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EXT. SKY - NIGHT

The sky is pitch black.


MANN (V.O.)


I was always drawn to the night sky.

Stars appear and slowly start to shimmer and twinkle.

MANN (V.O.)


The stars.

The stars form into the body of a naked goddess.

Her features highlighted by glittering stardust.


MANN (V.O.)


There was something magical about them.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

MANN -- an unremarkable man of fifty odd years -- lies on a bed, sight unseen.  He is watching a TV mounted to the ceiling.  On it, a video loop of a dancing Star Goddess plays.  It becomes clear that this is what we have been watching.


MANN (V.O.)


I had an affinity.

POV MANN - Mann’s gaze tracks slowly across the darkened room.  It is a suburban catastrophe.  Piles of clothes are heaped on the floor.  Dressers with half closed doors are stuffed to overflowing.  Shelving units cover every available space and are crammed with alien themed toys, African tribal masks, and academic textbooks.  There is no rhyme or reason to the assemblage.  Finally, Mann’s eyes alight on the visage of his wife, standing naked in the doorway to the bathroom.  At thirty, NELLIE is twenty years younger than Mann and drop-dead gorgeous.  At the moment, she’s also painted green.


MANN (V.O.)

A connection.

Nellie closes the door to the bathroom.  As she does, the fluorescent paint which covers her body come to life in a kaleidoscope of pink comets, blue planets, and yellow stars.  At the same time, pinpoints of colored light begin to rotate about the room.


MANN (V.O.)


I don’t know how to explain it.

Nellie dances across the room towards the bed.

MANN (V.O.)


It was as though I came alive in their presence. 

POV MANN - Nellie stands over Mann on the bed, silhouetted against the star video playing on the TV overhead.


MANN (V.O.)

Those majestic orbs that filled the night sky, the possibilities seemed endless.

POV MANN - A giant smile plastered on her face, Nellie settles down on top of Mann.  She bounces up and down and sways back and forth, as the camera zooms in on her chest.


MANN (V.O.)


Laying there, under the stars, my heart pounding, my curiosity aroused, my soul leaping for joy, enchanted by the wonders which hung in the heavens before me, I can assure you I was eager to explore all that I beheld, the life lay before me.  


NELLIE (V.O.)


Mr. Mann.  Mr. Mann

INT. LIBRARY DAY

A room in a suburban house has been made to look like a psychiatrist’s office.  A plaque on the desk reads, “Dr. Dom Psychic Release Specialist.”  A GRANDFATHER CLOCK TICKS softly in the background.  Neat and tidy books line the walls.  A telescope stands before an open window.  Mann lies on a couch with his eyes covered.  Nellie sits at a desk behind him, wearing a conservative black dress suit of the sort a professional stripper might wear before commencing a performance complete with stiletto high heels.  She is annoyed that she still has it on and is half heartedly poking Mann’s face with a riding crop.


NELLIE


Mr. Mann.  Mr.  Mann.  And where are we to get you this green alien, Mr. Mann?  Honestly, I thought we agreed, the realms of the possible this time.  I swear, it’s bad enough listening to you mope endlessly about how your wife deserted you, Mr. Mann.  But now, to bring green aliens into the picture as if this had been part of your normal love life.  Preposterous.  Simply preposterous, Mr. Mann.  I do declare, if it wasn’t for the money, I don’t believe I would be able to listen to another word you said

(beat)

But as it is.

Nellie smacks her husband’s face with the crop and continues to poke about his nose with it as she talks.


NELLIE


That was your cue, Mr. Mann.


Would you like to try again?

Frustrated, Nellie vigorously smacks her husband with the crop.


NELLIE


Really, if this is any indication of the way the rest of your marriage went, it’s no wonder your wife left you.  Poor girl, having to deal with your sick, demented fantasies for all those years.  I really feel sorry for the girl, really I do.


(beat)


So, where do you suppose this obsession of yours started, Mr. Mann?  Maybe you should tell me about your childhood.  Isn’t that really what we should be talking about, Mr. Mann, assuming you want to do this right, of course.

Mann shifts where he lays, gets comfortable, and begins anew.


MANN

I’m not going to apologize for my desires.

Nellie kicks her husband in the head.


NELLIE

You’re trying my patience, Mr. Mann.  It is for me and me alone to decide when you should be down on your knees, groveling for forgiveness,


MANN

Oh, right.  Sorry.

Kicking him again.

NELLIE

Sorry, what, Mr. Mann.?


MANN


Sorry, Dr. Dom.

Nellie kicks off shoes and offers her feet.


NELLIE

That’s better.  You may massage my feet if you like, Mr. Mann.

MANN

Yes, Dr. Dom.

As Mann massages her feet, Nellie resumes poking his face with the riding crop.


NELLIE


And I’m warning warn you in advance, Mr. Mann, I’m in no mood for any of your stupid games, so keep it straight this time.  No UFOs.  No alien harlots.  Do you understand, Mr. Mann.  Just tell me the relevant facts of your life.  How it is that you got where you are.  Or better yet, where it is that you desire to go.

MANN

Yes, Dr. Dom.

Smacking him with the crop.


NELLIE


Well, the clock is a ticking, Mr. Mann.  I haven’t got all day.

EXT. LONE HOUSE IN MIDDLE OF DESERT - NIGHT

An exterior view of Alfred Mann’s childhood home: a house that sits alone in the middle of the desert.  Light streams forth from the windows.  We hear his parents yelling.


MANN’S MOM


So you’re saying this is my this is my fault?  This isn’t my fault?  This is your fault.  It’s always your fault.  The sooner you get than into your stubborn fool head, the better off you’ll be.  


NELLIE (V.O.)


Well, now we’re getting somewhere.  Your mother was a right bitch, Mr. Mann.


MANN (V.O.)


God Bless her soul


NELLIE (V.O_


Whatever, Mr. Mann.  Continue.

GUY -- a 25 year old, handsome, idealized personification of Mann in his youth -- is pretending to be an even younger version of himself, as indicated by the baseball that he currently wears. Go Astros!  Guy runs out of the house and into the desert.


MANN


I spent a lot of time outside, at night, under the stars, enjoying the view.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

We are on the crest of a hill overlooking the desert valley.  A small circle of lights denotes a crossroads village far below.  It consists of a hundred houses at most, confined to the center of town.  Across the valley, on a distant ridge twenty miles away, the dome of a small astronomical observatory can be seen.

A meteor streaks by behind the observatory, highlighting it, and giving it a sense of importance.

Guy turns to look at the camera behind him.  He smiles, bounces his eyebrows, and hams it up as he makes a great big production of tugging at his trousers and spitting a lugee into his hand.

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

Alfred face is cradled by Nellie’s playful feet, which he is massaging as best he can.


NELLIE


Oh, now this I believe.  You always were a sick fuck.


MANN


Well, what do you want?  That’s what I was doing when I saw the UFO.

Nellie sits up suddenly and tosses her riding crop into the air in disgust.


NELLIE


Oh, fucking hell, not again.


MANN


It’s my hour.


NELLIE


Fine.  And if this is how you want to waste it.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

Guy stands with his back to the camera as another meteor -- much bigger than before -- streaks across the sky.

Moments later a classic saucer shaped UFO goes screaming by directly over his head, bounces off a few rocks on it’s way down the slope, and comes to rest at the bottom of the hill.

Guy runs off after it.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

As with the rest of the Mann’s house, the basement has been decorated to look like something that it is not: in this case, a UFO crash site in the desert.  Sand is spread on the floor.  A big pit has been dug through the foundation.  A small spaceship rests at the bottom.  Desert murals of rocks and cacti decorate the walls.  Flickering Christmas lights shine overhead.  It looks cheesy, obviously fake.

Guy arrives at the edge of impact crater and peers down, just in time to see a Nellie from the smoking wreckage of the crashed UFO.  Nellie is covered in green body paint and is wearing a  black sequined mini-skirt and a pair of dime store antennas on her head.

Guy scrambles down the crater, picks Nellie up, and carry her out of the hole.

At the top he puffs out his chest, looks to the sky, and strikes a pose suitable for a comic book cover.

INSERT - COMIC BOOK COVER

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

Nellie is sitting behind her desk, far away from Mann who lays on the couch.  She tosses said comic book onto her desk.


NELLIE


Guy Goodson in The Vixen from Venus.  I think we’ve already done that one, several times, Mr. Mann.


MANN


Oh, no.  This one’s different.


NELLIE.


Oh, really.  Different?  How?

(beat)

Wait.  Just out of curiosity, Mr. Mann, how many breasts did this Venutian of yours have, you know, this time?



MANN


Um.  How many?  How many could she have?

Nellie shakes her head.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

Nellie is dressed as the same alien as before only now dozens of artificial breasts dot her body hanging from her knees, elbows, and every other available surface.  Guy is inspecting her, counting the breasts, until he comes to the last one on her forehead.


NELLIE (V.O)

Come, come, Mr. Mann.  If you had really seen an alien, and a sexy one at that, I am certain that you would be able to tell me exactly how many breasts she had.  Even if she had 23 with the last on her forehead, Mr. Mann, I do believe you’d be looking at the bottom of her feet until you found the 24th.

Guy lifts the alien’s feet looking for the wayward breast.

SFX: The grandfather clock chimes.

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

Nellie stands, getting ready to leave.


NELLIE


I’m sorry, Mr. Mann.  That’s all the time we have today.

Nellie walks out the door.


MANN


Please, don’t go.


(shouting after her)


It’s Joseph, isn’t it?

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen has been made to look like a trendy café, complete with seating for twenty between the empty booths and tables.  Jars of pickles, pre-wrapped snack foods, and soda’s line the counter.  While every available inch of wall space has been covered with handwritten menu boards listing sandwiches, soups, desserts, and things that a man might want from a woman and vice a versa, such as: Massage $100, Candle Lit Dinner $250, Dance (per) $5, Stroll in Park $25, Arachnid Removal $15, Unplug Toilet $50, Repair Sink $75, Paint House $2,499, and so on.  A “TODAY’S SPECIAL” Chalkboard by the stairs, reads, “DR. DOM, preliminary interview, 4-5pm, $100.”  Next to it, plastic strips as used to control dust at construction sites blocks off the stairs.  Mann holds the plastic curtain open for his wife as they both enter the room.


MANN


I can pay for overtime.


NELLIE


I’m sorry, Mr. Mann.  As you well know, I have prior engagements.


MANN


Break them.


(upon realizing the futility of the request)

How about a cup of coffee, then, before you go?


NELLIE

Sorry, I don’t have the time.  I really must be going.

Nellie stops and turns as she suddenly remembers.


NELLIE

I won’t be here next week, Mr. Mann, for our usual session.

MANN

What?  What am I supposed to do while you’re gone?  Why didn’t you tell me before this?

NELLIE

I left you a note.

(beat)

Oh, maybe I didn’t.

Nellie hands Mann a pad of paper.


NELLIE


Here, be a doll and write yourself a note for me.  It should say, I’ll be gone next week.


MANN


Joseph?


NELLIE

You’ll be on your own, dear.

Nellie kisses Mann curtly on the cheek before leaving.


MANN


(calling after her)


So, what am I supposed to do while you’re gone?  Just wait for you?


NELLIE (O.S.)


It’s your life, dear.  Do whatever you like.  

Mann sits down at one of the empty tables and proceeds to write the note as per his wife’s instructions.  As he does, Nellie reappears from behind the counter dressed as a slutty schoolgirl: pink hair ribbons, bobby socks, and pink & black checkered skirt.  She checks her outfit.  Dissatisfied, she undoes a button on her blouse to reveal more cleavage.

Nellie grabs a pot of coffee and two empty mugs and walks over to where Mann is seated.


NELLIE


Just between you and me, doc, I think doing whatever you like should include doing me.  Like now.  I’m wearing that outfit you like.  The one I wore Monday.  Front row.  No panties.

Nellie is pressing herself against Mann as she pours his coffee and adds cream and sugar.  Mann ignores her as he continues to write the note.  

MANN



Oh, hey.  I’ll be with you in just a minute, Priscilla.

 
NELLIE


Let me do that for you, doc.  I give excellent dick-tation, you know.

Mann looks at Nellie for the first time.

MANN

It’s an old joke.

Nellie kneels down beside Mann, licking her lips eagerly.

NELLIE

So, tell me a new one, doc.  Tell me what you want me to say.  And then, tell me how you want me to say it.

Her head going south, Nellie slowly disappears from view.


NELLIE


Oh, and just so you know, I don’t mind talking with my mouth full, doc.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann is an astronomy professor at the local liberal arts college.  He spends his nights alone in the college’s observatory, which consists of a very large, circular, domed, whitewashed room, the size of a small gymnasium.  At twenty feet tall, the telescope is by no means small, but it is dwarfed by its vacant surroundings.  The telescope has no eye piece.  Instead a white box is stationed at its base, which transmits information electronically to a pair of computer screens that sit atop two desks set off to the side.  Both screen show the same thing, an asteroid: a fuzzy white rock rotating against a black background.  Mann is not paying attention to any of this.  He is lying down next to the telescope, staring through an opening in the dome to the stars beyond.  He is wearing a telephone headset.  And he is talking to his wife.


MANN


So the thing is, here I am at work.

(beat)

I was expecting more.


NELLIE (O.S.)


You have your telescope.


MANN


It’s out of date.


NELLIE (O.S.)


You have your research.


MANN


No one cares.


NELLIE (O.S.)


So, your life sucks.  Why am I talking to you again?


MANN


Because you love me?


NELLIE (O.S.)


Me, Dr. Dom, love a puny twerp like you?  Who’s telescope is past its prime?  Who’s research, by your own account, is old, dated, and uninteresting?  I don’t think so, Mr. Mann.  I have better things to do with my time.


MANN


Well, someone loves me.  Or at least, someone did, once.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Why don’t you tell me about that, Mr. Mann.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

On the same hill as before, Guy has his back to us.  He is looking towards the sky, looking towards the observatory in the distance.  A shooting star flashes by overhead.  After it passes, Guy turns around and looks in the opposite direction.  Following his gaze we see a group of college students frolicking around a bonfire, dancing, and getting drunk.  Nellie is among them, wearing hippy clothes: fringed leather, headband, beads, and a painted pink peace sign on her cheek.


MANN (V.O.)


At first it was fun.


NELLIE (V.O.)


At first?

Nellie comes running up the hill to where Guy is standing.


MANN (V.O.)


OK.  It was fun.  It was great.  It was a blast.  It was like a total party, and I was the star of the show.  

Nellie hands Guy a joint.


NELLIE


So, which one is Jupiter?

Guy turns Nellie around, takes a hit off the joint, and feels her up -- this is Mann’s fantasy, after all -- before pointing to the sky.


GUY

Jupiter.  Next to it is Saturn... see the rings.

The planets in the sky are larger than life, colorful, and idealized.  The phrase “an artists interpretation” comes rapidly to mind.


NELLIE


Cool.  I like rings.

Nellie is now wearing a punk rocker’s outfit: leather jacket, dyed hair, and a multitude of rings and piercings.  We are looking at her straight on, Guy’s hands are at play under her ripped shirt.  Behind him, over his shoulder a red planet appears.


GUY


Mars.

Nellie stomps on Guy’s foot, turns around, and knees him in the balls.

He falls to the ground, groaning.  Nellie stars at the planet in the sky appreciatively.

NELLIE

Mars.  Cool.

GUY

Fuck.  My nards.

Nellie kicks guy where he lays.


NELLIE


Shut up.


MANN (V.O.)


What?  Why?  I mean, that’s just not nice.


NELLIE (V.O.)


You want a punk rocker, you get a punk rocker.  Let that be a lesson to you.  Besides, you know you were just trying to lead up to some stupid Uranus joke, so too bad.  I beat you to the punch, so to speak.


(beat)

So, anyhow, who’s next?  Or do you want to go best, two out of three?

Guy shakes his head vigorously in protest from where he lies on the ground clutching his balls.


MANN (V.O.)


I think maybe we need a medic, instead.

Nellie is now wearing a white nurse’s outfit.


NELLIE


I’m a doctor.  Well, nurse.  Pre-med.

She rips her blouse open.


NELLIE


Does this help, any?

POV GUY - Nellie lowers herself onto guy.  Her torso almost completely fills the screen.  Stars twinkle behind her.  She shakes her breasts.


NELLIE (V.O.)


Oh, wait.  That’s not going to work.

Nellie shrugs as she buttons her blouse.


NELLIE


You heard her.


GUY


What?  Why not?


NELLIE (V.O.)


The logistics are all wrong.  The pretense is that you’re showing her the planets, right?


MANN (V.O.)


Yeah, stars now, but whatever.


NELLIE (V.O.)


Well, how can she see them?

POV GUY - Nellie nods, agreeing with the voice in the sky.

MANN (V.O.)

We can fix that.

POV GUY - Guy grabs Nellie by the shoulders and rolls her over, so she is on the ground.  Nellie giggles with delight.


NELLIE


That was fun.

POV NELLIE - Guy is smiling.  Stars are twinkling over his shoulders now.


GUY


So let’s see.  I’m staring at Venus, so...

POV GUY - Nellie is delighted.


NELLIE


Oh, that’s nice.


NELLIE (V.O.)


It’s an old line, Mr. Mann.  You’re lucky she fell for it.


MANN (V.O.)


I’ll take what I can get.


NELLIE (V.O.)


So I’ve noticed.


GUY


Like I said, Venus before me, so over my shoulder, would be...


(beat)


Scorpion

Close up on Nellie’s face.


NELLIE


Isn’t it called Scorpio?

The view of Nellie’s face widens to include a scorpion walking her way.


GUY


No!  No!  Scorpion!

Nellie frowns as she looks at the scorpion, then at Guy.


NELLIE


Why a scorpion?  Why now?  I mean, that’s just so stupid.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT.

Mann is lying under the telescope.  His legs are crossed.  He’s almost asleep.


NELLIE (O.S.)


I have to agree with her, Mr. Mann.  Not just stupid, but self destructive.  You had me, which is to say, you had her, right where you wanted.  And then, you blew it, made everything complicated, far more melodramatic than it ever needed to be.

Mann sits up, worried.


MANN


I’m sorry.  Let me do it over.  I can leave out the Scorpion.  I was just having fun.

SFX - Grandfather clock chimes.


NELLIE (O.S.)


I’m sorry too, Mr. Mann.  But we are out of time.  And unfortunately, as you know, in life there are no do overs.


MANN


Please.  Can’t we talk, just a little while longer.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Well, you really were a good little boy, Mr. Mann, except for that bit about the Scorpion, and you didn’t mention aliens once.  I’m quite proud of you for that.

INT.  LIBRARY - NIGHT

Nellie is wearing a black frilled bathrobe.  She lies on the couch, one hand is holding the phone; the other is running up her leg.


NELLIE


And then, there’s the fact that I did put on a special outfit this evening, just for you.

MANN (O.S.)

Really!  What?


NELLIE


Oh?  You’re interested in that, Mr. Mann.  Would you like me to describe it for you?


MANN (O.S.)


Yes.  Please.


NELLIE


Well, you remember that black frilled bathrobe that your wife wanted much for her anniversary?

(beat)

The one that you gave to me for my birthday, instead.  So kind of you, Mr. Mann.  So thoughtful.  But it really is too much to be wearing on such a hot night like tonight.  I’m just sweating here in my office, nothing but boring old books for comfort.

Nellie pulls a book from the shelf next to her, looks at it briefly, and tosses it to the side.

NELLIE

I need a man, Mr. Mann.  Can you be that Man, Mr. Mann?  Will you be that man, Mr. Mann?

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann stands next to telescope, nodding vigorously.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Will you undress me, Mr. Mann?  Caress me?  Hold me?  Own me?


MANN.


Yes.  Yes.


NELLIE (O.S.)

And this is the same man who is always telling me how much he loves his wife, how he would do anything for her.


MANN


But I would, I do.


NELLIE (O.S.)


And yet, you are so quick to cheat on her with another woman, Mr. Mann.


MANN

Hey, that’s not fair.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Not fair?  Not fair, Mr. Mann?  I didn’t make the rules, say how the game was to be played.  That was your own doing, Mr. Mann.


MANN


But...

NELLIE (O.S.)

No.  No, Mr. Mann.  This is your own doing.  And really, I must be going now, Mr. Mann.  Long day tomorrow with Joseph, don’t you know. 


MANN


Please.  No.  Wait.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Goodnight, Mr. Mann.

SFX - Dead line.  Dial tone.


MANN


Shit.  Fuck.

Mann throws telephone headset he has been wearing across the observatory.  

EXT. OBSERVATORY PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The observatory is a large white domed building.  The parking lot is huge, full of potholes and weeds, but the only vehicle present is Mann’s white battered pick-up truck.


MANN (O.S.)


(screaming)


Fuck!

EXT. LOCATIONS - VARIOUS - DAY/NIGHT

(MONTAGE - OBSERVATORY TO OBSERVATORY) 

Silence for a beat and then the heavens start to spin.  Time lapse photography kicks in as stars streak across the sky.

The moon rises.

The moon sets.

A glorious sunrise is over in seconds.

In a fast motion blur, Mann exits the observatory, gets in his truck, and drives away.

The sun travels across the sky.

The clouds boil away surrealistically.

Late afternoon, while the clouds continue to boil away overhead,  we find Mann on a ladder, prying a rotted board off the side of his house.   He takes a break, wipes sweat from his face, and peers into the backyard.

No one is there.

He returns to his labors.

In a blur, Mann arrives at the observatory and goes inside.  The sun sets.  The Moon zooms by.  The sun rises.  Mann returns to his truck and departs.  The night is over in seconds.

Late afternoon, Mann is back on the ladder.  The clouds continue to boil away as if some psychic storm were on the horizon.  The weather is completely out of touch with the world around it.  Against this backdrop and in normal time, Mann hammers a board into place.  He takes a break, wipes sweat from his forehead, and looks to the backyard towards Nellie’s cottage, a converted garage.

Nellie is there, under the boiling clouds.  She wears a pink scarf and a garden hat.  She sits in a chair, sunning herself as she reads a book, sipping pink-lemonade.  She distinctly ignores Mann’s gaze, turns the page in her novel, and takes another sip of her drink.  

Evening shadows grow long and cross the lawn.

When they reach Nellie, she gets up and walks into her cottage, closing the door behind her.

Mann returns to his labors.

The sky is moving quicker, boiling more frantically than before.  Mann arrives at the observatory.  He gets out of his truck, stands to watch the sun set, watches the moon zoom by overhead, turns around to face the east, and watches the sun rise.  He has not yet made it inside.  He has but taken two steps.  Shrugging, he returns to his truck and drives away.

Mann stands by the side of his house.  He moves in normal time.  The heavens, however, continue their frenzied pace.  Days and nights flick by like flashes in a strobe.  It is like being outside at night during a thunderstorm.  Mann puts out his hand as if checking for rain.  There is none.  He shrugs.

In the semi-darkness, under the flickering sky, Mann sets up a flood light to illuminate his work.

He sets up a ladder.

He climbs the ladder and paints.

After a moment, her peers around the corner.

Under an almost normal night sky with a larger than life full moon, Nellie lies on a blanket wearing a bikini, surrounded by spotlights.  She smiles beckoningly to Mann.

Mann quickly descends the ladder and joins her.  She leads him into her cottage, closing the door behind them.

We pull back from the cottage, their house, their block, their town, until they are but twinkling lights in the distance.  Our vantage is the same as Mann uses for his fantasies -- The Desert Hill.  In the distance we see the observatory overlooking the valley below.

A meteor shoots by.

(END MONTAGE)

EXT. OBSERVATORY PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Mann arrives in his truck and walks inside.  A full moon hangs in the sky.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann hangs his coat on his chair, puts his lunch on his desk.

He presses a few buttons on his computer.  He looks at the rotating rock on the screen and the numbers below it.

He stretches.

He looks around.

He grabs the headset from where it lies on the desk, and walks over to the telescope.

He speed dials “Dr. Dom”, and looks to the stars.

EXT. ARCHEOLOGICAL DIG - DAY

Nellie is in a hole, sifting dirt, sweating profusely, wearing a classic safari outfit complete with hat.  A pink scarf is wrapped around her neck.  Dozens of college students work the dig with her, shoveling dirt and shifting it through screens.  A colorful “JOSEPH” banner flies in the background.

SFX - Nellie’s phone rings.  It has a CRICKET ring tone.

Nellie stops working, wipes sweat from her face, and answers her phone.  Guy is in the background.  He recognizes the ring tone and hurries over.


NELLIE 


You’re early.


MANN (O.S.)


I’m bored.


GUY


Hey, doc!  I think I found something.

  
NELLIE


I’ll call you later... as scheduled.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann is standing next to telescope and looking towards the sky.

In fast motion, the stars blur, making a half round smear across the sky.  Mann hasn’t moved.

SFX - Mann’s phone rings.  It has a “Boot Hill” type ring tone (Dom, Dom, da-Dom, da-da, Dom, Dom, Dom, Dom, Dom).

Mann answers his phone and immediately begins talking.


MANN


I was hoping we could do it differently this time.  You know, try something new.  Like instead of me making up the game, telling you how things should be, you could tell me.  That way you’d get what you want.  That would be good, right?  And then, you’d be happy.  That would work, right?  Right?


NELLIE (O.S.)


If you were one of my students, Mr. Mann, right now is when I’d be asking if maybe you’d forgotten to take your medicine.


MANN


I just want to get off to a good start, do it right this time.  I don’t want to do things how we’ve been doing them, with me in charge, telling you what to do.  It’s not going to work.  I understand that now.  So, clean slate.  What do you say?  Start over?  Whatever you want to do.  However you want to do it.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Is that really what you want, Mr. Mann?


MANN


Yes.


NELLIE (O.S.)


OK.  Clean slate, Mr. Mann.


MANN


And we can start over?  Reset?


NELLIE (O.S.)


Have it your way Mr. Mann.  The game has been reset.


(pause)


Where would you like to begin, Mr. Mann.


MANN


Um.  Where are you?  What are you doing?


(beat)


What are you wearing?

INT. ALI BABA’S TENT - DAY

Nellie reclines in a harem’s delight, surrounded by pillows, jewels, gold, and a smoking hookah.  She wears a slutty harem girl’s outfit: pink and black.  Think, “I Dream of Jeannie” gone to the dark side.  Guy stands in a corner, next to a grandfather clock, dressed as a bare-chested harem guard.


NELLIE


Oh, nothing special.  But this isn’t about me, Mr. Mann.  This is about you.  What you want?  And where you want to take it?


MANN (O.S.)


No.  Please.  Like I said, we don’t have to do it that way.  I want you to take the lead.  Tell me what you want.  Tell me what you need.


NELLIE


You sound desperate, Mr. Mann, afraid.  This is a good sign.  It shows you’re near the edge.  I feel as though we might make a breaththrough in your therapy tonight.


MANN (O.S.)


No.  You’re not listening to me.  I don’t want to play that game anymore.  So, forget Dr. Dom.  Forget all of that.  Let’s just start over.  Just you and me, husband and wife, just like it used to be.  


NELLIE


(to Guy as an aside)


Like husband and wife, Mr. Mann?  Forget who I am?  Forget Dr. Dom?

Guy shrugs.


NELLIE


I think you are confusing me with someone else, Mr. Mann.

(beat)

Oh, right!  Transference.  Good twist.  I like it.  OK.  We can go with that if you like.

MANN (O.S.)

No!  You’re not listening to me.


NELLIE


No, Mr. Mann.  You’re not listening to me.  You’re suffering from a delusion.  It’s very common in Psychic Release Therapy, you know.

Guy nods in agreement.


NELLIE


They even have a name for it: transference.


MANN (O.S.)

No!  Please, no.  You’re not listening to me.


NELLIE


No, Mr. Mann, you’re not listening to me, so let me repeat myself.  You’re suffering from transference.  You think I’m your wife.  Do you understand that, Mr. Mann.

MANN (O.S.)

Yes, Dr. Dom.

NELLIE

Good.  Excellent.  Now we’re getting somewhere, Mr. Mann.

MANN (O.S.)

Yes, Dr. Dom.

NELLIE

So, you think I’m your wife... and your wife left you for another man... a Joseph, isn’t that right, Mr. Mann?


MANN (O.S.)


I was jealous, playing.  It was a slip of the tongue, a mistake.  I regret ever saying it.


NELLIE


So, what you’re saying is that it was a Freudian slip, Mr. Mann.


MANN


No.  No.

(beat)

OK.  Fine.  I guess.


NELLIE


Well, doesn’t that sound like something we should probe into a little deeper, Mr. Mann?

The hands of the grandfather clock start to turn backwards.  Slowly at first, but faster and faster, until a vortex is created. 


GUY


I like these flashbacks.

Guy jumps into the vortex before it sucks Nellie, the tent, and everything else into the past.


NELLIE (V.O.)


I sense your struggle with where to begin, Mr. Mann, so let me help you.  Once upon a time, Alfred Mann was the star of the show and all of the world revolved around him.  Does that sound about right, Mr. Mann?

INT. LECTURE HALL - DAY

The room is packed.  Students sit in the aisles and stand in the back, craning their necks to see the board.  Guy is standing in front at the blackboard, pointer in hand.  A series of stars have been drawn on the board.  It is the constellation Pegasus.  Guy talks, motion with his hand, and points with his stick; and the horse leaps from the blackboard and flies around the room.  The students are amazed.  They cheer.  They toss their papers into the air in celebration.  Guy is given a standing ovation.


NELLIE (V.O.)


Is that how it was, Mr. Mann?


MANN (V.O.)


Something like that.  It was a different time.  It was fun.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

Hundreds of students are dancing around a giant bonfire, getting drunk.  Guy sits on a cooler, a circle of students around him, hanging on his every word.  He holds a rock, pretending it’s a planet, the bonfire, the sun.  A pair of coeds approach.


COED #1


So, we were just wondering, Al.

They lift their shirts.

COED #2


You know, who’s bigger.


COED #1


Not just bigger, but better.


COED #2


You can touch them if you like.  If that would help you decide.

In the background a wooden effigy of Mann is raised and set ablaze.  This is the original Burning Mann.  It all started here.  The crowd starts chanting.

CROWD

Mann!

Mann!

A group of modern-primitive, Burning Man, naked, erotic freak-a-zoids lift Guy onto their shoulders and parade him around the fire.  He is their king.


CROWD


Mann!


Mann!


NELLIE (V.O.)


Are you sure this is such a good idea?

The scene shifts sideways.  The modern-primitives are replaced by bone in nose, feathered haired, human sacrificing, full on savages.  Guy is tied to a throne, which is being carried towards the fire.  He seems distressed by this turn of events.


GUY


Help!



NELLIE (V.O.)


I’m just saying.


MANN (V.O.)


Well, that’s certainly how I feel now.


NELLIE (V.O.)


So what changed?

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - DAY

The bonfire is gone.  All that remains is ash.  Guy looks around wildly, talking to the gods that be.


GUY


That was not cool.

Guy notices a tribal mask in the remains of the fire.  He kicks at it, hesitantly, afraid of what will happen.  As he does, the sky starts to boil.


GUY


Shit.

Guy looks around full of worry and concern.


GUY


Come on, Mr. Mann.  This is your fantasy, get a grip.

A wind picks up, covering guy in ash.

GUY

Once again, not cool.

Hey!  I’ve got an idea, bring back the babes.

Ignoring Guy, the wind blows harder.  Guy disappears behind the ash.

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

On the other side of the ash, we find that the dust is being kicked up by a bulldozer at a construction site.  A house is being built as the time-lapse sky boils overhead.

The house is completed in seconds.

We pull back to an aerial view and watch as a subdivision is completed.  One house.  After the next.  Done in seconds.

We keep on pulling back to reveal that the subdivision is located at the edge of a small desert town, which resides at the crossroads of an otherwise empty valley.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - DAY

We keep on pulling back until we rejoin Guy on the hill.  He is busy rolling a joint under the boiling sky.


GUY


Oh, hey.  You’re back.

(beat)

This?  It’s OK.  I’ve got a prescription.

Guy lights the joint.


GUY


Oh, and we should really do this at night.  You get better visuals that way.

Guy reaches up and pulls an imaginary cord, turning out the lights, turning day to night, under a sky filled with stars.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

In the valley beyond guy, the lights from the houses in the center of the valley twinkle and shine as does the sky.

The light from the valley morph into a psychedelic amoeba that grows a pair sinister red eyes.

Tendrils of protoplasmic light reach out from the center of the valley, crawling along the axis of the cross roads.  The stars in the sky grow dimmer.

The monster pulses.  Light ripples back and forth up the canyons, like the ebb and flow of an illuminated ocean.  The fading stars in the sky disappear.

The monster rises gathers itself up, rising into smoky ink black sky and growls at Guy.

Guy flicks the remainder of his joint at the monster.


GUY


Um, love to stay and chat, dude.  But I just remembered, I’ve got a job.  I work at night.

Guy runs away, as the monster lashes out with an octopus like tendril of light that crashes into the remains of the bonfire, sending up a plume of ash. 

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

The observatory is packed with students in white coats, carrying clip boards, writing things down, and engaged in animated discussion with each another.  Around the telescope stand a cluster of cute girls wearing cut-off shorts and tight t-shirts, all identical.  At the center, Guy stands next to another of the girls who sits in a chair mounted to the bottom of the telescope.  We have not seen this chair before, nor will we see it again.  Guy is assisting the girl in the chair with her observations by turning knobs and showing her where to look.  When she is done, he offers his hand and helps her down, helping the next girl into the chair in the same manner.


MANN (V.O.)


We were a Class I observatory when I started, and then came the light.  I mean, I like other people, don’t get me wrong.  I don’t begrudge them a place to live, and all.  But that light changed everything.  

A dozen workmen arrive, wearing gray overalls, pushing a white box, which is to be the new infrared sensor, and four empty carts.

Two of the workmen pick Guy up and move him to the side.

Two remove the chair assembly from the bottom of the scope and push it towards the exit with the girl still in it.

Two finish pushing the white box into place beneath the scope, attaching it with bolts.

While the remainder, working in pairs, pick the girls up and place them into carts.


MANN (V.O.)

  
We had to switch over to infrared.  Oddly, it was great for research.  You can pick up all sorts of stuff with infrared, even in broad daylight.  But the pictures aren’t that interesting to look at.

Recovering, Guy grabs one of the few remaining girls and leads her over to the computer screens, which are now showing the rotating rocks we’ve been seeing since the beginning.

Guy motions to the screen and desperately tries to act animated, motioning with his hands and tracing exaggerated circles in the air.  The girl looks confused.

As the workmen, pass by with their carts full of girls towards the exit, she turns and runs after them.

Guy looks around the room.  There are only a dozen men in white coats remaining.  They look at one another as they disappear one by one.

The last two wave to each other.


MANN (V.O.)


With nobody else there, I even got a few papers out of it.  Didn’t even have to share the credit.

Guy turns to watch as a printer next to the computer screens turns on and starts to shoot paper across the desk of its own accord.


MANN (V.O.)


Not that it had anything to do with me.

INT. LECTURE HALL - DAY

Mann is at the board, chalk in hand, not looking behind him, not looking up.


MANN (V.O.)


I guess it killed me a little, that realization.  That it didn’t matter, that I didn’t matter.

Behind him in a mostly deserted room, Guy is folding a paper airplane, while other students are playing desktop football, sitting on top of the chairs in a circle laughing, and listening to music on headsets.

We follow cute girl as she gets out of her chair and walks out the door in the middle of the lecture.

Finished with his airplane, Guy tosses it towards the board, as he chases after the girl.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann is setting up bowling pins in a corner of the observatory as he talks on the phone.


MANN


So, that’s it.  The good days ended.  Time for the next generation, I suppose.

INT. TENT - DAY

Nellie is wearing safari garb, sweating profusely, and wiping her face with a pink scarf as she lays on a military surplus cot and talks on the phone.


NELLIE


Yes, well, there’s the defeatist attitude I’ve come to expect from you, Mr. Mann.  Glad you didn’t disappoint.  And in all of this, your wife?


MANN (O.S.)


I thought I’d let you handle that aspect.


NELLIE


I shouldn’t be surprised, Mr. Mann.  After all, that has been your attitude all along.


MANN (O.S.)


What’s that supposed to mean?


NELLIE


I believe you know, Mr. Mann.


MANN (O.S.)


Could you give me a hint.

Nellie takes out her pocket watch to check the time.


NELLIE


Mr. Mann, have you ever heard the phrase, physician, heal thyself.


MANN (O.S.)


Hey, I like that.  That’s good.


NELLIE


I thought you might, Mr. Mann.  I thought you might.

The hands spin backwards and Nellie falls through the vortex of time as before.

EXT. DESERT HILLTOP - NIGHT

Dozens of students sit around a bonfire, talking, singing, playing guitar, and getting high.  Mann is among them.  He holds a rock as if it were a planet revolving around the bonfire.  Nellie sits at his feet, entranced.


NELLIE (V.O.)


She loved you, Mr. Mann.


MANN (V.O.)


Loved?

EXT. MANN’S HOUSE - DAY

Mann is in a tuxedo.  Nellie, a bridal gown.  Mann carries Nellie over the threshold and into their house.


NELLIE (V.O.)


She married you, Mr. Mann


And by her account, that’s pretty much when the weirdness began.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Nellie sits on a stool in her bridal gown.  Mann stands in his tuxedo.  He uses his lecturing pointer to go over the menu board that covers a wall.  

INSERT - Menu Board Highlight: Play Acting $100

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Nellie wears a pink peaked hat and a revealing lace dress of the pretty-pretty princess variety.  She is busy chopping carrots.  Mann enters dressed as a knight, wearing plate mail.  He lifts her off her feat and carries her down the hall.

After a beat, Nellie returns to the kitchen in huff, grabs a piece of chalk and adds to the menu board.

INSERT - Menu Board: Play Acting $100.  No Metal Armor!
Nellie leaves room.

SFX - Shots fired (O.S.)

Nellie returns to the room once again, her hands over her ears, dressed as an American Indian... of the erotic dancer, scantily clad, stripper variety.  She is pissed.  Mann enters the room behind her dressed as a cowboy -- smiling, pleased with himself -- smoking six-shooters in his hands.  Nellie adds to the board: No Guns.

After rubbing at the Indian war paint on her face, she decides to add another notation after the $100: “per hour + prep.”

A green hand adds: “+ makeup”

A hand covered in gooey green snot like goop adds: “+ clean up”

A glove covered, green webbed, Aqua-Woman type hand tries to hold the chalk.  The hand shakes off glove, grabs chalk, and adds: “Stupid Requests Are Extra!”  

Finally, a green hand adds: “This Means Aliens!!!  Oh, and just a word of advice, Mr. Goodson, even Venutian Working Girls on the run from the Galactic Police like to be wined and dined on occasion.”

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Nellie is in the kitchen cooking,  Dozens of pots boil.  The counters are covered with food.  Perhaps more noticeable is the fact that Nellie is covered in green body paint, is wearing a black sequined miniskirt, and has a pair of fake antennas attached to her head.  Mann enters the front door.  He is tired, worn out, and beat.  He wasn’t expecting anything special tonight.  


MANN


What?  What’s all this?  Did I request this?

Nellie running to hug him, smiling, overjoyed.


NELLIE  


No.  It’s on me.


I got accepted!  I’m in!


(beat)


Joseph!


(beat)


The dig!

Nellie jumps up and down while smothering Mann with hugs and kisses.


NELLIE


I’m in!  I’m in!


MANN (V.O.)


And that’s the last I ever saw of her.


NELLIE (V.O.)


Oh, yes.  I forgot.


By your account this is when she abandoned you.

Nellie, dressed as the alien, opens the front door and runs outside.

EXT. MANN’S HOUSE - DAY

Nellie is wearing shorts and a t-shirt, my but she looks good.  She is running towards a VW bus full of students.  The word JOSEPH is emblazoned on its side, along with the explanation of what this is supposed to stand for: the “Joint Occult Society for the Excavation of Philosophical Histories.”

Mann stands in the doorway, scratching himself, wearing nothing more than his underwear and a t-shirt as the van drives away.


MANN (V.O.)


And then she was gone.

INT. OBSERVATORY - NIGHT

Mann is on the phone, holding a bowling ball, staring at the pins set-up at the other end of the room.


NELLIE (O.S.)


Never to be seen again from the way you tell the story.


So, I heard you setting up the pins.  Are you going to throw the ball or what?

Mann sets the ball down.

MANN

No.

NELLIE (O.S.)

In the old days you would have.  In fact, you would have bowled an entire game by now.

MANN

In the old days, my wife would have been waiting for me at home.

NELLIE (O.S.)

Yes.  Doing nothing.

Waiting.

Waiting.

Waiting.

She’s happier now.  You should share in her joy.

MANN

I’d like to.  I try to.  But now I’m the one always waiting for her.  What am I supposed to do while I wait?

Mann looks around at the empty observatory.

MANN

There’s nothing to do here.

NELLIE (O.S.)


Your wife used to talk to her friends.


MANN


I don’t have any friends.

INT. TENT - DAY

In safari garb, Nellie lies on her cot.  In the background the CLATTER OF POTS and LAUGHTER can be heard.  Dinner is being served


NELLIE


Maybe you should get some.

Guy pokes his head into the tent holding a plate of brown glop.


GUY


I think, it’s camel.  Yummy, stuff that camel.

Guy puts plate down, gives a thumbs up, and leaves.

Nellie continues the conversation, one-sidedly.


NELLIE


I really have to go now.

(beat)

Your hour has been up for some time now... 
Mr. Mann.


(beat)


I’m sure you’ll think of something.


(beat)


Mr. Mann, you’ll just have to do what you think is best.


(beat)


Goodnight, Mr. Mann.  I really must go.

Nellie hangs up, shrugs, picks up her plate, and eats.

After a moment, she picks up a pottery fragment and studies it.

And then uses it to trace a circle in front of her face, as if it were a planet.

END INTRO pg 28

Let that be a lesson for you, then.  Life is short.  Take it to heart.  Perhaps you’ll make better use of your time...

From everything you’ve told me, your wife loves you.  There is no inner conflict.  She has already achieved the external life (Joseph) that she desired.  It is Mann that is at crisis.

That’s good Mr Mann, hardly a lie in the bunch

It just keeps popping up (try to keep it under control)

I am a Psychic Therapist... you will respect the credential (swack) you will respect the credential

Joint Occult Society for the Excavation of Philosophical Histories.

Joseph, I hate him

Oddly, Mr. Mann, he thinks nothing of you.

We are all interconnected Mr Mann, we cannot hate another without hating ourselves

No, actually we didn’t... you been in the same dark empty cave for years, you need to get out more, get a hobby

Changes ???

Blonde, Brunnette, Coed #1 &2 = Nellie (Brunette), at bonfire, which bigger

Out back, tinsel hair, mirrored silver bikini, for when Mann gets off Ladder

These two mean smaller observatory (leaning towards small)

#1) I know what a fucking observatory is, and he’ll use the fucking one we get,

#2) Curve around wall for bowling

#3) Bowling with guy, don’t you worry, naw, hits box with pin, fucking thing’s indestructible, I’ve tried , solid state...... no you haven’t

Perhaps two observatories... dream and otherwise

Nellie, clock spinning unwind in tent

