INNOCENT WHEN YOU DREAM



FADE | N:
| NT. THERAPI ST' S OFFI CE - DAY

Directly in front of us lying face-up on a rich, dark-

| eather couch is a MANin his md thirties. Al though dressed
conservatively neat in khakis and a fitted button-down shirt
he appears to be dishevell ed, and worn down from many

sl eepl ess ni ghts.

Seated in a chair beside him slightly out of focus fromthe
bri ght sunlight bursting through the office w ndows, we see
the outline of a WOVAN patiently | ooking down toward the
MAN

After a noment, the MAN reaches over to a table at his side
and grabs a |lit cigarette froman ashtray. He takes a | ong
drag. Snoke billows out of his nouth as he exhales. W
follow the snoke as it trails off slowly to nowhere..

MAN'S VO CE (O S.)
| don't know. Sonetines | get these
feelings...

WOVAN S VO CE) (O S.)
And what feelings are those?

MAN' S VOCE (O S.)
| know she loves ne. But, | can't help
but feeling as though...l nmean, If |
can't give us a...? And that makes ne
angry...It nmakes ne want to...

The MAN S voice trails off raspy and tired.

WOMAN S VO CE (O S.)
What would you |like to do Bradley?

BRADLEY
| don't know...Sonething I'Il regret.

PANNI NG DOMN from t he snoke we MOVE I N cl ose on Bradley's
tortured face, until we settle on his troubl ed, bl oodshot
eyes. ..

FADE TO

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT



...V PAN OQUT fromBradley's face and see that his head is
no |l onger resting on a | eather couch. Rather, it rests on a
white satin pillowcase.

The room flickers softly by candlelight as WE PAN acr oss.
The walls are neatly bare except for a portrait of Bradley

| ooki ng di stingui shed, donning a conservative, sharp-| ooking
suit. Draped on his shoulder is a beautiful, slightly
YOUNGER WOVAN wearing a beautiful sundress, and an equally
beautiful smle. She is a breath of fresh air in opposition
to Bradl ey's seriousness.

As WE PAN back down to the bed we see straddling on top of
Bradl ey fromunderneath the covers is the outline of a
WOVAN. She is orally pleasing her man.

Br adl ey noves around unconfortably.

BRADLEY
Honey. .. Honey st op.

The woman keeps right on going.

BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
Honey. .. Pl ease. STOP!

After a frustrating nonent the woman stops. Wth the covers
now of f we see that she is KATE(26), the woman in the
portrait.

KATE
Babe...what can | do?

Bradl ey, now sitting up in bed, stares shanefully ahead.
Kate conmes up from behind him

KATE ( CONT' D)
Baby...It's okay.

Kate attenpts to put a conforting hand on Bradley's

shoul der, but he immediately pulls away from her. Kate

wat ches hel pl essly as he abruptly noves out of bed and puts
on his robe.

Bradl ey then wal ks to the door and pauses. After a deadening
silence...

BRADLEY
It's not okay.



Bradl ey wal ks through the door and out of the bedroom
CHANG NG FOCUS we end on a franmed snapshot on a night-stand
next to the bed. In it Kate and Bradl ey cuddl e up together
in what seens to be a far off exotic |ocation

FADE QUT.
EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Dark clouds roll in fromthe distance. In front of us stands
a well kept traditionally white two story New Engl and style
house. Frominsi de WE HEAR Canon in D Major (quintessential
weddi ng song) by Johann Pachel bel PLAYI NG SOFTLY in the
backgr ound.

| NT. LIVING ROOM
Kate finishes packing up art supplies.

Bradley sits watching his wife intently in a |large
overstuffed | eather chair, his bel oved CAPTAIN S CHAI R

Kate noves to Bradl ey and gives hima quick kiss on the
l'ips.

KATE
Gotta go, babe. See you tonight.

Def | at ed, Bradl ey nods. Then...

BRADLEY
Have a good tinme with your class.
KATE
VWhat is it, sweetie?
BRADLEY
Not hi ng.
KATE

No, baby. Tell ne what it is.
Bradl ey gets up and neets Kate at the door.

BRADLEY
...l suppose | was hopi ng maybe you
could m ss your class today, and be with
ne.

KATE
Ch, Honey! You're still upset about | ast
ni ght aren't you..



Bradl ey | ooks away clearly upset.

KATE ( CONT' D)
Look, | told you it's okay. We'll work

it out...together. |I'mnot your past,
|'"'mhere to stay. | prom se you
BRADLEY
| just don't know what 1'd do if you
ever. ..
KATE
(cutting Bradley off)
...Hey, | told you I'd never |eave you.
| nmean that. | love you. And | want to

spend the rest of ny life wth you.
Bradl ey grabs her hand and kisses it assuringly.

KATE ( CONT' D)

Listen, I won't be late tonight and we
can be together as long as you want. |
prom se.

Kate runs her fingers through Bradley's hair.

BRADLEY
| | ove you.

Bradl ey cups Kate's head in his hands and ki sses her on the
f or ehead.

BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
Now go. You're going to be |ate.

Kate, torn, kisses Bradley one nore tine on his |ips and
then hurries off.

| NT. STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Bradl ey enters his study and sits at his desk. He | ooks very
meager, alnost |ike a boy, against the ornately refined
decor of the study. He gazes around at all the franed
docunents of acconplishnents on the walls of his study.
Hangi ng his head in shane, Bradley finally breaks.

I NT. CAR - DAY

Kate tal ks into her cell phone as she drives through
traffic.



KATE

Heel | | ooo, Noah...Yes, |I'm
going to be alittle |ate.
Again....Ch, you're soo

bad!... Thank you, Noah! 1'l]
see you soon...yep, G ao.

Kate throws her phone down on the console. She then checks
the rearview mrror, BLASTS her car stereo, and steps on the
gas zoom ng through traffic.

| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

Bradl ey paces around the kitchen with his cell phone to his
ear.

BRADLEY
Answer the curs'ed phone
damm t!

After a noment he slanms the phone shut and throws it on the

table. Fromthe force it starts to fall. He noves to catch
it, funbling around with it for a bit until it drops to the
floor.

Angrily, he snatches it off the floor, |ooking as though
he's about to hurl it against the wall. But at the | ast
monment he gains his conposure, sonmewhat, and places it on
t he tabl e.

He wal ks to the wall and pounds his fists into it.

BRADLEY ( CONT' D)
FUCK! ! !

The classical nmusic PLAYS a bit |ouder in the background. It
has changed to Adagio In G M nor by Al bi noni -G azotto
(Beautifully tragic song.)
VE PAN upward to see held up by a magnet to the fridge, a
snapshot of Kate and another MAN smiling as they hold a
pai nting up over their heads.
FADE QOUT.
FADE | N:

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY



Bradley sits in his CAPTAIN S CHAIR He is sipping froma
drink. Bradley now has a strange poi se about him He stares
forward at a painting hanging on the wall.

After a nonment Bradley puts the glass down on a coffee table
next to a half enpty bottle of scotch. Bradley wal ks to the
pai nting. He observes it closely. It is of a baby. It is
quite sinple, but beautiful.

He | ooks to the bottom where there is the artist's nane. It
reads "Katie Johnson."

Tears begin to well up in his eyes as Bradley | ooks onto the
pai nting. Then, suddenly, he lurches at the painting ripping
it off the wall and BASHING it repeatedly into the coffee
tabl e. He stands over his ness breathing heavily like a
rabi d ani mal .

Finally, Bradley |ooks off in the direction of his study. In
an instant he is off in that direction.

| NT. STUDY - CONTI NUOUS

Bradley stornms in toward a wall painting. He swings it open
and underneath hides a safe. Frantically he turns the dial
openi ng the safe. He reaches in and pulls out a revol ver.
Checks it. Pulls out a box of bullets. Loads it. Puts it in
his pants pocket. Shuts the safe. Wal ks out of the room

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Bradl ey in a CONTROLLED HASTE wal ks to the door. He opens
t he door and wal ks out, SLAMM NG it behind him

I NT. CAR - LATE DAY

THE CLOUDS HAVE ROLLED IN and it is beginning to RAIN. CQur
car drives slowy ahead. In front of us lies a | ong unpaved
driveway | eading to what appears to be an abandoned

war ehouse.

Looki ng cl oser we see a sign above the front entrance that
reads in clean, sinple letters, "NOAH ST. PIERRE: ARTIST."
Light spills fromthe wi ndows of the warehouse |oft.

CUT TO
| NT. NOAH S WAREHOUSE LOFT- LATE DAY

The loft is surprisingly well kept in contrast to it's
rundown exterior. It is a huge roomw th concrete floors,
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