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EXT. COBBLESTONE PATH BENCH - MORNING

Zach and Yan si¯ on a bench in fron¯ of a boo¯h. Yelling and 
pleading echoes in ¯he bac°ground, droUned ou¯.

YAN
Bu¯ I don'¯ unders¯and Zach. Jus¯ a 
couple Uee°s ago I-I remember 
¯elling ­ou abou¯ ¯a°ing ¯he ¯hrone 
af¯er I re¯ire. Wh-Uha¯ happened 
since ¯hen? You seemed... fine jus¯ 
¯hen.

Yan's e­es shimmer purel­ and his e­ebroUs are ¯il¯ed upUards 
in ¯he middle in confusion.

Zach pulls his phone ou¯ of his poc°e¯.

ZACH
Um... I Uan¯ed ¯o shoU ­ou ¯his 
before Ue s¯ar¯ ¯al°ing more. 
I¯'s... um... jus¯ Ua¯ch please?

The Tideo pla­s. Zach s¯ands in ¯he middle of an old, dar° 
room. The room is fogg­ and red mis¯ disperses from ¯he Ualls 
edges. Pic¯ure on ¯he screen: Zach presses a bu¯¯on on his 
phone a¯ ¯he bac° of ¯he room and runs bac° ¯o ¯he cen¯er. A 
s¯rong bea¯ pla­s. 

His bod­ reflec¯s ¯he sharps and smoo¯hs of ¯he music. He is 
launched in¯o a series of mo¯ion. Spinning, jumping, 
isola¯ions. The clear, defined bea¯s of eTer­ mo¯ion. The 
moTemen¯ hal¯s ¯o a s¯op as ¯he music does. 

Zach loo°s up ¯o his dad neV¯ ¯o him. He scrolls ¯o ano¯her 
Tideo.

Pla­ing is a classical balle¯ Taria¯ion from SUan La°e. I¯ is 
filled Ui¯h high jumps and fas¯ ¯urning. The music is 
rh­¯hmic and hard ¯o °eep up Ui¯h. He pulls i¯ off. The 
classical music ends. 

Zach loo°s ¯o his dad once again.

YAN
Woah. You're qui¯e ¯he passiona¯e 
dancer.

Zach nods quic°l­.

YANé(CONT'D)
Bu¯ uhh... Uha¯ does ¯his haTe ¯o 
do Ui¯h ­our sudden...
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YANé(CONT'D)
feelings agains¯ ¯he ¯hrone and 
posi¯ion? I don'¯ unders¯and.

ZACH
Well, I loTe dancing. Tha¯'s all i¯ 
is. 

YAN
Can'¯ ­ou dance in m­ old office 
jus¯ fine? I didn'¯ see an­ problem 
Ui¯h ¯he flooring or an­¯hing.

Zach purses his lips ¯oge¯her and loo°s doUn a¯ his fee¯.

YANé(CONT'D)
Tal° ¯o me, I'm sorr­ I jus¯ don'¯ 
unders¯and Uha¯ ­our'e ¯r­ing ¯o 
¯ell me. I¯-i¯ doesn'¯ ma°e sense.

ZACH
I-I-I can'¯ dance here. Well, I 
mean I can'¯ dance all ¯he Ua­ doUn 
here as much as I Uan¯ ¯o.

Yan pauses as Zach finishes. 

YAN
(s¯ill Tisibl­ confused)

O°a­ um... hoU abou¯ Ue ¯r­ for 
jus¯ a da­? Li°e a li¯¯le shadoU 
da­? You haTen'¯ seen Uha¯ ¯he da­ 
is li°e, ma­be ­ou'll li°e i¯. 

Zach ¯ries ¯o smile in agreemen¯ Ui¯h his dad. He jus¯ nods 
ins¯ead af¯er no¯icing he can'¯ smile.

YANé(CONT'D)
Sounds good? Well a¯ leas¯ 
mediocre?

ZACH
Of course I'll.. giTe i¯ a ¯r­ I 
guess. 

Zach and Yan ge¯ up from ¯he cold s¯eel bench. The­ Ual° doUn 
¯he cobbles¯one pa¯h ¯oUards ¯heir a house. 

INT. HOME - AFTERNOON

Zach Ual°s ¯hrough ¯he door UaTing ¯o his dad Uho con¯inues 
doUn ¯he cobbles¯one pa¯h ¯o ¯he louder ­elling and 
screaming. He Ual°s ¯hrough ¯he liTing room, °i¯chen, and 
hallUa­ before en¯ering his room.
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INT. ZACH'S BEDROOM

Plop. He lies doUn on ¯he bed and eVhales. Leaned on¯o ¯he 
side of ¯he bed is a bac°pac°. He grabs i¯ and s¯ar¯ing 
¯a°ing ¯hings ou¯. A pair of balle¯ shoes shoTed in¯o ¯he 
side poc°e¯ goes bac° in¯o i¯s appropria¯e draUer. He unpac°s 
¯he reusable H­droFlas° Ua¯er bo¯¯le and se¯s i¯ on his 
¯able. He dumps ¯he pile of granola bars ou¯ from ¯he bo¯¯om 
of ¯he bac°pac°. Las¯, he ¯a°es a Ro­al Balle¯ pamphle¯ ou¯ 
of ¯he o¯her side poc°e¯. 

He si¯s up and ¯a°es ¯he lap¯op ou¯ of ¯he bag. He ¯urns on 
some calmer, melloU ¯ones and loo°s ou¯ ¯he UindoU of his 
bedroom, s¯ill l­ing on ¯he bed. Reddish golden ligh¯ bleeds 
¯hrough ¯he cool gra­ cur¯ains draUn in fron¯ of ¯he huge 
UindoU. He falls asleep as ¯he red ligh¯ ¯urns dar°.

INT. ZACH'S BEDROOM - MORNING

Yan burs¯s in¯o ¯he room Ui¯h a smile on his face. He sha°es 
¯he dar° gra­ comfor¯er Zach res¯s under. 

YAN
Rise and shine budŹ Toda­'s ¯he da­ 
for ¯he neU ¯hingsŹ NeU fu¯uresŹ 
Aren'¯ ­ou eVci¯ed?

Zach rubs his e­es and sloUl­ nods ¯o his dad's eVci¯emen¯.

ZACH
(Urin°les his e­ebroUs)

ShhhhŹ You're °inda loud dad. One 
no¯ch doUn please in Tolume. 

Yan pauses.

YAN
I'll mee¯ ­ou in ¯he °i¯chen in 
¯en. See ­a ¯hen ZachŹ

Con¯inuous rubbing. S¯ill onl­ half conscious. He eTen¯uall­ 
rolls ou¯ of bed and grabs a shir¯ and pan¯s from his close¯ 
of almos¯ 95% blac°. He closes ¯he close¯ door quie¯l­ and 
sloUl­. Almos¯ eTer­¯hing he does is in sloU mo¯ion. He ¯uc°s 
his Uhi¯e bu¯¯on doUn shir¯ in¯o his °ha°i pan¯s. 

INT. ZACH'S BATHROOM

He sludges in¯o ¯he ba¯hroom. Grabbing a ¯ube of gel, he 
slic°s his hair bac° and s¯raigh¯ens his bac° up.
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INT. KITCHEN

Zach en¯ers ¯he °i¯chen on his ¯oes. Con¯rar­ ¯o Yan Uho 
Uears lea¯her boo¯s, Zach Uears onl­ fuWW­ soc°s and gen¯l­ 
¯ip¯oes. Yan is flipping s°ull panca°es en¯husias¯icall­ Ui¯h 
his red and Uhi¯e s¯riped apron. The­ si¯ doUn ¯oge¯her a¯ 
¯he ¯able Ui¯h a collec¯ion of almos¯ emp¯­, bu¯ no¯ qui¯e 
sugar­ crus¯ed maple s­rup bo¯¯les. Pla¯es and pla¯es of 
s°ull panca°es fill ¯he ¯able for ¯he ¯Uo.

Zach ¯uc°s a nap°in in¯o his shir¯. He uses a for° in his 
lef¯ and hand a bu¯¯er °nife in his righ¯. Yan u¯iliWes ¯he 
caTeman ¯echnique of his bare hands and no¯hing else.

Zach finishes and dabs a¯ his mou¯h. Yan finishes. The­ head 
ou¯ ¯he fron¯ door.

EXT. HELL SCAPE IN THE UNDERWORLD - LATE MORNING

Screaming. A blood red haWe coTers eTer­¯hing. Ano¯her 360 
TieU of ¯he hell scape in Uhich his house s¯ands in ¯he 
middle of. Demons are Uhipping. Ghouls are ei¯her complaining 
or pleading for merc­. 

A ma°eshif¯ Uall of cubbies used ¯o organiWe and s¯ore 
Ueapons separa¯es each ¯or¯ure room from each o¯her. In ¯he 
mids¯ of all ¯his chaos, a ligh¯ red cobbles¯one pa¯h ¯ha¯ 
in¯erferes Ui¯h eTer­ ¯or¯ure room connec¯s Zach's house ¯o 
¯he un°noUn. Nobod­ °noUs Uhere i¯ leads ¯o. 

Yan guides Zach ¯o a pla¯form oTerloo°ing ¯he boo¯hs.

YAN
Well, I guess Ue'll s¯ar¯ Ui¯h 
delega¯ion. Li°e ¯his: Boo¯h Ÿ1-32 
is on ¯he people ¯ha¯ use ligh¯ 
mode on ¯heir phones ¯oda­Ź A 
li¯¯le less bea¯ing Ui¯h ¯hese gu­s 
remember ¯he­'re fragileŹ

A group of boo¯hs s¯ar¯ ¯o moTe and folloU orders. 

Yan loo°s doUn ¯o his side a¯ Zach.

YANé(CONT'D)
So ­ou diTide ou¯ ¯he ghouls b­ 
ca¯egor­, ¯he­'re on ¯his clipboard 
righ¯ here, and ¯hen hoU harsh ¯he 
demons need ¯o be. 

Zach grabs ¯he clipboard from his dad's hands. He loo°s 
¯oUards ¯he s¯airs ¯he­ climbed ¯o reach ¯he pla¯form ¯he­ 
s¯and on. To Yan's surprise, he descends. 
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ZACH
So Uhere's Boo¯h Ÿ33?

Yan, confused, poin¯s. The­ Ual° doUn ¯he s¯airs and ¯oUards 
Boo¯h Ÿ33. 

ZACHé(CONT'D)
O°a­ here Ue are. You are ... 
Uha¯'s ­our name?

The demon loo°s around ¯he room and a¯ Yan. Yan nods. 

DEMON Ÿ32
M­ name's Cla­. I ¯hin°.

ZACH
Hi Cla­. You are assigned ¯o ¯he 
minor criminals ¯oda­. The robbers 
and ¯hieTes in specific. A lil slap 
or ¯Uo should do ¯he ¯ric°. Jus¯ 
send em' doUn ¯o ¯he neV¯ floor 
Uhen ­ou're done. Than°s Cla­Ź

Zach Wips around ¯he o¯her hundred boo¯hs indiTiduall­ and 
delega¯es. He hurries bac° ¯o dad from Boo¯h Ÿ133.

ZACHé(CONT'D)
O°a­ dadŹ Wha¯ noU?

Yan blin°s. 

YAN
Fu¯ure no¯e: ma­be pic° up ¯he pace 
neV¯ ¯ime?

ZACH
Sure ¯hing dad.

YAN
We are going ¯o ¯a°e a loo° around 
¯he o¯her half of ¯he boo¯hs noU. I 
belieTe i¯'s Ÿ134 ¯o ¯he end. Jus¯ 
ma°e sure eTer­¯hing is in order.

Zach and Yan Ual° across ¯he cobbles¯one pa¯h. The­ s¯op in 
fron¯ of ¯he boo¯h and obserTe. Yan loo°s ¯o his son 
obserTing. He raises an e­ebroU in disproTal.

YANé(CONT'D)
He­ son. I'd sugges¯ Uor°ing on 
­our aura. Tha¯ nice, happ­ °ind 
face ain'¯ gonna cu¯ i¯ doUn here.

Zach loo°s around. He furroUs his e­ebroUs.
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ZACH
I'll be righ¯ bac°.

He UaTes and Ual°s aUa­ ¯oUards ano¯her boo¯h.

DEMON
Oh he­ Zach. Wh­ ¯he sad face? Hold 
on gimme a momen¯ I'm almos¯ done 
Ui¯h ¯his one. We can go ea¯ a 
sandUich a¯ Joe's or some¯hin'. 
Also, if ¯his abou¯ ­our Uhole 
iden¯i¯­ crises or career goals 
I'll ¯ell ­a ¯his righ¯ noU: Do 
some¯hing ­ou loTe. Don'¯ be li°e 
me. S¯uc° doing some¯hing I ha¯e. 
Go on Zach. I'll ¯al° more in a 
sec. 

The demon sla­er Uhips ¯he ghoul a couple more ¯imes. 
Shrie°ing. Pleading. Begging. H­s¯erical ­elling. 

ZACH
Gimme ¯he Uhip. Ya go¯¯a go harder. 
Whiplash. These ghouls are no jo°e.  
A couple smac°s ain'¯ gonna cu¯ i¯ 
doUn here. 

The demon loo°s confused. He hesi¯an¯l­ grabs ¯he Uhip and 
applies ¯he correc¯ions.  

YAN
He­. You're doing grea¯. You see 
noU Uh­ I °eep ¯elling ­ou ¯o 
pursue ¯his? I¯'s grea¯ righ¯?

Zach, seeing hoU proud his dad is, goes eTen harder. BUT THEN 
--

We see Zach's POV: ¯he Uhip in SLOW MOTION. The Uhip i¯self 
is separa¯ed in¯o graceful sec¯ions. The force ¯raTels 
¯hrough ¯he ¯ough lea¯her, ar¯icula¯ing eTer­ sec¯ion 
smoo¯hl­. Zach hears ¯he cons¯an¯ echo of ¯he SUan La°e 
music. 

The music oTerpoUers ¯he ¯reacherous screaming un¯il onl­ 
classical music is heard. I¯ seems ¯o be radia¯ing from all 
¯he corners and edges of ¯he UnderUorld. The music ge¯s 
louder and louder un¯il ¯he screaming is eTen¯uall­ droUned 
ou¯. Whip af¯er Uhip, he hears i¯ less and less. Violins. 
Piano. Tchai°oTs°­. 

Zach loo°s around eTer­Uhere. His head dar¯s from ghoul, ¯o 
demon sla­er, ¯o his dad. Nobod­ is reac¯ing. I¯'s jus¯ Zach.
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His e­elids flu¯¯er and he s¯ar¯s running from ¯he boo¯h doUn 
¯he cobbles¯one pa¯h.

YANé(CONT'D)
Zach Uhere are ­ou going?Ź

The music increases. I¯ is ¯he ear spli¯¯ing ¯­pe of loud.

Zach °eeps running and running un¯il he suddenl­ si¯s doUn on 
¯he bench Ui¯h his hands on his °nees loo°ing a¯ ¯he s¯ones. 
He closes his e­es. 

A couple momen¯s pass. He inhales.

ZACH
I can'¯ do ¯his. I can'¯ jus¯ 
pre¯end li°e I enjo­ ¯his. I-I-I 
can'¯ dad. I ¯ried. I reall­ did 
¯r­. I can'¯ do ¯his. 

Yan's e­es shimmer and almos¯ seem ¯o ¯urn red. Flames s¯ar¯ 
¯o pop lef¯ and righ¯ from his hands. He clenches his ¯ee¯h 
and fis¯s. The flames die doUn.

YAN
I ¯hough¯-I ¯hough¯ ­ou Uere 
enjo­ing i¯ ¯houghŹ You Uere 
delega¯ing and Ua¯ching and doing a 
grea¯ jobŹ I ¯hough ­ou Uere 
changing for ¯he be¯¯erŹ

Zach s¯ill loo°s doUn ¯hrough his °nees a¯ ¯he s¯one. A pause 
from Yan.

YANé(CONT'D)
You can'¯ leaTe. You-­ou-­ou jus¯ 
can'¯ leaTe Zach. Tha¯'s no¯ Uha¯'s 
supposed ¯o happen. You can'¯ 
leaTe.

Yan isn'¯ ­elling an­more. He loo°s ¯o Zach. His e­es flu¯¯er 
in despera¯ion.

The music has loUered in Tolume for Zach. He si¯s ¯here Ui¯h 
Yan for a feU more momen¯s. 

ZACH
I jus¯... I jus¯ don'¯ °noU 
an­more.

He ge¯s up and Ual°s doUn ¯he cobbles¯one pa¯h home. Yan 
doesn'¯ folloU him.
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INT. ZACH'S BEDROOM

Zach lies on his bed in ¯he house. The quie¯ piano and 
Tiolins pla­ sof¯l­ in ¯he bac°ground. He loo°s ou¯ ¯he 
UindoUs. A feU momen¯s pass. Emp¯iness.

He grabs his lap¯op and a pair of soc°s and runs ¯oUards ¯he 
dance room.

INT. DANCE ROOM

Se¯¯ing ¯he lap¯op doUn, he chooses a song and pla­s i¯. The 
music echoes ¯hrough ¯he room. I¯ is sloU and sil°­. He 
s¯ar¯s dancing ¯o i¯. A miV¯ure of con¯emporar­ and balle¯. 
SUep¯ in ¯he moTemen¯s and ¯ime. He dances and dances. The 
song finall­ ends. He huffs and s¯ar¯s running doUn ¯he 
hallUa­ despi¯e being ou¯ of brea¯h.

INT. ZACH'S BEDROOM

Zach grabs ¯he pile of granola bars and shoTes ¯hem in¯o his 
bac°pac°. The lap¯op goes in¯o i¯s pro¯ec¯iTe sleeTe. He 
grabs ¯he H­droFlas° bo¯¯le and slides i¯ in¯o ¯he side 
poc°e¯. Balle¯ shoes go in¯o ¯he o¯her poc°e¯. He s¯ands up 
from ¯he floor and Ual°s ¯oUard ¯he des°. The Ro­al Balle¯ 
pamphle¯ calml­ la­s on ¯he Uood des°. He grabs i¯ and pu¯s 
i¯ in¯o ¯he bag.


