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FADE IN:

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen table is white. A BASKET sits in the centre.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

For the fourth time in as many

years, they were confronted with

the problem of what birthday

present to take to a young man who

was incurably deranged in his mind.

A hand reaches over the basket and places 10 JARS down, each

containing a single FRUIT JELLY.

NARRATOR (V.O.)(CONT’D)

His parents chose a dainty and

innocent trifle-a basket with ten

different fruit jellies in ten

little jars.

INT. SUBWAY STOP - DAY

The subway stop is packed with people. They stand at a

barren platform, anxiously checking watches, and turn to

DISGRUNTLED EMPLOYEES, middle aged, with mumbled

talking. DINA (42) a harsh looking woman stands, stares down

at her old worn-out watch, and leans over to VIKTOR (45) a

tall weathered man. Dina holds the basket with the fruit

jellies tightly to her chest. They speak in heavy RUSSIAN

ACCENTS.

DINA

Is the train coming?

VIKTOR

It was supposed to be here a

quarter of an hour ago.

DINA

I know, but I just want to see our

son as soon as possible

VIKTOR

Dina, it will come.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

The subway train lost its life

current between two stations and

they waited for a quarter of an

hour. The train did not come.
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They pivot in unison and walk to the exit. They trudge up

the tall cast-iron stairs.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

The light of the New York City streets catch them. People

bustle about, reading papers and conversing, then Dina and

Viktor spot a small bus station. They rush there.

VIKTOR

The bus should be here soon.

DINA

Viktor, it’s five minutes late.

VIKTOR

It’s coming. Look, it’s curving the

corner right now.

The BUS pulls up.

INT. BUS - CONTINUOUS (MOVING)

The bus is shabby. It has wet floors and is full of dirty

people of all ages. The front is full of working class men

(30s) and loud teenagers. They trudge to the rear and stand

by a small girl with dark hair and red toenails (18) who

fidgets a lot.

As the bus moves, people slowly disappear, until Dina and

Viktor as the only passengers left.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

The twenty seven people on the bus

rode at a slower speed than normal.

It was 35 precent slower.

(beat)

They arrived at the stop 240 meters

from the entrance of the

sanitarium, established 1936, that

was 27 miles from the city.

The bus comes to a harsh halt and they rush out to the

front. They climb off.

EXT. SANITARIUM - CONTINUOUS

It POURS down rain. They run to the front door, and

disappear into the giant prison-like building.
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INT. OFFICE - DAY

The office is full of wood and a large desk. DR.SOLOV (42)

stands opposite them in a medical coat, large golden

spectacles, and holds a MEDICAL REVIEW.

Viktor and Dina slowly drift into his office.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

After eighteen minutes of debating

with the asylum’s young secretary

they finally got to meet with

Doctor Solov.

DOCTOR SOLOV

Sit, please.

Viktor and Dina lower themselves into wooden chairs across

the desk. Solov drops down his medical journal.

DINA

We came to see our son for his

birthday... but for some reason we

can’t see him...

DOCTOR SOLOV

Your son is far from a simple

situation ma’am.

DINA

I don’t see how... he’s a good boy,

when he moved from Moscow he

learned English faster than Viktor.

VIKTOR

His teachers always thought he was

some sort of prodigy, noticing

everything, and all.

DOCTOR SOLOV

Read this journal. It explains what

he has... we call it referential

mania. It’s a new disease.

Solov passes a medical journal to Viktor. Viktor pushes it

to Dina. Dina reads, and her brows furrow.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

In these rare cases the patient

imagines that everything happening

around him is a veiled reference to

his personality and existence.He

excludes real people from the
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NARRATOR (V.O.)
conspiracy, because he considers

himself to be so much more

intelligent than other

men. Phenomenal nature shadows him

wherever he goes. Clouds in the

staring sky transmit to each other,

by means of slow signs, incredibly

detailed information regarding him.

Messages that he must

intercept. Everything is a cipher

and of everything he is the theme--

She drops the journal, it’s pages pushed over sloppily.

DINA

My son is some sort of case study,

sure, but you must let us see him.

DOCTOR SOLOV

No, no you can’t see him, because

he tried to tie wings on himself

last night and jump out the window.

DINA

You stopped him!

VIKTOR

He may not have been doing what you

think... he’s a good boy.

DOCTOR SOLOV

Of course we stopped him, and

Viktor, he knew he what would

happen when he hit the pavement. He

is somewhat prodigal after all.

DINA

Then, we have to see him. You’ve

let us go in the past three years.

Please, doctor, let us see our son.

He holds the medical journal over the table.

Dina leans over the table and hands him the basket.

DINA

Can you at least give him his

birthday present?

Doctor Solov nods slowly.
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NARRATOR (V.O.)

The conversation carries on in this

somber fashion for twelve minutes.

The doctor took the basket, but the

couple still, to this day, do not

know if their son got the trifles.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The climb out of the subway entrance and into the street. It

still pours rain. They trudge along in silence.

A small bluebird, greyed with the dirt of the sodden ground

twitches violently.

They stop at a TENEMENT COMPLEX. Viktor pulls a silver key

from his pocket, his hand shakes like the remains of the

bird. Then, he turns the nob with the same energy, and walks

into the building.

INT. TENEMENT - CONTINUOUS

The tenement is grimy and full of PEOPLE who make WHITE

NOISE, as Dina and Viktor walk to their room.

They step through the eighth door down.

NARRATOR (V.O.)(CONT’D)

It took them thirty two minutes to

get home. They were hit with two

pounds of rain water over the

course of their journey. Their

tenement held twenty two families.

All crammed into twenty rooms. The

couple was blessed with a single

room. Dina always believed it was

because the owner took pity on

them, but Viktor disagreed.

INT. TENEMENT ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The room is barely decorated. There is a couch that Viktor

promptly sits on. Dina follows suit. He picks up a

Russian-Language paper. She grabs a photo album.

VIKTOR

I’m tired. Good-night. I love you.

DINA

I love you too.

They KISS. He gets up and goes into the other room, SLAMS

the door as he leaves.
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NARRATOR (V.O.)

When he had gone to bed, she

remained in the living room with

her pack of soiled playing cards

and her old photograph albums.

She pauses on the first photo; a portrait of a maid with

deep black hair standing beside a fat man, he looks similar

to Viktor, just younger, innocent.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Leipzig. Back in the days before

the move from Germany, when she and

Viktor had a maid.

Dina flips to the next photo. A shot of her, in her young

twenties perhaps, wide-eyed, and hand locked with the young

Viktor.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

She thought fondly of this memory.

Her first date with Viktor, before

the revolution made them travel

1,607 kilometres away.

Dina turns to the next photo. Her hands loop around a

suitcase, floral. Her cheeks flush with redness.

She stops on this one, eyes flutter to the off-white

ceiling, and she waters her eyes. She then, rises her hand

to halt the tears.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

Minsk, Russia. 1917. The revolution

had begun. They were arrogant

fools, and defended the Crown. That

was a foolish decision.

She leans back and flips the album.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. TENEMENT - LATER

Dina continues to stare at her old polaroid album.

NARRATOR (V.O.)

She looked at the photos every

single night. 435 nights in a row.

Viktor crashes into the room, he moves in the energy of the

poor bird. Shakes constantly with a blood red touch of mania

in his irises.
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VIKTOR

I can’t sleep!

DINA

Why? You were so tired.

VIKTOR

I can’t sleep, because I fear that

I am dying.

DINA

Is it your stomach? Do you want me

to call for a doctor?

VIKTOR

No doctors, no doctors--to hell

with doctors... we must get him out

of there quick... otherwise, we’ll

be responsible...

Viktor sits beside Dina. She lowers down her photos, sets

them on the couch, slowly pats him. Fear haunts her eyes.

VIKTOR (CONT’D)

Responsible!

DINA

Viktor, he our son is fine.

VIKTOR

You saw what they do in there! They

trap them--barbaric!

It’s worse than the damn... I

cannot accept this. We’re picking

him up and that is the end of this.

(beat)

I’m going to make myself some tea.

He walks out of frame.

VIKTOR (O.S.)

(mumbling)

Can’t sleep anyway...

Dina pulls back out the album, shock in her eyes. She flips

through the same four photos.

The TELEPHONE on the far wall RINGS.

Dina walks to the wall.
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NARRATOR (V.O.)

The phone rarely rang. They had

only received twelve calls within

the past four years, and eleven

were not intended for the couple.

She snags the phone from the wall, and clutches it tight to

her pierced ear.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)

Can I speak to Charlie?

DINA

What number do you want... No, no

you have the wrong number?

Dina puts down the receiver and turns to Viktor.

DINA (CONT’D)

That frightened me.

Viktor waltzes into frame, he stirs his old cracked teacup

covered with old Russian royal crests.

VIKTOR

I’m nervous to bring our son

back... but it’ll be alright. We’ll

put locks on all our knife drawers,

so he can’t try anything...

precautions, you kn-

NARRATOR (V.O.)

He explained his plan for how they

would keep their son safe for five

minutes and thirty one seconds.

VIKTOR

You see we’ll be abl-

The phone RINGS. Dina rips it from the wall.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)

May I speak to Charlie?

DINA

You have the incorrect number. I

will tell you what you are doing.

You are turning the letter ’o’

instead of the zero.

Dina hangs up. Dina sits down on the couch beside her

Viktor, and he lets her sip his tea.
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DINA (CONT’D)

That poor woman is so confused.

VIKTOR

I pity her, I wonder who Charlie

is? That’s who she asked about,

right, Charlie?

DINA

Yeah... I don’t even know a single

man named Charlie.

VIKTOR

Peculiar...

Viktor SLURPS his tea.

The phone RINGS. Dina picks it up.

FADE TO BLACK.


