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FADE IN:

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

Road passes by under the illumination of the headlights.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

NADIR’S (34) head bobs. Outside, complete darkness. He has a 
five-o-clock shadow and fuzzy hair. He wears a loosened tie 
around the collar of a wrinkled shirt.

His eyes dip, then he jolts.

His head falls. His eyes close.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Nadir’s head jolts up. His arms shoot up to grab a non-
existent wheel. He stares in front of him, confused.

He sits on a dark couch in a modern one-bedroom.

The wall-mounted TV blank.

He looks around. Rubs his hair.

A grim uncertainty comes over him. Behind his eyes, the 
gears turn.

He rises to his feet.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Nadir pulls the refrigerator door open.

NADIR’S POV

The light of the refrigerator grows blinding, sweeps by like 
the headlights of a passing car.

ANGLE ON NADIR

He wipes his eyes. Blinks. Leans down. Pulls out a bottle of 
sparkling water.

INT. PARKING GARAGE - NIGHT

Nadir pushes open the door. Stops.

ANGLE ON THE CAR

A black sedan backed in straight into a spot. A full lot.
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Nadir takes a swig of water. Approaches the car. Examines 
the exterior. Leans over to inspect the hood.

He rubs is head.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Nadir stares off into space at the four person table.

MISSY (33), waves a hand in front of his face.

MISSY
Hello.

NADIR
Sorry, what?

MISSY
Where are you at? What the fuck is 
up with you? You’ve been in lala 
land for days.

She leans back, crosses her arms.

NADIR
Uh... Listen, this is going to 
sound really... The other night, I 
was working late. I was pretty 
tired when I drove home and at some 
point... I don’t remember how I got 
home. I just kind of woke up there.

MISSY
That’s it? Really? You how many 
times I’ve woken up at home, hell, 
other people’s home and not known 
how I got there?

NADIR
But it wasn’t like a black out. 
Just like it didn’t ever happen. 
And there I was.

MISSY
Well, whatever, snap out of it. 
Either you died behind the wheel 
and this is your Jacob’s Ladder 
hallucination, or you made it home.

NADIR
Or both. Or neither.

MISSY
See what I mean. It’s pointless.
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NADIR

Whatever.

Nadir grabs his coffee cup, heads out.

Missy throws her arms up in annoyance.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Nadir stares blank at his computer.

CLOSE ON THE COMPUTER

Time in the black menu bar reads: “9:43 A.M.”

CLOSE ON NADIR

His eyes weigh heavy. His head dips. He jolts himself.

He leans his chair back, scans the row of cubicles, hops up 
out of his chair.

INT. CAR - DAY

Nadir leans his seat back. Shuts his eyes.

His head dips to the side.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

His head jolts up. Nadir awakens on the couch.

Confusion on his face. He scans the room. TV off, his work 
clothes on.

INT. PARKING GARAGE - NIGHT

Nadir circles his car with suspicion. He holds a blanket and 
pillow in his arms. He taps on the side, as if it would 
respond.

INT. CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Nadir inspects the interior. Touches his dashboard. Pops the 
sunglasses holder above the windshield.

He leans his chair back. Grabs the pillow from the passenger 
seat, puts it behind his head. He pulls the blanket over 
himself. Nestles in.
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INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Nadir shoots up from laying on the couch. He peers around, 
pleased. Ne smiles, nods.

SMASH TO BLACK.

THE END
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