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INT. SCREENING ROOM - DAY

HARRIS sits with AVERY and JACK as his new film, Imitations 
of an Echo is screened to a film festival audience. Avery is 
seated between Jack and Harris. Harris is seated at the end 
of a row. Every seat in the screening room is occupied. 

As the flickering lights from the screen faintly light the 
dark screening room, Harris, Avery and Jack sit watching the 
film from the front row of the theatre, Avery and Jack watch 
the screen with beaming smiles, and Harris with a slouched 
posture, looking tired, and half asleep.  

A sad and slow piece of orchestral music begins to bellow out 
from the screen. Avery starts to get excited. She leans over 
to Jack, and whispers.

AVERY
Here comes my big moment.

The film on the screen cuts to a big close-up of Avery, in 
character. 

AVERY (V.O.)
(character on screen)

And so, it has come to this -- The 
moment where my heart would fly as 
a bird, then drop, as a dying 
autumn leaf -- For my love is a 
weak thread, in an otherwise 
perfect world. 

The music becomes even louder, as members of the audience 
begin to audibly chuckle and giggle. Harris begins to limply 
lean forward in his seat, his eyes slowly closing. Avery 
grabs Jack’s hand, her eyes fixed by her on-screen 
performance.

AVERY
A star is born.

Suddenly, a camera flash goes off beside Harris, alerting 
him, and causing him to jump back in his seat. Avery looks to 
Harris. Harris looks around.

AVERY (CONT’D)
What was that?

HARRIS
I don’t know. A camera flash, I 
think.

AVERY
Idiots.



Avery looks back to the screen. Harris investigates his 
surrounding area, but sees nothing of concern, so also looks 
forward towards the screen. Harris then folds his arms, looks 
down to his watch, and slowly yawns.  

INT. BACKSTAGE WAITING ROOM - DAY

HARRIS and JACK are in a backstage waiting area filled only 
by a small, round coffee table, which Jack is seated at. 
Harris, looking extremely tired, quickly paces the room.

JACK
Harris, just sit down for a moment. 
-- It’s an interview, you just 
answer questions. Besides, Avery 
will be out there with you.

HARRIS
That’s supposed to make me less 
nervous? -- I can’t stand that 
spoiled brat of an actress. She 
just wants attention.

JACK
I know, she’s very hard to deal 
with. I can’t stand her either. But 
listen... she’s young, she sells, 
she attracts, she brings in the 
audiences. That’s what we need.

Harris stops pacing and leans his head against a wall.  

HARRIS
I just want them to like it. I want 
them to take me seriously. 

Jack rolls his eyes, stands up, and walks over to Harris, 
placing one hand on his shoulder. 

JACK
And they will like it, because it’s 
a great film. I’m telling you. -- 
But, remember, we’re also here to 
find a distributor. So put on your 
happy, enthusiastic face, and just 
don’t do anything stupid. Easy 
enough, right?   

Jack smiles at Harris. Harris looks on nervously at Jack. 
Suddenly, a STAGE TECHNICIAN enters the room, holding a 
clipboard, and addressing Jack.   
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STAGE TECHNICIAN
Harris Day?

JACK
No, I’m Jack, the film’s producer.

Jack roughly pats and shakes Harris’s shoulder. 

HARRIS
This man right here is who you’re 
looking for.

Harris stands looking timid and awkward.

STAGE TECHNICIAN
Mr. Day?

HARRIS
Yes.

STAGE TECHNICIAN
This way please.

The stage technician leaves the room. Jack smiles and signs a 
double thumbs up towards Harris. Harris, looking unimpressed, 
then also leaves the room. 

Jack grabs his bag on the other side of the room, then begins 
to walk towards the door, but as he reaches it, AVERY storms 
in, panting, out of breath, and looking very angry.

JACK
Avery? You’re supposed to be on 
stage in, what, two minutes? 

AVERY
I know, I know, but... hold on.

Avery bends down, recovering her breath.

JACK
OK, take your time. What is it?

Avery stands back up, then takes out her phone.

AVERY
Just look.

Avery quickly strolls her finger across her phone, presses 
the screen several times, then hands it to Jack. Jack takes 
Avery’s phone, and looks at the screen.

JACK
What’s this?
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On the phone’s screen, is a photo of Harris, asleep at the 
film screening. In the photo, Harris’s head is dropped and 
his eyes are closed. In the background of the photo, is the 
cinema screen, while Imitations of an Echo plays to its 
audience. The photo has been taken while a big, close-up of 
Avery, in character, is on screen. 

AVERY
That idiot fell asleep during a 
screening of his own film. Not that 
I even care about him, but he did 
it during my big moment.

Jack seems immediately concerned. 

JACK
Who sent you this?

AVERY
I don’t know, it’s on Twitter. 
Jack, it already has 6,000 
retweets.  

Jack stands with his mouth open, speechless. 

AVERY (CONT’D)
I’ll kill him.

Avery snatches her phone from Jack and starts to head towards 
the door. Jack grabs Avery’s arm and holds her back.

JACK
No, please, don’t do that. I can 
fix this. Just please, try to keep 
calm.

AVERY
What will people think? That I send 
people to sleep because I’m a bad 
actress. 

JACK
Now, listen. I know he’s very hard 
to work with, he is. But, you’re a 
great actress. OK? A great one.

Avery smiles and flicks her hair back.

JACK (CONT’D)
But right now, if we want this film 
to bag a distributor, to have 
millions around the world see your 
great work. 

(MORE)
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Then we have to laugh this off, not 
mention anything to Harris, and 
above all, keep calm.   

Avery closes her eyes, then begins to breathe deeply. Avery 
takes Jack’s hand.

AVERY
OK. But only for you, Jack. -- I’m 
glad I have someone I can trust.  

Avery and Jack stare smiling at each other for a moment. They 
slowly move closer together, until Avery leans in, and softly 
kisses Jack on the lips. Jack becomes paralysed with shock.

INT. FILM THEATER BACKSTAGE - DAY

HARRIS waits backstage at the film theatre. The STAGE 
TECHNICIAN stands next to Harris, listening into a head-set 
device.    

STAGE TECHNICIAN
OK, twenty seconds until you’re on.

Harris nervously looks around.

HARRIS
(to himself)

Where the hell is she?

Harris looks back around towards the stage, while using his 
collar to wipe a patch of sweat off his forehead. Suddenly, 
AVERY appears standing next to Harris, sternly looking 
forward, and ignoring Harris completely. 

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Oh, great. She finally decides to 
show up.

Avery remains expressionless, still ignoring Harris. 

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Well? Where the hell have you been? 
-- Hello?

Avery does nothing. Harris begins to laugh.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Wow, OK. -- If only you were this 
quiet on set. I might have actually 
enjoyed working with you.

JACK (CONT’D)
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Avery looks sharply at Harris, her mouth wide open. The stage 
technician quickly looks back towards Harris and Avery. 

STAGE TECHNICIAN
Good. You’re both here. -- On you 
go, quickly now. 

Harris walks out onto the theatre stage, Avery follows. 

INT. FILM THEATRE STAGE - DAY 

A huge audience begins to loudly cheer as HARRIS and AVERY 
walk onto the stage, filled with three chairs, positioned 
closely together. 

IRIS, a film journalist and interviewer, waits in the centre 
of the stage as Harris and Avery approach her. Harris and 
Avery shake hands with Iris. Harris and Iris then sit down as 
Avery stands waving and bowing to the audience, her hand on 
her heart as she wipes away a non-existing tear from her eye.   

After one last bow, Avery walks over to her seat, pulling it 
an inch away from Harris, and sits down. Harris discreetly 
rolls his eyes and shakes his head towards Avery.

The crowd’s cheers slowly die down to silence.

IRIS
Hello to everyone, and welco...

Avery loudly interrupts. 

AVERY
Could I just say... that I am so 
happy to be graced by such a 
beautiful audience today. Am I 
right, guys?

The crowd begins to cheer once more. Avery starts to wave and 
blow kisses towards the audience. A wolf-whistle is heard 
from the audience, which Avery laughs at. Harris glances 
angrily towards Avery as the cheering dies down once more. 

IRIS
As I was saying. Hello to everyone, 
my name is Iris, and welcome to 
this interview with the director 
and star of the new film Imitations 
of an Echo. 

(MORE)
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I’m joined today by director Harris 
Day, who some of you might know 
from last year at the festival 
where his first film, Midnight, won 
the prize for best film.

Harris proudly nods and smiles.

IRIS (CONT’D)
I'm also joined by the leading star 
of the film, the newcomer, Avery... 
I’m sorry Avery, what’s your second 
name? I don’t have it here.

Avery leans forward.

AVERY
Oh. I don’t have one. I’m like 
Madonna... or Hitler.

Harris immediately slaps the palm of his hand to his head. 
The crowd begins to quietly laugh and chuckle.  

AVERY (CONT’D)
What? What did I say?

Harris leans his head against his hand.

HARRIS
(to Iris)

Can we just move on, please?

IRIS
Err, yes. -- Now, we are going to 
move on to the formal interview in 
just a moment. But first, does 
anyone here in the audience have 
any starting questions about the 
film for either Harris or... Avery? 

A few hands are raised in the audience. Iris points to a man 
seated towards the back, who stands up.

IRIS (CONT’D)
Yes. You, sir?

AUDIENCE MEMBER ONE
Yes. My question is for the very 
beautiful Avery. -- Will you go out 
with me?

Avery begins to giggle.

IRIS (CONT'D)
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IRIS
Sit down, sir. Please stop wasting 
our time. -- Does anyone have a 
question about the actual film? 

A few hands lower, but some remain raised. Iris points to 
another man seated towards the front of the audience. 

IRIS (CONT’D)
You, sir, at the front?

FRITZ, a small, German man, quickly and proudly stands up.

FRITZ
Well, first of all, I am a big fan 
of your films Mr. Harris Day. And, 
I think... they are fantastic. -- 
The best ever made.

There is a pause.

IRIS
And your question?

FRITZ
No. I have no question.

Fritz slowly and quietly sits down. Suddenly, ALFONSO, an 
Italian man seated in the middle of the audience stands up, 
and shouts out.

ALFONSO
Alfonso Conti reporting for Gossip 
GotYa. -- Mr. Day, do you have any 
comments on the photo of you 
currently spreading across online 
social media platforms? 

IRIS
OK, if nobody wants to ask about 
the film, then no more quest...

Harris sits up.

HARRIS
(to Alfonso)

Wait. Slow down. What photo?

Avery becomes concerned.

AVERY
It’s nothing.
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ALFONSO
This morning, a photo of yourself 
appeared online. This photo shows 
you, sleeping during the first 
screening of your new film, 
Imitations of an Echo, at the 
moment that Ms. Avery here is 
giving her final climatic speech.  

HARRIS
That’s a lie.

ALFONSO
The photo, as we speak, has been 
retweeted over 11,000 times on 
Twitter.

Harris becomes visibly annoyed. 

HARRIS
And who’s the creep that took it?

ALFONSO
Well... actually Mr. Day, I am.

HARRIS
I don’t care. -- You’re just a 
parasite. It’s nothing but 
worthless gossip. Let us 
professionals make the art. You 
just waste your time with your 
silly photo that no one cares 
about.

ALFONSO
Clearly Mr. Day, 11,000 people 
care.

Alfonso looks down at his phone.

ALFONSO (CONT’D)
Hold on, make that 13,000.

Harris notices audience members pulling out their phones.

HARRIS
(to audience)

What’s wrong with you. Put your 
phones away. We’re here to discuss 
art.

ALFONSO
You really think that people care 
about “art” Mr. Day? 

(MORE)
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-- No, no, that’s just something 
that makes us feel intelligent, 
like we’re better than everyone 
else, a boost for our self-esteem.   

Alfonso holds up his phone with Harris’s photo on its screen.

ALFONSO (CONT’D)
This is what we really feed on. 
Seeing people like you embarrass 
themselves. That’s art.

Avery leans over to Harris.

AVERY
Harris, let’s just move on and 
forget about this.

HARRIS
Oh, you’re talking to me now are 
you? I bet you're really enjoying 
this. -- You know what? I think you 
just care about yourself. You just 
care about your spoilt brat 
celebrity persona, and no one else. 

A call from the audience.

AUDIENCE MEMBER TWO
Leave her alone, you asshole.

Harris’s anger increases as he addresses Avery.

HARRIS
Well, it looks like my career is 
ruined. So now it’s your turn.

Harris stands up and calls to the audience.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Hey everyone, here’s a little piece 
of gossip for you all. Do you want 
to know what really sent me to 
sleep during the screening?

Harris quickly points to Avery.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Her poor acting. She’s terrible. -- 
The only reason she’s even in the 
film is so that we sell more 
tickets. That’s the only reason 
she’s ever in anything, because all 
of you love to see her body.  

ALFONSO (CONT'D)
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Avery grabs a glass of water from the floor next to her 
chair, stands up, and walks forward to Harris, who is faced 
towards the audience, with his back towards her.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
And another thing. If I have to --

Avery pours the glass of water over Harris’s head, drenching 
his head and face. The audience become excited with 
hysterical laughter, cheering, and applause. Camera phones 
begin to flash from the audience. Avery storms off stage.  

HARRIS (CONT’D)
Bloody actors.

Harris, dripping with water, walks off the stage in the same 
direction as Avery. Iris sits alone looking completely 
shocked.

IRIS
OK... that went well.

INT. FILM THEATER BACKSTAGE - DAY 

HARRIS stands backstage, his head dripping with water. He is 
handed a towel by a member of the stage crew, which he uses 
to wipe his head and face. Harris is quickly approached by a 
frustrated looking JACK. 

JACK
Where the hell is she?

Harris looks to Jack.

HARRIS
I don’t know. Off somewhere feeling 
sorry for herself?

JACK
That could not have gone any worse. 

HARRIS
Yeah. Well, it’s her fault. 

JACK
It’s the fault of both of you.

Harris continues to wipe his head.

JACK (CONT’D)
You have to find her.
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HARRIS
No, Jack. I --

JACK
Do you want a distributor attached 
to this film?

Harris pauses.

HARRIS
Of course I do.

JACK
Then here’s what’s going to happen. 
You’re going to find Avery. You’re 
going to become best of friends. 
And then, you’re both going to 
publicly and sincerely apologize 
for what you just did. -- I have a 
lot of my personal money invested 
in this film, and will not be happy 
if it ends up wasted. I have a wife 
and kids to think about here. Do 
you understand? 

Harris nods his head.

HARRIS
Yeah.

JACK
Find her, quickly.

Harris begins to walk away, but is momentarily stopped by 
Jack’s voice.

JACK (CONT’D)
Oh, and Harris? -- Well done on 
your newest internet sensation. A 
video of our Avery drenching you 
with water, live on stage. It now 
has even more retweets than your 
first stunt.   

Jack walks away, leaving Harris to blankly stare into space. 

INT. FESTIVAL HALL BAR - DAY

HARRIS walks around a dimly lit bar at the back of the main 
festival hall. Harris searches the tables, before spotting 
AVERY in the distance, sitting on a stool at the main bar, 
surrounded by a GROUP OF TALL, MUSCULAR MEN.   
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HARRIS
(to himself)

Typical.

Harris begins to walk towards Avery, but is stopped by a 
passing male FAN.

FAN  
Dude. You’re Harris Day. Man, I 
love your film.

Harris smiles.

HARRIS
Why thank you, sir.

FAN 
Yeah, I love the part where that 
woman tips the water over you. Man, 
so funny.

Harris’s shoulders drop.

HARRIS
I’m sorry, I think you have me 
mixed up with someone else.

Harris walks away from the man, and towards Avery, but Avery 
spots Harris, and begins to shout in a drunken voice. Avery 
points to Harris, alerting the group of men sitting with her.

AVERY
There he is, the one I told you 
about. He publicly bullied and 
embarrassed me.

The group of men stand up and walk towards Harris. Harris 
takes a step back.

HARRIS
Look guys, she’s drunk, she doesn’t 
know what she’s saying. -- I'm 
going to need her to come with me.

Harris takes a step towards Avery, but one of the men places 
his hand on Harris’s chest, stopping him.

MAN ONE
Hey, why don’t you pick on someone 
your own size? -- Bullying people 
just to protect your pretentious 
films. 
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HARRIS
Hold on, you don’t know anything 
about me.

MAN TWO
We know that you enjoy picking on 
innocent women.

HARRIS
Who even are you? Preying on 
vulnerable women at bars. Just get 
the hell out of my way.

Harris barges one of the men out of his way, knocking the 
contents of his drink out of its glass, and onto the man’s 
chest. The man aggressively grabs Harris with both hands.

MAN ONE
Such a tough guy, aren't you?

HARRIS
Well, look at you. A desperate 
bachelor boy, out to score lonely 
women with your fake charm and your 
ugly, bulging muscles. 

The man becomes extremely annoyed. 

MAN ONE
OK, that’s it.

The man removes one hand from Harris, and uses it to punch 
him square in the nose, knocking Harris back, and causing him 
to fly over a table, landing flat on the floor.

MAN ONE (CONT’D)
Asshole.

A group of security staff call out to the men.

SECURITY OFFICER
Hey, you.

The group of men become nervous.

MAN TWO
Let’s get out of here.

The group quickly runs off, out of the bar, followed by a few 
staff security officers, who chase them. Avery stands above 
Harris, who rolls around in pain on the floor. 
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AVERY
Well, I hope you’ve learnt a 
valuable lesson. 

Avery flicks her hair, and walks off into the distance, 
leaving the bar area. A group of people crowd around Harris 
on the floor, but instead of helping him, they take out their 
phones, and begin to take photos of Harris.

Suddenly, FRITZ pushes himself pass the crowd, stops beside 
Harris, and kneels down next to him.

FRITZ
OK, OK, ladies and gentlemen, I am 
a doctor, give him some room.

Fritz leans Harris up to a sitting position. Harris’s nose is 
bleeding badly. 

FRITZ (CONT’D)
OK, you come with me.

Fritz wraps Harris’s arm over his shoulder, then pulls Harris 
up to a standing position. The crowd of people still take 
photos, but eventually disband. Fritz helps Harris over to a 
small table in a far, dark corner of the bar, and sits him on 
a chair.

FRITZ (CONT’D)
Wait here, please.

Fritz walks over to the main bar area, returning a few 
seconds later with some tissues and an ice pack, which he 
then hands to Harris.

FRITZ (CONT’D)
Wipe the blood with these, and 
then, place this over the area of 
your nose.

Harris wipes his nose and places the ice pack over his face.

HARRIS
Are you really a doctor?

FRITZ
Absolutely not.

Harris takes a closer look at Fritz.

HARRIS
You were at the interview earlier, 
right? You asked a question, only, 
you didn’t actually ask anything.
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Fritz happily nods his head. 

FRITZ
Correct. My name is Fritz, nice to 
meet you.

Fritz quickly extends his hand towards Harris, which Harris 
shakes, while looking confused. 

HARRIS
Yes. Well, thanks for helping me 
out. I appreciate it, but I can’t 
stay here for long.

FRITZ
No, no, the pleasure is all mine.

HARRIS
Err... OK. 

Fritz begins to rummage around in a bag below the table. Out 
from the bag, Fritz pulls a big, blue folder, filled with 
hundreds of sheets of paper, which he slams down onto the 
table. Harris looks on at Fritz, concerned.  

HARRIS (CONT’D)
What’s this?

FRITZ
Mr. Harris Day. I am a huge fan of 
your new film, Reflections of a 
Noise, and I --

HARRIS
You mean, Imitations of an Echo?

FRITZ
Sorry?

Harris pauses, seeming frustrated. 

HARRIS
Look, don’t worry. Can you just get 
to the point? I’m trying to look 
for someone and don’t have much 
time.

Fritz continues.

FRITZ
I would like for you to read some 
of my ideas for your next film.

Fritz lightly pats his blue folder.
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FRITZ (CONT’D)
We will go to Hollywood, and make 
more money than we dream of. 

Harris quickly stands up, leaving his bloody tissues and ice 
pack on the table.

HARRIS
OK -- I’m sorry, I can’t do that. I 
really must go now. Thanks for your 
help anyway.

Harris begins to walk out of the bar area, but Fritz quickly 
follows Harris, shouting to him, while waving around his big, 
blue folder. 

FRITZ
No, Mr. Harris? Please, listen.

Harris and Fritz exit the bar area.

INT. MAIN FESTIVAL FOYER - DAY   

HARRIS leaves the bar and walks out into the main foyer of 
the festival, in which hundreds of people are walking around. 
FRITZ quickly runs after Harris, calling to him.

FRITZ
Mr. Harris, I am a big fan. Please 
would you take a look at my many 
film ideas and scripts.

HARRIS
Please, I’m very busy and don’t 
have time for this. Leave me alone.

Passers-by begin to look at Harris and Fritz as they shout to 
each other. Some people pull out their phones to take photos.

While quickly walking along, Harris and Fritz pass a 
remembrance memorial for previous winners of the festival who 
have passed away, which is filled with cards and flowers. 
Fritz reaches Harris and grabs his arm, stopping him from 
walking away.

FRITZ
Please, my buddy. I just want you 
to --

HARRIS
I am not your buddy.
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Harris lightly shoves Fritz’s hand from his arm, but in doing 
so, pushes Fritz back, causing him to trip and fall into the 
remembrance memorial. As Fritz lands onto the memorial, his 
body knocks over and crushes flowers, cards, photos of 
families, and drawings by young children for lost family 
members. 

Harris stops and pauses with his mouth wide open as every 
person in the entire foyer looks directly at him. Fritz 
clumsily rolls around in the memories and tributes for a 
moment, before sitting up and pointing to Harris. 

FRITZ
This man has assaulted me. Someone 
arrest him.

Harris stares blankly into the distance as passers-by film 
and photograph him from cameras and phones. 

Harris notices JACK and AVERY, staring at him from a 
distance. Avery covering her mouth, while in fits of 
laughter, and Jack staring sternly at Harris, while slowly 
and disappointedly shaking his head. 

INT. FESTIVAL HALL BAR - DAY

HARRIS sits alone with a drink at the back of the bar area, 
looking depressed, his head down and resting against his arm. 
As Harris stares sadly into empty space, he hears the voice 
of ALFONSO speaking to him. 

ALFONSO
Mind if I join you, sir?

Harris looks up to see Alfonso, before raising his shoulders. 

HARRIS
If you want. I’m just hiding.

Alfonso sits down at the table.

ALFONSO
I heard about your film. It was 
banned from the festival?

HARRIS
Yeah, that’s right. On the count of 
the director’s bad behavior. 

Harris gently shakes his head.
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ALFONSO
Mr. Day. -- I’m sorry if what I did 
-- 

HARRIS
No, I made the mistake. Imagine we 
all had photos taken of us during 
our darkest moments... we’d all 
look deeply troubled. -- Do you 
want to know why I really fell 
asleep?

Alfonso stares sadly at Harris.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
It’s because I stayed up all night 
worrying about what people would 
think of the film. I wanted them to 
see me as a real artist, but all I 
really did was alienate everyone 
around me and embarrass myself. -- 
I don’t even think the film is very 
good.

ALFONSO
But, on the internet you’re now a 
celebrity.

Harris nods his head.

HARRIS
Yeah, but what does that prove? I 
guess that’s the problem. We’d 
rather concentrate on the people 
quickly being entertaining than the 
ones slowly finding ways to express 
themselves. -- Excuse me, I have to 
let my colleagues know that I'm 
going home.  

Harris finishes his drink, slowly stands up, and with his 
head down and hands in his pockets, walks out of the bar 
area. As Harris does this, Alfonso keeps quiet, and watches 
Harris carefully.

INT. BACKSTAGE CORRIDOR - DAY 

Harris walks down an empty backstage corridor of the festival 
hall, filled with meeting rooms, quickly looking into each of 
the rooms as he passes. Harris passes one of the rooms to 
hear faint giggling sounds from behind its closed door. 
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HARRIS
(to himself)

Avery?

Harris stops, walks towards the door, and gently pushes it 
open by a few centimeters. Harris peers into the open gap to 
see AVERY and JACK, sitting on a desk in the centre of the 
room, kissing passionately. Harris pauses for a moment, in 
shock, his mouth wide open.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
(to himself)

They want some gossip? I’ll give 
them some gossip. Film exclusive, 
young actress involved in affair 
with her married producer.

Harris slowly places his hand in his coat pocket, taking out 
his phone, which he then holds up to the crack in the door, 
using his phone camera to photograph Jack and Avery in the 
room.

Harris walks away from the door, and leans against the 
corridor wall, staring at the photo of Avery and Jack on his 
phone. Harris logs on to Twitter, and uploads the photo, but 
is then presented with two photo options, a green button that 
says, “post photo” and a red button that says, “delete 
photo”.

Harris hovers his thumb over the “post photo” button, pausing 
in deep and concentrated thought. Harris looks up, sighs and 
lightly shakes his head. After a few moments, Harris looks 
back down to his phone, which is still on the same page.

HARRIS (CONT’D)
(to himself)

I guess it’s not about the mistakes 
you make anymore, it’s about who’s 
there to capture them.

Harris quickly presses the red “delete photo” button on his 
phone screen, which makes the photo of Avery and Jack vanish. 
Harris places his phone back into his pocket, laughs to 
himself, then walks off, into the distance of the straight 
and narrow corridor.

CUT TO BLACK:
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