
INT.  BERKELEY POETRY SLAM - NIGHT

The HOST of the Poetry Slam goes to the mic.

HOST
Next up, we got Elle.

ELLE, (27) walks up the stage. She approaches the mic, and 
just before she closes her eyes to concentrate, Elle briefly 
looks right at Arthur. She is tumult. She is passion. 

Then her eyes flash open and she is something else: 
vulnerability.

ELLE
I keep having this dream. 

The bar quiets down again. Arthur watches Elle, curious.

ELLE (CONT’D)
There’s me and my little brother. 
He can still see then.

Elle smiles a wide hopeful smile.

ELLE (CONT’D)
We’re at Mulberry Park, at the 
peak. We run around, knotted 
strings in between our fingers. Our 
kites tangle. And he asks me, “Are 
you better yet, Elle?”

Elle’s face darkens.

ELLE (CONT’D)
I don’t know what he means. Because 
better indicates a past-tense and 
when I dream, I am only present. I 
don’t go there. I can’t. 

Elle’s voice and hands shake. Arthur watches her, mesmerized.

ELLE (CONT’D)
Not now. Not yet.

Elle shakes her head to remember to be happy and smiles.

ELLE (CONT’D)
No! No, now we’re standing on the 
mount with our arms stretched out 
both ways.

She holds up her arms horizontally, pantomiming.



ELLE (CONT’D)
Left hand, Moon. Right hand, Sun. I 
tell him to rise with one and set 
with the other, that if we stand 
very still, we can feel (for the 
briefest moment) the world spinning 
under...neath our feet.

Eyes closed, Elle smiles.

ELLE (CONT’D)
Me and my brother. His eyes still 
register sight, still sparkle with 
sweet mischief. But now...

Elle’s eyes open, grow wide with terror and her whole body 
shakes.

ELLE (CONT’D)
Now, it’s night. And I can’t find 
him. I’m blinded in his place. The 
past-tense does not end where I’d 
like it. I am frightened. Because I 
can hear him call my name. I hear 
him scream, “Elle!” 

Arthur looks shaken, his eyes begin to fill with tears.

ELLE (CONT’D)
And suddenly we're back in that 
house. And the only thing between 
Bill and my little brother is a 
belt and the only thing between 
Bill and the concept of father is a 
single word--foster--and neither is 
enough to rescue him this time...

(beat)
...or the next.

Arthur bows over. Elle closes her eyes, her face eases.

ELLE (CONT’D)
Then...then the dream resets. 

(smiling)
For a second, he can see again. 
We’re here at Mulberry Park, flying 
kites, laughing, falling with 
stars. I can pretend this is my 
present tense.

Arthur looks up. Elle opens her eyes, tears down her face.
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ELLE (CONT’D)
My little brother says, “are you 
better yet, Elle?” And this time, I 
understand. I look at him...

(whispering)
...and smile.

Elle hesitates at the mic, smiling the saddest smile. Then 
she takes a step back into shadow and the audience erupts 
into frenzied APPLAUSE. Some stand up, CLAPPING. Arthur just 
sits there, shaken. He blinks and clears his eyes.
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