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CRASHING

by

Ethan Hunter

INT: A SPACIOUS LOFT APARTMENT. EARLY MORNING

The early morning is brilliantly blue as little streamers of
sunlight begin to peak through the windows of a nice, open
loft and JENNA a twenty-something redhead sits at her kitchen
counter and writes furiously on a piece of paper. Soon she
finishes, collects dozens more pages and throws them into an
envelope. She walks over to her bed where CHRISTOPHER is
sound asleep. He is a goocd-looking, athletic young man who
sports a bronze tan, a little scruff on the face and messy
brown hair. He is what you would probably call a surfer type
even if he doesn't surf. Which he does, but I'm just saying.
Anyway. JENNA picks some clothes up from the floor, old,
well-worn jeans and a black T and throws them at CHRISTOPHER.

JENNA
Get up.

CHRISTOPHER
What time is it?

JENNA
Time to go.

CHRISTOPHER
That doesn't sound quite right.

JENNA
We're done.

CHRISTOPHER fumbles around on the nightstand looking for his
watch, he finds it and loocks at it.

CHRISTOPHER
We're done? At 7:30 on a Sunday
morning?

JENNA

I've written everything I needed to
say to you in this letter.

JENNA throws the letter at him.

CHRISTOPHER gets up, puts his clothes on and picks up the
letter.



CHRISTOPHER
This is everything you need to say
to me?

JENNA

Yes. Now, please.

CHRISTOPHER
Fair enough.

CHRISTOPHER walks ocut the door, down a flight of stairs and
onto the street.

EXT: THE STREET. CONTINUOUS

Here he pauses, puts a cigarette in his mouth, takes out his
lighter, sets the unopened letter on fire and uses it to
light his cigarette.

He walks a bit further down the street still holding the
burning letter until he sees a SHOP OWNER hosing down the
sidewalk in front of his storefront.

CHRISTOPHER holds up the burning letter.

CHRISTOPHER
You mind?

SHOP OWNER sprays down the letter.

CHRISTOPHER
Thanks.

SHOP OWNER then sprays CHRISTOPHER in the face, putting out
the cigarette and just generally wetting the crap out of him.
CHRISTOPHER stares blank faced at SHOP OWNER few a few beats
in an "I'm not entirely sure that was necessary" kind of
way.

CHRISTOPHER
(deadpan)
Awesome
(lighting another
cigarette)
You coming out today?

SHOP OWNER
It's January.

CHRISTOPHER
Yeah, but the waves are gonna be
sic.












