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INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


A woman in her thirties, DARCY GORDON, sits at a desk. Behind her is a wall with
textile wall paper that looks like woven twine. Before her is a computer
monitor. We see her over the monitor.



Gordon’s phone rings. She answers it.



GORDON



David McIntosh’s office.



The man on the other end of the line is MARTIN ZAVITZ.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Darcy it’s Martin Zavitz your favorite person.



Gordon sighs.



GORDON



What do you want?



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



How’s your love life? Have you dumped Giles No Smiles yet?



GORDON



What do you want?



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Actually, my email’s not working.



GORDON



I closed your account.



CUT TO:




INT. CUBICLE IN OPEN OFFICE SPACE - DAY. 


Zavits sits at his desk. He holds the receiver of his phone with one hand. He
slaps his forehead with his other hand.



ZAVITZ



What? Why did you do that?



GORDON (V.O.)



Relax, joker. Why are you calling me instead of I.T.?



ZAVITZ



I don’t know their number.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon looks down with the receiver angled away from her head as if she wants to
end the call and is ready to put down the receiver.



GORDON



Really? It’s only right in front of you on a sticker on your computer.
Six, six, four, two.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Oh. Ha. That’s right. Thanks. I stare at it all day. I don’t even
register it anymore.



GORDON



You’re welcome.



Both parties hang up.



We hear a man shout behind a door. Gordon turns her head to her right.



PAN LEFT TO:




INT. INNER OFFICE DOOR - DAY. 


Darcy Gordon is the secretary of DAVID MCINTOSH an executive at the company. His
name is engraved on the door’s nameplate.



We hear McIntosh talking animatedly behind the door in a raised tone.



MCINTOSH (V.O.)



I want it now! Not tomorrow! Not next week!



(pause)



Jim, I haven’t even begun to abuse you!



PAN RIGHT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon at her desk passes us as we continue to pan to the right.



PAN RIGHT TO:




INT. OUTER OFFICE DOOR - DAY. 


A door leads to an open office space. The open office space is visible through
two floor to ceiling windows that flank the door.



The door opens inward. A man in a suit and tie without a jacket appears, BRENT
ZIMMERMAN.



ZIMMERMAN



Is he in?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


She nods.



GORDON



He’s not happy. You should come back after he’s had his coffee and
donut and settled down a bit.



CUT TO:




INT. OUTER OFFICE DOOR - DAY. 


ZIMMERMAN



He told me to come by.



PAN LEFT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon faces to her left to talk to Zimmerman.



ZIMMERMAN (V.O.)



He told me he wanted to see me in his office in the morning, so here I am.



Gordon picks up her phone and hits a button. She holds the receiver to her face.



GORDON



Brent Zimmerman is here.



She hangs up.



GORDON



You can go in.



PAN LEFT TO:




INT. INNER OFFICE DOOR - DAY. 


Zimmerman walks up to the door and opens it.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - ZIMMERMAN’S SHOULDER. 


Over Zimmerman’s shoulder, we see David McIntosh standing behind a large,
dark-stained wooden desk. He talks on a cell phone. He hangs up and motions for
Zimmerman to enter.



Zimmerman enters the office. We stay where we are. He closes the door on us.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits on the sofa reading an ebook on her phone. The TV is on in front of
her with the sound muted.



Her boyfriend, GILES CORCORAN, steps into the room.



CORCORAN



I’m gone.



Gordon does not look up from her phone.



GORDON



OK.



CORCORAN



You don’t seem that upset about it.



GORDON



Should I be?



She looks at him.



CORCORAN



I’m leaving you.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon looks annoyed.



GORDON



I asked you to go.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


We look in the direction of the hallway that leads to the bedroom. We hear
Corcoran moving around in the bedroom. We cannot see him.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



I’ve had enough. If I stay, things will only get worse.



He appears in the hallway and walks toward us.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S FOYER - NIGHT. 


From inside, we face the exterior door of Gordon’s house. Corcoran steps
into view, opens the door, exits, and slams the door on us. For a moment, we see
his sporty red car parked at the curb illuminated by street lights.



Gordon steps into view. She opens the door.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON’S SHOULDER. 


Over Gordon’s shoulder, we see Corcoran get into his car and drive away.
He does not look our way.



CUT TO:




EXT. GORDON’S HOUSE - NIGHT. 


Gordon steps onto her stoop. She puts her hands on her hips and sighs. She puts
her hands to her head. She bends over and rubs her temples. She stands and
arches her back. She leans over and puts her hands on her knees.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Darcy Gordon sits at her desk. She types on her computer. Her eyes are red and
slightly puffy.



We hear the ambient sound of the open office as the door opens. Martin Zavitz
steps into view at the side of Gordon’s desk. Zavitz is in his forties.



ZAVITZ



Miss me?



GORDON



Who are you again?



ZAVITZ



I know you love me. You don’t have to say it.



(surprised)



Have you been crying? That’s so sweet, but you know I’m taken.



Gordon smirks.



GORDON



What do you want?



ZAVITZ



Why do I have to want something? Maybe I just want to talk to you.



GORDON



What? I’m busy.



ZAVITZ



The grapevine says you’ve broken up with Giles, and you’re
heartbroken. I’m having a barbecue this evening. I have a nice guy I want
to set you up with.



GORDON



How do you know we broke up? I haven’t told anyone.



ZAVITZ



Gossip. Your eyes suggested it to the whole office, and your mouth just
confirmed it.



(pause)



Bring potato salad.



GORDON



I’m confused more than heartbroken.



Zavitz leans forward and kisses Gordon’s forehead.



ZAVITZ



Poor little Darcy. His name’s Scott. We eat at seven. Potato
salad.



Zavitz walks out of view. We hear the noise of the open office space again.



CUT TO:




INT. INNER OFFICE DOOR - DAY. 


The door opens. David McIntosh appears. He looks unhappy.



MCINTOSH



Darcy, do you have those charts?



GORDON (V.O.)



I sent them out yesterday. You were busy, so I just distributed them to everyone
on the list.



MCINTOSH



You did? OK. Good. Did you send me a copy?



GORDON (V.O.)



Of course. Didn’t you get it?



MCINTOSH



No. I didn’t get any email today. I think it’s broken.



GORDON (V.O.)



Ah. You’re not the only one. I’ll call I.T.



MCINTOSH



Thanks.



McIntosh enters his office and closes the door behind him.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


The scene is lit with the golden light of a summer evening.



Zavits and Gordon sit on chaises longue on the patio.



On one side of them, a set of sliding glass doors leads to Zavitz’s
kitchen. Before the chaises, a grill smokes with its lid down. Beside the grill
is a wooden picnic table that has been painted bright yellow.



Zavitz and Gordon drink pink prosecco from champagne flutes.



ZAVITZ



I think you might be past the stage of your life where you go out with bullies.



GORDON



I never went through that stage.



ZAVITZ



All women do.



GORDON



Not me.



ZAVITZ



I see. You’re still there then.



GORDON



I’m not here to meet your friend. I’m here for free burgers and pink
champagne.



ZAVITZ



Prosecco.



GORDON



What?



ZAVITZ



This is Italian sparkling wine.



A man, SCOTT ANDERSON, steps into view holding a large serving bowl of salad
with plastic wrap across the top.



ANDERSON



Hello. I heard you guys talking back here.



ZAVITZ



(with pleasure)



Scott. Give me that.



Zavitz takes the bowl.



ZAVITZ



Scott, this is Darcy. She’s an executive secretary whatever that means.
Darcy, this is Scott. He’s a software engineer whatever that means.
I’ll get you a beer.



Zavitz slides back a glass door and enters the kitchen.



Anderson sits on the picnic table facing the chaises longue.



ANDERSON



Hello.



GORDON



Hello.



The glass door opens. Zavitz and his spouse, TOM LAURIER, a man in his forties,
step onto the patio. Laurier holds an opened bottle of beer. Zavitz also holds
one. He gives it to Anderson.



ANDERSON



Thank you.



LAURIER



Hi Scott. Hello Darcy girl.



GORDON



Hello.



Anderson raises his beer in greeting.



ZAVITZ



Tom’s been home for a while now and didn’t have the decency to join
us. Where is your car? I didn’t hear you pull into the driveway.



LAURIER



It’s there. You couldn’t hear it over the sound of your own voice.



ZAVITZ



OK. That’s it then. I’ll get the burgers.



CUT TO:




EXT. GREEN EGG SHAPED CHARCOAL GRILL - EVENING. 


Laurier and Zavitz stand at the grill with its lid open. Zavitz holds a platter
with raw burger patties on it.



LAURIER



No you don’t. I’m cooking them.



Zavitz raises his eyebrows and looks at Laurier.



ZAVITZ



Oh well. Mister assertive. Knock yourself out.



He gives the plate to Laurier.



LAURIER



Were you happy with the last batch?



ZAVITZ



Tom, if you don’t let me learn from my mistakes, I can’t grow as a
human being.



LAURIER



Oh, in that case, knock yourself out. I don’t want to stand in
the way of your personal growth.



He offers the platter and spatula to Zavitz.



ZAVITZ



Thank you.



LAURIER



Medium. When they bounce back to the touch. Melt the cheese on top. Then let
them rest.



Laurier moves out of view.



ZAVITZ



They’ll get cold.



LAURIER (V.O.)



Cover them with foil.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Gordon and Anderson sit across from each other. We face the end of the table at
which they sit. Their salads sit in bowls in the center of the table, cling film
still on both.



ANDERSON



I think we’ve been deliberately set up.



GORDON



Oh it’s no secret. They’ve been trying to get me to dump my ex for a
year, and now that he’s gone, they’re keen to match me with someone
they approve of.



ANDERSON



They must care about you.



GORDON



Or they’re just terrible busybodies. How do you know these guys?



ANDERSON



They’ve invested in my company. I have a start-up.



GORDON



Oh. An Internet start-up?



Anderson nods.



ANDERSON



Yeah. It’s an internal communication tool for businesses: messaging,
files, chat, video conferencing, project management.



GORDON



That sounds interesting.



ANDERSON



Does it?



Gordon smiles.



GORDON



No. Not really. Tell me more though. Maybe it gets interesting. Maybe I’ll
want to invest.



Anderson chuckles.



ANDERSON



That’s about it. Unlike other web businesses we have a revenue model. We
don’t do anything for free. We charge a subscription fee. The investors
provide capital to fund growth while we build up our subscriber base.
Eventually, the whole thing becomes self-sustaining and everyone gets a cut of
the profits.



GORDON



I see.



ANDERSON



Or it tanks, and I go bankrupt. I’ve got all my eggs in one basket.



(pause)



What’s an executive secretary?



GORDON



It means I’m more important than other secretaries. I’m like an
assistant who isn’t paid as well as an assistant. It’s even more
boring than what you do. I work at the same company as Martin.



ANDERSON



What I do isn’t boring to me.



GORDON



Lucky you.



ANDERSON



That’s the whole point of starting your own company.



GORDON



OK. You win.



Anderson scowls but says nothing.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


The light has grown paler. All four sit at the table. Tom Laurier and Martin
Zavitz sit across from each other. We face the end of the table at which Zavitz
and Laurier sit. Behind them sit Darcy Gordon and Scott Anderson where they sat
in the last scene.



The cling film has been removed from the salad bowls. Empty and full beer
bottles stand on the table with a bottle of prosecco. Gordon and Zavitz have
their champagne flutes before them.



Each person has a paper plate in front of him or her. Each holds a burger.



ZAVITZ



OK. Wait for it. On three. One...Two...Three...Eat.



All four bite into their burgers. They make sounds of pleasure.



GORDON



Better than I expected.



LAURIER



You didn’t overcook them. I’m amazed.



ZAVITZ



Don’t talk with your mouths full. It’s disgusting.



Anderson gives a thumbs-up to Zavitz.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


From her expression, we see that Gordon is elsewhere.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Darcy Gordon and Giles Corcoran sit in front of the TV. The sound is muted. We
see the screen flicker reflected on their faces, but we do not see what they
watch.



Corcoran has a laptop open on the coffee table in front of him.



Gordon thumbs through a women’s magazine.



CORCORAN



Why do you read that crap?



GORDON



It’s not crap. It’s fantasy.



CORCORAN



Those magazines are made by and for airheads. They teach women to be shallow and
unhappy.



GORDON



They’re completely harmless.



CORCORAN



I thought you liked The New Yorker?



GORDON



I do. You like cheeseburgers.



CORCORAN



Yes.



GORDON



A cheeseburger is nice now and then, but you don’t eat them all the time.



CORCORAN



Enjoy your cheeseburger.



GORDON



I will.



CORCORAN



You eat your cheeseburger all the time not now and then.



DISSOLVE TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon comes back from reverie and bites her cheeseburger.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Darcy?



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



ZAVITZ



Tell Scott about your cat’s disappearance.



GORDON



I’d rather not.



ZAVITZ



(to Anderson)



Something strange going on there.



Gordon makes a pained face at Anderson and shakes her head.



GORDON



It’s not an interesting story.



ANDERSON



How did your cat die?



GORDON



I don’t know if he’s dead yet.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits in her spot on the sofa. She reads Pride and
Prejudice by Jane Austen.



Corcoran has his laptop open on the coffee table. He looks up at the TV.



CORCORAN



(surprised and mildly angry)



Oh no. That’s goaltender interference. If they don’t challenge that,
they’re crazy.



(pause)



Replay. Replay. Replay. Come on guys. Show me the instant replay.



(pause)



There. You can see it from above. Anderson’s head flicks back.
That’s a hit.



Corcoran sits back in his chair. He notices Gordon’s book.



CORCORAN



Oh no. That’s almost as bad as your magazines.



GORDON



What’s your problem now? I’m reading great literature.



CONCORAN



Pride and Prejudice is a transparent female fantasy
of spurning a man and getting him at the same time. It regularly tops the polls
of women’s favorite books because of that. Oh my God, it’s a manual
for how to be difficult.



GORDON



She’s thinks he’s a cad at first.



CORCORAN



(loudly, outraged)



What?



(lower volume)



You’re going to let that goal stand?



(quietly)



I hate this league with a passion.



Gordon shakes her head.



GORDON



It’s just a game, Giles. Nobody’s going to die.



Corcoran makes eye contact.



CORCORAN



That book tells woman it’s OK to say, “no,” and mean,
“yes.”



GORDON



She thinks he’s a cad at first. She doesn’t know the truth.



CORCORAN



That is a plot device to allow women readers to enjoy the delicious pleasure of
winning a dominance game with a man.



GORDON



I see.



CORCORAN



You know I’m right. How many of you want to be chased? All of you. How
many times have I started a conversation with a woman at a social event, and she
acted coy, pretending that I was shining her on? A lot. How many times have
those women looked at me across the room, and when they had attracted my
attention, looked away dramatically? Too many times. Chase me. Chase me. Chase
me. I can’t have a conversation with you and let things happen naturally,
so nothing happens because men don’t want to chase a manipulative
psycho-bitch stranger.



GORDON



OK. That’s enough. Don’t generalize about all women because a few
have been difficult with you. And I bet that has only happened to you once if
ever.



CORCORAN



(sarcastically)



Women never refuse to answer a direct question if they think doing so will
relinquish the position of power. Women never give both the, “yes,”
and the, “no,” to a yes-or-no question. It never happens. Women are
wonderful. I apologize for my misogyny.



Corcoran unmutes the TV.



Gordon leaves the room.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Zavitz, Laurier, Anderson, and Gordon continue to eat at the picnic table. We
face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



GORDON



OK. I’ll tell you the story.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits alone at the dining room table and reads her book.



A black cat jumps up on the table. Gordon pets it without looking. The cat
sprawls on top of the book.



GORDON



OK. I get the message, Mister Jaffers.



Gordon gets up from the table.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S KITCHEN [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon fills a kettle and sets it on the stove. She turns on the burner. She
takes a mug from a cupboard and drops a tea bag into the mug.



The cat jumps up onto the counter.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits and sips her tea. She is lost in thought. The cat nuzzles the mug.
Gordon pets the cat absent mindedly.



Gordon comes out of her reverie.



GORDON



Where is my book, Jaffers?



Gordon looks on the floor under and around the table.



GORDON



What have you done with it?



Gordon stands.



GORDON



What has Jane Austen ever done to you?



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


The four still sit in their positions at the table.



GORDON



I couldn’t find the book. It wasn’t anywhere that the cat would have
dragged it. Over the next few days, I looked behind and under all the furniture.
I looked under the bed. I even pulled out the stove and fridge and looked under
there.



ANDERSON



It vaporized.



GORDON



Well, it had to be Giles. He hated the book. After I looked everywhere, I
confronted him.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Giles Corcoran sits on the sofa with his feet up on the coffee table. His laptop
is open on his legs.



Darcy Gordon sits on the chair. She reads an ebook on her phone.



The TV is on with the sound muted.



Corcoran looks up.



CORCORAN



Beautiful. Look at that wrister. He’s an artist.



(pause)



We’re still going to be eliminated in the first round of the playoffs.
This team is proof that you can be the second best team in the league in points,
but still not have what it takes. That means points don’t mean much. We
need a better ranking system.



(pause)



Did you find your book?



GORDON



(annoyed)



No. You know I didn’t.



CORCORAN



What’s that supposed to mean?



GORDON



It just didn’t get up and walk away. The cat didn’t take it out
somewhere and bury it.



CORCORAN



I didn’t steal your book.



GORDON



You threw it in the garbage. It’s probably in the big bin in the garage.



CORCORAN



It’s a paperback. I would have recycled it.



Gordon stares at Corcoran.



He looks at his laptop screen.



CORCORAN



I’m joking. It wasn’t me.



(pause)



Speaking of the cat, where is it? I haven’t seen it today, and it
hasn’t eaten its food. That garbage is stinking up the kitchen.



GORDON



I don’t know. Mister Jaffers doesn’t publish his schedule.
He’s a very private person.



Corcoran looks up.



CORCORAN



Cat.



GORDON



He recently announced that he’s not going to sign autographs anymore. I
don’t blame him. After all the fame and fortune, and the inevitable crash
and burn, he just wants to live a simple life. He needs to get down off the
pedestal to feel normal.



CORCORAN



Very funny.



GORDON



You’re not the person I thought you were at all. Do you know that?



CORCORAN



He’s probably hiding somewhere reading your book. You left it lying
around, and he got into it. He wants to know how it ends. When he figures out
that it’s a transparent female fantasy, he’ll chuck it in the
recycling himself.



GORDON



(surprised)



You bastard. You’re reading it.



Corcoran laughs heartily.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Tom Laurier has gone inside.



Martin Zavitz puts a fresh platter of burgers on the table.



Laurier exits the house with a bottle of beer in each hand. He and Zavitz resume
their places at the picnic table. Laurier hands a beer to Scott Anderson.



LAURIER



So what did I miss? Where is Mister Smithers?



ZAVITZ



Mister Jaffers.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon’s face registers a look of concern.



GORDON



I don’t know.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



He killed it. Giles is a psychopath.



Gordon’s face registers mild surprise.



GORDON



He was a bully for sure, but I don’t think he would kill a cat.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



It wasn’t curiosity.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits on the sofa. The TV is off. She is alone in the room. She reads
something on her phone.



CORCORAN (V.O)



(singing)



Kitty oh kitty OK kitty oh cat.



Where have you gone?



Where are you at?



Gordon looks up.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



Kitty’s gone away. He won’t be back for a many a day. He’s
taken a trip to Montego Bay with a sailor named Ronald Ray.



Gordon’s face registers concern.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



Pirate kitty!



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - GORDON. 


Gordon opens her mouth to speak, but she hesitates. After a pause, she speaks.



GORDON



Have you finished my book? I’d like to finish it myself.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



I don’t have your silly book. I was kidding.



Gordon’s face registers concern.



GORDON



Why are you singing about Mister Jaffers?



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Corcoran walks into the room. He wears a bathrobe. He towels his wet hair.



CORCORAN



A song. I sing when I get out of the shower. Where do you think kitty’s
gone? I think he went somewhere warm. He’s eating jerk chicken and
drinking Red Stripe and reading your book. I hate jerk chicken. Allspice is a
dark and terrible thing.



Corcoran puts the towel over a shoulder, undoes his robe, and flashes Gordon. He
turns around and walks out of the room.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Zavitz and Laurier sit.



ZAVITZ



He’s hung like a horse. Isn’t he? That’s why he’s a show
off.



GORDON



I didn’t have any complaints.



ANDERSON



I’m not interested in his dick. When do we get to what happened to the
cat? Do I have time to use the facilities?



Anderson gets up from the table and walks to the sliding doors.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits at the table and stares out the window. She slowly turns over a
postcard in her hands.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP [FLASHBACK] - POSTCARD. 


We see an upside-down photo of a wide sandy beach with palm trees and a blue
bordering ocean. Bold, gold, upside-down lettering printed on the photo reads
“Montego Bay, Jamaica.”



Gordon turns the postcard over. We see right-side-up handwriting that reads,
“LIVING MY BEST LIFE. MEOW. JANE AUSTEN SUCKS KITTY LITTER.” Below
that is a cat’s paw printed in black ink.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - NIGHT. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



ANDERSON



The cat sent a postcard?



He chuckles.



LAURIER



Does he know someone in Jamaica?



GORDON



It didn’t come from Jamaica. There was no postmark.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits at the dining room table, drinking tea and eating toast. She is
dressed in a t-shirt and track bottoms. From the state of her hair, it is clear
that she has recently risen from bed. The postcard sits on the table before her.



GORDON



(to herself)



What does it mean? Is it a joke? Am I living with an crazy man?



(pause)



Yes. I think I am.



The cat jumps up onto the table. The cat’s head has been shaved into a
mohawk with sideburns. The cat’s face is untouched. The cat wears a
leather jacket.



Gordon stands up in surprise and backs away a step.



GORDON



Mister Jaffers? What has he done to you?



The cat tries to claw its way out of the leather jacket. Gordon helps the cat
remove the jacket.



GORDON



Giles! Are you here?



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Gordon and Anderson sit.



ANDERSON



They make leather jackets for cats?



GORDON



Apparently so.



LAURIER



Maybe it was for a dog. They make clothes for dogs. I don’t think cats
would suffer being dressed up.



GORDON



Mister Jaffers hated it.



ZAVITZ



What color was the jacket?



GORDON



Black.



ANDERSON



The cat’s black too. Right?



Gordon nods.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon stands holding the postcard in one hand and the cat-sized leather jacket
in the other hand. The cat walks between her legs, rubbing against them.



GORDON



Giles! What the hell is going on?



Corcoran enters the room.



CORCORAN



What’s up?



GORDON



I don’t think this is funny.



Corcoran points to the cat.



CORCORAN



Oh look. Kitty’s back.



GORDON



His name’s Mister Jaffers.



CORCORAN



(to Gordon)



That’s a sweet jacket, but I think it’s too small for you.



(to the cat)



How was the island, Kitty?



(to Gordon)



Looks like he’s got a whole new laid back vibe. I like it.



GORDON



I’m not getting through to you. This is not funny. I don’t want to
live with a man who thinks this is funny. Where is my book?



CORCORAN



(in a mock stern tone)



Kitty, where’s her book?



(pause)



I think he knows, but he’s not talking. We might have to rough him up to
get him to spill the beans.



GORDON



You know, technically, this was theft. He’s my property. You’ve
defaced him.



CORCORAN



Did you hear that, Kitty? You’re defaced property. What do you think of
that? Are you your own cat, or are you someone’s property?



(to Gordon)



Why did you take his jacket off? You’re embarrassing him. No wonder he
won’t tell you where your book is. You’re not his mother, Darcy.



Gordon throws the leather jacket onto the living room chair.



CORCORAN



I have to go in to see a client today for meetings.



Corcoran moves out of frame.



GORDON



It’s Saturday.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



Yes. I know. Comes right after Friday every week. You don’t have weekends
when you’re self employed. You’re at the beck and call of your
clients.



GORDON



I don’t remember you working on Saturdays before.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



What? How often do you see me sitting in front of my laptop? Every day. Every
single day. I don’t always see my clients face to face, but sometimes they
want that especially if they’re local. It’s good for me. If they
like me, I get repeat business. Big companies don’t trust unknown people
on the Internet. They want to get a feel for who you are as well as evaluate
your skillset. After I have won them over, I can work from home.



(pause)



See you later.



We hear the front door open and close.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Zavitz and Laurier sit.



GORDON



That’s it. He left a couple of days later. I kicked him out.



ZAVITZ



You narrowly escaped death at the hands of a psychopath.



GORDON



That’s a bit much.



ANDERSON



Did you get your book back?



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S KITCHEN - DAY. 


Gordon pulls down a roll of paper towels from the top of the fridge.



The dialogue from the previous scene continues in voice over.



GORDON (V.O.)



Yes. I found it after Giles left.



LAURIER (V.O.)



Where was it?



Gordon pulls down the missing copy of Pride and
Prejudice from the top of the fridge.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - BOOK. 


We see a paw print stamped over the title. A mustache is drawn on the portrait
of a lady that is the cover illustration.



GORDON (V.O.)



It was on top of the fridge, behind the paper towels. There was a pawprint on
the cover just like the one on the postcard.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



ANDERSON



Aha.



GORDON



In retrospect, I think he had made up his mind to go. I think he wanted to do
all this shit to make a point.



ZAVITZ



He wasn’t right in his mind.



LAURIER



People get their weird on when relationships go sour.



ANDERSON



I think he enjoyed walking on you, and he hated you because he could get away
with it with you. Do you know what I mean?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon purses her lips. She thinks.



GORDON



Maybe.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - ANDERSON. 


Anderson raises his eyebrows.



ANDERSON



He wants someone who fights back. You won’t, so he lost respect for you.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


GORDON



I don’t think he ever had any respect for me.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Zavitz and Laurier sit.



ZAVITZ



Good riddance to bad trash. You two should go out.



ANDERSON



We just met.



GORDON



Yeah.



ANDERSON



We’ve met. The rest of it is up to us not you, and I’m in no hurry
to get involved with a stranger.



GORDON



Me neither.



ZAVITZ



Life is short. Then you die.



LAURIER



That’s a little heavy. You should probably give it a rest.



ZAVITZ



Was there only one bottle of wine left? I bought three.



LAURIER



I don’t know. I don’t drink pink wine.



ZAVITZ



We need to break up. You’re too butch for me.



ANDERSON



Is that the end of the story?



GORDON



I hope so.



ANDERSON



How did you meet this guy?



ZAVITZ



Work.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Gordon sits at her desk. She types on her computer keyboard.



We hear the door to the open office space open. We hear the ambient sound of
that space.



Brent Zimmerman walks into view. We see his back.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - ZIMMERMAN. 


Zimmerman moves as he passes an envelope that we don’t see to Gordon.



ZIMMERMAN



I brought these in person so you wouldn’t miss them in your December
report.



GORDON (V.O.)



Thank you.



ZIMMERMAN



Last day, thank God. I need this break. What do you do for Christmas?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - GORDON. 


Gordon winces.



GORDON



Family.



ZIMMERMAN (V.O.)



Me too. We’re Jewish. We do the gifts for the kids and then we have
Chinese food.



GORDON



That sounds nice.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - ZIMMERMAN. 


Zimmerman smiles.



ZIMMERMAN



Depends how crazy your family is.



GORDON (V.O.)



Mmm.



ZIMMERMAN



See you later.



GORDON



Ciao.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Zimmerman steps out of view. We hear the door of the open office space open. We
hear the ambient sound of that space. The sound diminishes as the door swings
closed behind Zimmerman.



We hear the door of David McIntosh’s office open. He steps into view. We
see his back.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - MCINTOSH. 


MCINTOSH



The office Christmas party is this afternoon.



GORDON (V.O.)



I know. I think I’ll probably skip it.



MCINTOSH



It’s not skippable. Big announcement.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


McIntosh steps out of view. We hear his office door close.



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA VENDING AREA [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


We pan across the counters with the glass guards. Behind, we see the steam
tables, the grills, and the fryers. The lights in this area are off. No one
works behind the counters.



We stop panning at the checkout lane. A gold cardboard cutout is suspended on
string over the cash register. The cutout says, “Happy Holidays,” in
script.



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA DINING AREA [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


The lights are on in the dining area. The room is decorated in a
non-denominational manner. The tops of the walls are hung with red, green, and
gold streamers.



People in business casual attire stand and sip from paper cups.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - CAFETERIA TABLE. 


Pizza boxes sit on the cafeteria tables. One of the tables holds a stack of
boxes with a different logo from the others. On top of these boxes sits a
nameplate, a piece of paper folded into an upside-down ‘V’. On the
nameplate, black marker lettering reads, “HALAL/KOSHER.”



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA DINING AREA [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Darcy Gordon stands against the windows with her hands clasped together.



A man approaches her. We recognize Giles Corcoran.



CORCORAN



What’s everyone drinking?



GORDON



I think it’s champagne.



CORCORAN



On the job? That’s unusual.



GORDON



Once a year. Then we go home.



CORCORAN



Drinking and driving. Nice.



Corcoran offers his hand. Gordon shakes it perfunctorily.



CORCORAN



Giles Corcoran, Computer Guy.



GORDON



Nice to meet you.



Corcoran cocks his head to the side.



CORCORAN



Do you have a name?



GORDON



Oh. Sorry. I’m Darcy Gordon, Secretary Woman. I’m only here for the
big announcement.



CORCORAN



What big announcement?



GORDON



Nobody knows. They haven’t announced it. Are you new here?



CORCORAN



Contractor. I’m here to do an upgrade of your systems.



David McIntosh speaks offscreen.



MCINTOSH (V.O.)



Can I have your attention ladies and gentlemen?



Scott Anderson’s voice intrudes from outside the flashback.



ANDERSON (V.O.)



Wait.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



ANDERSON



He was an I.T. guy? Is that why I’m here? You have a thing for guys in
tech?



Gordon frowns.



GORDON



I hate nerds.



ZAVITZ



But you’re here nonetheless, and that’s all that matters. My job is
done.



Gordon slowly shakes her head.



DISSOLVE TO:




CLOSE UP [FLASHBACK] - MCINTOSH. 


McIntosh’s face assumes a dour expression.



MCINTOSH



I’m afraid you’re all fired. The company is closing. Merry
Christmas.



Astonished voices speak at once in the background.



McIntosh smiles.



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA DINING AREA [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


McIntosh stands in the middle of the room. He laughs silently. He puts out his
hands with palms turned outward.



MCINTOSH



People. I’m just joking.



Groans and complaints sound in the room.



MCINTOSH



I have your attention now. Don’t I?



More complaining.



MCINTOSH



I actually have good news. For the first time in our history, the company is
distributing holiday bonuses. As you know, our performance this year was
unusually good. As a consequence, the shareholders have agreed to a onetime only
bonus for every employee.



A murmur of pleasure fills the room.



MCINTOSH



It will be on this week’s deposit. Don’t ask me how much because
they wouldn’t tell me.



A woman’s voice speaks.



WOMAN (V.O.)



Do we all get the same amount?



McIntosh shrugs.



WOMAN (V.O.)



You know, but you won’t tell us.



McIntosh extends his hands with palms turned upward and shakes his head.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE [FLASHBACK] - DAY. 


Gordon reads a document on her desk.



We hear the sound of the open office space as the door to that space opens and
closes. Giles Corcoran appears at the desk. We see his back.



CORCORAN



I found you.



GORDON



I’ll have to do a better job hiding. What can I do for you?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - CORCORAN. 


CORCORAN



Hello again.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - GORDON. 


Gordon continues to examine the document.



GORDON



(impatiently)



Hello.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



I know what you should do with your bonus.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - GORDON. 


Gordon looks up. She raises her eyebrows.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



You should take me out for nachos, wings, and beer because I don’t get a
bonus as a contractor.



GORDON



Are you asking me out?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - CORCORAN. 


Corcoran’s face registers mock confusion.



CORCORAN



No. I’m asking you to ask me out.



GORDON (V.O.)



You don’t fool me. I know you contractors make loads way more money than I
do.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT [FLASHBACK] - GORDON. 


Gordon sits back in her chair.



CORCORAN (V.O.)



It’s just beers after work. Then you won’t see me again until the
new year. Separate bills if you want, Scrooge.



Gordon sighs.



GORDON



All right. Beers after work.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



GORDON



Ordinarily, I would have brushed him off. I’d have made him work harder.



ANDERSON



Why didn’t you?



GORDON



I don’t know. It was the last day of work, and I felt good.



ZAVITZ



I think you were horny, and he was hot.



Gordon’s face expresses exasperation.



ZAVITZ



After all, you did go home with him.



ANDERSON



(teasing)



Oh ho. So you’re easy. Nice.



GORDON



No. No ho.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We now face the end of the table at which Laurier and Zavitz sit.



LAURIER



Darcy was a lonely girl, and Giles swept her off her feet. I remember that
Christmas. She was on cloud nine.



ZAVITZ



(mocking)



You remember that Christmas? It was just last Christmas.



GORDON



I’m right here, guys. Stop talking about me in the third person.



LAURIER



What did she say?



ZAVITZ



She said she’s horny and wants to take Scott home. She has a thing for
techies.



Gordon coughs repeatedly.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


We face the end of the table at which Anderson and Gordon sit.



ANDERSON



Do you still have the cat’s leather jacket?



Gordon recovers from her coughing fit.



GORDON



Giles took it with him.



(pause)



It wouldn’t fit you.



Anderson’s phone makes a notification sound: two rings of a bell.



ANDERSON



That’s me.



He pulls out his phone and looks at the screen.



ANDERSON



Trouble in paradise. We have a network issue.



ZAVITZ



Don’t go. Let the other techboys handle it.



ANDERSON



It’s my business. I can’t do that.



Anderson stands up.



ANDERSON



(to Gordon)



It was nice meeting you.



GORDON



Same.



They shake hands.



ANDERSON



See you around guys. Good burgers. Thanks for dinner.



ZAVITZ



See you next time, Scottyboy.



LAURIER



Don’t be a stranger, Scott. We want to know how your business goes.
You’re the only one in the family who stands a chance of being successful.



ANDERSON



Will do. See you guys.



Anderson pats Zavitz and Laurier on the shoulder and walks out of view.



ZAVITZ



(to Gordon)



Why don’t you go with him and see his setup? You can inspect his goods.
You can help him clean his internet pipes.



GORDON



I think I’ll go home. Thanks for dinner. I’m always happy to
freeload.



LAURIER



Do you want Scott’s number? I have it right here on one of his business
cards.



GORDON



No.



Gordon stands.



Laurier offers the card. Gordon takes it with an expression of resignation.



GORDON



I know. You insist.



ZAVITZ



He didn’t say a word.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits on the sofa and reads Pride and
Prejudice.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - BOOK. 


We see a page with a coffee stain.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon sniffs the page.



GORDON



Coffee.



(pause)



I’m a tea drinker, and he doesn’t drink caffeine.



(pause)



Who’s been reading my book?



The cat jumps up onto Gordon’s lap. The cat’s mohawk is growing in.



Gordon rubs the cat’s belly.



She sees something.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - CAT’S BELLY. 


Gordon’s hand brushes the black fur. We see reddened scar tissue extending
in a fine line longitudinally along the cat’s abdomen.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


The cat stretches on Gordon’s lap.



GORDON



Shit. Did he do something to you?



Gordon examines the cat all over. The cat enjoys it.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon sits at her desk. She stares at her screen. Her chin rests on a palm.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - DESK. 


Pride and Prejudice lies on the desk. The paw print
on the cover is smeared slightly.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon’s eyes widen.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM [FLASHBACK] - NIGHT. 


Gordon and Corcoran stand and argue.



GORDON



Where was my cat?



CORCORAN



He had some vacation time booked. He took your book to read on the beach. I
think he got hooked on ice capps while he was there. He never had them before.
He’s jonesing for them now. You should take him through a Timmy’s
drive-through, or do you want him to go cold turkey? That might be for the best.



GORDON



You can’t joke your way out of this.



CORCORAN



Yes I can.



GORDON



I have no idea what’s going on with you, but you need to find another
place to live. We’re through.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon shakes her head in frustration.



She picks up the book and finds the page with the coffee stain.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - BOOK. 


We see the brown splotch on its page.



GORDON (V.O.)



Iced cappuccino.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon stares at her computer monitor.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - MONITOR. 


We see Giles Corcoran’s website for his consulting business. The landing
page is titled, “CORCORAN CONSULTING.” A picture of a smiling Giles
sits beside the title. Below are three columns of text.



Gordon scrolls to the bottom of the page. A bar across the bottom edge holds a
text input. The input is labelled, “Giles is in. Enter your name to
chat.”



Gordon types in, “It’s me,” and hits enter. We hear her type.



A pop-up pops up. It contains a textarea above a text input. The following
discussion occurs in the pop-up.



CORCORAN



Good Morning Sunshine. What’s up?



GORDON



Sunshine?



CORCORAN



You’re so sunny I have to wear shades. Are we still on for lunch, or are
you bailing?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon’s face registers mild surprise and satisfaction.



GORDON



Aha. I’m the other woman.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - MONITOR. 


The following conversation occurs in the pop-up.



GORDON



We’re still on. Where are we meeting?



CORCORAN



The usual place.



GORDON



Are you sure?



CORCORAN



What’s the problem?



GORDON



Variety is the spice of life.



CORCORAN



Name a place.



GORDON



Billy’s. I want smoked meat.



CORCORAN



Very funny. I’ll see you there at twelve. Got to go.



The pop-up disappears.



CUT TO:




EXT. CITY STREET - DAY. 


Gordon walks along the sidewalk. She wears a yellow rain hat, a long matching
raincoat, and big sunglasses.



CUT TO:




EXT. BILLY’S DELI - DAY. 


A sign over the entrance identifies the shop as, “Billy’s
Deli.” The entrance is inset between two display windows.



Gordon walks past the entrance and stops on the other side of the deli. She
turns around and peers in the window. She puts her hands to the sides of her
head to shield her eyes.



She enters the deli.



CUT TO:




INT. BILLY’S DELI - DAY. 


Gordon takes a seat at a window table.



CUT TO:




GORDON’S POV. 


We see Corcoran and a woman, JESSICA PRINGLE, sitting at a table. They eat thick
sandwiches of Montréal smoked meat on ovals of light rye bread.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S TABLE - DAY. 


Gordon surreptitiously places her phone on the table and records video of the
couple.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - PHONE SCREEN. 


We see Gordon’s finger move the control to zoom in on the other
couple’s faces.



PRINGLE



Your cat came to my place today. I think it likes me.



CORCORAN



Did it? It found its way all the way back?



PRINGLE



There are pets who traveled thousands of miles to find their owners when they
moved away, so going across town is no big deal.



CORCORAN



That’s weird. If the cat can find its way across town, then why
didn’t it come home by itself?



PRINGLE



I told you. It likes me.



CORCORAN



Hmm. I wonder.



Pringle opens her mouth in surprise.



PRINGLE



What are you saying? That I’m not likable?



CORCORAN



You’re lovable, Sunshine. The cat isn’t. I think it just likes what
you feed it better.



CUT TO:




INT. BILLY’S DELI - DAY. 


Gordon gets up from the table and leaves the deli.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits at the table and reads Pride and
Prejudice.



GORDON



He’s right. It is a transparent female fantasy.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon sits at her desk.



We hear the sound of the open office space for a moment as the door opens and
closes. Martin Zavitz appears.



ZAVITZ



We’re having another barbecue. It’s officially a thing now every
Friday. Coming?



Gordon nods.



GORDON



Free food is always good. I can’t fry an egg properly. Will Scotty
what’s-his-name be there?



ZAVITZ



Scott may be there. He’s half-committed. He’s busy with his business
all the time now. He may show up late.



GORDON



How’s it going?



ZAVITZ



What? His business? I don’t know. I just assume it must be going well
because he’s so busy.



GORDON



I need to show you something.



Gordon picks up her phone from her desk. She fiddles with the phone and then
hands it to Zavitz.



GORDON



Watch this.



Zavitz takes the phone. The audio is very low. They talk over it.



ZAVITZ



What’s this?



GORDON



Do you know her?



ZAVITZ



Is this Giles’s new squeeze? Never seen her before. Where did you take
this?



GORDON



Billy’s.



ZAVITZ



That’s not right. You shouldn’t stalk your ex. And he should refrain
from visiting the restaurants you went to together. It’s one of the rules
of breakups.



Zavitz gives the phone back.



GORDON



I’m not stalking him. She looks familiar to me, but I can’t place
her.



ZAVITZ



Sorry. Can’t help you. Did he know you were there?



Gordon shakes her head.



ZAVITZ



He obviously didn’t know you were recording him. That’s stalking.
You got rid of him. Let it go.



(pause)



Potato salad. Seven.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Tom Laurier, Martin Zavitz, and Darcy Gordon sit at the picnic table. They eat
burgers. Darcy and Zavitz drink pink prosecco. Laurier drinks beer from a
bottle.



ZAVITZ



Darcy is stalking Giles.



LAURIER



You told me.



(to Gordon)



You need to stop that. He’s no good for you.



GORDON



Martin likes to be dramatic. I just happened to be in the same place at the same
time.



LAURIER



And you just happened to take video?



GORDON



The cat was at her place.



ZAVITZ



What?



GORDON



If you had listened to the audio, you would have heard that. He took the cat to
her place. I heard her say it came back.



ZAVITZ



He was seeing her before you broke up.



GORDON



Uh-huh.



LAURIER



I wouldn’t make too much out of the cat incident. He was just fucking with
your mind.



GORDON



He can’t be living with her, or he would’ve known about the cat
coming back. I think he told her it belonged to someone else who was going out
of town or something like that.



LAURIER



He’s probably fucking with her mind too.



ZAVITZ



Maybe he thought he could keep both of you going at the same time.



Gordon nods.



GORDON



Ew.



ZAVITZ



You know how to pick ‘em.



(to Laurier)



She has terrible taste in men.



LAURIER



I wonder what her problem is and if we can fix her?



ZAVITZ



I’m not sure what her problem is, but she’s definitely fixable.



LAURIER



How do you know how to fix the problem if you don’t know what it is?



ZAVITZ



Well, it’s daddy issues. I’m just not clear on the specifics. She
keeps her cards close to her chest.



LAURIER



It’s always daddy issues. Isn’t it?



GORDON



Stop it.



(pause)



I guess Scotty’s not coming.



LAURIER



Yes he is. He texted me he’s going to be late. He’s bringing
dessert.



GORDON



Maybe I’ll go. I’m tired.



ZAVITZ



Stick around. He’s obviously coming to see you. He’s not coming to
see us.



LAURIER



That’s for sure, and he’s bringing apple pie.



GORDON



I’ll give him twenty minutes. Then I’m gone.



LAURIER



Get her some more rosé. That way she can’t drive.



ZAVITZ



Good idea.



Zavitz gets up from the table.



LAURIER



Uh-oh. My pocket is vibrating.



Laurier takes out his phone.



LAURIER



Scott’s canceled. Still working on something at the office. Oh well. You
can go I guess.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM - MORNING. 


Gordon eats toast and tea. The sun shines into the dining room and illuminates
her face.



The cat jumps up onto the table. He has a man’s black sock in his mouth.
He drops it on the table before Gordon. Something in the sock bulges at its end.



Gordon pushes her toast and tea to the side.



GORDON



What’s this? A present?



Gordon shakes out the object in the sock onto the table. A fabric mouse sits
before Gordon. She bends down and smells it.



GORDON



Catnip? Who gave you this? Giles?



She smells the mouse again.



GORDON



I don’t think it is catnip. You’re too calm. I think it’s just
a cat toy that smells bad. Why is it in a sock?



The cat pokes a paw at the mouse. The cat gets excited when the mouse slides
across the table. The cat chases the mouse. With its jaws, the cat picks up the
toy and jumps down from the table.



GORDON



It must be catnip. It’s just lost its mojo because it’s old.



Gordon pushes the sock away and pulls the toast and tea back.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon stands on her desk. We see only her brown skirt, legs, and shoes.



We hear the noise of the open office space for a moment as the door opens and
closes. Brent Zimmerman enters the shot.



ZIMMERMAN



Is he in?



GORDON



Do you have an appointment?



ZIMMERMAN



Why are you standing on your desk?



GORDON



Answer the question.



ZIMMERMAN



Why do you keep thinking that I need an appointment?



GORDON



New policy. He’s laying down the law. He’s not here anyway.
He’s out of town for the rest of the week. Strategic Conference somewhere
up north. Lavish luxury resort for rich people in the wilderness. He went by
helicopter.



ZIMMERMAN



Really? He didn’t mention it to me.



GORDON



Unless he was pulling my leg, and he’s at home watching reruns of Star
Trek. He doesn’t have a sense of humor, so I think not. To answer your
question, I’m standing on my desk because I can. When the boss is away,
the secretary will play.



Zimmerman shakes his head.



ZIMMERMAN



All right. Thank you. I’ll text him.



GORDON



You should have texted him before you came here to see him. He doesn’t
like unannounced drop-ins. If the matter is urgent, he will reply. Otherwise, he
won’t answer your text or calls until he returns.



ZIMMERMAN



I’d rather not bother him. It can wait.



GORDON



Suit yourself.



Gordon dances on her desk.



ZIMMERMAN



Are you feeling OK?



GORDON



Really? That’s your best response? You’re put off by a little desk
dancing, so you have to find something snarky to say? Does it make you feel
secure, Brent? Do you have to imply that my state of mind is unbalanced to make
yourself feel important? Pathetic. By the way, David doesn’t like you, and
neither do I, so go away. I’ve got dancing to do, and I’ve only got
a week to do it.



Zimmerman exits the shot. We hear the open office space for a moment as the door
opens and closes.



Gordon twirls around in a full circle.



She jumps down from the desk. She holds the sock. She waves it after Zimmerman.



GORDON



Bye bye, Brent. You old arse-kisser.



Gordon sits at her desk.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon dances on her desk. We see her from the knees down. She wears a black
skirt.



She jumps down off the desk and spreads out her arms.



GORDON



Aha. I gotcha. I see all your evil deeds from my desktop perch.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon pretends to moonwalk in place on her desk. She wears a red dress. She
jumps off the desk and out of view.



GORDON



Oh. Take it easy on your ankles, Darcy.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon marches in place on her desk. She wears a grey dress.



GORDON



Onward. To the glorious future.



She jumps down to the floor.



Her face widens.



GORDON



Wednesdays suck the big one, but Thursday aren’t bad.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon stands still on her desk. She wears a green skirt.



GORDON



Friday, Friday, Friday, I think I like you. And now for The Great Leap Forward.



Gordon jumps to the floor. She curtsies to an imaginary audience, once to her
left, once to her right.



She wears the sock on a hand as a puppet. She speaks as she moves the
puppet’s mouth.



GORDON



(in a high-pitched voice)



Thank you so much, Your Majesty. You’re very kind. I’ve only just
started desk hopping. I hope to qualify for the next Olympics.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Gordon, Anderson, Laurier, and Zavits sit at the table. Dirty plates, beer
bottles, and wine bottles and glasses litter the table.



We face the end of the table at which Gordon and Anderson sit.



Gordon wears the sock puppet on a hand. It now has white button eyes. She talks
to it, and it talks back.



GORDON



(in the puppet’s voice)



That was dee-lish and dee-lightful. Thanks for bringing me, Daphne.



(in her voice)



You’re welcome, and my name’s Darcy.



(in the puppet’s voice)



Whatever, Sunshine. Have another glass of wine. You’ll feel better.



The other three stare at Gordon.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


She smiles widely and wiggles her eyebrows up and down.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Good grief.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Anderson begins to top up Gordon’s wineglass.



GORDON



(in the puppet’s voice)



Watcha up to, Scotty boy? Where I come from, pink wine is panty remover.



Scott fills the cup to the brim.



ANDERSON



There isn’t enough for another glass, and you’re obviously enjoying
it.



Laurier laughs.



Zavitz shakes his head.



ZAVITZ



Steady on Darce.



GORDON



(in the puppet’s voice)



Yeah. Take it easy, Daphne.



(in her voice)



You shut up. Tomorrow is Saturday. I can sleep it off.



(in the puppet’s voice)



Who are you telling to shut up? I’m the one who’s in charge here.



(in her voice)



No you’re not.



(in the puppet’s voice)



Yes I am.



Gordon takes the sock off her hand.



GORDON



No. You’re. Not.



(to the others)



These burgers were great. What did you do differently?



LAURIER



Nothing. They were exactly the same as last week’s.



GORDON



These were better.



ZAVITZ



You’re better.



Gordon puts her head down on the table and closes her eyes.



GORDON



I can’t drive.



ANDERSON



I’ll give you a lift home.



GORDON



The wood smells good. It smells like peace. Let’s burn it so we can smell
it better.



ZAVITZ



Let’s not.



GORDON



Burn the picnic table, and you’ll feel as good as me.



LAURIER



No thanks. We’re using it right now.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon lies in bed on her back under the covers. The cat sits on her stomach and
plays with the fabric mouse.



GORDON



You know he’s not real. Don’t you, Jaffers?



(pause)



Is he your imaginary friend?



(pause)



Did you get him from her house?



(pause)



Does she have a cat? Or cats? Are they your real friends?



(pause)



Or frenemies?



(pause)



Or did she buy it for you?



(pause)



If you wanted a toy, Jaffers, all you had to do was ask.



Gordon slowly strokes the cat.



GORDON



You’re my cat not his or hers. Remember that.



(pause)



It’s too ratty to be new. She didn’t buy it for you. Good. We
don’t want that bitch becoming attached to you.



Gordon pulls an arm out of the covers. She has the sock puppet over her hand.



GORDON



(in the puppet’s voice)



Are you going to fetch my mate, or am I going to live my life all alone?



The cat bats a paw at the sock. Gordon puts her arm under the covers.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon sits at her desk. She types on her computer. We see her from the front
sitting behind her monitor. She wears earbuds.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


We see Gordon from the side.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - COMPUTER MONITOR. 


Gordon types a letter in a word processor.



We watch her transcribe the dictation of her boss, David McIntosh. We hear his
voice in her earbuds.



MCINTOSH (V.O.)



Dear Mister Zimmerman I have decided not to renew your contract with this
company. Your security clearance is revoked. You are not required to return to
this facility. The balance outstanding on your account will be paid no later
than the end of the month. Thank you for your contribution to our business.



(pause)



Darcy, add the image of my signature and send copies to personnel, payroll, and
security ASAP. Mail one copy to Zimmerman’s home address.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon smiles.



GORDON



What did you do, Brent?



(pause)



I’m so glad you’re gone. You’ll be fine. I’m sure.



(pause)



Listen to yourself rationalizing your schadenfreude.



(pause)



Brent, I want to jump off my desk, but David wouldn’t approve of that. I
don’t know if he would fire me, but he might demote me.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


We hear a door open and close. David McIntosh appears to our left.



MCINTOSH



Why are you still here, Darcy?



GORDON



I took a long lunch. I have a little catching up to do.



MCINTOSH



Oh?



GORDON



I had new locks installed in my house today.



MCINTOSH



Oh. OK. See you tomorrow.



McIntosh exits to our right. We hear a door open and close.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Darcy dances on top of her desk to My Music At
Work by The Tragically Hip. The music plays on her computer’s
speakers.



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA VENDING AREA - DAY. 


Gordon stands in line for the cash register. She slides a paper cup with a
plastic cap along the stainless steel tray shelf. A young man, TONY CAPACCHIONE,
stands at the cash register at the end of the line. He rings up the bills.
Everyone pays with debit cards.



Gordon comes to the front of the line.



CAPACCHIONE



Is that everything?



GORDON



No. The universe is continually expanding. This is only a cup of tea.



Cappacchione rings up the tea.



CAPACCHIONE



One-fifty-nine.



GORDON



Really? It’s just hot water with dried leaves in it.



CAPACCHIONE



I don’t make the prices.



Gordon swipes her card in the reader.



GORDON



You don’t? They told me you did.



Capacchione smiles.



GORDON



They told me you were the one in charge around here.



Cappacchione shakes his head.



Gordon walks away.



CUT TO:




INT. CAFETERIA DINING AREA - DAY. 


Gordon sits near a window and sips her tea.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - PAPER CUP FROM ABOVE. 


We see the white circle of the cup with brown liquid inside. The cup sits on the
beige plastic surface of the cafeteria table. Gordon’s hands cup the cup.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - MUG FROM ABOVE. 


We see the white circle of the mug with brown liquid inside. The mug sits on the
wooden top of a dining room table. Gordon’s hands cup the mug.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM - EVENING. 


Gordon sits at her dining room table and drinks from the mug. Before her sits a
bowl of macaroni blended with melted cream cheese and herbs.



The cat jumps up onto the table. It its jaws, the cat holds a perforated plastic
ball with a bell inside it.



The cat releases the ball. It jingles once as it lands on the table.



GORDON



That’s annoying, Jaffers.



The cat paws the ball. It slides off the table. The cat pounces. It chases the
jingling ball around the floor.



Gordon puts a forkful of macaroni in her mouth.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - EVENING. 


Gordon sits on the sofa. She holds the cat on her lap and examines the
cat’s belly.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - CAT’S BELLY. 


We see a long pink scar running longitudinally along the cat’s belly.



GORDON (V.O.)



What did he do to you, Jaffers? And how do I keep you safe?



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


The cat jumps down from Gordon’s lap.



CUT TO:




INT. VETERINARIAN’S EXAMINATION ROOM - DAY. 


Gordon holds Mister Jaffers on a table while the vet, a woman in her thirties,
examines the cat.



VETERINARIAN



Well, it’s definitely a laceration scar, but it wasn’t sutured.
Probably just a scratch on something sharp. Not deep. I don’t think anyone
operated on your cat.



GORDON



Is there anyway you can double check? Can you X-ray him?



VETERINARIAN



I can, but I have to charge you for it.



GORDON



OK. Please. Humor me.



CUT TO:




INT. VETERINARIAN’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon and the vet stand before a computer monitor displaying an X-ray image of
the cat’s body.



VETERINARIAN



I’m satisfied there’s nothing unusual here.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM - DAY. 


Gordon stands.



GORDON



Jaffers! Where are you?



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM - DAY. 


Gordon walks into view at the door.



CUT TO:




GORDON’S POV. 


We see Mister Jaffers lounging on the bed, licking himself.



GORDON



I’m locking you inside while I go out.



CUT TO:




INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEDROOM - DAY. 


Gordon walks toward the living room.



GORDON



I don’t know why I’m talking to my cat. The day he talks back
they’ll put me in the looney bin.



Gordon stops in her tacks.



GORDON



Am I a cat lady? Is that my fate?



(pause)



No.



(pause)



He’s not a substitute child.



CUT TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Martin Zavitz and Tom Laurier sit on the picnic table behind their house. Darcy
Gordon sits with them. She drinks pink sparkling wine. The bottle sits before
her. Zavitz has a laptop open before him on the table.



GORDON



Where’s Scotty boy?



LAURIER



He’s out of town on business.



GORDON



What are you looking at?



ZAVITZ



My stocks. I’m having a bad year.



GORDON



I didn’t know you played the stock market.



ZAVITZ



I don’t. I just have retirement investments. You’re supposed to
focus on long term growth, but it’s alarming to see the ups and downs when
they’re so dramatic.



Zavitz closes the laptop.



ZAVITZ



Enough.



GORDON



Have some of the pink wine I brought and relax. You probably won’t even
live to retirement. Tom will spend your money on expensive foreign cookware.



LAURIER



I already do that. I’ll buy you a nice headstone.



ZAVITZ



Thank you.



LAURIER



A cheap one but a nice one.



GORDON



You can just scratch his name into a brick.



LAURIER



Mmm. Maybe just his initials.



ZAVITZ



We’re not having burgers tonight. We’re having steak.



GORDON



What’s the occasion?



LAURIER



You’re worth it, Darcy.



GORDON



Of course I am.



ZAVITZ



No occasion.



LAURIER



They were on sale.



GORDON



I’m worth a discount steak?



LAURIER



Exactly.



GORDON



I see.



Zavitz stands and carries his laptop toward the house.



LAURIER



Freeloaders can’t be choosers.



GORDON



I can.



ZAVITZ



Ask Scott out already.



GORDON



He’s out of town on business.



Zavitz opens the sliding glass door and enters the kitchen.



LAURIER



You want to know something? I think he bought steaks because summer is growing
old.



Gordon shakes her head slightly to communicate, “I don’t follow
you.”



GORDON



What does that have to do with steak?



LAURIER



I think he feels the changes in the seasons emotionally. Steak is his winter
food.



Gordon laughs.



GORDON



That’s daft.



LAURIER



That’s not nice.



GORDON



Neither is he.



Zavitz emerges from the house with a plate of raw steaks and a pair of tongs.



ZAVITZ



I heard that. Pour me some wine, bitch. I hope you like charred rubber because
that’s what you’re eating for dinner.



GORDON



See what I mean?



ZAVITZ



You don’t deserve steak.



Gordon and Laurier exchange glances.



GORDON



Maybe I should go.



Gordon stands.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon lies on her sofa with the lights off. Mister Jaffers sits on her torso,
purring contentedly. Gordon pets the cat slowly while she watches TV with the
sound muted. The flickering light illuminates the scene. Gordon’s cell
phone sits on the coffee table.



GORDON



To hell with Giles Corcoran. To hell with Martin Zavitz.



The phone rings. We see the screen light up on the coffee table.



Gordon reaches for it. She has to disturb Jaffers to grasp the phone. He jumps
down and scampers out of the room.



GORDON



Why do cats do that?



Gordon looks at the caller ID.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - PHONE SCREEN. 


The screen reads, “UNKNOWN.”



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon puts the phone to an ear.



GORDON



Hello?



ANDERSON



Darcy, it’s Scott Anderson. I’m at the guys’ house. They want
you to come back.



GORDON



Then why are you calling me? I’m watching a movie.



ANDERSON



What movie?



GORDON



I don’t know. It has Tom Cruise. I’m pretty sure he’s about to
kick some ass and look hot at the same time.



ANDERSON



I brought cheesecake.



GORDON



Nope.



ANDERSON



I’m pretty sure I did.



GORDON



Not coming. You’re supposed to be out of town on business.



ANDERSON



I got back early.



(changing tone to change the subject)



I met your ex.



Gordon sighs.



GORDON



Hanging up now.



ANDERSON



I hired him.



Gordon hangs up.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon talks on her desk phone. She taps the desk with a pen.



GORDON



OK.



(pause)



OK.



(pause)



OK. Got it.



Gordon rolls her eyes.



GORDON



OK.



Gordon hangs up. The phone rings before she lets go of the receiver. She picks
up.



GORDON



Daphne’s Pizza. Would like you like to try our special?



(pause)



It’s my side hustle. Mama needs a new pair of shoes.



(pause)



He’s not in till tomorrow. I think he’s golfing, but I’m not
supposed to say that. I’ll send you to voicemail.



Gordon presses a button on the console and hangs up.



She stands and climbs onto her desk via her chair.



Gordon hums and dances. She kicks off her shoes.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S DINING ROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon sits and reads the last page of Pride and
Prejudice. She reads the final paragraph then slides the book into the
middle of the table. We see the smudged paw print on the cover.



Gordon puts her head on the table, closes her eyes, and sighs.



GORDON



He’s right, but he’s still an asshole.



The cat jumps onto the table. Jaffers drops the fabric mouse from his jaws.



JAFFERS



(in Corcoran’s voice)



This thing has lost its mojo. I want to get off, but it’s done.



Gordon raises her head. She glances at the mouse, and then she and Jaffers stare
at each other.



GORDON



Really?



Gordon puts her head down and closes her eyes.



JAFFERS



(in Corcoran’s voice)



I’m jonesing. You need to get me a fix, or I’ll tear the shit out of
the curtains. Then I’ll shit on the couch, spit up a few furballs, and
sulk under the bed. Who knows? I might even die under there.



Gordon opens her eyes and closes them.



GORDON



Nope.



JAFFERS



(in Corcoran’s voice)



I want to try heroin.



GORDON



(alarmed)



What?



JAFFERS



(in Corcoran’s voice)



Smack. Horse. I want to bliss out. Being a cat is boring.



Gordon shakes raises her head and shakes it. She stands.



GORDON



Time for bed.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM - NIGHT. 


Gordon lies abed on her back with the covers drawn up to her chin. Moonlight
floods through the window. We see that her eyes are open by their glint.



Knocking on the front door of the house sounds in the distance.



GORDON



(quietly)



You’ve got to be kidding me. Go away.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Why doesn’t she have a doorbell? Who doesn’t have a doorbell in this
day and age?



LAURIER (V.O.)



We can put the cake inside. Does she keep a spare key hidden somewhere? In the
mailbox?



We hear the metal mailbox creak open.



LAURIER (V.O.)



No. Under the mailbox?



We hear the mailbox lid fall shut.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Darcy! Scott is here! He has cheesecake and condoms!



ANDERSON (V.O.)



Stop it. Let’s not overstay our welcome. She’s obviously not keen on
us being here. This was a bad idea. You guys are troublemakers.



Gordon puts her head under a pillow.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



Impossible. I don’t have bad ideas.



(pause)



Hear that, Darcy? Scott says you’re not keen. You think he’s swell.
Don’t you? By golly.



(pause)



All right. Let’s go.



ANDERSON (V.O.)



I’m leaving the cheesecake on the porch.



LAURIER (V.O.)



You’ve got porch cake, Darcy. Don’t step on it.



ZAVITZ (V.O.)



The squirrels are going to love that. Sorry I barked at you, Darce. Scott ate
your steak.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon sits back in her chair and chews on the top of her stapler.



We hear David McIntosh’s door open. A man in a suit passes on his way to
the open office space.



GORDON



(barking)



Ruff. Ruff.



(she growls)



Are you a cat person or a dog person?



MAN



Cat.



GORDON



mee-yow.



We hear the noise of the open office space for a moment as the outside door
opens.



Gordon stands and walks around her desk. She carries a clear plastic case
containing the remains of a cheesecake.



CUT TO:




GORDON’S POV. 


We see the door to the open office space. We see Gordon’s hand grasp and
turn the doorknob. The focus changes to allow us to see the open office space
through the door’s window.



CUT TO:




INT. OPEN OFFICE SPACE - DAY. 


The space is brightly lit and cluttered with cubicles. Employees in business
casual attire sit in the cubicles and work at computers.



We see Gordon’s head and shoulders as she walks through the cubicle farm.
She holds the cheesecake on top of her head.



CUT TO:




INT. ELEVATOR BANK - DAY. 


Gordon stands and waits for an elevator. She continues to hold the cheesecake on
her head. She smiles with anticipation.



CUT TO:




INT. ELEVATOR - DAY. 


Gordon stands in the elevator by herself.



GORDON



I’m going to do it.



(pause)



There’s still time to back out.



CUT TO:




INT. BILLY’S DELI - DAY. 


Gordon sits at a table and eats a Montréal smoke meat sandwich. A tall diet iced
tea tallboy can sits on the table with a pile of napkins.



She bites her sandwich and wipes the mustard from her face.



CUT TO:




GORDON’S POV. 


Giles Corcoran and Jessica Pringle enter the deli.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - CORCORAN. 


Corcoran’s eyes widen slightly when he spies Gordon. He turns around and
tries to pull Pringle with him. She resists.



PRINGLE



What are you doing?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - CORCORAN. 


CORCORAN



(quietly)



We need to go. My ex is here.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon smiles and winks at Corcoran.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - PRINGLE. 


Pringle’s face registers surprise and distaste.



CUT TO:




INT. BILLY’S DELI - DAY. 


Gordon stands up. She picks up the cheesecake from the adjacent chair. The
plastic top has been removed.



She rushes Corcoran and pushes the cheesecake remnant into his face. Gordon
mashes the tray on top of Pringle’s head. Pringle fights Gordon away.



Gordon jumps back and laughs.



GORDON



Fuck you both. And don’t ever come near my cat again, or I’ll kill
you in cold blood. I’ll climb inside your bedroom window and stab you in
your sleep.



Gordon pulls out the fabric mouse from a pocket and throws the mouse into
Pringle’s face. Pringle bats the mouse away.



GORDON



(to Corcoran)



The weirdest thing is that I wouldn’t be here if you just fucked me
around, but you fucked with Mister Jaffers, and he’s a defenseless cat.
That pisses me off. I protect my own.



Corcoran laughs.



Gordon pushes Corcoran and Pringle apart and storms out of the deli.



CUT TO:




INT. ELEVATOR - DAY. 


Gordon smiles as she ascends. She is accompanied by a group of silent coworkers.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Brent Zimmerman sits in Gordon’s chair.



We hear the noise of the open office space. Gordon steps into view.



GORDON



Brent?



ZIMMERMAN



Darcy, I have a bone to pick with you.



GORDON



How did you get past security? Your clearance is gone.



ZIMMERMAN



You don’t think they actually check that? Do you? It’s just a piece
of plastic. If you have one, the desk guy lets you in.



GORDON



Get out of my chair.



ZIMMERMAN



I’ve decided to get you fired in return for you getting me fired.



GORDON



I don’t do the hiring and firing around here, Brent. Take up your issues
with David when he gets back.



Zimmerman reclines in the chair. He puts his feet up on the desk.



ZIMMERMAN



I’m not an aggressive person, but I have to stand up for myself, and I
like to finish what I start. Follow through is more than half the battle, as
they say.



GORDON



Do they?



Gordon pulls out her cell phone.



GORDON



I’m calling security.



ZIMMERMAN



It doesn’t matter. It’s done. You’re as good as gone.
I’ve followed through. You don’t understand your boss. I do. I just
wanted to let you know it was me.



Zimmerman pounds the desk with a fist.



ZIMMERMAN



Damn that feels good.



Gordon hangs up.



Zimmerman stands and exits the office. We hear the sound of the open office
space for a moment.



Gordon sits in her chair.



GORDON



I don’t think so. I don’t think so at all, Brent Zimmerman. What is
your problem anyway? How did I get you fired? What did David tell you?



Gordon pulls out her wallet and rummages in it. She finds Scott Anderson’s
business card.



CUT TO:




CLOSE UP - BUSINESS CARD. 


We see Anderson’s personal business card. It reads, “Scott
Anderson” on one line with, “Software Engineer,” below. In the
bottom left is an email address. On the bottom right is a phone number. There is
no logo or other branding.



CUT TO:




INT. SECRETARY’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon dials the phone number on her cell. She holds the phone to an ear.



ANDERSON



Darcy? What’s up?



GORDON



Do you want to go on an official date?



ANDERSON



Did you enjoy the cheesecake?



GORDON



I most certainly did.



ANDERSON



What did you have in mind?



GORDON



Take me out dancing.



ANDERSON



Sure.



GORDON



Did you really hire Giles?



ANDERSON



Yes. He did some work for us. He’s gone now. I didn’t have much to
do with him. I didn’t know it was your ex until I mentioned his name to
Martin. He told me not to tell you.



GORDON



Good advice.



ANDERSON



So? Friday night burgers with the boys? Dancing Saturday night?



GORDON



That will do nicely.



CUT TO:




INT. GORDON’S LIVING ROOM - DAY. 


Gordon lies on the sofa. The cat rests on her abdomen. The TV is on with the
sound muted. A table lamp illuminates the scene.



GORDON



What do you think of Scott, Jaffers?



(pause)



What’s that? You haven’t met him? My mistake. I’ll have to
introduce you.



(pause)



What did I see in Giles? Did he change, or did my perception of him change?



(pause)



Am I a pushover, Jaffers?



(pause)



He is a weirdo. I don’t have to tell you that. I think I go for
weirdos. Who wants a boring ordinary man? Not me. Not you, Jaffers. I learned my
lesson. Charming eccentrics good. Narcissistic weirdos bad.



(pause)



What’s the difference? How do you tell? Is my radar defective? Is there a
difference? They’re both charming at the beginning.



CUT TO:




INT. DAVID MCINTOSH’S OFFICE - DAY. 


Gordon sits before the desk. McIntosh sits behind the desk.



MCINTOSH



I’ve received some disturbing information from Brent Zimmerman of all
people.



GORDON



He thinks I got him fired.



MCINTOSH



Why would he think that? He wasn’t fired. I didn’t renew his
contract. Not the same thing. He was too needy, to tell you the truth. I like to
work with people who don’t need their hands held so much.



GORDON



I’m afraid I got a little testy with him one day when you weren’t
here. That must be why he thinks it’s me. How could I get him fired?
That’s paranoid. He must think I said something to you.



MCINTOSH



Well, I have some material here that I have to ask you about. This is weird, but
here goes. Do you dance on your desk when I’m not here?



Gordon nods.



McIntosh’s eyes widen.



GORDON



I’m afraid so.



MCINTOSH



Seriously? You dance on your desk? I can’t have that, Darcy.



GORDON



OK. Understood.



MCINTOSH



No. This has to stop, Darcy. It’s entirely unprofessional.



GORDON



Right. No desk dancing.



MCINTOSH



I didn’t think that would be true.



GORDON



It’s true.



MCINTOSH



Why do you dance on your desk? What else do you do when I’m not here? You
are clearly not the person I thought you were.



GORDON



Ah. Nothing. I let off some steam on my desk. That’s about it.



MCINTOSH



OK. Is this true? He says you jumped on him and told him you hated him
and I hated him.



GORDON



I did jump off my desk. I didn’t jump on him though. And I did
tell him that you didn’t like him and that I didn’t like him. I
don’t think I said, “hate.”



McIntosh stares at Gordon.



MCINTOSH



I can’t have a secretary that dances on her desk when I’m not
around.



GORDON



I won’t do it again.



MCINTOSH



Frankly, I don’t know if I can trust you anymore. You know yourself that
your behavior is completely unacceptable in a business environment.



Gordon sighs. She nods.



MCINTOSH



Do you though? I mean, if you did, you wouldn’t have done it. We
wouldn’t be having this conversation. I don’t know what to do with
you.



GORDON



Sheesh. He told me he got me fired. He knew you’d take this seriously.
What’s wrong with dancing on your desk. Why don’t you try it right
now?



MCINTOSH



I’m out of town a lot, and you’re dancing on your desk every time I
go. And you jump at contractors. You’ve made a fool of me.



GORDON



Nobody saw me. There’s no line of sight from the cubicles. Somebody there
would have ratted me out for sure by now.



MCINTOSH



I think I’m going to have to let you go, Darcy. This will eventually
become common knowledge. If I don’t fire you, it will make me look weak
and stupid.



(disappointed)



I thought this was nonsense dreamed up by a misguided contractor eager to prove
his worth.



McIntosh’s face hardens. He stands. He waves Gordon out of his office.



MCINTOSH



I’ll have security escort you to personnel where you can sign your
termination paperwork. Please wait at your desk.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. ZAVITZ’S PICNIC TABLE - EVENING. 


Zavitz, Laurier, Anderson, and Gordon sit at the picnic table and eat burgers.
The scene is silent but for music. The four smile and talk as they eat. Gordon
licks condiments from her thumb.



DISSOLVE TO:




INT. DANCE CLUB - NIGHT. 


Tonight at the club is a retro night. Pop music from the sixties plays.



Gordon dances while Anderson watches. He shuffles from foot to foot in the
manner of those who do not dance often but who are not embarrassed to dance.



Gordon does The Jerk.



She switches to The Swim.



She switches to The Twist.



She switches to The Watusi.



She switches to Anderson’s shuffle. She laughs. She smiles.



Anderson leans in to speak into Gordon’s ear over the music. Gordon puts
her arms around his waist.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - ANDERSON AND GORDON. 


ANDERSON



Why are you so happy?



GORDON



I lost my job.



ANDERSON



Really?



Gordon nods.



GORDON



Got the boot for dancing on my desk.



ANDERSON



Seriously? What are you going to do now?



Gordon shrugs.



GORDON



Wing it. See what happens. I’ll find another job. The lack of a reference
might hurt me, but I’ll be OK.



ANDERSON



Most people don’t get happy when they’re fired.



GORDON



I’m not most people, Scott. I embrace change. Just leave my cat alone.



ANDERSON



Will do.



(pause)



I can hire you to do some clerical work for us, but it would be short term and
probationary. It’s not always a good idea to hire friends.



GORDON



It’s always a bad idea, but I’ll take it. I was too imaginative for
that place.



ANDERSON



Is that why they fired you? Too much imagination?



GORDON



Yes. I had too much, and they had too little. Being professional means being
boring.



ANDERSON



Darcy, professionalism is important.



(pause)



This is not going to work out.



GORDON



Shut up and dance.



CUT TO:




INT. DANCE CLUB - NIGHT. 


Gordon lets go of Anderson and cycles through the sequence of sixties dances
again.



DISSOLVE TO:




EXT. GORDON’S HOUSE - NIGHT. 


Streelights illuminate the scene. Gordon and Anderson approach the porch. The
porch light is off.



Mister Jaffers lies before the front door.



GORDON



Hello Jaffers. Is this your new spot?



Gordon bends down. She touches the cat.



GORDON



He’s cold.



Anderson bends down. He touches the cat.



ANDERSON



He’s dead.



GORDON



(angrily)



Giles. What did you do?



Gordon unlocks the front door.



ANDERSON



Should I bring him inside?



GORDON



No. I’ll call animal control in the morning to come get him.



ANDERSON



You don’t want to bury him in the back yard?



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - GORDON. 


Gordon shakes her head. Her expression is grim.



GORDON



No. He’s gone. What’s left is trash.



CUT TO:



MEDIUM SHOT - ANDERSON. 


Anderson nods.



GORDON (V.O.)



Come inside.



END of THE SECRETARY 
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