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“GRADUATE SCHOOL’

FADE IN:

EXT.  MID WESTERN UNIVERSITY CAMPUS – DAY

The campus is filled with students going and coming from classes.  The walkways are meeting places for a large student population in a thriving Mid-Western University.

A young female graduate student is walking quickly towards a large building marked on the side as, “The School of Theatre”.

Behind her walk two young men, TOM HARMON and JEFF WILCOX.

They see her from top to bottom, left to right.


TOM


What an everything!!



JEFF


Yeah, true.  The word on the

street is that she’s clingy, 

very clingy.



TOM


I hate that.



JEFF


Might be worth it, you never

know.



TOM


Yeah!  Still - no, you’re


right.  Clingy sucks!!

They stop as the female student rushes into the building.



TOM


Okay, let me just say this about

what is about to happen.  



JEFF


Okay mom.



TOM


And don’t interrupt.  Hellsburg 

is an asshole.  Because he was 

once Dean of this school he’s

untouchable and he 
hates techies. 

Don’t let him get your nut. 

I’ve seen a lot of students go


through here and its like war 

on the veldt in Africa.  He

picks his prey and he pounces. 

Just let him do his thing and 

then see what the bottom line

is.  Deal?

Jeff looks off into the distance as he distances himself from what he is about to face.



JEFF


He could ruin me.



TOM


That is yet to be determined.



JEFF


Okay.  I’ll be cool and face 

the dragon.

Jeff walks on into the building.

Tom remains on the sidewalk shaking his head up and down in recognition but his mind is far away in the world of sex, drugs and video tapes.

INT.  SCHOOL WOMEN’S RESTROOM – DAY

In the restroom in a clean, gray tiled stall, the hands 

of the female graduate student shake as she pulls down her underwear and stands over the toilet.

She pees on a small stick and then waits for it to change color.  She whispers to her self in terror saying;






ALYSIA



Oh god, please.  I’ll do 


anything, I swear to God.

She holds the tiny stick up to her face and she explodes in emotion.

She kicks the stall door open and she sees herself in the mirror above the sinks.

ALYSIA SLATERY, graduate Acting student looks at herself holding the torn open pregnancy-test-kit and smiling from ear to ear.






ALYSIA



Yes!!

Alysia trips trying to get her panties on.

She rushes to the sink holding the little stick and she washes one hand.

Her free hand opens the restroom door and she runs into a hallway.

INT.  HALLWAY – DAY

Alysia sprints past photographs and pictures on the walls all detailing the history of this School of Theatre.

She turns into the green room holding up the stick like a vanquishing sword.

INT.  THEATRE GREEN ROOM – DAY

The room is cluttered with furniture representing different styles and different periods.  There are soda and candy machines crunched into a corner.  Every table
is covered with Theatre and Film magazines showing 
today’s pop stars in every kind of performing art.

ROLAND stands alone near one corner working on a monologue for an upcoming acting class.






ROLAND



“Marat, Today they need you 


because you are going to suffer


for them. Tomorrow they will come


back and smash that urn and they


will...”

Alysia blasts into the room and runs up to Roland’s

back jumping on him and shoving the stick in his 

face.






ALYSIA



Look!!

Roland turns his head in despair and looks at the stick and then at Alysia.

Alysia instantly jumps off his back and backs away and then runs out of the room.






ALYSIA



Oh God, I’m soooo sorry, I


thought you were someone else!!

INT.  HALLWAY – DAY

Alysia runs back into the hallway and runs into the arms of  T.R.

She shows T.R. the test stick.  T.R. is a female, Playwriting graduate student.

T.R. hugs her as she takes out her little leather book.

T.R.



Congratulations, more information


for my...

Alysia runs off as Roland begins working again inside the greenroom.






ROLAND (O.S.)



“Now I will tell you what I 


think of the revolution”.






ALYSIA





(running past offices)



I’m never going to let this


happen again.  Never!.  Ever!!

She runs past Dr. Hellsburg’s office and sees, for an instant, DR. HELLSBURG and Jeff, a graduate student Lighting Designer.

INT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – DAY

The office is old and large and obviously comes with

a lot of seniority.  There is a sign above his book

shelves which reads ‘Head of Directing’.

The books shelves are lined with theatre texts about Directing, Acting, Theatre History and plays lined up, stacked up and forced into every corner they can fit.

Dr. Hellsburg sits at his imposing wood desk with just enough room cleared to show a lighting design.

Dr. Hellsburg is dark, almost evil in his sinister 

desire to have power over these meager students.  He

makes Jeff sweat as he coolly shreds him in his

private office.






DR. HELLSBURG



I’m sorry Jeff but as far as


I’m concerned you never cared 


about this show in the first


place.  It was always second


fiddle to some outside little


theatre production and now you



will suffer the consequences.






JEFF



But Dr. Hellsburg, if you give


me a ‘C’ 
you ruin my career in 


Graduate School.











DR. HELLSBURG



Be that as it may, I tried to


tell you in the beginning that


this was your prime responsibility.




JEFF



Sir, will all due respect...






DR. HELLSBURG



No Jeff, with all due respect to


me, you were late with your 


drawings and the quality of


the material was inferior for 


the standards of any theatre.






JEFF



That is a lie!!

GARY passes outside the open door.  He stops and looks

in.

He waits trying to time an entrance but T.R. walks by him and grabs his arm and pulls him towards the greenroom.

INT.  HALLWAY – DAY

T.R. pulls Gary away as he makes a shaky effort to return to the doorway.  Gary is a student director in the Masters Degree Program.






T.R.



Don’t!!  What is the matter with


you anyway?

She loosens her grip as they come closer to the greenroom where Roland is still working.






ROLAND (O.S.)



“...out of hatred for myself



and the limitations of my mind.


In prison I created in my mind


monstrous representatives of a


dying class”.






GARY



Who does that guy think he is


anyway?






T.R.



Only the head of the Directing


program and your mentor.

They stop outside the greenroom door.






GARY



He hasn’t seen any of my projects


since I’ve been here and I 


graduate in two months with a


Masters.






T.R.



Aye and therein lies the rub. 


It’s not the same.  Masters is


an academic degree and MFA is 


a professional degree.






GARY



How can they pay him, he’s never


here because he’s in town 


directing and being assisted by 


that BFA little blonde bitch 


...?






T.R.



You can’t give him what she


can.






GARY



I’m the one paying for the


degree!!






T.R.



Ain’t life a fuck.

They walk into the greenroom.
INT.  GREENROOM – DAY

Roland is still in his corner working.  T.R. and Gary sit and look quickly through the new entertainment magazines.

LANEEN comes into the room smoking.






T.R.



You can’t smoke in here Laneen.

Laneen gives T.R. the finger and goes back out the

door.






T.R.



I hate actresses.  That’s why


I switched to playwriting, I


don’ t have to put up with 


these girls who think their 


soooo incredibly talented. 


Gag me.






GARY



How could I ever tell anyone


outside that I never had a




relationship with my advisor?






T.R.



Don’t worry, out there no one


will ever ask!!  Oh God.

T. R. jumps up and collects her things.






T.R.



What time is it?  I’m late for 


Savine’s class...again!!

She runs out.






ROLAND



“I recorded the mechanics of 


their atrocities in the minutest


detail and brought out everything


wicked and brutal... ‘





GARY





(to himself)



Why would anyone want to revive



Marat Sade?






ROLAND



... that lay inside me”.






GARY





(leaving)



What am I doing here?






ROLAND



“In a criminal society I dug the



criminal out of myself so I could



understand him and so understand



the times we live in”.

INT.  HALLWAY – DAY

Gary walks dejectedly down the hall.

He passes Dr. Hellsburg’s office again and Jeff is still being fried in front of the fiery Hellsburg.

He passes the closed door of LAWRENCE FREEMAN, acting teacher.

Gary knocks on Lawrence door and then tries the door knob.

INT.  FREEMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

Lawrence Freeman turns quickly to the door and watches 
the handle turn.

He hears the person WALK on.

His hands are finely sculptured and his nails are immaculate as he delicately opens the tiny bindle of cocaine and pours a small amount out on his desk.

He chops out a line as Enya plays through his old

Kenwood system. 

Lawrence’ office is small compared to Dr. Hellsburg.

His book shelves are crammed with acting copies, anthologies, History of Acting, magazines and

single-sheet monologues stacked in piles all over.

Lawrence looks out at the campus through the high

window behind his desk.

He holds up arms and hands high above his head and he 

lets out a primal scream.

He drops his head and begins to do yoga style breathing.

EXT.  FREEMAN’S OFFICE – DAY

CINDA, a graduate Costume student is walking by when she hears a scream inside Lawrence Freeman’s office.

She stops, listens, knocks and then tries the handle.

DAVID, a graduate Design student comes up behind her and grabs her around the waste.

Cinda screams and then stifles it quickly when she realizes who it is.






CINDA



Are you crazy?  What are you


doing?






DAVID



What are you doing?











CINDA



I heard someone scream in there


really loud.






DAVID



Yeah, its just Freeman getting


ready for his acting class. 


He’s into releasing some kind 


of primal energy that’s suppose


to get you to...










CINDA



... what?  Get you to what??

David grabs her romantically.






DAVID



To suck his cock.

She pushes him away laughing.

They continue to walk further down the hallway.

They make a left turn at the junction and pass Stella Delatos office.

There is an imposing sign which reads “Head of Acting”.

Cinda hurries David past the office.

DAVID



So, where are you going?






CINDA



Same place you are, Dr. Carols


History of the Theatre.






DAVID



I didn’t know you were in that


class.






CINDA



I know.  I missed a lot because


that’s the only time I can see 


a doctor about my baby.






DAVID



Right, I forget you’re pregnant. 



I mean you don’t look pregnant 


so I forget.

They pass another junction and David sees someone he knows and leaves Cinda.





DAVID



Hey, I’ll see you there, gotta


take care of some business.

David walks right in step next to Tom as they turn a corner and then walk into the scene shop.

INT.  SCENE SHOP – DAY

Tom and David pass by scenery being built for several different shows.  The shop is very busy including whole undergraduate classes in Scenery Construction.

Tom walks David towards his office.






TOM



So, how many did you want all 



together?






DAVID



An ounce.






TOM



That would be four quarters 


but you want it in eight eighths,


right?






DAVID



Yes, and the money will be here 


later today.  After rehearsal.






TOM



Well then Davey, come back here


to my little abode after rehearsal


and I’ll have the goods.






DAVID



No problemo.

Tom shakes his head and walks on into his little cubicle at the far end of the shop.

David is halfway across the shop when an arm slips into his and gently guides him in another direction.

ALLAN STALLSWORTH III, the graduate Design teacher pulls David towards his office.






DAVID



I’ll be late for Savine and you


know how pissey he gets.






ALLAN



Don’t worry about Savine, you’re


a designer not a playwright and 


this will only take a minute.

INT.  ALLAN’S OFFICE – AFTERNOON

Allan’s office is beautifully decorated much like the

man himself.  There is a balanced flavor of male and female with set designs, models and drawings, all taking up the bulk of the space.

Allan guides David to a chair.






ALLAN



Now listen to me.  Hellsburg


does not know that you are gay.


Don’t tell him, don’t do


anything that would suggest it


because he is a vicious man 


and he has certain advertised 



dislikes and homosexuality tops


the list with technicians and


designers just below that.






DAVID



Thanks, I had no idea.






ALLAN



You’re welcome.

Allan bends down and gives him a peck on his forehead.

He walks immediately to his desk and goes back to work.

David waits for just a minute and then leaves, quietly.

MIKE comes up to him in his Osh Kosh overalls covered in wood saw dust.  Mike runs the scene shop.
 




MIKE



Hey, you’re slowing us down in


here without those drawings.






DAVID



I know, I’m really sorry but I


have a class right now and right 


after class I’ll get a set blue


printed and bring them over.






MIKE



Appreciate it!!

Mike lumbers off towards a group of under-graduates in

his scenery class.


Jeff comes running in from the hallway, he is seething 

in anger.

He runs right into Mike who has to hold both of them up

so they don’t fall.






MIKE



Hey!  Hey!! Jeff!  Slow down or 


you’ll kill someone in my shop.






JEFF



Sorry.  Sorry.  

Jeff pulls away and rushes into Tom’s cell.

INT.  TOM AND JEFF’S OFFICE – AFTERNOON

Jeff comes through the make-shift front door like

a bull in a china shop.






JEFF



I’ll kill him!!  I’ll kill that 


Jew mother-fucker.  I’ll tear


his fucking heart out and eat it


in the street.

Jeff goes to work on a make-shift book shelf, throwing

the books, the papers, the stationery supplies, tools
and drafting equipment, on the floor.
Tom watches as he sits at his own tiny desk listening 
to Pink Floyd’s ‘The Wall’.


Jeff continues on his rampage around the little cramped Staff office.


Tom finally stands and walks to the door.

He looks out and then closes it.

Jeff is seated on the floor in tears.






TOM



So the burg doesn’t budge?  I 


told you.  He isn’t here to


teach Jeff, he’s the antichrist. 


He intimidates and fucks 


graduate students, that’s his


playground, that’s his weakness



and that is where you can beat


him.






JEFF



My whole life... has been 



spent getting here...nobody


is going to take that away.






TOM



Just don’t leave any phone


messages and promise me you’ll 


talk to me first before you do


anything.  Anything!!

Jeff stands up slowly and begins putting the office

back together.






TOM



Fuck that!!  I’ll take care of 


this, promise me.

Jeff walks soulfully to the door and opens it.






JEFF



I promise.

He leaves the office.

Everyone in the shop looks at him secretly or boldly.  
He is the center of conversation as he leaves the shop.

INT.  HALLWAY – AFTERNOON

Jeff walks out of the shop into the hallway.  

He passes many people going and coming from classes but Jeff is in his own world of terror and hatred.

He kills Hellsburg with every step of his journey.  

He is deep in his own convulsive day dream when he 

turns off into a stairwell.

INT.  STAIRWELL – AFTERNOON

Jeff runs as fast as he can up two flights of stairs.

He charges into the Little Theatre door.

INT.  LITTLE THEATRE – AFTERNOON


The Little Theatre is cool and dark and totally quiet except for the minute activity outside that invades the concrete walls as sound.

Jeff walks carefully over to a stage bed and throws himself down.

He sits up and leans over his knees wondering if he’s going to throw up.

The smell of cigarette smoke brings his head up.
He turns and finds Laneen standing behind him in the dark.






LANEEN



Hi.






JEFF



Hi.






LANEEN



What happened?






JEFF



Hellsburg the mother-fucker is 


giving me a ‘C’ for the lighting 


design of “Marat Sade”.






LANEEN



Oh God.  That prick is so full 


of himself, he deserves to get 


his nuts cut off, publicly.

Laneen pushes her cigarette into the floor and joins Jeff on the bed.






LANEEN



Is there anything I can do?

Jeff looks at Laneen and sees her in a new light.

He quickly survey’s her beautiful body, her lips, her face.

Laneen feels his eyes moving across her frame.  It makes her quiver slightly.

Jeff notices that right away.

They give each other the I-give-you-permission look.

They both lean into the other in a light kiss.

The light kiss becomes a hungry kiss and the hungry kiss leads to unabashed sex on the unlighted stage bed.

The door to the Little Theatre opens.

IVORY, Theatre Technical Director, pokes his head in the door and stops immediately.

He hears the sounds of unleashed PASSION.

He squints trying to make out the cast but its no use and he closes the door again.

INT.  HALLWAY – AFTERNOON

Ivory, a forty year old African/American with a pony

tail and in Bermuda shorts, walks away from the door

to the Little Theatre.

He walks down the hallway until he reaches the prop

shop door.

He opens the door and walks into a room full of props, shelves stacked with props, tables where props are being constructed and an area with power tools for the craft of prop making.

He sits at is desk as the door opens and SHERYL comes in and waves.  Sheryl is in her thirties and the Head of the Costume Shop.

She sits in a royal chair and faces Ivory.






SHERYL



Well, have you thought about it?






IVORY



Oh yeah.  That’s all I do think 


about.  This is what I think. 


If this School of Theatre is ever


going to get up into the top


fifteen in the country, Marsha



Sterns, your boss and the Interim


Dean, has to go.  She’s totally


messing up the entire Technical 


end of the program.






SHERYL



Agreed.






IVORY



And, now that she’s been the


Dean for so long she wants that


power.  Head of Costumes will


never replace Interim Dean,



ever.  She’s power hungry and


she’s stalking faculty votes.

Sheryl stands and walks towards the door.






SHERYL



I just wanted to make sure


you’re on our side, it’s going


to get ugly.

She stops at the door.  Opens it and turns to him.






SHERYL



Very ugly!

She waves and closes the door.

INT.  HALLWAY – LATE AFTERNOON

Sheryl walks away from the Prop Shop and down a hallway filled with student culture wearing everything you could possibly imagine and a little less.

Sheryl looks it how the woman have unusually beautiful bodies and how the men seem to have unusually beautiful faces.

DR. CAROLS, Head of History and Criticism of Theatre, comes up next to Sheryl and walks with her.  Dr. Carols

is in his sixties.






SHERYL



Dr. Carols, don’t you have a 


class right now?






DR. CAROLS



Yes but I just wanted to have a


quick word with you.

They walk a little slower and move to one side of the hallway.

 




DR. CAROLS



I was wondering if you had any 


feelings about Dean Sterns 


putting her name in the hat as 


our permanent Dean.






SHERYL



Tell me Dr. Carols, did you ever 


see that NRA Commercial with


Charlton Heston where he says


‘out of my cold, dead hands.’






DR. CAROLS



I... believe I understand what


you’re telling me.  Thank you. 



Are you coming to the faculty


meeting?






SHERYL



Yes.  Later.  I have fittings for



“Marat”.






DR. CAROLS



See you there.

Dr. Carols breaks off and walks down a branch of the hallway towards his class.

Sheryl disappears into a small service elevator.

A stairwell door next to the elevator opens as the elevator goes up.

Alysia comes out of the door carrying a backpack.

She walks through the hallway looking at the guys.

Most men she passes don’t look at her but the few that

do she looks back at as she struts her stuff.

Alysia opens a door and walks into the Directing Lab.

INT.  DIRECTING LAB – LATE AFTERNOON

The lab is a large room divided into cubicles where the graduate and under-graduate directors have their own, tiny little space to store their books and do pressing homework.

Gary is sitting alone and dejected in his half hidden cube right in the corner of the room. 
There is a make-shift wall with a half door leading into his totally cramped space.

Alysia walks over to him and stands outside his space and talks.






ALYSIA



Hi.  I was just looking for...






GARY



... nobody’s here but me.






ALYSIA



Wow, you look like shit, what


happened?






GARY





(explodes)



I hate Dr. Hellsburg, okay? 


I think that what you get in


Graduate School is a microcosm


of the real world where you



have an advisor who never sees 


your work but grades you on it


anyway.  But, then there is the


fickle finger of fate which now


makes me the Assistant Director


to Hellsburg on “Marat Sade”



so tonight the infamous Dr.


Helldog meets the less infamous


Gary, the directing student in


the Masters program, tonight!! 





ALYSIA



There should be a school on what


to expect in Graduate School. 


A school that teaches you which


end you want to get fucked in. 


Sorry.






GARY



It’s alright, I use that word 


all the time.  So, ah I think


it sucks that you didn’t get


Corday.  You were way better


than Laneen at auditions.

Alysia makes her way into the cubicle.

INT.  GARY’S CUBICLE – LATE AFTERNOON

Alysia snuggles up next to a wall.






ALYSIA



Really?  You’re not just saying 


that.



 




GARY



No, really, you were great. 


You...moved me at the audition.

Alysia leans down and hugs him in thanks.

Her hug moves their heads closer together and she

gives him a quick peck.

Gary is slightly uncomfortable and tries to make a decision to do the right thing.

He turns his chair towards Alysia as she just naturally slides down onto his lap in a full kiss.





ALYSIA



I didn’t really come in here 


to...

He smothers her mouth with his own.






ALYSIA




...what about your wife? 



I mean...

Gary pretends he didn’t hear her as he lifts her blouse and plunges his face into her breasts.






ALYSIA



Oh God, why does it have to


feel so good.

Gary is reaching down trying to get his pants undone and pulled part way down.

Alysia reaches down and begins to fondle him.






GARY



Oh baby, oh God, holy Jesus.






ALYSIA



God, I’m soaking wet.

Alysia reaches down and pulls her underwear aside.

Gary drops his head back on the chair as Alysia grabs him and rubs him up against her.






ALYSIA



Oh God baby wait for me, please.

Gary is struggling not to climax but Alysia keeps

rubbing him up against her until he explodes.






GARY



Oh Jesus, oh my God, oh God!!!






ALYSIA



Wait, please wait, please!!

Alysia fumbles around with Gary trying to get him

inside her but it’s too late.

They are both covered in sperm.

She is wildly now trying to wipe it away from her legs
and thighs.






ALYSIA





(to herself)



God, I said I’d never do this


again and here I am covered in 


cum.






GARY



I’m sorry, I’m so sorry, you 


were just so wet and I couldn’t


control it.

Alysia stands up still trying to wipe herself down with Kleenex that she pulls out by the handfuls from Gary’s desk.

Gary begins to realize that he is also dripping in sex.

He reaches over and grabs some Kleenex and goes to work on himself.

Alysia finishes cleaning herself.

She grabs her backpack and rushes out of the cubicle.






GARY



Alysia, I’m sorry but...

Alysia is moving towards the Directing Lab door.






ALYSIA



Hey, it happens.  Okay?  Just


forget about it, it was just 


one of those things...I’m never 


doing again!!

She opens the door and steps into the hallway.

INT.  HALLWAY - DAY

She crosses the hallway and steps into a woman’s restroom.
Out of the restroom comes MARSHA STERNS, Interim Dean 

of the School of Theatre and Head of Graduate Costume Designers.

Marsha is neatly dressed although she is to heavy for
the kind of dress she wears.

She carries a smart leather side bag and walks directly towards the conference room and the faculty meeting.

Students pass her who recognize her, others have no idea how important she wants to be.

She stops outside the conference room and straightens

her back.

She steps smartly into the room.

INT.  CONFERENCE ROOM – EARLY EVENING

Around a long oval table and grouped by clicks, the 
entire staff and faculty meet.

Marsha sits at the head of the table and her secretary sits next to her.

There is a recording device on the table which takes notes. Also on the table are people’s books, bags, dinner meals, files, set models and an array of arms from a tired faculty and an exhausted staff.






MARSHA



First I would like to thank


everyone for making this meeting,


our theatrical schedule stops 


many of us from attending so


this seems to be the only time 


when we can all get together.

Marsha talks on about many subjects.  As people watch

her, her mouth moves but nothing comes out.  
Larry Freeman, acting teacher, looks around the room trying to see what everyone is really doing.  He wears almost invisible earphones.

Larry hears the sound of a piano artist named Peter Kater in his head-phones as he focuses across at LEONARD SAVINE, Head of Playwriting.

Savine is reading a manuscript from which he occasionally glances up to see if Marsha is still talking.






MARSHA



... and I know there are many 


faculty here who feel that the



American Theatre Festival is


really a waste of time and 


money and that we should 


...

Freeman moves his eyes over to Mike, Head of the Shop,
who is asleep in the shadows behind Leonard.

Down from Leonard, Dr. Hellsburg holds his little court with Dr. Carols, STELLA DELATOS, Head of Acting and a blonde BFA DIRECTING STUDENT.

They are obviously discussing something totally different from what Dean Sterns is talking about.

Lawrence looks behind himself and sees the smiling face

of Ivory who holds up a drawing quickly, of a thumb pointed down.

Larry laughs and the drawing disappears onto Ivory’s lap.

Suddenly Allan Stallsworth III raises his hand and interrupts Dean Stern.






MARSHA



Yes Allan, is it important


right now because...?

ALLAN



It is extremely important and


I apologize to everyone here


but I must leave for design


meetings for “Marat Sade”.

Allan shifts his weight uncomfortably.






ALLAN



Dr. Hellsburg, my student Jeff



Wilcox has informed me that you 



intend to give him a ‘C’ for his 



lighting design for your production.

Dr. Hellsburg lowers his head and looks over the rim of
is glasses trying to determine the climate of the room.






DR. HELLSBURG



That may be true but I don’t


believe that this is the correct


forum for that discussion.










ALLAN



Certainly you don’t.  You would


prefer a forum which met after


school was over and the damage


irreversible.






DR. HELLSBURG



The damage was brought onto 


Jeff by his own inability to 


turn in his work on time.

 




MARSHA



Gentlemen, could we perhaps...






ALLAN



That may be Dr. Hellsburg but 


I have never given any of your


prize students a ‘C’ because


they couldn’t prepare for my



fundamentals class.  Perhaps 


I should 
change my attitude


and start failing some of these


...women!!!






DR. HELLSBURG



How dare you!!!

Both men stand and begin shouting at each other.
The room sits and watches in amazement as Marsha tries 
to get the meeting back under control.

Larry listens to his piano music and watches as it fits perfectly as background music to the scene in front of him.

Leonard looks up briefly from his manuscript.

He catches Stella Delatos eye and they share a moment.

He goes back to his script.






DR. HELLSBURG



I have been here a long time Mr.



Stallsworth and I have never 


been accused of anything as...

Allan stands up and collects his model and other papers ands stomps out of the room.






MARSHA



Allan.  Allan!!  Allan??!!

Hellsburg, like a lion on the open field, tries to 

show himself as the victor.

He eyes each person at the table one at a time seeking their approval.

INT.  HALLWAY – EVENING

Allan is walking as quickly as he can and still maintain his demeanor.

He turns down several hallways and then walks into the side doors of the big theatre.

INT.  BIG THEATRE – NIGHT

There is a blocking rehearsal for “Marat Sade”.  Gary is running the rehearsal.

He is rehearsing with Roland as Marat and Laneen as Corday.

Allan sits in the back of the auditorium in the dark and pushes his face into his hands.






ALLAN



Shit, shit and shit again.  That 


was insane.

Allan sits shaken and waits for the electric energy to ware off.

The rehearsal continues along with some Technicians who are measuring for scenery.

A Stage Manager sits in the audience and takes notes.

Sheryl pokes her head in the doors and then she comes in.

She sees Allan and the rehearsal.

She weaves her way to Allan through the aisles.

She sits right next to him.






SHEYRL



I can only stay a minute, I just 



wanted to see if you were all 


right.  That was very brave.






ALLAN



And very stupid.






SHERYL



That too.  Dr Carols wants me 


to tell you that he’ll patch it


up with Hellsburg.






ALLAN



That’s extremely kind under the 



circumstances but I know well



that Hellsburg never forgets a



confrontation against him.  It’s


his secret power to never forgive.






SHERYL



What does he want after all these



years?






ALLAN



To be King.

Sheryl stands and walks quickly back to the side door.






SHERYL


That will never happen!!

She opens the doors and disappears behind them.

INT.  HALLWAY – EVENING

Sheryl comes out of the side doors of the Big Theatre and moves quickly up the hallway towards the conference room.

The meeting has obviously broken up and the faculty and staff are coming out of the conference room into the hallway.

Dr. Hellsburg is followed out by his entourage but he dismisses them just outside the door and joins Tom as 

they walk away from the meeting.

Tom and Dr. Hellsburg walk and talk but they never look at each other.






DR. HELLSBURG



So Tom, have you given our 


previous conversation any thought?





TOM



Yes sir and to tell you the


truth I have no problem with it


as long as no one ever knows, 


ever, no one.






DR. HELLSBURG



Yes, that is obviously my concern 


as well.  Good then.  How do we


proceed?






 




TOM



I’m going into that restroom and


if no one’s there I’ll leave


your unit on the shelf of the 


towel dispenser on the far 



wall.  Then I’m going into a 


stall.  You wait a bit out here,


go in, get it, leave the money


in its place, go out.  Sixty


dollars.  No words.






DR. HELLSBURG



Fine.  Thank you.  I show my 



appreciation.






TOM



Unnecessary.

Tom walks away from him coolly and enters the restroom.

Dr. Hellsburg waits, awkwardly, for a few moments and

then after carefully looking around, enters the restroom.

Out of the women’s restroom comes Alysia who appears in much better condition.

She looks around for a moment and then walks away.

She runs into Sheryl who stops her.






SHERYL



Hello Alysia.



ALYSIA



Sheryl, I’m so sorry I missed my


costume fitting, I just had a 


...a huge thing... happen.  I


promise I’ll come tomorrow.






SHERYL



I’ll expect you at noon, during 


lunch.  Also, I just saw Tom


talking to Dr. Hellsburg.  I 


didn’t realize they talked to


each other.





ALYSIA



I... don’t really know anything


about that except I know Tom


and Dr. Hellsburg are not friends.






SHERYL



That’s what I thought.  Alright


Alysia, tomorrow and no mistakes.

Alysia fluffs herself up and walks off.

Sheryl watches the restroom door until Dr. Hellsburg comes back out.

She leaves quickly.

Sheryl takes a branch off the main hallway and ends up at an exposed staircase that leads into the back door of the Costume Loft.

INT.  COSTUME LOFT – NIGHT

Sheryl comes in the back door and locks it behind her.

She walks across the room which has windows that open up like a gallery onto the hallways below.

She looks down on the still busy main hallway and sees Dr. Hellsburg walk by on the way to his office.

T.R. joins Dr. Hellsburg and walks with him towards his office.

Hellsburg’s hands shake as he inserts his key into the lock and opens the door.

INT.  HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – NIGHT

Dr. Hellsburg walks quickly to his desk and turns on a desk lamp.

He crosses behind his desk and sits facing T.R.
He motions for her to sit in the chair next to his desk.

He plays nervously with a pencil as he toys with his newest trophy.






DR. HELLSBURG



I know T.R. that you consider


this internship to be a pivot


in your career but you must 


understand that my connection 


with this particular theatre 


is the only thing that makes



this internship available.

T.R. feels trapped but she can’t think of a way out.


 




T.R.



I know Dr. Hellsburg that there


are several really talented


people in the Playwriting program


and that this is...

T.R. notices that Dr. Hellsburg’s hand has moved 

down to his crotch.






T.R.



...your decision and not Mr.



Savine’s.  I also want you to


know...that...I want this very


badly and that...I would do any


...thing that would help my case.






DR. HELLSBURG



Well.  I’m very impressed with


your enthusiasm.  The power of 


enthusiasm is convincing.

Dr. Hellsburg let’s his body slide slightly forward exposing a now growing erection.

He looks at it and she looks at it.

She looks at him and he waits.

T.R. still can’t find a way out as she slowly slides
off her chair and crawls a couple of steps towards him.

She leans over his pants and awkwardly pulls down his zipper.

She is surprised at the size for the old guy and she

looks up.

Dr. Hellsburg smiles as he takes her head and mounts it over his erection.

T.R. struggles with the size in her mouth.  She gurgles 

as Hellsburg reaches down and feels her breasts.

He forces his hands under her blouse and squeezes her bare breasts.

Someone knocks on his door.

He grabs T.R.’s head and forces her to keep going.






DR. HELLSBURG





(breathing heavily)



Sex is like a trip across the 


sea, you reach a place of no


return.

Hellsburg has an enormous orgasm in T.R.’s mouth.

She has cum dripping down all over her as Hellsburg 

forces her to finish him.

He carefully pulls up his pants using his anti- bacterial Kleenex from his desk to make sure he is clean.

T.R. wipes her face off and tries to wipe off her blouse and tuck it back in at the same time.






DR. HELLSBURG



Alright T.R.  You made a good


case and in turn you will be 


recommended for the position.

T.R. stands and moves cautiously away.






T.R.



Thanks.  I’m...very grateful


for the opportunity. 






DR. HELLSBURG



There will be others T.R. if 


you want me to add you to the 


list.

T.R. looks at the floor and feels trapped again.






T.R.



That would be great professor.






DR. HELLSBURG



Good.  You’ll make a handsome 


addition to my students who are


going some place.

T.R. shakes her head as she reaches the door.

She unlocks it and goes out without saying a word.

INT.  HALLWAY – NIGHT

T.R. runs down the hallway towards the women’s restroom.

Sheryl from her high perch in the windows watches T.R. as she runs into the restroom door.

INT.  COSTUME LOFT – NIGHT






SHERYL



This is going to stop and I’m


going to stop it!!

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT

From a POV down in the hallway, Sheryl looks sinister up in her perch.

Dr. Hellsburg’s office door opens and he walks out into the hallway.

He looks around but does not see Sheryl high above him.

Hellsburg casually walks towards the Big Theatre for
his rehearsal.

He passes students who try and say hello.

He passes students who shy away from him.

He sees students completely change direction so they don’t have to pass him.

He comes to the doors of the Big Theatre and strolls in.

INT.  BIG THEATRE – NIGHT

Hellsburg walks casually down the aisle and sits next to the stage manager in the auditorium.

They talk briefly about what has already been rehearsed.

INT. CATWALK - NIGHT

High above them Jeff and some of his Technicians are hanging Jeff’s light plot.

Jeff looks down from the third, audience electric.  He is right over Hellsburg’s head.  Fifty feet below is the answer to all of Jeff’s problems.

He has a crescent wrench in his hands and he holds it over Hellsburg’s head like a pilot on a bombing run.

He makes the sound of a BOMBER coming in.






JEFF





(to himself)



It would be an accident.  Total



accident.

He lets go of one hand.

Suddenly another hand reaches down and removes the wrench from Jeff’s other hand.

Jeff looks up and sees Tom smiling.






TOM



I thought you weren’t going to 


do anything without talking to


me first?






JEFF



I wasn’t, I just thought about 


it, that’s all.

Jeff moves back up to the catwalk and walks along the pipe with Tom and inspects the hanging work for his plot.






TOM 



Come with me for a minute I want


to tell you something.

Tom leads Jeff over to a junction in the catwalk.

They both sit on the steel hand railing looking down at the empty audience.






TOM



You know, I’ve been around a 


long time and probably seen 


more than most.  Hellsburg 


never attacked me because I 


really think he’s afraid of 


me, personally. 

Tom looks around to make sure they are alone.







TOM



Anyway, here’s the point.  I’ve


just sat around and minded my 


own business and let him do what


he does best and that is to


shatter some student’s lives.

Tom shifts his weight for a better view of Hellsburg way below them.






TOM



But you my friend do not deserve


a ‘C’ for this light plot just 


because Hellsburg thinks you’re


fucking one of his prizes.






JEFF



Who??!!

 




TOM



That doesn’t matter.  The issue


here is that you got screwed 


for no good reason by a faculty 


member that by all signs and 


showings should be institutionalized. 


But he has tenure and therefore 


is untouchable unless he kills


or rapes someone, commits a



felony or is found to be 


incompetent.





(MORE)

                                             (CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:






TOM (CONT’D)



Now, here’s the bomb. 


Hellsburg just bought pot from


me which is not a felony but it


started me thinking.  Thinking


about all the chicks he’s


screwing in the name of 


graduating.  That really pisses


me off so here’s my plan.

Tom and Jeff get off the steel hand rails and walk further down.






TOM



Because I’m a School of Theatre


Staff Technician I have access 


to all this video equipment.  


I know the Hellsburg fucks one


person regularly.  

Tom whispers in Jeff’s ear.





TOM



No one will ever know but you


and me and Hellsburg.  We’ll 


send him a tape and our demands. 


The first will be a cease and


desist order from banging any 


further students or the tape


will become public.  The second 



will have to do with you.






JEFF



Jesus Tom, this is insane.






TOM



You mean like dropping a wrench 


on his head is not insane?  Don’t


worry, I’ll take care of 


everything, I just wanted you 


to know so you didn’t kill him,


okay?






JEFF



Okay.

Tom and Jeff do the ‘secret handshake’ and Tom leaves
down a ladder.

He climbs down several stories, always watching down 
so he doesn’t fall.

INT.  STAGE – NIGHT

Tom steps down on the stage and walks quietly around the rehearsal for “Marat Sade”.

He opens the greenroom door and steps in.

INT.  GREENROOM – NIGHT

The greenroom is very busy.  Actors waiting for rehearsal do their homework.  Actors rehearsing shows in the Little Theatre do their homework.  Technicians working on the present shows, work on the floor on designs, plots and diagrams.

Tom works his way through the room and exits out the 
other side into the hall.

INT.  HALLWAY – NIGHT

Tom comes out of the greenroom and walks down the hall.

He takes a right hand branch of the hall and passes Dr. Carols office.

He looks in just in time to see Dr. Carols, Allan Stallsworth, Sheryl, Larry Freeman and Leonard Savine,

all in a meeting.

The door is closed by an unseen hand.

INT.  DR. CAROL’S OFFICE – NIGHT

The group is tightly assembled in the office.  Some are drinking coffee and others tea.

No one is taking notes.



DR. CAROLS



This is obviously informal and



without notes.  I believe we are


all here because we fear that 


the Deanship will not arrive in


the correct hands and that, for 


me personally, cannot happen.  


My feelings are these; first,



that Marsha Sterns has proven


that she is incapable of being 


at the helm of this School of


Theatre.  Second, I believe 


strongly that Dr. Hellsburg,



who was the Dean many, many,


many years ago...should not be



the Dean again.

Everyone starts to speak at once.

This breaks down to couples talking to each other.

INT.  HALLWAY – NIGHT

Outside Dr. Carol’s office Marsha Sterns walks by.

She stops at the office and knocks.

She turns the handle and knocks again and then walks

on.

She walks all the way to the main office and turns in.

She walks past her secretary and the office secretary 

but says nothing.

The secretaries close up their day and shut down their computers.

Marsha sits in her office looking at them from her desk.

INT.  MARSHA’S OFFICE – NIGHT

The secretaries leave from the outside office and close the door.

Marsha pours herself a whisky and sits looking at the pictures and photographs that line the walls of her office.

She leans back in her chair and closes her eyes.

Tears fall down her face, streaking her makeup. 






MARSHA



They just don’t understand what


I can do for them.

She places the empty glass on her desk.

She sits back and lays her head back on her deep,

dark leather chair.

The moon light passes to sunlight across her face

as night changes to morning.

INT.  MARSHA’S OFFICE – MORNING

Marsha opens her eyes and tries to focus.

She gets up and realizes she is in the same clothes

from the day before.

She looks into the outer office but no one has arrived yet.

She takes her purse, puts on a coat and leaves.

INT.  HALLWAY – MORNING

Marsha steps into the hallway, looking first to see if anyone is there she doesn’t want to run into.

She moves quickly down the hall towards the outside doors.

She passes the Acting Lab where she briefly looks in to find a class doing morning yoga exercises.

INT.  ACTING LAB – MORNING

Larry Freeman is standing to one side as the class is led by Laneen in yoga exercises.

Periodically Larry lets out a primal yell and everyone in the class follows.

Marsha moves on past the class.

The bodies in the class are beautiful in their leotards and tights.

Each actor or actress is already trained in these exercises so the class looks like a group of dancers following the motion of one. 

The exercises continue until the exercises dissolve into actual acting scenes.

The acting scenes dissolve into monologues until the 

class is over and the students pack up and leave.

INT.  GRADUATE STUDENT HOUSING – NIGHT

Inside and outside of Jeff’s apartment the entire MFA Company is drinking heavily.  The small kitchen is standing room only with bodies flowing into the slightly larger living area.

More bodies continue down the hallway towards the bedrooms and fill up the bedrooms.  The flow of students continues out the backdoor of the kitchen onto a small balcony and the whole stairway down into the back of graduate Student Housing.

There is a call to meeting from the living room and everyone turns and tries to get as close to an open door as possible so they can hear.

INT.  LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Tom comes out of the kitchen with a beer in one hand and calls the meeting to order.



TOM


Here here!!!  Hello out there!! 

The first meeting of MFA company

is now called to order.  I’m Tom

if you don’t know.  I am a 

Theatre Shop Staff member and 

the Technical Co-coordinator

for MFA company.  Here’s to you

all and welcome.

Tom toasts everyone with his beer and the entire crowd toasts him back.



TOM


If you’re in any MFA program in

the School of Theatre you are 

a member of this company.  What

do we do?



EVERYONE


Drink.  A lot.  We get fucking

drunk.


TOM


We do drink a bit but the 

mandate of this company is to

help you get through the jungle 

and political backstabbing that

happens in Graduate Schools at

this level.

A loud cheer goes up from the crowd.



TOM 


In order to help move things 

faster were all going to meet

first with our specialty group 

and then we’ll continue in a

larger meeting here in this

room later.  MFA Actors, first


bedroom on the left.

There are cat-calls and general movement as the larger party now breaks up into smaller groups.



TOM


MFA Designers in bedroom number 

two on the left.

More cat-calls and whistling and jostling for position.



TOM


MFA Playwrights in the kitchen

and MFA Directors out on the

balcony.

More movement as the larger party gets smaller and everyone tries to cram into their meeting space.



TOM


And lastly, MFA Technical

Directors with me in the back

yard.  If there is anyone here

from Management you can also

join us.  Okay folks lets do 

this so we can move onto some

serious drinking.
There is a party spirit as the groups breaks up into the smaller meetings.

INT.  HALLWAY - NIGHT

Laneen and Roland struggle down the tiny hallway trying 
to get to the first bedroom with the MFA actors.



LANEEN


Do you know any of the new 

actors?



ROLAND


No.  No Time.  I’ve done nothing

but work on this role in “Marate”. 

You think its symbolic they’re

putting the actors in the 


bedroom?


+LANEEN


Yes, very symbolic.

Roland gives Laneen that wild look like a deer caught

in the headlights. 

Laneen laughs and grabs his arm for support as they walk into the bedroom.

Cinda comes up behind them just before they leave the hallway.



CINDA


Hey you two, wait for me.

Cinda grabs onto both of them from behind and they all walk into the actor meeting. 

David just arrives at the second bedroom where the designers will meet.

Ivory comes up behind him and gives him a playful poke.

David turns around.




DAVID


Oh Jesus.



IVORY


Not yet but I’m working on it.

Ivory dusts off the lower part of his nose and crosses around David into the room.



DAVID


Yeah, I see...what you mean.

David goes into the bedroom.

Tom passes Jeff in the hall.  They both stop.



JEFF


Should I say anything in there?



TOM


You know...I just wouldn’t. 


Let’s wait until we try the plan. 

If that doesn’t work we’ll go 

for reinforcements.  You know,

power in numbers.



JEFF


I’m scared shitless to tell my

parents.



TOM


Jeff!!  Jeff.  Stop.  Wait. 

Let’s give it the old college

try, first.

Jeff is forced into the room by other designers.

Tom continues down the hall to the kitchen.

INT.  KITCHEN – NIGHT

Gary and T.R. are in a corner surrounded by other MFA Playwrights.

Tom makes his way over to them.



TOM


I thought the directors were

outside?



GARY


Well...the MFA Directors.



TOM


How are you doing T.R.? 

Congratulations on your new 

internship.



T.R.


New travels fast.



TOM


Come on you two, break it up. 

Gary, you are outside with the 

...directors.

Tom holds him on the shoulder as a friend.



TOM


And remember Gary, you not only 


directed a play but you also wrote


a thesis which the MFA directors

don’t do.  You’re cool!!

Tom leaves them and heads out the back door onto the balcony.
EXT.  APARTMENT BALCONY – NIGHT

Alysia comes running up the back stairs and runs right into Tom.



ALYSIA


Oh God.  Tom!!  I’m sooo sorry!!



TOM


Alysia!!  I didn’t know you cared.
The two awkwardly hold onto each other as other students pass them by.



ALYSIA


Dido!!

She looks Tom straight in the eyes.



TOM


You’re in bedroom number one on

the right.



ALYSIA


That’s the best offer I’ve had 

since I’ve been here!!

Laneen sticks her head out of the kitchen door.



LANEEN


Come on Alysia were all waiting 

for you!!

Alysia pops out of Tom’s arms and finishes the steps in a bounce.

She disappears into the kitchen.



TOM


Huh!!  Clingy, just remember Tom, 


clingy.

Tom continues down the stairs to his meeting.

He is suddenly walking in slow motion while everyone moves around him in fast motion.

In fast action all the students come out of their meetings and head for the alcohol on the balcony.

In fast action the students get drunk,

Kiss and hug a lot,

Dance a little, 

Catch a few quick feels when no one is watching and finally,

Get tired and go home.

In the end, David is helping Cinda down the back stairs
as Tom waves good bye at the kitchen door and closes it.



CINDA


I’m so embarrassed.



DAVID


Hey, don’t worry about it.  I

mean... you’re pregnant.  Right?

They get to the bottom of the stairs.



CINDA


I can make it from here.  My

back just goes out, just like

that and...



DAVID


Come on.  I need a ride anyway

if that’s all right.



CINDA


Sure.  Cool.  Not far though,

right?  I really have to pee.



DAVID


No, its very close.  Just a 

couple of blocks from here and

there’s a bathroom on the ground 

floor.



CINDA


Let’s go.

David has his arm around Cinda as they disappear into the darkness.



DAVID  (O.S.)


So, whose the dad?



CINDA  (O.S.)


Its not important unless you

really want to know.


DAVID (O.S.)


I guess it doesn’t really make

any difference.



CINDA  (O.S.)


You have no idea how much a 

difference it makes.



DAVID (O.S.) 


Wow!!  Now I’m interested.



CINDA (O.S.)


In what?



DAVID (O.S.)


Wow!!  I just realized how 

drunk I am!!



CINDA  (O.S.)


Good.

The sound of two car DOORS open and close.

The sound of a CAR takes off into the night.

EXT.  BEDROOM WINDOW  - NIGHT

In the dark shrubbery surrounding a bedroom window a pair of gloved hands carefully set up a camera tripod.

The hands carefully remove a high-end, expensive digital camera and mount it on top of the tripod.

The sounds of great SEX comes echoing out of the bedroom window.

The hands carefully place the tripod in front of the bedroom window.

The operator opens the side of the camera and turns it on.

The window is seen on the tiny screen as the operator adjusts the focus.

The camera is raised slowly and turned until the screen shows two naked bodies on a bed with the sheets and blankets strewn across the bed.

A man is on top of a woman who is panting and moaning in passion.  Her face is only partially visible.

The operator zooms in slowly until the face of Dr. Hellsburg is clear and fills the tiny screen.

The camera faithfully records a sex scene as Dr. Hellsburg turns his sex partner over and over into every position possible.

His face is hot and covered in sweat.  His eyes glare as each new moment of passion brings her to a climax.

Her body is covered in sweat as he kisses her, caresses her, fondles her and controls her every motion with his mind and the will of his body. 
The camera does not see her face.

The gloved hands turn off the camera and removes it from the tripod.

The camera is packed away in its leather bag and the tripod is packed in a long, separate, leather container.

The operator picks up the equipment and moves slowly away, off into the darkness.

The sound of a CAR SCREECHES away from the scene.

EXT.  DR. HELLSBURG OFFICE – DAY

The hallway is busy outside of Dr. Hellsburg’s office.  students, staff and faculty pass in their morning routine.

Dr. Hellsburg walks quickly up to his door.

A brown paper bag sits on the floor just in front of the door.

Dr. Hellsburg looks around. 

He unlocks his door.

He lifts up the paper bag and enters his office.

He closes the door behind him.

A few moments later a huge YELL emits from inside his door.

The sound of BOOKS FALLING and wood BREAKING stops students and staff in front of the door.

Suddenly the door burst open and Dr. Hellsburg emerges.

He looks like a trapped lion as he surveys everyone in

the hallway.

Everyone around his door quickly moves on.

Dr. Hellsburg goes back into his office and then emerges immediately.

He locks the door and rushes away.

Dr. Hellsburg turns the corner of a hallway and walks directly across to the Office of the Dean of Theatre.

EXT.  DEAN’S OFFICE – MORNING

Dr. Hellsburg walks up to the door and opens it.

He slams it behind himself and the glass in the top of the door breaks.

Students, staff and faculty stop and look at the broken door.

Deep inside the inner office Dr. Hellsburg is YELLING at Marsha Sterns.

Marsha Sterns is YELLING back at him.

A crowd gathers outside the office as one of the secretaries carefully opens the door.

She has her purse and coat.  She steps out and then walks quickly away from the scene.

Dr. Carols arrives and stops.

Allan Stallsworth, Larry Freeman, Leonard Savine and Sheryl all come to the front of the Dean’s office.

Dr. Carols and Leonard Savine have a private, unheard conversation.

Dr. Hellsburg comes out of a doorway further down the hallway.

He walks quickly up towards the front of the Dean’s office and runs right into the crowd.

Dr. Hellsburg looks trapped.  He glares at certain people and looks quickly away from others.

He turns and retreats in the direction he came from.

INT.  LIGHTING LABATORY – MORNING

Jeff, Tom and several graduate and under-graduate lighting students are just sitting and having coffee, talking about the day.

In front of them, on a work table, is a stage light which has been completely disassembled.

The door burst open and Dr. Hellsburg marches into the center of the room.



TOM


Dr. Hellsburg?  Can...I help


you?  We’re in class.

Dr. Hellsburg walks up to Tom and whispers in his ear and then returns to the door.



TOM


Certainly.  In just a few minutes.
Dr. Hellsburg closes the door behind himself.



JEFF


What was that all about?



TOM


You’ll be the first to know.

He wants you, in his office for

just a few minutes.  Okay?



JEFF


Sure.  I guess.

The lighting students are confused and talk quickly amongst themselves.



TOM


Hey, listen up.  This is no one’s


business but Jeff.  So come back

and lets finish this light.

Everyone converges back to the table and the conversation goes on as normal.

INT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – MORNING

There is a knock and Hellsburg answers from his desk.



DR. HELLSBURG


Come in Jeff!!

Jeff meekly opens the door and walks slowly towards his teacher.



JEFF


Do we have a problem?



DR. HELLSBURG


You tell me!!



JEFF


I have no idea.


DR. HELLSBURG


Are you sure?!!



JEFF

                   (instantly)


Yes.



DR. HELLSBURG


You have no idea?

Hellsburg studies him.



DR. HELLSBURG


Well Jeff, I believe I have made

a mistake in not making you

understand that the grade we

spoke about was not irreversible. 

By that I mean that it has been 

brought to my attention by


people who I respect, that the


Light Design is better than ‘C’ 


material.



(MORE)

                                              (CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:



DR. HELLSBURG (CONT’D)


And since you have not stopped

working on the project, diligently,

even through our little 


misunderstanding, I have decided 

to raise the grade.  To what still 

remains to be determined.

Jeff is stunned.

He stammers forward and then thinks better and backs up immediately.



JEFF


Thank you.  Thank you very much.


Thanks.



DR. HELLSBURG


You may return to your class.



JEFF


Right.

Jeff stumbles almost when he reaches the door.

He opens it and does not look back.

He closes it very quietly.

Hellsburg glares at the blank door.

He mindlessly reaches down and picks up a television remote.

His finger just touches the play button.

His own sex scene comes on the television.

He stares past it.

Hellsburg’s eyes see his office, his books, his plaques and his paper credentials, professionally tacked on the walls among the photographs.

The television screen is like a tiny shining box on the corner of his eye.

‘Head of Directing’ looms over his head.

He CLICKS the remote and the television goes to black.

EXT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – MORNING

David and Cinda come down the hallway together.  They obviously got no sleep.

They step into a little recess under an up-staircase.



DAVID


That was incredible.



CINDA


I can’t agree more.  Its really

weird.  I mean I just thought no

one would be interested in...

you know...messing around with

a pregnant woman and your suppose

to be gay, I mean, are you?


DAVID


I can’t explain it.  As soon as

you took off your clothes I just

got...I mean... it makes me


hard just thinking about it.

Cinda looks out of the recess quickly.

She reaches down and fondles David in the darkness of the recess.



DAVID


Jesus Cinda, you make me...


Cinda!!  God.   Cinda!!



CINDA


I don’t think you’re gay, not

with me anyway.

David cums.



DAVID


Oh Christ.  Oh God I’m like a

fucking fountain.

Tom comes by casually.

Without breaking a stride, he looks into the recess, he looks away from the recess and talks as he walks straight ahead.



TOM


Don’t be late for Design David,

you know how Allan hates that. 

Cinda, costume class!





DAVID


Yeah.   I’m coming.  I mean...

I’ll be there.!!  Right now!!

Cinda and David laugh in the darkness.



DAVID


So...I guess I may want to know

who dad is?

Cinda comes out of the recess darkness and she is totally different.



CINDA


I can’t tell anyone.  Ever.

David comes out and stands awkwardly next to her.




DAVID


Okay.  Cool!   Its cool.  Come

on, I have to go to restroom

before class.

She lets him take her arm reluctantly and they walk off.

INT. UNIVERSITY CAFETERIA – DAY

The tables are full, the trash cans are full and still a line of people keep entering through the rolling steel

arm that counts all who pass.

Students, Faculty and Staff wait as slow cashiers look like they are in slow motion.

Jeff and Tom sit at a small, two-top, eating hamburgers and sharing a large order of fries.  The table also has a dozen, tiny white cups filled with mustard or relish or olives or hot peppers.  They drink classic Coca-Cola. 



TOM


And that’s all he said?



JEFF


I swear.  I thought he was 

trying to trap me in the 

beginning but I didn’t know

what he was talking about. 

And then he just said ‘oh, 

you know, I never meant you

couldn’t raise the grade’. 

Bullshit!!  Nothing was ever

even approached about any 

other possibility but my ass

going up in flames and my

parents yanking me out of

Graduate School.



TOM 


I know Jeff but that is now not

the case so relax my brother. 

Ivory has come forth and found 

us a few short days on a 

television crew so be happy,


new grade, new money, free dope.

They do a high five and a low five.

Suddenly Jeff just lowers himself to his books.



JEFF


The Helldog, eleven o-clock, 

checking the room.

Tom glances over his left shoulder and sees Hellsburg standing between cashiers with the incoming crowd at his back.



TOM


Just stay down there.  He doesn’t

need to see us together.  I’m 

just going to leave.  I’ll see

you tonight at the opening.  

I hear she shows some tit as 

Corday.



JEFF  (O.S.)


She does and she has!!



TOM


Later.

Tom picks up his things and walks away from Jeff and Hellsburg.

In fast action, everyone in the cafeteria eats, puts their trays away, leaves food on the tables, tables are cleared by student workers until finally there is only one lone person left, a Homeless Man drinking coffee.

Eventually the cafeteria is dark and empty.

INT.  UNIVERSITY CAFETERIA – NIGHT

On the other side of the wall in the cafeteria the play, “Marate Sade” can barely be HEARD.

A single JANITOR is mopping the floor of the cafeteria.  He has a small transistor radio on his belt with an cord running to a small ear-plug in his ear.

He works to a rhythm somewhere between the words of the play and the song he is listening to.

He works towards the doors which leave the cafeteria.

There are LOUD MUSIC CUES coming through the concrete wall.

The janitor works with a single mop and a bucket on wheels.  He mops all the way to the door.

He opens the door and starts mopping in the hallway.

INT.  UNIVERSITY THEATRE – STAGE – NIGHT

The play is close to where Marat is stabbed.  There is 

a very loud musical score that PLAYS over the scene.

INT.  UNIVERSITY CAFETERIA – HALLWAY – NIGHT

The janitor mops down to Dr. Hellsburg’s office where he stops.

He places his mop in the rolling bucket while he rests for just a moment.

The musical score PLAYS through the walls.  The music is raising in intensity as the murder scene goes on.

The janitor looks over at Hellsburg’s office and notices the door is partially open.

He walks over to the door and begins to close it.


JANITOR


Dr. Hellsburg?  Hello?  Anyone 

in there?

INT. UNIVERSITY THEATRE – STAGE – NIGHT

A hand holding a knife is poised in the air, above Marat and behind him.

The MUSIC reaches the crucial point.

The hand plunges down in slow motion, timed to the MUSIC.

EXT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – NIGHT

The janitor pushes the door open and steps into the semi-dark room.
INT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – NIGHT

The janitor’s hand is worming its way along the dark wall looking for the light switch.

The MUSIC from the play is descending from a climax.



JANITOR


Dr. Hellsburg, is that you over

there in the dark?

There is one more punch to the MUSIC as Marat falls on stage.

The janitor’s hand finds the switch and turns on the lights.

A SYMBOL from the music score punctuates an action on stage.

The janitor yells

Dr. Hellsburg sits behind his desk with a light colored foam drooling out of his mouth.
His eyes are open but he is unconscious and does not move.

The MUSIC from the play stops.

The janitor runs out of the office yelling for help.

EXT.  UNIVERSITY THEATRE – NIGHT

The audience leaves the building though many exits.

Near the side of the building an ambulance is parked with the red lights flashing.

A side door opens and a gurney is pushed out the door.

The gurney is pushed quickly to the ambulance and loaded into the back.

Tom and Jeff come out the side door just as the ambulance drives away.



TOM


Well, who would have guessed?  


JEFF


What do you think?



TOM


What do I think?

Tom looks around him.  He focuses on the people still exiting the building.

He sees Allan Stallsworth with Ivory and Sheryl.

Allan waves and Tom waves back.

Another cluster of faculty, Larry Freeman, Leonard Savine and Dr. Carols, stop to watch the ambulance.

They speak briefly to each other and then walk on as a group.

Marsha Sterns comes out.

She stops briefly as she sees the ambulance and then she walks on alone.

Stella Delatos comes out hanging on the arm of a diminutive blond.

They do not stop but walk straight to the parking lot.



TOM


I think there were a lot of 

people who wanted to kill the

son-of-a-bitch.  Including you.



JEFF


Yeah, but he was alive when I 

saw him last.

Tom and Jeff look at each other and then walk on to the parking lot.
INT.  UNIVERSITY THEATRE – GREENROOM – MORNING

The whole MFA company is camped in the greenroom.  Many work on homework, some just talk while others stare off into space, trying to solve problems that are still in 

the future.



TOM


Hey, listen up.  I just want to

say a few things while we’re all

still here.

Tom moves into a better position in the room.



TOM


First, I know that many of you

are going to miss DR. Hellsburg.

There is almost of riot of SOUND, CAT CALLS and HOOTS as those who hated the man become very animated.


TOM


Hey!!  Hey!!! I know, okay!  I

get it.  The point I’m trying to

make is that technically it

becomes a problem in grades,

who takes his classes, 

assignments and projects that 

almost all of us are involved 

in with Hellsburg.  How are 

these things going to be 

resolved and that is what we’ll

talk about after the Police

finish their investigation.


LANEEN


What are they looking for?



ALYSIA


Not you Laneen so don’t worry.

There are laughs and hoots as Laneen gives Alysia the finger.



TOM


It’s a good question and you

should all know...there seems

to be a possibility that DR.

Hellsburg was...killed.

Everyone is quiet.



GARY


Who’d want to kill the Helldog?

There are some polite laughs and then from the group someone yells, ‘besides you’?

Gary stands up immediately.



GARY


That isn't true asshole.

David stands up and pulls Gary back down to his seat.


DAVID


Easy dude, easy.  Not here!!



ROLAND


What...what about the play?



TOM


What about it Roland, the play 

goes on just like nothing 

happened.  Is that clear with

everyone?



T.R.


Do we need a lawyer or something?



CINDA


Why would we need a lawyer?



TOM


As far as I know the police are 

just asking who was here last 

night and if they saw anyone 

hanging around Hellsburg’s office.  

Okay, if there are no more 

questions then I’ll tell them

we’re ready.

Tom waits a few seconds and then leaves the greenroom. 

There is immediate discussion in groups, pairs and threesomes of actors, designers and technicians.

Cinda turns to David and gives him a strange kind of look.

Laneen sees it and turns to Gary.



LANEEN


What’s with Cinda and David?



GARY


Designer, designer, what could 

be better?


LANEEN


That’s not what I asked.



GARY


I know nothing about them except

David is gay so what are you

thinking?
Jeff talks with Roland in the back.



JEFF


I never knew that about him.



ROLAND


Yeah, nobody but a few really

knew that.  I just found it

myself.  The guy was a creep.



JEFF


You don’t have to tell me, he

almost ruined me with a ‘C’ for

the light plot.



ROLAND


Did you want to kill him?

Jeff looks at Roland for a few seconds and then looks quickly around.



JEFF


Yeah.  I did... in my mind. A

hundred fucking times.



ROLAND


He was a really nasty Director.

He called us names like his 

horses. I swear to fucking God

he told the Stage Manager once

to go get the horses.



JEFF


Yeah, but you weren’t a techie!!



ROLAND


Yeah, true.  He really does hate


technicians.



JEFF


Did!!

Alysia stand up and starts to leave the room.



ALYSIA


Somebody told me they found a 

tape.

All activity stops.

Alysia turns around and walks out of the room.



LANEEN

                  (calling after her)


What kind of tape Alysia.



ALYSIA (O.S.)


You’re kind Laneen, you know?

Everyone laughs.

Laneen gives the unseen Alysia the finger and goes back
to talking to Gary.

There is more discussion about this new information.

Tom comes back into the room escorting Alysia.

Everyone quiets down.



TOM


Well, there is a new wrinkle

Alysia walks to the back.



TOM


Evidentially Dr. Hellsburg had

been watching a tape...of


himself and what appears to be

a young...female student.

There is a huge outbreak in talking.


TOM


Hold on, hold on, stop talking!!! 


In light of this tape there are 


allegations now being made


that Dr. Hellsburg might have 

been having sex with some of his

female students.

It is deadly quiet.



TOM


Because many of you are my

friends I want to warn you how

serious this is and...

Cinda stands and runs out of the room.

David stands seconds later and follows her.



TOM


Hey.  Hey you two!!

David and Cinda are gone.



TOM


... well, it may be a good 

time to consider hiring an


attorney if any of you feel 

you might be involved.



LANEEN


Are you saying Dr. Hellsburg 

made a tape while he was .

..



TOM


... no!
There is now furious discussion.

Tom and Jeff catch each other’s eye from across the room.

They share a glance and then look off to other people.
Laneen sees this also.

She adds it to her mental notebook and goes on.

Alysia suddenly stand up and leaves the room.



LANEEN


Where are you going Alysia, no

one’s talking about you?



ALYSIA (O.S.)


Fuck you Laneen!



LANEEN


Eat me.



ALYSIA (O.S.)


I already did, don’t you remember?


There is immediate discussion about this as Laneen gets up and leaves in a hurry.

Tom motions to Jeff with his eyes towards the stage door.

An unseen voice in the back says,



VOICE ONE

She’s just pissed because Alysia

got cast in that new television 

comedy...

Another voice from the crowd.



VOICE TWO

... and we know how?

Everyone laughs.

Roland turns and faces the room.



ROLAND


Is there anyone else here who’s 

cast in a television show...


that’s in production?!!
No one comments.

Jeff calmly walks to the door and opens it.

Tom weaves his way through the room and they both disappear through the door.

INT.  UNIVERSITY THEATRE – STAGE – MORNING

Jeff and Tom come out the stage door and walk onto the dark stage where a single light on a stand protects visitors from falling off the stage.





JEFF


Its incredible.  Its like the 

Helldog reaches out to us from

his fucking grave.



TOM


It is very strange and now I’m

starting to feel my asshole

tighten up like a raisin.



JEFF


Why?  Are we in trouble?



TOM


Well, let me put it this way,

unless you did something to 

the geezer, I’m the only one who

may be, technically, in trouble. 

But you know what?  I don’t


give a shit!  I stepped up to

the plate and took my turn at bat.



JEFF


I think you hit a home run.



TOM


Keep that thought.

Tom walks across the stage and disappears in the darkness.
Jeff turns and goes back into the greenroom.

INT.  UNIVERSITY THEATRE – STAGE – DAY

Dr. Carol’s History of The Theatre ends.  A movie,  showing on the screen behind Dr. Carols is showing the
end of the credits.  The lights come up.

There are several students who are asleep.

Miscellaneous students kick them or shake them on their way out of the class.

In the middle sit the MFA mafia, the big guns that everyone in the under-graduate classes look up to.



ROLAND


I love this class.



GARY


Its all right but he’s soooo


boring.



JEFF


And he doesn’t like guys,

especially.



T.R.


Why is that, has anyone ever 


investigated?



DAVID


It has to do with Dr. Carols 

thinking that all the brains 

are on the female side of both 

of all of us.



LANEEN


He’s a dick!!



ALYSIA


         (leaving)


Try reading the book sometime

Laneen.



LANEEN


Piss off Alysia, we know you’re

the little darling.


         (under her breath)


And we know why to.



ALYSIA (O.S.)


I heard that !!



DAVID


Has anybody seen Cinda lately?

Everyone seems to just ignore the remark as they try to get to an aisle and leave the theatre space.



GARY


So, T.R.?  What’s the deal on 

that Internship...you got?



T.R.


Its all right.  Thanks for

asking.  I forget sometimes

how many of us are working 

outside.

Several people turn and look at T.R. with a glazed expression.



T.R.


I don’t mean to sound...



JEFF


We get it T.R.  We all get it!!

Gary comes up to T.R. walking up the aisle.



GARY


What’s a matter with everybody?



T.R.


I guess its still Dr. Hellsburg’s .    


..



GARY


I’m going across the street for 

some coffee want to join me?



T.R.


I have a better idea, I live just

behind the coffee shop and I make

much better coffee.



GARY


Ah.  Sure.  Very cool.

They reach the top of the aisle and disappear into the foyer.

INT.  T.R.’S APARTMENT – DAY

T.R. unlocks the door and she comes in with Gary behind her.

T.R. unloads her baggage like it was her house.

Gary looks a little lost in the middle of the room.


T.R.


So I came here to be a 

professional but right after I

got here I realized I was 


already a professional but it

was too late, they had my twelve

grand so then I knew I had to

come up with a battle plan to

survive graduate school.

T.R. walks into the bathroom and closes the door.



T.R.(O.S.)


At the beginning I didn’t learn 

what I came here to learn, I was

humiliated by a bunch of no-name,

no-talent, go-no-where bullies 

who are our permanent faculty.

The Theatre on the outside is

the one for me, I just have to

transcend this till its done.  



GARY


Well, I still have to get ah

...

T.R. comes out in her tiny, white panties and a very thin cotton top.



GARY


Hey.  Wow T.R. you have an 

incredible body.

T.R. sidles up to Gary and teases him with her hands.

She kisses him playfully and then more seriously.

She pulls him over to the couch.



GARY


T.R. listen...



T.R.


Don’t say anything about your

wife.



GARY


Right.

T.R. climbs delicately over the top of him and takes off his shirt.

She turns around on top of him and takes off his pants.

He is staring into the middle of her perfect panties covering her perfect butt.

He buries his face in the creamy, cotton material.



T.R.


Good sweetie.  Take your time. 


Fill me up.

She goes down on him.

The sex, seen from any part of the room, is wild with T.R. in solid control at every moment.

Her naked body is beautiful and she knows how to use every inch of it.

Gary is dumbfounded by how powerfully sexy she is.

He screams in an extended orgasm.

She lays her head next to his, panting.

They are both covered in a river of sweat.



T.R.


Now that’s a sex scene.



GARY


I never knew it could be like 

this.



T.R.


Good, don’t ever tell anybody 

it can!!

They lie like race horses who both finished first. 
Their bodies are beautiful side by side, twins in sex,
the finest examples of young adult sexual athletes.

They close their eyes.  They go to sleep.

INT.  JEFF’S APARTMENT – DAY

He lies, half naked across his bed asleep listening to

loud rock music.

INT.  LANEEN’S SHARED APARTMENT – DAY

Laneen lies across her made bed in panties and no top on

her stomach with a burned down cigarette between the fingers of her hand which extends off the bed like she were dead.  She is asleep listening to Mozart.

INT. ALYSIA’S APARTMENT – DAY

Alysia lies on her back with her hand in her underwear

bringing herself to a slow climax to the music of Lynyrd

Skynyrd.

INT.  CINDA’S BEDROOM – DAY

Cinda sits on the edge of her bed looking at herself in

a wall mirror.  She is beautifully pregnant.

She runs in the bathroom and throws up.

INT.  ROLAND’S APARTMENT – DAY

Roland is fully dressed and standing in front of a wall

mirror reciting his lines for “Marat’.

INT.  DAVID’S APARTMENT – DAY

David is in bed naked and drinking a glass of white wine.

His bathroom door opens and out comes a man whose 

face we cannot see.

He tiptoes over to the bed and gets in.  David hands him

his glass of wine.

A hand places the wine glass on the bed stand.

Both bodies disappear under the sheets.



DAVID


Holy shit!!

INT.  TOM’S HOUSE – DAY

Tom is sitting in his living room watching something

on television.  He has the remote in his hand and a

joint in the other hand.
The sounds from the TELEVISION indicate a porno movie.

The television screen shows Dr. Hellsburg’s sex scene.

The face of the woman does not appear.



TOM


I wonder if someone might construe 


this to be overkill.  Oh, well,

only I know who it is, for what

its worth.

EXT.  UNIVERSITY CAMPUS – DAY

From a high point on campus the students walking the

walkways and pathways look like ants in a colony.  A

closer view shows the theatre students converging towards

the theatre.

Tom and Jeff are walking on the same concrete walkway

at the beginning.  Again they are following Alysia into

the theatre.

Alysia opens the door and walks into the cool hallway.

Tom and Jeff follow her in and catch up with her.



ALYSIA


Hey you two, what’s up with this


big meeting?

They continue on as Roland and Gary fall I with them

from a side hallway.



TOM


No one knows, it’s a big secret.



ROLAND


I heard it had to do with the

Helldog.

Everyone looks at Roland as they walk on towards the

entrance to the auditorium.

At they entrance they run into Laneen, Cindy and David,

all waiting outside the door.



TOM


It ain’t happenen out here folks 

so let’s all go in and find out 

the truth.

They all walk into together.

T.R. comes running up to the door and then joins the

group as they walk in.
INT.  THEATRE AUDITORIUM – DAY

There are about sixty graduate students with almost 

fifteen teachers and an equal number of Staff members

all sitting loosely in the middle of the theatre.

On stage under a few lights stands Marsha Sterns, interim

Dean of the School of Theatre.

There is a lot of talking and some confusion about where people should sit.  Finally Marsha speaks.



MARSHA


I would like to first thank 

everyone for joining us on such

short notice.  It isn’t often we

all get to meet in one room and 

on this occasion I’m sure you

will understand that there was a


level of importance attached to 

this meeting.

Laneen turns to Roland and whispers in his ear.


LANEEN


What a cunt.  She is the only 

chick I’ve ever known who speaks

in long paragraphs that have no

content.

Everyone begins to whisper little conversations.
Marsha raises her hands to quiet the room.





MARSHA


We are here to honor one of our

own, one, we thought was lost 

but, that is not true as you can

see for your-selves.

Marsha turns to her right as a GASP comes from the

people in the room.



TOM


Holy shit!!



ROLAND


It can’t be...true.



JEFF


           (whispers to himself)


Mother of Christ.


Several of the faculty stand up as Dr. Hellsburg is

rolled across the stage by a Medical Attendant.

A student comes out of the wings and hands Dr.

Hellsburg a wireless microphone.

Hellsburg glares out at the crowd looking at each 

person, directly I their face and then moving on to

the next.

A deadly hush comes over the room until all you can

hear is Hellsburg BREATHING heavily into the 

microphone.



DR. HELLSBURG


I thank you for welcoming me

back.

There is a light applause from everyone.


DR. HELLSBURG


I would like to kill...the 


rumors which persist since I 

have been gone.  A tape came 

into my possession.  A tape of

my private, adult life which

has nothing to do with anyone 

here.  The tape, which is of a

sexual nature, is with me and 

a consenting adult who is not


a student here as was rumored.


This tape represents a criminal 

act by a criminal who trespassed

on my personal property, acted

as a peeping Tom and illegally 

recorded this scene in the 

privacy of my own home.  I have


launched both a private and

public investigation.  I will be 

very generous to anyone who can 

supply information on this

person or persons which leads


to their arrest and conviction

for this heinous crime against 

me.


For all my students present I

will be back I class next week 

and we will move forward as if

nothing happened.  Thank you.

Everyone stands and there is a polite applause.

The Attendant rolls Hellsburg off stage.

The room erupts in motion as everyone has some-

place to go and in a hurry.

Marsha tries to bring the room back to order but

without a microphone only certain words come out

clearly and the rest is washed way in the confusion.

Tom and Jeff are in the lead and get to the doors 

first.



JEFF


I thought you said she was a 

student.




TOM


Quietly!  I did and she is but

I blurred out her face so she

wouldn’t get involved. 
They break through the double doors and plow forward

towards the scene shop.

INT.  HALLWAY – DAY

Jeff and Tom move quickly passed many students, staff

and faculty all going to class or coming from a class.



TOM


It never occurred to me that

the tape wouldn’t be enough. 

Everyone knows it’s a student.



JEFF


They just can’t prove it.



TOM


Yeah, the could.  If you watch


closely, he turns her over once


and you can see a tattoo of a 

small dolphin almost on here 

right pelvis bone.

Tom points down to his hip and touches his hip bone.



TOM


Right there.



JEFF


Are you saying that no one saw


the tattoo on the tape?



TOM


No!

Tom stops Jeff in the hallway just outside the shop

door.



TOM


I’m saying someone must have seen


it and they don’t give a shit.



JEFF


He was dead!!



TOM


Evidently not!!

Tom turns, opens the shop door and goes in.

The door closes behind him as Jeff looks off into space

trying to unravel this new dent.

Jeff walks away talking to himself.



JEFF


He was dead.  What the fuck 

kind of thing comes back from 

the dead?  Dead, foam coming

out of his mouth, taken in an 

ambulance, Christ.  I was free
· now I’m a target.  I’m the 
target because he was dead.

Jeff’s eyes open as wide as he can get them.  He is looking in shear terror straight into the face of Dr. Hellsburg.

Hellsburg glares at Jeff from his wheel chair. He sticks

his finger up and points to Jeff.  He crooks his finger

to indicate that Jeff should come closer.



DR. HELLSBURG


Come with me Jeff, we need to 

talk.

Hellsburg signals the Attendant to go forward.

Jeff follows them in shock.

INT.  DR. HELLSBURG’S OFFICE – DAY

Hellsburg sits behind his desk in his wheel chair.

Jeff sits in the chair next to Hellsburg’s desk. The

Attendant is not present.


DR. HELLSBURG


So, Jeff, as you can see I am

not dead, I am very much alive 

and I intend to use the rest of 

my life to find the naughty

person who left a very personal

tape for me to find.

Jeff can’t speak he just looks on in terror.




DR. HELLSBURG


You realize that I can make the 

rest of your tenure like you’re 

swimming in a pool of acid. 

And I would but, you get a break

this time Jeff because you’re 

going to tell me the truth or 

I’m going to skin your ass 

alive.



JEFF


I don’t know anything.



DR. HELLSBURG


Yes, I’ve been saying that from

the beginning.  But you do know

and I’ll give you twenty four

hours to come back here and tell

me a name.  Get out.

Jeff is running on his feet.  He slides into Hellsburg’s

door and opens it.  He throws himself out the door and

slams it behind himself.
INT.  Hallway - DAY

Sheryl watches Jeff leave Hellsburg’s office and run down

the hallway.
Moments later Hellsburg opens his door and looks out.  He

sees Sheryl in the hallway staring at him.  He closes the

door.

Hellsburg opens the door quickly and looks out just long

enough to see her still standing in the hall.  He closes

the door.

Sheryl walks by the door and on down the hall.

Cinda comes around a corner carrying her books in a back

pack on her book.  She walks straight ahead not looking 

at anything around her.

She passes students in a busy hallway until she runs right into Sheryl’s arms.



Sheryl


Hold on, easy.  My God Cinda

what is wrong with you?  You

almost knocked me over.



CINDA


I’m sorry.  I was...I mean I

was just...I can’t tell anyone!!

Cinda pulls herself away from Sheryl and hurries down the

hall past her crying.  Several students stop and stare or look quickly at the scene and then return to their own worlds.

Sheryl turns slowly and follows Cinda with her eyes.  She

sees Cinda turn right into an adjoining hallway.

She turns back and walks quickly to the up stairwell 

and she begins climbing the stairs.

INT.  LIGHTING LAB – DAY

Jeff is working at a drafting table on a large light plot

which is marked in the lower right hand corner.

The legend shows that this was the fourth draft of the light plot for ‘Marat Sade’, Director - Dr. Zachary Hellsburg, Set Design – Allan Stallsworth III, Costume Design – Marsha Sterns.
The door explodes open behind him and Tom steps through it.




TOM


Come with me, quick!!




JEFF


Where are we going?

Tom has already left.  Jeff throws down his drafting 

tools and runs out the door.

INT.  HALLWAY – AFTERNOON

Jeff catches up running to Tom and then walks next to

him very fast as they move towards an elevator.



JEFF


What’s going on?



TOM


The big fire works show as far 

as I can tell.  Major fire...



JEFF


I’m I involved.

Tom stops for a moment and turns to Jeff.


TOM


You were always involved Jeff,

from the beginning.  Remember,


this was always about you, always.


Now, its about somebody else.

They both walk quickly to the elevator doors and catch

them just as they are closing.  Tom holds the door for

Jeff and the doors close right after Jeff jumps in.
INT.  HALLWAY OURSIDE HELLSBER’S OFFICE – AFTERNOON

There is extreme SHOUTING and SCREAMING coming out of

the closed door of Dr. Hellsburg’s office.  A crowd

has gathered in a semi circle in the hallway.

The elevator doors open at the end of the hall and Jeff

pops out of the doors with Tom right behind them.

They both stop and survey the crowd listening outside of

Hellsburg’s office.

At the other end of the hallway there is a cluster of

faculty and staff that are winding their way towards

the growing crowd.  In front of this group is Marsha

Sterns and the University Police in the form of a male

and female OFFICERS.

As they approach, the crowd gives way so the faculty

and staff are now semi circle around the door with the

crowd behind them.  

There is a large CRASH from inside the room and the shouting suddenly stops.  

For a moment there is silence and the two officers begin

to move towards the door.

The door opens and Cindy, in tears with her clothes very

disheveled, comes out. She is holding her back pack which is open with the books trying to spill out.

Cindy stops for a moment and looks at the crowd.  She

begins crying again.  The two officers start forward once

more when Cindy explodes in anger.



CINDY


         (screams at crowd)


Why don’t you people mind your


own business.

She clutches her back pack and runs off through the crowd.

The crowd begins to slowly disperse.

Hellsburg opens the door and steps out.



DR. HELLSBURG


Surely this does not require


the police.

Hellsburg looks around helplessly.



MARSHA


I’m afraid it does



DR. HELLSBURG


I’m so sorry you feel that

way.



DR. CAROLS


Zachary, perhaps we should all

step down to the conference room 

where we may speak privately.



DR. HELLSBURG


I see nothing wrong with this

forum Charles.



MARSHA


This is not a request Zachary?

Dr. Hellsburg glares at Marsha for using his first name.


FEMALE OFFICER


Alright ladies and gentlemen,

please go on with your business.


MALE OFFICER


Clear the hallway please, 

everyone who is not involved

here please clear the area.

The crowd disperses faster only leaving a few on lookers

as the faculty and staff walk briskly to the conference

room.



DR. CAROLS


         (to Hellsburg)


Shall we, please.

Dr. Carols takes Hellsburg’s arm and leads him to the

conference room.

The crowd passes Jeff and Tom.



JEFF


What do you think is going on?



TOM


I have no idea my brother except 

that I do know that Hellsburg

just committed personal suicide 

and that Cindy has something on 

that asshole that is even


greater than him having sex with

a student.  Now what do you think 

that could be?



JEFF


You’re not saying that...



TOM


Come on, lets not be left out of


this.



JEFF


But I’m just...




TOM


...involved.  Which is what I


said at the beginning.  No one

listens.

Tom and Jeff step into the rear of the parade and follow

the heavy hitters into the conference room.

INT.  CONFERENCE ROOM – LATE AFTERNOON

Dr. Carols escorts Dr. Hellsburg through the door and

immediately seats him in the closest chair. 

One by one everyone passes him and fills in around the oval table staying as far away from Hellsburg as possible.

Marsha storms in and takes the head of the table.  She turns and waits impatiently until all the petty talk is

over.

She waits for the best moment to take the room.  She 
looks at Allan Stallsworth III, Dr. Carols, Sheryl,
Larry Freeman, Leonard Savine, Stella Delatos, Ivory,
Tom, Mike from the shop and a dozen more faculty and 
staff members.



MARSHA


I can’t even imagine what kind 

of image we are promoting on

this campus and I am sure by 

later today, at least state

wide, there will be news of this


event.  What would you say Dr.


Hellsburg?


DR. HELLSBURG


I would say, Marsha, that I don’t


particularly like the way you are


approaching me or this situation.



MARSHA


Is that right?  Well...Zachary


excuse me for being the Dean of


...



DR. HELLSBURG


... interim Dean of the School


of Theatre.  Interim.



MARSHA


...and a valid candidate for the


full time position which...



DR. HELLSBURG


...valid?  I don’t think that


anyone here on this faculty or 

staff would consider you a valid

...



MARSHA


...how dare you, you provocateur. 


you...


SHERYL


        (yells)


...sexual predator.  Predator!!

Everyone at the table turns and focuses their attention

on Sheryl.  She stands up to gain stature.



DR. HELLSBURG


Well...Sheryl...interesting


that you would...take this


moment to...



SHERYL


I pray to God that he forgives

me for not doing this...sooner.

Dr. Hellsburg just glares down the table at Sheryl.

Dr. Carols stands up,



DR. CAROLS


If I could make a suggestion

Zachary, that...



DR. HELLSBURG


...I thought you were my friend.



DR. CAROLS


This has nothing to do with 

friendship Zachary, this has to

do with the future of this 

graduate Theatre School.



MARSHA


If I may continue...



SHERYL


...I believe that Zachary 


Hellsburg has the floor.



MARSHA


Well...well...

Marsha sits down.




SHERYL


Let me start for him.  Let me


help him remember what he has


to say.   Let me...!!!



DR. HELLSBURG


...that...won’t be necessary. 

I certainly can speak for myself.

Sheryl sits down.  Allan puts his hands on her shoulders

from behind her and give her a good squeeze.

Hellsburg squints his eyes as he takes in the whole room

one person at a time, trying to see where he stands.  He

looks like a rat caught in a corner and deciding whether

to attack or stay still.



DR. HELLSBURG


After...many, many years of


service to this... theatre and


its students, I feel it is in

and in the best interest of

both parties that I...leave my 

post as Head of Directing and

retire to my home...where I

may recover more quickly
          from my recent incident of 

illness.

Hellsburg begins to stand unsteadily but no one offers

to help him.  He looks older as he peers around the

room for help.



LEONARD


Let me help you Zachary.

Leonard Savine walks around the table and takes Dr.

Hellsburg’s arm and leads him out the door.  Stella Delatos stands as he walks out as does Mike from the shop. 

No one else moves until he is out the door.


MARSHA


Could we please have this meeting


come back to order.
Everyone at the table looks briefly at Marsha Sterns and

then almost on cue they all gather their things and they

leave in a flurry of conversation.



MARSHA


Wait a minute.  Wait a minute 

please!  Hello ladies and

gentlemen?  Wait!!!  Stop

leaving, please, we have to.


..there is more business on the...

Marsha looks around and her secretary is alone, taking

notes as the table recording device spins forward

recording nothing.

Marsha just stares at the empty door frame in total disbelief.

After a moment she turns back and her secretary is

gone along with the recording device.

She sits down alone at the head of the long, oval table.
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – NIGHT

Marsha Sterns sits as the head of the table with her hands

clenched on the table, she is talking to herself quietly.

The night Janitor is mopping the hall outside the conference room.  He mops towards the conference room until he sees Marsha sitting at the table.



JANITOR


Dean Sterns, is that you?

Marsha brightens up, she turns to him, smiles warmly

and says,



MARSHA


Yes, this is me and thank you

for saying so.
The Janitor peers into the room for a moment and then goes

on with his business.



JANITOR


Yes mam.
INT.  APARTMENT – NIGHT

An elegant apartment in the city is filled with the cast

and crew of ‘Marat Sade’.  There is LOUD MUSIC, alcohol

and food in every room, people dancing, smoking pot, talking, fondling each other, watching other people 

grope each other and all in the spirit of the closing

of the show and up coming graduation.

Tom, in the living room of the house, steps forward with

a bottle of champagne and yells,



TOM


Cast and crew of ‘Marat Sade’

we congratulate you for a great

show.

Everyone screams and yells and then takes a drink.

Tom pulls the bottle down from his mouth and goes on.



TOM


And...in the tradition of..


. what ever the fuck it is...


I congratulate all who have 

been saved from the clutches 

of the Helldog himself, Dr.

Zachary (I resign) Hellsburg.

There is an enormous yell and spirited goings on until

the party takes back over and the search begins for who

will be with who before the night is over.

INT.  APARTMENT BEDROOM – NIGHT

In one of the bedrooms Roland is an a corner surrounded

by two lovely women who are listening to some of his lines

from the play.



ROLAND



“Today they need you because you


are going to suffer for them.


Tomorrow they will come back 


and smash that urn and they


will...  “

Both women start to giggle and Roland stops.  One

of the ladies whispers in his ear and they all

laugh.

Out the bedroom and down the hallway, past many guests

drinking and talking and into the next bedroom Laneen

is up against a corner with T.R.

INT.  APARTMENT BEDROOM TWO – NIGHT

In a bedroom with many GUESTS Laneen and T.R. are teasing

each other in a corner.



LANEEN


I just don’t normally find myself


attracted to women.



T.R.


Don’t you think that’s just sort

of confining, I mean, women can

do things to you guys don’t even

think about.

T.R. fondles Laneen as Laneen tries to figure out what

she really wants to do here.  
Gary suddenly steps up next to both of them.  He is

very drunk.



GARY


Did you know he never gave me


anything for the show, I mean,


being the Assistant Director 


and all.



T.R.


He’s gone Gary, get over you.


You graduate in a week and

you’ll never remember any of

this.



GARY


Well, I know I’ll remember a 

few things.

He leans into T.R. and gives her a deep, tongue kiss.



LANEEN


Wow, why don’t I just excuse

myself...

T.R. stops the kiss with Gary and turns and kissed

Laneen in the same fashion.

Gary looks on in fascination.

T.R. reaches out and pulls Gary into Laneen ‘s face. 



LANEEN


I thought you were married.



T.R.


Not now.

Gary closes his lips around Laneen ‘s as T.R. holds

onto his butt with one hand and fondles Laneen between

the legs with her other hand.

Out of that bedroom and down the hall into the living

room the party is going strong.

INT.  APARTMENT LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Jeff and Tom are sitting with Alysia between the two

of them.  Alysia is very drunk.



TOM


So, Alysia, how’s the big time


entertainment business with 

your television show.



ALYSIA


Its so cool, nothing like school.



JEFF


I’ll bet.


ALYSIA


No, really, its totally different


and...shhhh, don’t tell any-


one, the show got picked up for


twenty seven episodes.  Cool huh?



TOM


Holy Mickey Mouse, your on TV.


Congratulations.



JEFF


Me too, I mean, congratulations


from me, that’s incredible.

They all snuggle as the party happens around them in

high spirit.



ALYSIA


Oh, you guys, you’re not just

saying that, are you?



TOM


Not me.

Tom leans over and kisses her on her neck.  He looks

over her shoulder to Jeff who mouth’s the word ‘clingy’.

Tom shakes his head yes and nibbles Alysia’ s ear.

Jeff turns and begins to stand up when Alysia pulls him

back down.



ALYSIA


Where are you going?

Jeff immediately leans in and kisses her neck on his side.

The party around them is suddenly in slow motion and darker than their little scene which is in a spot light.

Alysia carefully takes care of each man as she fondle them

and encourages them as they work down each side of her body.



ALYSIA


Oh God, I’ve always wanted two


guys at the same time.  Oh God,


please don’t stop.



TOM


Maybe we should adjourn to a

darker room...



JEFF


...not too far away...



ALYSIA


Take me anywhere and hurry.

Suddenly the party comes back to life with a bang of the

front door opening.  Standing in the door frame is Cinda

and a very pretty dress for her pregnancy.

The party stops cold.  Someone turns the music down as

people slowly pour out of the hallway to see her.



CINDY


It’s a party, right?

Everyone slowly begins to laugh as Cinda comes in followed

by David.

Laneen, T.R. and Gary come to the beginning of the living

room and look across at Cinda and David.



LANEEN


I thought you were gay David?

Some people laugh.



ALYSIA


He is Laneen, can’t you tell?

More laughter.




LANEEN


Oh right Alysia, I see now.  So


who gets what hole tonight honey?

Alysia stands up immediately and faces Laneen.



ALYSIA


Which ever one I decide Laneen


is that okay with you?

Tom and Jeff pull Alysia down on the sofa while T.R.

and Gary pull Laneen back down the hallway.


LANEEN (O.S.)


Whatever floats your boat!!

Alysia gives the unseen Laneen the finger and someone turns the music back up.

David and Cinda come into the living room.  Tom motions

for them to come over.

They walk through the party and stop behind the couch across from Tom, Jeff and Alysia.



CINDA


We’ll come back we just want to



see who all is here.



TOM


Cool.



JEFF


Very cool.

Alysia and Cinda smile warmly at each other.  Cinda pulls

David off through the party.

They watch the couple disappear into the hallway.



TOM


Wouldn’t you just love to know?



JEFF


What?  Why those two together?



TOM


No.  What?  What does she have 

on Hellsburg.



ALYSIA


Sheryl knows.

Tom and Jeff both turn and look at Alysia.



TOM


Sheryl knows what?



ALYSIA


I’m sworn never to tell anyone.

Jeff and Tom look at each other and then go to work slowly

on each side of Alysia, kissing her, fondling her and

whispering in her ear.

The party explodes around them and time moves on into the

early morning with short slices of party goers drinking,

dancing, making out in dark corners, heavier petting and

hotter sex in darker rooms with many places to hide in and

some party members getting sick in the restroom, others

eating in the kitchen and many, after awhile, sleeping where they finally ended up for the night.

INT.  APRTMENT IN THE CITY – MORNING

The apartment is a wreck with trash, bottles, paper cups, over flowing ashtrays, over flowing trash containers, clothes, party balloons and streamers and people strewn

across every piece of furniture and most of the floor.

Tom pulls himself out of the arms of Alysia and tries to stand up.

Jeff slowly pulls Alysia off him and also tries to stand.



JEFF


I can’t feel my legs.



TOM


Maybe that’s a good thing.
Gary, T.R. and Laneen stagger out of the hallway and stand

looking at the living room in amazement.



T.R.


We’re going to my apartment for 

coffee, anyone is welcome.

Alysia wakes up and sets up.



ALYSIA


Oh God, I really have to pee.

She stands and runs past Laneen’ s group into the hallway.



LANEEN


Okay everyone, if we don’t see

any of you later on...



GARY


...then we don’t.

There are some groans and a little laughter from those just waking up.



TOM


I’ll join you, I definitely need


coffee.



JEFF


Sure, why not.

Cinda and David roll out from under a sheet on the carpet

next to the sliding glass door.



CINDA


Man, that was a blast.



DAVID


What happened?

More people laugh.

Roland staggers out of the kitchen in his boxer shorts.


ROLAND


Has anyone seen the two girls 

that I was with?

More people laugh with sustained laughter.

David and Cinda finally stand and locate their belongings.

They move into the room where people are starting to cluster.

Alysia comes back and passes Laneen.

Laneen gently grabs her on her arm and turns Alysia

towards her.



LANEEN


Hey, friends, okay, really, 

friends.

Alysia looks at her for a moment and the two girls carefully hug each other.

They get a round of applause.



LANEEN


Come on MFA Company, this is

our last time together before

we go out and show this mean,

fucked up world how bad we are.

There is a big cheer.

Tom reaches over and checks a bottle of champagne to make

sure its good.



TOM


Toast.



JEFF


I am toast.



TOM


Come MFA company, find a glass

or a bottle.

Everyone scurries around looking for something to toast with.


TOM


This is the way we started this

party and this is the way we end 

it.  To you MFA company for

finding your way through the

perils and delights of graduate

school.



THE COMPANY


Here, here.




TOM


And...to those already working

in this kiss ass industry...

Everyone looks at Alysia.



TOM


...bring us all in with you


babe so we can get out of this

fucking school thing where the

teachers teach because they 

can’t do it professionally!!

A great yell goes up as the company slowly makes its way

to the front door.

Out the door go Gary with T.R. and Laneen.



T.R.


If you get lost, I’m in the gray


apartment right behind the coffee


shop on the hill.

Out the door goes Roland now dressed but very sloppy.



ROLAND


“Now I will tell you what I 

think of the revolution”

The group starts to chant Marat, Marat, Marat.
Out the door goes Cinda and David.



ALYSIA


David, I thought you were gay.



CINDA


He found out it was better with a


girl.

Everyone claps and laughs as they leave.

Alysia, Jeff and Tom stagger to the door as others in the

room and down the hallway are just waking up.



ALYSIA


My house or T.R.’s house.



JEFF


T.R.’s first and then yours.



ALYSIA


Works for me.

Alysia and Jeff go out.  Tom waits for a moment and looks

around the room.



TOM


Thank God its not my house.

Jeff sticks his head in the doorway.



JEFF


Hey, I can’t do this alone.

Tom turns and walks to the door.



TOM


So, what did you think...


about what Alysia told us.



JEFF


I think that Cinda has a lot of


guts and that David has no idea


what he’s getting into, no pun


intended.



TOM 


Do you think she’ll ever tell him?



JEFF


She told Sheryl and Alysia.



TOM


Clingy, very clingy.



JEFF


Oh dude, but she clings so good.

Jeff’s arm reaches in and pulls Tom out the door.



JEFF (O.S.)


 ...and wet, she’s soooo wet. 


TOM (O.S.)


Yeah, what an everything.



JEFF (O.S.)


Totally!!!  Hey wait up for us.

Two sets of feet run down the apartment hallway until

the sound of their FEET disappears.

From the back of the apartment a male voice calls out.



MALE VOICE (O.S.)


Hey, has anyone seen my clothes.







   FADE OUT.

THE END
