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ACT I

SCENE 1

INT - MISSION DISTRICT APARTMENT - NIGHT

Jason (24) and Barbie (26) are in the midst of a "movement" 
exercise, slowly mirroring each other's every move & facial 
expression. Jason, who is as WASPy in appearance as they 
come, is dressed like a latino youth, in a white tank top 
(bearing Mexican flag decal), gold chains, baggy jeans, & do-
rag. He also prefers to be called Jesus (Spanish 
pronunciation). Barbie looks like a chubby, female Ziggy 
Stardust. Their roommate, flowerchild Tide (21) enters, 
sporting her signature long blond dreadlocks. Barbie begins 
to turn to say hello.

TIDE

Hey guys!

JASON
(to Barbie)

Focus... FOCUS

BARBIE
(a nano-beat behind Jesus)

Focus... FOCUS

TIDE
(whispering)

Sorry!
Tide sneaks behind Barbie and begins shadowing her every 
"mirror" move. When Barbie moves her left hand in front of 
her face, Tide's hand -- bearing an engagement ring -- is in 
front of Barbie's, for Barbie to see.

BARBIE

No you are not serious! Yes you are 

serious!

JASON
(exasperated)

Ay, m'ija! We were going for a record 

there. What's all the fuss?

(CONTINUED)



BARBIE

Look at her left hand, Jason.

BARBIE REALIZES BY JASON'S REACTION 
THAT SHE'S MADE A HUGE MISTAKE.

I mean Jesus. She's wearing an 

engagement ring!

BARBIE GRABS TIDE BY THE HAND AND 
PULLS HER TO THE SOFA.

BARBIE (CONT'D)

Tell me everything! Start to finish: I 

want to know every detail. Do we know 

the guy?

TIDE

Stop it. Well, I knew something was up 

when he took me to Herbivore. I had 

the raw re dbbe & quinoa salad -- I 

brought some back for you to try -- 

oh, and they had this awesome vegan 

blueberry tart...

BARBIE

So it was the ring-in-the-dessert 

proposal?

TIDE

Yeah-no. Then we went to Amnesia, 

Funky J Vibe was spinning which is 

perfect, since he's my favorite DJ...

2.
CONTINUED:
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BARBIE

He proposed on the dancefloor?

TIDE

Yeah-no. Afterwards he was walking me 

home and we saw Gretel, the accordion 

player I love with the killer 

leiderhosen. Slide gives her a dollar 

and she starts playing that song that 

Slide wrote for me after our first 

date. Only he changed the lyrics and 

that's how he proposed!

JASON

Very creative. Man brother just made 

it harder for the rest of us hombres.

JASON EXITS TO KITCHEN

JASON (O.S.) (CONT'D)

Yo Tide, where is my brother?

TIDE

He has an after-hours gig in Oakland 

and didn't want to miss the last 

train. But he said to tell you he'll 

call you tomorrow about whatever it is 

you tow are supposed to be doing then.

JASON RETURNS WITH THREE BOTTLES OF 
BEER AND HANDS THEM TO TIDE AND 
BARBIE.

3.
CONTINUED: (2)

(CONTINUED)



TIDE & BARBIE

Cheers!

JASON

Salud!

TIDE

And God I almost forgot I wanna give 

you guys as much notice as possible 

'cos starting next month I'll be 

moving in with Slide in Oakland! 

Please tell me we have toilet paper.

TIDE EXITS TO BATHROOM.

JASON

You know what this means...

BARBIE

Oh no, oh no, we are not... Don't even 

think about it. I am NOT going through 

that again.

SCENE 2

INT - BRAINWASH CAFE - NEXT DAY
Hipster Cafe, with a stage for live entertainment. Cafe 
regular Barbie is blocking an interpretive dance on the 
stage. Jason sits at their usual nearby table, above which 
hangs an antique, weather worn sign bearing the cryptic 
message "Nude Flying Prohibited". He is writing intensely, a 
stack of headshots and resumes off to the side. Their friend, 
BELLA HAGEN, 27, enters, completely hidden underneath a life-
size pink iPod costume. No matter; Barbie & Jason recognize 
her immediately. Bella stops and reads an "AUDITION" notice 
on the bulletin board, pulls it down, and joins Jason at the 
table.

BELLA

Bonjour, Jason.

4.
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JASON SHOOTS HER A LOOK OF CONTEMPT.

BELLA (CONT'D)

I mean, buenos dias, Jesus.

JASON

Look, I really need you guys to take 

this seriously this time. This is 

important to me.

BELLA

Si, amigo, si.

BELLA TURNS HER ATTENTION TO THE 
AUDITION NOTICE IN HER HAND.

BELLA (CONT'D)
(with evil glee)

That's right, now that Tide's moving 

out, it's that time again.

BELLA FEIGNS READING FROM THE AUDITION 
NOTICE.

BELLA (CONT'D)
(in radio announcer voice)

933 Valencia Street is holding its 

semi-annual roommate audition. People 

of color and unique ability strongly 

encouraged to apply. No dogs or 

children please, unless they are part 

of your act. You must also possess the 

following..."

BARBIE SNATCHES THE AUDITION NOTICE 
FROM BELLA.

5.
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BARBIE

That's enough outta you. This isn't 

funny. I don't have time for this 

shit.

BELLA

This is muy importante mierda, muchas 

gracias.

BARBIE

Bella, you could spare us all this and 

move in. Think about it, how much fun 

would that be? You're always 

complaining about still living with 

your mother.

BELLA

Yeah, I know, I know. I gotta get 

outta there.

Brainwash owner, Bella's mother SPARKLE (55), glides by, 
carrying a customer's sandwich in one hand... and her own 
ever-present glass of wine in the other. She is statuesque, 
blond, and looks every bit the ex-showgirl she is. She truly 
lives up to her name.

SPARKLE

From your lips to God's ears, sugar.

BELLA DOESN'T ACKNOWLEDGE HER PASSING 
MOTHER.

BELLA

Shut up, ma.

BELLA LEAFS CURIOUSLY THROUGH THE 
STACK OF HEADSHOTS.

6.
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BELLA (CONT'D)
(back to Barbie and Jason)

Why don't you just run an ad and get a 

normal person: someone with say... a 

job, who might stick around more than 

a few months.

JASON

No, we have to get someone who's cool 

with our schedules, our friends. We 

don't want another corporate type.

BELLA

Whatever did happen with that guy? He 

seemed alright.

BARBIE

He wasn't really down with my Monday 

night drum circle.

BELLA

Imagine that.

JASON

And he didn't like mis cholos.

BELLA

Your what?

JASON

Mis amigos.

BELLA

Why didn't he like your amigos?

7.
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JASON

He thought we got a little loud 

watching futbol.

BELLA
(thinking back)

Wait, that was last spring, during 

baseball season.

JASON

No, futbol. It was World Cup Time.

BELLA

Oh, you mean soccer.

JASON

Futbol.

BELLA

Soccer.

JASON

Futbol.

BELLA

Soccer.

BARBIE
(interrupting)

Potato, po-tah-to, shut the fuck up!

JASON

Papa.

BELLA

Potato.

8.
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JASON

Papa.

BELLA

Potato.

BARBIE

Knock it off both of yous or I'll 

smack ya!

BELLA
(Very talk-show-hosty)

So back on topic: when one auditions 

roommates, what exactly does one look 

for?

JASON

Can we get serious here?

JASON CHECKS HIS NOTES.

JASON (CONT'D)

We've got seven people coming tonight, 

twelve tomorrow, and Saturday so far 

we have forty-five confirmed.

BELLA

I gotta get out of here. Tonight's my 

first night hostessing at Papou's, 

that new Greek Restaurant.

BARBIE

You're not wearing that, are you?

BELLA

No. What am I, retarded?

9.
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JASON

What are you wearing? Making a 

documentary about McCrass 

McConsumerism?

BELLA

No, I just had a one-day gig at 

Moscone Center, there's a big 

electronic convention in town.

BELLA STANDS AND TURNS TO GO, 
REVEALING A BIG RED PAINT SPLATTER ON 
THE BACK OF HER COSTUME AND HEAD.

JASON

Whoa!

BARBIE

What the hell? Do the PETA people have 

something against iPods?

BELLA

Yeah, apparently they've been testing 

them on rabbits for pitch and 

frequency. Who knew?

BELLA EXITS.

10.
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ACT II

SCENE 3

INT - OAKLAND APARTMENT - DAY

The apartment looks like a pawnshop for musicians & lovers of 
old music. Slide (31) is on the sofa, listening to be-bop 
jazz and smoking a joint. He is african-american, bald and 
dresses in vintage rat pack attire. One cool cat.

SLIDE HEARS KEYS TURN IN THE DOOR, 
LOOKS UP, AND SEES TIDE ENTER.

SLIDE

Hey babe, perfect timing. Just 

chillaxin', 'bout to stimulate my 

mind. Care to join me?

TIDE WAVES HER HAND TO CLEAR THE AIR.

TIDE

Good lord, Slide, I could smell the 

stimulation down the hall. Give me a 

hand?

SLIDE GETS UP AND TAKES A LARGE BOX 
OUT OF HER HANDS, GIVING HER A KISS.

TIDE (CONT'D)

I've got someone meeting us here, I 

hope you don't mind. He's an old 

friend of the family. He's now a 

practicing omni-shaman who specializes 

in ideal habitational environment 

realization. It's like Feng Shui, only 

a lot healthier.

11.
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SLIDE SETTLES ON THE SOFA WITH THE 
BOX.

SLIDE

No, no, that's cool. What you got 

here, baby?

TIDE GOES TO THE ASHTRAY ON THE COFFEE 
TABLE AND TAKES A HIT OFF THE JOINT.

TIDE

I thought since I was coming over 

anyhow, I'd bring the first load of 

stuff, get a head start on the move.

TIDE GOES THROUGH HER KEY RING TO FIND 
ONE LAREG ENOUGH TO OPEN THE BOX, AND 
CUTS AWAY.

TIDE (CONT'D)

I'm not even sure what's in here, I 

have opened it since moving here. No 

room to unpack it at Barbie & Jason's. 

This is so exciting! It's like 

Christmas in July.

TIDE PULLS OUT A MULTI-COLORED BERET.

TIDE (CONT'D)

Oh! This was Patty Hearst's beret. She 

was offered lots of money for this. 

God, I forgot I had this.

TIDE PULLS OUT A CROCHETED PINK, 
WHITE, & BLUE BABY BLANKET.

12.
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TIDE (CONT'D)

My baby blankie! You'll love this: 

Richard Pryor crocheted this for me.

SLIDE

Shut the fuck up, girl.

TIDE

Yeah-yeah! Seriously, he was a big 

crocheter.

SLIDE

Oh, hell no!

TIDE

Took it up when he quit smoking.

TIDE PULLS OUT A LATE SIXTIES FONDUE 
SET BOX.

TIDE (CONT'D)

Check this out: a vintage fondue set 

from Bono!

SLIDE

Girl, where did you get this shit?

TIDE

Patty was my mom's roommate in 

college, Uncle Richard and dad did 

time together, and Bono and dad took a 

cooking class together. That's how my 

parents met, Bono introduced them at 

Band Aid. 

13.
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She was a medical volunteer and he was 

on their legal team. That was after he 

left the ACLU.

THERE ARE THREE DRAMATIC KNOCKS ON THE 
DOOR. TIDE GETS UP TO ANSWER IT. SLIDE 
MARVELS AT OTHER RANDOM ITEMS IN THE 
BOX.

SLIDE

Girl, you never cease to amaze. I 

cannot wait to meet these folks of 

yours.

TIDE OPENS DOOR TO REVEAL SWAMI (62), 
A BALD CAUCASIAN MAN WEARING A LONG 
WHITE TUNIC AND A STERN YET SERENE 
EXPRESSION.

TIDE

Hi Swami!

Entering before being asked to do so, he carries a khaki 
shoulder bag overflowing with assorted house-blessing 
paraphernalia and waves a smouldering bundle of burning 
herbs. He heads straight through the apartment, giving an 
askance glance toward the fondue set. AS he passes, the hem 
of his flowing tunic wipes a few items off of the coffee 
table, which he fails to acknowledge.

TIDE (CONT'D)

Swami was in the same cooking class I 

was telling you about with Bono and my 

dad.

VARIOUS ODD SOUNDS ARE HEARD AS SWAMI 
MOVES THROUGH THE HOUSE, UNSEEN: 
JEWELRY BOX BEING SHAKEN, POUNDING ON 
A WALL, GLASS BREAKING... FOLLOWED BY 
DUST FLYING ABOUT TO THE SOUND OF A 
MINI-VACUUM CLEANER. SLIDE STASHES HIS 
STASH.

14.
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SLIDE

Motherfucker better not be messin' my 

shit up.

SWAMI EMERGES FROM THE KITCHEN. HE 
WALKS PST SLIDE, THE HEM OF HIS TUNIC 
AGAIN WIPING MORE ITEMS OFF THE COFFEE 
TABLE -- AGAIN UNACKNOWLEDGED. SLIDE 
IS READY TO KILL HIM. SWAMI SNATCHES 
UP THE FONDUE SET AND CONTINUES TO 
DOOR.

TIDE

Um, Swami, where are you taking the 

fondue set? 'Cos, that was my father's 

graduation present to me.

SWAMI TURNS TO TIDE, GIVES HER AN 
INDEX FINGER TO THE LIPS "SHHHHH" 
GESTURE AND EXITS.

TIDE (CONT'D)

Um, okay. Thank you!

SCENE 4

INT - NIGHT - JASON AND BARBIE'S APARTMENT

JASON AND BARBIE ARE SEATED AT THE 
DINING ROOM TABLE, NOTEPADS AND PENS 
AT THE READY. A MOP-TOP HIPSTER STANDS 
BEFORE, THEM, HAND-WRITTEN POEM IN HIS 
HAND.

BARBIE

Okay, whenever you're ready.

THE HIPSTER BEGINS READING HIS POEM. 
HIS VOICE FADES OUT, AS BACKGROUND 
MUSIC FADES IN.

15.
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MONTAGE

JASON AND BARBIE, WITH WILDLY 
DIFFERENT REACTIONS TO WHAT THEY'RE 
WATCHING.

DISSOLVE TO:

2ND AUDITIONEE (WEARING A MONK'S ROBE)

JASON AND BARBIE (IN DIFFERENT 
CLOTHING THAN BEFORE), WITH DIFFERENT 
WILDLY DIFFERENT REACTIONS TO WHAT 
THEY'RE WATCHING.

DISSOLVE TO:

3RD AUDITIONEE (IN SEVERAL LAYERS OF 
TORN FISHNET GARMENTS, GESTICULATING 
WILDLY)

JASON AND BARBIE (NEW CHANGE OF 
CLOTHES) BOTH LOOKING BORED.

DISSOLVE TO:
Montage of traditional "passing of time"-lapse imagry: sun 
arcing through sky; clock hands spinning; train pulls 
into/out of station, (commuters unboard/board); calendar days 
peeling off; flower sprouting, blooming, and closing; mother 
giving birth to calf.

DISSOLVE TO:

JASON AND BARBIE (IN DIFFERENT 
CLOTHING THAN BEFORE), WITH IDENTICAL 
WILDLY CONFUSED EXPRESSIONS ON THEIR 
FACES.

CUT TO:
Jump-cut montage, static shot, of 6 final auditionees (1 
second each). End on beautiful blond CAUCASIAN GIRL (23), 
dressed head-to-toe in fabulously expensive designer punk 
attire. She non-chalantly lowers the poem she's just read, 
which is stored on her Blackberry.

JASON AND BARBIE (OF COURSE, DIFFERENT 
CLOTHES), BOTH LOOKING EXHAUSTED.

BARBIE
(mustering energy)

That was great.

16.
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GIRL
(cooly disaffected)

Thanks. Do you have any direction for 

me. More...

JASON

No, that was fine. We'll be in touch.

GIRL

So, like when do you plan on deciding, 

are you holding callbacks? Because, 

this place is pretty chill and I think 

it's cool that you're auditioning 

roommates...

BARBIE

Yeah, it's been interesting seeing 

what's out there.

JASON
(impatiently)

We'll be in touch. Thank you.

TIDE AND SLIDE ENTER, CARRYING EMPTY 
MOVING BOXES.

TIDE

Hi guys! Oops, sorry, didn't mean to 

interrupt.

TIDE AND SLIDE HEAD TOWARD HER ROOM, 
THEIR PACE SLOWING TO A CRAWL WHEN 
THEY SENSE THE DRAMA IN THE ROOM.

GIRL

Look, I'd just like a rough idea. I 

got a lot going on right now.

17.
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JASON

We. Don't. Know. Thank. You.

GIRL

You know, it might be in your best 

interest to give me the courtesy of 

at, the very least, an ieda of...

JASON

Whoa, are you threatening me?

BARBIE

You'll have to forgive Jesus, he has a 

bit of a persecution complex.

JASON

You're one to talk.

BARBIE

Is that a Jew joke!?!

GIRL

Your name is Jesus?

JASON

What, you got a problem with that?

BARBIE

Oh, Jesus, Jesus!

JASON
(to girl)

Why, what's your name?

GIRL

Salma.

18.
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JASON

Salma? Oh, that's rich! I thought you 

were going to say Babe. Or Buffy.

GIRL

Hey fuck you.

JASON

Fuck you!

BARBIE

Why don't you both go fuck each other?

TIDE
(visibly upset)

You guys, stop hurting each other!

TIDE RUNS TO THE BATHROOM AND LOCKS 
HERSELF IN.

SLIDE

There you two go, actin' like fools! 

Got her feelin' bad 'cos you all too 

picky-picky-picky. That ain't right.

SLIDE GOES TO CONSOLE TIDE. BARBIE 
STORMS OUT OF ROOM.

19.
CONTINUED: (3)



ACT III

SCENE 5

INT - BRAINWASH CAFE - NIGHT

SLIDE, TIDE, JASON, AND BARBIE ARE 
SITTING AROUND THEIR USUAL TABLE. 
JASON AND BARBIE SORT THROUGH A STACK 
OF NOTES. 

BARBIE

It's the 26th and we still don't have 

a roommate! And I am NOT dealing with 

Mrs. Toy anymore. Just dip into your 

trust fund Jesus, that's what it's 

there for.

JASON

No way.

BARBIE

How could you not like any of them? 

What was wrong with the lady with the 

plow?

JESUS

Storage issue.

BARBIE

Then what about Mr. And Mrs. Mime?

MIE-LIKE, JASON SIMULTANEOUSLY GIVES 
ONE DRAMATIC SHAKE OF THE HEAD WHILE 
DOING A "NO WAY" GESTURE WITH HIS 
HANDS. THEN HE POINTS AT BARBIE WITH 
HIS LEFT HAND, WHILE DOING THE 
SPINNING FINGER-AT-THE-EAR "YOU CRAZY" 
GESTURE WITH HIS RIGHT.

20.
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TIDE
(visibly upset)

Oh yeah-no, no mimes.

SLIDE PUTS HIS ARMS AROUND TIDE.

SLIDE

It's okay, baby.

JASON GESTURES TOWARD TIDE WITH BOTH 
HANDS IN MIME-LIKE FASHION: "SEE?"

BARBIE

Christ Jesus, there wasn't even one 

you could fucking live with?

JASON

I didn't say that, I'm still... 

thinking.

BARBIE

Well there you go, working without 

tools again.

JASON

You know, you need a new "snarky 

comment" book, because you're 

repeating yourself way too much.

BELLA ENTERS, WEARING A FABULOUS OLD-
HOLLYWOOD STYLE CHINESE FEMME FATALE 
ENSEMBLE IN HER SIGNATURE BLACK.

BELLA

Mesdames et messieurs, you are looking 

at the new bartended at Chinatown's 

finest dive, Li Po! Drinks on me!

21.
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BARBIE

I thought you were hostessing at the 

Greek place?

BELLA

That was so last month. Where have you 

been?

BARBIE
(staring daggers at Jason)

Don't get me started.

BELLA

Sounds like you're ready for those 

drinks. Right back.

BELLA HEADS BEHIND THE BAR, WHERE 
SPARKLE IS TAKING OFF HER GOLD CHIFFON 
APRON AND FLUFFING HER HAIR. BELLA 
GRABS A BOTTLE OF RED AND 4 GLASSES. 
SPARLKE SAUNTERS ONTO THE STAGE (GLASS 
OF CHAMPAGNE IN HAND).  THE SMALL 
CROWD BURSTS INTO ENTHUSIASTIC 
APPLAUSE.

SPARKLE

Thank you! Thank you so much for being 

here tonight, thank you! It's 

wonderful to see you all out there. 

And welcome, to the Wednesday night 

open mic here at the fabulous 

Brainwash. This is your night to shine 

like the stars that you are. 

22.
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And I can't think of a better way to 

start the evening than with the 

sophisticated song stylings of the 

fair and lovely Tide  Shinsky,  with a 

brand new song as only she can. Ladies 

and gentleman, I give you: Tide.

BACKING OFF THE STAGE, SPARKLE GIVES A 
SWEEPING ARM GESTURE TOWARD TIDE, WHO 
TAKES THE STAGE WITH HER GUITAR AND 
SITS ON A STOOL. SHE TUNES HER GUITAR.

TIDE

Um, this is pretty new, and it's the 

first time I've sung it outside her 

bedroom. It doesn't have a name yet, 

but it's a song about unity...

TIDE LOOKS DIRECTLY AT BARBIE AND 
JASON.

TIDE (CONT'D)

And friendship.

TIDE STRUMS THE GUITAR, BEGINNING A 
FOLK-SONG.

TIDE (CONT'D)

He came from Pennsylvania.

She from the tribe, Judea, called.

And  they met in the Mission...

TIDE BREAKS DOWN IN TEARS.

TIDE (CONT'D)

I'm so sorry!

23.
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TIDE RUNS OFF TO THE BATHROOM. NO ONE 
SPEAKS. SLIDE STANDS, GIVES JASON AND 
BARBIE THE EVIL EYE BEFORE GOING AFTER 
HER. BELLA AND SPARKLE WATCH ALL THE 
ACTION UNFOLD FROM BEHIND THE BAR.

BELLA
(mischeviously)

This should be a fun night...

CARRYING 5 GLASSES & 1 BOTTLE OF RED, 
BELLA JOINS BARBIE AND JASON AT THE 
TABLE. SPARKLE TAKES THE STAGE.

SCENE 6

INT - BRAINWASH CAFE - LATER

Bella, Slide, Barbie, and Jason are at the table in strained 
silence. Slide drums his fingers, while jason keeps looking 
over his shoulder at the door. Sparkle takes the stage.

SPARKLE

Ladies and gentlemen, the incomparable 

Tide! Next up... well, it's a mystery! 

And that's what makes it so exciting 

here at the Brainwash. Everynight's a 

surprise, and every surprise, 

faboulous! So feel free to come up on 

stage and dazzle us, or come see me at 

the bar if you need a little shot of 

courage first. Thank you.

SPARKLE BOWS HER HEAD, AND LEAVE THE 
STAGE.

Tide approaches the gang at the table with an enormous slice 
of chocolate cake and five forks, and sits next to slide.

24.
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TIDE

Piece-a-cake? Get it, peace cake?

NO ONE REACTS. BELLA, WRITING RABIDLY 
IN A NOTEBOOK, IS THE ONLY ONE TO 
ACKNOWLEDGE THE TENSION, AND BEGINS 
MOCK "CONVERSATIONS". FIRST SHE SHIFTS 
IN HER SEAT AND TURNS RIGHT, IMITATING 
BARBIE.

BELLA

Very hot dress, Bel! Where'd you score 

that?

BELLA TURNS LEFT.

BELLA (CONT'D)

Why thank you Barbie! I found it at 

Mascara, on Polk. It's vintage.

BELLA SHIFTS THE OTHER WAY, TURNING 
RIGHT AGAIN. NOW SHE IMITATES SLIDE.

BELLA (CONT'D)

Yeah, you mighty fine in that, sistah. 

Mighty fine!

BELLA SHIFTS AGAIN, TURNS LEFT AGAIN.

BELLA (CONT'D)

You flirting with me, Slide?
Sparkle is behind the bar, washing dishes. Enter dom casual 
(25), his "fresh off the farm" face betrayed by his beatnik 
uniform of black beret, turtleneck, & slim-fitting slacks. He 
carries a suitcase, a satchel, and a banjo. He breathes in 
the place and approaches the bar.

DOM
(to Sparkle)

Excuse me, is this seat taken?

SPARKLE EYEBALLS HIM, HEAD TO TOE.

25.
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SPARKLE

All yours, sugar. Whatcha drinkin'?

DOM SITS ON BARSTOOL.

DOM

Thanks. Right now I just need to sit.

SPARKLE CLEARS DIRTY GLASSES OF 
PREVIOUS CUSTOMER, WIPES BAR.

SPARKLE

Long day?

DOM

Long week. Just got here from 

Nebraska. Took the bus.

SPARKLE

Nebraska... oh sure, that's where the 

cows are from.

DOM

Actually, I'm from the city. If you 

can call it a city.

SPARKLE

Well sure there would be cities in 

Nebraska. Let's see, going back to 

high school geography, I would have to 

say... Lincoln is the capitol? Am I 

right?

DOM

Yeah that's right! That's where I'm 

from.

26.
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SPARKLE

So what brings you to Frisco?

DOM

I... need a new start, and adventure. 

I'm sure you know the story.

SPARKLE
(flirtatiously)

Oh. So are you running away from 

someone? The farmer's daughter break 

your heart?

DOM

Actually, it was the Pastor's son.

SPARKLE

The farmer's daughter broke the 

Pastor's son's heart?

DOM

No, he was the heartbreaker.

SPARKLE

Why'd he break her heart?

DOM

My heart.

SPARKLE
(thoroughly confused)

I need another wine. So, start over. 

Who's the farmer's daughter?
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DOM

There is no farmer's daughter. I was 

in love with the Pastor's son. Until 

he slept with the lead actor in my 

last play. That's what I do. I write 

plays.

SPARKLE

Oh, a gay playwright from Nebraska! 

Who knew?

DOM

Yeah, people don't know there are gays 

in Nebraska, including most 

Nebraskans. I'm sorry, I haven't 

introduced myself. I'm Dom.

SPARKLE

You can call me Sparkle, sugar. I've 

never been to the Midwest. From Frisco 

to Vegas and back.

DOM

Vegas? Wait, you're not Sparkle 

Spitilleiri, are you?

SPARKLE

How did you know that?

DOM

Jubilee, Bally's Hotel, summer I was 

10. You look exactly the same! 
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You look amazing. God, when I first 

saw you I thought "That's the woman 

I'm gonna marry". Until the next 

summer, when my parents took me to see 

Sigfried & Roy.

SPARKLE

You know, my daughter and her friends 

are sitting right over there, I'll 

introduce you. She's around your age. 

They're all very creative -- well 

you'll see for yourself. It's open mic 

night.

DOM

You have an open mic night here? 

That's fantastic! I just finished 

writing my one-man show on the bus, 

it's sort-of autobiographical. Maybe 

I'll read some of it next week.

SPARKLE

Next week?! Sugar, if you expect me to 

buy you a drink, you're gonna read 

some of it tonight. YOu need to sing 

for your supper. It'll be fun!

SPARKLE FLUFFS HER HAIR, GRABS HER 
WINEGLASS, AND HEADS FOR THE STAGE.
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SPARKLE (CONT'D)

Ladies and gentlemen, it is an houor 

and a privilege to introduce a budding 

talent who's recently arrived here all 

the way from Kansas. He's a gifted 

writer, a wonderful human being, and a 

close personal friend of mine. Ladies 

and gentlemen, a warm welcome for Dom, 

here to perform... what's the name of 

your piece, sugar?

DOM
(nervously)

Little Fag On The Prairie.

SPARKLE

Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you Dom 

with Little Fag On The Prairie!

DOM
(nervously)

I am 5 years old and Ma and Pa put me 

between them in the Ford Pick-up. We 

are on our way to buy me school 

clothes in Lincoln. The capitol. Full 

of city folks with their city ways.   

I have never been to the big city 

before and am anxious as a turkey in 

November. 
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They tell me that the first thing you 

see in Lincoln is the capitol building 

rising stoically over the vast, flat 

landscape of the prairie. “Look honey, 

there it is! You can see it now!” 

Groggy and bleary eyed from my nap I 

frantically search the horizon of the 

plains and there it is. It is a 

soaring 20 story art-deco tower 

looming over the city. My attraction 

to this erect edifice is frightening 

yet exciting. New feelings that I 

can't quite understand. That golden 

dome glistening in the sun. I can't 

keep my eyes off that bulbous 

protrusion. Transfixed! Awestruck! 

Proud! Big! Oh, so big! I have never 

seen anything that BIG! I didn't know 

they could get that BIG? Thrusting 

towards infinity. Piercing the clean 

sky. My mind is reeling now!  I'm 

getting closer and closer. I can 

almost taste it! I don't think I can 

take it all in. But I do. The truth 

pours over me. I now know what I am 

going to be as an adult. What I am. 
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But I don't know the word for it. A 

five year old doesn't know the word… 

ARCHITECT.

THE CROWD BURSTS INTO APPLAUSE.

JASON

Perfecto, amigo. Que perfecto.

TIDE

That was so sweet. YOu know, that took 

a lot of courage.

SLIDE

Right on

SLIDE GESTURES TOWARD DOM'S BANJO.

SLIDE (CONT'D)

We oughtta jam sometime. Never had a 

banko sit in. Make it go jingle-

jangle.

SLIDE PLUCKS A LITTLE AIR BANJO.

DOM

Yeah, that'd be great. Wow. Thank you 

all so much.

BARBIE

That was a thousand times better than 

any of the crap we sat through this 

month.

DOM THUMBS THROUGH THE STACK OF 
HEADSHOTS ON THE TABLE.
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DOM

Oh, are you auditioning a play or 

something?

BARBIE

No, roommates. If you need a place, 

you should come check it out.

JASON
(cautiously)

Actually, we might already have 

someone...

BARBIE

What are you talking about?

JASON

We need to talk.

BARBIE

So talk.

JASON LOOKS NERVOUSLY AT CLOCK ON 
WALL, THEN AT THE DOOR.

JASON

Well, I told her to meet us here so we 

could tell you... ask you...

BARBIE

"Her" who?

ENTER SALMA, IN HER NEWEST VIVIENNE 
WESTWOOD DOWNTOWN GIRL ENSEMBLE. SHE 
LOOKS ABOUT WHITH HER  USUAL COOL / 
BORED EXPRESSION. UPON SEEING JASON, 
SHE SNAPS INTO SUPERMODEL MODE, AND 
STRUTS OVER TO HIM. JASON SPOTS HER 
AND LOOKS AT HER LIKE A DOG EYEING A 
PORKCHOP.
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JASON
(under his breath)

Hola, Senorita.

BARBIE

You gotta be shittin' me. Her?! What 

have you done?

SLIDE

Man, I know exactly what he done.

BARBIE

I was kidding when I said "go fuck 

each other"!

JASON AND SALMA WRAP THEIR ARMS AROUND 
EACH OTHER.

JASON
(to Salma)

Como estas, guapa?

RETURNING HIS ATTENTION TO BARBIE.

JASON (CONT'D)

Look, I know you don't have anymore 

time for auditions, and Salma has a 

fat trust fund so she'll alway be on 

time with rent, she travels all the 

time, plus you know she'll never 

borrow any of your clothes.

BARBIE

What's that supposed to mean?
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JASON

I wanted to surprise you. I thought 

you'd be happy.

BARBIE

Oh, right, you did this for me?! If 

you think for one minute I'm going to 

live with one of the blond bimbos of 

the apocalypse...

SALMA

Hey, fuck you.

BARBIE

I beg your pardon, you talkin' to me?

ALL HAVE GATHERED AROUND THE 
ESCALATING EXCHANGE IN CURIOSITY. ONLY 
TIDE IS CLEARLY DISTRESSED.

SALMA

When exactly did they start making 

talking Raggedy Ann Dolls?

BARBIE

Hmmm... I think it was the same year 

they came out with Poseur Barbie, 

homemade sex-tape included.

TIDE
(trying to diffuse the 
situation)

Swami!

SWAMI IS STANDING IN DOORWAY OF CAFE, 
WEARING A LIME GREEN FLOOR-LENGTH 
TUNIC. 
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HE STILL CARRIES THE BOXED FONDUE SET. 
TIDE WAVES HIM OVER, AND HE APPROACHES 
THE GROUP.

TIDE (CONT'D)

Everyone, I'dl like you to meet my 

Swami. If you're ever thinking -- when 

you're ready -- to...

SALMA

Daddy!

SALMA RUNS TO SWAMI AND WRAPS HER ARMS 
AROUND HIS WAIST, PLAYING THE 
FRIGHTENED CHILD.

SALMA (CONT'D)
(to Barbie and Jesus)

God, and to think I was going to have 

him clarify that apartment for free.

TIDE
(slowly recognizing Salma)

Sally? Sally Abercrombie? Don't you 

remember me, summer camp...

SALMA STARES AT GROUND, NOT LOOKING UP 
AT TIDE.

SALMA

No. Daddy, can we go home?

SWAMI PRACTICALLY SHOVES THE FONDUE 
SET DOWN ON A TABLE AND LOWERS HIS 
HEAD IN MOURNING. HE LOOKS UP AT THE 
GROUP WITH SCORN.

TIDE

Wait a minute, Swami. Aren't you... 

we...
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SWAMI PROTECTIVELY PUTS HIS ARM AROUND 
SALMA'S SHOULDER, AND ESCORTS HER OUT. 
TIDE SADLY STROKES THE ABANDONED 
FONDUE SET. SLIDE GOES OPVER TOHER 
WITH TWO DRNKS AND HANDS HER ONE.

SLIDE

Look babe, got your fondue ste back. 

Maybe we could make some... chocolate 

dipped strawberries later? Mmmmm-mmmm!

SLIDE SEES HE IS NOT SUCCEEDING IN 
CHEERING HER UP; TRIES ANOTHER 
APPROACH.

SLIDE (CONT'D)

Lemme be straight. I didn't like the 

motherfucker from the start.Walkin' 

'round in his little nightgown, all 

silent, taking your fondue set an' 

shit. No thank you.

TIDE

Slide, him returning a gift is like 

him putting a curse on our new home.

SLIDE

Gift! What gift? That codksucker stole 

your fondue set, wasn't no gift. Know 

what I think? I think he a player. 

Game recognize game.

TIDE
(resigned)

I guess you're right. 
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Plus, I could totally see them 

harshing the collective mellow.

TIDE & SLIDE HAVE A BIG HUG AND KISS.

BARBIE
(to Jason)

Um, you might want to buy me a drink 

right about now.

JASON DUTIFULLY GOES TO THE BAR.

BARBIE (CONT'D)
(to Dom)

As I was saying before whatever that 

was happened, we need a roommate ASAP. 

Wanna check the place out tomorrow?

DOM

Sure, that would be great. Could you 

write down the address?

SPARKLE BRINGS DOM A DRINK FROM THE 
BAR.

SPARKLE

Sugar, you were wonderful!

SPARKLE RAISES HER GLASS.

SPARKLE (CONT'D)

To Dom, the new toast of the town.

BELLA

To Salma and Swami...

SLIDE

Mmmmm... salami!
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BELLA

And their gift of inspiration.

JASON RETURNS WITH 2 DRINKS, GIVING 
ONE TO BARBIE. THEY ALL RAISE A GLASS 
AND DRINK.

SCENE 7

INT - SMALL MOVIE THEATRE - NIGHT

BELLA STANDS ONSTAGE BEFORE A SMALL 
YET PACKED ROOMFUL OF PEOPLE, ALL 
INTELLECTUAL AND ARTSY-LOOKING.

BELLA

Hi, my name is Bella Hagen. I'm a 

filmmaker, and this is my latest film. 

It's an experimental short, and if you 

want to know anything else, feel free 

to come talk to me after the 

screening. If you want to ply me with 

liquor, that'll be fine.

ROLL CREDITS OVER MONTAGE
Pre-roll of super 8mm B/W film. It is low budget, David Lynch 
style surreal montage of images to the score of a solo sax:

CUT TO:
SLIDE plays saxophone, sweating profusely.

CUT TO:
TIDE runs from SWAMI, wearing his signature flowing tunic 
(red), floating rapidly after her. His face is unrecognizable 
through a nylon stocking over his head.

CUT TO:
JESUS delivers poetic spoken word profanity to lifesize 
cardboard cutout of SALMA, her face doodled over beyond 
recognition. BARBIE enters, mocking the young man with an 
interpretive dance. SLIDE walks through the scene, still 
blowing his horn.

DISSOLVE TO:
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TIDE stops running. She turns, pauses for courage, and chases 
SWAMI, now floating rapidly, fleeing her. A large cardboard 
fondue set box falls from the sky, directly above him.

CUT TO:
SWAMI's POV of box falling on him

FADE TO WHITE

FADE IN:
CU stove burner lighting under large orange pot

CUT TO:
CU SWAMI's head on pole in jungle, a la Apocalypse Now. A 
hand, 3 times larger that the head, enters shot, picks up 
pole, and pulls it from shot.

CUT TO:
OVERHEAD CU of white cheese boiling in orange pot on stove. 
The hand holding the pole with the head on it enters shot, 
dips head into boiling cheese.

DISSOLVE TO:
XCU girl's mouth, screaming DADDY!!! in slow motion.

CROSS FADE BACK TO:
OVERHEAD CU of fondue pot filled with boiling cheese. Cheese 
drips into it. Cheese drops turn to blood drops. Camera 
slowly spirals away. Pole (minus head) drops into pot.

FADE TO BLACK.
In white old typewriter font, the words fade in:

Fin

A film by Bella Hagen

END

40.


