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FADE IN:

	5 IN THE MORNING. SUNLIGHT SHINES THROUGH BEIGE BLINDS OF 

	A SMALL ROOM. 

	Old wooden dresser. Flaking. Clothes dumped on top of it and spilled out drawers.

	A male figure lays on a mattress on the floor. Twin mattress with fitted white sheet. A thin pillow clutched tightly in one of his hands off the side. Dresser is next to the mattress. His hand brushes one of its legs. 

	
	CUT TO:

	A pair of closed eyes. Visibly tired features. But young. In his twenties. He looks like he hasn’t slept in days. 

	
	He stretches his free arm. His legs twitch. The clicking of a clock is heard in the background. Voices are muffled. He flexes his fingers, the nails are dark and unhealthy.

	The man pushes himself into a sitting position. Grunting in discomfort. He turns his head to check the clock. 5:30 it reads through the fogged plastic. He brings his arms up, and interlocked, and stretches.

	Cracks from his joints are heard. He rolls his neck. Crack Crack. He rolls his shoulders. Crack Crack Crack. 

	His nose flares. Breath in, chest expands, breath out, chest deflates. He stops. Turns to the clock again. It reads 5:36. He sighs. 

	
	ZOOM OUT:

	Joke rolls off the mattress onto his knees. He uses the dresser to pull himself up. His body shakes from tiredness and strain. He pants through the movement. 

	
	CUT TO:

	View close: over his shoulder he picks up the calendar next to a grimy work shirt. Days are crossed out. Notes written in the dates. January 18, 2012. Underneath the current date ‘Joke’ is all that is written there. Sniff. He rubs his nose the sleeve of his shirt. Tosses the calendar onto the mattress, and opens one of the drawers.

	
	ZOOM OUT:

	Joke takes a pair of black cargo shorts out. Faded, loose ends, and worn out- almost see through- pockets from carrying heavy tools in them. He undresses on the spot. His nude back has one scar on his left shoulder blade. He brings a hand back and scratches at it. He takes his underwear off. Grabs a new pair from inside the drawer, and smells it. 

	
	CUT TO: 

	View is towards the closed bedroom door. Shuffling is heard in the man’s direction- indicating that he is changing still. Someone bangs on the door. 

	
	KILLY

	“HEY, ARE YOU THERE?” 

	A WOMAN’S VOICE IS HEARD.

	“JOKE, ARE YOU DRESSED?” 

	CUT TO:

	On the other side of the door is a woman/Killy who stands with a pair of black heeled boots. She tosses her head to the side, her hands on her hips, waiting for a response. The door creaks open to show a sliver of Joke. 

	
	JOKE

	“YEAH?” 

	CUT TO: 

	Killy on the other side, still peering at the door. 

	
	KILLY

	“HAVE YOU CLEANED YOUR ROOM? OR EVEN DONE ANY LAUNDRY AT THAT?” 

	He rolls his eyes, pushes himself through the doorway, 

	and puts a hand up to keep her from peering in. 

	
	JOKE

	“YEAH, I’VE CLEANED MY ROOM.” 

	CUT TO:

	THE UNCONVINCED LOOK THAT KILLY GIVES HIM. 

	
	KILLY

	“OH REALLY?” 

	Her eyebrows raise. Her mouth goes to one side, and she sticks her chin out. Her earrings move with the motion. 

	
	KILLY

	“Then let me see.” 

	She is demanding and stern. 

	Camera on Joke, his Adam’s apple bobs. He shakes his head ‘no.’ He grunts. Bounces on the front of his feet. Joke sucks his bottom lip in, chews it, and lets it out again. 

	
	JOKE

	“Fine Killy you win.” 

	
	KILLY 

	Smirks “of course I do.” 

	Her posture straightens. 

	
	KILLY

	“When do I not?” 

	Joke stands as much on his toes as he can against the door. He wobbles, and pitches forward before catching himself. Killy takes a step back. 

	
	KILLY

	“Please be careful, I don’t need you cracking your head open.” 

	She points to a beige door. 

	
	KILLY

	“Go take a shower, I put clean clothes in there too.” 

	Joke looks at her surprised, his mouth opens. Killy 

	shushes him before he can get a word out. 

	
	KILLY

	“Just go take care of yourself, okay?” 

	Killy is concerned for his well being. Her voice is wet and thick, like she might cry. 

	Joke nods, his head bangs the door he’s almost leaning against, and rushes to the bathroom to freshen up.

	Joke is gone. Killy stares at the bathroom door.

	
	KILLY

	“idiot.” 

	Killy whispers it reverently. 

	It is obvious she adores him, and is concerned for his well being. 

	She
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