
INT. OFFICE - DAY

MARK struts through the aisles of the office. He glances 
up at a very large round clock on a wall. The arms on its 
old-school train station style face display 4:50. Before 
he can look away the image on the clock face changes to 
an oversized close-up image of him with a cocky smile 
floating in front of a vibrant CG background. He 
reflexively smiles back at his own oversized image. He 
arrives to his desk and glances over at CARL who is busy 
putting everything from his desk into its drawers.

MARK
Seriously, man?

CARL
(looking up)

Hmmm?

MARK
Nevermind. Shit, at least it’s Friday.

CARL
(low and almost emotionless)

Yes.

Mark turns away and moves the mouse on his desk, awaking 
the computer screen. A message rises - “Welcome back, 
Mark.” Mark can’t help himself, turns --

MARK
You know there’s cameras like - 
everywhere - right?

CARL
Huh?

MARK
Cameras. There’s probably like five of 
them that pick up your desk.

CARL
What? Oh. Yes. Of course. “We watch out 
for you. So you don’t have to.”

MARK
Yeah. So, like - why do you still do it?

CARL
Do what?
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MARK
Put all your stuff in your desk! I mean - 
I know it’s Friday and all - but you do 
it every night. You that afraid the 
cleaning lady’s gonna take one of your… 
Jesus - you don’t even have anything 
worth taking. (OFF HIS LOOK) Sorry. I’m 
sure your… company issued digi-pen is 
pretty special.

CARL
Our desks have drawers. I don’t see 
anything wrong with using them. 

MARK
Fine. Whatever, man. Your business.

CARL
I happen to appreciate coming back to a 
clean slate. That way every day feels 
like anything can happen. Like pressing 
“reset” on my life.

MARK
Whatever works for you. (THEN) Tell you 
one thing. The last thing I’m gonna want 
after this weekend is a “reset.” 

CARL
(hiding his skepticism)

Big plans, huh?

MARK
“The Mandrake.”

CARL
Sorry?

MARK
Opening weekend. It’s where “Fingers” 
used to be. You know - the old docks. 
“OD!”

CARL
Yeah, I don’t, um, really go out to, uh, 
nightclubs and such.

MARK
Maybe you should, man. Gonna score me 
some… (looks around - see’s it’s clear) 
poo-tayy!

CARL
What’s --?
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MARK
Poo-tay. You combine -- nevermind. Hot 
girls. 

CARL
Yes. So you’re going to find the woman of 
your dreams, then?

MARK
Could be. Could be. Miss Right or Miss 
Right Now. Either one works for me.

Carl gets a wistful look in his eyes. He returns to 
finish moving his few desk items into his drawers and 
locking them.

CARL
Well, I… I hope you have fun.

MARK
(derisively)

It’s gonna be amazing.

The camera settles on a CU of Mark’s face with his cocky 
smirk. The BG morphs into a CG element similar to what we 
saw earlier. We then CUT to a CU of Mark looking up as 
before. But his look now is sullen with a low simmering 
anger. He shifts his eyes down away from the CG image of 
himself and starts to move away. We CUT back to a wider 
shot of the CG image as it morphs back into a CLOCK FACE - 
the time now showing 7:55.

Mark plops down into his office chair and moves the mouse 
on his desk. His screen lights up. The message appears 
again. “Welcome back, Mark.” Mark continues to glower. He 
clicks the mouse and the message disappears. A blank box 
appears with instructions above to “Log In.” He moves his 
hands to his keyboard. Before he can type a thought hits 
him and he pauses. He then turns and looks at Carl’s 
desk. Empty. No Carl. He turns back toward his screen 
thinking. Suddenly a SOUND catches his attention and he 
lifts his head and sees CARL moving quickly toward his 
desk. Carl has a big grin on his face.

CARL
Oh, boy!

As fast as he can manage, Carl unlocks a drawer and pulls 
out his keyboard. He hits a button and his computer 
screen lights up with the message “Welcome back, Carl.” 
He hammers a button on the keyboard a few times. The 
message disappears and is replaced by the “Log In” 
screen. Carl types a long string, then hits “enter” and 
the screen displays “You are logged in at 8:00 A.M.”
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CARL (CONT’D)
Wow-whee! Just made it! Felt kinda like 
Bruce Willis there for a sec. 

(turning to Mark)
He was in the, umm… I don’t know - last 
century. You probably don’t -- hey you 
better log in my friend.

Mark has been turned watching Carl. His screen still has 
the “Log In” display. A look of panic crosses his face.

MARK
Oh, shit!

He turns and quickly hits keys. The screen changes to 
“You are now logged in.” His face relaxes slightly. 
Suddenly the screen image changes. “You have logged in 
past your assigned start time. You have been charged ten 
Free Life credits.”

MARK (CONT’D)
The fuck?! (hitting the keyboard) I’m 
only --

The screen changes. In BOLD RED it reads “8:01 A.M.” Over 
Mark’s shoulder, Carl notices the screen.

CARL
Oh, that’s a shame.
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