The first day of the rest of ny life

by
M chel J. Duthin



FADE | N:
I NT. JOHN' S APARTMENT — LI VI NG ROOM - DAWN

An ol d apartnent with a torn and faded fl owered wal | paper.
The pl ace appears to be as if tine has stopped here a | ong
time ago. ATV set fromthe 70's, LP's, a |lot of books, and
not one fem nine touch.

Traffic can be heard from down the street.

On a cupboard, anobng a numerous franed pictures of the sane
woman, an old and faded weddi ng phot ograph of a young
coupl e.

On a wall, by a pinned poster of Hawaii, a clock untiringly
ticks.

BEDROOM
An alarmclock ticks on a bedsi de table.

As soon as the hand reaches the 12, the deafening ringing
tears the silence.

An old man's hand stops the ringing.
A long sigh O S.
On the small carpet on the floor, two feet wear slippers.

JOHN SM TH (60) gets up of his bed. H s wears a strayed
pyj amas and wal ks |i ke a zonbie.

As he puts his thick glasses on, his face appears to be
tired. Hrsute, he passes his hand in his gray hair and
pushes them back. He yawns.

John passes by the large mrror of a wardrobe and faces
hi nsel f. As soon as he catches his reflection, he draws a
large smle

JOHN
H John. Today's your big day.

He pinches his flabby cheeks and tries different smles. He
rai ses his hand to his heart.

JOHN
My dear coll eagues. Today is the
first day of the rest of ny life.
After forty two years spent with
you --

He stops and shakes his head. He | eans over a dresser where
he picks up a piece of paper. He faces the mrror again and
reads, putting back his hand to his heart.



JOHN
(readi ng)
After forty two happy years spent
with you all, I will allow nyself

today to call you ny friends --

He grimaces. He takes a pen, scratches and scri bbles
sonmet hing on the paper, raises his hand to his heart, and
reads agai n.

JOHN
(readi ng)
I will allow nyself today to cal
you ny famly --
(to hinself)
That's better.

BATHROOM

John shaves in front of a spotted mrror. His hair is
greasy and pull ed back. Wen he's finished, he sweeps the
rest of the foamon his face and smles again.

Hs smle turns to a frowning.

He approaches his face to the mrror and takes a tweezers
on the washbow . He plucks three hairs, checks the rest of
his face, and smles again, satisfied.

He spills sonme after-shave lotion in his hand, rubs them
and spl ashes his face.

John | ooks up to the mrror. He |ooks like a brand new man.
Once again, he solemly puts his hand to his heart.
JOHN
(reciting)
My dear coll eagues -- No. My dear
friends. After forty two happy
years spent with you, today is
the first day of the rest of ny
life.
I NT. JOHN S APARTMENT — KI TCHEN - MORNI NG

Wearing an used suit, shirt and tie, John sips his tea,
sits at a tiny table.

On his back, in a pan, two slices of bacon are frying.
John keeps sipping his tea, when he frowns.

Somet hi ng snel | s bad.



He turns back to see his bacon burning.

He gets up, grabs the pan handl e, and takes the pan out of
the fire. In his nove, one the slice of beacon expl odes and
some grease is projected on his shirt.

JOHN
Shit!!

LATER
John reappears with another used shirt.

On the table, the two slices of bacon are definitely burned
in the pan.

John si ghs.

LI VI NG ROOM

John takes an old | eather briefcase on a chair and checks
out his tie in front of a small mrror by the cupboard,
sm | ing.

The cl ock keeps ticking.

JOHN
(reciting)
I will allow nyself today to cal
you the famly | never had after
life took mne --

He checks out his paper and slips it into his jacket inner
pocket .

JOHN
(to hinself)
Very good.

John turns to the faded picture on the cupboard.

JOHN
M randa. You would be very proud
of ne.

He ki sses his fingertips, and touches the |ips of the bride
on the picture.

JOHN
I love you. Al ways did.
(a beat)
See you tonight.

John smiles a last tine at the portrait, takes his keys, an
old | eather satchel, and steps out of the apartnent.



I NT. STAI RCASE - DAY

John steps down quietly the old wooden staircase. H s hand
slides tightly on the bannister.

A door opens. A mddl e-aged wonman (MRS. SANDRI DGE) appears
on her threshold, a broomin hand. She smles at John.

MRS. SANDRI DGE
Good norning, M. Smith. So, this
is it? Today is --

JOHN
Exactly, Ms. Sandridge.

MRS. SANDRI DGE
I's your speech ready?

JOHN
Still rehearsing.
MRS. SANDRI DGE
(Wi nki ng)
You' |l do fine.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Everyday life carries on in the streets. Traffic jam
hurried passersby, kids on skate, etc...

John wal ks quietly, staring at the chaos around himw th an
anused stare

A bell rings froma nearby church tower.

I NT. BUS - DAY

Sit at the back of a crowded bus, his satchel on his |aps,
John scans around with a naive smle

A YOUNG MAN, earbuds thudding |oud, stares at himwth

provoki ng eyes. As John smles gently at him the young nan
gives hima finger and shrugs as he turns his back.

I NT. OFFI CE - DAY
A small clock indicates 9 AM
John’s office is small with four desks. Wile John types

frantically on a calculator, lining up amounts, he is
surrounded by three woman in the md-fifties.



BESSI E, wearing round gl asses, types with two fingers on an
old electric typing-nachine.

CALLI E, a chubby and over wearing nmake up bl onde woman,
wites amounts in a | arge notebook, while eating Custard
Creans.

NORALEE, a pretty black woman, speaks softly on the phone.

Bessi e exchanges a glance with Callie and they both giggle
like little girls.

John raises his eyes fromhis calculator and stares at them
with a smle.

JOHN
Are you up to something?

The wonen keep giggling.

BESSI E
Wiy would we? Is this a special
event today?

CALLI E
(in her breath)
O it won't be a surprise
anynore.

She picks a Custard Creans and crunches it.

JOHN
A surprise?

CALLI E
(mouth full)
Did | say surprise? No--
(to Bessie)
Wiy woul d | say surprise?

They giggle again. Noralee turns to them her hand covering
t he tel ephone speaker.

NORALEE
Stop it! Sonme people want to
wor k.

Callie and Bessie giggle.

LATER
The clock indicates 12 PM

The office is enpty.



John is still sat at his desk. He pushes aside his
cal cul ator and papers, and takes a paper bag out his
sat chel .

He takes a wapped sandwi ch out the bag, a napkin, a can of
strawberry juice, and a tiny pill box.

In the silence of the office, the clock can be heard
ti cking.

John unwraps the sandwi ch, takes a bite, and chews quietly.
He wipes his nouth with style and takes a sip fromthe can.

He takes his notes out of his jacket inner pocket and
unfol ds the paper on the table.

Reading it, he starts nmouthing the text, nodding, smling,
one hand on the heart, and noving his other hand in an
exaggerating and com cal way, just |ike he was facing real
peopl e.

John scribbles again with a red pen, reverses sentences and
reads.

He draws a satisfied smle.

LATER
The cl ock indicates 16: 30.

The office is entirely redecorated. Ball oons have been
stuck on the wall, and a | arge paper col orful banner
announces:

HAPPY RETI REMENT JCHN

The conpany staff is gathered in the room facing John by
Callie, Noralee, and Bessie. They stand in front of a |ong
table covered with a paper napkin where plastic gl asses,

pl ates, snacks, and beverages wait for the party.

John is frozen in front of this people whispering to each
ot her and, sonetinmes, |ooking at him Unconfortable, a bead
of sweat starts to run on his tenple.

Callie, Noralee, and Bessie | ook overexcited. Callie holds
an envel ope, as Noral ee has her hands in her back.

CALLI E
Ladi es and Gentl enen. Today is
special. For two reasons. First
of all, it’s payday.

The staff | aughs.



CALLI E
And secondly, we’'re gonna mss a
man.
(she pretends to | ooking
for someone)
Were is he?

She scans the staff and her eyes finally neet John.
CALLI E
John. After many years of hard
wor k, your day has finally cone.

Bessi e shades a tear.

CALLI E
(turning to Bessie and
Nor al ee)
The girls, and I, do hope, we'll

have sonme young and athletic guy
to replace you

Bessi e and Noral ee giggle.

BESSI E
At last, OUR day will conme.

John grins a smle, nore and nore unconfortable. He takes a
glinpse at his watch

CALLI E
(to John)
But, like | said before, today is
your day.

Nor al ee steps to John and hands hima w apped present.

Moved, John tears the paper to find: a colorful Hawaiian
shirt.

The conpany staff appl auds.

Nor al ee unfolds the shirt and holds it in front of John's
chest.

BESSI E
(to Callie)
Don’t you think something s
m ssi ng?

CALLI E
Sonet hi ng? Oh, silly ne.

She hands the envel ope to John. He opens it and takes a
pl ane ticket out.



CALLI E
One whole week in Hawaii!!

The whol e staff cheers and appl auds.

As Noral ee, Bessie, and Callie hug John, a SQUEAKI NG VO CE
rises in the room

SQUEAKI NG VA CE
Speech!

ALL TOGETHER
Speech! !'!

John puts his hand into his jacket inner pocket and takes
hi s paper out.

He | ooks nore and nore unconfortable. H s shaki ng hands
unfol ds the paper.

As his forefront is increasingly sweaty, John readjusts his
t hi ck gl asses.

He pulls on his collar and clears his voice.

Peopl e hush.
JOHN
(reading slowy)
My dear friends. | will allow

nyself today to call you the
famly | had after life took
m ne- -

He stops and gri maces.

Bessi e sobs on Noral ee’ s shoul der.

BESSI E
He's so cute.

JOHN
After forty two years--

H s breath becones heavier. He | ooks like a fish out of his
bow .

Callie hands hima glass of water.

CALLI E
It’s okay John. Take your tine.

John grabs the glass-- and lets it drop as his hand falls
along his leg, dizzy, |osing bal ance.

Callie holds himas he slips between her arns.



BESSI E
John!

John’s body falls heavily on the table, scattering the
drinks and the snacks, and he col |l apses on the floor.

He' s dead.

As sonme people around his body start to scream and panic,
Callie kneels by himand | ooks at his face.

Hi s thick gl asses askew on his nose, John shows a strange
smle.

Bessi e and Noral ee sob on each other’s shoul der.

| NSERT

Under his inert hand, through two fingers, his crunpled
paper reads:

Today is the first day of the rest of ny life.
FADE OUT:

THE END



