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FADE | N:
I NT. - LI VING ROOM -- EARLY EVEN NG

SUSIE, a thin, lanky girl with sharp features and |inp

hair tied |loosely on the top of her head, sits hunched

over in the corner of this tiny, crowded room She is
seated at an old art table, one of two that are squeezed

al ong the back wall of this converted living room studio
space that also (barely) contains various m smatched pi eces
of threadbare furniture and an anci ent floor nodel

tel evi si on.

Susi e selects a pen fromher art bin, which is perched
dubi ously upon the arm of the adjacent sofa, and nakes a
nunber of careful marks on the page of the comc strip she
is drawi ng. She straightens, |ooking over what she has

j ust done, and | aughs openly at the hunor of the strip.

JEFF, a classically attractive, well-built young man who
has a | ook of the star athlete froma M dwestern high
school, sneaks awkwardly into the living room carrying a
bottl e of chanmpagne. He hits his knee on the coffee table
and produces a nuted yelp. Susie fails to notice, too
involved in her work. Jeff manages to get right up behind
Susie's chair before she becones aware of his presence.

JEFF
Sur pri se!
SUSI E
(startled)
Aaaaah!!!
JEFF
Ch, baby. I'msorry. You alright?

Jeff leans in to kiss Susie on the cheek but she rises
abruptly from her seat and brushes past himinto the center
of the room

SUSI E
Damm it, Jeff. What's wong with
you?

JEFF

(feigning innocence)
What ever do you nean?

SUSI E
Come on, you know the code: You
never bother an artist while they're

i nki ng.

JEFF
Qooh, big shot. I'msorry if |
interrupted the great "ah-tiste".
But. ..

(sarcastically)
Hm don't you have to be paid for
your art before you can cal
yoursel f that ?



SUSI E
Hey! Low bl ow

JEFF
(with a smle)
Aren't you nore |ike a professional
hobbyi st ?

SUSI E
Keep those gl oves up, m ster!

She playfully smacks hi macross the shoul ders as Jeff cowers
in fake terror.

SUSI E ( CONT' D)
You'll see, I'"'mgoing to get ny
shot .

She turns to wal k back toward her draw ng table but Jeff
stops her by grabbing her by the arm

JEFF
Speaki ng of shots...W've got cause
to cel ebrate.

Susie finally notices the bottle of chanpagne in Jeff's
hands. She |looks into Jeff's face, on the verge of an
expl osi on of excitenent.

SUSI E
Fant agr aphi cs?

JEFF
Yep.

SUSI E

Ch ny God. GCh ny God. Oh ny CGod.

Susie falls into a brief screamng fit of happi ness. Jeff
pi cks her up and swi ngs her around, setting her down on
their ratty couch. He produces a fol ded envel ope fromthe
back pocket of his jeans. Susie's eyes fix on Jeff's as
she settles herself on the couch, quivering fromexcitenent.
He unfurls the letter and begins to read it as if it was a
procl amation to the town.

JEFF
"Dear M. Bower.

SUSI E
Oh.

Susi e's face darkens. She | ooks down and begins to play
wi th her ragged cuticles as Jeff talks.

JEFF
"On behal f of Fantagraphics
Publishing Inc. | would like to

invite you in for a neeting so
that we can di scuss your future
wi th our conpany.™



3.

Jeff looks up fromthe letter at Susie with a big grin on
his face. Susie offers up a weak smle in return.

JEFF ( CONT' D)
And the letter is signed by M.
Sinmons himself. He's like M.
Fant agr aphi cs. Doesn't that fucking
rock?

SUSI E
Sure honey, that's great.

JEFF
Oh, jeez. This neeting is schedul ed
for tonorrow? They sure took
they're sweet ass tinme getting
this too ne.

Jeff starts to pace back and forth across the | ength of
the room He is too absorbed in hinmself to notice the
pai ned | ook on Susie's face.

JEFF ( CONT' D)
Well, whatever. At least I'm
finally getting some recognition

over there. | deserve it, right?
Ri ght ?
SUSI E
Oh, oh, yeah. Right.
JEFF
| nmean, |'m basically draw ng that

whol e Space Robot Avengers thing
by nyself, but do I get credit?
No. | do all the work and that

| ush signs his nanme, all because
he's sone "l egend” of the comc
world. Legend ny ass. Maybe if
he ate a breath mint every once in
a while.

Jeff sits down on the couch next to Susie w thout once
| ooking at her. He taps his foot repeatedly and stares
strai ght ahead.

JEFF ( CONT' D)

(essentially to

hi nmsel f)
They' ve got to be giving nme nmy own
book. What el se woul d they want
totalk to nme about? | nean,
t hey' ve got to know what a great
talent | am They woul dn't want
to | ose ne.

| NT. - BATHROOM - - NI GHT

Susi e | eans over the chi pped porcelain sink as she stares
intensely at her face reflected in the bathroommrror.

Her eyes glisten as she rubs her eyes, alnost willing tears
not to appear in them



JEFF (O S.)
VWhat's going on in there? Your
chanpagne is getting flat! You
better drink this. | paid fifteen
bucks for this stuff, y' know

SUSI E
Chill out. I'mfinishing up in
her e.

I NT. -LI'VING ROOM -- NI GHT (LATER)

Jeff is splayed out on the sofa, obviously drunk. He
clutches the enpty chanpagne bottle close to his face while
Susi e | ooks on. It becones obvious that Susie has had
considerably less to drink that Jeff.

Susi e reaches over and pokes Jeff gently in the knee.

SUSI E
Jeff? Jeff, you still awake?

JEFF
(slurred)
Hm Wsat? Wat'd you say?

SUSI E
| asked if you were still awake.

JEFF
Ch.  Umm
(thinks for a second)
Yes. Yes, | am

SUSI E
Good. | want to talk to you about
somet hi ng.

JEFF
Hmph, what is it, sweetbotton?

Jeff curls up next to Susie on the couch and nuzzles his
head i nto her shoul der.

SUSI E

(takes a deep breath)
Well, this is hard to admt, but
I"'ma little jeal ous of your
success. And. . Ch, | feel so
stupid asking this. .Do you think
you could talk ne up over at
Fant agr aphi cs or sonet hi ng?

JEFF
Hm?? Oh, yeah sure.

SUSI E
You woul d? Really? It wouldn't
be too nuch of an inposition?



JEFF

Nah. Besides, they'l|l probably

give ne a secretary if | get ny
own book. It mght as well be ny
cute, cute, cute girl. You' re soo

cute, sweetheart. Just as cute as

your little draw ngs.

SUSI E
Little draw ngs?

JEFF

You know, those stupid little cats

and shit you draw.

SUSI E
Oh.

JEFF

But, so, yeah, you shouldn't be

j eal ous, y'know, because you're ny
woman. You're the woman behind
the man. My wonman behind ny man.

Jeff snuggles in closer and drops off to sleep, sti

hol di ng the enpty chanpagne bottl e.

il
Susie sits with her

eyes wi de open, staring into the distance.

I NT. -KITCHEN -- MORNI NG

Susi e, wapped in an oversized kinono-|ike robe, stands at
the stove, idly pushing eggs around in a heated skillet.
Jeff appears in the doorway dressed in a blue blazer and
khaki pants. He looks like a frat boy heading off to neet

sonme poor girl's parents.

JEFF
How do | | ook?
SUSI E
(col dly)
Nice. | guess.
JEFF

Just nice?

Jeff looks into the mrror on the wall and arranges errant

pi eces of his over-gelled hair.

JEFF ( CONT' D)

| thought | | ooked pretty fucking

dapper.

Susi e shrugs her shoul ders and says not hi ng.

JEFF ( CONT' D)

Well, gotta go lock this deal up.
Oh, shoot. \Were's ny portfolio?
They' re gonna wanna | ook at that

before the neeting.
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Jeff finishes with his hair and noves to adjusting his
tie.

JEFF ( CONT' D)
Get to know ny real talents. Not
just that Space Robot shit. Do
you know where | stashed it, hon?

SUSI E
Unhh, it mght be in the |aundry
roonf

Jeff exits. As soon as he is gone Susie pulls his portfolio
out froma cabinet and lays it on the kitchen counter.

She then runs into the living roomand grabs the conmc

t hat she had been working on the previous day. After giving
the strip a quick once over, Susie stuffs it inwith Jeff's
work. Jeff walks in just as Susie finishes zipping up the
portfolio.

SUSI E ( CONT' D)
Uhh, | found it!

JEFF
Aww, t hanks babe.

Jeff kisses Susie on the cheek and snmacks her on the butt.

JEFF ( CONT' D)
Catch ya | ater.

Jeff stops for a second and | ooks over his shoul der at
back at Susi e.

JEFF ( CONT' D)
Hey, Sooze. Maybe while |I'mthere
"1l put in a good word for you.
Maybe get you in as ny colorist.
How s that sound?

SUSI E
G eat.

Jeff leaves. Susie stands for a nonent at the counter,

t hi nki ng. She noves back over to the stove, renoves the
frying pan fromthe burner, and dunps the uneaten eggs

into the trash. She takes the soiled pan and places it in
the sink. Suddenly, Susie unties the knot at her wai st

and throws off her robe, to reveal a very sharp busi ness-
like skirt suit. She hurriedly rakes her fingers through
her unruly hair as she secures her own portfolio and rushes
out the door.

CUT TO
EXT. - FANTAGRAPHI CS OFFI CE BUI LDI NG -- CONTI NUQUS
Susie's car speeds into the parking |ot and screeches to a

halt in the nearest space. Susie exits the car and nakes
a swft beeline toward the entrance to the buil ding.



| NT. - EXECUTI VE OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER

MR. SI MONS, a high-powered executive in a very pricy suit,
stands behind his [ush mahogany desk | ooking at Jeff sitting
across from him

MR, SI MONS
Vell, Jeff mboy. Let's see, how
| ong have you been hel ping us out
her e?

JEFF
Al nost a year, sir.

MR, SI MONS

Al nbst a year. Yes, that's quite
a while. Long enough that | thought
| had you figured out.

JEFF
"' m not sure what you nean, sir.

MR, SI MONS
Well, | was | ooking at your
portfolio here and, frankly, I'ma

little surprised.

JEFF
Uhh, about what ?

MR.  SI MONS
Just when did you becone in the
habit of acting as an agent to
unsolicited artists?

JEFF
VWhat ?!

CUT TGO
I NT. - FANTAGRAPHI CS GROUND FLOOR LOBBY -- CONTI NUQUS

Susi e scurries through the | obby and punches the button
for the el evator.

| NT. - EXECUTI VE OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

MR SI MONS
This strip here, by a Mss. . Susie
Whodward. You don't know anyt hi ng
about it?

JEFF
OCh, that's just one of ny
girlfriend s dunb draw ngs.
don't know how that got in there.
Sorry about the m sunderstandi ng.
| certainly didn't intend for you
to see any of that stuff.

MR SI MONS
Ch, don't worry. | love it!



JEFF
You what ?
MR SI MONS
Love it! It's hilarious. "Fuzzy

Wizzy Cute Com c Creatures"? Wat
a funny idea. Do you have any

i dea what her price would be to do
a whol e book based on these
characters?

JEFF
" msorry, what?

MR.  SI MONS
Don't beat around the bush with ne
young man. | want to speak to

this Susie girl as soon possible.
This stuff is hot. Just what people
are buying these days!

M. Sinmons wal ks around his desk to where Jeff is sitting
and grabs himby the shoulder and | eads himto the door to
the waiting room

I NT. -WAI TI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Just as Jeff and M. Sinons energe fromthe office, Jeff
coll ects hinself enough to speak.

JEFF
M. Sinons! M. Sinmons, wait!
VWhat about ne?

MR.  SI MONS
Huh?

JEFF
What about ne? Wasn't there
sonet hing you wanted to talk to nme
about ?

MR, SI MONS
VWhat? OCh, yes. W' re canceling
Space Robot Avengers. Just not
selling anynore. But, don't worry,
we've a nice little severance
package for you

M. Sinmons utters this last word as the el evator doors
open and Susi e conmes bursting out.

JEFF
Susi e!

SUSI E
Jef f.

JEFF

Susi e, what are you.



MR SI MONS
Susi e? Susie Wodward?
SUSI E
Yes.
MR, SI MONS
You're just the girl | want to
see. Loved your comc. Has great
potential. Just conme into ny office

and we can tal k about where this
project is going.

SUSI E
Real | y! Ckay!

Susie enters the office and M. Sinons cl oses the door,
| eaving Jeff alone in the waiting room save for the

secretary.

SUSIE (O S.) (CONT' D
What about Jeff? Should we just
| eave hi mout there?

MR SIMONS (O S.)
Oh, I"'msure we can get himin on
this, maybe as a col ori st!

Jeff sinks down into the waiting roomcouch, dejected.
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