PAGE  
26

FADE IN:


EXT. BLACK VOID 

A multitude of tiny sparks form in the center; multicolored gas-clouds start to form and swirl; there’s a massive explosion; planets, comets and stars start shooting from the center.

EXT. SIDEWALK CAFÉ – DAY

Positioned on the sidewalk in front are six tables with four chairs each.

SUPER: 15,000,000,000 YEARS LATER

Troubled OLD MAN (65), with a shock of white hair and neatly trimmed full-beard, dressed in a white suit and turtleneck, is sitting at one of the tables; he’s reading a newspaper while frequently checking his pocket-watch.

Surly WAITER (50), dressed in a white shirt, black pants, black bowtie, and red apron, exits the café and heads over to Old Man’s table with his order pad and pencil at the ready. 

WAITER

What can I get you?

Old Man looks up from the newspaper.

OLD MAN

What’s your house wine?

WAITER

  


Red or white?

OLD MAN

  


White.

WAITER

  
You better go with the red. The 


white tastes like monkey piss.


Old Man offers Waiter a bemused grin.

OLD MAN

  


Ok. I’ll take a carafe of red 

with two glasses.

Waiter scribbles in his pad.

WAITER

 


You wanna see a menu?

OLD MAN

  


No. No thank you.

WAITER

Good thinking. 

OLD MAN

The food’s that bad?

WAITER

Only if you’re sober.

Old Man smiles and then returns his attention to his 

newspaper; he lets out a heavy SIGH; Waiter frowns his 

concern. 

WAITER (cont’d)

  



You okay?


Old Man looks up from his paper.

OLD MAN

  



I’m fine, thank you.

WAITER  





It just you look like you got a 





lot on your mind. I know I ain’t 





no bartender, but would you like 





to unload, anyway?


Old Man folds his newspaper and tosses it on the


table, and then let’s out a heavy SIGH. 

OLD MAN

  



It’s just a little problem with my 





son. He’s reneging on an agreement 





we made. I don’t know what I’m 





going to do with him.


Waiter lets out a disgusted SNORT.

WAITER


Kids! They’ll drive you fucking 


crazy!

OLD MAN





I see you have the same problem.

WAITER





Me? Nah. My kid’s got a lot on 





the ball.

OLD MAN

 



What’s he do?

WAITER

 
 

He’s a Structural Analyst and 





Adviser.

OLD MAN

(frowns)

 



What’s that? Like an architect?

WAITER 




Nah. He talks to the big wigs in 


government and business and then


lays out a plan for them on how 


they can run things better.

OLD MAN

 
 

He sounds like a smart kid.

WAITER

 
 

He’s a fucking genius! You heard 





of the Eurodollar?

OLD MAN

 



Of course.

WAITER

 



That was his idea, and right now 





he’s working on a 7-year plan for 





some middle-eastern country.

OLD MAN

  



Mine just builds a table or chair 

OLD MAN (cont’d)





once in a while and he thinks he’s 





actually doing something.

WAITER





Well, at least he’s good with his 





hands, right?

OLD MAN

(shrugs)

 
 

Yeah. I guess I’ve got to give him 





that.

WAITER

 
 

Well, I hope things work out.

OLD MAN

 
 

So do I. 

(sighs and then grins) 





Thanks.

WAITER



Anytime. We fathers got to stick 



together, right? Anyway, lemme go 



and get your wine.

Waiter hurries off and enters café just as a perturbed 

YOUNG MAN (33), hair in disarray, sporting a short, 

scraggly beard, dressed in a baggy, white sweat-shirt, 

jeans and sandals, walks up to the chair opposite Old 

Man places his hands on the backrest and bores a hole 

in Old Man’s head with his stare.

YOUNG MAN

(curt)

 

What do you want?


Old Man looks up with disapproval.

OLD MAN

 

    
You couldn’t find a comb and a 




razor this morning?

YOUNG MAN

 


Don’t bust my balls. What do you 

want?

OLD MAN

Have a seat.

YOUNG MAN

What do you want?

OLD MAN




Will you please sit down?

YOUNG MAN

 

Tell me what this is about and 

then I’ll sit down.

OLD MAN

  


I will when you sit down!


Waiter arrives with the wine, glasses, and small    

wicker basket filled with sliced French bread; he

places them on the table; he fills the glasses.

WAITER

  


Anything else?

OLD MAN

(curt)

  


No thank you.

WAITER

  



If you change your mind, I’ll be 





sitting right over there, okay?

OLD MAN





Thank you.


Waiter gestures to the newspaper.

WAITER





You done with that?


Old Man gestures to the newspaper.

OLD MAN





Be my guest.

WAITER





Thanks.


Waiter scoops up the newspaper, walks over to a nearby


table, sits down and starts reading.

YOUNG MAN

Come on. I don’t have all day.

OLD MAN

  


At least have a glass of wine?

YOUNG MAN

I can make my own, remember?

OLD MAN




Don’t be a smart ass.

YOUNG MAN

(sighs)

 

Okay. But just one. I’ve got 

things to do.

OLD MAN

 



What? Another table or have you 





graduated to bookcases?

YOUNG MAN

Bust my balls and I’m leaving!

OLD MAN

  


Sorry. 


Old Man leans forward and rests his folded hands on 


the table while Young Man pulls out the chair and 


reluctantly sits; he picks up his glass, takes a sip, 


and 
then places it down on the table, and stares


directly into Old Man’s eyes.

YOUNG MAN

 


What do you want?


Old Man takes a sip of his wine.

OLD MAN

 


How’s your mother?

YOUNG MAN

 (scoffs)

She asks about you all the time, 

YOUNG MAN (cont’d)

so why don’t you drop by once in 

a while and see for yourself?

OLD MAN

I’ve been meaning to, but I’ve 

been really busy, lately. 

YOUNG MAN

Same old shit. 


Old Man frowns his confusion.

OLD MAN

What?

YOUNG MAN

Got time for everything else but 

us.

OLD MAN

 


Don’t start. I’ve spend plenty 

time with all of you.

YOUNG MAN

 


Yeah? What about Lou?

OLD MAN

  


What about him?

YOUNG MAN

 


Maybe if you stuck around more 




often, he wouldn’t have turned 




out the way he did.

OLD MAN

(scoffs)

Don’t kid yourself. It wouldn’t 

have mattered. 

YOUNG MAN 

Why not?

OLD MAN

 


Lou’s brain is just not wired 

right.

YOUNG MAN

And whose fault is that?!

OLD MAN

His! He made a bad choice and now 

he has to live with it.

YOUNG MAN 

You never accept responsibility 

for nothing!

OLD MAN

  


Listen! All of you are going to 

have to start accepting blame 

for your actions and leave me 

the fuck alone! And while we’re 

on the subject of responsibility, 

when are you going to start 

taking yours seriously?!

Young Man slaps the table top in anger.

YOUNG MAN 

   


I knew! I just fucking knew it! I 

already told you NO! I’m not going

back! 

Old Man retrieves a cigar from the inside pocket of his suit jacket and slips it between his lips. 

OLD MAN

  


You’ve got to go! I’ve already got 

the pony-boys running rampant down 

there! Death, war, pestilence, 

famine! The whole schmear! Not to 

mention tornadoes, earthquakes, 

title waves! You’ll screw up all 

my plans if you don’t go!

A tiny, dark cloud suddenly forms above Old Man’s 

head, a small lightning bolt shoots out striking the tip of the cigar; Old Man puffs it to life.

YOUNG MAN

Fuck your plans!

The cloud vanishes; Old Man glares as he snatches the cigar from his mouth and then leans menacingly forward; Young Man glares right back.

OLD MAN

  


Careful, boy! I’ve put up with a 

lot shit over the years, but I 

draw the line at disrespect from 

my own son!


YOUNG MAN

Get used to it!


BLOND GIRL (10) with pig-tails and wearing a white-lace party dress suddenly appears sitting in the chair to Young Man’s left and looks over to The Old Man.

BLOND GIRL

You’re gonna let him talk to you 

like that?

YOUNG MAN

And what the hell are you doing 

here?!


Blond Girl’s eyes glow a fiery red as she turns to Young Man.

BLOND GIRL

The Old Man looked like he could 

use a little help! That’s why I’m 

here, you ungrateful little shit!

YOUNG MAN

You better watch your mouth! I’m 

not----

OLD MAN

(interjects)

Stop it! You two arguing is not 

helping!

BLOND GIRL

Then tell wood boy over here to 

watch his mouth and start showing 

you some respect!

Young Man glares at Blond Girl; there’s a sudden flash of light and flame, and Blond Girl is turned into a pile of black ash; Old Man offers Young Man an admonishing stare, and then lets out a heavy SIGH.

OLD MAN

I really wish you’d stop doing that. 

She’s already pissed at you.

YOUNG MAN

I don’t a give shit. She gets on my 

nerves.

With a slight wave of Old Man’s hand the ashes transform back into Blond Girl, who is royally pissed off and shoots daggers at Young Man.

BLOND GIRL

STOP THAT SHIT! I’M ALREADY PISSED 

OFF WITH YOU AS IT IS!

YOUNG MAN

(to Old Man)

Huh. You were right. Who knew?

OLD MAN

(to Blond Girl)

Go, before he does something I 

can’t fix.

BLOND GIRL




Okay.


Blond Girl glares at Young Man before she morphs into a DOVE and then flies off.

YOUNG MAN

Why do you keep that little bitch 

around, anyway?

OLD MAN

She helps out.

YOUNG MAN

(scoffs)

She does, huh? How?

Young Man sips his wine.

OLD MAN

She just does, okay?

YOUNG MAN

Yeah? Since she’s so helpful, then 

send her.

OLD MAN

Look. I know it was rough the 

first time, but----

YOUNG MAN

(interjects)

Rough?! 

(scoffs)

Are you kidding me?! You had me 

running around telling those 

talking monkeys I was the Son 

of God!

OLD MAN

Yeah? So?

YOUNG MAN

(scoffs)

Do you have any idea how crazy 

I sounded?!

OLD MAN

Well. Yeah. Sort of.


Young Man narrows his eyes at Old Man while slowly shaking His head.

YOUNG MAN

You are absolutely clueless.

OLD MAN

What do you mean clueless? Didn’t 

I did fill your head with everything 

you needed to tell them?

YOUNG MAN

You had me speaking in parables. 

What the hell was that all about?

OLD MAN

I thought it’d help you come off 

like a sage.

YOUNG MAN

Sage my ass! I didn’t even know what 

the fuck I was talking about!

OLD MAN

But you got the message across, 

right?

YOUNG MAN

Are you kidding me? I had 5,000 

talking monkeys standing around 

scratching their heads and picking 

fleas off each other! If I didn’t 

have the fucking thing catered, 

they wouldn’t had any reason to 

stick around! 

OLD MAN

Some of them had to be paying 

attention. They did ask you how 

to pray, didn’t they?

YOUNG MAN

Yeah, and the morons have been 

repeating the same prayer for 

the past 2,000 years! 

OLD MAN

I know it was a little frustrating, 

but---

YOUNG MAN

(interjects)

Frustrating! Are you fucking 

kidding me?! The head nutcase 

thought I was after his job, so 

he and his cronies pulled me out 

of bed at two in the morning and 

had me stand trial; then that 

little shit, Judas lays a wet one 

on me and hands me over to the 

Romans, who threw me a beating

every chance they got, and then 

YOUNG MAN (cont’d)

they stuck thorns in my fucking 

skull, had me carry a hunk of 

wood up a hill, and then they 

nailed me to the fucking thing! 

And that shit hurt!! And don’t 

even get me started on the death 

thing, okay?! 

OLD MAN

Don’t blame me for that shit! 

Didn’t I tell you to keep a low 

profile?! But nooooo, you just had 

to turn water into wine and heal 

the blind and crippled! And don’t 

even get me started on that Lazarus 

thing!

YOUNG MAN

(chagrined)

But I thought----

OLD MAN

(interjects)

I didn’t send you down there to 

think!

YOUNG MAN

Sorry. 

OLD MAN

Sorry shit! All you had to do was 

stick to my plan!

YOUNG MAN

(glares)

Why’s everything gotta be about 

you?! What about my plans?


Old Man frowns his bewilderment.

OLD MAN

Plans? What plans? What are you 

talking about?

YOUNG MAN

I wanted to hook up with that 

YOUNG MAN (cont’d)

Magdalene chick, move up north, 

have a couple of kids and then 

start my own custom furniture 

business. 

(sighs)

But you don’t give a shit about 

anybody but yourself! You throw 

together some half-assed scheme, 

include us in without asking and 

we’re suppose to just accept it 

because it’s you!

WAITER (OS)

  


The kid’s gotta point.

Young Man gestures to Waiter.

YOUNG MAN  

  


See?!

OLD MAN

(scowls at Waiter) 

Excuse me! We’re trying to have a 

private conversation over here!

Waiter walks up to the table.

WAITER

  


It’s not like this doesn’t got 

nothing with me, you know?

OLD MAN

  


And who the hell are you?!

Waiter morphs into a 25-year-old ANGEL with flowing hair and robes; Old Man’s brow furrows with recognition. 

OLD MAN (cont’d)

Lou! Shit! How many times do I 

have to kick your ass out of 

here?!


The Angel morphs back into Waiter.

WAITER

Don’t worry about it. I just need

a few questions answered, and then 

I’m out of here. 

(gestures)

Mind if I sit down?

OLD MAN

Matter of fact I do! 

YOUNG MAN

     

Well I don’t! Have a seat.

Waiter sits down.

WAITER 

(to Young Man) 

 


How’re you doing?

YOUNG MAN

(scoffs)

 


I’ve been better.

WAITER

(scoffs)

  


Tell me about it.

(frowns)

Oh. Listen. I’m really sorry about 

that temptation thing. Nothing 

personal. I was just doing my job. 


Young Man waves a dismissive hand.

YOUNG MAN

Don’t worry about it. It wasn’t 

your fault.


Young Man glares at Old Man.

OLD MAN

Oh. You’re blaming me for that, 

too?!

(to Waiter)

  


What do you want?!

WAITER

Like I said: I just need a few 

WAITER (cont’d)

questions answered, and then 

I’m out of here. 

OLD MAN

  


About what?

WAITER

  


About what you’re doing?

OLD MAN

  


What makes you think I have to 

explain myself to you?

WAITER




Your plan involves those talking 

monkeys coming up here in droves, 

and I can’t have that. I really 

can’t.

OLD MAN

(irate) 

You can’t?! Who died and left you 


    Me?!

WAITER

  



What do you think my little coup





was all about?! 

OLD MAN

  


And who do you think put that little

idea in your shrunken head?


Waiter frowns his confusion.

WAITER

  


What’re you talking about?

OLD MAN

  


It was a test of your love and 

loyalty and you failed!

WAITER

(angry)

  


What?! 

Young Man starts waving an attention-getting hand.

YOUNG MAN 

Hello? Excuse me?

OLD MAN

(glares)

What?!

YOUNG MAN

I really hate to interrupt your 

little stroll down memory lane, 

but this is about me, remember?

WAITER

  


Sorry, kid. Go ahead.

OLD MAN

Don’t you think this is a little 

crazy?

YOUNG MAN

What is?

OLD MAN

You two ganging up on me?!

WAITER

Have you talked to Mikey and Gabe, 

lately? We’re not the only ones who 

have a problem with you and those 

talking monkeys. 

OLD MAN

You’re the reason I created them 

in the first place!


Waiter frowns his confusion.

WAITER

  


What’re talking about?

OLD MAN

Jesus!

YOUNG MAN

What?

OLD MAN

Shut up!

(to Waiter)

You’re like sit-com stupid, you 

know that?! 

WAITER

  

Stop playing games and just spit 

it out, already!

OLD MAN

  


You don’t have a clue as to who 

those humans really are, do you?

WAITER

 


No. Who?

OLD MAN

  


They’re you!

WAITER

What’re talking about?!

YOUNG MAN

(scoffs) 

   


This ought to be good.

WAITER

(to Young Man)

Shut up! 


Young Man becomes indignant.

YOUNG MAN

Hello? When did this become not 

about me?

OLD MAN AND WAITER

Shut up!

WAITER (cont’d)

(to Old Man)

 


Well? Let’s have it!

OLD MAN

 


You remember the third of the 

angels who were sitting on the 

OLD MAN (cont’d)

Fence of Indecision?

WAITER

Yeah? And?

OLD MAN

 


Well, after I gave you and your 

playmates the boot, they came up 

to me with a lot of lame bullshit 

about how they knew I was going 

to win and they had my back just 

in case I didn’t. And I got to 

tell you, that shit pissed me off 

more than what you did. Anyway, I 

was about to send them down to keep 

you company, but then I thought 

I’d give them a chance to redeem 

themselves, instead. So I decided 

for every human born on Earth, I 

would infuse an angel’s essence in 

that body, and all they had to do 

was stick to my plan of salvation 

and I would allow them to come back 

home.


Waiter becomes wide-eyed with anger.

WAITER

You did what?!

OLD MAN

You heard me.

YOUNG MAN

That should’ve been a cakewalk 

for angels, right?

OLD MAN

 


It would’ve been if I didn’t erase 

their divine memories.

WAITER

So I’ve been doing the eternal 

torment and damnation thing on 

my own friends all this time?

OLD MAN

 


Yep.

WAITER

(scoffs)

 


You’re in need of some serious 

couch time, you know that?!

YOUNG MAN

We could’ve avoiding all this 

bullshit if would’ve just let 

me know what was going on!

OLD MAN

Even I have rules.

YOUNG MAN

(scoffs)

Yeah? Since when?

OLD MAN

Since always!

WAITER

What rules? What’re talking about?

OLD MAN 

This is the way it is: If just one 

human found out who they really are, 

then all of creation would cease 

to exist.

WAITER

 


Everything?!

OLD MAN

(nods)

 


Everything. And then I’d have to 

start all over again, and you know 

how much I really hate starting 

all over again.

 (to Young Man) 

Is any of this sinking in?

YOUNG MAN

 


I get it, already! If I don’t go 

back, nobody comes home, right?

OLD MAN

Give the boy a cheroot. 

YOUNG MAN




Why did you toss all of this shit 

in my lap?

OLD MAN

 


Because you’re my son and that’s 

the way it is.

WAITER

 


What about me?


Old Man frowns his confusion.

OLD MAN

 


What about you?

WAITER

(hopeful)

 


Do I get to come back home?

Old Man furrows his brow and shakes his head. 

OLD MAN

 


Nope.

Waiter frowns his disappointment.

WAITER

 


Why not?

OLD MAN

 


You know why not.

WAITER

You still can’t be pissed?!

OLD MAN

 


I’m not. It’s just that you didn’t 

have any faith in me. 

WAITER

 


I only did it because I thought 

you were losing it! We all did! 

What?! You never saw Caine Mutiny?!

OLD MAN

 


Look. I already told you, it was 

a test and you failed.

WAITER

 


I didn’t know! How was I supposed 

to know?!

OLD MAN

 


You weren’t. You were supposed to 

believe and trust in me.

WAITER

 


But what if I’m really, really, 

really repentant?

OLD MAN

(scoffs)

 


You think I forgot about that 

little line you stuck in Milton’s 

head?

Waiter violently pushes off the table and stands bolt upright.

WAITER

 


FUCK! Whatever happened to that 

forgiving, loving God shit you 

keep yammering about?! 

OLD MAN

Hey. Forgiveness only goes so far. 

WAITER

 


Shit! But I hate it down there! All 

that whining and moaning is driving 

me fucking crazy!

OLD MAN

 


Sorry.


Waiter composes himself and sits back down.

WAITER

Did I mention that it’s freezing

down there?

The background turns into a huge, dark cavern covered 

with ice; hundreds of WAILING and struggling people are trapped waist-deep in a frozen lake; demons are throwing spear-shaped icicles at them.

Young Man frowns his confusion.

YOUNG MAN

Freezing? I thought you were doing 

the fire and brimstone thing?

WAITER

 
Fuck no! Hell is the only place 

where the warmth of His love 

doesn’t exist.

The previous background returns as Old Man reaches 

over and taps Waiter’s forehead; Waiter’s face goes blank; he stands, blinks a few times while shaking his head, and then focuses on Old Man.

WAITER (cont’d)

 


Can I get you anything else?

OLD MAN

 


Just the check.

Waiter pulls out his order pad from his apron pocket,  tears off the check and places it on the table.

WAITER

 


Let me know when you’re ready, ok?

Old Man nods and then Waiter hurries off and enters the café.

YOUNG MAN

 


What did you do to him?

OLD MAN

 


I erased our little chat from his 

memory.

YOUNG MAN

Why?

OLD MAN

Less painful not knowing.

YOUNG MAN

    


Why do you care?

OLD MAN

(glares)

 


Don’t you have somewhere to be?

YOUNG MAN 

Maybe. 

OLD MAN

 


What else is on your mind?

YOUNG MAN

You were going to create all this 

shit anyway, weren’t you?

OLD MAN

 


Pretty much.

YOUNG MAN

 


Why?

OLD MAN

 


Even I get bored once in a while.


Young Man lets out a disgusted SNORT.

YOUNG MAN

Forget it. I’m not going back.

OLD MAN

(frowns)

Why not?!

YOUNG MAN

Because you can’t go around creating 

things and people just so you have 

something to play with. You’re like 

some big fucking kid!

OLD MAN

Then don’t do it for me, do it for 

them.


Young Man thinks about it for a second or two.

YOUNG MAN

Okay, but on one condition.

OLD MAN

And that is? 

YOUNG MAN

No matter how it turns out, this is

it. You gotta promise that you’re 

not going to do anything like this 

ever again, okay?


Old Man frowns in thought as he stares at Young Man.

OLD MAN

And why should I do that?

YOUNG MAN

Because it’s not right, that’s why. 

And why do I have to tell you, of 

all beings, this?!

(sighs)

Well? What’s it gonna be?

OLD MAN

(irritated)

I’m thinking!

YOUNG MAN

Good. You’ve got two seconds.


OLD MAN

Okay. I promise.

YOUNG MAN

Wonderful.


Young Man slides his chair back, gets up and walks away. As Old Man watches Young Man leave, and then he morphs into Blond Girl; she puffs her cigar back to life and smiles.

EXT. BLACK VOID 

A multitude of tiny sparks form in the center; multicolored gas-clouds start to form and swirl; there’s a massive explosion; planets, comets and stars start shooting from the center.

EXT. SIDEWALK CAFÉ – DAY

Positioned on the sidewalk in front are six tables with four chairs each.

SUPER: 15,000,000,000 YEARS LATER

Troubled OLD MAN (65), with a shock of white hair and neatly trimmed full-beard, dressed in a white suit and turtleneck, is sitting at one of the tables; he’s reading a newspaper while frequently checking his pocket-watch.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END
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