Title: Movielab

Suggested music: All the minor-key selections of Janos Starker’s Suites for Solo Cello, Johann Sebastian Bach, throughout; during the ending montage-climax, Nosferatu: The Vampire’s Waltz, Artist: ALLOY ORCHESTRA, CD Title: SILENTS, Label: ACCURATE RECORDS, Composer: Alloy Orchestra, Year: 1997; and Rudy Vallee’s “Orchids in the Moonlight,” for the credit-rolling scene.
Opening scene:
Static diagonal shot, outside of building, camera facing streetscape across the street, near dusk, perhaps an overcast day: 

Shot frames the rust-colored carcass of a leaf falling from a tree to the street like a piece of ash, swinging like a pendulum, downward. Leaf turns coal-black, as scene switches to black and white, closer shot, framing the leaf floating languidly down. 
Quick swirl-edit to view the front of Movielab (Camera Service Center, or “CSC”) building (dusk view now, grey-blue light, almost night) and it’s weird nose-vent, Zeus-like face, in its front and center, but framed diagonally to retain a sense of place, of the street and the building, with audio of 10th avenue wooshing behind, also catching the gargoyles atop the building immediately to the right, and capturing the weird industrial balconies and freight doors going nowhere on the building to CSC’s immediate left [perhaps you can ad-lib the outside of this building to represent CSC]. Then edit and continue through a one-shot of the heavy, dark river past the highway, past the docks, crumbling, rotting, waiting, wanting,…   
Scene Two: 
Classroom or feature room of CSC: A television, film and media studies class, carpeted room, dark projection room window like a Cyclops, knowing eye in the background. A green blackboard or white board says “John Doe NYC Reality Series: Issue 1.) Editing from motion triggered ceiling cameras in bedroom and front room while mitigating “vertigo” effect.”
Young Female Student: “Isn’t he going to sue you?”

Bespectacled professor, distracted: “No,… well, we,… they’ve already worked that out in terms of money,… they’d, they’d be willing to give him, if he sours,… tries to kill it… uh,… season’s end…”

Male student, (sardonic): “I’d sue you.” 
Teacher: “Thank you Steven. Good to know,… good to know.”

Camera pans from professor’s mouth as he speaks, to fuller, closer view of dark projection window behind him until the screen fills with its blackness…
Scene Three: 
Dissolve to interior montage of building, to get glimpses, quick looks at dim-lit equipment rooms, and the “stars” of the film – the cameras, cages, lights, booms, grip, fences, chains, locks – shot dark with single bright lights in a sort of “night-game” effect, a precursor to the fetish-ization, the coming to life of the equipment, which is to be revealed. These are quick static shots and edits, to end pausing on a shot of a lit but empty hallway, warehouse-like. 
Edit to shot of freight elevator: Diagonal shot down at head and shoulders of a grey cadaver in a black or silver coffin, hatch opened, edit or pan back to view two men, one burly janitor standing behind the coffin’s corner behind the cadaver’s head, the other man hunched with a camera or viewfinder intensely filming the dead man – a skinny Burroughs-type elderly man with eyebrows raised, but otherwise expressionless in his death-mask, yet elegant, as if, just asleep.

“Could you prop his head up in the corner, Lonnie,… like he’s relaxing on the beach or something?” says man with the camera, John Hand, a thirties-something wannabe auteur, one of the camera rental agents/staffers.  
The janitor, Lonnie, is incredulous, head-cocking forward a bit, but complies: “You’re fucking sick.” 
Cameraman: “Just place his head a bit back in the corner, tilt it up.”
Lonnie: “This is some prison-inducing shit right here, man. They lock motherfuckers up for this kinda bullshit. You know what I mean? Don’t you?”
“…That’s it,” says cameraman: “…beautiful…” 
Pan from shot of the three, to shot of dead man’s face, head, shoulders, propped in the corner of the casket, as seen through the camera/viewfinder wielded by John Hand. 

Scene Four: Cut to interior montage again, but focus, linger this time on cameras and equipment as living things, fetish-izing, glorifying them, voyeuristic shots of them, lenses like eyes, tripods like thin elegant legs of insects, etc. Should be lit in darkness, from behind with an intensity meant to convey the power of the devices, again, using an almost stadium “night-game” effect, in color but without much color beyond the blackness of the equipment, the brown, greyness of the room, and the dark eye and refracted light of the lenses’ maw(s). Cut to full frame shot of big, black square eye of a large camera, ending on a full shot of the large camera, like a small black elephant sat in the dust looming, hunched powerfully in its silent ability, potential.
Scene Five: Edit to worker’s hangout, the camera rental or equipment check out – a backroom, or smoking or coffee room, just beyond the front room where customers walk up. Begin with a shot of a single security camera in the corner of the room, then edit to a grainy, blue-grey security cam shot of a lanky, disheveled, crusty rental equip vet – Leebor Grains – sitting in the corner spot of the room, reading a dog-eared copy of “Vördnad för ljuset” (In Reverence of Light), by Sven Nykvist.

The man with the book, Leebor -- his brown trucker’s hat spells his name out on its front in groovy, swirling, 70s-style cursive, rainbow font, with the “r” fanning out in an aquafresh-like flourish ending -- has begun a discourse about Louis Bertrand Castel and the light oculaire, “the light organ.” A small radio plays Brahms’ Intermezzo in C-Sharp minor softly in the background, a candle shaped like a human foot is lit, flickering beside him.  
Leebor: “Louis Bertrand Castel,… this guy was just amazing, just a genius, John, way ahead of his time. He thought the light oculaire would sit in every salon in Paris, that it would be the showpiece essential of every café, every drawing room across Europe,… factories just pumping the things out like Volkswagens.”
Hand is looking intently at several single frames of film with a glass magnifier from a cut reel he slowly draws through his hands, using the artificial light of the room. He speaks as if unaware of Leebor’s talking in an awed but audible whisper.

Hand:  “Gawd, it’s,… there’s a whole world in there,…I mean,… it’s like there’s some kind of… ,… something’s… something amazing,… behind those eyes, behind all that…” 
Leebor, keeps going [camera pans to views of foot candle and its glowing light, to Leebor’s rough hands holding the book, back to the blue-ish, orange negative ghostly image of the dead man on the roll of film, then cuts to Leebor’s chin and lower lip moving as he’s talking: 
“He was trying to capture the musicality of light, the melody of image. ‘What is it saying?’ he was asking… this motion and emotion. He was just trying to capture the soul of things, by understanding and portraying image and sound… [Leebor looks down at his book and sees the words “tidal gravity” in the text,…]… the tidal gravity, … really, of the endeavor. You know, just some true glimpse of humanity, John. But in his time the only thing available to him was this organ. I mean, it was fucking insane, this thing, it was just candles and grease cloths -- these little curtains spread open by pulleys attached to keys and peddles revealing ground glass, stained in burgundy and navy and brown and olive and amber and black and white, back-lit by candles,… [camera flashes to flickering foot candle, back to extreme close-up of Leebor’s chin and lower lip moving as he’s talking]… and there’d be this little instant of smoke and glowing color,… poooof!! accentuating a major or minor key, and,.. and it was barely if at all successful, John, but mesmerizing just the same,… I mean to the uninitiated, this was mind-blowing cinema, and you know they’re still trying to perfect it: Image and sound. It’s been constant failure ever since. Such a beautiful, sweet attempt, but in the end un… 
“….this guy is practically smiling…”

Leebor: “What?... Oh. The dead people again John?”
John: “Yeah,… don’t,… don’t say it like,... it’s like you’re fucking accusing me of their demise.”

Leebor, pauses, then utterly sincere: “Well they are dead John.” 

“Yeah, I know that, it’s just,… oh man,…look at this….” [Hand breathes, deriving quiet, deep satisfaction, focusing on a frame of the elegant dead man]… “they’re just, there’s just something….”

Leebor: “Poe said there was nothing more sublime than the death of a beautiful woman.”

John: “Really?” He looks away from the film at Leebor for a moment, a bit hopeful: “No shit?” 
Leebor: “That’s the linear poop John,” Leebor says utterly sincere as always, open-eyed, stone-faced. 
They both look at each other, John slowly breaking into a smile…

 “He also married his 13-year old cousin,” Leebor says.
John’s face immediately falls: “Holy shit.”

John shakes his head as if to rid himself of what Leebor had just passed on to him, before immediately, but carefully picking up the reel to peruse his shots again, slowly relaxing. “That’s fucking sick,” he says, his mouth opening wider as he looks at another frame of the dead man.
Leebor: “You know there was a guy in Ohio that got busted for doing what you’re doing, some artist, but …”
John: “Hey man, they gave their bodies to science, why shouldn’t they give ‘em to art too?”
“Might be better off dead, John.”

“For fuck sakes Leebor fuck you, Jesus…. So what about this guy,… uh,…”
Leebor: “Bertrand,…”
John: “I thought his name was Castel?”

Leebor: “Well, his full name is Louis Bertrand,.. Castel. But you know, there’s no rhythm in that, I mean where’s the French in that? It was like they were pushing it too far with the Castel thing, you know what I mean, John?… but Louis Bertrand,… well, there’s something,… it’s like scramblin’ eggs. 

John: “So what’s the deal with this guy, …uh…”
Leebor: “Bertrand.”

John: “Right, Bertrand.”

Leebor: “Well, you see, he wasn’t’ the only one. There was this guy that came along later, in the 1800s, he lived upstate, in Essex County,… New Russia, I think,… he tried to perfect the idea of rhythmic light with his color organ, it was the second try, you know, with similar results, same idea. I assume there are some of those, uh, Bainbridge was his name,… Bainbridge’s’ hangin’ around in some barn upstate somewhere… but by all reliable sources there are no remains whatsoever of Bertrand’s organs…” 
“Like the Cassavettes film,” says John Hand, still looking at his reel.
Leebor: “What? “

“The lost Cassavettes film no one can find.”

Leebor, sincere, open-eyed, stone faced, paused in thought at John’s comparison for a moment: “Yeah, John, like the lost Cassavettes reel.”

Scene Six:
Cut to scene of operations manager’s office. Sonny, a well-tanned, good natured and vain muscle man, wearing tight black t-shirt, jeans, black boots, security guard/grunt type, is smiling, needling his boss: 
“Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey, hold up. C’mon boss, these are beautiful. I mean, they’re meant to be ogled and touched. Go ahead, feel ‘em.”

Operations manager, Harold Pulver, seated at a desk facing the opened door, his back to the window directly behind him, staring intently down at a trade manual called “DXing IEEE Satellite Today”: 
“Fuck you Sonny. Put your god-damn muscles back in your shirt, you fucking freak.” 
[Quick shots of framed posters on several of the walls, with images of satellites, planets, constellations, telephone poles and radio towers in rural landscapes, cut back to Pulver’s desk, a small white “ear” of a satellite model on his desk.] 
Sonny: “C’mon, chief, we won’t hurt you. You aren’t afraid to touch another man’s muscles, are you? C’mon, engage with the beauty.” 

Ops boss, still with his eyes on the magazine: “Would you just please go down into the cage and get the fucking Arricam like I told you 20 minutes ago? Everyone can see your fucking muscles, they take up the whole fucking room. You’re practically sweating on me.” 
[Pan to security cam in corner near the ceiling, edit to blue-grey security cam shot, POV diagonally from ceiling down at the two men. Security camera moves, focuses, pans down to Charles’ magazine, focusing on the page he’s reading, camera makes audible motor, clicking sounds as if it’s taking pictures of the page. The following lines are seen in close-up, as if the device is reading them: “The key to nabbing TV DX is harnessing the correct frequency at the right times of E-propagation bursts. However, such intense ionization occurs only sporadically in the lower layers of the ionosphere.”]
Sonny: “You should really learn to appreciate the potential of the human form, chief, I mean, you’re not giving it much credence, on the uh,.. homefront, shall we say…”
[Edit to shot of Harry’s arm on desk, his chest and his chin moving as he talks. He’s softly incredulous, more worn down than angry; he gazes up from his magazine for the first time.]

“Does it ever occur to you that I’m your boss, Sonny? I mean, does that fact ever give you any pause when you say shit like that?”

[Edit to Sonny, close-up of his neck, arm and chin moving as he talks.] 
“C’mon, chief, you love me, it’s written all over your face. [Sonny flexes his biceps, quick close up of arm muscle and t-shirt sleeve and torso, back to previous shot] 
“We’re here to beat back your nemesiseseseseeses. Twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, 365….”
Pulver goes back to perusing the manual: “The Arricam, Junior, would you please just go get,.. go fetch the fucking Arricam …alright?”
[Back to shot of Sonny’s mouth.]:

Sonny: “Okay boss, but no fuckin’ fun, never no fun around here. Just sereee-ewwwsss…caboose. [Rapidly]: No-fun, no-fun, no-fun. Nope, not-so-fun, not-too-fun, boss, not-too-fun…” 

Charles: “Yeah, well I’m real sorry to hear that. Jesus fucking Christ, you’re a piece a work… anyway, you know this uh,… this shoot: I heard Marisa Tomei’s co-star.” 

Sonny: “Marisa Tomei?”

Charles: “Marisa Tomei.”

Sonny: “Marisa Tomei?”

Charles: “Marisa Tomei.”

Sonny: “Marisa Tomei?”

Charles: “That’s what I said, Marisa Tomei.”

Sonny: “Marisa Tomei... ahhh, she’s beautiful, chief.” 
Charles, softening: “Yeah, gorgeous.” 

Sonny: “I mean she’s a real spooner boss,…just hot like fire.”

Charles: “Tell me about it,… stunning,…”
Sonny: “Like to get a part with her, if you know what I mean.” [Does the Groucho voice and fake cigar toggle in cheek thing]
Charles: “yeah… soulful too, though you know? I mean those eyes… [looks up from magazine but not at anything in particular, pleased for the first time at the banter] that smile,…did you see her in, uh, uh, what was it,... [snaps his thumb and finger] she played that, that Puerto Rican girl,.. or the Cuban chick, wading around in Biscayne Bay, pulling up her peasant skirt, oh man. You know, I,.. I heard she doesn’t want to get married, just not interested at all in the idea…”

Sonny: “Ahhhh, strong woman boss, strong woman. That’s hot. That’s really, really, really fuckin’ hot.”
Charles: “Yeah, but so you now realize you’re making Marisa fuckin’ Tomei late, right? Making that beautiful girl hang around in the void until you and your muscles get ready to go fetch.”

Sonny: “Okay, okay. Never keep a leading lady waiting, big chief. But boss, I got to tell ya, I mean, I’m just wondering what happened to the old too loose Caboose, I mean where is that guy? I mean I miss him. Turned into the Tight-ass Axsprass? I mean I can feel the ride just levelin’ off to this tight straight sorta creep on the train lately like… [close up of Sonny’s mouth as he makes weird, train brakes-squealing noises]… yeeeerrrrrreeooorrrrr, neeerrrrraaahhhh, visssss, viss, ta, ta, ta, ta, eeeeeerrrrrrrrreeeeeewww…”
Charles: “Oh holy fuck [slams his fist down on the table and looks up] would you just get outta here, Junior, alright? Just get the fucking camera and get outta here, alright? 
Sonny, loud, yells back: “ALRIGHT?”
Charles, deadpan: “Alright.”

Sonny: “ALRIGHT!?”

Charles: “Alright. 
Sonny: “ALRIGHT!?”

Charles: “When you get done, I’ll let you in on a little secret I’m working on. Gonna try to get us some uncut NFL football, I mean right here in the office. It’s the sat feed. Maybe free porno too, so you might want to try play real nice with me here, and go and get the fucking camera. Go down and bring it up to Leebor and I feed you the cool shit later, alright?”

Sonny: “ALRIGHT!?????” 
Charles: “Alright.”
Sonny goes into the door frame, grabs the doorknob and looks back in: “OKAY?!” 
Charles: “Okay.” 

 “ALLRIIIIIIIGGGGHHHHTT!” Sonny, slams door shut. Bits of sheet rock and dust reverberate.
Cut to shot of hallway and Sonny’s back as he walks down it, his jaunty, bow-legged, bent knee strut, spritzes himself with cocoa spray about the hair, neck and arms, under the arms, singing a nonsense operatic verse of “Mareeesa Tomeeeeiiiiii, Mareeesssaaa Tomeeeeiiiii,” pauses, spritzing down his pants in front,…struts on again, then reaches behind and spritzes his ass, jumps playfully in the air, kicking his boot heels, continues singing and strutting down the hall.
Scene 7:  Outside shot, street-level, low to ground POV, darkness of night, streetlamp or moonlit, in front of building, a bit east of the entrance, cab pulls into view, stops. Tight close-up of cab door opening, sexy legs and Prada heels touch down diagonally to the pavement, heels righting themselves a bit awkwardly. Cab pulls away in a whispery wash, leaving a view of the women’s legs and heels, short leather jacket/skirt, camera focuses on hand as it drops down, cigarette smoking between her fingers, red painted short fingernails, black onyx ring. Twitches cigarette to ash it, then pulls hand up to take a drag, camera pans up from her legs to curly mass of hair and the smoke and nightlight, camera focuses from behind her through the wash at the “Movielab” sign on the building as she contemplates it. Cut to shot of her heels and legs and the black pavement. Drops cigarette near her heel and some small, thin shards of glass laying upwards on the ground, concave to the sky. She crushes the butt in with the toe of her shoe, slowly mashing the glass shards into the street. Extreme close-up on the glass as it’s ground into the asphalt or cement, glints of light refracting and reflecting between her shoe and ground. 
Scene 8: Cut to shot of dark storage area, Sonny near “the cage” with the cameras, tripods, dollies, lighting equipment, all around. 
“daaahhh,….yayaya, eeehhhhwwww!!! Fuck!!!!! God damned, fuckin’ rats, fuck!!!” Sonny shakes his whole body violently in disgust, then stamps on the ground and roars, swinging around in circles on bent knees like the Hulk to scurry them away. Cursing. Settling, getting his breath and courage up, tentatively goes near the cage to unlock it: “Get the fuck outta my way you fucking hairy disgusting,…aaahhhhhhh!!!!” he jumps. “Fuck!!!!”
Cut to shot from back of room toward Sonny struggling with the cage and lock, a low-to-ground POV of a tripod on a dolly holding a big camera near in foreground. Then after a beat, the dolly slowly begins moving with a tripod and camera on top, creeping smoothly, diagonally within a half frame of the shot, Sonny visible through the legs of the tripod. 
Cut to side shot close-up of the camera, red light blinks on after pregnant offbeat pause,… then the dolly moves forward a bit, aperture moves on outside of the camera, adjusting. Machinery hums. Cut to POV shot of the view of the camera with a mind of its own, shooting Sonny now struggling with the cage. Camera slowly zooming (perhaps in a green-lit, night vision effect) moving in on Sonny. Then the dolly moves forward more, then stops, camera readjusting, zooming. Cut to shot of dolly, tripod legs again inching forward in the darkness toward him. Then sudden bright light flashes from big spot lamp. 
Shot cuts to break room. 

Scene 9:
“Did you realize I’m currently bathed in exactly one foot-candle of luminescence, John? As I sit here and read this page of this book on Sven Nykvist, man of light and cinematography, there’s in fact literally, [looks at candle burning shaped as foot] one foot-candle of spectral luminous flux lighting my reading area and providing general ambience. It’s nice, John.” Leebor. 
“That’s great, man.” 
Hand is faced away, opposite Leebor, still studying frames, but this time it’s a projection of an old bluish, black and white film on the wall, Dracula in his coffin, blue light of the film bathing Hand’s face, as he sits slouched, his ass on the end of a cheap plastic chair, shoulder blades back on the top lip of the chair’s back, arms crossed, feet splayed. 
Leebor: “You know, you may be onto something with this thing, this death thing. All the great auteurs exhibit the same monomania. [John twists his head around looking defensively agitated at Leebor, who continues talking.]

“You know they say that ghosts are simply photometric schisms of energy, just simply particles of luminescence or radiant flux in pockets of space and time, trapped, just part of the historical record revealing itself in the light and dark, under the right circumstances or night?” 

[Cut to shot of old blueish Dracula movie, rising from his coffin, looking about.]

“I mean it’s always been about souls and ghosts and optical apparitions. It’s all been here before, you know. But it’s just now we can capture it. “We have the technology.” Like Steve Austin’s doctors. But what are we building? I mean, there’s been a lot of six-million dollar turds. Several times over at a pop. That’s some pricey narcissism. But still, it’s just simply our fate to try to capture some sort of essence. I mean, take this building. You know, every building has its ghosts, its wandering dead, but we’ve actually literally got the cadavers, the dead up in here with us, literally. They get the top floor! Air rights, John. Right under the satellite. I mean, do you ever think about that? They’re up there vivisecting it, you’re filming it. I mean, this is one fucked up lab, John.

[Cut to Hand’s face, squinting in the blue light.]

[Leebor looks down at the book and starts reading the words from the page] 
“‘It’s a lonely sport, the sport of the voyeur, the soul-catcher. It takes a lot of capacity to deal with the bleakest boundaries of the human spirit, the truth of our aloneness, our constant desire for the unrealized moment.’” 
“But what is it telling us? I mean, there’s some people I know, who can’t seem to have much of a real moment unless it’s on film. No names John, but what makes it real, these apparitions captured on the reel like that? Bergman said the camera has conquered the human face, he said the rushes always told him something different, something he didn’t see before, at the time, but I don’t know. I’m not sure. Nykvist, [looks down at page and reads words], Sven, he said, “it’s about the light, the enigmatic luminous energy.’ ‘One is never alone when there is light.’ I mean, wow. [Looks at the foot-candle.]
Hand: “You know, Leebor, you need to get out more. What do you want to do, direct? You need to fucking get out there and shoot, man, let some of this bullshit loose, I mean, you keep reading about this and telling me about this over and over and over, on and on. I mean, I don’t know what the fuck you’re waiting for.”

Leebor, sincerely: “There’s always more to know John.”

“So which one of you is Ingmar and which one is Sven, so I know who to pop when you fuck up my close-ups?” Sonny at the front desk. 

Sonny: “This baby’s goin’ out to caress the sweet countenance of Marisa Tomei, you sniveling fuckos, so let’s see some groveling prep.”

Leebor goes to grab the camera, continues: “I mean, every medium has its ghosts, its hauntings, but we make ‘em every single day. 
Sonny: “Gotta make ‘em donuts.” 

Leebor continues: “Film is a totem, an artifact. It’s a funeral, really, this filming, right? I mean, now is impossible, right? I mean, that’s like, that’s like trying to catch a fruit fly between your fingers. 
[Sonny spritzes himself.] 
“’Cause filming stops, it catches the now and keeps the motion and the movement of the moment, but fuck if it isn’t automatically dead once it’s in the can. Immediately an artifact, stock in a slot,… a corpse. Make tomorrow now and then when. It’s a funny process John; recording time and light and motion and sound. And what do we get in the end? 
Sonny: “I don’t know but you can smell John Huston in the Hudson tonight. It’s like the port of call of poop out there. Like the whole West side took a dump and flushed at the same time.”

Hand: “I don’t think that’s how it works, Sonny.”

Sonny: “Sorry Dr. Jeckyl, or is it Mr. Hyde?.... [Sonny looks down the hall.] Filmed any good corpses lately?” 
[Cut to scene of legs, heels clicking and echoing down an empty hallway toward them.] 

Cut back to rental room. A short boyish man in a uniform suddenly appears at the desk besides Sonny and says something in quick high-pitched gibberish, “Squirly bobble kerple, feegus feetle Harry Pulver,” and slams a package on the desk. He looks at Sonny, who’s smiling at him, and wipes his nose with his sleeve and abruptly leaves as fast as he came. 

John: “What the fuck was that?

Sonny, laughing, at what’s just transpired. 
Leebor: “Oh, that’s Jimmy, the owner’s cousin’s kid, but I call him Mylar McGuffin. He’s always leaving cool stuff around here. Like this candle. Just you watch, tomorrow we’ll find some little trinket lying around, it’s like his calling card or something. He’s a real savante.”

Sonny, still laughing: “Or real idiot.”

Lonnie’s voice breaks in over the intercom: “Hey John: Your voice lesson’s here.” 

Sonny spits sarcastically: “Voice lesson – regular sex keeps you in a pleasant voice state, that’s what he told me last time.” 

Leebor: “Historical repeaters, John, ever hear of those? Just begging to materialize in some dead zone or storm or radiometric flux. I mean this place is due. All those films heaved into the dumpster unclaimed, on ferries out to the rats at Fresh Kills or wherever, just lost, gone. [Cut to shot of empty, abandoned harbor at night, leaves blowing, rustling down the street…woosh of wind, water…Cut to shot of roof, with satellite equipment, moon in the sky…] 

Leebor: “They sent letters out, but man, directors are transient people, always on location. It’s the good, the bad, the ugly, the indifferent,… the disembodied.”

“Which one of you is John Hand?” Femme fatale enters scene.  

Sonny, leans over to her, as to confide: “He doesn’t use it nearly enough; he’s right over there milady.”
“Lisette: Pardon Sonny, but that’s Sonny, that’s Leebor over there in the philosopher’s corner.” 
“Leeeebor, I like that name. Hiya.” Chewing gum, holding a bag, bottles of wine.
Leebor, typical open faced, a bit struck with pretty girl syndrome: “Hiya.”

Scene 10:  Cut to Lisette and Hand in freight elevator, Lonnie escorting. 
Hand, cheerfully: “Top floor, sir, the penthouse suite.” He looks and smiles at Lisette, holding two plastic wine glasses in her hand, smiling back, chewing gum. Lonnie shakes his head. 

Lonnie: “Just don’t fuck around with anything up there, alright?”
Hand, smiling: “What, like wake the dead?” 

Lonnie, shakes his head: “You’re a real fuckin’ piece of work John, a real piece ‘a work.” 

[Cut to shot of security camera eye in corner of elevator, red light. Cut to security camera POV of three in the elevator. Elevator rocks to a stop. Cut back to rental room.]
Leebor: “Sonny, you know what the camera does? 
Sonny: “Make me pretty?”

Leebor: “It’s playful with the facts.” 
 Sonny, smiling: “Leebor, I did not know that.”
“I forget who said it, maybe it was, well, he was talking about the decay of fact. The viewfinder loses its objectivity once someone puts their eye behind it. I don’t think we know what an image freed of the chains of human manipulations looks like.” 
Sonny: “Marisa Tomei.”

Leebor: “What?”

Sonny: “Marisa Tomei. It looks like Marisa Tomei.”
Leebor: “Well,… I don’t know, but…”

Sonny: “Oh, it’s Marisa Tomei. C’mon Leebor, get up off your fucking ass and let’s go get some uncut NFL football and porno. Boss is hackin’ the feed. C’mon, football, porno, Sonny days, Sonny nights, my man.”

Leebor, pondering: “Do you really think it’s Marisa Tomei?”

Scene 11: 

Cut to scene of cadaver room, candles lit all around, two wine bottles open, one laying on the ground on its side with a burgundy puddle nearby. Clothes are strewn about. Lisette and Hand are entwined on the ground breathlessly wrestling, cresting into one another. 

Lisette, breathless: “This is the freakiest lay I’ve ever had.” 

“Fucking waking the dead,” Hand says gasping, a chocked off laugh. 

Scene 12: 

Cut to scene of the cage and surrounding storage area, and Sonny and Leebor. 

Focus on Sonny at the cage: “Fuck Leebor, c’mon, get over here and help me wrangle these fucking rats. Dahhhhhh!!! Fuck!..... Why does everything say ‘Munich’ on it?
Leebor: “They don’t just make good beer in Munich, Sonny. [Cut to close-up of Leebor digging in camera boxes at the other side of the room, checking out the equipment, holding it up, gazing at it, looking through the viewfinders.] They make custom ground glass, my friend, director’s canvas. 
Sonny: “Fuck!!!!” 

Leebor: “Since everything’s going digital now it’s become even more,…Oh man, look at this Microflex Super 8. A beginner’s first love. We’re sitting on a goldmine here Sonny. Here’s an old Movexoom, damn it!” [He takes it up, looking it over, lovingly, then raises it to his eye and looks through it at Sonny. Switch to POV of Sonny as shot by Leebor’s Super 8 viewfinder].
Sonny: “I’ll be exhuming your fucking dead ass to kick it again if you don’t get over here and fucking help me with this. Dahhhhh!!!!! [Sonny jumps back, whips the leg of a tripod at a scurrying rat. Jesus!!!! Brrrrhhhhh!!!! [Shakes himself.] C’mon chief, boss needs this circuit box or no tangy tatas, no sweaty, angry men running into each other.” 
Leebor strolls over toward Sonny viewing him and the cage with the Super 8. “Ground glass, Sonny, the fine wine of the meal.” 

Cut to scene of the camera on the tripod on the dolly as before. It starts to move toward Leebor as he walks toward the cage and Sonny, Leebor unaware he’s being followed. Cut to shot of security cameras and their red lights, lenses zooming in on the two men and the cage. Switch to greenish-bluish security cam POV of cameras closing in on Sonny and Leebor, dragging their patch cords behind them. 
Leebor puts down the camera beside the cage and starts to help Sonny dig through the equipment for the box.
Scene 13: Montage edits: Cut to scene of head and shoulders shot of Hand getting blown by Lisette in the Cadaver room, his back up against the silver steel of a freezer box, face woozy and flush in ecstasy almost to the point of release. The lights begin blinking in the room, he drunkenly opens his eyes a bit and smiles, head swaying from side to side, blue dead arms begin creeping over him. Enveloping his neck behind him, they go unnoticed.
Cut to scene of Harry on the roof, storm brewing, thunder and sideways wind. The moon is visible, no rain. He’s jiggering about, trying to work with the sat equipment, but struggling to keep his composure, balance, concentration on the intricate electronics work while the elements bluster around him. 
Cut to scene of Leebor and Sonny and the cage. The large camera, looming like a black elephant with a single maw or eye, closing in now on the two, perhaps lifting two legs simultaneously from its tripods like wings, about to envelope the men, and other cameras, and dollies and tripods and dragging grip, now moving slowly, shadows of their boxy shapes and circular film reels rising tall along the walls surrounding them as they move. It’s “Dawn of the Dead” style, but with the coldness of movement that is uniquely typical of technical machinery – more stealthy, smooth, mindless, inorganic and void of all but monomaniacal purpose, gliding now behind the lead camera and its prey in the cage. Thunder is heard from the outside. Cut to POV security cam shot of the scene. Lights blink on and off.
Cut to shot of Lonnie reading at his post, snoozing, the New York Post with a picture of Beyonce in the role of Ms. Frankenstein on the cover. After a few beats, a huge clap of thunder startles him, he jumps out of his seat, spilling his half-full cup of coffee on the computer bank in front of him, shorting out the security screens that monitor the building. The scenes on the screens jerk, wildly tracking out of wack, their POV scenes convulsing. Then compressing into grey points, they go black. 
Cut to shot of the bluish light of the Dracula movie still playing in the empty rental room, lights flickering.

Cut to scene of empty hallways, feature room, warehouse.
Cut to scene of harbor, a man that looks like an old John Cassavettes [or John Huston] wearing a suit and climbing wet and dead out of the water, lifting himself up onto the dock on his way toward the Movielab for revenge. 

Cut to shot of Hand’s shoes and legs slowly disappearing into the innards of the silver freezer, Lisette’s heals and legs beside him going into another box, both being dragged by grey dead hands.
 Cut back to the scene of the cage. The big lead camera converges on the two, pushing Leebor into Sonny and both further into the cage– “Hey! Watch it, woooooee, what the…” They fall crashing into the equipment, “Ahhhhhhhhh!!!!!!” Many rat noises ensue, snarling, both men scream continually, the whir of camera equipment and ratcheting of tripod legs gets louder, as if they’re feeding. Screaming, cries of agony, chains shaking, lights blinking. Blood spurts, oozes. Cage shuts, lock clasps. 
Cut to Lonnie, shot of his face looking worried at the new entrant at the building’s front, which we don’t see, only Lonnie as he becomes increasingly concerned. “Hey, hey! This is private property, get the fuck outta here man!... Oh shit. Hey what’s your fucking problem?! [Full frame shot of Lonnie’s face as his eyes open wider, and wider, until he screams in terror] oohhhhhh shiiittttttttttt, mutherfucker!!!!!!!

Cut to scene of Movielab roof, Harry putting the last touches on his rigged feed, he stands up, rising, squinting through the wind, only to be, after a beat, lit up by a rogue electrical current, his shoe caught in the circuit box, he sizzles and undulates in agony. 

Cut to scene of lights across the West Side harbor. Cut to huge burst of light as if from an old phosphorous still flash to scene of a football game, [just ad-lib and film a televised version], the meadowlands, New York Giants, crowd roaring, stadium lights blazing. Cut to the giant screen within the stadium, the screen cuts briefly to the scene of Harry dying on the rooftop, the cadaver room, the cage, the empty break room, then quickly to a scene of the lost Cassavettes film, the first version of “Shadows.” No one in the audience notices any of it, the crowd screaming for their teams, the game to begin. 

Close-up of the offensive and defensive lines about to engage, then… “Hut, hut, hike!” But just before the two lines of men make contact, in that void, there’s another huge burst of light: the bank of huge spots, the stadium lights fills up the screen with light and silence, and slowly fades to black.
Final Scene: Credits roll to Rudy Vallee’s “Orchids in the Moonlight,” and a scene in background – a choreographed, stop-action dance of the equipment in the cage, riding in the elevator, having sex in the cadaver room, filming a dead camera in a coffin, one camera with Leebor’s hat on, reading a book called “Tarkovsky and Kurosawa on Capturing the Night” in the rental room, near a candle shaped like a human brain. 
Have fun with it. 
Characters: 

Sonny, the janitor, walking around with a butcher knife (this happened yesterday) 


A dorky Ichabod Crane-ish guy-- messy hair-- big eyes, who works there-- fantasizes about what goes on on the shoots that he sends equipment out for...interesting things come back in the cases...fantasizes about being in films or making them...creepy things start to happen...interesting shots "from" the cameras that are being checked out...or in...or on the shelves... 

More characters: 

A guy who shows his muscles all the time and talks about capres and coconut spray... 

A guy whose nose is always running...and is always singing in a really high, but quiet, squeak 

A guy who wants to beat everyone up...and can bark, convincingly, like a dog 

CSC real staff and character names:

Vice President, Operations: Hardwrick Johnson [Hardwick Moon]

Lighting and Grip Rental Agent: George Harris [Harold Pulver]

Camera Department Manager: Charles Tammaro [Charles Tomorrow]

Camer Retnal agent: Tibor Sands [Leebor Grains]

Camera Rental Agent: John Clapp [John Hand]

Lighting and Grip Department Manager, Glenn Vanderlinden [Milar McGuffin] 

Camer Shop Supervisor: Kurt Schlund [

Electronic Department Supervisor: Stanley Fernandez [

Technical Support Coordinator: Philip Gosiewski [

Gordon “Gorgeous” Dickens

