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IRIS IN:

EXT. CITY SCAPE - LATE AFTERNOON

Fromthis vantage over the roofs, animalistic sounds of the
city threaten to overwhel m

Soon, sonething else, engulfs all others--
A lone piano mxed into a concerto.

W float to a series of apartnment wi ndows bel ow, finding--

EXT. PIANIST'S WNDOW - APT. BU LDI NG - CONTI NUCUS

--in, one particular window, a tall lanky man in his |late 30s
resting on the sill. H's distant eyes stare foolishly out,

wai ting for sonething amazing to happen.

This is our PIAN ST.

Through the flow ng curtains, the background illum nates--

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - PI ANI ST'S APT. - CONTI NUOUS

Upscale, with two roons in the background, along with a
bat hroom door ajar.

In the well-managed kitchen, a pile of dishes. On the table,
delivery receipts.

| mmacul ately framed photos line the walls, dating back years--
A younger tuxedoed Pianist, shaking hands with world | eaders,
ot her nusicians, celebrities, etc. Hs lucrative career as a
concert pianist.

Besi de a copy of “Catcher in the Rye,” yell owed newspaper
clippings and nusi cal periodicals. The headlines read--

“Where is our bel oved geni us?” Anot her reads “Local genius
treated for OXosclerosis...outlook dire.” Below, an old photo
of a smling, young Pianist.

In the corner -- the nuscul ar Bosendorfer Concert G and
Piano. A former warrior, neutered into early retirenent--

FADE TO BLACK



FADE | N:

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - PIANIST'S APT. - N GHT

Moon gl ow softens Pianist’s sleeping face as he | ays sl unped
on the hardwood bel ow t he w ndow.

Static silence fills the room itens of his existence remin
unt ouched.

Until -- a single nelodic note travels across the void.
A violin.
He doesn’t hear at first, but -- his eyes flutter, focusing.

Shifts off the floor, arching his neck to peer out--
Not hi ng across the rainy cityscape, only anonynous buil di ngs.

Except -- a lone square light shining brightly. And there,
seated at the wi ndow, instrunment to her chin--

The VI QLI NI ST.
Eyes cl osed, graceful fingers finessing the neck with ease.
H s unreadabl e eyes never Dblink. Not once.

Li ke a dream the nmonent is otherworldly. She is unknow ngly
expressing herself in the nost sinple and profound way- -

I nst ant aneously, an idea -- counts the floors to her w ndow
(okay -- 8 floors). G abs whatever bel ongi ngs he needs,
dashes for the door -- and FREEZES, staring at the handl e.

Slow y, he shrinks away fromthe door. He can't do it--

DI SSOLVE TO

As she finishes, a certain sadness hits. Pulls the w ndow
shut, glides away, and the |lights darken--

FINALLY -- He can breathe again. Reaches and pulls the w ndow
pane down, draw ng the curtains.

Absent mi ndedl y sl unps backward on the piano bench, not sure
what to do with hinself--

Reaches into a nearby drawer, pulls out |oose pages of sheet
nmusic, then three pencils. Places the sheet nmusic on the
stand, pencils placed besi de.



Massages the keys, dust particles trickling in the nmoonlight,
her sweet sound haunting his nmenory--

H s head hangs |ow, contenplating. Peers at the sheet--
H S POV -- the blank sheet peering back
His fingers an extension of his mnd, contenplating--

BANG NG DO ON THE FI RST KEY, THEN THE NEXT -- with such
ferocity, such skill--

SMASH CUT TGO

A MJUSI CAL MONTAGE BEG NS.

--Bathed in norning light, he plays, a pencil tucked behind
his ear, adding a new note.

Di scarded paper |ay about, stops and starts of genius.

--At night, in his favorite position at the w ndow, watching
the Violinist as she plays. H's face one of pure joy--

H's fingers finessing the keys--
MATCH CUT TGO
H s hands | ovingly caressing the open air--
DI SSOLVE TO

H s body is slunped at the piano. Takes a nonent to rub his
| ower back- -

DI SSOLVE TO

Through tine-1apse, the night sky turns to day, back to night
-- a silhouetted figure, working.

The fl oor has becone | ess cluttered.

The keys are devoid of dust. Hi s long fingers expertly nove
across them he and the instrunment are again, one--

DI SSOLVE TO

THE SHEET MUSIC -- filled with pencil ed notes, not one
m st ake- -



Giding toward the wi ndow, across the way, the Violinist
pl ays. She stops abruptly, her ears may be playing tricks.
She m ght just hear the wisp of a piano in the night air--
THE MONTAGE ENDS.

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE | N:

I NT. BATHROOM - PI ANI ST' S APT. - DAY

Pi ani st buttons up his nicest shirt. Reaches for the hanging
jacket, and slides it on.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - PI ANI ST'S APT. - MOMENTS LATER

Closes the lid, carefully pulls the sheet nmusic to his chest.

G inpses out the open window -- no Violinist. Enmpty. Only
fl ow ng curtains, beckoning him

A smle spreads as he gently pulls the curtain closed.

At the front door, he holds a clenched, enpty grip over the
handle. H's brow slightly perspired--

Before fear gets the best of him takes a deep breath --
TW STS THE HANDLE, EXI TS.

I NT. ELEVATOR - PIANI ST'S APT. BUI LDI NG - MOMENTS LATER
Lit buttons ascend on the pad, back and forth--

Music held firmy to his chest, Pianist huddles in his
corner, tensely eyeing--

The ELEVATOR OPERATCOR, at attention in the other corner.
Acknow edges his passenger with a curious nod--

SMASH CUT TGO

EXT. STREET - PIANIST'S APT. BUI LDI NG - MOMVENTS LATER

VHOOSHI NG CARS, HONKS, THOUSANDS OF CONVERSATIONS. In the
m ddl e, Pianist is planted on the sidewal k, being nudged to
and fro by passerby’s, before knocking him-




Toward the building across the street -- the famliar w ndow
with the flowng curtains. She's close, yet so far--

He nudges the button for access to the cross wal k. O her
pedestrians stand close -- too close. One PEDESTRIAN tries
smal | tal k--

PEDESTRI AN
(i ndeci pher abl e)

Pianist didn't catch that, or he’'s too nervous to deci pher --
nervously, he takes a step away.

THE CROSSWALK SIGN -- Solid Red hand turns to Wiite Wal k Man

En mass, pedestrians cross paths. Cutching his nusic,
Pi ani st carefully notions his way through.

A CARELESS WOMAN, eyes glued to her phone, unknow ngly
collides with him In the briefest of seconds, the phone
drops -- he reaches to grab it, RELEASING THE MJSIC FROM HI S
GRASP- -

Breath held, his eyes WDEN as the sheets flutter in the air--
EVERYTHI NG SLOAS TO FRAGVENTS OF MOTION -- save for him

Ext endi ng his hands outward, tightly grips onto the nusic. As
he pulls the nusic down, a bright smle crosses his face,
only to be net with--

NORMAL MOTI ON RESUMES -- A WALL OF CROSSI NG PEDESTRI ANS,
VI Cl QUSLY PUSHI NG H M BACK TO THE CORNER WHERE HE STARTED- -

EXT. STREET - PIANI ST’ S APT. BU LDI NG - CONTI NUOUS

--spilling backward onto the pavenent. A few passersby’s
snicker as they wal k past, the Careless Cell Phone Wnman
i ncl uded.

He’s hurt. Laying there a nonment, he peers up--

The crosswal k sign is enbol dened with the solid “Don’t Wl k”
Hand.

He rolls to his feet, steps to the curb, and holds his hand
out into traffic.

A WHEEZI NG BEATEN CAB SCREECHES TO A STOP. He gets in
points his destination to the driver. They proceed into the
i ntersection--



WDE ON TH S ANGLE- -

--where the cab PUTTERS to a stop, then, officially dies.
The driver bangs the wheel, turns the ignition, nothing--

The traffic Iight changes, yellow to red -- they' re now
bl ocking traffic. Cars pass and weave respectfully around--

Except -- the CAR THAT COVES FROM NOMHERE, PLOW NG | NTO THEM

HEAD- FI RST, spinning the cab |like a top--

SMASH CUT TGO

I NT. AMBULANCE - CONTI NUOUS

Through the wi ndshield, the anbul ance swerves through
traffic, sirens blasting.

Par anedi cs work on a dazed, bl oodi ed Pi anist, the nusic
cl enched to his chest--

SVASH TO BLACK:
FADE | N:

EXT. STREET - PIANI ST S APT. BU LDI NG - ANOTHER DAY

Angl ed Il ow toward the Violinist’s building. A cane enters
frane -- then a cast leg. Finally, the other |eg, cast-I|ess.

Pi ani st is banged up, cuts and bruised, but still persistent.

Appr oaches the crosswal k, pressing the button with his cane,
waits patiently, surrounded by nore carel ess pedestrians--

Sighs to hinsel f. Another day--
The Crosswal k switches to the Wiite Wal k Man- -

The Pi ani st hobbles off the curb with great difficulty. A
wrinkled, tiny hand takes his wist. He turns, eyes neeting--

An ELDERLY WOMAN hol ds hi min assi stance.

As they cross, WE HEAR only nuffled footsteps on the
pavenent, the distant honki ng of an approachi ng car horn--

The El derly Whnman' s reassuring hand rests on his wist--



A faint smle crosses his face. The parallel curb is slowy
within sight--

H S CANE TAPS AGAINST THE CURB OF THE SI DEWALK -- THEY' VE
REACHED THE OTHER SI DE!

He extends his free hand into the air, victorious--
She beans up at him-
ELDERLY WOVAN
| renmenber you fromTV. You used to
play so beautifully...before--
He sm | es conpassionately, as she turns on her way.

Wth unblinking determ nation, he faces the building--

EXT. FRONT DOOR - VICLINIST'S APT. BU LDI NG - MOMVENTS LATER

A MOUNTAI NOUS DOORMAN st ands at attention. Piani st hobbl es
up, reaching for the handl e--

SLAP! The gl oved Doorman’s hand sl aps his bruised hand away!
They stare each ot her down--

Pi ani st side-steps the Doorman, the Doorman bl ocks. Tries the
ot her si de, Doornman counters.

This routine goes on, before, getting the hint, steps away--
t he Doorman’ s suspi ci ous eyes don’t |eave his.

Of-frame, a passing vendor rings a piano jingle with his

cart. Pianist side-eyes the vendor -- Doorman subconsciously
yawns.
The Pianist’s eyebrow arches -- an idea.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. FRONT DOOR - VIOLINIST'S APT. BUI LDI NG - ANOTHER DAY
The Doorman, still at attention, when--
LEGEND: “Two | ong, agonizing days later...”

--a lulling piano creeps into his ears. As the |ull aby
conti nues, he begins yawning, dips his head into slunber--



The lullaby only grows | ouder as the UPRI GHT Pl ANO SQUEAKS
I NTO VIEW the cast-less |leg pushing it toward the door.

Just to be sure, Pianist plays another nonent. Doornman snores
a response -- that should do it. Weels past--

I NT. LOBBY - VIOLINIST'S APT. BU LD NG - MOMENTS LATER

Pi ani st scans the tenant directory -- the 8th fl oor.

MOMVENTS LATER

At the elevator, he rolls the piano to a stop. Pushes the
button, nusic in one hand, sweating profusely. Rather pleased

w th hinmself--

Then sees the note, partially obscured by his piano--
“Qut of order. Plenty of stairs--"

SMASH CUT TGO

MOVENTS LATER

The piano is pushed roughly against the first step, pokes his
head up the stairwell--

H'S POV -- the stairs stretch, a la Verti go.

Sl unps down, defeated. He's quickly running out of options--

A lingering chord envel opes the air -- a violin.
Arches his head back up the stairwell -- is this a nenory?
H s eyebrows furrow, his lips thin -- reaches with

outstretched fingers, and CLAWS AND BEATS AT HI S CAST LEG
ANI MALI STI C.

He doesn’t shred it entirely, enough for it to bend.

He’'s crazy. The violin calls--

Breat hing deep at his new power, holds the cane up -- tosses
it aside.
He pulls out the nusic, clenching it tight -- HE S RENEWED.

A SERIES OF | MAGES -- the piano, the beckoning stairs, the
nmusi ¢ perneati ng down- -



Grabs the piano, angles it to the first step, and PUSHES
SI DEVAYS, THE BEAUTI FUL WOOD CRUNCHI NG FROM THE WEI GHT- -
I NT. STAIRWELL - VIOLINI ST'S APT. BUI LDI NG - SAME

Pi ani st pushes with all his mght, strain pressed into his
tenpl es, about to | ose his footing at any nonent- -

DI SSOLVE TO

THE FLOOR NUMBERS fl oat past. “2nd Floor,” then “3rd” and
“4th Fl oor.” Never ending--

DI SSOLVE TO

The pi ano bangs on the landing of floor after floor, taking
damage as it descends. Pieces sheddi ng away- -

DI SSOLVE TO

The “8th Floor” floats into vi ew -

I NT. HALLWAY - VICLIN ST'S APT. BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUOUS

A POV observes the stairwell. The piano is slowy shoved into
view by a strong hand, wheeling gingerly onto the final

| andi ng, tattered--

The panting Pianist coll apses, gaspi ng DESPERATELY f or
breath, but -- senses soneone. Lifts his head--

At long last -- the Violinist, in all her insurnmountable
beauty, staring quizzically at him H's field of view reveals
her |ow to the ground--

Never blinking, he side-steps the piano--

SHEE S IN A WHEELCHAIR, the violin in her |ap.

Qui ckly putting the pieces together -- a smle spreads, then
finally, a sense of joy--

VI CLI NI ST
How di d you--?

H s face drops as he searches for the words--

Reaches into his pocket, presenting her the nusic, covered in
specs of bl ood and sweat - -

They stare at one another, transfixed--



10.

The piano -- the Pianist living with Qtosclerosis -- the
wheel - chai red bound Violinist.

DI SSOLVE TO

INT. VIOLINI ST'S APT. - LATE AFTERNOON

Seated by the window, violin to her chin, she plays with
beauti ful precision.

Playing at the shattered piano, his eyes never |eaving hers--
Bet ween them on a stand, rests their nusic--

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. WNDOW - VICLIN ST'S APT. BU LDI NG - SAME

W pull away fromthe w ndow, giving them sonme privacy.
Further and further, the nusic |eads us.

Soon her building joins others, until the entire city is in
view, resting up after another |ong day--

| RIS QUT:
THE END



