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INT. SKI CAFE. AFTERNOON.

Wide shot of a fancy ski café admits remolding. Various well

put together skiers sit at fancy tables eating small gourmet

dishes in front of the giant floor to ceiling windows.

Sawhorses and power tools draped in plastic sheeting are

awkwardly placed off to the side in a desperate attempt for

subtlety. A Waitstaff in fashionable minimalist dress

quietly bring wine and coffee to the various small well

designed tables.

Edgar, a visibly depressed teenager covered head to foot in

snow walks through the door, dragging behind him a half

broken rolling suitcase.

He looks around the cafe nervously before walking over to a

table occupied by a meticulously dressed and fairly

attractive ski woman.

EDGAR

Hey, is it okay if-

The Ski Woman shoes him away, speaking an incomprehensible

and subtitled foreign language, probably french.

EDGAR

Oh, sorry, sorry.

He awkwardly gets out of his half seated stance and walks

over to an empty table, bumping into a sawhorse on his way.

He takes a seat and stares out the window at the snowy

abyss, his wrists perched on the table.

Uncomprehending unsubstituted French sounds from right next

to Edgar.

Edgar jumps. A waiter has appeared right next to him.

A menu is held out in front of him. It’s all in French.

EDGAR

I’ll have...

He picks something at random.

EDGAR

(cont.)

That one?

The waiter politely slips away. Edgar regroups himself. His

eyes wander around the space over to a section of floor to

ceiling translucent tarp that hangs down over a door.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

Althea, teens, confidently walks through a slit in the tarp

and into the cafe. She is wearing a professional racing

swimsuit and is visibly damp from head to foot. She walks

through the cafe and over to Edgar’s table where she sits

down.

ALTHEA

Do you mind if I sit here?

EDGAR

Not at all.

The waiter walks past, magically placing an espresso in

front of Althea and a strange green drink in front of Edgar.

EDGAR

There’s a swimming pool here?

Althea looks at him skeptically.

ALTHEA

Yeah, they just finished remolding

it.

EDGAR

Sorry, I just kinda found myself

here.

ALTHEA

Kinda found yourself here?

EDGAR

I was hitchhiking and I ditched my

ride here.

Edgar takes a sip of his drink. If it makes any internal

affect he doesn’t show it.

ALTHEA

Have you been up here before?

EDGAR

Nope. Always wanted to, though.

ALTHEA

American?

EDGAR

Yup.

ALTHEA

Wanted to come to France but this

was closer?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

Edgar makes the "little bit" sign with is fingers. The

waiter drops the bill at his place.

It only contains the one drink but totals to something

ridiculous. Edgar takes out his wallet and empties

everything, a mix of American and Canadian dollars, into a

pile on the bill.

The waiter returns. Edgar extends his arm to hand off the

bill.

Althea watches as the bandages on his wrist drift out of his

sleeve.

ALTHEA

Do you have anywhere to stay

tonight?

INT. APARTMENT. DAY.

Althea enters through the door into a kitchen/living room

area of his apartment. Edgar follows directly behind,

carrying his suitcase with him.

ALTHEA

Just drop your suitcase wherever.

He does. Right in front of the door in an act of rebellion

against fire safety.

Althea walks over to the kitchenette and opens the fridge.

Edgar sits down on the couch of the living room.

The apartment, like the cafe, is admits remolding.

Translucent tarp blocks off large sections of the room and

most of the appliances are still wrapped in plastic.

EDGAR

What do you parents do?

ALTHEA

They’re managing the remolding of

the resort. They’re still out for

the night celebrating the opening

of the pool. Eggnog?

EDGAR

Avec or sans booze?

Althea inspects the label.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

ALTHEA

I’m not sure.

She looks back at Edgar.

He’s half sprawled across the plastic wrapped couch staring

out the window. She places the eggnog back in the fridge.

ALTHEA

What were you doing hitchhiking

through the middle of nowhere in

Quebec?

beat.

EDGAR

I was running away.

ALTHEA

Seriously?

Edgar nods.

ALTHEA

Why?

EDGAR

I was freaking out.

ALTHEA

How so?

EDGAR

I don’t know....

Edgar ponders this for a second.

EDGAR

Yeah... I really don’t.

INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT.

Edgar and Althea brush their teeth together in front of the

mirror. Bits of remolding detritus are strewn about the

apartment. Althea now wears a smock-like XL t-shirt. They

watch each other through the mirrors as bubbles foam around

their lips. Edgar stops for a second.

EDGAR

Whose toothbrush is this?

Althea shrugs. Edgar continues to brush his teeth.



5.

INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

The eclectic and warm mess of a teenage girl’s bedroom;

clothes, books, records, tampons, broken toys inundate the

floor and stops abruptly against a floor to ceiling tarp

that bisects the room.

Edgar is lying on the floor looking up at the ceiling.

Althea is revving a power drill.

EDGAR

What’s on the other side of the

plastic?

ALTHEA

Catwalks and stuff. Supposedly if

you miss a step there’s a two story

drop down to the basement.

EDGAR

Weird.

Beat.

ALTHEA

I’m cold.

Edgar looks at her legs.

EDGAR

You’re not wearing any pants.

ALTHEA

I’m not.

beat.

EDGAR

Do you want to wear my pants?

ALTHEA

Yeah.

Althea sets down the power drill. Edgar unbuckles his belt

and takes off his pants. He hands them to Althea who pulls

them up underneath her smock like XL tee shirt.

EDGAR

Well now I’m cold.

Althea sits down in front of him. They look at each other.

Edgar reaches out his hand, fingers outstretched. Althea

does the same. Their fingers touch at the tips, then their

hands push flat against each other. They kiss.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

Althea pushes him across the floor and against her bed. They

make out there for a minute. Althea reaches down and snakes

her arms up his shirt. She pulls it up and over his head and

down his arms.

He abruptly stops her at his left wrists.

She looks at him, perplexed.

EDGAR

Sorry.

Beat on a confused Althea.

EDGAR

I’ve never fallen asleep with

anyone before.

Althea’s face fades to the sympathetic.

EDGAR

I’ve done everything else.

ALTHEA

Is it okay if I’m your first.

EDGAR

It is.

Edgar lets the shirt falls off his arm.

Althea looks at his bandaged wrist.

ALTHEA

Do you want to talk about-

He kisses her. She kisses him back. The push up against the

back of the bed when-

A substantial yet muffled crash sounds throughout the

apartment. They both stop and look up towards the door.

To adults yell in incomprehensible and unsubstituted French.

ALTHEA

Shit.

EDGAR

What?

ALTHEA

My dad just tripped over your

suitcase.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 7.

Althea springs up and walks to the door. Edgar follows.

EDGAR

Fuck I thought you said-

ALTHEA

I know. Hide yourself somewhere.

Edgar looks around the room. There is nowhere to hide.

EDGAR

What? Where?

ALTHEA

I don’t know. Someplace hidden?

Edgar begins to pick up the floor to ceiling tarp.

ALTHEA

Not there.

Edgar still holds the tarp, indignantly.

ALTHEA

The last construction worker is

still missing after he fell into

the duct work.

Edgar drops it.

ALTHEA

I’m going to go try to explain the

phantom suitcase.

She leaves, closing the door behind her.

Edgar looks around the room. He crawls under a desk, he’s

completely exposed. He gets up and walks over to the tarp.

He pokes at it.

The voices grow louder. Edgar’s look jolts to the door.

They are right on the other side. The voices subside.

Edgar relaxes.

The door handle turns. The voices surge again.

Edgar half jumps, half falls into the tarp. He disappears

behind it.



8.

INT. BOWELS OF THE RESORT. NIGHT.

Pipes line the concrete walls around a pool of murky, grimy,

industrial waste-tainted water. We can just barely hear the

music and noise of a pool party, muted and quiet on the

other side of the concrete. Noises of crashing begin to

sound, something is falling. Detritus falls into the water.

Edgar crashes into the pool, water exploding around him.

He re-emerges, sputtering and gasping for breath. He breaths

heavily, then begins to shiver from the cold.

Edgar looks around the tiny space.

EDGAR

Hello!

The words are engulfed in the abyss.

EDGAR

Help!

Nothing. Edgar bangs on the walls, almost no sound emerges

from the walls.

Edgar wades out into the middle of the pool. We can still

hear the music from the party. His face drops to hopeless.

Edgar stands in the water. The music fades into the

non-diegetic.

CUT TO BLACK.


