PAGE  
55

“A PIXIE’S REQUIEM”
Screenplay
By

Chudi Okoye
A Fairy’s touch: A PIXIE’S REQUIEM © 2007
The following appears on screen:
'Desde que nosotros no podemos conseguir lo que queremos, nos permitimos Como lo que conseguimos'

'Since we cannot get what we like, let us like what we get'- Spanish proverb.

FADE IN: 
Darkness. The tune of Jacques Brel’s ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’ plays in a soft tempo.

Then the raw, raspy sound of a child breathing heavily follows.

INT. BATHROOM- NIGHT

In the foreground, Derek Mitchell- 9 years old, skin white as snow, ebony hair and slender physique- is holding a metal plier. His shaky hands bring it ever so slowly towards his gaping mouth- he hesitates, a drop of tear trickles down his soft cheeks. 
He stares blankly- calculating. Moments later, he proceeds with his plier and grabs the edge of his front tooth. His breathing becoming heavier with every passing second, he tightens his grip and then as his eyes shut in fear- he twists and pulls down on his tooth. 
Our view turns swiftly to a side mirror as blood splatters on it. 
INT. BEDROOM- DAY

In a modest bedroom decorated with anonymous childlike materials, lies on a moderate sized bed, Derek. He watches- completely transfixed, a ‘CNN’ live news report on the ‘WAR IN IRAQ’ from a petite television. 
Sheila Rogers, a frazzled woman in her early thirties, comes in- the door slightly opened. 
Sheila

Hey Derek, your mum’s calling you.

INT. LIVING ROOM- MOMENTS LATER

Derek walks past a healthy number of people- men, women and children stand while some sit and converse over intoxicating beverages. A relentlessly cheerful song plays from a lone stereo, as we see banners and tables littered with gifts and cards each bearing an analogous heading that reads ‘WELCOME HOME FRANK’.

Derek approaches Caroline Mitchell, a middle-aged woman, brunette, ruby lips, her slender physique invoking the look of a pretty but unattractive woman. From her decadent dress code, she seems agitated due to the pressure of keeping her visitors happy.
Caroline

(To Derek)

Where have you’ve been?

Derek doesn’t respond, instead he stares away- day dreaming.

Caroline

Look at me.
Derek reluctantly complies.

Caroline

Your dad’s going to be here any minute, so stay around. (Beat)Don’t worry Derek.... (Whispers Softly into his ears) everything will be alright. 
She walks off on a mission to get things sorted out, while Derek approaches a nearby window. He pulls back the drapes and then peers out- gazing at the series of jaunting suburban scenery. 
Seconds later, a car pulls into view- Derek indulgingly leans forward to acquire a better look and from the dangling miniature American flags stuck on the shiny chrome fenders- we know this is no ordinary vehicle. We hear animated voices from the background as the car pulls up to the driveway. 
(CONTINUED)

Voices (OC)

He’s here.

Caroline motions at Derek to walk beside her as she steps outside. A look of nervousness adorns on several faces as they all follow tentatively behind Derek and his mother to the driveway.
EXT. Drive WaY- LATER

The car door slams and two officers dressed in full military attire come around the front of the car and open the back door, sliding a wheel chair out of the back seat. 

Startled anonymous voices slowly erupt.

Voices

(In a hushed tone)

My god!

Caroline grabs Derek’s hand and they both exchange an intimate look. 

And like a scene out of ‘BORN ON THE FOURTH OF JULY’ people cease their labors on their front laws and cast curious stares, some from behind curtains, kids in the street playing football- everyone cowering at the vehicle. 

Frank Mitchell, a stern, handicapped man in his 40s and dressed also in full military attire- slowly emerges from the back seat. Although possessing an unyielding face, one can see the ominous strains caused by a life of private fear, guilt and disloyalty. 

Though strong and efficient, there is still a struggle to get into the wheel chair, still a tension, a hint of saying ‘let me do it, I can do it…. You see’, all overly polite.

The two military officers stand to the side of him as Derek, his mother- Caroline and the probing eyes of neighboring on-lookers and well wishers approach him.
Frank

(To Derek)

Is that my boy....? my big boy.

Derek moves closer and embraces his father.

(CONTINUED)

Frank

Jesus, the last time I remember you were only this tall (Describes with his hands) and in a cradle. My boy is all grown up now.

Derek is overwhelmed with timidity as his mom moves in for a hug and a kiss on the cheek. The hug is not quite a full embrace, something reluctant about it, something missing; she’s trying to give but does not quite know how.
Caroline

Welcome home darling.

Frank

It’s good to be home.

Frank in avid military style salutes his military colleagues and then they briskly approach their vehicle, open the doors and drive off.

Caroline attempts to lend a helping hand by pushing Frank along, but he declines.

Frank

I’m ok dear.
He wheels the chair forward, moving a few feet up the lawn. A tension in the air, subtle as Frank feels himself the centre of attention and doesn’t want it, not now... Looking off at the neighbors watching. He turns to gaze at his well-wishers as they make way for his entrance. Each of them just about build enough courage to say something.

Well wisher 1

It’s good to see you Frank.

Frank

Thank you.
Well wisher 2

You’re looking good Frank.

Frank

Well thank you....
(CONTINUED)

Well wisher 3

Welcome back Frank.
Frank

Again, thank you.

Children in the midst of their parent’s warm acknowledgements draw back in fear rather than childlike timidity. Frank-his wife and son flanking him by the sides, looks on courageously. 
INT. MITCHELL RESIDENCE- EVENING

The welcome home party continues, as we see people in the kitchen, corridor and living room conversing over lurid subject matter. Next to a DVD stand, is Frank- still dressed in full military attire, still looking as stern as ever.
A couple of people surround him- two men and women to be exact. 

Man 1

Jesus Frank, last time I remember you were playing varsity football and now....
An okword silence ensues.
Frank

Well you know as they say.... change is the only thing constant in this world.

Man 2

I’ll drink to that.

They all spontaneously take a sip of their beverages- We notice that Frank’s sip is hard and long.
Woman

So, Iraq.... do you miss your platoon, the war....bloodshed?

(CONTINUED)

Man 2

(In a sarcastic tone)

No, we’re going to march into Iraq and it’s going to be a war without bloodshed.

Frank lets out an uneasy chuckle.

Frank

Yeah.... so I guess you Guys are all anti’s....
Man 1

No, I think were more....
Woman

(Quietly interrupts)

Yeah, we’re all anti- war.
Man 1(To Frank)

No disrespect, but how many times are we going to get involved in a war that has nothing to do with us.....?
Man 2

Exactly, I’ mean there was Vietnam, the gulf war- the conflict in Somalia and then, the war in Colombia.
Man 1
That was Mexico....
Everyone chuckles.
Man 2

Whatever, cause technically we own Mexico.
(CONTINUED)

Frank

There was no war against Colombia. It was just a passive conflict that the US government was accused of initiating.

The two men and woman exchange a disheartening look. 
Frank

Now if you would excuse me.

Man 1

Oh yeah, go ahead.

They all make way for Frank as he wheels himself towards his son- Derek, who we see playing restlessly with another 9 year old kid. 
Frank

(To Derek)

Hey, who’s your friend?

Derek

Dad, he’s our cousin.

Frank’s face spells a mixture of shame and shock as he strains to recollect the identity of the boy.

Derek

His name’s Bobby. 

Frank

Bobby.... (Putting out his hand)I don’t think we’ve met.

Bobby

(Shakes his hand)

That’s because we haven’t.
Frank

Fair enough, so I guess you two are having a good time.....
Bobby

A little.
(CONTINUED)

Frank

Good. Too much fun makes Jack a very lazy boy. 

Derek and Bobby exchange a bewildered look- the analogy has obviously eluded them.
Frank

Forget I said that. 
Bobby

My mum said I shouldn’t ask why you’re in a wheel chair.
Frank

(A thin smile cracks

across his face)

Really....well she’s right. Cause if I told you, it’ll probably give you nightmares.

Bobby

So, I’m not afraid of nightmares....
Derek

Me neither.

Frank

Alright, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.
He motions for them to lean closer and they incline. 
Frank

(In a low one)

I had to do something special for my big entrance. So I thought....why not come back in a wheel chair....
Bobby

Cool....
Derek

Smart.

(CONTINUED)

Frank

(To Derek)

Hey, I got something for you.
Derek

Really.....
Frank

See that little bag over there (points at a bag resting on a nearby couch) it’s in there, go get it.
Derek and Bobby sprint in the direction of the bag- narrowly avoiding collision with a woman. They arrive back with the bag- Bobby looking slightly envious.

Derek tosses the bag to his father- who zips it open and takes out a wrapped present. Derek fretfully grabs it and instantly begins to un wrap the gift. Frank watches on as the last layer of wrapping material is ripped off.
Cu on the gift to reveal a fairly sized book- and from its title that reads ‘THE STORY OF THE TOOTH 
FAIRY’ and a majestic drawing of the tooth fairy asleep in an enormous tooth below it, we know it is a fairy tale. 
Derek turns to gaze at his father with overwhelmingly joyful eyes and Frank is visibly lost in his son’s innocence and blissfulness. Bobby on the other hand seems less pleased with the gift.
Frank

Your mum told me you loved mythical stories and I thought what else could be better than a fairy tale……

Derek

Thanks dad.

Derek starts of towards his room- Bobby morosely tags along.  
(CONTINUED)

Bobby

D, please tell me your not going to read that now.

Derek doesn’t respond, instead he gazes- completely transfixed at his new book. Bobby in disbelief walks away. 
INT. LIVING ROOM- NIGHT

Caroline ferries visitors out the front door in a polite manner. Frank watches with a stern glee from his wheel chair- he waves at a few guests and bursts of ‘good bye’s, see you later’ are exchanged between the hosts and their merry visitors. 
INT. KITCHEN/LIVING ROOM/HALLWAY- MOMENTS LATER

Caroline diligently trashes away garbage and places cutlery, plates and tumblers into the dish washer. 

In the living room, Frank watches an anonymous T.V news program- and from his un-enthusiastic facial expression, we know he will soon switch of the television. He does so with a remote control lying on an adjacent stool. 

He wheels gently down the corridor- his eyes scanning the numerous pictures that lay on mantle pieces. CU on the photographs and we notice that they only feature his wife, Caroline and their son- Derek, sporting an array of poses. He picks one up and glares at it with an almost pitiful gaze- his lack of presence in the photograph has obviously shaken him.
Out of nowhere emerges Derek, dressed in pajamas with his fairy tale book resting in his hands. 
Derek

(Peering at the pictures

in his fathers hands)

Florida.
Frank

I’m sorry what?

Derek

The picture.... it was taken in Florida.

(CONTINUED)
Frank

Oh I see- the sunny state.

Frank places the photograph back on the mantle piece.

Derek

So dad... I want to know why you’re really in a wheel chair.  
Frank

I think when you’ve read that book (points at the book in Derek’s hands) you’ll know why. But if you still don’t, then I’ll have to ask for a refund at the book store.

Derek chuckles as Caroline appears-
Caroline

Alright big man, you’ve had a long day. You still got school tomorrow, so it’s off to bed for you I’m afraid. 

Derek

Can I have the lights on just for a little bit?

Caroline

No, total lights off for you.

Derek

Please mum, just for a while....
Caroline

Alright, twenty minutes and then the lights go off.
Derek embraces his mum and then in military style- salutes his dad, who returns the salute with visibly more gusto. Caroline looks displeased as Derek scoots to his room. 

INT. DEREK’S ROOM- NIGHT
Derek flips through pages of his book while resting on his bed- he seems animated with the story’s contents.
(CONTINUED)    

The tune of Jacques Brel’s ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’ play’s in a soft tempo as the- Camera studies one of the water colors that adorn the pages: an illustration of a little boy asleep with a fairy circling UN top of him. 

Narrator (VO) 

A long time ago, and in a land far, far away. There lived a little mythical creature called Tabitha. She lived in a small cottage with her mother and father who loved her very, very much and always brought her gifts upon gifts.

Derek turns to the next page- where we see an illustration of a little cottage in flames and a little mythical creature weeping bitterly next to it.
Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

One day, while Tabitha was out playing in the woods. A terrible thing happened, a wicked witch in fury, sent flames thundering down on her little cottage. Thick, black clouds of smoke rose up to the skies, grabbing the attention Of Tabitha in the woods. She raced back to find her little family cottage, with her parents in it, in flames. She cried and cried till she couldn’t cry no more.

Derek turns to the next page to reveal an illustration of the mythical creature kneeling on the ground with a magical wand held over her shoulder by a hideous Witch.
Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

The wicked witch hared her cries and decided to grant her a purpose in life once more, by offering her a gift in return for her soul. Tabitha was summoned by the wicked witch and was told that if she wanted to live a fearless life in turn for her soul, she would cast a 
(MORE)

Narrator (CONT’D)

spell over her. Tabitha agreed and with a tap of the witch’s wand, a spell was cast. A spell that granted her the power of a fairy- the tooth Fairy. And so every day, she flew around searching for a tooth to whisk off- while leaving a token of her appreciation behind. It was to be the start of a Legend.....
The sound of groaning emerging from the background disrupts the narration. Derek walks quietly to a nearby wall and lowers himself to the ground. He then places his ear gently against the wall as our view moves across to:
INT. PARENTS ROOM- CONTINOUS

His parent’s room, the sounds of painful groans still erupts as Caroline aids the transfer of Frank from his wheel chair to a bed. 

Frank

Thanks.

Both Caroline and Derek are dressed in some sort of night wear. Caroline stands to the side- and from her face; we know that something is on her mind. 
Caroline

Frank, we need to talk.
Frank

I was hoping we could leave that for tomorrow, I’m really tired.

Caroline

I’ve waited too long for this.

Frank

(Looking slightly anxious)

Ok, what’s on your mind?
Caroline

Me, you and Derek.
(CONTINUED)

Frank

What about us?

Caroline

It’s just not working. I’ mean you’ve been gone for what.... nine years. Nine years without a partner and a father to our son isn’t.....
Frank

Isn’t what.....

Caroline

Healthy....and I honestly can’t take it anymore.

Frank

So what....you’re just going to give up....?
Caroline

Don’t even go there alright. Because I’ve tried to keep sane and tried so hard to act like everything’s going to be ok. But the fact is, it’s not.....working. Not for me and not for Derek, especially not for Derek.

Frank

Did he tell you that.....?
Caroline

He didn’t need to say anything, I’m his mother.
Frank

(Interrupts)

And let me guess, you know everything right...? 

Caroline

Let’s not get into an argument.

(CONTINUED)

Frank

Well how can we..... After all you claim to know what’s right for everyone, including our son.

Caroline

Well..... do you know anything about him.....? I’ mean do you even know what he likes to eat, drink, his favorite cartoon or color. I’ mean you weren’t even there when he was born.

Frank

But I’m here aren’t I?
Caroline

It’s just too late Frank. I’m sorry, but I want a divorce.

Frank

Caroline, if this is your idea of a joke; you must really write For Leno.
Caroline

I only wish it was.

Frank tosses the blanket off him self- and struggles in pain to reach for his wheel chair- He grabs it and brings it closer and then prepares to some how launch himself on it.
Caroline

Where do you think your going?
She approaches him with a look of bewilderment. Frank desperately attempts to put himself on his wheelchair, Caroline offers a helping hand but Frank declines insolently.

Frank miraculously succeeds in mounting his handicapped physique on his wheel chair- it seems those months of intense training at the medical centre paid off.
Caroline

Frank, its late.... your going to wake up Derek.
INT. CORRIDOR- CONTINOUS

Caroline follows in confusion as an insurgent Frank wheels off out the front door and then slams it shut. Caroline nodes her head in disbelief and then starts back towards her room- she is stopped in her tracks by the obscure view of Derek glaring timidly at her.

Caroline approaches him.

Caroline

What ever you heard, I just want you to know it’s all going to be ok.

She embraces him and again starts off towards her room- When.....

Derek

Are we ever going to be happy?

Caroline

You don’t have to be happy to be satisfied.

INT. DEREK’S ROOM- MOMENTS LATER
Derek is totally immersed in his fairy tale book- he rests on the floor as the camera studies one of the watercolors that adorn the pages: an illustration of a distant place beautified with bright colors and meticulously chiseled walls- it bears the signs of a surreal world. 
Narrator (VO)
They say that life is like an egg, just waiting to hatch open.

With this, we find ourselves intercepting between three scenes played mute- with the tune of Jacques Brel ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’ playing triumphantly in the background. 

The first scene is of Frank- as he watches the empty skies from his front porch- he stares like a man with no aim in life.
(CONTINUED)

Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

They say that life is too short to have dreams.
The second scene is of Rebecca- in a state of inner sorrow as tears trickle down her soft cheeks- she stares blankly at her bathroom mirror. 
Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

They say life is a cruel place where no love can be found.
The third scene is back at the room of our protagonist- the lines, paragraphs and striking visuals that lie within the pages of the book, has visibly overwhelmed him as he gazes completely transfixed. 
Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

But there is a life far from this one, where all who reach it become stronger, healthier and prettier. A life where there is no sin and love is as easy to find as is water from a running stream. In this life, far beyond the imagination of man, lies a place where dreams do come true and everyone lives happily ever after. 

ECU on the face of Derek- as his eyes glare up with excitement and pleasure. He turns to the next page to reveal another illustration: A little boy starring intently into the restless eyes of Tabitha, the tooth fairy. 
Narrator (VO) (CONT’D)

To find this place, one must beckon the tooth fairy. One must catch the creature at its work place, in the dark lair that is under a child’s pillow. There the tooth fairy works without rest and it is here that one must gaze into her mystical eyes and be whisked into a surreal world of eternal love and a fearless life. Only one Lucky gaze 
(MORE)

Narrator (CONT’D)

into the eyes of the Tooth fairy and the door to a place never seen before will allow one to live happily ever after.

INT. MITCHELLS CAR- DAY

Caroline drives into a quiet suburban neighborhood- her hands clutched around the steering wheel. Derek sits at the back seat, flipping through pages of his fairytale book. 
Caroline peers at the windshield mirror and sees her son’s unflinching concentration on his book. 

The engine comes to halt as they arrive at their destination. 

INT. HOUSE- DAY

In a neatly maintained living room, Caroline and Sheila Rogers- the frazzled woman from the beginning of the story and now looking less weary, indulge in personal conversation.
Sheila

So what did he say?

Caroline

He thought I was joking.

Sheila

You got to be kidding me, since when did separations become a funny mater....
Caroline

I know, he must think this is fucking Iraq.

Our view moves across and then down a hallway into a small bedroom where Derek and Bobby sit- its contents visibly similar to that of Derek’s room. A cartoon show plays on the television and we notice from the animated expression on Bobby’s face, he is the only one interested and in this case, as Derek’s reads his book in deep thought- Bobby is also the only one watching the television program.
(CONTINUED)
Bobby

Dude, you really need to get a life.

Derek doesn’t respond, instead he carries on reading.

Bobby

Suit yourself.

Derek miraculously stops reading and shuts his book. He steps out the bedroom much to the dismay of Bobby. 

He approaches a door, opens it and then peers inside-

INT. ROOM- CONTINOUS

To find Gregg Rogers, a male unemployed brunette, talking stridently over the phone- Derek watches him, absolutely motionless.
Gregg

(On the phone)

Fred I swear to god, no one’s gonna to know. All you got to do is slip in my application form into the bosses office and Shazam! I got a chance at getting the job. (Beat) Thank you, I owe you one.

He hangs up and turns to see Derek- his book wrapped under his hands like a priceless jewel.
Gregg

(Startled)

Jesus, Mary and Joseph, where the hell did you come from....?

Derek

My mum’s here to visit, so I came along.

Gregg

Cool, she’s always visiting these days. How’s your dad?

Derek

He’s at home.

(CONTINUED)

Gregg

You tell him that I’m sorry for not showing up at his welcome home party.
Derek

I’m sure he didn’t mind.

Gregg

Hared he came back in a..... You know what.... forget about it. Is there something you wanted?
Derek

Yes, I need a favor.

Gregg

Shoot.

Derek

I need my tooth to fall out.

Gregg
(Perplexed)

Pardon me.

Derek
I was hoping you could use one of your magic spells to make it fall out.
Gregg

Oh, magic. Did I ever tell you how I made the statue of liberty disappear and...
Derek

(Interrupts)

Everyone thought the French took it back.
Gregg

Yeah, it almost started World War three. 

(CONTINUED)

Derek

So can you help me?

Gregg

Sure, you know me....when it comes to magic, I’m always prepared to help.

Gregg approaches a nearby drawer, opens it and takes out a black wand. Derek anxiously moves closer to him.

Gregg

Now what exactly do you need this for? Cause if it’s to get a lady, you’ve come to the wrong place. I can’t use magic to make a girl fall in love with you.
Derek

No uncle, it’s much more than that.
Gregg

Alright, close your eyes.

Derek shuts his eyes firmly as Gregg raises his wand and then waves it twice across his face- while muttering an incoherent line to seal the magic spell. 

INT. DEREK’S BATHROOM- NIGHT
Derek brushes his teeth in front of a sink- his mouth moving in tune with his gentle strokes. His lips a mere speck of human flesh amidst the large foams created by his toothpaste.
He rinses out and we hear a clanking sound.
Derek peers down at the sink and then reaches for something- he brings it to frame to reveal a small pale tooth- resting against the soft edges of his fingers.

Derek lets out a joyous cry and then wipes the tooth dry with his shirt. He approaches his bed and tenderly, like a priceless jewel, places it beneath his pillow case.

INT. DEREK’S ROOM- MORNING

Derek wakes up with a little spark in his eyes, he steps out of his bed and then searches restlessly beneath his pillowcase to no avail- his tooth has disappeared much to his dismay. 

Caroline walks in briskly and from her matching dress code, we know she is a working mother. 
Caroline

Derek, why haven’t you had a shower yet?
Derek doesn’t respond, instead he stares down at the vacant space beneath his pillow.
Caroline

Are you alright? You look unhappy.

Derek still remains silent.

Caroline

Does this have anything to do with what happened the other day?

Derek

Yes..... I’m mean no.

Caroline

Are you sure?

Derek

Yes, I’ll go get ready.

EXT. SCHOOL BUS STOP- DAY

Derek- a small bag strapped to his back sprints towards a school bus stop sign, where Bobby lingers amongst other lower school pupils.
Derek

(To Bobby)

Hey.....

Bobby

Dude, what are you doing here?

(CONTINUED)

Derek

Catching the bus....

Bobby

I thought your mum always picks you up....
Derek

She doesn’t mind.

Bobby

Really, dude your mum goes mad if you don’t get home in her car.

Derek

Well, I’m kinda not going home.....

Bobby

So where you heading?

Derek

I need to talk to your dad.

Bobby

So you’re coming over to my house....?
Derek

Yep.

Bobby

Cool.
Moments later, the bus arrives. 
INT. BUS- DAY
Derek- flipping through pages of his book sits adjacently to Bobby. 

Bobby passes a ‘not again, are you still reading’ look at Derek. 

INT. GREGG’S OFFICE- DAY

Derek quietly gazes at his uncle- Gregg, as he sits restlessly whilst on the phone- he speaks in an angry tone and his appearance is in a state of disarray.
Gregg

(On the phone)

Now you listen to me you piece of shit, I told you fifty grand and nothing more. (Beat) I never said that; don’t put fucking words in my mouth. (Beat) You know you got more balls than you got brains, (Beat) do you know who you’re fucking..... (The receiver hangs up) Hello....., Hello..... (He drops the phone)Fucker. 

He knocks off in anger the contents on his office table. Derek draws back in fear as Gregg notices his presence. 

Gregg

What you want kid?

Derek

(In a subdued

tone)

Another spell....
Gregg

A what?
Derek

I need another spell?

Gregg

You fucking with me kid?

Derek

No....
Gregg

Then get out of here, cause I don’t do spells.

(CONTINUED)

Derek

Why not?
Gregg

Are you even listening to me kid....? I said I don’t do fucking spells, magic or whatever it is you want.
Derek

But, it worked.....

Gregg

Worked....

Derek

The last spell you did.....it worked. It got my tooth out.

Gregg

Oh yeah, congratulations.

Derek

Yes, but I missed her.
Gregg

What the fuck are you talking about....?

Derek

The tooth fairy.....

Gregg

(Perplexed)

The tooth fairy....

Derek takes out form his bag, his fairytale book and opens it to a page- Gregg watches in complete bewilderment. 
Derek

(Holding up his book)

It says here, that if I look into the eyes of the tooth fairy, I’ll live happily ever after.
(CONTINUED)

Gregg

(Chuckles)

You got to be kidding me kid. I hate to break it to you, but it’s all..... crap.
Derek

What is?

Gregg

Everything, your book, the spell I gave you, magic itself. It’s all a joke. My advice is quit reading all this junk, fairytales and whatever else is out there, because you’re only wasting your time.

Derek isn’t fazed by the comments; he shuts his book and then places it back in his bag.
Derek

I’ll take my chances.

Gregg

Alright, you can take a horse to the stream but you can’t force it to drink.

Gregg approaches a drawer, opens it and then takes out a wand. Derek comes closer and with a wave of his wand and a muttered line, Gregg casts a spell with much less gusto than the previous occasion- it is an act of great reluctance. 

Gregg

Now get out of here.
INT. CAR- DAY
Caroline drives in a furious state with Derek sitting at the back seat- his face spells a look of disappointment. 
Caroline

Next time you want to go off on your own, you might want to remember to maybe give your mother a head’s up. I was worried sick.

(CONTINUED)
Derek

I’m sorry....

Caroline

You should be. Look, your dad and I are going to Memphis tonight to see a surgeon. So I arranged for a babysitter to come over. 

Derek

Alright.

Caroline

Good.

INT/EXT. Mitchell’s RESIDENCE- EVENING
Derek and his baby sitter, wave goodbye from their front porch at Caroline and Frank as they drive away in a cab. 

INT. MITHCHELL’S HOUSE- MOMENTS LATER

Derek is being glared at with the animated eyes of his babysitter as he drinks a glass of milk. 

Babysitter

I brought some fresh chocolate chip cookies with caramel in the middle from home. Would you like some?

Derek

I’m allergic to chocolate.
Babysitter

Oh my god, so you’ve never had chocolate before.
Derek

Well I had it once and that’s when I found that I was allergic to it.

Babysitter

Oh.
Derek

Plus I’m not allowed to eat sugary food before I go to bed. 

(CONTINUED)

Babysitter

Oh, ok.... goodnight then. 

INT. DEREK’S BATHROOM- NIGHT
Derek gently brushes his teeth in front of a sink. He constantly glances at himself through the sink mirror.

His shuts his eyes and moves his lips ever so slowly as if muttering a prayer. 

Brushing done, he rinses his mouth- once, twice, thrice- nothing falls out. Not one tooth has fallen out this time. He glares down at his sink with a stern gaze of disappointment- realizing that his uncle’s spell has let him down.

He shuts his eyes again in an attempt to recollect the incoherent spell muttered by his uncle. 

Derek

(Stuttering)

A-abraka.... baraka....
But it comes to no avail; his face turns sideways and he stares blankly-calculating.
INT. CORRIDOR- CONTINOUS
The resounding sound of a running television plays to the half-awoken figure of Sarah- the babysitter. Derek peers at her, and then approaches a door stealthily; he opens it quietly and walks in. 

INT. PARENT’S BATHROOM- CONTINOUS
In an un-remarkable bathroom, Derek searches restlessly for something. He sees a cabinet and opens it- in there he finds a parcel, he takes it out and then unwraps it- to reveal a set of metal pliers strapped to a wool cloth. 

He takes it out and slips it between his pants. He carries on searching and his hands fall upon a small drawer filled with anonymous medical supplies. 
(CONTINUED)

He takes out a prescription bottle of an obscure compound called ‘PAIN KILLERS’. His eyes scan the surrounding once more and they fall upon a packet of dental floss- he grabs it.

INT. DEREK’S BATHROOM- NIGHT

The three items are placed side by side next to his sink. Derek reaches for the bottle of ‘PAIN KILLERS’ opens it and then takes out two pills. 
He hesitates for a few seconds- contemplating, and then inhales deeply, swallowing his fear. He takes a long sip out of a glass of water and then pops the pills into his mouth. His swallowing procedure is one of great difficulty. 

He glares at the packet of dental floss standing adjacent to the plier. His eyes move from side to side- pondering. 
He grabs the dental floss and then pulls out a strip of floss. Methodically, he ties a small not and then places it around his tooth. 
His shaky hands hold the other end of the strip as he slowly without significant force begins to pull. 

Slowly and steadily, through perspiration and tears- the force at which he pulls the strip increases. Suddenly, the yanking comes to a stop as he succumbs to fear. 

He turns on the tap and splashes water on his face- the water droplets slowly washing away his fear. 
His shaky hand grabs the plier and like a hysterical child, he descends into tears. He turns on the tap to full throttle- in order to drown out his weeping. 
Tap off, he stares insolently at his mirror image- the plier in his hand. He brings it closer to his gaping mouth; he hesitates - swallowing his fear. 
(CONTINUED)

With a drop of tear trickling down his soft cheeks, he proceeds with the plier and grabs the edge of his tooth.
Unsure of himself, his breathing becomes heavier with every passing second and the rattling sound of the metal plier rubbing against his teeth strikes a new cord of trepidation. 

He tightens his grip and then as his eyes shut in fear- he twists and pulls down on his tooth. 
Our view turns swiftly to a side mirror as blood splatters on it. 
We....

CUT TO
A blank screen and then slowly the figure of Derek lights up the screen. 

His heavy breathing now reduced to the occasional panting. Thick blood drips from his gum onto his mouth and then slowly makes its way to stain his shirt. 
The triumphant tune of Jacques Brel – ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’ plays for the first time in a loud tempo as if all it’s previous occurrences have been leading up to this moment- a reverberant crescendo. 

Derek raises up his tooth on the edges of his tender fingers, he raises it till his arms are outstretched. Then his eyes, filled with a weird mixture of excitement and fear- stare at his tooth held high, like a trophy.
INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM- MOMENTS LATER

He gently places his tooth beneath his pillow. Then he takes out a life size doll and places it under his blanket- to invoke the idea that someone is beneath the sheets. 

He approaches a closet, opens it and then lowers himself to the ground. His blemished shirt changed but his mouth still covered with dry blood. He wraps his exhausted physique under another blanket and then the lights go off.
(CONTINUED)

A slight flicker off light emerges, revealing Derek’s hands as they fiddle with a flash light. He yawns as he is visibly exhausted and then like magic, emerges the authoritative narration: 
Narrator (VO)

Only one lucky gaze into the eyes of the tooth fairy and the door to a place never seen before will allow one to live happily ever after.

The second source of light turns off.
INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM- MORNING
Bright sunlight coming through the window illuminates the contents of a bedroom. Derek frantically wakes up from his slumber- he steps out from his closet and approaches his bed.
In a frantic pace, he tosses away his pillow. Nothing lies beneath it, only an empty space of rumpled matter. 
Derek
(Screaming)

No.....

Derek overwhelmed with annoyance descends into fits of violence. He ransacks his room vigorously, tossing bedroom items here and there- he let’s loose one anonymous item and it almost lands on Caroline as she walks into the room. 

Caroline

Be careful Derek.

Caroline’s fazed eyes survey the ravaged premises; she approaches Derek with her arms held forward- as if protecting herself from further harm.
Caroline

What’s going on?

Derek eyes are filled with pure rage- his evil stare halting any further advances from Caroline. 
(CONTINUED)

She peers at the dry blood around his mouth
Caroline 

(Concerned)
Look at you...what is that....?

Her hand lunges forward and scratches a speck of dry blood of the edge of his chin. She licks it....
Caroline

Jesus, its blood....

She takes out a napkin and moves closer to wipe the blood off, but Derek declines by slapping his mother’s hands.
Caroline

Alright, we’ll leave it there. But you got to tell me what happened?
Derek lets out a sadistic laugh and as he does so, he exposes a bruised gap in his front teeth.
Derek
It’s the tooth fairy.

Caroline

The tooth fairy....?
Derek
Yeeeep.

Caroline

The tooth fairy did this to you....?
Derek
Yep, yep, yeeeeep- but don’t worry, next time I’ll.... I’ll be more alert.

Caroline’s glare descends into one of a disturbing gaze as she glances over to see Derek’s all too familiar fairy tale book. 
Caroline

Is that book you’ve been reading right....?

(CONTINUED)

Derek
Mother, you worry too much. Why it’s only the tooth fairy.
Caroline

At least let me take you to see a dentist.

Derek
You’re too kind mother.

INT. MITCHELL’S DINING ROOM- EVENING

As the rain falls, we see the Mitchell’s sitting quietly at the table.
Caroline stares blankly- day dreaming, her dinner completely untouched. Derek and his father begin conversing.
Frank
So what’s this I hear about you covered in blood this morning.....?

Derek
Oh it’s nothing.

Frank
You sure...?

Derek
It’s just a bruise, (looks at his mum)right mum....

Caroline doesn’t respond, rather she stares in an oblivious state.
Frank
(To Caroline)

Honey, you alright?
Caroline

W-what....
Derek
Are you alright mother?

(CONTINUED)

Caroline

I will be.
Frank

So, Derek.... what are your dreams for the future?
Derek
Well, I want to be a writer.
Frank
Fiction or non-fiction?
Derek
I prefer tragedy.
Frank
So non-fiction it is. Mans greatest fear.

Derek
The fear of what is real.
Frank

Exactly. You know when I was your age, I wanted to be a fireman just like my dad.

Derek
A fireman....
Frank

Yep, I wanted to help people, cause I saw how much joy it brought to my father- the power to help. So, I become a fireman, but I got bored with helping a few folks here and there.... nothing great, nothing fulfilling. You see I wanted to be greater than my father, so what did I do?
Derek

You joined the army.
Caroline stares nullified at her husbands epiphany- she is obviously displeased.
(CONTINUED)

Frank

I tell you son, there’s nothing like the feeling of adrenaline rushing through your veins as you infiltrate enemy territory and adapt, live on waste land, hoping and praying for help to pop out from anywhere, even though you know.... no one’s coming. They say it takes a strong man to sign up for the army but then it takes a powerful man to live through one battle. 
Derek
 (To Caroline)

What do you think mother?

Caroline pauses momentarily- nodding her head in disbelief through the process. 

Caroline

I think it’s great, a great bunch of crap.
Frank drops his cutlery and glares indiscernibly at Caroline.
Frank

Now dear....

Caroline

(Interrupts)

Don’t even go there, you think I’m gonna sit here while you feed my son with your war propaganda bullshit.

Frank

Its not propaganda, it’s....
Caroline

(Interrupts)

Don’t patronize me, I’ve seen and hared it all before. You’re not gonna take my son away from me.
(CONTINUED)

Frank

He’s my son too, and you and I know perfectly well this has nothing to do with propaganda. You’re just paranoid.
Caroline

(In a sarcastic tone)

Where did they teach you that one.... troop psychology?
Frank

 (To Derek)

Go to your room.

Derek is about to leave when his mother disrupts him.

Caroline

Derek stay put.
Frank

What are you trying to do....? break up this family.

Caroline

Haven’t you noticed.... it’s been broken ever since we met. 

Frank’s face is drowned with sheer shock, as he wipes his hands with a napkin.
Caroline

(Continuing; Beat)

Why don’t you tell us why your really here.

Frank

This is bullshit. I’m not gonna sit here and listen to you while you humiliate yourself in front our son.
Caroline

Look who’s talking, my husband was too scared to fight for his country, so he cowardly allowed

(MORE)

Caroline (CONT’D)

himself to get shot. Don’t you think that’s enough humiliation.

Frank

Please don’t do this.
Caroline

Derek, guess what.... your Father’s a coward, he’s only here cause he was afraid that helping people could get him killed. The adrenaline got to him and he chickened out.
Derek passes an indulgent look at his dad- who seats in a state of shock. 
Caroline

I don’t know what’s worse, a husband who lies or a husband who’s a coward? 
Frank

Alright, as long as were on the subject of cowards, how about telling him what you told me the other night?
Caroline

What...?
Frank

You said you wanted a divorce (To Derek) yes Derek, mommy wants a divorce cause she’s too scared to work with me and get things back on track with this family. 

Caroline in rage rises up from her chair. 

Caroline

Screw you Frank, this is exactly why we need a divorce.

(CONTINUED)

Frank

‘We’ need a divorce, what are you.... psychic, cause I don’t recall ever telling you I also wanted one. Cause unlike you, I try to work things out.

In the midst of the commotion, Derek slowly exits the dining table- it is a slow and depressed walk.
Caroline
Look at what you did....
Frank

‘I did’....you fucking started it by accusing me of giving propaganda.
Caroline

So you thought I was just gonna sit there and say nothing while you brainwash my son, and then use that to win him during child custody. Not on my watch you don’t, he’s coming with me.

Frank
When did you become so immature?

Caroline
(Chuckles)
‘Immature’, well at least I’m not the one seating paralyzed in a  wheel chair.
The off-screen sound of a door being shut grabs the attention of Caroline and Frank- and they glare dispiritedly at their departed son. 
INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT

Derek skims through random pages of his book – when the off-screen sound of a door opening startles him. He hastily slips the book beneath his blanket and turns to see Frank- whose face spells a look of underlying guilt. 
(CONTINUED)

Frank

I’m really sorry for what happened back there, it was wrong for us to..... we should have been more careful. 

Derek

You two gonna be ok?
Frank

I really hope so. Good night son.

Frank plants a soft kiss on his son’s forehead, and begins to wheel off. 

Derek

Dad, are we ever gonna be happy?

Frank

 (Pauses)

To be honest with you, I don’t think we deserve to be. But as for you, just be satisfied with what you have.
He exits the bedroom. 
INT. BEDROOM/ KITCHEN/ PARENT’S BEDROOM- MOMENTS LATER
Derek flips through pages of his infamous fairy tale. 
Seconds later he reads the time on a clock and then walks out of his room.

He approaches a kitchen sink and turns the tap on, releasing cold water unto a tumbler.
He starts back towards his room when his attention is grabbed by the off-screen sounds of sobbing coming from his parent’s bedroom.

He walks in and follows a trail of dim light leading to a bathroom.
In there, he sees Frank- his back to the camera, his hands restlessly poking at something amidst the sporadic sounds of sniveling.

(CONTINUED)
Derek 

Dad.....

Frank erratically asserts himself to an upright position.

Frank 
(Startled)
What are you doing here?

Derek moves closer and sees the ghastly sight of his fathers decapitated and soiled groin- his flaccid penis dangling in his shaky hands. Derek immediately freezes in his steps and draws back in fright, with his hand placed firmly over his mouth. 

Frank 

(In a crying tone)

It’s your mum, she won’t touch me. She wouldn’t even look at me.....

The glass in Derek’s hand drops to the floor and shatters on impact. Caroline in bed all this time wakes up frantically from her slumber. She sees Derek as he races out the bedroom – his hands placed over his mouth and his face spelling a look of sheer disgust. 
Caroline hurriedly approaches Frank – and sees for herself the revolting image that invoked an instant departure from their son. 

She too places her hands over her mouth in shock and races out the bedroom in search for Derek. 

Frank attempts too little avail to wipe of the unknown substance that distorts his groin. He then wheels around and, violently sweeps all the medical supplies and toiletries of the bathroom table. 

INT. HALL- CONTINOUS

Caroline approaches Derek as he pukes uncontrollably on the front porch. 

Caroline

Oh, honey....

She uses the edges of her nightgown to wipe the vomit situated around his mouth. 
Caroline

Are you ok?

(CONTINUED)

Derek
Yea mum, I’m alright.

The front door slams shut and our view moves across to see Frank as he stares with pity in his eyes at his shaken family.
Frank
Derek, I’m sorry- you weren’t supposed to see that.
Caroline

(To Frank)

You piece of shit, I want you out the house now. 
Frank
I’m not going anywhere. Let’s just calm down and talk about this. 
Caroline

There’s nothing to talk about, I can’t have you living here anymore, just get out.

Caroline places her hands un top of Derek’s shoulders.
Caroline 
(A loud whisper)

Stand to the side honey.

Derek anxiously moves away and Caroline storms towards Frank.

Frank
Don’t do anything stupid.

Caroline attempts to bolster him from behind, but Frank’s strong arms halt her advances. She sways from left to right attempting to dodge his swinging arms from obstructing her plan.
Frank

Just stay away alright.

Caroline manages to move behind him and she firmly begins to wheel him hastily forward. 
(CONTINUED)
Frank
Stop bitch, get away, I said stop.... I’m warning you....

Frank swings his arms violently, trying desperately to deter Caroline from wheeling him any further- but she some how manages to carry on moving. 

Frank
Fuck you.

Frank grabs the edge of the wheels- reducing movement to mere inches, Caroline pushes harder amidst sounds of groaning emerging from both of them. She manages to shift it some more- squashing his hands under the pressure of the moving wheel.

Frank

Ahhhh, you whore, fuck.

With sheer force, he manages to push backwards with his feeble hands- unbalancing Caroline, which in turn knocks the wheel chair off balance. 

Frank lies in pain next to his floored wheel chair, while Caroline attempts to grab him up by his shirt. In anger, he lets rip a backhand- which lands right on her cheek.
Caroline stands in shock and then storms off to somewhere. 

Frank 

(Struggling)
Derek, come over here, help me up.

Derek timidly approaches his dad, and reaches for his wheel chair- placing it back on its normal upright stance. 
He lends his dad a helping hand- assisting his agonized body back on the wheel chair. Frank strains to pull himself in- his head bobbling sickly from side to side. 
Like magic, Caroline appears from nowhere- starring at her son aiding her husband unto his wheelchair, with the look of a stone cold killer.

Derek notices her presence, and draws back in fright as Caroline draws out a gun. 

(CONTINUED)

She points it at Frank – who is now back on his wheel chair, and is looking more dazzled than afraid. 

Frank

Where did you get that?

Caroline

Doesn’t matter, just get out or I’m gonna....

Frank
(Interrupts)

Shoot me...? give me a break.

Caroline 
(In an angry tone)
I’m not fucking around; I want you out, now.
Frank
If you point a gun at me, you better pull the fucking trigger.

Caroline 
(Screaming)

Get out of my fucking house Frank....
Her gun leveled, Frank slowly retreats to the front porch- he winks at Derek, who stands absolutely motionless. 
She kicks the front door shut and in sheer agony, slides down against the creaking surface of the door. 
EXT. FRONT PORCH- CONTINUOUS

Frank now presiding over the humble surroundings of is front porch coughs in disgust at the sight of Derek’s puke flowing aimlessly on the ground. 

He begins to bang ferociously on the front door.

Frank
Is this what you want you fucking bitch....it’s my house too. Let me in.
INT. Hall- CONTINOUS

Caroline weeps bitterly while holding her hands over her ears- hoping to shut out the angry rants and the loud thumping sounds coming from her disgruntled husband. Derek watches her with an emotionless glare; it seems the commotion hasn’t really fazed him.

EXT- FRONT PORCH- CONTINOUS

Frank carries on with his aggressive jaunts- a series of hostile actions that consist of spitting, cursing and banging on the front door.

Frank 

(In a loud angered

tone)

I said open up you big bitch. Who do you think you are....you can’t do this to me, I’m a fucking veteran. I served my country for ten years and this is what I get.... this is my house, my country, I fought for it and I sure as hell deserve better. I’m a soldier for fuck sake, where’s the respect....?
INT. HALL- CONTINUOUS

Caroline now in full teary mode, stretches her arm forward and motions feebly at Derek to move closer- for an embrace, a hug.....a much needed consolation. 

Derek nodes his head in disbelief and slowly starts back towards the open space that lies behind him. Caroline withdraws her hands in sheer distraught. 

EXT. FRONT PORCH- CONTINUOUS

Frank in a primal rage.

Frank
Do you hear me woman, this is America and I’m its fucking 
(MORE)

Frank (CONT’D)

protector. I risk my life just to come over here.... and this is how you fucking show your appreciation.... for christsaaaake, open the fucking door.
Lights flick on in various windows.... a head peeks out.
A neighbor steps out of his front door- worried looks becoming an avid expression. 
Amidst the rising commotion we find ourselves inter-cutting between three scenes played mute.

In one scene, we see the flashing headlights of a police vehicle pulling over at the Mitchell’s residence- two cops storm out, their walkies and batons dangling in wind.

Frank attempts to wheel away from their path, but they pounce on him like an animal- bolstering him to the ground, he screams in sheer pain as they handcuff him like any other law breaker- his handicapped physique not at all a hindrance to their aggressive stance. They take him away.
The second scene consists of Caroline, still slumped on the ground. She weeps bitterly, and slowly raises her gun to her head- her eyes wide shut, she maintains that position. The trigger never flinches.

The other scene follows our protagonist as he walks away in an almost uplifting manner- his face spells no signs of agony or fear, but rather of a boy with an unknown purpose. He approaches a door, opens it and slams it shut. 

INT. CONFRENCE ROOM- DAY
A man tromps into a room briskly and acknowledges Frank, his attorney and Caroline with polite handshakes. 

They all seat around a fairly sized table, on one side seats Frank and his attorney- George, while on the opposite side rests the anxious figures of Caroline and her attorney Bill.  
Caroline reaches for a pack of cigarettes resting beside her bag and takes out one. 
(CONTINUED)
George

(To Caroline)

I’m sorry, but this is a non-smoking area.

Bill

George, don’t harass my client alright.

George

‘Harass’ what are you talking about..... for once in your life, just act like a fucking professional.

Bill

At least, I’m not the one cursing in front of my client.

Caroline

Stop fighting girls, it’s just a cigarette.

Caroline places the cigarette back in its pack, Frank on the other hand stares blankly- day dreaming, he seems dazed and confused. 

Bill takes out a couple of stapled sheets from his briefcase- while George on the other hand fiddles anxiously with a pen.
Bill

I must commend you two for agreeing to settle this out of court. I think we all know the extent of emotional damage the legal system could have tossed upon the kid.

George
But I must inform you that my client will not hesitate to settle this case in court, if the settlement involves any unreasonable terms. 

(CONTINUED)

Bill

Not to worry, because I think you would agree that my client’s request for an 85 percent cut from the families savings account and  the immediate removal of any remaining personal property from their home, in order for my client to attain sole ownership of the residence and also, total custody of their son Derek, is pretty much a reasonable settlement.

George
(In a sarcastic tone)
Wow, that’s an offer I can’t refuse. 

Bill
Hey, your client is severely handicapped form an untreatable injury. Thus leaving him unemployed for god knows how long. His means of income is also diminishing as we speak, and from what I gather, he’s got quite the temper.... I’ mean he even got the neighbors shaking in their suburban boots at the mere sight of him- I’m sorry, but your client is..... well put it this way, on the verge a nervous breakdown. And that my friend justifies these terms.   
Suddenly, Frank lets out a smug like chuckle. They all glare at him with an almost disturbing gaze as his chuckles slowly descend into the realm of irrepressible laughter. 
Caroline

You think this is funny?

George

No, it’s fucking hilarious.
(CONTINUED)

Caroline
Why....? I bet you never thought we would end up like this.                      
Frank
Of course I did, Caroline I never loved you. I only married you because of my father, and I guess that makes me a bad person, but I had a duty to serve my country. So, I couldn’t be there for you or Derek, but all those years in Iraq got me thinking, and I realized that I didn’t want to die without at least experiencing what it felt like to be loved. 

Solemn tears begin to trickle down Caroline’s cheeks as she glares at Frank with empathy in her eyes. 
Frank (Continuing; Beat)
Now I’m not a fan of it’s never too late to say sorry, because it is. But then again, a little word like that never hurt nobody. So here it goes. I’m sorry.... for everything. And I was laughing because it took a gun shot to the spine to realize that I was madly in love with you, even though I denied it and never showed it.(Beat) I am not a coward, I sacrificed my body so I could see you and Derek for one last time. So do this for me, tell my son, that I’m sorry and that true happiness comes form within. 

He begins to wheel himself towards the exit - every one pondering over his emotional speech.

Bill

(Rising to his feet)

Frank, if you walk out that door you loose everything. 
(CONTINUED)

Frank
 (A thin smile cracks

across his face)

For two weeks I survived behind enemy lines with nothing but my bare hands. So don’t worry, I think I can handle it.  

He exits the room. 
INT. DEREK’S BEDROOM- NIGHT

A soft yet croaky groan emerges from the shaken figure of Derek as he scans through the alluring images that adorn the fairy tale book.
Derek lets out an intent sigh and then a massive frown- is as if he’s just come across an image or possibly a specific lexis that has invoked an acute sense of disappointment. 

And like a ripple flowing endlessly in a lone stream, a speck of tear trickles down his cheeks. Soon, more tears dribble downwards unto a page in his book. 

Derek begins to cry and cry and weep. His hands placed over his face, he weeps like a homeless child- without the restless hand gestures. 

Overwhelmed with anguish, he angrily rips of a page in his book. He glares at it- straining to make sense of the truth that lies behind it and then he tosses it away. 

He begins to vandalize the pages that lie within his book- the snipping sounds of paper being ripped apart fill the morose atmosphere.   

Nothing left now, a thin sadistic smile cracks across his face. It seems that by defacing his book- a strange therapeutic feeling has erupted.
He rests on his bed, basking in his new found pride. 

Seconds later, his face turns completely emotionless and he approaches his bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM- CONTINOUS

The morbid graphics of his parents ‘plier and bottled pain killers’ rest undisturbed un top of a stool. 
Derek grabs them- with noticeable more assurance. 

He takes out a pill from the bottle and drinks it- he stares at himself through a sink mirror- calculating, unsatisfied. 
He reaches for some more and pops out three pills. This time he suspends the use of medical impromptu by not drinking water- rather he chews on the pills, a morbid smile forming across his face as he grinds the pills under his feeble teeth.

He swallows them and glares at his mirror image once again. A sort of reaffirming glance....a quirky habit.  

He reaches for the plier – specks of dry blood spread all over it. Not one single sign of uneasiness, fear or panic.

He raises the plier to his gaping mouth in a gracious manner. There, he teases with the blunt instrument, mimicking the sounds of a moving car as he swings the tool from left to right- he has surely gone mad. 

With a playful smile plastered across his face- his hand plunges into his mouth with the plier held in between it.
He grabs the edge of his tooth and instantly pulls- no hesitation..... just like a professional. His tooth lands in the sink, he smiles larger- a sick grin mirrored by the sick image of his blood planted on the sink mirror.

His face spells a slight look of dissatisfaction- he wants some more.... he needs some more. 
He yanks another tooth out and another and another-each pale bloodied tooth slowly dives past the frame and lands restlessly in the sink. 

He glares once more at his grotesque image- blood dripping endlessly down his mouth like a faulty tap. He watches with a dot of excitement at his self demise. 
INT. BEDROOM- LATER

Derek gently places his teeth like an infant being placed back in its cradle- on the edge of a miniature trapping device, possibly one used to catch a mouse. 
Trap set, he blows his lifeless contraption a kiss good bye and then places a pillow un top of it. To dispel any possible suspicion, he places a life size doll beneath his blanket. 
Derek retreats to his closet- arid blood smothered all over his face. He takes a seat next to a mug, where thick clouds of steam erupt from its caffeinated contents.

A sachet of coffee beans lies next to it. 
Seconds later, the off-screen sound of a door being opened grabs his attention. 

Derek approaches his door, opens it and peers to see Caroline as she slams the front door shut.

INT. HALL/KITCHEN- CONTINOUS 
Derek steps out from his lair and his eyes fall upon a scandalous image- his mum groping passionately and making out intimately with an unknown man.

He watches with eyes filled with rage as they stagger to her bedroom. 
He walks briskly to the kitchen and approaches a drawer; he opens it and takes out a large blade. 

His eyes marvel at the morbid beauty of which the blade possesses. 

INT. CAROLINE’S BEDROOM- MOMENTS LATER

Derek stealthily approaches his mother’s bed where she and the male liaison indulge in a session of intimate love making.
She’s groans erotically, while the unknown man mounts her like a psychotic beast. 
(CONTINUED)

Derek lustfully gazes at them - he is visibly aroused. 

No time to loose, he poaches forward and with one swift move impales the blade through the man’s bare back. 
The triumphant tune of Jacques Brel’s – ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’ emerges as the man screams muted in pain. He immediately halts all erotic movements and his agonizing shrieks grab Caroline’s attention.

With her bosoms exposed, she manages to pounce to safety- before her lovers large physique collapses un top of her.
As she examines the blood sputtering from his back, she begins to scream muted in anguish and she glares at Derek who stands there- completely emotionless, with sheer terror in her eyes. 

Amidst the commotion, a strange percussive clicking sound ends the muted sequence and grabs the attention of Derek.

He races out the room in slow motion, his rapid footsteps muted and accompanied by the soft tamped tune of Jacques Brel’s – ‘Ne Me Quitte Pas’.

INT. DEREKS BEDROOM- CONTINOUS

Derek approaches his bed with rapidity and tosses away the pillow that masks his morbid indulgences. 
A bright red light shines instantly on his face- Derek strains to see through the radiant color of the mysterious glow. 

The bright light tempers down and Derek sees the most extra-ordinary image to befall man. 
The tooth fairy- as green and majestic as the spectacular illustration in his book, flaps its wings ferociously – releasing numinous dusks to the open.

Derek is inexplicably stunned at the mystical image that lies in front of him.
(CONTINUED)

Derek

 (Stuttering)
Y-you’re....you’re real.

The fairy in a frenzied state shivers in all its might- as one of her legs is caught in the trap. She budges frantically, her mystical hands trying desperately to free her leg.

Derek releases her and raises the reluctant fairy to his face. 

The fairy struggles restlessly, her hands placed over her miniscule eyes. 

With his finger, he gently removes her hands and attempts to gaze into her eyes- again; the fairy obstructs any direct glare into her mighty eyes as she swiftly places her hands over it.

Derek inhales deeply with frustration and uses his fingers again to remove the fairy’s hands. He glares with a stern gaze into the eyes of the tooth fairy.
A rapid conflagration of bright luminosity erupts and we...
CUT TO

INT. UNKNOWN WORLD- LATER
An image shimmers and the majestic figure of Derek, beaming in a flamboyantly tailored attire emerges. 
And just like the eloquent illustration in the book: Derek stands marveling at a fabulous vicinity, meticulous shapes and sizes encircle him- this is the world where no man has ever seen or touched, a world of infinite surrealism. 

As Derek takes one step forward, a drop of blood falls to the ground in front of him. He glares at it, bewildered in horror.
Another drop of blood falls and Derek runs his shaky hands across his body- inspecting it; his hands come to a halt and Derek peers at them to see a trail of thick blood dripping from it. 
(CONTINUED)

A drop of tear plummets down to the sea of blood that embellish his hands and like lightning, a vivid light appears- storming him back to a world familiar in its dull colors and mundane surroundings – he is back in the real world.
INT. BEDROOM- CONTINOUS

Amidst the sounds of heavy breathing, his hand slowly ventures backwards past his bloodied shirt in search for the source of bleeding.
Soon, he feels the edge of a blade- jutting out from his back. 

Our view pulls back and we see the frail figure of the unknown man- glaring feebly at Derek. His hands placed over his wound- he collapses to the ground.
Caroline comes into frame and glares at her son with an almost disturbing gaze as he too drops to the floor.
She rushes to him and kneels next to the dying boy. Crying, Caroline draws back in anguish.

Derek’s pupils dilate as he casts one last smile- a smile that just about sums up the story of his tragic demise.

FADE OUT:

THE END

