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EXT. STREET, GOLDEN HOUR

Two friends, SIMON and BRUCE are sitting in the middle of a

street busking. BRUCE has assorted rhythm instruments;

guitar, ukulele, keytar. The other person has an accordion.

Credits are interspersed with this busking sequence.

BRUCE

You ready?

SIMON

Ya, of course.

They prep themselves further as titles come up. Bruce points

at the camera?

BRUCE

Sam, that camera on?

SAM

It is indeed.

SIMON

What are the chords again?

BRUCE

It goes from a G to a F, then C

then D--

SIMON

Right, then C, E minor, D, G, C.

Cool. Count it in.

BRUCE

One and a two and a three and a

four.

The two begin to play "I’ll Follow the Sun" by the Beatles,

SIMON on the melody with the accordion. There is no singing.

Over this intro, several interviews play, with bits from the

playing spliced in. Only the interview segments will be

dealt with in this script.

INTERVIEW 1

I remember the first time I went to

see Simon and Bruce play, it was

just... It was hilarious. Bruce and

Simon had decided that for that

show they would write all of their

songs without lyrics then improvise

the lyrics as they were doing the

song, and god... It was freakin’
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INTERVIEW 1 (cont’d)
hilarious. Most of them were

pretty... Well... Funny in a sad

sort of way.

Cut to a short set of clips of the two playing, and coins

being dropped into their case. Back to more interviews.

INTERVIEW 2

What did their music mean to me?

Well... I dunno. It’s a rather

broad question, isn’t it? It’s not

like their music was amazing, cause

quite frankly... Well, it wasn’t.

The best part about seeing them was

that you could actually see the

energy on stage, see the energy and

closeness between these two people.

It was something everyone wanted,

and for a period of time they had

it. And the music was a bi-product

of that relationship. It was

just... Fun.

Some more shots of the group playing, with the song wrapping

up, as well as the last interview.

INTERVIEW 3

I guess you could define them as a

small town phenomenon, you know?

They were incredibly unique to the

town, something you honestly would

not find anywhere else. If family

came to visit from out of town, you

went to see Simon and Bruce. If you

met new friends from out of town,

you take ’em to see the band.

He takes a long pause, thinking.

INTERVIEW 3

I can honestly say that the

Diatomics changed my teenage life.

Maybe just a little.

At this point, the song finishes, and the title "THE

DIATOMICS: A FILM BY OVERACTIVE IMAGINATION STUDIOS" comes

up in big block letters.

Cut back to BRUCE and SIMON packing up their stuff and

showing off their money, SIMON talking to the camera.
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SIMON

There’s a better dime to nickel

ratio when we don’t play our own

music, isn’t that right Bruce?

BRUCE

Naturally.

He shakes the case and we can hear the rattling of coins.

CUT TO:

INT. INTERVIEW SEGMENT, DAYTIME

Simon and Bruce being interviewed.

SAM

Tell me about the band’s formation.

SIMON

Well... It was about a year ago

now... I thought you were there,

Sam?

SAM

I was, but I want to here it from

you guys.

BRUCE

Well, Simon’s girlfriend had just

broken up with him. And I had my

guitar with me, and I was trying to

cheer him up.

CUT TO:

INT. MUSIC ROOM, MID AFTERNOON

We see, SIMON who has just been dumped by his girlfriend and

is pacing around the room, which is packed with music

shtuff. His friend, BRUCE, is also sitting there noodling

away on the guitar.

SIMON

I mean, I just didn’t see it

coming! You know, you think it’s

gonna last forever, you think to

yourself, you know, I’m gonna be

with this person the rest of my

life. But nope. And Jesus Sam, turn

that camera off, I don’t want
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SIMON (cont’d)

people to see me like this! Jesus

Christ... All of a sudden you have

no one. I have nothing. Nothing.

BRUCE begins to tune the guitar.

BRUCE

Well, I mean, you still have an

XBox, right? We could just sit

back, play that tonight.

SIMON

No, no, no... I don’t want to do it

tonight... Can’t go through the

introductions she gave over and

over and over... ’Hi, this is

Simon. He plays accordion.’ You

know you’re miserable when your

very existence can be summed up in,

what?

He counts on his fingers and mutters the numbers.

SIMON

Six, words...

BRUCE

Ummm.... 7, actually.

SIMON

Oh god, oh Jesus Christ...

He begins strumming his guitar, and creates a chorus set to

the following lyrics, which are awful but meant to cheer up

Simon. Set up as a rock bossa type thing. Bruce begins to

talk in a super cheesy and gruff voice. Very much like

Dwayne Bensey.

BRUCE

Well Simon... Just face the music.

He begins to sing.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Simon, don’t you worry. If you

want, we can even have McFlurries.

He pauses, and Simon looks unimpressed. Bruce sounds like

he’s improvising lyrics, which he is.

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE (cont’d)

I’m just kidding, I have no money,

Does it maybe mean this song is

just not funny?

Bruce pauses on that chord. Simon gives a rather unimpressed

laugh. He scoffs.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Join in.

SIMON

Ugh...

He picks up his accordion.

BRUCE

1, 2, 3, 4.

They begin to play the chorus, Simon slowly figuring out

harmonies on the accordion.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Simon got pneumonia from his

girlfriend. At least it’s not an

STI. Like chlamydia or AIDES,

gonnorhea or the clap. But now he

knows his girlfriend is just never

coming back. But he regrets it, yes

he does, he regrets falling in

love. And he wishes that he just

fell down the stairs.

They laugh out loud a fair bit and sort of giggle a little,

then gave an awkward moment.

BRUCE

Did you get that, Sam?

SAM

Yea.

Long pause.

SIMON

I didn’t have a great day.

CUT TO:
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INT. INTERVIEW SEGMENT, DAYTIME

An interview with Simon and Bruce.

BRUCE

And that’s really how we started.

The best things usually come out of

the worst moods, I think. And this

time it really worked.

SIMON

Yes, I would tend to agree with

that. I always used to laugh,

people would ask me to write some

chords for a song, and their only

specification would be to make them

good, and I always would sort of

laugh at them and say that nothing

good comes out being happy, which I

was of course at the time.

SAM

Who are your influences?

Simon and Bruce look at each other and kind of laugh.

BRUCE

Ummm... We have one person a month

who we want to write songs like.

SIMON

It’s a rather good system. Because

then people see a lot of different

styles of music just by coming to

see one of our performances.

SAM

Who was it this month?

SIMON

I believe it was They Might Be

Giants.

SAM

Last question. Where did the name

"The Diatomics" come from?

BRUCE

Well, I had heard by bio teacher

say it, and I remember turning to

Simon and saying "Man, that’d make

a great band name". And you know,

we’re two people and... What is it

again?

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON

Diatomic elemants will only be

found naturally in sets of two.

He pauses.

SIMON

We always had this game of pointing

out phrases that would make good

band names.

SAM

Such as?

SIMON

Aqueous Solution for an 80’s metal

band, Band 9 From Outer Space, The

Oscar Wildes, and The Flaming

Groins, inspired by the Flaming

Lips.

Awkward ending. They both look at each other, then the

camera.

INT. TABLE, DAYTIME

We get a shot of SIMON and BRUCE sitting at a table. They

talk briefly about the song they’re writing.

SIMON

What is our image?

BRUCE

I think we just have to be stupid.

Not stupid you know, but I mean...

Have songs about things that most

people wouldn’t write songs about.

SIMON

I would tend to agree. It seems

that in most of our recent

performances those are the

favorites.

BRUCE

Yes they certainly are. So what’s

the plan to do that? We need to be

popular enough to actually have an

image, you know what I mean?

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON

Afraid not.

BRUCE

No one will understand what your

band is supposed to be if nobody

knows your band.

SIMON

Gotcha. Well, we set up posters,

get it going by word of mouth. We

have a pretty solid fan base here

in town already. We just need to

get bigger.

BRUCE

Can we just enjoy what we have for

now? Not try to make it too big of

a deal, so we won’t take ourselves

too seriously and it can still be

fun?

SIMON

Sure thing, fair enough I guess. So

what do we have for song names?

BRUCE

Okay, well, we can work on Roll

Bluff, Online Girlfriend, or

Slippery When Wet.

Cut to an interview type thing with Simon, Bruce in the

background doodling.

SIMON

Slippery When Wet.

BRUCE

I’m picturing, like, a scuba suit.

SIMON

I’m seeing road signs. You know,

with the pictures of swervy tire

tracks?

BRUCE

Ya, ya... Makes sense. Would there

be something a bit deeper to it?

SIMON

I dunno... Slippery When Wet...

Hmm...

Bruce is trying to come up with some chords.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON (cont’d)

I think that tone or that feel, if

you know what I’m talking about, is

wrong.

BRUCE

Ya, chords are a bit weird, but I

can fix em up later.

He keeps playing.

SIMON

Oh my god, I got it!

BRUCE

What?

SIMON

We’ll write the song about some

kind of sea animal!

BRUCE

Right on, ya, I like it! Like, a

turtle?

SIMON

Nah, too hard... Dolphin?

BRUCE

Too gay. Eel.

SIMON

No. Gotta be about an octopus.

About an octopus who wants to

copulate with an squid, but who--

BRUCE

Too slippery to do so effectively?

SIMON

Exactly!

A long pause. Bruce writes some stuff down. Hums in his

head.

SIMON (cont’d)

What chords?

Bruce tells him. Simon figures out a little counter melody.

SIMON (cont’d)

Got some lyrics?

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

Yep.

SIMON

Let’s try it.

BRUCE

One and a two and a three and a

four!

He begins to sing.

BRUCE (cont’d)

I have eight legs, you have ten. I

wanna squirt out my ink, like a

fountain pen. But when I hold you

close, and I pull you tight, you go

shooting off, all pointed and

white.

A long pause. Bruce looks rather pleased with himself.

SIMON

There are so many better things we

could be doing with our time.

BRUCE

No kidding.

There is a long pause here.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Wanna write the chorus?

SIMON

Sure.

They put their heads down to work. A few seconds later:

SIMON (cont’d)

What rhymes with slippery?

CUT TO:

INT. INTERVIEW SEGMENT, DAYTIME

SAM

So what did you think of the

Diatomics?

(CONTINUED)
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INTERVIEW 4

Well... This is gonna be in a

movie, right?

SAM

Absolutely.

INTERVIEW 4

Well... They were... Very ummm...

Rocking. They rocked. They were the

rockingest bunch of rockers that

ever rocked.

SAM

You’ve never seen them, have you?

INTERVIEW 4

No sir.

SAM

Then why are you here?

INTERVIEW 4

Well, I wanted to be in a movie.

Long pause.

INTERVIEW 4 (cont’d)

I still will be, right?

He stares into the camera.

INT. GARAGE, DAYTIME

This scene will be a large amount of time compiled into

about one minute of footage. It is meant to document the

slow decline in the quality of practice over the course of

about 11 months. The camera will remain stationary. The

month will be listed in the corner of the screen, starting

with August.

1. Bruce and Simon are sitting at their instruments playing,

just sort of noodling as we have seen them.

SIMON

Ya, that’s cool, I like that! Play

it again!

Bruce plays a guitar lick.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON (cont’d)

Ya, that’s excellent! We gotta use

that!

BRUCE

We can pair it up with your lyrics

about the, the... What is it...

SIMON

The song about radium!

BRUCE

Yea, that’s exactly the one.

CUT TO:

2. November. Simon is seated, playing the accordion. Bruce

walks in holding a laptop.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Hey, sorry I’m late, it’s just I

wanted to show you this thing on

youtube.

SIMON

Nah, don’t worry about it. What is

it?

Bruce sets down the laptop. Plays the video. He laughs a

ton. Thinks it’s hilarious. It’s a rather annoying loop,

such as Nyan Cat, and Simon’s expression changes from mild

amusement, to straight face, to mild annoyance.

SIMON (cont’d)

Try not to be late.

CUT TO:

3. January. Simon, sitting alone in the garage. Picks up the

phone. Dials a number.

SIMON (cont’d)

Hi, is Bruce there? Thanks. Hey,

Bruce! Where are you? I’ve been

waiting for you for like an hour

now!

There’s a long pause.

SIMON (cont’d)

I suppose I can’t blame you if your

car won’t start, you just... You

should of told me so I wasn’t

(MORE)
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SIMON (cont’d)

waiting so long. Nah, really, it’s

fine. We just... We gotta get some

more practicing in. See ya later.

He hangs up the phone, and leans back and sighs.

CUT TO:

4. April. Simon, sitting alone practicing the same bit over

and over and getting frustrated with it. Bruce walks in,

with a girl.

SIMON (cont’d)

Bruce, where have you been?!

Awkward pause.

BRUCE

Simon, this is Mary.

MARY

Hi.

BRUCE

I told her we could play something

for her.

SIMON

You know what? If we had something

good to play for her, I would be

happy to, but I think at the moment

we need to make up for a lot of

missed practice before we have

anything good to play.

MARY

(whispering to Bruce)

Did I come at a bad time?

BRUCE

Apparently.

CUT TO:

5. Show Simon, all alone and on a laptop. Bruce walks in

with another girl, and sits down. Nobody says anything,

although Bruce sits down with his guitar and noodles while

the girl giggles quietly.

CUT TO:
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INT. INTERVIEW SEGMENT, DAYTIME

INTERVIEW 5

I dunno. I went to the first few

Diatomics shows and loved their

their manner, you know? These were

two guys who were out playing music

and screwing around with it, having

a real good time. But the more time

passed, the worse the performances

got. It’s just... They didn’t seem

to have much energy, much... much

zing anymore, you know? Didn’t have

the best of Simon and the best of

Bruce.

INT. GARAGE, DAYTIME

Bruce and Simon arguing. We jump in in the middle of the

argument.

SIMON

We can’t keep doing this! For 11

months now we have been stagnant,

we have done nothing, gotten no

better, become no different--

BRUCE

I don’t understand why we need to

be different! We’re good, people

like us!

SIMON

But we’re not good! We suck, our

songs suck and people only come to

see us cause they have nothing else

to fill their empty goddamn lives,

okay?

BRUCE

And? Why isn’t their support good

enough for you? Why can’t you just

sit back and relax for once?

SIMON

I can’t! Okay? I can’t just go on

knowing that we are utter shit and

that we always will be! I don’t

want that!

(CONTINUED)
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BRUCE

You’re gonna have to decide someday

if it’s more important having

friends-- shit, not even friends, A

SINGLE FRIEND, or if it’s more

important to have thousands of

random people who THINK they like

you.

Bruce picks up his coat and walks out.

BRUCE (cont’d)

Leaving. See ya.

He slams the door.

SIMON

(Screaming)

The thousands, cause at least then

what I do matters to someone!

He is breathing heavily, looks at the camera and then:

CUT TO:

INT. TABLE, NIGHTTIME

Bruce and Simon finalizing a set list for the night.

SIMON

Okay, Bruce! Concentrate, we gotta

get this together!

BRUCE

Sorry.

SIMON

Our order tonight is: Roll Bluff,

Slippery When Wet, I Don’t Like

Slurpees, Real Gun, remember, about

you spilling your ice tea all over

the place?

BRUCE

God, I wish you would just shut up

about that!

Simon laughs obnoxiously.

SIMON

Anyway, then we got Online

Girlfriend, Elemental, then finally

(MORE)
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SIMON (cont’d)
Of Dice and Pen to end the first

set.

Camera going back and forth between Bruce and Simon.

BRUCE

You know what? I think we can just

wing it for the other two.

SIMON

But I already got it organized!

BRUCE

Well just call the song right

before! I want to get outta here

already.

SIMON

Fine, we’ll run through it on the

way over, I guess.

BRUCE

No, just... You’re over-planning

now. It’s no fun anymore.

SIMON

Okay, whatever. Here we go.

They grab their cases and head up the stairs.

SIMON (cont’d)

Wish us luck Sam!

SAM

Good luck, I guess.

CUT TO:

INT. INTERVIEW SEGMENT, DAYTIME

SAM

So what did you think of the

Diatomics?

INTERVIEW 6

They were shit.

CUT TO:
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INT. NIGHT TIME, COUCH

Simon is lying down on the couch, supposedy after the gig.

Bruce is strangely absent.

SAM

Ummm... Simon?

SIMON

(into the couch)

What.

SAM

What’s the deal?

SIMON

The Diatomics are done Sam, that’s

what. Go home. Have a nice night.

Long awkward pause.

SAM

What happened?

SIMON

We started playing a song that I

had written about Bruce spilling a

bunch of iced tea, and I told the

story before we played the song.

SAM

Isn’t that... Not a very big deal?

SIMON

I know... But he just... I dunno.

We’ve been ready to implode for a

while now I guess... All it took

was one... little... push...

A long pause.

SIMON

He just refused to play. Walked off

stage. And I tried to keep going,

by myself... Everyone left.

SAM

God... I’m Sorry.

Simon sits up.

(CONTINUED)
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SIMON

I just don’t want to be around him

anymore.

SAM

You can’t just give up though.

Long silence.

SIMON

I guess... Awe, shit.

He stands up and grabs some keys.

SIMON (cont’d)

Come with me, I’m gonna go see

Bruce.

CUT TO:

EXT. BRUCE’S FRONT YARD, NIGHTTIME

Sam and Simon getting out of a car. Simon pulls out his

phone and presses a few buttons.

SIMON

I texted him to come outside.

There is a nervous energy about, as if something big is

about it happen.

Long pause before anything does. Finally Bruce comes

outside. Simon starts walking towards him.

BRUCE

Look, Simon, I’m really sorry about

what I--

Simon punches him in the face, and Bruce goes flying

backwards, the shock sending him to the ground. There is a

long pause, Bruce bleeding at the nose and mouth, and Simon

breathing heavily.

SIMON

Oh my god... What did I do...

Jesus...

Simon pulls Bruce up.

SIMON (cont’d)

Bruce... Man... I’m sorry. I’ve had

a really rough year...

(CONTINUED)
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A long pause.

BRUCE

I know how you mean.

They go to shake hands, but Bruce instead punches him in the

gut. They get knocked to the ground and wrestle around for a

bit, Sam simply recording. He sets the camera down on the

ground and finally tries to stop the fight.

SAM

Guys!

SIMON

Get the hell offa me!

Bruce grunts, and pulls himself off. Bruce walks off, back

into his house. Simon just stares at him, bloody nose and

all. Simon turns to Sam.

SIMON (cont’d)

Let’s go for a drink.

Simon hops into his car as does the camera.

EXT. TRAIN TRACKS, NIGHTTIME

Cut to Simon sitting on some train tracks, smoking a

cigarette with a drink in hand, bloody nose remaining still

uncleaned.

Simon takes a swig of his drink, and looks around glances

between the camera and where Sam presumably is.

He thinks for a second then speaks to Sam.

SIMON

We were good... That we were.

He takes another swig.

SIMON

We’re buddies, me and you. You know

that? Right?

Pause.

SIMON (cont’d)

You get everything you needed for

your film?

(CONTINUED)
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SAM

Yea...

SIMON

Good, good. Sorry you had to get in

the middle of this.

Pause.

SAM

Simon, was it worth it?

Simon thinks for a second. Then he ultimately decides to

ignore the question.

SIMON

What do you say, one more drink

then salut?

He finishes his drink, then tosses the bottle at the ground.

It shatters.

SIMON

I’ll see you around.

Simon turns his back and walks away.

Credits roll to appropriate music as he walks down the train

tracks.


