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TELEVISTION SCREEN

A televigion program ig running its opening credits.
“FROM THE ACTORS MIND” is introduced.

INT. SOUND STAGE -- DAY

JIM ROSE, an older distinguished gentleman, sits at a
round table and looks earnestly into the camera.

JIM ROSE
Hello, I'm Jim Rose and welcome to our
show. My guest today, starring in his
first feature film, The Chef Within, was
just nominated for an Oscar as best
actor. Today I will spend quality time
with Ford Coleman.

The audience roars as FORD COLEMAN, an early 30's quirky-
looking acteor walks on stage and takes a seat across from
Jim.

FORD
Thanks for having me Jim. It's awesome
to be here.

JIM ROSE
Ford I would like to start by saying I
loved the movie.

FORD
Thank you.

JIM ROSE
I loved your performance. I just loved
it. I think vou're so incredikle, I'm at

a loss for words.

FORD
(with humility)
I appreciate that, Jim. And to all you
fans that have made this movie a hit I
thank you from the bottom of my heart.

The audience roars.

GIRL FAN
I love you, Ford.

FORD
I love you too.



GIRL FAN 2
I want to have your baby!

FORD
Easy now.

Ford chuckles.

JIM ROSE
What a wild ride your life has been.

FORD
Yeah, it's been crazy. Hell, a year ago
I couldn't land a single line on a TV
show, let alone fuck supermcdels.

Jim laughs.

JIM ROSE
People must ask you how you went from
being a kid in Indiana to becoming a
world famous movie star. How did you do
ite

FORD
Well, Jim, when I moved here I equated
myself to that of a mountain climber.
and, I simply started climbing the
mountain that would define the rest of my
life.

JIM ROSE
Wow, impressive. Well, you're definitely
the Hollywood "it" guy right now, and
when we return I want to talk to vyou
about your incredible sex life. Sound
good, Fordr?

FORD
Sounds great, Jim.

JIM ROSE
{to camera)
When we return I will go Inside the
Actors mind of Ford Coleman.

The audience applauds as A PRODUCER comes on stage.

PRODUCER
Ckay, were back in two people.

A super hot MAKE-UP GIRL comes up tc attend to Ford.



MAKE-UP GIRL
Mmmm, vyou look fine just the way you are.

FORD
You look pretty good too. You want a
ride on the horse factor?

MAKE-UFP GIRL
You bet.

Porn-funk music plays as Make-Up Girl throws away her
make-up, rips off her blouse and Jjumps con Ford. They
make out with Jim Rose's eyes glued to them.

MAKE-UP GIRL (CONT'D)
I bet you have a huge dick.

FORD
It's the horse factor.

MAKE-UP GIRL
I bet you have big bouncing balls to slap
my ass with!

FORD
It's the horse factor.

Make-Up Girl has a quick climax, then goes down on Ford.
Ford leans back, ready for enjoyment until -

CRASH!

CUT TO:

INT. FORD'S BEDROCM - MORNING

Ford is abruptly awakened by another crashing noise
coming from somewhere else in his apartment.

IN THE LIVING ROOM

Ford comes and sees the furniture moving. TRIPP, his
alternative musician roommate, dressed in briefs and a
robe, pops up from behind the couch, helding a SHOE BOX.

FORD
What are you doing?!

TRIPP
Hunting!



Tripp holds up the box and advancesg on an angry, hissing
CAT which hides in the corner.

FORD
What the fuck ie Phyllis' cat doing in
here?

TRIPP

We’'re taking it ranscm.

Tripp lunges at the cat, trying to trap it with the box.
The cat bolts. Tripp scrambles after it, tearing through
the furniture of the apartment.

FORD
You idiot! Phyllis is gonna flip out.

They hear a loud BANGING on the front dcor.

PHYLLTIS
Cpen this dcor!

FORD
Oh, shit.

The cat yowlg, then scurries under the couch. Tripp
dives after it, knocking over the coffee table.

PHYLLIS
I know he's in there! I hear him!

TRIPP

Don't open it. When we take it hostage,
she can't do shit to us.

FORD
You're fucking crazy.

Tripp dives under the couch. The cat hisses and
gcratches his face. Tripp jumps up, holding his cheek.

TRIPP
The fucker scratched me!

PHYLLIS
Open this door or I'm calling the policet

Ford sneaks to the door and looks out the peep hole.

In a distorted fish-eye, he sees PHYLLIS, a menacing toad-
faced woman wearing a neglige and banging on the door.



TRIPP
Don't open it.

Ford shoots an angry look at Tripp, who runs into the
hallway to hide.

Ford opens the door with the chain cn.

FORD
Phyllis. Good morning...

PHYLLTIS
Where's Charlie?

FORD
Under the couch...he must of come in
through the window.

PHYLLTIS
Bullsghit. ILet me int

She throws herself against the door, almost busting the
chain.

FORD
Ckay, okay, relax!

Ford hurries to open the door. Ag soon as it's open
Charlie bolte from under the couch and scurries out of
the apartment.

PHYLLIS
Charlie!

Phyllis tries to stop him but he runs down the hallway.

FORD
Take care, Phyllis.

Ford starts to close the door, but Phyllis turns back and
pushes it open in his face.

PHYLLIS
You're two monthe late on rent! And you
know what that means.

FORD
Phyllis...please...

PHYLLIS
Thin ice!

Phyllis points a finger in hies face, then marches away.



Ford closes the door, then stares angrily at Tripp.

TRIPP
What?

FORD
Why do you got to fuck with her? gShe’s
just now forgetting about the incident
with the tecilet.

TRIPP
I was trying to even the playing field.

FORD
You dumbass. We're gonna get fucking
evicted.

Tripp flops down on the couch.

TRIPP
Fuck that. 8he can't evict us.

FORD
She's the landlord.

Tripp takes a library card from the coffee tabkle and
starts scraping loose crumbs of cocaine into a line.

TRIPP
Ligten, I know about this shit. It's
almost impossible to evict someone. And
besides, if she fucking tries, I'll sue
the bitch.

FORD
Ckay...

Ford grabs an ASTHMA INHATLER from the table and takes
puff as Tripp snorts up the line.

TRIPP
Seriously.

FORD
I see you finished your eight ball.

TRIPP
Not guite.

Tripp licks the last of the coke off the table.

FORD
That's fucking gress.



TRIPP
Just like a cup of coffee.

Ford heads for the kitchen.

FORD
Tripp, we gotta figure out what to do
about gettin’ some fuckin’ cash.

TRIPP
I'm telling you, don't worry about it.
We’ll figure out some way to...
{(locks up at the TV)
Hey look...your spot...

Tripp grabs the remote, turns up the TV. Ford just rolls
his eyes and pours himself some cereal.

CN THE SCREEN - Ford acts in a handheld game commercial,
which involwves him getting shocked by a sadistic LITTLE
GIRL.

Tripp chuckles.

TRIPP (CONT‘D)
I love that kid.

FORD
Yeah, she’s brilliant.

TRIFPP
Hey, let's check the mailbox for a
residual.

FORD

A check doesn't just appear when they
play your commercial.

TRIPP
I know. But you're due, I feel it.

Tripp grabs his keys and heads for the front dcor. Ford
followeg him, holding his bowl of cereal.

FORD
They only run the spot on cable thesge
days and that doesn't pay much.

Tripp checks to make sure the coast is clear, then goes
out, followed by Ford.



EXT. FORD’S APARTMENT, PORCH -- DAY

At the mailboxeg, Tripp flips through envelopes, while
Ford loocks over his shoulder.

TRIPP
Come on baby-blue, come on baby-blue,
daddy needs drugs...Bam!

FORD
Fuck vyeah.

Tripp holds up an envelope with a baby blue CHECK inside.
He gives i1t to Ford and holds Ford’s cereal bowl.

Ford eagerly rips it open and locks at the check.

FORD (CONT’D)
Two hundred.

TRIFPP
Two hundred? That's it?

FORD
It's enocugh for weed and cocktails.

TRIPP
I want real drugs.

FORD
Yeah, well I don't see you contributing.

TRIPP
Hey, when I was on the label I bought the
party favors.

FORD
You got me there...

Ford heads back inside, Tripp follows.

FORD (CONT’D)
I suppcose the days of big checks are
over, my friend.

TRIPP
This fuckin’ sucks...

FORD
Yes, it does.
{(turning back to Tripp)
(MORE)



FORD (CONT'D)
But, after my audition, as socon as I book
this bitch, we are headin' straight for
the bar, my promise.

TRIPP
Now you're talking.

INT. FORD'S CAR -- DAY

The CREDITS ROLL and upbeat rock plays as Ford's classic
convertible drives through the streets of Hollywood.

Tripp lights a Jjoint, passes it over Ford, who hits it as
he drives.

Feeling fine, Tripp picks up a set of drumsticks and taps
on the dashboard to the beat of the music.

TRIPP
Listen to this shit, my uncle just got
caught fucking the baby-sitter, fourteen
years cold.

FORD
Boy or girlr?

TRIPP
Girl.

FORD
Hot?

TRIPP

She's fourteen, she's gotta be.

They come to a stoplight where a BUM is begging for
money. Ford gives him change without even looking at
him, and the bum moves on.

FORD
That the same uncle that caught you
fuckin' a pillow when you were twelver?

TRIPP
Same one.

FORD
Dude, you got a fucked up family.

TRIPP
{proudly)
Hell vyeah.
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Ford leans back as he drives, enjoying his morning high.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD STREET #1 -- DAY

Ford pulls into a spot and parks. He turns the engine
off but leaves the keys in and stereo on. He pulls out
some eye drops, puts a squirt in each eye.

TRIPP
Go get 'em Tiger.

Tripp reclines in his seat. Ford gets cut with a
headshot and heads up the street.

INT. CASTING LOBBY #l1 -- DAY

Ford walks into a large lobby full of an eclectic group
of actors waiting for their wvarious auditicns.

As Ford esigns in, he overhears two pretty boy actors.

ACTOR BOY
My pilot got picked up. Thirteen weeks,
WB. I'm stoked.

ACTOR BOY 2
Awesome.

Ford rolls his eyes and heads for a seat far away from
them. After a moment, ARI, a hipster-geek sits next to
him.

ART
Ford Coleman. Good to see va.

FORD
What up Ari?

ART
Just trying to get famous, you know?
Been masturbating like crazy lately. You
got to love yourself 'cause in this
business no one else will.

Ford ignores him.
ART (CONT’D)
Five times a day the last four days. I

got one in right before I came here.

Ford stares at Ari, mildly amused.



ART (CONT’D)
I usually get one in around ten. Another
in-between breakfast and lunch, another
after lunch, then one before I go to bed.
And, another in there somewhere. Man,
I'm drained.

The casting door opens and JOE, a bitter casting

director,

comes out and reads from the sign-in sheet.

JOR
Ford Coleman.

FORD
You know, Ari, over masturbation leads to
premature ejaculation and weak erections.

Ford gets up, puts on a big smile.

JOE
How's it going, Ford?

FORD
Just liwvin’ the dream.

JOE
I hear ycu.

Ford follows Joe into the room.

INT. AUDITION ROOM #1 -- DAY

Ford comes in and Joe shuts the door.
gset up and a metal TRASH CAN in the middle of the room.

Joe turns
monitor.

on the camera.

JOE
We'll do a slate and then I'll go through
the action.

JOE (CONT’D)
Tell us your name.

FORD
Ford Coleman.

JOR
Profiles.

We see Ford through the wvideo

11.

There is a camera
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Ford turns to one side and then the another to show his
profiles. The video is turned off.

JOE (CONT’D)

I need you to run in place for a few
moments, get your heart rate up. I'1ll
spray some water on your face for sweat.
On action duck behind the trash can and
look around in fear. Okay? So like
widen your eyes and drop your jaw oOr
something.

{demonstrating)
T don't know, ycu're the actor but keep
it real.

Ford nods that he gets it.

JOE (CONT’D)
When I snap my fingers you jump up and
look for a place to run. There's nowhere
to go. Then I'm going to throw these
beanbags at you. Duck the first one, let
the second one hit you and then fall back
against the wall. Then look up at the
camera in fear like somecne is about to
glit your thrcat. Got it?

FORD
Yep.

JOE
211 right here we go. (Close your eyes.

Joe starts spraying water into Ford's face, and he keeps
spraying as he answers his cell phone.

JOE (CONT’D)
Hey. Yeah. Chicken ultima, black
beans...uh...spicy...large coke. O©$h, and
don’t forget to get some pico-de-gallo.

Joe hangs up, then starts the camera. We see Ford
through the monitor.

JOE (CONT’D)
Ckay. Run in place!

Ford runs in place for an extended period.

JOE (CONT’D)
Action.
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Ford ducks behind the trash can and peers around for a
couple moments. Joe snaps his fingers. Ford finds him
and stares nervously.

Ford locks for a place to go. He starts to dart one way
and then another, but has no place to go.

He lcooks back toward camera where there is a beanbag
flying at him. He avoids the first one and then is hit
by the second one.

He falls back against the wall, locks at camera and gasps
like his throat has been cut.

Joe laughs hysterically. The camera goes to black.

INT. CASTING LOBBY #1 -- DAY

Ford comes cut of the audition room and immediately loses
his smile. He passes Ari, who is telling another actor
his masturbatory exploits.

As Ford heads for the exit, he makes a call on his cell.
We SPLIT SCREEN with JENNIFER, Ford's fast talking agent,
on the other end of the call.

FORD
Jennifer, it’s Ford. Just got done with
my audition.

JENNTIFER
How'd it gor

FORD
Good.

JENNTIFER

Glad to hear it.

FORD
Any features in the breakdowns for me?

JENNIFER
I'm always submitting you.

FORD
Alright.

JENNIFER
Cnward through the fog.



FORD
Until next time.

Ford hangs up and heads down the hall.

EXT. CASTING OFFICE -- DAY

As Ford leaves the building he runs into GWEN, a cute
alternative actress. Ford lights up when he sees her.

FORD
Hey, Gwen.

GWEN
Hevy...uh, Ford right?

FORD
Yeah, that's right. How's it going?

GWEN
Good. Good.

FORD
You were in James's class.

GWEN
Am in James's class. I still am.

FORD
Yeah, I remember you from class. I
always loved your work.

GWEN
Really? Thanks.

FORD
So, things good for your?

GWEN
Happy to have an audition.

FORD
Auditions are good. What are you reading
for?

GWEN

Douche commercial.

FORD
Ch, great...

14.
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At the curbk, Tripp screeches to a stop in the convertible
and honks the horn.

GWEN
Who's that?

FORD
Nobedy. ..

TRIPP

Just get her number fancypants!
Tripp honks the horn again, Ford locks at him nervously.

GWEN
Well, I should get to my audition.

FORD
Alright, well, it was great sgeein' you.

Gwen heads inside. Ford looks after her, then goes to
the car and gets in on the passenger side.

FORD (CONT’D)
What the fuck man? Why do you got be
stupid?

TRIPP
Lighten up.

FORD
That chick happens to be wery ccol.

TRIPP
Come on, act like you got one. 8She's not
all that.

FORD

She is all that. 8he's cool and she's a
great actress.

TRIPP
You ever fucked her?

FORD
No.

TRIPP
You get her number?

FORD
No.
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TRIPP

So, why are we having this conversation?
You, my friend, are going to fuck
supermedels.

FORD

That's what I hear.

Alright,

Tripp hits the gas

INT. BAR #l1 -- DAY
Ford and Tripp are

in front of them.
to the BARTENDER.

Two more
shots of

Fernet?

Bring it

The bartender goes

TRIPP
then - it’s cocktail time!

and peels away.

at the bar, beers and shots of whiskey
They pound the shots and Tripp talks

TRIPP
whiskeys, two beers and two
your worst tasting liquor.
BARTENDER
TRIPP
on.

to get the drinks.

TRIPP (CONT’D)

Ckay, what about Beckr?

He's not

FORD
day.

The bartender sets up shots. Ford and Tripp grab them.

TRIPP

Ckay, Axl Rose? He had to get gay cnce

or twice.

FORD

You fucking with me? 2Axl is hot, but

he's not

day.

Ford and Tripp throw back shots, pick up the next ones.



INT. BAR BATHROOM -- DAY

Ford and Tripp stand at urinals, piseing, both of them
good and drunk.

FORD
Struggling artists: day job or night jocbr?

TRIPP
No brainer. Just sell drugs.

FORD
Let's pretend for a moment, shall we,
that these particular artists are not
willing to engage in felonious
activities.

TRIPP
Alright, we shall.

FORD
Actors, like myself, should work night
jobs so we can make auditions.

TRIPP
And musicians, like myself, day Jjobs so
we can play gige at night?

FORD
Exactly.

They shake, zip up and move to the sinks.

TRIPP
Not possgible. Musicians party too hard.
Can't get up.

FORD
Actors party too.

TRIFP
Not like musicians.

FORD
Actors party Jjust as hard.

TRIFP
Name one talented, talented, musician who
hasn't been strung out on heroin at one
time or ancther.



FORD
Big fucking deal. Actors do hercin too.

TRIPP
But actors can't perform on hercin.
Musicians can't perform without it.

FORD
Actors could perform on it if they wanted
to.

TRIPP

This is all hypothetical anyway, 'cause
jobs are only for house-proud douchebags
who live in places like Woodland fuckin’
Hills. Now, let‘s go someplace with
ladies that are worthy of two rising
stars like us.

Tripp puts an arm around Ford and they stagger out.

INT. BAR #2 -- DAY

The boys walk in the new bar and survey the room.
There's nothing but old men and two very LARGE WOMEN.

FORD
Ch bovy...

TRIPP
What? They're veoluptuous.

FORD
Meaning fat but with a cute face?

TRIPP
Exactly.

FORD
Great.

Ford heads for the bar. Tripp follows.
FORD (CONT’D)
{to the bartender)

Two shots of your cheapest schnapps.

2As the bartender setg them up, Tripp leans over to talk
to the Large Women.

TRIPP
You ladies having a good day?

1s.



The women giggle.

Ford gets a call on his cell phone. He sobkers up when

gseeg the number on the display.

FORD
Excuse me.

He walks away from the bar. He answers and we SPLIT
SCREEN with JENNIFER in her coffice.

FORD (CONT’D)
Hello, Jennifer.

JENNIFER
Coleman. You didn't get the commercial.

FORD
Shit. Well, maybe it's best. I don't
want to get pigeonholed in commercials,
you know?

JENNTIFER
Yeah, in the meantime be happy and don't
smoke weed before noon.

FORD
You betcha.

JENNIFER
Cnward through the fog.

FORD
Until next time.

Ford hangs up and we lose the split screen.

19.

he

He heads back to the bar to find Tripp in a shoving match

with ROD,

a drunken guy in a wheelchair.

TRIPP
Hey, vou don't know shit!

ROD
OCpera rock is for fags!

TRIPP
Styx was one of the greatest bands that
ever existed!

ROD
They sucked cock!
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TRIPP
Listen Cripple-boy, if you think just
"cause you're in a fucking wheelchair T
won't beat your ass, you are sorely
mistaken.

ROD
Bring it on faggot!

Tripp lunges at Rod, but Ford catchesg him just in time
and holds him back.

FORD
Easy killer!

TRIPP
I'll destroy you!

Rod rams Tripp with his wheelchair, smashing his shin
with the steel foot rest.

TRIPP (CONT’D)
Ah, fuck!

Rod spins and wheels away as fast as he can.

Tripp breaks away from Ford and runs after him. He grabs
the wheelchair and flips Rod to the ground. Terrified,
Rod flails like a fish out of water.

ROD
Fuckin’ asshole, don’t fuck with a guy in
a wheelchair!

Just as Tripp is about to pummel him, a huge BOUNCER
grabs Tripp by the throat and drags him from the bkar.

EXT. BAR #2 -- DAY

The bouncer throws Tripp to the sidewalk. Ford stumbles

out. The bouncer grabs him and throws him down as well.
FORD

Hey! Unnecessary!

TRIPP
Yeah!

FORD
What the fuck did I do?

The bouncer goes back inside without a word.
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TRIFP
Fuckin' asshole.

FORD
What's the matter with you, pickin' a
fight with the physically challenged?

TRIPP
That guy was a dick.

Tripp and Ford get up, using the wall for help. Tripp
looks at the setting sun.

TRIPP (CONT’D)
Shit, what time is 1it?

Ford pulls cut his cell phone.

FORD
Six-fifteen.

TRIPP
Cool, I can still make that AA meeting.
The twenty-one year old will be there.
Huge tits.

FORD
Dude, you shouldn't date sober chicks.
Remember the last one?

TRIPP
What?

FORD
She wag fucking crazy.

TRIPP
Ch, veah...she was.

FORD
That’s right.

TRIPP
But, she fucked sco good my left nut
shriveled up like a dried-up grape.

FORD
You mean a raisin?

TRIPP
A raisin, ves.
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FORD
Suit yourself.

They do a drunk, brush off good-bye. Tripp stumbles
away, then Ford stumbles off in the other directicn.

INT. FORD'S APARTMENT -- MORNING

Sunlight streamg past the curtains intoc the messy living
room. Ford stumbles in, hung over.

IN THE KITCHEN

Ford loocks through the cupboards for some food but only
finds an empty bag of chips and a tube of Astroglide.

He grabs his keys and heads out the docr.

INT. SUPERMARKET -- DAY

Ford pushes his cart slowly through the market. He ccmes
around the corner then stops when he sees GWEN ahead of
him in the aisle, putting a package of DEPENDS into her
cart.

GWEN
Hey...Ford.

FORD
Hi.

She sees that he's looking at the Depends.

GWEN
Oh, uhm, these aren't for me.

FORD
Good...good for you...

GWEN
Yeah, I'm continent myself. They're for
my neighbor...she's old and, va know...
FORD

"Depends" on your

GWEN
Oh, that's bad.

FORD
Yeah, terrible.



GWEN
I sometimes help her do her shopping.

FORD
That's cool. Funny running into you
again.

GWEN
You're not stalking me are your?

FORD
No...but I will if you want.

GWEN
You live in the neighborhood?

FORD
Yeah, vyou?

GWEN
I live on Vermont, Jjust across from
Figaro.

FORD
Ch veah, the big brick building.

GWEN
Yeah... Hey, I told James I saw you the
other day and he asked if you were gonna
come back to class.

FORD
Reallyv?

GWEN
Yeah. You should come back.

FORD
You think?

GWEN
Definitely.

FORD

I figured James hates me.

GWEN
Nah, he's not a hating kind of guy.

FORD
Well, he got pretty pissed off when...he
told me I sucked and I told him he sucked
and I walked out.

23.
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GWEN
I bet he'd love to see you. We'd all
love to see you.

FORD
{encouraged)
Maybe I will come back.

GWEN
Well, I better go...my neighbor's kinda
waiting for me.

FORD
Great seein’ you.

GWEN
You too.

Gwen gives him a shy smile and heads toward the checkout.

INT. FORD'S APARTMENT -- DAY

Ford enters, drops a bag of groceries on the counter.
Tripp burstes in, full of excitement.

TRIPP
Ford, my brother, welcome home! It’s
good to see you.

FORD
Uh, you too.

TRIPP
You know, you lock good. You do.

FORD
Well, thank you, Tripp. And, you
certainly have a lot of sunshine up your
ass today.

TRIPFP
Guess what?

FORD
What?

TRIPP
Guess.

Ford starts putting away the groceries.

































































































































































































































