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FADE IN:

A door opens, revealing--

EXT. DOORWAY #1 - DAY

ALISTAIR (47) is on the other side, very presentable: nice
suit, tie and hair carefully combed. A welcoming smile on
his face and a wrapped up present in his hand.

ALISTAIR
I understand you're angry.

EXT. DOORWAY #2 - DAY

Alistair in similar position, with same welcoming smile.

ALISTAIR
It was a terrible mistake.

EXT. DOORWAY #3 - DAY

Alistair again, smiling.

ALISTAIR
It will never happen again.

SCREEN SPLITS IN THREE: all three scenes at once. In each of
them, Alistair offers a different present to the camera.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
Please accept this heartfelt apology.

EXT. MODEST HOUSE - DAY

Alistair shuts the door of his car and walks to the house.

Painted on the car, the slogan "To herr is uman. Geese out
the sincerest apology. Apologeese -  Professional Services".
The logo: a goose picking up the "H" with its beak while
another one pushes "Uman" apart from "Herr".

Alistair nods to an OLD LADY (75) in the garden next house.

He knocks. Footsteps inside, running.

KAREN (39) opens the door, dressed nicely for a romantic
night, excited, joy bursting from her face. It turns to
disappointment when she sees Alistair.

(CONTINUED)



ALISTAIR
Karen Turner? I'm Alistair, from--

KAREN
He's not coming, is he?

ALISTAIR
I'm afraid not, but he's really sor--

Karen slams the door in his face. Alistair is not disturbed.
He continues talking through the door, with a positive
attitude and a friendly tone.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
You have every right to be upset, but
Larry wants you to know how much he
regrets not being with you tonight.

no reply( )
Come out, please. I have not one, but
two very special gifts from him.

KAREN (O.S.)
If it's more cheap chocolates, you
can throw them in the toilet. That's
where they usually end up anyway.

ALISTAIR
EWWWW!( )

What's wrong with chocolates? I eat
them all the time.

KAREN (O.S.)
I'm allergic.

Alistair considers one of the presents in his hand.

KAREN (O.S.) (cont'd)
I must have told Larry a dozen times,
but he just never listens. As usual.

ALISTAIR
No, no, of course he listens. No
chocolates, I promise.

Alistair casually throws the box over the fence.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
I know what you mean. Chocolates are
such a used up cliche. But I assure
you: I'm a pro, I'd never make such
basic mistake.

The Old Lady on the other side of the fence groans in pain.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
2.



ALISTAIR (cont'd)
Come on, open up. A personalized
apology from a professional? What can
be more romantic than that?

OLD LADY (O.S.)
Beatrix, it finally happened. My
Ralph sent me a present. From heaven.

Karen remains silent. Only her breathing is audible.

ALISTAIR
Okay, I'll leave. You know, it's not
easy to be vulnerable and put to
words how you feel. At least Larry
tried to find a way to express
himself and it pains me not to be
able to help. Anyway, happy birthday.

Alistair is making his way to his car when the door opens.

KAREN
I'm sorry, that was rude. Slamming
the door in your face.

ALISTAIR
That's actually one of the nicest
things I had ever thrown in my face.

Karen chuckles, disarmed by his playfulness.

KAREN
You said something about presents?

ALISTAIR
Yes, I did. Unfortunately I-- uh--
left one of them at the office.

OLD LADY (O.S.)
Sweet angel, tastes like heaven too.

Alistair offers her a tiny wrapped up box.

KAREN
I should stop telling Larry that size
doesn't matter.

ALISTAIR
Would you rather another box of
chocolates?

Karen snatches the box from Alistair's hand. She starts
unwrapping it slowly, uninterested.

(CONTINUED)
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ALISTAIR (cont'd)
It represents your past and future.

KAREN
Fut-- is he finally leaving his wife?

She tears apart the paper eagerly, suddenly excited.

ALISTAIR
His wife?

A sudden panic in Alistair's face. He tries to take the
present away from Karen, but Karen assumes he's trying to
help and passes him the torn wrapping paper instead.

It's a heart-shaped paperweight with the inscription: "Thank
you for 30 wonderful years together. To 130 more".

KAREN
What is this?

ALISTAIR
One of the hardest things anyone has
ever thrown in my face.

KAREN
Is he dumping me? On my birthday?

ALISTAIR
No no no no. There's been a mistake.
A misunderstanding. I thought you
were his wife.

KAREN
Oh, God, this is so humiliating.

ALISTAIR
No. No. You did nothing wrong.

KAREN
I'm sleeping with a married man.

Alistair can't disagree with her. Karen sits on the porch.

KAREN (cont'd)
What am I doing with my life? When
did I become this desperate?

ALISTAIR
When did I become this naive? If it
makes you feel any better, I chose
the present. He kept bringing up how
wonderful his wife was. I assumed--

(CONTINUED)
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She fulminates him with a gaze. He's not helping.

KAREN
He's never going to marry me, is he?

ALISTAIR
Probably not but why would you want
to be married to a man like him?

KAREN
I'm thirty-eight.

ALISTAIR
Thirty-nine. It's your birthday.

Karen is shocked by his bluntness.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
My aunt got married at fifty three.

Karen gasps in horror.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
My point is: you don't need Larry.
You're a beautiful, successful woman,
with so much in your life already.

KAREN
Like what?

ALISTAIR
Well, your art gallery, your family
in Mexico, the football team. Most
goals in the league? Impressive.

Karen looks at him as if he just told her pigs could fly.

KAREN
Did Larry tell you all that?

Alistair nods, doubtful. He knows what's coming.

KAREN (cont'd)
'Course he did. I do work at an art
gallery. Cleaning toilets. My only
family is my brother. He's in jail.
In Mexico. And the soccer team?
Sacked, last week. For having most
goals in the league. Conceded. Oh
God, I should just kill myself.

Alistair produces a chocolate bar from his pocket and offers
her. She doesn't quite understand the jest.

(CONTINUED)
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ALISTAIR
You're allergic, right?

It does little to cheer her up, but it's a start.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
Listen, that feeling of helplessness,
that this is what your life will be
until the day you die, I've been
there. But it does go away, if you do
something about it. Travel, open a
new business, start dating again.
Worked for me and I've never been
happier. Maybe that's all you need: a
new start. As scary as that may be.

Karen stares at her feet.

ALISTAIR (cont'd)
Hey, I didn't say it was easy. But at
least you get to choose your own
sweets. Maybe waffles next time.

KAREN
Can't have the gluten.

Both chuckle. An accomplice look. Then it gets awkward.

ALISTAIR
Well, I should go. Will you be okay?

KAREN
Yeah. Thanks. Listening to whiny,
pathetic women old enough to know
better is probably not part of your
job description.

ALISTAIR
Don't worry, I'll charge Larry
accordingly.

points to the gift( )
Want me to take that with me?

KAREN
Nah, I don't think slamming the door
in Larry's face will be enough.

ALISTAIR
Well, make sure it hurts.

hands her a business(
card)

You can always apologize later.
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EXT. QUIET NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

A minivan parks is front of the house.

LARRY (52), overly tanned and too much grease in his hair,
comes out of the car with, of course, a box of chocolates.

He looks himself in the mirror, unbuttons his shirt, and
nudges his hair to the left. As if that makes a difference.

EXT. MODEST HOUSE - DAY

As Larry walks to the house, he sees the Old Lady walking
around in circles, on her lawn, staring at the sky.

Larry knocks. Checks his breath. Puts a mint in his mouth.

Knocks again. No response.

Larry lifts a flower vase, but there's nothing under it. He
knocks the vase over and spills the contents on the floor.

Larry is putting the soil back in the vase when the door
opens, revealing a pair of legs wrapped up in a female robe.

LARRY
Sorry, babe, bit of trouble here.
Nice garb. What do you say we keep it
off for the next hour or two?

ALISTAIR
I don't think my clients would be
very comfortable with that.

It's Alistair, wearing one of Karen's robes. Karen is right
behind him, wearing a nightgown.

Larry does the math. The chocolate box falls on the floor.

LARRY
Baby-- how-- how could you do this to
me? Him? What about us? I love you.

Alistair pops Larry's own box of chocolates right in front
of his face.

ALISTAIR
I'm terribly sorry, sir. Please
accept our heartfelt apologies.

CUT TO BLACK
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