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--- Main Characters ---

Mark:    Male. 30 years old. Short hair.

Susana:  Female. 25 years old. Blonde, long hair.

Irene:   Female. 30 years old. Brunette. Green eyes.

--- Supporting Actors with dialogue ---

Passenger 2:   Male. 20 years old. Long hair.

Salesman:    
Male. 35 years old. 

Taxi Driver: 
Male. 40 Chubby. 

--- Locations ---
Location 1: Hut in the countryside

Location 2: Streets.

Location 3: Furniture Shop.

Location 4: Bus

Location 5: Bookshop.

Location 6: Irene’s house.

Location 7: Mark’s house.

--- Time when action takes place  ---
The action is placed in an extemporal day; therefore there is no specific date/time within it.      

--- Approximate Running Time  ---
18 minutes

SYNOPSIS

On a superficial level, Mark’s world doesn’t differ much of those one’s around him. His life centres in his girlfriend, the bookshop, which is the business he shares with her and a few friends he’s got left from school. But for Mark that routine starts to feel too predetermined to be normal.

Soon, some clues will lead him to think that in his life there is something ‘beyond’ that leads him and directs him. 

Until one day, hopelessly, everything that formed his reality takes a desperately artificial shade, which will make him realise that his own condition is tied without escape to the pre-established threads of a story in which he is inevitably trapped.

This discovery will catastrophically lead to his unruly actions not knowing whether his choices are free as individual or to the contrary, people know him, the world that surrounds him follows a pattern dictated by an outside mind and defined by the rules of pure narrative. 

FADE IN

1 EXT. HUT IN THE COUNTRYSIDE.DAWN (7.45)

Footsteps on a dusty track. It's Irene, 35 (brunette, dressed with confortable hand-made fashionable clothes). Hesitant and scared gets closer to the old, isolated and neglected hut. She opens the door and witnesses the scene with horror. She sees someone's lower limbs on the wooden floor, a blood poodle and a gun. She takes two steps back, frightened. She turns around crying and runs away until she falls on the dirty path. There's a Zippo lighter close to her. She takes it, it's charged with a strong emotion that makes her cry even more. Then, she looks to the foreground, her face is distorted and with glassy eyes, she looks straight to camera with pure understanding. After that, in an instant, she stops crying and her expression relaxes. She stands up and walks toward the car. She gets in it and start it up. 

2 INT. IRENE'S CAR. DAWN (8.15)

Irene drives her car, turns on the radio. She opens the window and closes her eyes letting the air fresh her up.

The DJ introduces a song that starts to play. Irene lip sings

3 INT. MARK´S FLAT. BEDROOM. DAWN (8.25)

MARK (30, short hair, a bit scruffy) is waking up from bed. He seems to have a pain in his forehead, he touches the area with his hand. When he lay the hand down, he realizes there is something written on his palm. He lift the hand and reads "Don´t forget that..." Mark smiles with the gag, he stands up and heads to the bathroom.

4 INT. MARK´S FLAT.   BATHROOM. DAWN (8.29)
Mark is washing his hands. He look at the mirror and watch his scraffy look. He remembers the pain in his forehand and explores the area, aproaching the mirror and looking carefuly. He can´t find any sight of contusion or whatsoever. 

4.1 INT MARK´S FLAT. BEDROOM. DAWN 

Mark is putting some clothes on as he walks collecting them from around the room. He notices the computer shiched on. He aproach and look at the screen. A bunch of hold chat conversations are spreaded all aound the monitor. He closes them one by one. Some of them are not even finished and shows sentences like "we could meet one day and get to know each other", "what´s the colour of your hair?" and "I told you" Mark closes the windows, some of them makes him smile, thinking back and shaking his head. The last one catches his attention. "The answer it´s you" hangs at the end of a long conversation. Knocks are heard at entrance door in the distance. Mark looks left.

5 INT. MARK´S FLAT. ENTRANCE. DAWN (8.30)
Mark walks down the stairs and arrives at the main door. He opens it. Irene is on the other side. 

MARK (still sleepy)
Irene, What are you doing here this early? It´s half past eight.

IRENE

What a welcome! I´m coming from my parents and I decided to come along and say hello. Is that so bad?

MARK (Scratching his head)
No... It´s just that I've got a massive hangover.




IRENE

Hum, what were you doing last night, naughty boy?

Irene enters the house and walks to the living room. MARK doesn´t seem to be specially pleased to see her but doesn´t say anything. He closes the door and follows her steps.   

Mark

Well, yesterday looks so far away now as if it didn´t actually existed.

Irene

Ah, you mean you were driking with your friends until you lost the sense of reality. Nice.

Mark

Yes. I just... met some friends, we went to that pub around the corner. I really had fun. Those guys are cool.

Irene moves along the wall where the fireplace is, she is tracking some pictures standing on the shelf. She pick up one of them. There is a brunnete girl with her face almost hidden by her hand.

Irene (sarcastic)
Nice pic.

Mark

She doesn´t really like being photographied.

Irene

And where is the lady of the house?

Mark

I guess you are not here to talk about her, precisely.

 Mark

Of course not. Who do you think I am? I guess you don´t you remember.. You promised to help me with the furniture. I need your objective opinion. 




MARK (glimpse his watch)
Irene, I gotta go to work. Susana's gonna kill me if I'm late again.




IRENE

Come on... it’ll be just a moment. I have to keep myself busy. I'm sad and vulnerable... You know that, you can't be so cruel...




MARK (Looks above to the sky. Sighs)
All right then. But just...




IRENE

Brilliant! You're so sweet. 

Irene embraces him, almost in a jump. 

6 INT. SITTING-ROOM. DAY (9.00)

Mark and Irene are sitting on a sofa in a bright, immaculate & perfectly decorated sitting-room. Confident, they talk to each other.

MARK

I can’t believe that... 

Irene

Yeah, what a bastard. And he said I am crazy. Me! But is he who can´t stand to be with a independent woman like me, coward. He IS the crazy faggot.  

Mark

I see...

Irene

And he took the TV. We bought it together, but he said that I actually never use it so I don´t deserve it. Can you beleive it?

Mark (smiles)
Unbeleiable.

Irene

So I think.

Mark

Well...how are you doing then after the break up?




IRENE (Reminiscing)
Well, the house now feels big and empty again... that's why I want to give it a  make over, to create new memories in it.

Mark

You must be getting used to that. After all, this is the third guy you sack this year.

Irene 

Bunch of useless blocks... I just (glimpses at him) try not get attached to someone again. It´s too painfull.




MARK

That's a good thinking. You do look much happier now, actually.




IRENE 

I am... (testing him) although sometimes I think I've never been happier than when I was with you...

Mark keeps silent, uncomfortable. A suited man arrives breaking the tension.

MAN

Have you decided?

IRENE

Yeah, I think I like it as it is.

MARK (releived)
Including that purple wierd chair?

Irene

Of course! It´s the best of it. I love purple.

Mark

So it’s perfect, then. Still, y'know, I feel like I'm being observed...




IRENE

Yes, it would be very uncomfortable to live with all that crowd watching what's going on inside... I think It´ll shine more in my place.

Camera opens up, they are actually in a fake living room for display in a furniture-shop. A passer-by stops to watch them through the shop window.

          MAN
I’m sure you’ve made the right decision.

IRENE

Me too. I'll come back tomorrow and will confirm. Come on, let's go.

They get up and walk to the counter and say something to the sales-assistant. Then they exit the shop, where Irene had parked her car. They talk behind the car.

IRENE

Mark, thanks, I owe you one. Listen, why don't you come to mine this afternoon?




MARK (Suspicious)
Mmm.. I don't think it's a good idea.

IRENE

Come on, just for a drink and a chat... like the old times.




MARK (Honest)
Irene, things are going very well with Susana right now...

IRENE

And who said they weren't?...




MARK (rushing)

I'm really sorry. I gotta go.

Irene

Okay, if you change your mind or need anything, you know where to find me.

Mark

All right. Next time, maybe ... Ciao.  

Mark leaves, nods and waves his hand. He walks off quickly. Irene watch him as he leaves and then gets in the car.

7 EXT. STREET. DAY (9.15)

Mark is walking along a street where another people is passing by. He passes a open door with a poster, written by hand, that says "TODAY´S FREE SPEACH: Purple purpose". He slow down, looking at the sign curious. He gets closer to it and read a second line, smaller, that says "Feeling your live don´t have any purpose? Don´t worry, it has. We´ll help you to find it"

   He glimpse at his watch, gives a I-still-got-time look and, after a second tought, he pop inside.

8 INT. STAIRCASE. DAY (9.15)

   Mark goes up a purple-painted staircase in a old fashioned building that starts to look like a kind of assosiation, some posters with hopefull messages hungs on the wall and a little desk with leaflets stands on a corner. As he walks up, some echoed voice starts to be recognised from a room avobe. A couple of girls are heading downstairs, talking.

Girl 1

Yeah, that´s what really counts. I never thought about that before.

Girl 2

It´s like that movie we saw yesterday. Remember? The one with the crazy guy. I actually felt pitty for him.

Girl 1

Mee too. Poor man. He couldn´t accept his porpouse, it´s so sad...

The staircase is not really wide, so Mark has to squeeze himself against the wall to let them pass. He is more intriguish now. Quickly he gets to the higher floor.

9 INT. CONFERENCE ROOM. DAY (9.20)

Mark enters a big hall, looks like a kind of dancing school room, wooden floor, massive windows and a couple of huge mirrors. A man stands on a small stage at the other side of the room. A group of 20 people sits on the floor in front of him, listening of what he says through the speakers. Mark gets next a column and lay on it while the speecher speaks.

Ralph Stainless

...that´s why actually you guys are here. Everybody tries to find a purpose for their lives. A meaning for why we live and belive. We live to belive, and we belive that there must be something what to live for. You are so lost in the entrophy of universe that need to be sure your existence is not useless. And I can tell you is not.

One of the public rise a hand

Spectator

Do you mean all we do is..

Ralph Stainless

Excuse me, this is not a conversation. I speak and you can listen or not. That´s how it works. I´m not paid to be here, neither you are. I don´t do this for self-centred needs. I talk to you because I have something important to say. And I want to tell you  that we are special, everyone of us. The real purpose is whatever you want to give it. I chose purple because I´ve found I hade to. Someone has spent time painting things is purple, money and life to do it. So I´ve just realized is what I´m here for. To have a little part of the world for myself, it´s my purpose. And once you get to know yours, that´s all you need to know. In order to find it, the only path is to analize every single felling you normally have.  So simple, so wise. Let´s see... you, the guy standing on the wall. For example, What really annoys you?

Mark

Em... Me?

People sitting turn around to stare at a really surprised Mark which body gets stiff.
Ralph

Yeah. What really goes on your nerves?

Mark

I.. don´t know. Right now..? all this people watching me.

People laught.

Ralph. .

Well. That´s something to start with. That is an actual part of your personality. Maybe is the one we are looking for or maybe not. It is possible that being watched is your purpose.

Mark

And why would people want to watch me?

Ralph

That, it doens´t matter. If this is your purpose, the important thing is you to understand it. If this is the purpose you are ment to have, the hardest thing is to accept it. But do it, otherwise your life will be pointless, without knowing why you are in this Earth for.

Mark is a bit concerned with the situation, but pretending it really doesn´t. He starts to walk away

Mark

This is bullshit. And you are a flase prophet.

Ralph
Don´t run away from what you are. Don´t be scared to search inside and find out the truth. Your life too have a purpose!

Mark leaves the room

10 EXT. STREET M. DAY. (9.30)

Mark, thoughfuly, exists the building. Walks until the edge of the streets. 

Mark

Fucking freak...

Looking the car passing in the busy street is withrown with new wierd thoughts. 
10.2 EXT. STREETS

We obseve mark as he walks throught different steets, from different peoples point of view in multiple shots. A man cleaning the streets, a driver from a minicab, a waitres dressing a table in a firts floor pub. Mark doesn´t notice them though.

11 INT. BOOK-SHOP. DAY  (10.00)

Mark walks into the book-shop, where he works. It's a small shop but with character, full of books piled up on top of tables. He walks to the counter, where SUSANA, stands (25 blonde, with her hair on  a bun and wearing a loud dress).




SUSANA

You are so late.




MARK

Well, Susie, because you took the car this morning.

SUSANA

Ok. First, you left the car with no petrol, it´s stuck out there. And second, I tried to wake you up so we could come to work together, but I couldn’t get you out of bed. What did you do last night?




MARK

I was just with some mates... But, hey, this is one of the perks of working with one's girlfriend, you know you can't be fired...

He is about to kiss her, but she rejects him turning her head around. He starts to leave, quite angry. She grabs him and kisses him.




SUSANA

Happy?




MARK

You are such a whore... (stops, surprised)
Oh.. sorry.

Susana gives him a shocked look.

Mark

Why did I say that?




SUSANA

Mmm... I don't know but it's not like you at all.




MARK (Doubtful)   

I am... sorry.

Susana

Don´t worry, everybody has his day. Look, Robin is on the back with the new delivery. Why don´t you go and take over? He´s got things to do today.

She looks at him and shakes her head. Mark walks to the bottom of the shop. Robin (18, peculiar hairstyle, skinny) is next to a couple of boxes, he´s got one open and has an invoice on one hand as he counts a pile of books. Mark aproachs him.

Robin

Hi Mark. She is moody today, huh?

Mark

You have been told off too?

Robin

Yeah, I forgot to call the distributor today and I´ve spent two hours cleaning the back store. God, what things I´ve seen 

Mark

That was your punishment?

Robin

Not quite. Also I have to go shopping, man. She´s crazy and this is a fucking slavery. Need to buy the bloody petrol for the car, pick up the new shelves... and even do the posting!

Man, I have funnier times in the Aritmetic class.

Mark

Well, if she didn´t put order in our business, all this would be a mess.

Robin

I can handle it! Just give me the chance.

Mark

I´m afraid that won´t be possible. So, what´s the new delivery?

Robin

Let´s see.. a couple of crap best sellers, useless kids painting books... Ah, of course. Another of those spanish books from unknown writers, you now how melancholic she is sometimes.

Mark looks to the book on the top of a near pile. The book is "Niebla" from Unamuno.

Mark

Have I read this before?

Mark looks at Robin. Any of them talks. Robin realizes he is staring at him.

Robin

Oh, I though it was a retoric question. Well, I don´t know man, er... yes... No? I don´t know man...

Susana catch them chating and, quite angry, leaves the paper she is reading in order to put order.

Susana

What happens to you guys today? Robin, don´t you actually have things to do?

Robin

Yes sargent! (to mark) Shit, is worst than my mum. 

Robin leaves to the counter and starts talking with Susana. Mark nods with a smile and look down, just to find out he is holding one of the spanish books.

12 INT. BOOK-SHOP. DAY (10.20)

Later, they're both by the till. Mark reads a book sitting in a small stepladder, Susana is typing in the computer. 

A customer flicks through a book in the distance. Susana grabs a box from under the counter and puts it on top of it. She goes through its contents. 

SUSANA

Look, I’ve got everything set up for tomorrow’s party. 

Mark closes the book and approaches Susana.

MARK

Cool, It’ll be fun. One year on, and we’re still here.

Susana

Are we going to invite your sister too or you guys are still upset with each other?

Mark

I supouse we should. But I think is SHE who doesn´t want to be invited.

Susana

Well, let´s invite her anyway. Do you think we have enough glasess? Y bought three packets, it should be fine. Don´t you think?

Mark

Susie, don´t you get so worried. All is going to be fine...

Mark hug her brom behind and kisses her in her neck. She remains a bit stiff. She snaps her tonge.

Susana

Mark, you don´t understand. This is not just an ordinary aniversary, is also the celebration of how everything we planned is coming true. It´s got to be perfect!

Mark

You are perfect, sweetheart. Therefore, nothing can go wrong.

Susana

I like to concentrate in what is really important. I must do it. If all were left in your hands, there wouldn´t be hope. That´s for sure... you all thumbs.

She pushes him friendly with her elbow.  

(are you happy)

Mark

You know that new spanish book that just arrived. Have I read it before?

Susana

Which one?

Mark

That one over there.

Susana.

Of course, its Niebla. But in english is called Myst

Mark

Myst.. oh yeah, of course I read it. Now.. I remember..

Susana resumes her work, Mark keeps thinking on the book, thinking back.

13 EXT. BUS STOP. DAY  (10.45) 

Mark is sitting in a bus stop. A couple of people awaits at his sides. Mark still looks pensive. Sudenly, as if he just remembered something, he turns to the woman at his side.

Mark

Is that the book with...?

The woman looks surprised. 

Woman

Pardon me?

Mark

Er... sorry. I though... 

He look around, suddenly surprised of the place he is in. He stands up, stressed. He stands as if anything around him makes any sense. Hurried, he walk away from the place.

14 INT. BOOKSHOP. DAY (11.00)

Mark enters in the bookshop. Susana is with Robin by the bookshelves. 

Susana

I think is better to change Far from God an relocate it where the Ralph Stainless´. 

Mark, feeling uneven, aproach the couple.

Mark

Susana. When did I leave the bookshop?

Susana turns to him, and when she sees him she frown her forehead and put her arms in a teapot shape.

Susana

When? Right after you turned into a spontanous childish kind of Mark. Exactly then. And anyway, what sort of question is that?

Mark

Well, I ask you that because I remember we were here,  talking. And all of the sudden, I don´t now how, I was in a bus stop, two streets away and chating with a wierd 50-year old woman.

Susana

Angriness becomes insanity. How curious.

Mark

I´m not joking, Susana. What happened after I ask you about that book? 

Susana.

Look. I don´t have time for this now, please. You are in another world today. We´ll talk about it later.

Susana turns to Robin. Mark doesn´t desist and walks in front of Susana.

Mark

This is very wierd. Please, just tell me what happened. I need to know it.

Robin decides to leave them alone and goes to asssit a costumer at the other side of the shop.

Susana

Okay, I´ll please you this time. To refresh your mind, I just wanted to know what did you do yesterday that made you come late to the shop. Then you rose your self-defensive emotional shield saying I´m always trying to control you, you got absurdly upset and I said that you sometimes blame others to overcome your own problems. 

Mark

Is that what really happened?

Susana

Don´t pretend you don´t know. I just want to protect you, but you want to see me like an enemy. An enemy who is dressed with your costumes. There is not evil around unless you want to see it.

Mark

I can´t stand when you start talking like a character in a movie.

Susana

Well, that´s who I am. And if I´m your girlfriend must be for a reason. And the reason is becouse you need me, no matter who or what I am...

Mark

Yes, but there is also a reason for why I´m here. And the reason is.. I´m here becouse...

Mark struggles to continue the sentence. This frustration looks like a serius challengue for Mark.

Susana

Are you okay? Don´t tell me you´ve been drinking...

Mark

No, I fucking haven´t! Listen, forget it. I suppose I did right when I left the first time.

Mark walks away towards the door.

Susana

I agree with that. Actually, I told you so before as well.

Susana look to the shelves, trying to look angry. She is not the sort of girls that knows how to stand an argue. She twist her head after a moment to hopefuly see if, maybe, he hasn´t really left. But Mark is gone. Robin, who was tracking the conversation from the distance, hesitates to say something. At the end he finds what to say.

Robin

Look. Susana, I forgot to post one of the letters. How stupid can I be, huh? I´m coming back in a sec... I swear.

Without letting her time to answer, Robin rushes towards the door and exist the place too.

15 EXT. STREETS. DAY (11.05)
Mark walks along the pavement. At the background the bookshop is left behind. From the door, Robin apears and takes a run to catch him.

Robin

Hey! Hey hey Mark! What the Hell was that?

Mark

That was once again Susana trying to make me do what she wants. This was that.

Robin

Man, I think you have to take it easily. Come on, you know how she is.. she is completely harmless.

Mark

Sometimes I think she is the Devil itself.

Robin.

You don´t really mean that. 

Mark

I don´t know. Lately  I fell like I don´t even know why I say what I say.

Robin

Actually, did you really forgot the argument you had with her before?

Mark

What? Of course not. 

He looks puzzled for an instant.

Mark

I remember it. I just had a lapsus. That´s all. 

Robin

Okay, okay...

They keep walking

Robin

Hey, why don´t you relax watching other people´s miseries and come with me to visit Keena so she can ignore me again?

16 INT. CINEMA. FOYER. DAY (11.15)

Mark and Robin are in the foyer of a cinema, walking towards the box office. Inside, Keena, a young pretty indian girl, is typing in the computer. Robin aproach the counter. Mark stays a few steps at their side.

Robin

Hi Keena, how´s life?

Keena

Hello Robin. Well, you can see it, it´s dead in here. Who would want to go to the cinema at fucking 12 in the morning? God, I´m bored like hell.

Robin

Lucky that I came, then. I just..

Keena

Don´t tell me, you were passing by and decided to come along and say hello. Am I right? 

Robin (exagerating)
Precisely! Am I so predictable?

Keena

As every man. So don´t worry, is not your fault.

Robin

Also I came to see if you have the homeworks for Monday. I missed the last class of Sociology.

Keena

Listen, I´m working. Why would I bring the homeworks at work? 

Robin

Well, maybe you were specting me to come today and wanted to have something to talk about with me...

Keena

You are unbeliveble (smiles)

Mark gets bored of being ignored, and starts to walk away, curious, to one of the screens. In a Big poster nex to the big number of the screen number 3 is shown the film "The Dreamers". Mark looks back, on the background the boys keep talking.

Keena

In fact, yes I have them here.

Robin

Oh! You are my saviour!

Keena

But it doesn´t mean you owe me something or that we have any kind of commitement.

Robin

I promise....

Mark, after checking there´s nobody near by, enters in the screen.

17 INT. CINEMA. SCREEN 3. DAY (11.20)
Mark enters in the darkness of the screen that is running the film, in french. As he enters, carefuly, he realizes there is nobody watching it. He walks between the front seats and the screen, looking to the projector with its bright light. He stands in the middle, looking up, with all the disturbing empty seats in front of him. For a while he is like hipnotized. Then he shake his head and resumes walking untill the other Exit door. 

18 INT. CINEMA. CORRIDOR. DAY (11.21)

Mark appears in a dark corridor that has no doors. An Exit sign points to the right and Mark takes that direction. At the same time that he walks we can hear Robin and Keena conversation.

Keena (off)

..number five and six of the page number 102 and the Text Comentary of the article in page 104.

Robin (off)

Oh, man. I hate Text Comentaries. Is not better to talk about it? My mother always says that things have to be talked about.

 Keena laughs. Mark keeps walking. After a corner, he ends in a door with another sign of Exit. He opens it and crosses.

19 INT. CINEMA. STAIRCASE. DAY (11.22)
Mark is in a staircase that leads to upper and lower floors. He, confused but not worried, starts walking down the steps. He gets to another floor with no doors, just a 3 number, painted on the wall. More stairs keep descending. He carries on.

Keena off)

Hey, didn´t you come with another guy?

Robin(off)

Yes, he is my boss... but I don´t know where he´s gone. Bah, he is a film geek, I´m sure he popped in to watch something.

Keena(off)

It´s not allowed to go in the screen without tickets. And you know it.

Robin(off)

Oh, really? Anyway, with friends, who need tickets? Don´t you think, pretty, lovely, sweety Keena?

Mark gets to the lower floor. The stairs ends in a little corridor with another Exit sign on the top, a bit rusty and blinking. He crosses the door that makes a clanging sound as it opens.

20 INT. CINEMA. OFFICE CORRIDORS. DAY (11.23)
Mark faces more corridors. All seem to be asolated but the light is good and everything look in good conditions, it seems like an office complex. 

Mark

Hello?

There is no soul around. He walk along some corridors, turn right and left. Nobody responses. He tries a door but it´s locked. He goes to another door but It´s locked too. 

Mark (loudly)

Is anybody here? Hello?

Only the echo replies. He tries another door with no luck. Now he is terribly worried. He decides to turn around and undo all the way as the best option. 

Keena(off)

No, seriously. It´s been a long time since your friend doesn´t show up.

Robin(off)

Damn, where the hell is he? Okay, let´s check if he is in one of the screens. Anway, you don´t have much else to do.

Mark goes back through the corridors, but in the end he doesn´t actually remember which door he came in with. He tries one, another and all are locked. Finally he finds one opened and crosses impatiently.

21 INT. CINEMA. STAIRCASE. DAY (11.24)

Mark is in the end of the staircase that ascend above his head. So he start´s walking all the way up. He ascends and ascends, one floor after the other, with quick step. Suddenly he finds himself in the upper floor, darker and dirtier. The corridor ends in a metalic door. He doesn´t uderstand how he got there. In the door, a little banner says "Projection Room", is half open and a dim light comes from inside. 

Robin(off)

Oh man. Where has he gone? 

Keena(off)

Maybe he´s gone out.

Robin(off)

I don´t think so, he would have say something. Fuck, Mark, where are you?

Mark starts to walk away of the door when he stops and turns his head back.

Mark

Robin?

He aproach the door again. Finally he decides to pass, carefuly.

22 INT. CINEMA. PROJECTION ROOM. DAY (11.25)

Inside, a dark room with huge machines and pipes opens ahead Mark. A weak light is ditinguishable at the oposite side, behind the machines. Mark, with caution, walks around a big machine. Behind a projector, he can barely see the back of a man sitting in front of a desk. A film it´s been run to the screen behind the wall.

Mark

Escuse me. I don´t know how I got lost in here, but maybe you could...

The man turns to him slowly. He is sweating and breathes abruptly. The man looks miserable. He stare at Mark.

Mark

... tell me how to get out. I mean... are you ok?

The man lift a shaky hand and offers him a folded paper.

Man

Could you, please, give this to my wife? 

Mark takes the paper, a bit scared but without losing the nerves. 

Mark

Why don´t you give it to her yourself?

Then the man rises his other hand, he is holding a gun in it. 

Mark

What are you doing! Please, leave that.

Man

Now go. Please, you ain´t have to see this.

Mark

But, listen, you...

Man

Leave, you fool. Now!

 Mark, nervously, starts to walk away. But he hesitates then a second, turns to the man just on time to see a fire gun flash and the man´s body laying moveless on the chair. A stain of blood splashes at the opposite wall. The gun is dropped on the floor. Mark closes his eyes, shocked. Then opens it again. The image freak him out, so he walks backwards horrified, shivering. Eventualy, he turns and runs to the exit.

23 INT. CINEMA. FOYER. DAY (11.30)
Robin and Keena are standing in the corridor that lead to the many screens. 

Robin

Well, it seems this guy has vanished. And I have to come back to the bookshop or my boss will get mad.

Keena

Good thought, I think your friend is old enough to know what he is doing. 

Robin

I hope so. Anyway, thanks for the homeworks. Hey, what are you doing after work? Maybe you can come to mine so we can work out the homeworks together. Huh?

Keena

I don´t know. The thing is that I´ve done them already.

Robin

Or we can do something else, if you want..

Robin hold her hand and gets a bit closer to her that is a bit reluctant. Then she sees someone coming from the end of the corridor.

Keena

Look! There he is.

Robin turns to see what she is talking about and see Mark aproaching them, rushing.

Robin

Perfect timing. Right to spoil the moment.

Mark get next to them, he is sweating and nervous.

Robin

Man, where have you been hidding?

Mark (completely nervous)
I went to... see that film and I just... fell aspleep.

Robin

You are getting senil, so young, so sad.. hey, are you okay?

Mark

I guess so. Shall we go now?

Mark starts to walk away on his own.

Keena

That´s the best idea. If my manager knows I let you in without permision, I´m fucked.

The other guys follows him to the box office. Keena gets to the box office door. Robin follows Mark who is still walking non stop. Robin turns back to Keena, lift his hand.

Robin

Thanks again. See you later?

Keena

See you tomorrow, at Uni. Take care.

Mark and Robin exits the cinema to the bright light of the outside.

24 EXT. CINEMA. ENTRANCE. DAY (11.35)
Mark, breathing hardly, walks without stopping. But Robin chases him and make him stop, grabing his arm.

Robin

What the fuck has happened to you in there? You were lost for at least half an hour

Mark

I told you, I fell asleep.

Robin

But you look so fucked up. Are you sure you are okay?

Mark

I´m fine. Look, I have an important thing to do at this very moment. Why don´t you go back to the bookshop? I can hear Susana swearing from here.

Robin

Precisely, I have to go back. And you have to come with me, right? Come on, talk to her and sort things out. Riht?

Mark

I will.

Robin

I think.. you should talk about your problems more often. I can tell you, it sets you free. Swallowing everything won´t help to ease whatever is killing you.

Mark look at him, at the same time understanding what he is saying and surprised of what he had said.

Mark

Please don´t talk like that. 

Robin

What?

Mark

Don´t worry, I´ll be back in the shop in a few hours. 

Mark abandon Robin and walks away. Robin watch him going, then shakes his head. He look at his watch.

Robin

Shit, may God protect me.

Robin leave, running in the opposite direction.

25 EXT. PARK. RIVER SHORE. DAY (12.00)
Mark is sitting in a bench in the park. He has a beer in his hands, looking to the people around he gives a few gulps. He takes out the projectionist letter from a pocket in his jacket. He starts reading. The further he goes, the sader he gets. Eventually he finishes with tears about to roll down his face. In the distance, ten metres from him, a couple are taking his baby around with the boogie. They passes by Mark who is reading the letter again. The man is Raph Satinless, he notices Mark and stops for a while. He says something to his wife and aproach the bench while the woman keeps her wey. Ralph sits next to Mark, who, realizing he is accompanied, fold the letter and wipe out his face. 

Ralph

Lost without a purpose?

Mark

Please, don´t start again with that shit. I already had enough of wise advices for today.

Ralph

I don´t give advices. I just say what I think and then you can do whatever you please. I don´t own you.

Mark

So, what do you want?

Ralph

Just to help. What´s worring you?

Mark

Nothing. Everything. I feel like today I´m living in a nightmare. 

After a while, Marks continues.

Mark

I´m having those new thoughts. I keep thinking life is so weak, so pointless.

Ralph

Life itself or your life?

Mark looks at Ralph.

Mark

I saw something horrible today. Something I shouldn´t have. 

Ralph

Bad and good things help us to make ourselves. The way you react when facing a situation is what defines you. Many clues are left in our life to test us and this is the path that destiny puts in front of us, so we can understand ourselves. Understand our purpose.

Mark

How am I going to find my purpose? Before I met you I never even wondered about it. I mean, does my life have a purpose? What if it hasn´t?

Ralph

Of course it has. That´s what you have to look for, I tell this every thursday. Once you know your porpouse, all is fine. You know what you are living for.

Mark

And what if I discover that my porpouse is something horrible?

Ralph

Imagine a little lamb that is living in a farm. It´s so happy, eating all the time, jumping, having people who cares about it. Live it´s great! So inocent. Only if it knew that the people who is so fond with it, suddenly one day they will kill it, eat it and belch after a nice meal. But even if it had know his destiny, he couldn´t have change it. 

Mark

So ignorance is bliss.

Ralph

Not at all. Ignorance is fake bliss. The truth is real. The truth is what counts and the hardest thing is to accept it.

Mark look at the paper he is now crashing with his hand and turn it into a paper ball. 

Mark

It´s sad to say it, but sometimes I feel nobody really cares about me. I´m a casual guy, unnoticed. If I dissapeared, I wouldn´t be remembered.

Ralph

What we do in life echoes in eternity. 

(he stand up)

You may not be eternal, but your actions are.

Mark

I wish I was eternal. So I could change all the wrong things I do.

Ralph

Be careful with what you wish.

Mark and Ralph (at unison)

To live forever is the worst of Hells. 

Ralph look astonished.

Ralph

How did you know I was going to say that?

Mark is also surpised.

Mark

I... don´t know.

Ralph

Great. I like coincidences. They are the hidden tricks of Destiny. Or God.

Do you beleive in god?

Mark

Shoul I?

Ralph

You should. He gave you life, he can also take it away.

Ralph

But don´t stay sitting there like that... go and talk to someone who can understand you better than me. I´m just an stranger. It would do you good.

Ralph leaves. Mark stays seating in the bench, thoughfuly. He look to the other side of the path, a boy riding a bicicle passes, looking at him.

26 INT. BOOKSHOP. DAY (14.00)

Susana is next to a custumer, a thin guy with a hat who is holding a book.

Customer

But this is not the original version with the cover by H. Gigger I am looking for.

Susana

Yes, that I know. But that copy is out of stock at the moment until next week. In any case, you may like to book a copy and I will call you as soon it arrives. How about it? 

Customer

Yeah, that´d be great.

The bell at the door jingle. Susana turn her head abrutly to look who´s coming with hopeful eyes. A couple of japanesse girls enters the place. Susana looks down, clearly dissapointed.

Customer

So, shall I give you my name or something?

Susana is still with the head in another place. She answer by inertia.

Susana

Yes...

Customer awaits for a reaction, but she doesn´t even move. The bell jingles again. Susana looks back one more time. The girls are leaving.

Customer

Listen. I´ll come another day when your head get down from Vulcan.

The costumer walks away.

Susana

No, I´m really sorry. Wait!

Customer (upset)

Don´t you worry, maybe I find the book somewhere else.

The guy leaves the shop. Susana, blames herself. Robin ecounters the guy at the door as he gets in. Robin aproach Susana at the counter.

Robin

Wow, that geek looks really pissed off. He couldn´t find the bondage porn he was looking for?

Susana

Mark is not coming with you?

Robin

Er... no.

Susana

So, where did he go?

27 INT. IRENE'S FLAT. SITTING-ROOM. DAY (14.00)
Irene is drinking a cup of tea at her flat, a very peculiar place and full of different objects from very different places. In a corner there is like a painting workplace with paintings and frames. Also is noticeble some wierd decoration like a painted manequin and a big white lion by the entrance. A knock on the door. She leaves the cup in the sink and goes to opens. It's Mark at the other side.




IRENE

So you reconsidered the drink, at last.




MARK

I thought it would do me good... I guess I need to clear my head (He walks in).



IRENE

Cool. Did you drive here?

MARK

No, actually, I got here... by...well, I don't really remember. (To himself) Oh this shit again. Why don't I remember?




IRENE

It´s ok. You were probably immersed in your thoughts during this ellipsis ... Problems with that Susana of yours?




MARK (sits on a sofa)
Acutally, yes.. but not just that. Also I´ve been experiencing strange things today. 

Irene

What do you mean by that?

Mark

It feels like anything is its place.

IRENE

As long as you are not the one misplaced, it´ll be fine. But, man, come in. Don´t just stand there.

Mark enters the house and Irene closes behind him. She fixes her hair quickly when he can´t see her, she looks pretty excited. Mark stops in front of the lion.

Mark

Your kittie is taking care of your house again?

Irene

Now that no man does it, I´ve put it back.

Mark walks around the house, curious with the decoration. Irene follows him waiting for him to say something. The place is a bit of a mess. 

Mark

The flat looks pretty the same as the last time I came here.. em, when it was?

Irene

Bouf, I don´t know... a month ago. maybe two. It´s not like I count them.

Mark stops by a calendar full of notes in each day. He turns a page back, to the previous month. The 12th is marked with a red circle in highlighted pen. It says "Mark brings my old books"

Mark (smiles)

It was the 12th. It´s highlighted in your calendar.

Irene (smiles, embarrased)
What?

She aproach the calendar, grab it rapidly and throuw it to the other side of the room, behind the sofa.

Irene (bit nervous)
Yeah, well. I wanted to mark special days with different people in different colours. But I forgot to keep doing it..

Irene, nervous, starts cleaning a bit the place, taking a pile of clothes, she goes to the dormitory. Mark aproach a pile of upright paintings laying on the corner. He takes the first one and look at it carefuly.

Mark

I see you´ve been painting more. This one is good.

The painting shows a man dropped on the floor whose arms and legs are attached to strings  that hungs from a cross of wooden sticks that a big hand is holding in the foreground. A human puppet. Mark look at it, absorved.

Mark

It´s kind of scary.

Irene comes from the bedroom, her hair is a bit different and so her shirt is being changed. She gets next to Mark.

Irene

Well, it represents the fear of being linked to responsabilities and not been able to scape from them.

Mark

To me, it looks like god, manipulating somebody´s life.

Irene

Nice! See? That´s the good thing of Art. Everyone feels different about it becouse Art is ambiguous. The artist manipulates reality in order to express his feelings, so he doesn´t need to speak or be in front of you to comunicate them.

Mark looks at her. Smiles and look down to the painting.

Mark

Yeah, you are pretty right. But it´s funny what you said about what this painting means. Fear of responsabilities... ironic, yet so obvious.

Irene

What´s your point, exactly?

Mark

Well, that was the reason why.. we

Irene

You broke with me. Yes, I perfectly remember that. Although I don´t think the problem was with me, but with your new way of thinking.

Mark

My new way of thinking? 

Irene

If you want to know my opinion, that girl has put a spell on you.. or should I say a curse..? 

Mark

I didn´t ask for your opinion.

Irene (abrupt)
Well, I think my opinion must count otherwise you wouldn´t be here. Becouse if we are friends, and that´s what I thought, my opinion should be important to you, or at least, to be taken in consideration. That´s what friends are for. Don´t you think? 

Mark surrenders.

Mark

Okay, you win. Sorry.

Irene (she slow down)

What has make you change so much? You liked the life we used to have. How come suddenly it wasn´t enough for you?

Mark sits down in the sofa.

Mark (alicaido)

Come on, Irene. You already know that. Drinking, traveling, watching the life passing by and doing nothing for the future. How long you think that could be enough for anyone?

Irene

I just dont want to see how I get to 40 and having nothing ahead that will be diferent, interesting or exciting. Trapped in a life with no improvisation. How long do you think that will make anyone happy?

Mark

There is an age for everything. That kind of life is good when you are young and nothing worries you. But one day you have to think how to keep yourself safe, if you get to 60 and you have nothing, then you are alone.

Irene

I´m not scared of being alone. Only the people who is not confortable with themselves are. Maybe I´m crazy, but there is only one life and I´m decided to obtain the best of it, nothing more, nothing less. And I know you, even if you want to hide it. You like the same. We are alike.

Mark remains quiet.

Irene

That girl is putting at risk your descendants.

Mark

Uh.. What?

Irene

Man, she is grabing you by the balls so tightly that it can´t be healthy.

Mark

Look, you don´t know a shit. Nobody has changed me, when I met her I found that she was all I need to be happy. 

Irene

How can you talk like that? I don´t recognize you. You are pretty confused. You are insecure and she is just an excuse for not thinking. 

Mark

She cares about me and I do the same in return. Because I love her. You will never understand this if you keep living like this, with nothing to hold on to, with no belongins that will last more than a blink. And if you blame me is becouse you hate to see me happy, more than what you´d never be. I have a business with Susana, a house, a future. And one day, even children. Kids that will go to visit Irene, the old friend of daddy who never wanted to have any and is depressed and lonely as she deserves. That´s how all this story ends.

Irene (with glassy eyes)
A story ends as we want it to end.

She walks away to the balcony, to get some fresh air and give the situation a rest. Mark feels awfull for what he has just said After a while, he follows her outside.

Mark

I´m sorry for what I just said. Lately it´s as if somebody else talked on my behalf. 

Irene don´t look at him. She wipes out his face with his hand.

Irene

I heard those words coming from your very mouth.

Mark

But they didn´t came from my mind... or maybe they did, I don´t know.


They keep silent for a time.


Mark

In a sort of way you are right, I´ve changed somehow. I lied to you this mornign when I told you I was with some friends last night, in fact I was drinking alone. I lost them all and even I´m not sure if Susana is the best for me. My life is pointless and what really scare me most is that I don´t know what I want. I can´t figure out what I´m living for.

Irene

No one can, trust me. I also feel lost sometimes. I can´t get a exhibition for my paintings, I just work in a coffe shop to have some money and I all I earn I spend it. My grandma is ill with alzheimer, I owe money to people and my cat never listen to me... life is shit but we have to carry on. There are a lot of good things too we can take advantage of. So we can be happy.

Mark

How to be happy when living in the uncertainty...

Irene

We don´t need to have everything or know all the answers to be happy. We don´t need to pray, or beleive. Beleiving is juts a prove of human´s weakness. 

Mark

We must beleive in something. At least, we must beleive one day we´ll get all the answers.

Irene

We are just humans, Mark. All around us is full of misteries, but this is fine if you don´t worry too much about how to solve them. 

Mark

I think that painting of the human puppet tells a lot about you.

Irene

But the painting not necesarily talks about me, but of someboy else. Someone who faces new responsabilies and don´t know how to handel it. Someone who is lost without a purpose.

Mark instantly look at Irene with eyes like plates.

Mark

What did you just say?

Irene

I said... what? Why do you look at me like that?

Mark

Why did you say that about the purpose?

Irene

Oh, that. I just read it in a book, it´s not that I like all that shit about self-motivation, but it says good stuff sometimes. 

Mark

So, do you beleive that we all have a purpose?

Irene

I rather think we don´t. But if I have one, I prefer to ignore it. Imagine you knew your own future, will you be able to change it? Would you want to? 

...

If you keep thinking, it will twist your mind. If I knew somebody has wrote my destiny, my life would no longer be mine. And I prefer to think I control it.

Mark

We would lose our independency. 

Irene

That´s right. (she shivers) Well, that was a nice show of wise thinking, but we better get inside or we will freeze.

They both get inside the house again. Mark goes to the sofa.

Irene goes to the open plan kitchen connected to the sitting-room. Mark sees a Zippo lighter on the table in front of him. He picks it up.






MARK(Amazed)
I can't believe this, this is my lighter




IRENE 

(Glimpsing from kitchen)

I don´t think so. I happened to find it

Mark

I swear, it´s this. It´s been missing for ages

Irene

Well, what a coincidence.




MARK

No, in this world where we live in, believing in coincidences is denying the full meaning of our porpuse. (surprised about his own eloquence) 




IRENE

Wow, let's thank The Almighty, then. Who writes our lives.

Mark looks pensive at the lighter. 

26 Int (cont). Bookshop. 

Susana is serving a costumer, as she puts some books into a bag, she glimpses at her mobile, by the till. Robin comes near and Susana call him with her hand.

Susana

Robin, you take over. Please, I need to make a call.

Robin

Hoky donky.

she cant contact with him so she goes to find him.

27 (cont) INT. BOOK-SHOP. DAY (10.20)
Mark, still sitting, puts the zippo lighter in his pocket. When he does, he notices his mobile. He takes it and swich it off.




IRENE

Look at this Spanish wine I was given the other day. (approaches the sofa). 'Viñas de la Rioja' (with a terrifying Spanish accent)



MARK

Hum, it looks really good.




IRENE

Of course, if there's ONLY one thing you can be sure of with Spanish people is that the wine will be exquisite.




MARK (Smiling)
Hey! Susana is Spanish.




IRENE

Oops!... Well, don´t worry. Nobody can hear us here. 

(laughs and serves the wine)

28 INT. IRENE'S FLAT. SITTING-ROOM. DAY 

A few hours later. Irene and Mark laugh, they're a bit pissed.




MARK

Okay, guess this one... 'I love this moments of silence before the storm'...




IRENE (excited)
Wait... I know this one... shit!...I got it at the tip of my tongue! Wait… Leon! 




MARK

Five points for the young lady.




IRENE

(laughts)... I knew it. (Sighs) It's amazing how quickly time goes when you're in good company, ain't it? 




MARK

That’s true…. You know? This moment feels like those drunken Friday nights we used to have in your old flat, remember?




IRENE

Yeah well, ... I do remember other things that we used to do back then... (She gets closer to him)



MARK 

(Drinking up his wine. Firm)
C’mon... that time has passed now and you know it. 

Irene gets closer, flirting. Starts touching him

MARK

Irene, I'm not gonna let myself fall again  into your...

29 INT. IRENE'S FLAT. BEDROOM.DAY 

Mark and Irene kiss passionately. The blinds are half-closed, everything looks as it's been prepared for this moment. They start to take off each others clothes. They lie in bed.




MARK

This is not right...This is not right at all...




IRENE 

(takes off his pants)
This IS right. This is great...

They kiss, they make love. She is on top, Mark lying on his back lets her do. While they're into it, Mark looks at the ceiling. Irene lean down and whispers at his ear.

IRENE

This can be the twisting point in your life.

His expression changes gradually while he looks up. Pleasure becomes uneasiness... Mark keeps looking at a very specific point (looking straight into camera that geets closer to his face). His expression is more and more of confusion and anxiety. Confusion mixed with the effort of the act are making him breath more deeply and more anxiously.




MARK (confused, scared)
Stop!




IRENE

What is it?

Mark get off of Irene. He sits at the edge of the bed.




MARK

I don't know... Something doesn't make sense here (looks at ceiling again)



IRENE

It DID to me...




MARK (nervous)
I don't know... I feel weird, something strange is happening.




IRENE

If it's guilt, don't worry. It normally happens.




MARK

It’s not about that… Don't you sometimes get the feeling you are being watched?




IRENE

Actually, I've always found amusing how silly you guys look when a girl in skirt passes...




MARK

No, it's NOT that... I saw something right tere!

He points at the ceiling. Irene looks  in that direction.

Irene

What did you see? A gost?

Mark

No, a presence. It was staring at me.

Fuck, I can't explain it, I gotta go.




IRENE (worried)
Okay… well, Am I gonna see you again soon?




MARK

Come to the bookshop tonight at 10




IRENE

To the shop? What for?




MARK (Looking down)
I.. don't really know... but come.

He walks towards the door. Before leaves, he turns in the door frame and looks sadly at Irene.



MARK

I'm really sorry about... (sighs) I think I shouldn’t have come at all…

He leaves the bedroom. Irene stays, looking at the door, thoughtfully.

30 Ext. Irene´s building. Day

Mark leaves the building. Susana is behind a corner spying on him. As Mark walks away, Susana hides her face with her hands and cries feeling deceived and dissapointed. 

31 INT. BUS. DAY 

Mark is on a bus. He is sitting at the back, next to a few passengers on the lower deck. In front of him there is a boy who is looking at Mark insistently. Mark at first tries to ignore him, but the kid don´t take his eyes off him. Mark decides to make faces to him, he even stick his tong out. The boy doesn´t react. Mark gets bored of trying to make him smile. He keeps attention to outside. The bus stops and out there, in a near house, a woman opens the courtains and the window. She lean out and then stops to watch outside. Mark sees as she focuses on him. Mark turn his head ahead and he finds the kid still looking at him. Mark gets stressed The woman sitting next to the boy realizes of the situation.

Woman

Richie, how many times do I have to tell you? Don´t stare at the people.

The kid, look at his mother and for a while, follows her teaching. But after a moment, he starts looking at Mark again. Mark can´t stand it any more.

Mark

Are you deaf? Stop staring at me you damn kid!

People around turns their heads to Mark. The mother is really pissed off with him.

Mother

Who you think you are? Stupid idiot, don´t isult my son.

Mark can´t bear the situation and stands up to get to the staris that leads to the upper deck. Most of the people give Mark some dirty looks. Mark gets upstairs and sits at the front of the bus. He is quite angry but at least, that floor is kind of empty. 

He sees reflected on the bus CCTV someone behind him, watching him. He turns around and the passenger greets him. Mark gets up and approached him.




MARK (annoyed)

You've got a problem?




PASSANGER 2

Well, no...




MARK (Pissed off)
Oh, great. Well concentrate in your things and leave me alone.




PASSANGER 2

Don't be rude, I haven't done anything to you! You were just picking your nose and I found it really amusing to watch. That’s all.




MARK

Well, if I pick my nose it's my business. You better mind just yours.




PASSANGER 2

Don't you do it too? 

Mark

No I don´t, I have respect

PASSANGER 2

Of course you do! Every time you watch a film, read a book. Don't you mind their business without permission too?

Mark

That´s stupid.

PASSANGER2

Of course it is... Hey, this is my stop. See? I disappear, and you don't see me again...

He gets up and goes to the stairs, he stops to look at Mark.




PASSANGER 2

Although... you never know, you can also watch a film twice.

Passenger 2 disappears. Mark sits, thoughtful. After a second, the bus stops in a traffic light. Another that is driving in the oposite direction stops at the same level. Next to Mark´s window, just a meter from where he is, a couple of asian guys turns their heads towards him. Mark stick his middle finger out to them. They talk to each other. One of them takes a camcorder and starts shooting him. Mark stands up, restless, and press the stop button.

32 Ext. Bus stop. Day

Mark leaves the bus. Then he lay against a wall by the bus at the bus stop. At his side, two workers are busy trying to repair the broken glass of the stop. One cleans the pieces from the floor with a broom and the other, a really old guy, lifts and hungs the new glass in its frame. Once it´s done, throught the glass the worker stop and stares at Mark. He´s got a plaster in his forehead. Staring straight, he removes the plaster to reveal a wound. The stranger makes Mark feel deeply unconfortable. He decides to leave, half walking half running he gets away from the bus stop. 

Once he is gone, from another point of view we can see that the old guy is actually looking at the reflection of himself in the glass. He sticks the plaster back and resumes his work.

33 INT. Little groceries shop.

Mark enters a narrow groceries shop that has a couple of costumers inside. Rushing, he picks up a can of beer. He aproachs the counter where two pakistanies are attending. A guy in a suit and black glasess stands in front as well, deciding what snack bar to pick. Mark, breathing and sweating, puts the beer at the counter. The man in the suit lift his head straight.

Man in the suit

I know how you feeling. Yes. But don´t worry, I can tell you exactly what´s going on.

Mark, surprised, look at the man who is talking without looking at him. The guy glimpses a moment to Mark. One of the pakistanies gives mark a bag. 

Salesman

It´s 85 p.

Man in the suit

Wait. We can´t talk right here about all this. We can meet somewhere quieter. Shall we?

Mark drops a pund coin.

Mark

Shut the fuck up!

Like a mad man, he exits the little shop.

From another point of view we can see that the man in the suit is talking with a hands free device in his ear.

Man in the suit

I don´t know... some crazy block just told me to shut the fuck up!... incredible... anyway, we can meet at the Cafe Boheme in one hour...?

… TO BE CONTINUED
