











The Diary





(Screenplay by Ronald Dondiego)




















Ext.  Afternoon.  A sunny day in Central Park





It is a beautiful sunny afternoon in spring in Central Park.  It is the middle of the week and there are a few people meandering down the shadowy lanes of the West Side of the park.  Leslie and her friend Josie are walking together along the side of the lane the skirts The Sheep Meadow, when they see an old beggar lying alone on one of the park benches.  He is a thin man dressed in ragged clothes and it is quite obvious that he had been homeless for quite sometime.  Leslie and Josie are both 15 years old and from well to do liberal families from the Upper West Side of Manhattan.





Leslie:  Look Josie!  A homeless man.





Josie:  What should we do?





They stand in front of the bench, simply gazing in puzzlement.  





Leslie:  Do you have any money?  Maybe we can give him some money for food or something.





Josie:  Maybe we should call 911.





Leslie:  They’ll just bring him to a shelter or a hospital.





Josie:  So, like isn’t that the right thing to do?





Leslie:  (Moving closer to the homeless man)  He doesn’t seem to be breathing.





Josie:  Maybe he’s drunk.





Leslie walks over to the man and holds his wrist for a couple of seconds.





Leslie:  Oh, my God!  He’s dead.





Josie:  You must be kidding.





Leslie:  (Frantic)  I’m telling you he’s dead.  Call 911!  Now!





Josie: OK.





Josie dials 911 on her cell phone.





Josie:  Hello?  911?  There’s a dead man here in Central Park.  Where?  On the West Side near the Sheep Meadow.  Hurry, send an ambulance.  Right, in the Park, not on the street.  He’s dead.  Who is he?  How should I know?  He’s dead.  Get it?  He’s just dead.





Leslie:  They’re all such idiots.  What did they say?





Josie:  They said stay put and that an ambulance is on the way.





Leslie:  (Tearing)  He doesn’t need an ambulance.  He needs a mortician.  Oh, this is awful, just awful.





Josie:  I know... And we were having such a fun day.





								Cut To











Ext.  Afternoon.  8th Avenue





An ambulance from Saint Luke’s Hospital is plowing its way through the midday traffic.  It’s lights flashing.  It’s siren wailing.  We catch a quick glimpse of the driver’s face from the Ext. perspective.  (A close up)  His eyes are wild and glaring.  He looks as if he might be on drugs.  The cars traveling up 8th Avenue are obstinate.  They keep posing obstacles that the driver must navigate around.  It’s matinee traffic, and it’s a living nightmare.





								Cut To











Ext.  Afternoon.  The same park bench





The ambulance has pulled up to the park bench.  The Emergency Medical Technicians are feverishly trying to revive the dead men.  Two Police cars also pull up and are getting out of their cars.





Leslie:  (a little off to the side now)  The fuzz are here.





Josie:  The Police.





Leslie:  Whatever?





One of the Cops walks over to Leslie and questions her.





Cop:  What happened?





Leslie:  I saw this man lying on the bench.  I thought he was just a homeless man, but when I walked over to him and felt his pulse I realized that he was dead.





Cop:  Do you have any medical training.





Leslie:  Not too much.  But any jerk can take a pulse.  And he doesn’t have one.





Josie:  I called 911.





Cop:  That was a smart thing to do.





Leslie:  What else could she have done?





Cop:  Not much else.  She did the right thing.





Leslie:  (Watching the EMT’s loading him into the back of the ambulance)  I guess he’s not going to be alright.





Then Leslie sees a small notebook fall out of the man’s pocket.  She seems to be the only person at the scene that notices this little anomaly.  She doesn’t say anything about it... Just watches as the ambulance takes off and the cops get into their cars to help make way for their exit from the park.





Josie:  (Feeling a bit numb)  What do you think will happen to him?





Leslie:  Probably get a quick prayer and a ride to Potter’s Field.





Josie:  What’s that.





Leslie:  That’s where they bury the dead when they’re broke.





Josie:  I read that Mozart was buried in a kind of Potter’s Field.





Leslie:  Yes, it’s sad.  Geniuses often die broke.





Now Leslie walks over to the notebook lying beside the bench where the dead homeless man was found.  She picks it up and puts it in her pocket.





Josie:  What’s that?





Leslie:  How should I know?  Seems to be a notebook.  It fell out of his pocket.  I guess the EMT’s and the Cops didn’t notice it.





Josie:  Shouldn’t you turn it in?





Leslie:  I want to read it.  It’s probably just the ranting of a lunatic.  I could use it in a psych paper for school.





Josie:  You know something, Leslie, you’re weird.





Leslie:  (Sadly)  If this weren’t such a sad day I’d laugh.





Now the two friends walk out of frame.





								Cut To











Int.  Late Afternoon.  Lobby





Leslie walks into the plush lobby of her apartment house on Central Park West, where Andre, the doorman, greets her.





Andre:  Hi, Leslie.





Leslie:  Oh, hi Andre.





Andre:  What’s wrong?  You look like you’ve seen a ghost.





Leslie:  Oh, worse than that.  Josie and me discovered a dead body lying on a bench in the park.





Andre:  Really?  Was he killed?





Leslie:  I doubt it.  He was just a dead homeless man.  What more can I say?  We called for help and they took him away to Saint Luke’s.





Andre:  How sad.





Leslie:  Did you see my mother?





Andre:  I believe she came in about an hour ago.





Leslie:  Too bad, I was hoping to avoid her.





Andre:  You should try to get some rest.  I’m sure that you must be feeling rather upset.





Leslie:  Yes, Andre.  Thanks.





Leslie turns and heads for the elevator, where she waits impatiently for the doors to open.  Finally, the elevator arrives and she enters in, glancing behind her as if she’s being followed.  Then she lightly touches the edge of the diary in the pocket of her sweater.  





								Cut To











Int.  Late Afternoon.  Leslie’s Apartment





As Leslie enters into her apartment she sees her mother, Lena, who is busy preparing dinner.





Leslie:  Hi, mom.  I’m home.





Lena:  Oh, my little darling.  I’m preparing such a beautiful dinner for us.





Leslie:  We eat beautiful dinners, while homeless people starve to death on park benches.





Lena:  What a morose thought.  What’s wrong?





Leslie:  Josie and I found a dead man lying on a park bench.





Lena:  That’s terrible.





Leslie:  It was.





Lena:  What did you do?





Leslie:  We called 911.  What else?





Lena:  You must be feeling awful.





Leslie:  Right.  So I’ll skip dinner and the inevitable wait for a father who never arrives in time to eat with us.  





Lena:  You know that your father is going through a difficult time at work.  Sales are down since 9/11.  The City’s economy is in tatters.





Leslie:  We all wish 9/11 didn’t happen.  We all wish people weren’t getting killed all over the world.  But shit happens.  





Lena:  Don’t curse.





Leslie:  Sorry mom... Just got carried away.  I’m going into my room.  I need to be alone for awhile.  You do understand, don’t you?





Lena:  Of course, you can eat later.  I’ll leave a dish for you in the frig. 





Leslie:  Thanks mom.





Lena seems to want to embrace her daughter but she refrains.  There is an obvious coldness between them, a lack of intimacy that belies problems that have existed between them for many years.  So Leslie walks through the foyer past the dinning room and straight into her bedroom, closing the door behind her.





								Cut To











Int.  Twilight.  Leslie’s Room





Leslie is sitting at her desk close to a large window that over looks the park.  The sun is fading and the light of dusk envelops the park like the colors of an impressionistic painting by Claude Monet.  She is pouring over the pages of the dead man’s diary.





Leslie:  (Reading) V/O  My name is David Cohen.  You who are reading these pages have obviously discovered my corpse.  I am a magician of sorts.  I can cast spells with words, secret words.  Incantations.  





I am an escapee from Bellevue.  A delusional paranoid.  I murdered my wife accidentally when I discovered her in bed with my best friend.  It was, to say the least, a bloody affair.  I went insane and killed them both.  I then tried to kill myself but found the revolver I had used to murder my wife and my best friend was empty.  I passed out.  Why?  I guess I always had a weak stomach when it came to the sight of blood.  Believe it or not, I was a pacifist.  I was found to be mentally insane and spent twenty some odd years in Bellevue.  I don’t remember that much about my stay there.  And I don’t know why I was released to wander the streets as a homeless man.  It was like being trapped in a never ending nightmare.  It’s a horrible place, Bellevue.  I remember screaming.  I remember staring at walls for days.  Then I recall having left my body for days on end.  I visited other realms of mentation, other ages.  I became frozen and rigid for years.  No one thought I could move, but when I was alone I moved around my padded cell unimpeded by the restrictions of the asylum.  There is freedom; yes, even behind closed walls and prison fences.  Right Leslie?





Leslie:  (Shocked)  Oh, my God!





From the living room Lena hears Leslie’s cry.





Lena:  (Shouting)  V/O  Leslie?!  Are you OK?





Leslie:  (Shouting back)  Yes, mom.  I’m fine.





Leslie:  (Whispering to herself)  Incredible, this is just so weird.





Now Leslie turns to a blank page in the diary and reads: Your mother is a slut and your father is a whore master!





Leslie swoons.





								Fade Out To Black











Int.  Afternoon.  A Coffee Shop			Fade In





Leslie is sitting at a booth opposite Josie, trying to explain the strange writing that appeared magically in the homeless man’s diary.





Josie:  Are you sure?  I mean, that is just so weird.





Leslie:  I know.  I fainted when I read it.  But it’s true.  My mother and father have had a marriage of convenience for years.





Josie:  But how would the diary know that?  It’s just an inanimate object.  Or is it?





Leslie:  And how did he know that I would find his diary?  Clearly, it was intended for my eyes only.





Josie:  Maybe it’s a voodoo curse.  I’ve read about stuff like that.





Leslie:  So have I.  But this is something different.





Josie:  Let’s check it out.  Do you have it with you?





Leslie:  (Taking it out of her handbag.  She flicks through the pages and looks aghast)  You’re not gonna believe anything I’ve just told you.  Look!





Leslie extends the diary for Josie’s perusal.





Josie:  It’s blank.





Leslie:  (Frantic)  So now you don’t believe me?





Josie:  I do.  But obviously it’s something that’s meant just for you.  





Leslie:  (Growing pale)  I think I’m going to be sick.





								Cut To











Int.  Afternoon.  The coffee shop’s bathroom





Leslie is throwing up, her arms wrapped around a toilet bowl, and Josie is holding her head.  





Josie:  You’ll be OK.  Trust me.  You’ll be OK.





Leslie:  God, I feel like dropping dead.





								Cut To











Int.  Night.  Lena and Harry’s Bedroom





Lena and Harry are lying in their separate beds discussing the psychological problems of their daughter.  Harry is in good shape for his age (about fifty) and Lena looks sexy in her nightgown.  Harry is reading the Wall Street Journal and Lena is flicking through the pages of vogue.  The lamp lights of their bedroom give off a vague, opaque glow, yet the room is lighted well enough for us to see them distinctly.  The camera shots switch from face to face as they speak; they range from medium shots to close ups to longer shots whenever distance between the characters is implied by their dialogue.





Lena:  (Yawning)  I simply don’t know what to do about her.  She stays locked up in her room reading.  





Harry:  She’s going through teen angst.





Lena:  That’s just a cliche term for confused.





Harry:  You have obviously forgotten what you were like at her age.





Lena:  No, I haven’t.  And that’s what worries me.  I was a hippy with wild notions of liberating the world from oppressive capitalist pigs.  Now I’m one myself.





Harry:  The war ended and Nixon proved himself to be smarter than the rest of us.





Lena:  Yes, he understood the many lures and traps of money.





Harry:  We live for the buck.  What else is there?  Enlightenment?





Lena:  Our daughter is part of the MTV generation, whatever that means.





Harry:  I hate the appalling stereo typing of our youth.  I hate the left and I despise the right.  So now I make a living and say to hell with politics.  That’s what our people always did... Politics are what got us thrown into the death camps.





Lena:  You’ve become cynical.





Harry:  That’s very true.





Lena:  So what can we do about Leslie?





Harry:  Does she have a boyfriend?





Lena:  Not since Joey.





Harry:  He was a good kid.  Why didn’t you like him?





Lena:  I wanted something better for Leslie.  Joey didn’t have a brain, and besides, he was from the wrong side of the tracks.





Harry:  (Pondering)  I can’t communicate with her.  She shut me out years ago.





Lena:  I think that she secretly despises both of us.





Harry:  So I’ve noticed.





Lena:  What will we do?





Harry:  Let’s just give her space... It’s our way.





Lena:  (Shutting off her lamp)  I suppose.





Harry ignores her and sighs a bit as he turns another page of the Wall Street Journal.  But there is a shadow of worry upon his wrinkled brow.  And he sighs to relieve some of the tension he feels.





								Cut To











Int.  Night.  Leslie’s Room





Leslie is absorbed in the homeless man’s diary, a morbid expression is upon her face as she reads aloud to herself.


Leslie:  (Reading at her desk)  I am the demon Asteroth.  I come from the fiery pits of hell.  I rage inside the minds of the demented.  I am entering you slowly.  But with my fire I bring ecstasy!  Union with the dark ones, the ones that were before time began.  God is a useless being, a fairy tale that was told on nights when we drew close to the earth.  Behold!  Our endless legions of infinite suffering.





With this Leslie’s room bursts into a chamber of horrors, where flames shoot out of the eyes of thousands of disfigured faces.  Scenes from concentration camps unfold; pits full of corpses; the hideous laughter of the Nazi Guards as they shove bodies into burning ovens.  Alive!  While the grim reaper resurrects the specter of new regime somewhere in the dead fields of an indefinite future.





Leslie:  (Screams)  Leave me alone!





Her parents burst into her room to find her collapsed on the floor in a pool of sweat.  





Lena:  (Turning to her husband)  Quick.  Call Doctor Schwartz.  He’ll know what to do.





Harry:  I’m right on it.





We see Harry running through the foyer from the P.O.V. of Leslie, who is only now starting to come to her senses, so the shot is blurred to heighten this effect.





Leslie:  (Looking up into her mother’s eyes)  Mom, what happened?  I saw such horrible things.





Lena:  Don’t worry.  Daddy is calling Doctor Schwartz.





Leslie:  Mom, I don’t need a doctor, I need an exorcist!





								Cut To











Int.  Midday   Dr. Schwartz’s office





Leslie’s parents are sitting across from Dr. Schwartz.  The good Doctor is shaking his head as he speaks.





Dr. Schwartz:  Your daughter is becoming hopelessly paranoid.  Her delusions have taken on a reality of their own.





Harry:  She’s never had these problems before.





Dr. Schwartz:  They have been known to manifest all of a sudden and without much warning.





Lena:  She’s always been somewhat of a loner and an outsider.





Dr. Schwartz:  She’s far beyond that know.





Lena:  What shall we do?





Dr. Schwartz:  Send her to Shady Lane, if you can afford it.  Perhaps she’ll respond to psycho-tropic drugs and therapy.





Harry:  I insist, my daughter’s not crazy.





Dr. Schwartz:  Denial of her problems will not make them go away.  Your daughter is sick, very sick.





Lena:  (Rising)  Harry, let’s go.  I’ve heard enough.





Dr. Schwartz:  You asked me for my professional opinion.  





Harry:  Right.  And it’s not worth shit... Just like those degrees you have hanging on your wall (Points to Dr. Schwartz’s many degrees) aren’t worth shit!





Lena:  Our daughter is not insane.  She’s confused.





Leslie’s parents storm out of Dr. Schwartz’s office.  The Doctor just looks at them judiciously as they slam the door behind them.





								Cut To











Ext.  Afternoon.  Central Park Lake





Two kids are playing by the lake in Central Park.  They see something strange floating.  It slowly drifts towards them as if my magic.  It is the bloated corpse of Leslie.  The kids call their mother.





Lisa:  (A twelve year old girl)  Mom!  There’s something strange in the lake.





Mother:  (Comes running over to them)  Oh, my God!  It’s a body.





Harold:  (An eight year old boy)  It’s a girl, mom, and she’s dead.





Mother:  (Dialing 911)  This is an emergency.  A body is floating her in the lake in Central Park.





Operator: V/O  Is it on the West Side of the park?





Mother:  Yes, but how did you know?





Operator:  I’ll call EMS right away.





Now it dawns on the women that there have been a wild spree of murders and suicides in the area.  But mostly they had seemed unrelated.  And know knew if they were crimes are perhaps just a reaction to all the terrorist activities that were presently going on around the city.





The Ambulance arrives promptly along with the police.  They busy themselves with fishing the corpse out of the lake.





Mother:  Quick children let’s get out of here.





As the EMT’s pull Leslie’s corpse out of the lake a diary falls out of Leslie’s pocket.  But no one seems to notice, only the camera picks it up through a Close Up shot.  They load Leslies corpse onto a stretcher than into the back of the Ambulance.  The family of three look on from a distance.





Then, suddenly, the little boy runs away from his mother back to the side of the lake and picks up the diary and furtively stuffs into his pocket.





Mother:  (Yelling)  Come on Harold!  Let’s go!





Harold:  OK!  





								Fade Out 














Ext.  Twilight.  West 81st Street				Fade In





The family of three are walking home.  Harold is smiling.  For some strange reason he takes a perverse delight in having found something that was meant for him in the first place.  








The End
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