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Log Line: With a deadline looming, a girl struggles to

balance her social and creative obligations.

Synopsis: A girl makes her way home from an old town she has

visited to scope out locations for the piece of writing she

is working on. Though she has everything she needs to start

writing, she is distracted by the friend she has pushed

aside for the project. The girl spends time trying to

organise her thoughts with the protagonist of her work;

though he has insights to offer, they both realise he can

tell her nothing that she doesn’t already know. She comes to

understand that the details are less important than

starting, and finishes the story for her characters sake, as

well as her own. She works tirelessly overnight to finish

the piece, finally breaking the silence with her friend as

morning comes.



INT. THE CAFE - DAY

A girl of about 19 sits with a man in his early 30s in a

rustic yet lively cafe, warmly lit by hanging globes.

Outside the rain pours in heavy sheets against the ceiling

length windows.

Before the girl is an old leather journal; the man has a

laptop.

She is dressed in a button up shirt, cardigan, skirt and

boots.

He wears a jumper over an un-ironed collared shirt, with

dark jeans - also slightly unkempt.

GIRL

So... why bother coming out in this

weather? I mean, wouldn’t it be

easier to work from home?

MAN

It’s just force of habit now. The

buzz of a coffee shop sits well

with me, and the noise helps me

work.

He talks contemplatively without making much eye contact,

and examines the cafe.

One of the arms of the man’s glasses is missing, although

they stay level on his face. His face is illuminated by the

screen of his laptop.

GIRL

I’d be so distracted by it.

The man is clearly distracted by a thought, and he begins

clicking away at the laptop.

His glasses fall down as he leans over.

When he finishes, he resumes making eye contact, and appears

more engaged.

MAN

Sorry... I know it’s rather

impolite to cut into conversation,

but when an idea comes to me I have

to get it down right away. I worry

that if I don’t, it’ll disappear

forever - a lot of things in life

can be elusive like that.
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GIRL

...You’re a writer, aren’t you?

Nobody talks like that.

MAN

Well, I wouldn’t exactly say so.

GIRL

But you are writing, aren’t you?

MAN

I am, but does that make me a

writer?

GIRL

If a tree falls in the woods and

nobody is there to hear it, then it

still fell - there’s no doubting

that.

The man laughs softly and smiles.

MAN

Now who sounds like the writer?

A waitress comes to the table with a coffee; the girl is

reading her journal. There is no man at the table, but an

empty chair opposite the girl.

GIRL

Thanks...

She briefly glances at the waitress and smiles, but is

engrossed in the journal. She takes a sip absentmindedly.

INT. TRAIN CARRIAGE - NIGHT - TRAVELING

The girl watches out the carriage window as the train passes

through a densely forested mountain passage.

She adjusts her skirt and shivers, hugging her knees to her

chest. She hesitates and looks around the carriage before

putting her boots up on the seat.

She rummages through her bag and pulls out a blanket, which

she covers her legs with.

Finally warmer, she looks out across the valley.

Her bag leans on her as the train rounds the mountainside

and she remembers her thermos.
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She removes the thermos from her bag and takes a sip - as

she does this, she relaxes further into the seat.

She puts the thermos back and takes out her notebook to

peruse.

As she does this, a phone surfaces - we see she has messages

unanswered from JO.

She turns off the screen and pushes the phone deeper into

the bag.

she opens the journal, which is full of character concept

work: sketches, descriptions - many are scrawled out in a

different coloured pen, evidently reworked and agonized

over.

While reading over these, she pauses and almost puts pen to

paper, but decides not to.

She sighs, turns to a blank page, and begins to write

restlessly.

EXT. COBBLESTONE STREET OUTSIDE CAFE - DAY (LATER)

The girl and man leave the cafe and follow an old

cobblestone street through an aging suburb.

The man holds an umbrella and the girl shares it, dodging

puddles as she walks looking at the ground.

GIRL

It’s not far, is it?

MAN

Mm, it’s on the way to the station.

GIRL

How did you end up living somewhere

like this? Bit out of the way,

isn’t it? I mean it’s lovely but -

She trails off and looks to him for an answer.

MAN

Hmm... It’s a bit of a long story.

GIRL

We have time.

He pauses to consider how to say it.
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MAN

It’s not some writer’s escape I

bought with the profits from an

underground bestseller, if that’s

what you’re thinking.

He smiles, and looks for a reaction.

She watches expectantly.

MAN (CONT’D)

I’m renting from a relative...

because this place is so far from

anywhere, things are cheaper. Being

related helps the price, too. I’m

sure you know about the starving

artist thing - I’m not too keen on

that.

She nods, and the two fall into silence. They continue to

walk side by side.

He and the girl reach the door of a two-story townhouse,

evidently quite old.

She takes the umbrella, struggling to keep it above his head

even as he bends over to open the door.

He burrows in both of his pockets for the key.

He bends over to fiddle with the key and lock, and his

glasses almost fall off again.

He takes the umbrella again and motions for her to head

inside.

The door opens and they enter; he closes the umbrella on his

way in.

INT. THE GIRL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The girl steps into her house and leaves her boots by the

door.

There is a consistent faint beeping sound coming from

somewhere in the house, but she doesn’t notice it.

There is a family photo on the wall, though she is the only

one home.

The house has the appearance of an old wooden cabin.
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She enters the kitchen, switching on the light mindlessly as

she moves - before her is a wall of shelves, largely filled

with unlabeled silver tins.

She proceeds to pick them out one by one, smelling the

contents - each of them contains a mix of tea leaves.

She smells several but doesn’t seem to find what she is

looking for.

She picks another out, smells it, and places it on the

kitchen bench - it appears to be the right one.

She notices the kettle is on the top shelf.

Standing on her toes, she hooks a single finger around the

handle and edges it into her grasp.

It slides off the top shelf and she catches it carefully in

both hands - the maneuver appears to have been practiced.

She boils the kettle and sets up a teapot with the tea

leaves from the container.

While the kettle boils, she cleans the thermos, holding her

hands for some time under the warm water of the tap.

Once she finishes cleaning, she pulls the sleeves of her

jumper over her hands to hold the hot teapot.

She stops pouring when she finally notices the beeping

sound.

She proceeds to blow on the tea, ignoring the sound.

The sound persists, and she appears exasperated.

She sits with the journal and tries to write, but the noise

will not let her concentrate.

She moves from the kitchen into the loungeroom to confront

the ANSWERING MACHINE, bringing her bag, her journal, the

pot of tea and a cup with her.

LOUNGEROOM

The ANSWERING MACHINE light flashes at her.

She places the teapot and teacup on the table, and puts her

journal and bag down on the couch.

She hesitantly presses the button on the ANSWERING MACHINE,

and it beeps with a different tone.



6.

ANSWERING MACHINE

One... old message.

She is holding in a breath. The machine clicks as the

message engages. The voice is that of a young female.

ANSWERING MACHINE

Hey, it’s JO... It’s been a while.

We were trying to organize dinner

for tonight, I guess time got away

from us again.

The voice hesitates, and the girl glances at the journal

briefly.

ANSWERING MACHINE

I know you’re busy - we’re worried.

Take a break sometimes, OK?

The voice pauses.

ANSWERING MACHINE

...I’ll talk to you soon. I’m

looking forward to seeing what

you’ve been working on.

The machine beeps once more.

ANSWERING MACHINE

There are no... new messages.

The girl slumps onto the couch and holds her cup of tea.

She takes a deep breath and leans her head back on the

couch.

After taking some time to relax like this, she picks up the

journal and begins writing.

INT. THE MAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The man and the girl sit on couches across a low coffee

table from one another.

He has his legs crossed casually and is barefoot, while she

still wears her socks.

She sits upright, while he relaxes more into the couch - he

pours two cups of tea and hands her one.
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As he finishes pouring, his phone rings, and he slowly draws

it out of his pocket; he looks blankly at the screen and

swipes to ignore it, before turning the phone off and

replacing it in his pocket once more.

The girl hesitates before speaking.

GIRL

Aren’t you going to talk to them?

MAN

I’d rather not. I don’t feel

inclined to. Why do you ask?

GIRL

I’m... not sure.

MAN

Are you going to call your friend

back?

She remains silent.

MAN (CONT’D)

It’s what a good person would do;

that’s what you’re thinking. Are we

good people then? Maybe we’re just

busy people - that’s what we tell

ourselves. That’s what you’ve

decided for both of us, no?

She looks concerned and almost speaks, but chooses again to

stay silent.

MAN (CONT’D)

It’s really just another unfinished

story when you think about it; you

decide your half, when it happens,

what you say... but collaboration

inevitably involves some

self-sacrifice, doesn’t it?

GIRL

...But there is such a thing as

leaving it too late, isn’t there?

Like a story, if you leave people

too long they get bored and write

the whole thing themselves. Then

what are you left with? By then,

you don’t have any role at all.

He removes his glasses and gently cleans the lenses, which

have gathered a fog from the tea below.
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MAN

But there’s an art to

collaborating; two minds have much

vaster resources.

GIRL

We’re two.

He laughs softly.

MAN

You’re one - I’m only part of an

idea.

GIRL

Once you’re in print, then maybe

you’ll come into your own.

MAN

Now which one of us are you

speaking for?

She looks overwhelmed and he sighs deeply.

MAN (CONT’D)

It’s not easy - you’re your own

worst enemy; maybe that’s why I’m

starting to sound so harsh.

He scratches the back of his neck and picks up the cups and

teapot.

MAN

Come with me.

HALLWAY

They head up the stairs and reach the room at the end of the

corridor.

He opens the door and switches on the light - they enter the

room.

STUDY

The study is cluttered, and the shelves brim with

unidentifiable ornaments and scraps of paper scrawled with

notes.

Numerous pieces of writing and sketches are stuck in a mural

on one wall, with little pieces of string tied between them

in an intricate mass of connections.
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He steps past her and pulls a chair from beneath an old oak

desk.

Looking to her, he motions for her to take a seat.

She obliges. He leans across the desk behind her, bringing a

dusty typewriter within the reach of her shorter arms.

She studies it as he speaks.

MAN

Writing isn’t at all like that

train ride; not simple, linear...

Or maybe it is, but you’re on a

train from a place you barely know

to one you don’t know at all. All

the scenery is going by too fast,

and you’re trying to pick and

choose which fragments to capture,

but you know you can’t capture them

all. Sometimes it’s the case that

you just have to capture whatever

you can.

He refills her teacup.

MAN

The hardest part is starting.

There is the sound of the door closing as her hands meet the

typewriter.

INT. THE GIRL’S BEDROOM - DAY

The girl looks bleary eyed at her computer screen as the sun

rises outside.

A train line snakes up the valley below the house, visible

from the window above her bed.

On the screen is a finished story, neatly formatted,

detailing a day in the life of the man.

She begins to read it.

MONTAGE - THE GIRL’S STORY

A) INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

The man sits at a table by himself - his laptop is closed. A

waitress brings him a coffee and he smiles gratefully.
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There is no ambient noise, only quiet song on piano.

B) EXT. THE STREET - DAY (LATER)

The music continues as the man makes his way along the same

old cobblestone street.

He unlocks the door of the townhouse.

C) INT. THE STAIRWELL - NIGHT

With tea in hand, he ascends the stairs to the study.

D) THE STUDY - NIGHT

The man works tirelessly on a piece on the typewriter into

the night.

He falls asleep at the desk when he finishes.

INT. THE GIRL’S BEDROOM - DAY

The headphones around the girl’s neck can be heard playing a

muffled version of the same song.

The girl switches off her computer and takes her phone out

of her bag.

She switches it on and begins typing a message: "Hi Jo,

sorry it’s been so long. Dinner tonight?"

She sends the message.

She closes the curtains over the window and settles into

bed.

On the bedside table is the teapot and teacup.


