me the surface level 
reason. Go under the surface and 
reach into your soul, mother 
fucker.

Cain sits up, preparing. He clears his throat, about to 
speak, but--

LU (CONT'D)
Wait.

(beat)
(MORE)
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LU (CONT'D)

8.

Before we go to where we’re about 
to go, let me ask you this: When 
did you fully realize you were 
actually addicted?

CAIN
When she found out about 
everything.

LU
Evelyn?

CAIN
Evelyn.

SNAP TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

EXTREME HIGH SHOT, swooping down. It’s bright, extremely in 
contrast with the previous scene. The same goes for Cain. He 
almost looks like a completely different person, much more 
well-kempt, hair pulled back in a ponytail.

Cain and EVELYN, 20s, competent, pain beauty, raw, are 
dressed in business casual attire, briskly heading down 
Western Avenue toward a bus stop.

Cain is just about running and Evelyn is not too far behind, 
trying to keep up, obviously piqued about something we don’t 
know about yet. She composes herself as if every word Cain 
says is jabbing her in her ribs.

EVELYN
What the fuck, Cain?

CAIN
My motor of an ass too fast for 
you?

EVELYN
You’re running.

CAIN
We’re going to miss the bus.

EVELYN
Who cares? We miss it every day.

Cain stops for a beat to let Evelyn catch up.

LU (CONT'D)

8.
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EVELYN (CONT'D)
(short)

I had a long day. I don’t want to 
fucking run.

Cain picks up on Evelyn’s attitude here and swiftly notes it.

CAIN
Sorry.

Cain watches the bus approach the bus stop, wait (no one is 
there to get on), then take off. He accusingly looks at 
Evelyn.

EVELYN
(sarcastically)

What, Hermes? You think you 
could’ve made it there fast enough 
at your speed?

CAIN
Probably.

EVELYN
I’d suck your dick right now if you 
were that fast. You’d actually be 
making us some money if that were 
the case.

CAIN
Jesus fucking Christ, Evelyn. 
Anything else you want to say?

EVELYN
(snapping)

What? What did I say this time?

CAIN
(snapping back)

You just admitted that you’re 
consciously not sucking my dick.

Evelyn abruptly stops walking. She takes a deep, pre-
meditated, preparing breath and--

EVELYN
I found the eyetop.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off. 
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Cain gets up and begins to move to the bar to get more water.

CAIN
That sucked so much ass.

LU
That was last week?

Cain nods.

LU (CONT'D)
She really left right then and 
there?

Cain nods again.

LU (CONT'D)
And she hasn’t talked to you at all 
since?

Cain nods one more time, hanging his head. Lu promptly tisks 
at that.

CAIN
She slapped me so hard I felt all 
the atoms in my cheekbone split.

SNAP TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Evelyn slapping Cain and bursting out--

EVELYN
Pathetic lying fuck!

“Fuck” is yelled at precisely the moment Evelyn’s hand 
touches Cain’s cheek.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off. 

Cain is blankly staring at his glass of water, hand on his 
cheek.

LU
Did she Uber away or--

10.
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CAIN
No. She just turned and walked 
away.

SNAP TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Cain watching Evelyn briskly walk away. As she gets smaller 
and smaller, quickly disappearing in the swarm of people, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off.

CAIN
She won’t respond to any of my 
calls or texts or--

(deplorably)
--emails even.

LU
I almost hate you right now.

CAIN
I was an hour behind on my normal 
dose schedule and was starting to 
get restless-leg. I left my eyetop 
at home and was only thinking about 
getting back to it, but, for 
whatever stupid reason, I told her 
everything. I still have no idea 
why.

(sentimentally)
I’ll never forget the way her 
eyebrows flinched when I told her.

LU
(beat)

She’s a bitch.

Cain rolls his eyes.

LU (CONT'D)
What? She is and you know it.

CAIN
You’ve never been in love.
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LU
Neither have you.

CAIN
I love... loved Evelyn.

LU
Do you know what love is?

CAIN
It’s impossible to explain what 
love is.

LU
That’s what people say who are too 
afraid to admit that they’ve never 
been in love or are currently 
faking being in love.

CAIN
Okay, Lu. You know it all. What is 
love?

LU
Have you ever had a “love at first 
sight” moment?

CAIN
I did with Evelyn.

Lu dramatically gags.

LU
Evelyn fucked you over. How do you 
not see that?

Cain digests that for a beat as he sits back on the futon. Lu 
reads Cain’s digestion.

LU (CONT'D)
That moment--the moment you think 
you’ve fallen in love with a 
stranger--is just you cutting 
through the layers that you’ve 
stacked on your “soul” and clearly 
and logistically seeing what your 
future could be with that stranger. 
Or whoever the fuck.

CAIN
That’s not love.

12.
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LU
(determinedly)

That’s why you decided to quit.

CAIN
Why?

LU
Because of her.

Cain hangs his head, seemingly ashamed.

CAIN
(obviously lying)

Of course not.

LU
Why did you quit then? Huh?

CAIN
Because. I started hating myself.

LU
You quit because a girl made you 
feel like a child, didn’t you? 
That’s the real reason.

CAIN
Maybe I am like a child.

LU
No. You’re not.

Cain looks up at Lu. Lu gets relatively serious here.

LU (CONT'D)
You are not like a child. And quite 
frankly, I’m disgusted by women 
constantly making men feel that 
way. Disgusted.

CAIN
How am I not? Look at me. Look at 
my fucking apartment.

Lu scans the mess.

LU
Okay.

(beat)
You’re acting like a child, but 
you’re not a child. 

(MORE)
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LU (CONT'D)

(MORE)

14.

She’s the one who’s acting like a 
three-year-old, giving up on you as 
if there’s no real weight involved. 
Like a child does with toys.

Cain puts the journal back on the coffee table, slowly pulls 
himself up off the futon, and begins to “clean” the living 
room. He’s doing it an extremely half-assed manner.

CAIN
I would’ve given up on me.

LU
What are you doing?

CAIN
Cleaning.

Lu begins to get noticeably annoyed here, specifically by 
Cain’s cleaning.

LU
Cain, listen. Let me ask you a 
question: How does eyetop make you 
feel?

CAIN
(no hesitation)

It makes me feel good.

LU
Go deeper.

CAIN
(beat)

It makes me feel happy.

LU
Deeper.

CAIN
It makes me feel--

(beat, contemplates)
--like I can actually be me.

LU
(firmly nodding)

What exactly does that mean?

CAIN
(passionately)

Does this happen to you when you 
take it? 

LU (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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CAIN (CONT'D)

15.

For me, with every dose, it feels 
like a physical weight is lifted 
from my soul, allowing me to 
effectively function as me. Just 
me.

LU
That’s exactly what it’s meant to 
do. It’s meant to allow you to be 
the best version of you.

CAIN
Why are you making me think of 
dosing-up right now?

LU
When exactly did you start feeling 
bad about dosing-up?

(beat)
And whatever the fuck you’re doing 
is definitely not cleaning.

CAIN
I’m trying my best. Leave me alone.

(beat)
And I started rightfully feeling 
bad when I became aware of how much 
I was hiding it from Evelyn and 
planning my whole day around it.

Lu gives Cain an affirming look.

LU
Do you understand what I’m getting 
at now?

(re: Cain cleaning)
And will you stop fucking around 
and listen?

CAIN
I am listening. I can multitask.

(beat)
And she didn’t do anything wrong.

LU
How long were you guys together?

CAIN
Four years.

LU
Fuck.

CAIN (CONT'D)
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CAIN
I know.

LU
Didn’t you guys talk about getting 
married?

CAIN
We were engaged.

Lu stands and takes his jacket off, gently and precisely 
placing it on the back of the futon. He begins to pace like 
some kind of religious preacher, slowly circling Cain.

LU
You want to write? Write this down 
in your little journal: Evelyn 
fucked you. She fucked you so hard 
that you think you fucked her. She 
shattered the thin ice that was 
beneath your feet, plunging you 
into the chaos of unwanted, 
freezing water.

(beat)
Now do you understand what I’m 
getting at?

Cain sinks into himself, slowing down with the “cleaning.”

LU (CONT'D)
She gave up on you. Jesus. Think 
about it. That’s unforgivable.

(beat)
Okay, okay. Let me make things 
simple for the sake of helping you 
understand that you’ve been 
betrayed.

As Lu continues his rant, Cain fully stops cleaning and makes 
his way back to the futon.

LU (CONT'D)
You took a relatively unknown drug, 
eyetop, to help you with the 
cancer. Harmless, right?

(waits, sternly)
Right?

CAIN
Sure.

LU
It helped?

16.
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CAIN
A little.

LU
Do you have cancer now?

CAIN
No. But the evidence isn’t 
conclusive that eyetop is the 
reason.

LU
(more sternly)

It helped. And they always say 
that. They have to say that so they 
cover their asses if they get taken 
to court or something.

CAIN
Fine.

LU
It did help. If anything, it made 
you feel better in an emotional 
way, which, most likely, helped 
reduce the cancer.

(beat)
What? Would you have rather went 
through chemotherapy and lost all 
your hair?

CAIN
(giving up)

Okay, Lu.

LU
So, you naively started taking it 
for medical improvement reasons. 
Fair enough.

CAIN
But I was warned that it was just a 
trial and that there were many 
risky things about what it could do 
to me and the cancer.

LU
How old were you again when you 
started it?

CAIN
23. I think.

17.
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LU
Naive.

CAIN
I was warned.

LU
And you think that makes you not 
naive?

CAIN
That’s why they warn.

LU
How did they warn you, huh? A 
fucking pamphlet?

Cain nods.

CLOSE UP on Lu as he says--

LU (CONT'D)
The Society Co. What a joke. You do 
know that you can go back and get 
treatment for withdrawals right 
now, right? For free.

CAIN
I didn’t know that.

LU
Doesn’t matter. They don’t even 
help. They just try to get you 
sucked back into their system.

(beat)
They really only gave you the 
pamphlet?

CAIN
Yeah, but it was my responsibility 
to--

LU
Responsibility? Really? Life is too 
fucking relative for the word 
“responsibility” to have any 
fucking weight.

CAIN
Can you just get at what you’re 
trying to get at?

18.
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19.

LU
Okay.

(beat)
It’s not your fault that you became 
addicted to eyetop. It’s Evelyn’s 
fault and, quite obviously, it’s 
The Society Co’s fault. They 
fucking gave you hope, then 
immediately sucked it away, then, 
to put the cherry on top, they left 
you out in the fucking cold to rot. 
They should be here now to help 
you.

Cain lets that sink in for a beat, closing his eyes, 
physically manifesting his frustration, wanting to resist.

LU (CONT'D)
It’s not your fault--

CAIN
(defensively)

What the fuck could they have done 
or do?

LU
So many things.

CAIN
What should Evelyn have done? Baby 
me? She’s not my mother--

LU
Help you.

(beat)
Like I’m trying to do right now. 
I’m here, aren’t I? Who else is 
here? The Society Co. isn’t. Evelyn 
isn’t. I am.

Cain leans back, putting his head on the back of the futon 
and looks up, closing his eyes. He begins to breathe in an 
irregular way. Lu doesn’t notice, still viciously ranting.

As Lu narcissistically rants, we slowly PULL AWAY in a 
slightly distorted manner. The volume also becomes quieter as 
we get further away.

LU (CONT'D)
I’m here for you, Cain. I’ve always 
been here. Since we first met at 
The-godforsaken-Society Co. No one 
else has been. 

(MORE)
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LU (CONT'D)

20.

And to be quite frank, I wouldn’t 
mind, maybe, a little more 
appreciation. But I’m not going to 
make anything of it because I know 
you are in a pickle in terms of how 
you’re feeling physically. I just 
want you to know...

We are now completely across the room, watching the scene 
with no sound.

Lu is still ranting and Cain is beginning to convulse, subtly 
at first, then progressively worse. We watch for an awkward 
and uncomfortable beat until Lu finally notices Cain, 
abruptly snapping us back to reality.

Lu briskly moves to Cain and does a quick check of his 
breathing. Immediately after, he reaches into his back pocket 
and pulls out a pill bottle filled with a gold-like powder.

Lu quickly dumps the powder on the coffee table then 
frantically looks around the room for something in 
particular. He jumps up off the futon, briskly moves to the 
bar, and pulls a large kitchen knife out of a wooden knife 
block then brings it back to the coffee table. He uses the 
overbearing kitchen knife to sloppily cut the powder.

Lu quickly pulls a tiny measuring spoon out of his back 
pocket and uses it to scoop some of the cut powder then 
gently dumps it in Cain’s mouth. As soon as Lu finishes 
dumping the powder, we--

SNAP TO:

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - DAY

No sound. Just Evelyn’s eyebrows flinching then a CLOSE UP of 
Cain’s eyes which relatively encapsulate what “pathetic” 
visually represents while also looking curiously and 
innocently child-like. We HOLD for a long beat, then--

SNAP TO:

INT. BEDROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

Cain is sprawled out on the floor directly in the center of 
his bedroom, arms stretched out, feet together. He’s looking 
up at Lu, who’s standing above him malevolently, almost 
seductively grinning.

LU
Better?

LU (CONT'D)

20.
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Cain jolts up.

CAIN
How much did you give me?

LU
Before I answer that: How much was 
your last dose?

CAIN
Two grams.

LU
Are you lying?

CAIN
Three grams.

LU
You’re a moronic moron.

CAIN
I can’t believe you gave me eyetop 
without--

LU
You started convulsing.

Cain flinches at that.

CAIN
I did?

LU
You can’t quit cold turkey at three 
grams per dose.

CAIN
You said--

LU
I didn’t know you started taking 
more.

CAIN
How much did you give me?

LU
One gram.

CAIN
How much are you taking?

21.
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LU
More than you can even imagine, but 
I’m not a moronic moron, and I’m 
never going to quit cold turkey.

Cain swiftly moves into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where he judgmentally scans the space with his eyes wide 
open. His new sense of drug-induced awareness is highly 
noticeable. Lu follows, critically watching Cain.

After a quick beat, Cain begins to aggressively clean again 
but in a manner that’s the complete opposite of half-assed.

CAIN
I feel like--

LU
God?

CAIN
Fuck yes.

LU
That’s common.

CAIN
What?

LU
Feeling it much more strongly after 
skipping a certain number of doses.

CAIN
I’m still never going to forgive 
you.

LU
(beat)

I don’t want to scare you, but--

CAIN
If you don’t want to scare someone, 
telling them that you don’t want to 
scare them is not a good way to 
start.

LU
--a handful of people in my dealing-
circle have died from the seizures.

22.
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Cain pauses, looking right at Lu.

LU (CONT'D)
But they were dosing-up way more 
than you.

(not so confidently)
Rare cases, you know?

Cain quickly shrugs that off, obviously suppressing that 
notion, putting his head back down, continuing to clean. He 
promptly changes the subject to--

CAIN
I can’t believe how good this 
feels. It’s like waking up from a 
foggy dream, only the dream that 
I’m waking up from is my mundane 
reality. It’s like every little 
detail is meaningful, and not only 
that, but also enjoyable. You know 
what I’m saying?

Lu nods, amused.

CAIN (CONT'D)
But the best aspect of this is that 
there is no more stress. No more 
anxiety.

(beat)
No more Evelyn.

Cain immediately stops cleaning after saying that and moves 
closer to Lu, purposefully showing his deep contemplation, 
hand intentionally on his chin and everything.

CAIN (CONT'D)
You’re right. She is a bitch.

LU
She is.

CAIN
Maybe you’re right about love too. 
Maybe I didn't truly love her. It 
sure as fuck felt like I did, 
though. But one thing I know for 
certain: She never loved me. She 
wouldn’t have given up on me 
otherwise.

LU
Now you’re getting what I was 
getting at.
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CAIN
I do.

LU
(beat, passionately)

Eyetop.

CAIN
Why did I quit?

LU
You were being weak.

CAIN
It felt like strength in the 
moment.

Lu glances down at the powder-covered kitchen knife on the 
coffee table. Cain curiously follows Lu’s eyes.

LU
Do you even know what eyetop is?

CAIN
You mean chemically?

LU
I mean generally.

CAIN
What is it?

LU
It’s a cheat code for humans 
pertaining to the betterment of 
their life-living process.

CAIN
Aren’t all drugs?

LU
No. Most drugs have detrimental 
side effects.

CAIN
Eyetop--

LU
Doesn’t. Other than a little memory 
loss here and there. No worse than 
alcohol.
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CAIN
(retorting)

It’s extremely addicting. And I was 
just convulsing.

LU
It can be extremely addicting. And 
your convulsing was your own fault. 
But what’s so negative about 
addiction anyway?

CAIN
(beat)

It can strangle you.

LU
If you let it.

CAIN
(beat, contemplates)

I guess that’s true in a sense. 
Everything can be addicting. Food 
is addicting, right?

LU
Food is essential to living.

CAIN
And eyetop isn’t?

LU
(grinning)

It isn’t if you consciously never 
want to fully live up to your 
potential.

CAIN
Why is it called eyetop?

LU
That’s the street name.

CAIN
What’s the real name?

LU
You really want to know?

CAIN
Why did you ask me like that?

LU
I don’t want a negative perception-
shift to happen on your part.
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CAIN
You have to tell me now.

Lu hesitates, grinning more, purposefully building tension.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Just fucking tell me.

Lu leans close to Cain and whispers the name of the drug. We 
don’t hear.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(beat)

You’re fucking with me.

LU
I’m not.

They are both silent for a beat.

CAIN
What does that even stand for?

LU
No one knows. Some people do call 
it the devil’s drug, though.

CAIN
You telling me that doesn’t help 
with keeping me from having a 
negative perception-shift.

LU
You know the devil is the reason 
humans are humans and not slaves of 
God, right?

CAIN
You’re about to say some vague 
thing about Eve and the Tree of 
Knowledge, aren’t you?

Lu grins. Cain rolls his eyes.

Cain slowly begins to clean again, distracted, back to the 
half-assed cleaning, which seems to be making the mess worse.

LU
Do you know what the eye at the top 
of the pyramid means?

CAIN
Like on money?
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LU
Among many other things.

CAIN
The Illuminati.

LU
Nope.

CAIN
I was kidding.

LU
Sure you were.

(beat)
The eye represents consciousness. 
Which is why you are now conscious 
of the fact that Evelyn is the 
villain in this.

CAIN
A tiny part of me always thought 
that, but--

LU
The other part of you, the 
pathetically simping part you 
thought was “love,” possessed you, 
right?

CAIN
Something along those lines.

LU
It happens to everyone when in the 
presence of a manipulative person, 
specifically, a manipulative bitch.

(annoyed)
Stop cleaning. Be in this moment.

Cain debates for a beat then triumphantly stops.

CAIN
You’re right.

Lu nods in affirmation as Cain heads back to the futon.

CAIN (CONT'D)
How is it that manipulation happens 
but is only perceived after the 
fact?
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LU
Easy. It wouldn’t be manipulation 
if it was perceived in the moment.

CAIN
Duh.

LU
Remember when we first met? How 
much you wanted to do with your 
life?

(glances at journal)
The book you were writing.

CAIN
Don’t remind me.

LU
Why?

CAIN
Because I’ve lost all hope.

Lu aggressively grabs Cain’s journal off the coffee table.

LU
Who needs hope when you have 
eyetop? And, to be frank, I never 
liked your writing anyway. It’s too 
personal. You gotta detach to write 
anything remarkable.

Lu judgmentally flips through the pages.

CAIN
(sarcastically)

I appreciate the feedback, 
especially coming from someone 
who’s never written anything other 
than his name his entire life.

LU
The truth sucks. And it doesn’t set 
you free. Whoever said that never 
understood how much true freedom 
has come from blatant lies.

Lu tosses the journal back on the coffee table.

LU (CONT'D)
Speaking of manipulation: 
Manipulative control is the worst 
kind.
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CAIN
Which Evelyn tried so hard to do. 
And she did it in such a--I don’t 
know--passive way that I didn't 
even realize it.

LU
They all do that.

CAIN
(beat, matter-of-factly)

She’s the one who made me go to The 
Society Co.

LU
Ouch. You never told me that.

Cain shudders as he says--

CAIN
(resentfully)

Maybe I wouldn’t be going through 
all this with eyetop if she 
would’ve never pushed me to go--
forced me to go. I told her I 
didn’t want to.

Lu watches Cain with that malevolent look again, as if he’s 
enjoying Cain’s growing resentment toward Evelyn.

LU
Well. You certainly gotta hate her 
for that, but you also gotta give 
her some kind of credit for, in an 
extremely diagonal way, leading you 
to eyetop.

(beat)
That reminds me.

Lu grabs the brown paper bag and his jacket, hinting that he 
has to be on his way.

CAIN
Where are you going again?

LU
(shakes bag)

I have drugs to sell.

CAIN
You knew I wasn’t going to take 
those, didn’t you?
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LU
Of course I knew.

Cain is physically struck by that but quickly hides it with a 
fake laugh.

CAIN
(sarcastically)

You don’t want to help me clean?

LU
Never.

(hesitantly)
Do you want to get out or--

CAIN
I would, but my sister is visiting 
soon, and I really should--

Cain obviously doesn’t want to get out.

LU
Clean? That ain’t gonna happen. And 
Mary is coming?

Cain nods. Lu seems amused by that.

LU (CONT'D)
Have fun with that.

Lu swiftly moves to the--

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where Cain follows. Lu opens the door and stands in the 
doorway.

LU
I left more in the kitchen, by the 
way.

CAIN
I’ll pay you--

LU
Don’t worry about it.

(almost threateningly)
For now.

Just as Lu steps out the door, about to take off--
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LU (CONT'D)
(dramatically)

Eye at the top of the pyramid.

With no hesitation whatsoever, Lu turns and leaves.

Cain watches him disappear around the dark corner, closes and 
locks the door, then briskly moves back into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where he immediately goes to the kitchen and scans for the 
eyetop.

Cain’s POV: Scanning back and forth throughout the kitchen 
until we--

QUICK ZOOM onto the golden eyetop powder which is perfectly 
piled up in a silver ashtray right in the middle of the small 
kitchen table in the corner of the unorganized space.

Cain immediately gravitates to the eyetop powder and hovers 
over it, almost drooling.

After a beat of this, Cain catches himself and forces himself 
to stop.

With much resistance, Cain turns away from the eyetop powder, 
pulling his phone out of his pocket, checking it. No texts. 
No Calls. No notifications.

Nothing.

Cain hangs his head as he moves into the living room and 
briskly moves to the futon and sits with his legs crossed, 
chest out, head up. Much different than before. For the time 
being, he’s no longer sinking into himself - a result of the 
high.

Cain scrolls through his contacts and stops on “Evelyn.” He 
hovers his thumb over the name, about to click, when--

The lights abruptly come on, drastically revealing the true, 
brutal nature of the drag apartment.

Cain briskly jumps up off the futon and moves to the light 
switch in the small hallway. He flips it, causing the lights 
to turn off then on again. He leaves them on and moves back 
to the futon and sits.

Cain scans the mess again, analyzing every little, 
unorganized detail.
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Various, fast-paced SHOTS of crumpled pieces of paper, dirty 
dishes, crumbs disgustingly crushed into the carpet, a coffee 
stain on the futon right next to Cain, dust covering the TV 
screen among many other things, unread books scattered in odd 
places (under dirty dishes, etc.), and dirty clothes 
scattered about.

It isn’t, by any means, an easy clean that needs to occur.

Cain judgmentally scans and scans and--

Promptly decides to ignore the mess, reaching for the TV 
remote. He lifts the remote, pointing it at the TV, and at 
the exact moment he clicks the power button, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

CLOSE UP of Cain’s eyes, closed.

We begin to excruciatingly slowly PULL AWAY from Cain, 
revealing dirty laundry covering his whole face, other than 
his closed eyes. We continue to creep away, revealing more 
laundry as well as dirty dishes piled up on Cain’s body, 
covering him as if he’s the center of a trash dump.

We continue to slowly creep away, revealing an almost 
unbelievable amount of dirty laundry, ratty books, dirty 
dishes, and literal trash piled up all over Cain, covering 
him from head to toe. It’s piled up at least five feet high, 
spilling over the futon edges, completely making him 
invisible to us, once again, other than his closed eyes.

We stop creeping and hold on the disturbing shot for a 
painful beat until--

Cain’s eyes jolt open. Fear. Anxiety. Pain. He’s being 
crushed.

At that exact moment, Lu jolts into frame, blurred, tightly 
holding the pill bottle filled with the eyetop powder. He 
jumps on top of Cain, thrashing through the trash, and begins 
to dump all the eyetop powder into Cain’s eyes. Cain wails, 
reaching for his journal with no success.

We briskly PUSH IN as we disturbingly hear Cain’s muffled 
yelling under the trash as it gets louder and louder, 
morphing into a low, rumbling thud until we--

SNAP TO:
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INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

Silence. Same CLOSE UP of Cain’s eyes. We PULL AWAY, 
revealing Cain peacefully sleeping on the futon, until--

A thud, similar to Cain’s transformed yelling and the exact 
same sound as the thud at the beginning, jarringly wakes Cain 
up, jolting his eyes open in the same manner from the dream 
and bringing to attention that the TV is blaring, annoyingly 
loud, and the lights are off again.

Cain slowly sits up, back to his normal sinking-self, and 
immediately looks for his journal, spotting it on the coffee 
table right where he left it, next to the powder-covered 
kitchen knife. He subtly sighs in relief.

The thud again.

Cain, as fast as he can manage at the moment, moves to the--

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where he peaks through the peephole to see MARY, his 
sister, late-30s, dressed in bright, casual clothes - the 
complete opposite vibe of Cain and the apartment. She has a 
calming yet concerned demeanor, patiently waiting, and she’s 
holding a decent-sized, beautiful plant in a clay pot.

MARY
(through the door)

Cain?

CAIN
Mary.

MARY
Are you able to unlock the damn 
door? I have something heavy--

Cain unlocks the door and swings it open, gesturing for Mary 
to come in. Mary accepts the invitation and glides into the 
hallway, scanning Cain’s grungy appearance.

MARY (CONT'D)
Were you sleeping?

CAIN
(yawning)

No.

MARY
Do you know what time it is?
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CAIN
No.

MARY
Do you know what day it is?

CAIN
No.

MARY
(beat)

Can you turn the lights on?

Cain moves to the switch and tries. It doesn’t work again.

CAIN
No.

Mary sighs as they move into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where she’s stopped in her tracks by the sight of the 
dreadful mess and noticeably annoyed by the blaring TV. She 
drops the plant down right at the entrance into the living 
room.

CAIN
(reading Mary)

I know.

MARY
You’re worse than I thought.

As soon as Mary looks away, in search of the TV remote, Cain 
quickly glances toward the kitchen, which is where the eyetop 
powder is residing.

MARY (CONT'D)
Can you--

CAIN
(trying to distract Mary)

Yes, yes. I can.

Before Mary finishes, Cain quickly moves to the TV and turns 
it off.

MARY
You look like--

CAIN
Shit?
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MARY
Dad. You look like the Dad the day 
he left.

Cain flinches at that as he slugs to the futon and plops 
down.

CAIN
Why do you have to--

MARY
Be so honest?

Cain scoffs.

CAIN
You’re reminding me of--

MARY
Don’t say it.

CAIN
You are.

Mary moves to the futon and hesitantly sits, avoiding the 
coffee stain.

MARY
Well. She is our mother. What can I 
do about that?

CAIN
I was going to say you’re reminding 
me of Evelyn, but maybe Mom is a 
more sufficient comparison.

MARY
You know, honestly, I don’t mind 
being compared to Evelyn. I really 
enjoyed her presence. Quite a bit.

CAIN
(resentfully)

Why did you come here?

MARY
To help you.

CAIN
What’s up with the plant?

MARY
I thought you’d like it.
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Cain, in an exaggerated manner, examines the plant from afar.

CAIN
(sarcastically)

It’s exquisite.

Mary smiles, immediately brightening the whole apartment up. 
Cain can’t help but let a grin sneak onto his face for a 
quick beat.

MARY
There you are.

Cain lays back and puts his feet in Marry’s lap.

CAIN
(spitefully)

You’re nothing like Evelyn. That’s 
the truth.

MARY
Just yesterday you were telling me 
how much you regret--

CAIN
She’s a bitch.

Mary pushes Cain’s feet off her lap, stands, annoyed, and 
heads to the bar.

MARY
Water?

Cain points. Mary follows Cain’s point and grabs the jug of 
water from the cabinet and begins to pour. She’s oblivious to 
the eyetop powder, which Cain has noticed at this point.

MARY (CONT'D)
Why did you just say that?

CAIN
I’ve been doing quite a bit of deep 
thinking, and I’ve come to the 
precise conclusion that Evelyn 
never loved me.

MARY
Did she tell you that?

CAIN
It’s obvious.

MARY
Did she say those words to you?
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CAIN
She gave up on me.

Mary gives Cain a judgmental look that he knows well.

CAIN (CONT'D)
No. She never said that. And I know 
what you’re going to say, but it’s 
irrelevant. Actions speak louder 
than words.

Mary scans the mess again, making sure Cain sees her doing 
so, then looks Cain right in the eye.

MARY
(patronizingly)

Yes. They do.

CAIN
Can you stop judging me?

MARY
It’s my duty to judge you.

CAIN
You said you came here to help me.

MARY
Judging is helping.

CAIN
Judging is judging. It only makes 
people feel worse.

MARY
Feeling worse is the most efficient 
path to truly feeling better.

CAIN
I’m not sure I can feel any worse 
than I do now.

(beat)
Evelyn still hasn’t responded to 
any of my calls or texts.

MARY
Why should she?

CAIN
If she still loves me, then--

MARY
She might not still love you.
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CAIN
You just said--

MARY
I just asked a question.

Mary makes her way back to the futon with two glasses of 
water, offering one to Cain. He refuses.

CAIN
Let me explain to you why Evelyn is 
a bitch.

MARY
(sitting)

I implore you.

Cain stands and begins to pace, unconsciously mimicking Lu’s 
preacher-like pacing.

CAIN
Evelyn fucked me, Mary.

Mary rolls her eyes.

CAIN (CONT'D)
We were supposed to get married.

MARY
Which, by the way, I promptly told 
you that was a mistake at the time.

Cain scoffs intentionally and loudly. Mary can’t help but 
grin about that.

CAIN
Mary. I’m serious.

MARY
That’s what’s humorous to me.

CAIN
Are you going to listen or not?

Mary nods.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I met Evelyn just after I was 
diagnosed, so she very well knew 
what things could be like in our 
future.

MARY
Did she?

38.



39.

CAIN
As much as could be known.

MARY
Wait. What do you mean by that?

CAIN
I told her as much as I knew.

MARY
Did you tell her how you felt about 
it?

CAIN
(snapping)

That’s what I’m saying.

Mary gives Cain that same judgmental look.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I mean--

MARY
Because I vividly remember you 
calling me and announcing that you 
wanted to kill yourself. That you 
were starting to logistically plan 
how you were going to do it. Bottle 
of vodka and a kitchen knife, 
remember?

(beat)
You told her that?

Cain is silent for a long beat, defeated.

MARY (CONT'D)
Well?

CAIN
No. I didn’t tell her that, but how 
the hell could I?

MARY
You told me.

CAIN
You’re family.

MARY
You were going to marry Evelyn. 
That’s family.

CAIN
What are you saying?
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MARY
I’m just trying to make sure you’re 
not being biased in a delusional 
way.

CAIN
It’s impossible to not be biased.

MARY
Which is why I said, “biased in a 
delusional way.”

Cain stops pacing, frustrated.

MARY (CONT'D)
Continue, though, with your 
explanation as to how Evelyn 
“fucked” you.

Cain promptly begins to pace again.

CAIN
She should’ve, simply, told me she 
didn’t want to date me after I told 
her I had cancer.

MARY
Simply?

CAIN
It’s her fault for taking the risk.

MARY
You could’ve just as easily broken 
up with her.

CAIN
I loved her.

MARY
She loved you.

CAIN
She didn’t, and I don’t see how you 
don’t understand that.

MARY
How in the world did you get that 
idea in your head?

Cain unconsciously and subtly glances toward the kitchen 
again. Mary notes it this time.
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CAIN
She gave up on me.

MARY
As you already stated.

CAIN
(passionately)

She did.

MARY
Have you asked yourself why she 
gave up on you?

CAIN
Of course.

MARY
What’s your answer?

CAIN
She never--

MARY
(mockingly)

Loved you. Duh. I should’ve known. 
Which came first?

(waits)
You know what? Why don’t you try 
asking yourself why she “gave up” 
on you with an objective 
perspective?

CAIN
I did.

MARY
You didn’t.

CAIN
How would you know what I did or 
did not do?

MARY
If you did, your answer to the 
question wouldn't be that she never 
loved you.

CAIN
(beat, almost hopefully)

You think she did?

MARY
I do.
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Cain stops pacing.

CAIN
What’s your reasoning?

Mary deliberately contemplates for a beat.

MARY
Remember the merry-go-round?

SNAP TO:

EXT. MERRY-GO-ROUND/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Cain, Evelyn, and Mary are all standing in line, relatively 
far back, waiting to go on the beautifully lit merry-go-
round. The merry-go-round music is faintly playing in the 
background. Cain is portraying himself in an annoyed manner 
about the wait, frequently looking toward the front of the 
line.

CAIN
Why aren’t they letting more people 
go on for God’s sake?

MARY
Most likely safety reasons.

EVELYN
We aren’t in any rush anyway.

CAIN
I’m going to go ask.

Cain briskly leaves, heading to the WORKER at the front of 
the line who’s taking the tickets and letting people in. 
Evelyn precisely watches Cain the whole way. She has a 
charming, nurturing essence about her in this moment.

MARY
(reading Evelyn)

How is everything?

EVELYN
He was sick again all night.

MARY
No sleep?

Evelyn shakes her head “no.”
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EVELYN
But I don’t mind not sleeping with 
him.

MARY
I have to have my eight hours.

EVELYN
He naps during the day. I can’t.

MARY
God. That’s rough.

EVELYN
It is, but it’s worth it.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off.

CAIN
I was trying to hurry so I could 
dose-up.

Mary flinches at that, patronizingly shaking her head, but 
she gently and sympathetically puts her hand on Cain’s 
shoulder to counteract the head-shaking.

CAIN (CONT'D)
And she never told me it was worth 
it.

MARY
The years of suffering with you 
weren’t enough of a reason to prove 
that?

Cain is silent as we--

SNAP TO:

EXT. MERRY-GO-ROUND/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Mary moves a little closer to Evelyn.

MARY
(sincerely)

How are you handling all of this, 
Evelyn?
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Evelyn deliberately pauses for a beat then looks at Cain, 
subtly smiling, and points.

EVELYN
Do you see how his hair stands up 
on the back of his head?

Mary judgmentally looks.

MARY
Uh, his gross cowlick? Yeah.

EVELYN
That’s what’s getting me through it 
all.

Mary throws a confused look at Evelyn, trying to not come 
across too harsh.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Those childishly flinging hairs 
perpetually remind me of his 
innocence.

(beat)
Which is a major part of why I fell 
in love with him to begin with.

Mary can’t help but deeply admire that. As Mary watches 
Evelyn’s eyes glued on Cain’s hairs and the slightly haunting 
merry-go-round music drowns everything out, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off.

Cain moves to the futon and sits, blankly staring into space. 
That struck him right in the gut.

CAIN
She said that to you?

Mary nods. Cain runs his fingers through his hair.

CAIN (CONT'D)
She never let me in on that.

MARY
Of course she didn’t.
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CAIN
That’s definitely something you 
should let someone you love in on.

MARY
But it would’ve completely taken 
away what it meant to her.

Cain grabs his glass of water and begins to sip, falling more 
into his sinking-state, letting his anger rise above all 
else.

CAIN
(bitterly)

You know, she’s the one who 
suggested that I go to The Society 
Co.

MARY
So?

CAIN
So.

MARY
(beat)

You don’t have cancer anymore.

CAIN
But now I’m addicted to a highly 
addictive drug. And they said my 
cancer is gone for inconclusive 
reasons.

MARY
And who’s fault is it that you’re 
addicted to a highly addictive 
drug?

CAIN
Like I was saying, if Evelyn never 
suggested that I go, I’d never be 
in this position. She led me into 
this place then left me for being 
in it. And The Society Co, you 
know, they--

MARY
They what? Huh?

CAIN
They didn’t sufficiently inform me 
about all these consequences.
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MARY
(snapping)

You can’t be fucking serious.
(beat, calming herself)

Okay. One: The Society Co helped 
you. And two: Let’s just say it is 
valid that because of Evelyn, you 
were introduced to the drug. What 
is it called again?

CAIN
It’s called eyetop. And it is 
completely valid.

MARY
(holding back)

I’ll go along with that delusional 
notion for a brief moment. Even if 
that is true--

CAIN
It is.

MARY
(trying to not explode)

--how in the hell can you blame her 
for you being addicted to eyetop? 
And even more importantly, how in 
the hell can you blame her for 
leaving you? And that is such a 
ridiculous name for a drug.

Cain stands and begins to pace again, beginning to get 
fidgety again.

CAIN
This is so simple in my head. Why 
the fuck is it so hard to 
articulate emotions?

Mary notices the powdered-covered knife on the coffee table 
and notes it.

MARY
Why aren’t the lights working?

CAIN
I don’t know.

Mary lets her harsh side appear for a quick beat with--
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MARY
(scanning mess again)

This place is a mess, you, 
physically, are a mess, and your 
thoughts are a complete and total 
mess. That’s why you can’t explain 
yourself. Because you are literally 
a mess.

Cain stands up as straight as he can, trying to organize 
himself, taking what Mary just said as some kind of 
intellectual challenge.

CAIN
(confidently)

You know what? Here is the reality 
of the situation without me being 
“biased in a delusion way.” I was 
diagnosed just as I got my degree, 
right? I went to graduate school 
and quickly met Mary, “falling in 
love.” My cancer got worse, so I 
did what was right and told her. 
She said she wanted to stay with me 
and “tried” helping me by urging--
no--forcing me to go to The Society 
Co for the trials. It maybe, very 
much maybe, helped my cancer, 
nothing conclusive, but as a 
conclusive consequence, I became 
addicted to the trial drug.

(points at the eyetop 
powder)

I had to quit school, resulting in 
me becoming deeply depressed and 
stuck. And what do I get as icing 
on the fucking cake? Evelyn dumping 
me and completely severing me from 
her life.

(beat)
She fucking betrayed me, Mary. And 
she did it because she believed she 
was too good for me and didn’t want 
to put forth any effort to help me 
in my helplessness.

Cain sighs like a weight has been lifted off his shoulders. 
He moves into the kitchen and paces back and forth next to 
the table where the eyetop powder resides.
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CAIN (CONT'D)
(with intense conviction)

You don’t do that if you love 
someone that you’re supposed to 
marry. You stick with them through 
it all and help them get out of it.

Mary stands, deeply contemplating, taking her empty glass to 
the bar. She stops when she arrives at the bar, eyeing the 
eyetop powder in the ashtray.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(reading Mary)

I’m still trying to quit.

MARY
I thought you dumped all you had?

CAIN
I did.

Mary begins to pour water into her glass, subtly shaking her 
head in frustration.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Lu brought that.

Mary immediately stops pouring and looks right at Cain.

MARY
Lu?

Cain nods.

MARY (CONT'D)
(finishing pouring)

You promised me you would sever him 
from your life.

CAIN
He came by unwarranted. And he’s 
just trying to help.

Mary moves back to the futon and sits in a relaxed manner, 
purposefully shifting her demeanor.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I see what you’re doing.

MARY
Can you come sit next to me?
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CAIN
You’re about to try to put me 
through a session.

MARY
I just want to talk.

Cain debates, looking at the eyetop powder.

MARY (CONT'D)
(getting his attention)

Cain.

Mary gets serious here, almost desperately serious.

MARY (CONT'D)
If you’re going to do that again, 
please don’t do it while I’m here.

That strikes Cain. He quickly steps back from the eyetop 
powder, slightly shuddering.

MARY (CONT'D)
Do you really want to get off it?

Cain begins to move to the living room, still looking back at 
the eyetop powder.

MARY (CONT'D)
Do you?

CAIN
Of course.

MARY
Are you absolutely sure?

CAIN
No one wants to be addicted to 
anything.

MARY
That’s not what I asked you.

CAIN
I want to get off of it.

MARY
(beat, reading Cain)

And that actually isn’t true.

CAIN
What?
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MARY
Some people do want to be addicted 
to things, and in the same vein, 
some people don’t want to get 
better.

CAIN
You don’t think I want to get 
better?

MARY
What is “better” in your opinion?

Cain finally sits next to Mary.

CAIN
Better? You mean for me or 
generally speaking?

MARY
For you.

CAIN
(beat)

I just want to be happy.

Mary loudly sighs.

MARY
Eyetop makes you happy.

Cain is visibly struck by that, not quite knowing how to 
respond. Mary progressively gets more heated throughout this 
questioning.

MARY (CONT'D)
Right? I mean, why not just keep 
doing it for the rest of your life?

CAIN
What are you doing?

MARY
Answer the question.

CAIN
Why not keep doing it? Because that 
would mean I’d be an addict for the 
rest of my life.

MARY
So?
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CAIN
That--I don’t know--that sucks.

MARY
Why?

CAIN
Because it--it strangles you. 
Addiction does.

MARY
Why is that so bad if you have the 
privilege to continue to do it? It 
only strangles you when you stop 
“dosing-up” and are withdrawing, 
right?

CAIN
I don’t know--

MARY
Right?

CAIN
What do you want me to say?

MARY
Why does it suck to be an addict?

CAIN
Why? I don’t know. Just because--

MARY
(flinty)

Why, Cain? Why?

CAIN
(snapping)

Because it’s--I don’t know--it’s 
just pathetic.

Mary gets silent and slowly nods in affirmation.

MARY
(judgmentally eyeing Cain)

Pathetic. Yes. Pathetic.
(beat)

That’s how you feel? Pathetic?

Long and silent beat.

Cain finally seems to let his guard completely down, 
consciously not pushing his ego on Mary. He evens seems to be 
struggling to keep his tears at bay.
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CAIN
I feel... I feel so pathetic in 
some moments. I have this new, 
profoundly clear voice in my head 
constantly and viciously judging 
me. Worse than you.

(beat, sinking)
It’s truly making me question with 
all my heart if not killing myself 
before was the right decision.

Cain hangs his head, running his fingers through his greasy 
hair. When he pulls his fingers from his hair, we see a 
noticeable amount of stray hairs tangled in his fingers.

In an extremely numb manner, Cain stairs at the hairs then 
wipes his hands together, causing them to fall to the carpet 
where we now get a disturbing CLOSE UP of more stray hairs 
scattered about.

Mary sympathetically watches Cain the whole time.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(painfully)

That’s been happening the past few 
days.

(desperately)
That’s normal, right? Stress does 
that, right?

Mary bluntly sighs, not at all knowing what to say about 
that.

After a long and silent beat, Mary finally breaks with--

MARY
We both know that it was the right 
decision for you to continue to 
live, so let’s just get past that 
right now.

Mary scoots a little closer to Cain.

MARY (CONT'D)
When does the voice in your head 
judge you and what does it say?

CAIN
I keep hearing something Evelyn 
told me toward the end of our 
relationship. But before she knew 
about anything.

SNAP TO:
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INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

The windows are open with sunlight beautifully brightening 
everything up. There’s a light breeze, breathing life into 
the apartment, causing it to feel like a completely different 
space. No mess but not overly organized. It feels open but 
safe at the same time.

Cain’s POV: Evelyn cooking behind the bar. We watch her for a 
beat before she slowly turns to Cain, face hardened, tired, 
and sad. She moves to the bar and leans over it, directing 
herself toward Cain fully and--

EVELYN
It’s like I’m talking to your 
shadow, cooking for your shadow, 
living with your fucking shadow. 
And the real you, the you that I 
fell in love with, is off in some 
other dimension purposefully hiding 
from me.

(beat, fed up)
Who are you?

CLOSE UP of Cain’s face, eyes glazed over, secretly high on 
eyetop. His face covered in moving shadows as a result of the 
breeze blowing the curtains back and forth.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Who the fuck are you?

As Cain closes his eyes, listening to Evelyn desperately try 
to get Cain to focus, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Right where we left off.

MARY
She said that?

CAIN
I’ll never forget it.

(beat)
It haunts me.

MARY
When you think of her saying that 
then, how do you feel now?
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CAIN
It’s excruciatingly painful being 
this way now. Being so aware of 
being so... Empty. When I was in 
the midst of dosing-up every three 
hours, lying to Evelyn about 
everything, the voice was almost 
completely absent from my mind. But 
now it’s there, terribly loud, 
judging me so harshly that it’s 
making me feel like I’m one bad 
thought away from becoming 
homicidal.

MARY
What does the voice say?

CAIN
(beat)

“Don’t do that, Cain. Don’t you 
want to think about that for a 
moment, Cain? Don’t be pathetic, 
Cain.”

MARY
Did the voice say one of those 
things after you finished your epic 
monologue about Evelyn a moment 
ago?

Cain mentally debates.

CAIN
Evelyn wasn’t an angel, you know.

MARY
I never said she was.

Mary gets up and begins to head toward the bathroom.

CAIN
You seem to be trying to make it 
out to be that way.

MARY
I’m just trying to make you see 
that maybe, just maybe, her leaving 
you was the only option she had. 
Not that it was angelic of her to 
do so, but that she would've ended 
up just like you otherwise.

(beat)
You would’ve wanted that?
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CAIN
That wouldn’t have happened.

MARY
You don’t know that.

Mary moves into the bathroom.

CAIN
Evelyn was too good to end up like 
me. She never did any drugs or--

From the bathroom, interrupting Cain--

MARY
Of course she didn’t. I’m not 
talking about that. I’m talking 
about her tilting toward being one 
bad thought away from becoming 
homicidal.

CAIN
What makes you think that would’ve 
happened?

Mary moves out of the bathroom with a shampoo bottle in her 
hand.

MARY
You didn’t want to change. Maybe 
you don’t even want to now. But she 
couldn't have made you change. It’s 
impossible to force someone to want 
to change. I know it’s a cliché, 
but wanting to change is the only 
way to change. Clichés are clichés 
for a reason.

(beat)
What should she have done?

CAIN
Helped.

MARY
Impossible.

(beat)
Should she have just suffered more 
in the presence of your “shadow?” 
She would’ve ended up resenting you 
like you resent her now. Think 
about how bad that would’ve been 
for both of you. You guys would’ve 
ended up slowly strangling each 
other by now. Double homicide.
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Cain contemplates with no rebuttal.

CAIN
(re: shampoo)

Why do you have--

MARY
When was the last time you washed 
your hair?

CAIN
(slightly embarrassed)

I don’t even know.

MARY
That’s why your hair is falling 
out. It’s just shedding more than 
usual because that’s what happens 
when you don’t take care of it. Or 
yourself.

Mary tosses the bottle to Cain. He catches it.

MARY (CONT'D)
And you seriously need to clean 
this place.

CAIN
I know.

MARY
You want me to help?

CAIN
No.

MARY
Why?

CAIN
You have to leave soon, don’t you?

MARY
Yeah, but I can help for a bit.

CAIN
It’s fine.

Cain sets the shampoo bottle down on the coffee table and 
slowly pulls himself up off the futon. He closes his eyes, 
gathering himself for a quick beat, then begins to gather 
dirty dishes.
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MARY
(sarcastically)

Do you even know how to wash 
dishes?

CAIN
(snapping)

Of course I know how to wash 
dishes.

MARY
(teasingly)

You’ve never washed a dish in your 
life, have you?

CAIN
Mary.

MARY
(still teasingly)

Mom did them all for you growing 
up, then you just ate fast food in 
college, and I’m assuming Evelyn 
did them all for you after--

Cain briskly moves into the kitchen and defensively 
interrupts Mary with--

CAIN
Christ’s ass, I’ve done dishes. 
Leave me alone--

At the exact moment Cain finishes speaking, he clumsily drops 
the pile of dirty dishes he was holding, shattering a handful 
of them beneath his feet.

Mary can’t help but laugh, irking Cain even more than he’s 
already irked.

Cain gives up, swiftly and intentionally moving back to the 
futon. He plops back down like a child throwing a mini-fit.

MARY
How about we compromise?

CAIN
How?

MARY
You go shower right now, and I’ll 
do the dishes.

CAIN
I don’t want help.
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MARY
I’ll only do the dishes and no 
more.

Cain debates.

MARY (CONT'D)
You’re not going to refuse. We both 
know that.

Mary hops up off the futon and competently begins to gather 
the dirty dishes, Marry-Poppins-ish. Cain shrugs, one sigh 
away from a full-blown fit.

MARY (CONT'D)
You smell like shit. From here, I 
can smell that you smell like shit.

Cain dramatically rolls his eyes.

MARY (CONT'D)
Get over yourself and shower.

As Cain reluctantly reaches for the shampoo bottle, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. SHOWER/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

CLOSE UP of Cain and Evelyn in the shower together. As per 
usual, Cain is rushing, quickly shampooing, virtually not 
paying attention to Evelyn whatsoever.

EVELYN
(softly)

Cain?

As Cain turns to Evelyn, eyes closed, shampoo dripping from 
his forehead, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. BATHROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

The shower is running, hot, causing steam to slowly fill the 
room.

Cain is bent over the sink, standing in front of the mirror, 
trying to look at himself, but too focused on his greasy 
cowlick. He’s analyzing it harshly, pulling it down and 
letting it pop back up. He’s doing it almost obsessively, 
pulling and popping, pulling and popping, until--
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The greasy, brittle, and thin hair doesn’t pop back up. Cain 
manually tries to pop it back up but fails.

As Cain looks down, reaching into a drawer, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. SHOWER/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Cain wipes the shampoo from his eyes and barely opens them, 
trying to look at Evelyn.

CAIN
What?

EVELYN
(twirling hair)

You didn’t notice my hair cut, did 
you?

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. BATHROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Cain pulls a pair of scissors from the drawer, never taking 
his eyes off his hair. He debates for a long beat then begins 
to chop, starting with the cowlick.

An anxiety-filled, rumbling SCORE begins to play here and 
continues to escalate in volume until it drowns everything 
else out.

We painfully watch Cain, LONG TAKE, slowly and determined, 
chop his hair down to a much shorter length.

Just as he moves to chop off the last long piece, music 
beautifully climaxing, steam fogs the mirror to the point of 
major distortion causing us to only hear the last chop of the 
scissors. And we--

SNAP TO:

INT. SHOWER/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Cain fakes a grin, not at all interested in Evelyn’s haircut, 
and--

CAIN
Looks good.

59.



60.

--turns his back to Evelyn again, finishing up his shampooing 
process. Evelyn completely deflates. As she gently reaches 
out and flings Cain’s cowlick in a sentimental manner, almost 
like some kind of precognitive goodbye, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

Cain steps out of the bathroom triumphantly. His hair is 
definitely not of the most professional standard, but it 
looks much better than before. He’s wearing clean clothes and 
subtly standing up a bit straighter.

For just a quick beat, Cain very noticeably looks better, 
stronger even, as he steps out of the bathroom, letting the 
light steam disperse out and vanish - just about as fast as 
Cain’s new “confidence” vanishes.

Mary is finishing up the dishes, neatly stacking them in the 
small dish rack. The TV is on, blaring classical music.

Cain moves to the TV and turns the volume down, causing Mary 
to turn to investigate the source.

MARY
(re: Cain)

Wow.

Cain shrugs.

MARY (CONT'D)
You look good. Your hair looks like 
shit--

(grinning)
--but looks better than it did 
before. The greasy, long, messy 
thing just wasn’t working for ya.

CAIN
Thanks for doing the--

MARY
No need to thank me. Just make sure 
you use my beautiful dishwashing as 
a catalyst for you to begin to get 
yourself together.

CAIN
(scanning the mess)

Where the hell do I start?
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MARY
Just do one thing at a time. 
Literally.

Mary moves from the sink into the living room and overly 
demonstrates, Mary-Poppins-ish again--

MARY (CONT'D)
(picking up shirt)

Pick up one piece of clothing then 
fold it. One at a time.

Mary sets the folded shirt on the futon.

MARY (CONT'D)
Easy.

Cain imitates Mary, folding one shirt, then sets it on the 
futon. He pauses then sits, blankly staring at the two neatly 
stacked shirts. He very quickly begins to mold back to his 
sinking-self state.

CAIN
God, I’m so fucked up.

Mary sits next to Cain.

MARY
Cain--

CAIN
I really am. I lost the one good 
thing that ever happened to me. And 
I don’t just mean that in the 
typical, romantic way. I mean that 
in a logistical and practical way 
as well. Evelyn was, all around, a 
perfect bet in terms of a deep, 
stable relationship. That’s all she 
wanted.

MARY
But you didn’t want that--

CAIN
At the time.

MARY
--and there’s nothing you can do 
about it now. Not trying to sound 
too nihilistic or--

CAIN
It is nihilistic, but it’s true.

61.



62.

MARY
What you can do is clean this 
depressing apartment. You’ll feel 
better.

Mary gives Cain a playfully judgmental look. Cain shrugs, 
more annoyed than he’s letting off.

MARY (CONT'D)
By the way, I talked to Mom before 
I came. I feel as if it’s my 
obligation to tell you--

CAIN
Please don’t say--

MARY
She’s coming here pretty soon.

CAIN
God help me.

MARY
She told me about the whole poem 
situation.

Cain notes that and quickly turns the “resent Evelyn” switch 
back on.

CAIN
And you don’t think Evelyn putting 
it online justifies me thinking 
she’s a bitch?

MARY
Depends. I haven’t talked to 
Evelyn. I have no idea why she did 
it.

CAIN
She did it to spite me. She knows 
how self-conscious I am about--

MARY
No one knows it’s yours. She left 
your name off.

CAIN
But she must’ve told people.

MARY
You don’t know that.
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CAIN
I know she most likely wants to 
spite me, and I also know that 
posting one of my old poems online 
is a good way of doing so.

MARY
The poem is beautiful. I think it’s 
your best poem.

CAIN
(beat)

Sure.

MARY
Why would she post one of your 
beautiful poems online, 
purposefully leaving it anonymous, 
for people to admire it if she just 
wanted to spite you?

Cain contemplates for a quick beat with no rebuttal. Mary 
interrupts Cain’s contemplation with--

MARY (CONT'D)
She wouldn’t.

CAIN
So why did she do it?

MARY
(beat)

Maybe she did it as a subtle call 
for your attention.

CAIN
(not joking)

Regardless, it’s shitty for me. 
She’s either trying to spite me or 
people are admiring one of my poems 
without me getting any of the 
admiration.

Mary rolls her eyes as she moves back into the kitchen. She 
begins to clean up the small mess left after the dishwashing.

MARY
You know--

CAIN
I was kidding.

MARY
You weren’t.
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CAIN
(bitterly)

You know she actually slapped me 
when she left me. That’s the last 
memory I have of her.

MARY
(getting annoyed)

Hm.

CAIN
In public.

MARY
Mhm.

CAIN
She slapped me and called me 
pathetic.

MARY
(snapping)

What the fuck did you expect?

Mary leans over the bar, very closely mirroring Evelyn from 
Cain’s vision, and lets it rip. Cain is slightly tilted by 
Mary’s reaction.

MARY (CONT'D)
You lied to her, Cain. You lied to 
her about being a drug addict. Just 
like Dad.

(beat, gathering herself)
You lied.

Mary turns away and continues to clean up, letting Cain sulk 
in that for a long beat.

MARY (CONT'D)
It’s not like I want to make you 
feel worse--

CAIN
Too late.

MARY
--but you’re deeply lying to 
yourself if you think she’s the one 
who betrayed you.

Cain is clearly struck by that. He gets quite red in the 
face, slowly pulling his knees up to his chest. He grabs a 
pillow and tightly hugs it, squeezing the edges.
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We HOLD on Cain’s face as he grows angrier listening to Mary 
rant.

MARY (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I hate bringing my practice into my 
personal life, but I’ll do it this 
time to try to help you wake up. 
I’ve had a few couples come in who 
were in the same state you and 
Evelyn were in. After years of 
work, every single couple ended up 
deciding that it would never work 
because one, or both them, simply, 
didn’t want to change. Want. Want. 
Want.

Cain finally lets up, taking a deep breath.

Mary moves back to the bar, reading Cain, trying to make sure 
he gets the hint.

MARY (CONT'D)
(demandingly)

You have to want it more than you 
want anything else in your whole 
damn life. And that’s the last time 
I’ll say that.

CAIN
Why are you telling me about the 
clients that failed?

Mary contemplates as she moves back to the futon and sits 
next to Cain, looking him dead in the eye.

MARY
Because I don’t think you holding 
on to nothing is beneficial to you 
or anyone else around you.

Cain finally lets his tight grip on the pillow ease.

CAIN
I hear the voice right now. Far in 
the back of my mind.

MARY
What’s it saying?

CAIN
(beat)

“Mary is right, Cain.”
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MARY
It’s not that I’m right. It’s that 
it just is right.

CAIN
I should just let it go?

Mary nods.

MARY
Let go and make amends. Either that 
or you can keep going down this 
path, turning yourself into some 
kind of spiteful, resentful rodent.

CAIN
How do I do that?

MARY
You’ve already started.

CAIN
How?

MARY
By noticing the voice.

(beat)
And by cleaning this dreadful place 
up.

Just as Mary says “up,” the lights pop on again.

CAIN
What the fuck? They’ve been coming 
on and off like every hour or so.

MARY
Have you checked the breaker? 
That’s most likely the real 
problem.

CAIN
(obviously lying)

Of course I have.

Mary gives Cain that judgmental look again.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(shamefully)

I don’t know where the breaker even 
is.
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MARY
I’m sorry--not really--but I’m 
going to have let you figure that 
one out. I need to leave. And I’m 
not Mom.

CAIN
Did Mom say--

MARY
She’ll probably be here soon. And 
you better have this place cleaned 
up enough so that it’s at least 
slightly presentable when she 
arrives.

Cain deflates as he pulls himself up off the futon, beginning 
to “clean” once again. Mary hops up and moves to the plant. 
She analyzes it for a quick beat then moves it to the side, 
clearing the path to the door, trying to brighten up the 
dreadful space a little.

MARY (CONT'D)
Call me tomorrow, okay?

CAIN
I will.

Mary turns to leave, hesitates, then turns back around and--

MARY
You don’t want to be happy.

CAIN
What?

MARY
You said that earlier. You said, “I 
just want to be happy.”

CAIN
Doesn’t everyone?

MARY
You don’t want that. And I don’t 
mean you, as an individual, don’t 
want it. I mean us, as human 
beings, shouldn’t want it. 
Happiness is fleeting. It’s no 
different than a drug.

(beat)
It’s no different than eyetop.
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Cain doesn’t quite know how to take that, silent for a long 
beat, then--

CAIN
What do we want?

In a deliberately confident way, Mary moves her eyes toward 
Cain’s journal, waits for Cain’s eyes to follow, then, simply 
and elegantly, turns and leaves, shutting the door just as 
Cain was about to ask another question.

Cain questioningly stares at his journal for a beat then 
stops the “cleaning” and slowly moves to it. He sits on the 
futon and opens it up as if it’s not his and he’s secretly 
glancing at someone else’s thoughts.

CLOSE UP of the journal pages which are filled with various 
notes in deep, black ink.

As Cain curiously flips through the pages, slowly at first, 
the notes begin to transform from page to page into harsh, 
scratchy scribbles. He continues to flip, confused, 
intentionally flipping faster and faster with each turn of a 
page.

As Cain begins to frantically flip through the pages, the 
small scribbles transform into substantially larger scribbles 
that encompass whole pages, oddly looking like, for the lack 
of a better description, archaic drawings of black holes.

Cain quickly stands, still frantically flipping. He abruptly 
stops when he gets to the end of the journal, harshly 
throwing the journal down on the futon, sternly staring at 
it.

CLOSE UP of the last page which has a gruesome, scratchy 
sketch of some kind of SHADOW-LIKE FIGURE on it with only the 
eyes left blank, piercingly white.

Cain excruciatingly slowly leans in, trying to get a good 
look at the shadow-like figure, when--

The white eyes wickedly twitch, looking directly into the 
camera.

As Cain jumps back, tripping over himself, we--

SNAP TO:
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INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

Silence. The lights are off again. Cain is sprawled out on 
the floor in the center of the living room, eyes closed, 
slightly drooling from his mouth.

Just as we being to slowly PUSH IN on Cain, his mother, JUDY, 
late-50s, jolts into frame, throwing her purse down, 
jarringly dropping to her knees beside Cain. She throws her 
arms around him and begins to desperately shake him.

That’s all it takes for Cain to immediately and frantically 
wake up. He jumps up, scanning everything around him, 
breathing heavily, and begins to recover consciousness.

CAIN
What the hell--what happened?

Judy quickly stands and begins to rush to the bar.

JUDY
Lay down on the futon. Let me get 
you water.

Cain ignores Judy and briskly moves to the kitchen.

Cain’s POV: Scanning back and forth throughout the kitchen 
until we--

QUICK ZOOM onto where the eyetop powder should be, but it’s 
glaringly missing.

CLOSE UP of Cain. Panic.

Cain frantically begins to search, opening all the drawers, 
looking in the small pantry, even desperately searching 
through the refrigerator.

Judy barges into the kitchen, just about as panicked as Cain.

JUDY (CONT'D)
Cain, honey, what happened? What 
are you looking for?

CAIN
Go sit down, Mom.

JUDY
Honey--

CAIN
(snapping)

I’m looking for eyetop, okay?
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JUDY
I thought you--

CAIN
(fed up)

No. I didn’t quit. I’m still 
addicted, and I just had a seizure 
as a result of withdrawing from it.

(beat)
I need to find it now. I had some 
right--

(points to table)
--there just before Mary...

Cain abruptly pauses as soon as he says “Mary.” He briskly 
moves to the coffee table in the living room, grabs his 
phone, and immediately calls Mary. We HOLD on him as he 
impatiently listens to the ring. After a long, tense, ring-
filled beat--

MARY (V.O.)
Yeah.

CAIN
Where is it?

MARY (V.O.)
Where’s what?

CAIN
The eyetop.

MARY (V.O.)
Why are you asking me that? I have 
no idea.

CAIN
Mary, don’t fuck with me right now.

MARY (V.O.)
I swear to God. I have no idea what 
you’re talking about. What’s going--

Cain promptly hangs up on Mary and tries calling Lu. We HOLD 
on him again as he dreadfully waits and waits and--

No answer.

CAIN
Fucking shit.

JUDY
Should we go to the hospital?

(answering herself)
(MORE)

70.



JUDY (CONT'D)

71.

We should go to the hospital. This 
is dangerous.

CAIN
No. Lu will call me back soon. I 
know he will.

Cain closes his eyes in frustration and takes a deep breath. 
He moves to the futon and sits, trying to stay as calm as he 
possibly can, given the situation.

After a beat of unfocused meditation, Cain aims his attention 
to his journal. He hesitatingly reaches for it and peaks 
inside revealing nothing but seemingly normal notes and 
scribbles. No black holes or the shadow-like figure. He 
tosses his journal back on the coffee table and sinks into 
the futon.

Judy grabs her purse and sets it on the bar as she begins to 
pace, still in a frantic state. She’s subtly scanning the 
whole apartment, analyzing the mess.

CAIN (CONT'D)
(reading Judy)

Don’t say anything about it right 
now.

JUDY
You are worse than I could’ve ever 
imagined. Look at this place. Look 
at you. Look at--God, Cain--
seizures?

CAIN
Mom, can you just--

JUDY
I can’t keep paying for this 
apartment if you’re going to 
continue to live like this.

Cain flinches at that.

CAIN
Why are you being so--

JUDY
(sternly)

I was going to tell you earlier but 
you got off the phone in a rush. 
I’ve already decided. You have to 
start doing things my way if you 
want to stay here.

JUDY (CONT'D)
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Judy shifts between stern and gentle quite frequently, 
intentionally making sure to get her points across in an 
efficient and manipulative way.

JUDY (CONT'D)
(gently)

But I really think you should just 
move back in with me, honey.

CAIN
That’s not going to happen.

Judy moves closer to Cain, purposefully calming herself now.

JUDY
I’m not trying to be pushy or 
anything. I’ve just been thinking 
about your future quite a bit, 
because you’ve been lacking in 
doing so yourself, and I truly 
think it would be best for you.

Cain sighs, checking his phone with no luck.

CAIN
I don’t want to talk about this 
right now.

JUDY
(sternly)

Now is the best time to talk about 
it.

(gently)
Do you not see--listen--I think 
this path you’re heading down is a 
complete dead end. But I can help 
you, honey. I mean, think about all 
this nonsense with Eve--

CAIN
(snapping)

Stop right there.

JUDY
What?

CAIN
Don’t start hashing up shit with 
Evelyn. I just started feeling 
better about everything with her.

JUDY
Just earlier you were telling me--
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CAIN
I know what I was telling you. I 
was just--

JUDY
You were right.

CAIN
--livid. I was just livid.

Judy finally sits on the futon, avoiding the coffee stain.

JUDY
(pointing at stain)

That’s just coffee, right?

Cain rolls his eyes as he promptly gets off the futon, 
avoiding Judy, and moves to the kitchen. He begins to pace 
again, checking his phone much too frequently.

JUDY (CONT'D)
Mary was just here?

CAIN
Yeah. She actually helped.

JUDY
I’m trying to help too.

CAIN
Then stop talking about Evelyn and 
stop looking at me and my apartment 
like I’m a pig.

Judy almost scoffs but contains herself.

JUDY
Why are you acting like this toward 
me right now?

CAIN
You’re making me feel worse.

(beat)
I know what path I’m on right now 
and you bluntly pointing it out 
with nothing but judgment doesn’t 
help.

Judy leans back, contemplating.

JUDY
You’re right, honey.
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Judy slowly gets off the futon and moves to the bar, 
purposefully taking her time. She reaches for her purse, 
testing Cain, and--

JUDY (CONT'D)
How about I leave? I’ll just let 
you deal with all this on your own.

CAIN
Mom--

JUDY
That’s what you want, right? You 
want to take care of all your 
problems with help from not a 
single person, right? That’s how it 
seems to me.

CAIN
(beat)

Just stay, Mom.

Judy triumphantly sets her purse back on the bar.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I’m just freaking out a little.

JUDY
I really think you should let me 
take you to the hospital.

CAIN
We can’t do that.

JUDY
But what if--

CAIN
I could end up in jail if they test 
my blood.

Judy shakes her head in mild disbelief.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Eyetop is still in the trial phase, 
not legally available anywhere 
else, and The Society Co has it’s 
tendrils reaching into all the 
hospital’s data, so the hospital 
isn’t an option whatsoever.

(beat, no so confidently)
But it will be fine. Lu will call 
me back.
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Judy, not knowing what else to do and reverting to what’s 
normal for her, slowly begins to pick up all of Cain’s dirty 
clothes.

CAIN (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

JUDY
Let me clean this place at least. I 
can’t stand the mess you’re in.

CAIN
I’m going to clean it myself.

JUDY
You need to go lay down and try to 
relax. Let me do it for you. Let me 
help you, honey.

Judy continues to clean as Cain tries to call Lu again with 
no luck.

Cain throws a mini-fit, like before, as he moves to the futon 
and plops down, laying his head back. He tries his best to 
stay calm but can’t restrain from viciously tapping his feet.

CAIN
He usually always answers.

Judy continues to gather Cain’s dirty clothes.

JUDY
Do you want some water?

CAIN
(annoyed)

Sure.

Judy briskly stops the gathering, moves to the bar, and 
begins to pour a glass of water for Cain, frequently looking 
at him in a perpetually worried way.

JUDY
Did you see the article I sent you?

CAIN
Which?

JUDY
The one about The Society Co.
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CAIN
Probably not. I haven’t been 
reading at all. I can hardly focus 
on anything.

Judy briskly moves to Cain and hands him the glass of water 
then goes back to gathering.

JUDY
Their getting sued.

That immediately gets Cain’s attention. He promptly sits up 
and aims himself toward Judy.

CAIN
Where did you read this?

JUDY
It was--God--I can never remember 
the name of the page. It’s the one 
that did the story on the election 
that went overwhelmingly viral.

CAIN
(laying back down)

I know exactly who you’re talking 
about. You can’t trust them.

JUDY
So you don’t want to hear about it?

CAIN
You can tell me if you want to 
waste your breath.

JUDY
They are getting sued because 
someone committed murder while on 
eyetop.

Cain sits back up.

CAIN
Is this article still up?

JUDY
Should be. I read it earlier today.

Cain immediately gets on his phone, searching for the 
article.
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JUDY (CONT'D)
A group of doctors determined that 
eyetop interfered with the guy’s--
what’s the name for the part of the 
brain that regulates all the more 
primitive functions?

CAIN
I have no idea, and I’m not seeing 
any article about that.

Judy moves to Cain and looks at his phone with him.

JUDY
I swear I just read it. Maybe try 
typing “Eyetop Causes Murder.”

Cain does so and continues to search for the article.

CAIN
Nothing.

Judy looks genuinely frustrated by that. She continues to 
gather dirty clothes, throwing them all in a big pile in the 
middle of the living room.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Either you’re lying--

JUDY
(deeply offended)

Why would I ever lie to you about 
something like this?

CAIN
--or you’re not lying and The 
Society Co is already getting 
involved.

Judy moves to Cain, getting severely serious.

JUDY
Cain--

CAIN
I know what you’re going to say, 
and my answer is “no.”

JUDY
Move back in with me. It’s what’s 
best for you. I can protect you.

(almost spitefully)
I told you that you shouldn't have 
moved out when you went to college. 

(MORE)
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I told you where you’d end up. I 
knew this would happen. You 
should’ve listened to me--

Cain abruptly stands, leaning over Judy, and--

CAIN
(bitterly)

You just want me around because 
you’re lonely.

Cain turns, slightly regretful, heads to the kitchen, and 
begins to halfheartedly search for the eyetop powder again. 
It’s dead quiet and awkward for a long beat before--

JUDY
I am lonely.

Cain glances at Judy, analyzing her seemingly genuine hurt 
demeanor. She’s blankly staring at the coffee stain on the 
futon.

After a long beat, like it’s causing physical pain, Cain 
moves to Judy and--

CAIN
I’m sorry, Mom. You know I didn’t 
mean that.

JUDY
No, no, no. You’re right. I’m 
lonely.

(playing it up)
I’m just a lonely old woman.

CAIN
(as sincerely as 
manageable)

Mom. I’m sorry.

Judy slowly gets off the futon and moves to the kitchen.

JUDY
(spitefully)

And you did mean that.

With no remorse, Judy begins to look through the cabinets 
then the refrigerator.

JUDY (CONT'D)
And you have no food.

CAIN
I’m never hungry.

JUDY (CONT'D)
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JUDY
Because the drugs?

CAIN
Because the--

(overly emphasizing)
--one drug.

JUDY
You need to eat.

CAIN
I’ll order something.

JUDY
You have money?

Cain intentionally ignores the question.

JUDY (CONT'D)
You can’t even pay to keep the 
lights on in here. How do you--

CAIN
(defensively)

The lights aren’t working because 
the breaker is having an issue.

JUDY
Where’s the breaker?

CAIN
(beat)

I don’t know.

Judy scoffs as she moves back to the living room and begins 
to clean again. This time, she begins by gathering and 
stacking all the books and other miscellaneous items on the 
coffee table. She notices the powder-covered kitchen knife 
and looks at Cain questioningly.

Cain shrugs and retorts with--

CAIN (CONT'D)
How long have you been here?

JUDY
(slightly snapping)

You really want me gone, don’t you?

CAIN
I just want to know how long it’s 
been since the seizure.
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JUDY
How do you know when you had it?

Judy stands up straight, frustrated, but far more than that, 
genuinely worried.

JUDY (CONT'D)
You could’ve been laying there for-- 
well--God only knows for how long.

Cain hangs his head, allowing the weight of Judy’s words to 
sink him even more than he’s already sunk.

JUDY (CONT'D)
I’m serious about me not paying for 
this place anymore.

CAIN
(pitifully)

I know you are.

JUDY
Why are you so resistant to letting 
me help you?

CAIN
Because.

JUDY
Because why?

CAIN
Just because.

JUDY
Just tell me, honey.

After a quick beat of contemplation, taking a tremendous 
amount effort, Cain finally says--

CAIN
I’m already sufficiently pathetic 
enough as it is. Moving back in 
with my single mother after failing 
at everything else I’ve tried, in 
my estimation, will only cause my 
patheticness to become truly 
overwhelming.

Cain pulls his phone out, mini-fit style again, and tries 
calling Lu with no luck once more.
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Judy moves to the futon and sits next to Cain, just close 
enough to cause a slight awkwardness that Cain must be 
accustomed to by this point in his life.

JUDY
You’re not pathetic. You are far, 
far from pathetic.

CAIN
Mom. Look at my life right now. 
Just open your eyes.

JUDY
I know, I know. But you’ve been 
through so much, honey. You’ve been 
through literal hell. At least, 
through the closest resemblance of 
hell that can exist on earth.

(sternly)
You’re not pathetic.

Cain seems to respond to that in a slightly, for the lack of 
a better word, hopeful way. He subtly tilts more toward Judy 
as she continues her rant. She continuously grows more 
passionately angry as she deepens her justification.

JUDY (CONT'D)
You’ve suffered so much the past 
few years. You’re whole life 
really. It’s killed me to just sit 
here and watch you continuously get 
beaten down. More than anything, 
I’ve wanted to step in and help, 
but I knew you wanted your freedom. 
Freedom. What is freedom for a 
child? It’s torture is what it is. 
It all started with you ignorant, 
malevolent father. That’s what 
tipped the scale toward your 
suffering.

Judy stops herself for a beat, trying to calm herself down to 
the point of being able to rationally continue. Cain is 
intently listening.

JUDY (CONT'D)
Your father abandoning you--
abandoning us, then your sister 
abandoning us, then you abandoning 
me, then the cancer. Then--

(beat, reading Cain)
I know you don’t want to talk about 
Evelyn, but you know I’ve always 
hated her. 

(MORE)
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I knew she wasn’t good for you from 
the beginning. She manipulated you. 
She controlled you. She stole you 
from me...

Judy stops herself just as she runs out of breath as a result 
of her much-desired rant. After a beat of her composing 
herself--

JUDY (CONT'D)
(softly and desperately)

Do you even have one good memory 
with her?

Cain stares into space with no response.

JUDY (CONT'D)
Just one?

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

We slowly PUSH IN from the hallway and into to the living 
room, letting the music set the nostalgic tone, revealing 
that the whole apartment is completely bare, not a single 
thing inside. It looks much larger as a result of the 
bareness.

We continue to glide through the apartment then slowly begin 
to PAN down to see Cain and Evelyn laying right in the middle 
of the living room where the futon should be, holding hands, 
looking up at the ceiling. Cain’s hair is the shortest we’ve 
seen it here, almost military-style.

We HOLD on them from high above.

They don’t look what you could typically call “happy,” but 
there’s a strong sense of complete security radiating from 
them. Evelyn turns her head toward Cain and stares at him for 
a quick beat then looks back up. Cain does the same to her.

After a beat of them staring at the ceiling, Evelyn closes 
her eyes and--

EVELYN
(firmly)

I’m not going anywhere, Cain. 
Everything will end up exactly as 
it should.

JUDY (CONT'D)
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We slowly PUSH IN on Cain as he soaks that in, purely and 
naively relieved. As he slowly closes his eyes, we--

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (PRESENT)

CLOSE UP of Cain’s face, eyes slowly opening. We painfully 
watch Cain go from nostalgic, to sad, then, lastly, to angry. 
We HOLD on him for a long beat, until--

The distinct THUD abruptly interrupts us, startling Cain and 
Judy, causing an extremely stark contrast in tone to become 
clear.

The anxiety-filled, rumbling SCORE subtly begins here again 
and gradually escalates in relevant intensity.

JUDY
Who’s that?

Cain hops up and briskly moves to the--

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where he peaks through the peephole to see--

JUDY
(sternly)

Who is it?

--Lu. He’s standing right in front of the peephole, slightly 
blurred. He has a much different demeanor about him. His hair 
is no longer slicked back, and he’s constantly looking over 
his shoulder in an overly paranoid way. He bangs on the door 
again.

LU
(slightly frantically)

Cain? Open up.

Cain quickly unlocks and opens the door, immediately allowing 
Lu to barge in.

LU (CONT'D)
Shut the door. Lock it.

Cain does as he’s instructed. He quickly follows Lu into the--
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INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where Lu freezes when he see’s Judy who’s harshly staring 
right at him, viciously melting him with her eyes.

LU
Judy.

JUDY
Lu.

CAIN
(to Lu)

What the hell is going on?

LU
(avoiding)

The real question is: Why did you 
call me so many times?

CAIN
Why didn’t you answer?

LU
Trust me, I wanted to.

CAIN
You look like shit.

LU
Thanks, man.

JUDY
And what’s that smell?

LU
Alright, alright. Give me a second. 
I’ll explain.

Cain and Judy scrutinizingly watch Lu as he slowly moves to 
the futon, takes off his coat, and sets it on the back of the 
futon. He moves in a noticeably less calculated and much more 
jerky way, and his confidence seems to be fairly dented at 
the moment.

Lu finally sits. He tries to slick his hair back with his 
hands but fails. With no hesitation, Cain quickly moves to Lu 
and--

CAIN
Before you explain what the hell is 
going on, I need more eyetop.
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LU
Wait, wait. What? You need more?

CAIN
The eyetop you left here earlier 
vanished. I think Mary took it or 
hid it or something.

LU
Mary actually came?

CAIN
Yeah.

LU
Mary saw this place like this and 
saw you like that?

Lu pauses, finally noticing Cain’s hair.

LU (CONT'D)
Your hair.

CAIN
Needed a change.

Lu passively nods at that, quickly dismissing it.

LU
I don’t have anymore eyetop on me. 
I was gonna bum a dose from you, 
actually.

CAIN
(desperately)

You don’t have anymore?

LU
I gave you the extra I was carrying 
and sold the rest.

CAIN
What about you? What the fuck are 
you going to do?

LU
I’m dosed up enough to last a 
couple of days--last without 
withdrawals at least.

CAIN
Fuck, Lu...
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Cain quickly moves into the kitchen and frantically begins to 
search for the eyetop powder again.

LU
(nonchalantly)

By the way. I’m being followed.

CAIN
What?

JUDY
Followed?

Lu quickly stands, moves to the--

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--and peaks through the peephole, paranoid. Lu double checks 
the locks then moves back into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--and begins to pace.

LU
I think I may have shaken them.

Judy is standing off in a corner, still watching Cain, 
worried, arms crossed, one foot tapping.

Cain stops searching for a quick beat to address Lu’s claim 
with a blank stare then immediately continues, upping his 
level of search intensity.

LU (CONT'D)
The Society Co was fucking 
following me.

JUDY
(sternly)

Cain.

CAIN
I don’t believe it.

LU
I’m not fucking around. They 
must’ve found out about me dealing.
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JUDY
This--this is not good. I think we 
should do something about this. Why 
don’t you come back home, honey?

CAIN
(to Lu)

What actually happened?

LU
I don’t want to go into the details 
of it.

CAIN
Why?

LU
Because.

JUDY
Wait. How does this explain your 
dreadful smell?

LU
I had to hide in a dumpster.

CAIN
What the fuck? You sat on my futon.

LU
This place is no worse than a 
dumpster.

CAIN
Why did you have to hide in a 
dumpster?

Lu quickly moves to the front door, off camera this time, 
giving Cain and Judy just enough time to questioningly glance 
at each other, then he immediately moves back into the living 
room.

LU
Honestly? I can’t remember much. I 
came to while laying inside the 
dumpster.

Cain swiftly moves into the living room and begins to search 
all throughout.

CAIN
How much eyetop have you taken 
today?
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Lu plops down on the futon, grinning.

LU
A shit-ton.

Cain patronizingly shakes his head, getting quite annoyed.

CAIN
Get off my fucking futon.

(beat)
And you told me earlier that eyetop 
causes memory loss, so how the fuck 
do you know what you’re talking 
about?

Lu slowly gets up off the futon and begins to move about the 
room, not exactly pacing. His movements are now slightly more 
deliberate than pacing. He begins to subtly and slowly circle 
the room, seemingly intentionally moving around Cain and 
Judy.

Cain opens up all the cabinets to a small dresser in the 
corner of the room, thoroughly looking in, throwing even more 
clothes, books, pillows, etc, out and onto the floor, making 
the mess even worse.

LU
Don’t believe me then.

CAIN
(confidently)

I don’t believe you.

JUDY
(distraughtly)

Cain. I’m fully starting to think 
we’re in way over our heads. I 
wasn’t lying about the article 
earlier and now this. What if he’s 
not laying?

CAIN
Mom. It’s fine.

JUDY
How do you know?

Cain slowly moves to the center of the room and triumphantly 
holds up the ashtray with the eyetop powder inside, 
purposefully getting Lu and Judy’s full attention with a 
stern stare.
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LU
Nice.

(beat)
Let’s do it all.

JUDY
That’s it?

Cain nods as he sets the eyetop powder down on coffee table 
and sits on the futon.

CAIN
I--I don’t remember moving it.

LU
Maybe you didn’t.

CAIN
What the fuck are you suggesting?

LU
I’m not suggesting anything. I’m 
implying that there are big things 
happening here.

Cain is the one who patronizingly shakes his head this time.

CAIN
I must have moved it. I just--I 
don’t remember.

(beat, to Lu)
You’re acting like a paranoid 
schizophrenic right now.

LU
I’m not even going to contemplate 
about thinking about acknowledging 
that ridiculous statement.

CAIN
You just acknowledged it by saying 
whatever the fuck you just said.

LU
Whatever.

Judy moves to the coffee table, studying the eyetop.

JUDY
Thank God you found it.

LU
(amused)

Why are you thanking God?
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JUDY
He had another seizure. I found him 
half-dead when I got here.

CAIN
She’s exaggerating.

LU
(pleasantly surprised)

You want him to take more?

Judy hesitates to answer for a long beat, struggling with 
that notion.

JUDY
I mean... What else can he do right 
now? I just want him safe.

Cain stares at Judy, not at all knowing how to interpret what 
she just said. He picks up the eyetop powder and intensely 
examines it for a long beat, then he does the same to Lu, 
then to Judy. He slowly and deliberately sets the eyetop 
powder back on the coffee table, almost as if he’s slightly 
repulsed by it in this moment.

We begin to excruciatingly slowly PULL AWAY from Cain in the 
same manner as when he was first convulsing.

Cain is right in the middle of the room, sitting on the 
futon, and Lu and Judy are facing each other on each side of 
him, bantering back and forth. Cain hangs his head, intently 
listening, staring at the stray hairs on the carpet beneath 
him.

LU
You definitely don’t have to 
justify to me what he should do. I 
think he should stick his face in 
that whole pile.

JUDY
God, Lu. Have some self-control.

LU
You’re the one condoning your son 
to take drugs so you don’t have to 
suffer.

JUDY
(snapping)

What did you just say to me?

LU
Come on, Judy.

90.



91.

JUDY
What? “Come on, Judy,” what?

Lu intentionally pauses, testing Judy.

LU
Nevermind.

JUDY
No, what?

LU
Nothing.

JUDY
(snapping)

What the fuck, Lu?

LU
Do you know the story of Hansel and 
Gretel?

JUDY
What are implying?

LU
You’re fattening Cain up, aren’t 
you?

Judy thrusts toward Lu, but Cain quickly stands, blocking her 
way and pushing Lu back some.

CAIN
Shut the fuck up. Both of you.

Judy turns, throwing a Cain-like mini-fit, and moves into the 
kitchen. Lu just laughs, reaching for the eyetop powder.

CAIN (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

Lu gives Cain a deadpanned look, continuing on with his 
reaching.

CAIN (CONT'D)
Take it.

Lu stops reaching for the eyetop powder, reaches into his 
back pocket, pulls out the same tiny measuring spoon from 
before, then continues for the eyetop powder. He scoops up 
and throws back a large dose, breathing in like he’s having a 
mini-orgasm.

91.



92.

Cain intently watches Lu, still with a slightly repulsed look 
on his face. Judy intently watches Cain from behind the bar, 
studying him.

After a beat of dead silence, Lu, filled with pleasure, leans 
back and spits out--

LU
You know, Judy, we’re on the same 
team.

JUDY
How’s that?

LU
I think Cain’s gone through way too 
much these past few years. I think 
he deserves some--what can I call 
it--some rightful privileges.

That quickly gets Judy’s attention.

After letting the tension ease for a beat, Cain sits back 
down on the futon. Lu promptly stands and begins circling the 
room again, back to the preacher-like pacing. And Judy is 
keeping herself trapped in the kitchen, leaning on the bar.

Cain aims his attention at his journal as he passively 
listens.

JUDY
It’s just all so unfair.

LU
I agree.

JUDY
Cain never deserved any of this 
suffering. He’s just--

(looks at Cain)
--my boy.

LU
Well, Judy, your boy has indeed 
suffered thoroughly. The question 
is--

Judy begins to become emotional at this point. Cain slowly 
reaches for his journal, unconsciously zoning himself out 
from the conversation.
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JUDY
(interrupting)

I just want him to move back in 
with me so I can protect him. After 
all he’s been through, he should 
know that’s what’s best for him.

LU
Like I was saying, the question is: 
What can we actually do about his 
suffering right now?

Judy turns and looks at Lu. What she says next comes out in a 
way that is obviously forced sarcasm, but it’s easy to see 
that a deep part of her means it.

JUDY
Get back at the people who caused 
him to suffer.

Lu begins to get serious here and progressively shifts from 
serious to his all-too-familiar-malevolence as the 
conversation deepens.

LU
If only.

JUDY
The reality is that he can no 
longer take care of himself.

LU
Or maybe there’s something more to 
what you just said.

JUDY
What?

LU
Getting back.

JUDY
You mean... Revenge?

Lu nods in affirmation. Judy contemplates with hesitation.

LU
I know people that work at The 
Society Co.

JUDY
What are you suggesting?
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LU
Nothing yet. I’m just analyzing.

JUDY
You were just freaking out about 
The Society Co following--

LU
Which is even more of a reason to 
try to do something about them.

JUDY
You really are sounding paranoid 
right now, Lu.

LU
Do you not agree that they are the 
main reason Cain is how he is right 
now?

They both look at Cain, who’s blankly staring at his journal.

JUDY
Evelyn too.

LU
Ah, yes. Evelyn. Evelyn and The 
Society Co deserve some kind of 
payback. It seems obvious to me. 
It’s fair. It’s just.

(beat)
It’s right.

In perfect synchronization, they both look at Cain again. 
He’s leaned back on the futon now, laying his head back, 
breathing irregularly again.

LU (CONT'D)
Right, Cain?

Cain leans forward in a daze.

CAIN
Huh?

Lu quickly moves to Cain and sits next to him, grabbing his 
journal and tossing it on the coffee table, dismissing it 
completely.

LU
Shit. You don’t look good. You look 
worse than seizure-ish.

Judy sprints to Cain and plops down right in front of him.
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JUDY
No, no, no.

CAIN
(rubbing eyes)

I’m--I’m good. I’m fine.

Cain points to the bar.

JUDY
What?

CAIN
Water.

Judy briskly moves to the bar and pours Cain a glass of 
water.

LU
You don’t need water. You need 
eyetop.

Judy flinches when she hears that, handing Cain the glass of 
water, but Cain fails to grip it, dropping it and spilling it 
on himself.

JUDY
Shit.

Judy tries drying Cain with a dirty shirt, but Cain ineptly 
resists, mumbling--

CAIN
I don’t--I don’t want it. I don’t 
want eyetop.

Judy sits next to Cain, on the opposite side of Lu, and leans 
close to him, putting her arms around his shoulders.

CAIN (CONT'D)
I don’t--

JUDY
Honey, I think, just this one time, 
it might be a good idea--it might 
be okay for you to take eyetop. 
Just however much you need to keep 
you safe.

Cain looks at Judy in disbelief, hardly able to keep his eyes 
open.
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CAIN
(slightly slurring)

But--but I don’t want to be an 
addict anymore.

Cain begins to stand, but Lu grabs his arm and pulls him back 
down.

CAIN (CONT'D)
What--what are you doing?

LU
Relax, man. You just need to relax.

Cain is fluctuating between hardly conscious and not 
conscious at all, head noticeably nodding off at this point.

Lu is subtly scooping the eyetop powder with the tiny 
measuring spoon as he says--

LU (CONT'D)
Just lay back and relax.

Lu deliberately glances at Judy then glances at the measuring 
spoon, letting her in on what he’s attempting. Judy subtly 
nods in affirmation.

JUDY
Honey, Lu is right. Just lay down 
and relax. We’ll take care of you.

Cain finally lays all the way back, closing his eyes, 
accepting the situation fully in a dismantled state, voice 
high and shaky.

CAIN
Just--just help. Just help me...

And as Lu and Judy slowly hone in on Cain like twisted 
predators, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

We are back at the bare apartment, right where we left off, 
but this time it’s more vibrant, more dream-like. Cain and 
Evelyn are still laying in the middle of the living room, 
holding hands, looking up at the ceiling.

After a quick beat, Evelyn lets go of Cain’s hand and sits 
up. She reaches to her side and grabs Cain’s journal. 
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Cain quickly sits up, immediately pronouncing his insecurity 
with his body language.

CAIN
(sternly)

Evelyn.

EVELYN
Let me read it.

Cain reaches for his journal, but Evelyn playfully dodges 
Cain’s reach, swiftly swinging the journal to the side.

CAIN
Come on, Evelyn. You know how am 
about the journal.

EVELYN
I do.

(beat, defeated)
That’s my biggest concern.

Evelyn hands over the journal then stands. She begins to get 
quite dramatic here, pacing the living room, critically 
scanning the whole area.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
Where are we going to put the 
futon?

Cain stands, promptly ignoring the question and slowly 
follows behind Evelyn.

CAIN
What’s your biggest concern?

EVELYN
(beat)

That you won’t let me read your 
journal.

CAIN
It’s nothing. It’s just a small 
thing.

EVELYN
(somberly)

It’s something. And maybe it’s 
small now, but small things get big 
when they are ignored.

CAIN
I’m just... I’m afraid of being 
judged. Especially by you.
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Evelyn stops pacing and turns to Cain, looking him right in 
the eye.

EVELYN
How will you ever get better if 
you’re not judged?

(waits)
How will you ever transcend “the 
small things” if you’re not judged?

Cain stops following, reading Evelyn’s serious tone and 
unconsciously shifts to match it. He looks down at his 
journal, tightly gripping the sides.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
You shouldn’t care if I judge you 
or not.

CAIN
Why shouldn’t I care about the 
person I love’s judgment?

EVELYN
The only judgment that means 
anything is your own.

As Evelyn turns away from Cain, purposefully letting the 
statement linger, we--

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

SAME SHOT from before. Cain’s POV: Slightly blurred view from 
the perspective of laying down on the futon, looking straight 
up at the ceiling. After a beat of letting the blur become 
more clear--

Evelyn slowly moves into frame, looking straight down at us 
with piercing, concerned, judgmental eyes.

Cain quickly tries to sit up but fails, confused, vision 
still blurry enough to make Evelyn’s face look distorted. 
Cain’s hair is back to the same length from the beginning, 
cowlick flinging upward, much more noticeably than before.

CAIN
Evelyn?

EVELYN
Cain.
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Cain viciously rubs his eyes then his whole face, trying to 
clear his vision. He finally opens his eyes wide to see--

Mary. She’s towering over Cain, putting her hand out to help 
him sit up.

MARY
It’s me.

CAIN
(beat)

Mary? What--what are you doing 
here?

Mary stands up tall, pulling Cain up. She slowly hands Cain 
his journal when he finally becomes fully conscious.

MARY
(triumphantly)

Saving you.

Mary turns to look at Lu and Judy, who are standing in the 
corner of the living room, where the small cabinet was, 
bodies facing the wall like children being punished. They 
don’t move a muscle as if they are frozen.

CAIN
(utterly confused)

What the hell are you guys doing?

Mary gives Cain a dead-serious look and points to his 
journal.

MARY
Open it.

Cain slowly and hesitantly begins to open his journal.

MARY (CONT'D)
Go ahead. Look at the very last 
page.

Cain does as he’s instructed. He slowly flips to the last 
page and viciously stares when he lands on it.

It’s the shadow-like figure again, almost popping off the 
page, but this time it’s holding a knife, resembling the 
kitchen knife Cain was using for the eyetop. It’s not-so-
coincidentally pointing in the direction of Lu and Judy in 
the corner.
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Cain, filled with dread, looks up at Mary. She slightly nods 
in affirmation then turns away from Cain, temptingly glancing 
at the actual kitchen knife on the coffee table right in 
front of him and subtly next to a half-empty bottle of vodka.

Cain stares at the knife for a long and tense beat then looks 
back up to see that Mary is no longer present in the room. He 
looks at Lu and Judy in the corner as he slowly reaches for 
the knife.

Cain grabs the knife, gripping it tightly to the point of 
turning his knuckles white, and stands tall, aiming himself 
toward Lu and Judy.

Cain takes one more long look at the knife than slowly begins 
to move toward Lu and Judy, but with every step he takes, 
they move further away from him, as if the room is expanding 
in direct proportion to Cain’s every step forward.

Cain begins running, but it does no good. Lu and Judy 
continue to keep their relative distance from Cain.

Finally, after Cain angrily comes to a halt and throws the 
knife down in complete frustration, Lu slowly turns his head 
and looks right at Cain for a long beat then looks up at the 
ceiling as if he’s admiring it.

Cain follows Lu’s eyes and looks up to see all the items from 
the mess stuck on the ceiling, Celestial-like. All the books, 
dirty dishes, dirty clothes, and trash. Everything. In an 
upside down manner, it’s all piled up on the ceiling. Cain 
stares in complete and utter confusion.

EVELYN (V.O.)
Wake up.

Cain shudders at the sound of Evelyn’s voice, closing his 
eyes for a beat.

EVELYN (V.O.)
Wake up, Cain.

Just as Evelyn’s voice echoes, the mess from the ceiling 
begins to fall, one item at a time, right in between Cain and 
Lu and Judy.

The falling begins slowly and exponentially increases in 
speed, until it’s harshly raining the items from the mess, 
quickly piling them up on the ground, blocking Cain from 
being able to move at all.

It rains and rains. Piles up and piles up. All around Cain.
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Cain is relatively emotionless as he stares at the mess. No 
frustration, no anger, no stress, no anxiety. He simply 
stares with hardened eyes.

The room is now being filled to max capacity, resulting in us 
only being able to see Cain’s face.

And just as the items from the mess begin to completely 
engulf Cain, he slowly closes his eyes, accepting his 
crushing fate, then we--

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Cain opening his eyes, back at the moment where Cain is high 
on eyetop and Evelyn is cooking.

EVELYN
Who the fuck are you?

Cain leans forward, putting his head down with no response.

Evelyn desperately hovers at the bar, waiting for Cain for a 
long beat, waiting for even the slightest hint of self-
reflection, but he’s far too high, gone in his own world.

Evelyn despairingly turns away from Cain, giving him one last 
look, one last chance, then hopelessly goes back to cooking.

Just as Evelyn turns away from Cain, he slightly looks up at 
her, eyes glazed over, skin pale. He slowly stands, never 
taking his aim off of Evelyn as if he’s about to triumphantly 
move to her to try to win her back, but he reaches for his 
journal instead.

Cain takes one last look at Evelyn, who’s glued to the 
cooking, not at all paying attention to anything behind her 
anymore, then moves into the--

INT. BATHROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS (FLASHBACK)

--where he shuts and locks himself in the dark, drab 
bathroom. He sits on the toilet and opens up his journal, 
trying to write, but isn’t able to get anything down. He 
closes his eyes for a long beat, deeply frustrated.

After a beat of struggling to write, Cain slowly stands and 
pops off the back of the toilet, reaches in, and pulls out a 
pill bottle filled with eyetop powder. 
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He sits back on the toilet, intently staring at the bottle, 
then, with little contemplation, he pops the top off and very 
carefully dumps a small dose of eyetop into his mouth and 
swishes it around, filled with pleasure.

Cain closes his eyes again, letting the high take him over.

As soon as Cain opens his eyes, it’s like a completely 
different person has taken his place. His eyes are wide open, 
bright, and he has a confident look on his face - though, he 
is pathetically sitting in his bathroom alone, hiding from 
his girlfriend.

Cain opens up his journal and begins to write. We HOLD on the 
last page of the journal, watching the words appear as Cain 
writes them down, softly reciting them to himself.

“how are you here?

from the light that resides,

but not without inept contradiction,

comes the dark.

and to that light comes the black;

the deep.

allow in what comes from that deep

and do not bet not to be determined

who you are from without

and within.

remember this moment,

remember to deem it what it is not

and allow not to be what is:

you?”

As Cain confidently shuts his journal, we--

SNAP TO:

BLACK

We HOLD on the deep, silent black for a long beat then we--

FADE TO:
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INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT/LATER

Cain’s POV: Slightly blurred view from the perspective of 
laying down on the futon, looking straight up at the ceiling. 

After a beat of letting the blur become more clear--

Mary slowly moves into frame, looking straight down at us, 
worried.

Cain slowly sits up, dazed. He looks as if he’s been in a 
mini-coma - pale, chapped lips, residual sweat on his 
forehead. He looks to Mary questioningly.

MARY
You had another bad seizure then 
passed out. That’s what they told 
me.

Mary looks at Lu and Judy who are in the kitchen sitting at 
the kitchen table.

As soon as Judy notices Cain, she rushes over to the futon 
and kneels next to him.

JUDY
You about gave me a heart attack, 
honey.

Cain tilts his head slightly to Lu who’s slowly moving to the 
futon.

LU
Sup.

(beat)
You look like shit.

Cain sits up fully, searching for something on the coffee 
table.

CAIN
(to everyone)

Where’s--where’s my journal?

Mary moves to the kitchen bar and grabs Cain’s journal off of 
it.

MARY
We found the poem in here that 
Evelyn posted online.

Cain stands and slowly makes his way to the bar. Judy quickly 
follows and pours Cain a glass of water.
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CAIN
You looked through my journal?

MARY
We thought it could help us 
understand.

CAIN
(beat)

Where’s the poem?

Mary flips through the journal, precisely landing on the very 
last page. She stares for a beat then holds the journal out 
to Cain, last page still open.

Cain hesitantly takes his journal, judgmentally staring at 
the words, the same poem from before, studying them with 
extreme focus.

MARY
Do you even remember writing that?

Cain stands up, still looking at the poem. Something changes 
in his demeanor here - something noticeable and concrete. His 
face hardens but his eyes are still wide open. It’s as if 
he’s beginning to accept his reality for the first time.

After a quick beat of watching this subtle change occur, Cain 
begins to pace, consciously ignoring everyone around him.

Judy briskly moves to Cain, dramatically worried.

JUDY
Honey--

Cain abruptly turns away from Judy, not letting his eyes 
leave the poem, trance-like.

CAIN
(to himself)

I do remember this.

Judy turns to Mary and Lu, who are watching from afar, 
analyzing the situation, wanting some kind of help getting 
Cain’s attention. With no luck, she quickly turns back to 
Cain.

JUDY
(frantically)

Are you okay? I was so worried, 
honey. I was so scared. You scared 
me to death. You really, really 
scared--

104.



105.

CAIN
(sharply interrupting)

Mom.
(holding back)

Leave me alone. For once.

Judy stomps back to the futon where everyone else is 
awkwardly sitting, watching Cain.

After a long and tense beat, Mary conjures up enough courage 
to get up off the futon and gently move to Cain, easing into 
his space.

MARY
Cain.

Cain finally looks away from the poem and sternly stares at 
Mary. She’s subtly taken aback by his intensity.

MARY (CONT'D)
We all want to talk to you.

Cain stares for a long beat with no response then finally 
nods. He swiftly moves to the coffee table and clears enough 
space on it to enable him to sit. But before he sits, he 
pulls the coffee table a few feet away from the futon which 
causes a more-than-annoying squeaking sound.

Mary moves back to the futon and sits right in the middle 
between Lu and Judy.

Cain finally sits on the coffee table, confidently facing 
everyone else who are all smashed together, shoulder-to-
shoulder, awkwardly sitting like an overly-exaggerated, 
dysfunctional family.

Cain never lets his tight grip on his journal ease.

After a beat of everyone staring at Cain--

CAIN
Come on, guys. Intervene me.

Judy slightly leans forward, hunched over, and begins with--

JUDY
The dead end I was referring to 
earlier is here. And I’m afraid you 
just don’t see it or understand it.

Cain intently listens.
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JUDY (CONT'D)
(sternly)

I’ve already decided that I’m not 
going to pay for this place 
anymore. I just--I just can’t do 
it. It’s only making all this chaos 
worse.

Cain waits for more, but Judy just sits back like her 
statement was some kind of test, letting it linger.

CAIN
Do you have any suggestions for a 
solution?

JUDY
Move back in with me.

(gently)
I can--you know--help you get back 
on your feet. I can protect you, 
honey.

Cain stares at Judy for a beat, hardened eyes. He takes a 
deep breath, wanting to let loose, but holds back. He 
slightly nods at Judy then precisely looks to Lu.

CAIN
(to Lu)

What about you?

Lu looks at Cain, still obviously high on eyetop.

LU
My philosophy hasn’t changed. You 
know what I believe to be true.

CAIN
Why don’t you explain it to me one 
more time?

LU
Really?

Cain nods.

LU (CONT'D)
Right now?

Cain nods again.

LU (CONT'D)
Sure.
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Lu stands and slowly moves to the kitchen where the eyetop 
powder is residing, back on the kitchen table.

LU (CONT'D)
I think you’re being weak. You’re 
letting everyone poison your mind 
with all this nonsense about being 
at a “dead end.” What the fuck does 
that even mean?

(beat)
They’re just trying to control you. 
Just like The Society Co did. Just 
like Evelyn did. And before you ask 
me what my solution is, I’ll go 
ahead and save you the breath: 
Eyetop. Eyetop is my answer. Eyetop 
solves everything.

Mary harshly lashes at Lu with--

MARY
What the fuck, Lu? You just said 
you were on our side.

LU
(amused)

I’m on Cain’s side.

Lu winks at Cain, intentionally provoking Mary even more.

MARY
(holding back)

See, Cain? This is what I was 
trying to explain to you earlier.

LU
What?

MARY
You had your turn, Lu, and you 
completely missed the mark, so why 
don’t you keep your narcissistic 
mouth shut for the time being while 
I actually try to help my brother?

LU
He knows I have his back.

MARY
(to Cain, trying to ignore 
Lu)

Don’t pay attention to him. And if 
you want my honest opinion--

(looks at Judy)
(MORE)
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--I don’t think moving in with Mom 
is the best decision.

JUDY
(snapping)

How could you say that, Mary? You 
don’t know what’s best for him.

MARY
I’m a clinical psychologist.

JUDY
I’m his mother.

MARY
(beat, sternly)

I’m a clinical psychologist.

Lu is standing at the bar, smirking, watching the situation 
unfold as if it’s a show dedicated to him.

MARY (CONT'D)
(back to Cain)

I think you should get a job and 
make friends. And not “friends” 
like Lu. Real friends.

LU
I’m the realist friend he has 
because I actually keep it “real” 
with him rather than infesting him 
with metaphysical bullshit.

Mary has to force herself to not blow up on Lu at this point.

MARY
I have a friend who has a friend 
who has an opening at their 
business.

JUDY
And what kind of business is it?

MARY
It’s an online media company. A 
small one.

(back to Cain, easing)
But the only opening they have at 
the moment is an assistant 
position.

MARY (CONT'D)
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JUDY
He has a masters degree and the 
only option you’re giving him for 
work is as an assistant?

Judy scoffs at that.

Everyone is silent for a beat as Cain looks down at his 
journal in his hands. Things quickly being to escalate just 
as Lu barks--

LU
(directly to Cain)

You can sell drugs with me.

MARY
(snapping)

Goddammit, Lu. Why don’t you just 
leave. You’re not needed here.

Mary quickly moves into the kitchen and begins to harshly lay 
into Lu, verbally. Judy swiftly takes the fortunate 
opportunity, moving closer to Cain, and--

JUDY
(softly)

Move back in with me. Don’t worry 
about a job or money. You can just 
write. You can write all you want. 
I’ll take care of you. I’ll help 
you in your helplessness.

Mary overhears Judy and promptly moves back into the living 
room to Cain.

MARY
Don’t listen to her. I’m telling 
you exactly what you should do. 
Take this job. I can even introduce 
you to people. I know plenty of 
people who--

From the bar, Lu abruptly interrupts, holding up the eyetop 
powder, with--

LU
I have all your solutions right 
here, buddy.

Mary, Lu, and Judy all begin to get frantic, staring at Cain 
with deranged eyes.
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LU (CONT'D)
Don’t listen to them, Cain. Listen 
to me.

MARY
No, no. Listen to me, Cain.

JUDY
Cain. Honey. Listen to me.

Cain slowly stands, still tightly gripping his journal, 
beginning to realize the eeriness of everyone. They’re all 
standing stiffly, slowly moving closer to Cain, wide-eyed, 
almost emotionless at this point.

LU
Listen to me, Cain.

MARY
No. Listen to me, Cain.

JUDY
No, no. Listen to me, Cain.

Cain is slowly backing away from everyone, but they are all 
precisely honing in on him, all continuing to chant, zombie-
like, “Listen to me, Cain.” 

Cain briskly moves to the--

INT. FRONT HALLWAY/CAIN’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

--where he instinctively tries to turn the lights on, scared, 
but the switch still doesn’t work. Lu, Mary, and Judy 
continue to persist toward Cain slowly changing their zombie-
like chant from “Listen to me, Cain” to “Helpless.”

LU/MARY/JUDY
Helpless. Helpless. Helpless. 
Helpless. Helpless. Helpless.

Just as everyone huddles into the small hallway, Cain finally 
bursts through the front door and into the--

INT. OUTSIDE HALLWAY/APARTMENT BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

--where he frantically slams the door behind him, 
intentionally locking everyone in his apartment. 

Silence.

The hall is dark, shadowed, but with vibrant, white walls.

110.



111.

Cain tightly closes his eyes for a beat, deeply frustrated. 

As soon as he opens them, he looks down at his journal in his 
hands and squeezes it tightly, almost as if he’s trying to 
rip it apart. He squeezes and twists it as hard as he 
possibly can, until, finally, his journal tears right down 
the middle like a piece of brittle paper.

Cain drops the journal to the ground and blankly stares at it 
for a long beat, until--

He abruptly screams as loud as he can, filled with rage, 
viciously unhinged, more deranged than the zombies locked in 
his apartment.

He moves to the hallway wall and intensely smacks it with 
both hands, letting out as much of his suppressed rage as he 
possibly can in that short moment.

He calms down immediately, and as a result of the wall-
smacking, a door to the left of him slightly pops open, 
making a loud, quick squeaking sound, and emits a bright, 
white light.

Cain curiously moves to the door and opens it fully, 
revealing--

The CIRCUIT BREAKER to his apartment nested neatly inside a 
tiny maintenance closet.

Cain opens up the metal door to the circuit breaker and 
intently examines all the switches, quickly noticing the one 
that must be the problem. It’s switched in the opposite 
direction as the others and has a white sticker on it with 
illegible writing covering it.

Cain glances toward his torn-in-two journal and intently 
stares at it for a long beat, debating, then ignores it and 
slowly reaches for the problematic switch. As soon as his 
fingers touch the switch--

CAIN IS SHOCKED, causing a loud ZAP and bright LIGHT to 
abruptly flash. And we--

SNAP TO:

WHITE

EVELYN (V.O.)
(softly)

Wake up, Cain.

FADE TO:
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INT. EXAMINATION ROOM/THE SOCIETY CO - DAY

CLOSE UP of Cain laying in a hospital bed. The room is what 
you’d expect in terms of the average examination room - plain 
white walls and dull in every way. It’s depressing as a 
result of the fake furnishings precisely placed as an attempt 
to brighten the place up.

We slowly PULL BACK to reveal--

Evelyn sitting on the edge of the bed. And it actually is her 
this time.

We HOLD on Evelyn watching Cain sleep for a long beat before 
he slowly opens his eyes and examines himself and the room, 
rightfully confused. He slowly comes to, rubbing his eyes and 
face, then finally recognizes Evelyn sitting next to him. 

She looks like an actual angel in this moment.

But she has a somber demeanor and is obviously anxious about 
something we don’t know yet.

CAIN
Evelyn?

EVELYN
It’s me.

CAIN
Where are we?

EVELYN
The Society Co.

CAIN
(beat)

Why?

EVELYN
You don’t remember?

Cain struggles to speak in reference to anything relevant, 
shaking his head in frustration, then he finally manages to 
get out--

CAIN
I don’t know...

Evelyn deeply sighs.

EVELYN
You tried to kill yourself, Cain.
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Cain blankly stares at Evelyn, utterly speechless.

EVELYN (CONT'D)
You had more eyetop in your system 
than they’ve ever seen.

(beat)
What’s the last thing you remember?

Cain contemplates.

CAIN
Lu coming over... With eyetop.

EVELYN
Lu is next door in worse condition 
than you.

CAIN
(beat)

How did you find out?

EVELYN
Mary called me.

CAIN
Where is Mary? And my mom?

EVELYN
Right outside.

(beat)
Want me to get them?

CAIN
No.

Cain slowly sits up, realizing he’s hooked up to an IV. He 
also notices large bandages covering both his wrists. He 
softly rubs the bandages, on the verge of losing it 
completely.

Cain and Evelyn sit in dead silence for a long beat before 
Cain manages to say the only thing that can be said in this 
moment--

CAIN (CONT'D)
I’m so sorry...

Evelyn stares at Cain, becoming more somber with every word 
Cain says.

Cain quickly becomes hysterical.
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CAIN (CONT'D)
(desperately)

Everything was my fault...

EVELYN
Cain.

CAIN
I betrayed you...

EVELYN
(sternly)

Cain, listen.

CAIN
I don’t know what to do anymore, 
Evelyn. I’m so lost. I’m such a 
piece of shit. What do I do? 
Evelyn, what do I do? What do I--

EVELYN
The cancer is back.

That immediately silences Cain.

Long beat.

We starkly HOLD on Cain and Evelyn, watching them as they 
hopelessly sit on the small, dreadful bed in the small, 
dreadful room, both of them with hardened, almost emotionless 
faces, blankly staring at each other.

CAIN
(lifelessly)

What do I do now?

EVELYN
Let go...

As Cain blankly stares into space and Evelyn slowly moves to 
him, wrapping herself around him with immense sympathy, we--

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/CAIN’S APARTMENT - DAY

The windows are open with morning sunlight seeping in, 
slightly brightening things up but not enough to contrast the 
mess. There’s a light breeze, trying to breathe life into the 
apartment but failing to do so, causing the place to seem 
even more desolate.
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Cain is sitting on his futon, alone, hair almost completely 
buzzed off and slightly patchy. He’s intently staring at his 
journal in one hand and the silver pen in the other.

In the same disconnecting fashion as before, we slowly begin 
to PULL AWAY, revealing the silver ashtray, no eyetop powder 
inside, and the kitchen knife placed right in the center of 
the coffee table.

Cain stares at all the items for a long beat then looks at 
the bandages covering his wrists, gently rubbing them again.

The distinct thud from the beginning abruptly echoes.

Cain immediately looks up at the front door, debating.

The thud again.

Cain tightly closes his eyes.

The thud again.

Cain slowly opens his eyes, determined, sets the journal and 
pen next to the other items on the coffee table, then gets up 
off the futon, still hesitantly looking toward the door.

The thud again.

Cain deeply debates, looking at the door then at the items, 
over and over, until--

He slowly drops to his hands and knees and begins cleaning 
his apartment, one item at a time, ignoring the thud, which 
gets louder and more frantic with every piece of trash Cain 
picks up.

We HOLD on Cain for a long beat, and simply watch him clean 
with intense focus and conviction.

As we watch Cain intently clean his apartment, the thud slows 
and slows and slows then...

Stops.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

THE END
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