
EXT.  STREET - NIGHT

Arthur walks ahead of Elle. She pulls him by his arm.

ELLE
Hey. Wait a second.

Arthur keeps walking.

ELLE (CONT’D)
I just had to say it, alright? My 
poems aren’t confessions like 
yours.

ARTHUR
Just drop it.

Elle catches up to Arthur, demanding to understand.

ELLE
What’s your problem?

ARTHUR
My...?

Arthur shakes his head disbelieving. He stops to look at her. 

ARTHUR (CONT’D)
My problem? What the fuck was that, 
Elle?

ELLE
A new poem. What do you want?

ARTHUR
Yeah, but what was it? That guy you 
were writing about...he wasn’t me. 
That was some fucking fictional 
character you came up with.

Arthur keeps walking, Elle on his heels, wanting to explain. 

ELLE
Parts were you. Parts were fiction.

ARTHUR
Yeah. I gathered.

ELLE
What? Were you expecting a blow-by-
blow about us?



ARTHUR
(laughing bitterly)

How...how do you do that?

Arthur stops and looks Elle in the eye. They are both 
infuriated.

ELLE
What?!

ARTHUR
Lie to people! Manipulate them like 
that? You go up there on stage, you 
look people in the eye and you tell 
a story. A story that isn’t yours. 
How do you live with yourself?

Elle steps right into Arthur’s face, red with rage.

ELLE
Excuse me! Since when is poetry 
journalism? I didn’t sign some 
fucking contract, promising to tell 
the truth.

ARTHUR
So that’s what you tell yourself.

(sarcastic)
It’s about “emotional truth”, isn’t 
it?

ELLE
You know what, Arthur? At least I’m 
brave enough to go up there. To say 
something! 

ARTHUR
You are so full of shit, Elle!

Arthur turns to walk away. Elle explodes.

ELLE
Hey! Motherfucker!

He stops, turns back around.

ELLE (CONT’D)
That’s how you’re gonna leave?

ARTHUR
What do you want from me?

Elle takes a step toward Arthur. They stare at each other, 
fuming, breathing heavily. 
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ELLE
You’re fucking weak. You know that?

He shakes his head, turns around and begins to walk away. 
Enraged, Elle punches him hard in the shoulder. Arthur spins 
around and throws her against the wall of the alleyway.

They kiss violently. They rip each others clothes off. She 
hits him and rips at him, kissing. 
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