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FADE IN:
INT.CLINIC ROOM —- DAY

Tight close-up of Tom's face. He's asleep. Gradually, he
wakens, but his eyes remain closed; his expressions indicate
first, that he feels awful, and next, that he regrets
partying so hard last night. Then his eyes open - not with
a sudden and full awareness, but slowly, as if it's a
struggle to gain consciousness, to gain lucidity; his
confused and uncertain expression reveals the awareness that
he wasn't partying last night - was he?

Shot widens as he takes in the fact that he's not lying in
his own bed. He's in what looks like a hospital bed. He
begins to get alarmed, more so because he can't quite
remember -

Shot widens further as he looks to his right and sees

medical monitoring equipment. He jerks slightly, as if
attempting to move, to sit up, but the reflex travels no
further than his chest. Nor does the shot. Just as he

opens his mouth to call "Nurse!" or something, Dr. Anders
strides in. She begins to check various monitors.
TOM
What happ-
He breaks off as he focuses on her - and recognizes her.

TOM (CONT'D)
I remember you — last night - did we

He frowns. That wouldn't explain why he's here.

TOM (CONT'D)
We had a drink...

He grapples with his inability to remember, and then with
the implications of his inability to remember.

TOM (CONT'D)
Did you put - did you -

He tries to wrap his head around the possibility of having
been slipped the so-called 'date rape' drug and - ?

DR. ANDERS
No.

She considers this more fully.



DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)

(said ambiguously so
it makes sense of
our later discovery
that she didn't rape
him, but in a way
'impregnated him;
she certainly did
something to his
body without his
consent)

Not exactly.

Tom continues to struggle as awareness creeps back
incrementally.

TOM
Wait a minute - you're not a nurse -
you said you were a doctor.

DR. ANDERS
I am a doctor.

TOM
(with anxiety)
What did you -

He looks in vain at his body, completely covered by the
bedding, then appears to be trying to try to take an
internal inventory.

TOM (CONT'D)
(beginning to panic
and struggling
without success to
sit up)
What did you take from me?

DR. ANDERS
Calm down. Relax. We didn't take
anything.
Beat.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
On the contrary, we gave you -

Shot includes the length of the bed as he now sees that his
wrists are cuffed to the bedrails.

TOM
What the hell - why am I -

He becomes hysterical.



TOM (CONT'D)
What the hell are you doing to me?

Dr. Anders calmly injects what is presumably a sedative into
his IV line. He slumps into unconsciousness. Blackout.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

Tom is asleep. Full view of him in bed on his back, arms to
the side under covers, hands visible and still tied to the
bedrails. We see the right side of the room, as before,

full of medical equipment. He awakes. And roars.
TOM
NURSE!! SOMEONE!! HELP!!

Dr. Anders walks in.

TOM (CONT'D)
I demand that you undo these

restraints.
DR. ANDERS
(mildly)
Are you in a position to make
demands?

Seething, he considers. And concedes.

TOM
I - I'd like to see a lawyer.

DR. ANDERS
But you don't even know yet what -

TOM
I know I'm here - in this -
situation against my will. I

didn't agree to
(he gestures wvaguely
with his head)
whatever -

DR. ANDERS
You were agreeable enough Friday
night.

TOM
(through clenched
teeth)
Not to this.



She shrugs. Minor distinction. He tries again.

TOM (CONT'D)
I do not consent to this.

She nods, conceding. But as if she's won the point. She
starts to leave.

TOM (CONT'D)
Wait a minute! You aren't going to
undo these?

DR. ANDERS
Not yet. We're concerned you might
—  hurt yourself.

TOM
Why would I -

He suddenly sees that a tube, suggestive of an umbilical
cord, leads from his midsection out from under the covers to
— he looks at the curtain that we now see is on his left.
He sees that the tube goes through it to to something.

TOM (CONT'D)
Oh my god. What have you done?
What have you done to me??

He becomes hysterical again. Dr. Anders administers a

sedative again. He falls back, helpless. Blackout.
INT. CLINIC ROOM ——- DAY
As before. Tom in bed, medical equipment at one side, a

bedside table on the other side on it are a phone, a
pitcher of water, and a glass; a small plastic bag hangs on
the drawer handle and a dividing curtain.

Tom wakes, to find Dr. Anders checking his monitoring
equipment, perhaps making some small adjustments.

TOM
Get away from me! If you ever touch
me again without my permission, I'll
kill you!

Dr. Anders proceeds immediately to touch Tom, as she checks
his pulse and blood pressure.



DR. ANDERS
Look, there's really no need to be
upset. The procedure went very
well.

She checks the tube in his side.

TOM
What procedure? What have you done
to me?

She stops her examination now and gives Tom her full
attention.

DR. ANDERS
Something wonderful. Tom, you're
giving someone life.

She pauses, then dramatically pulls back the curtain on his
left, to reveal a man in a bed similar to Tom's, also with a
bank of medical equipment, indicating life.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
Without you, Simon would die.

She nods at Simon, still unconscious, lying in the bed.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
This is Simon. Simon Arture. Have
you heard of him?

Tom is speechless with confusion and frustration.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
No? He's a world-famous violinist.
And he has - he had a fatal kidney
disease. But now, thanks to you,
he'll be completely cured.

TOM
What are you talking about?

DR. ANDERS
It's a simple procedure really, I
won't bother you with the details.
Basically, i1f the connection is
maintained for nine months, not only
will the effects of the disease be
reversed, the disease itself will
have disappeared. He'll live!

TOM
What connec -



It suddenly occurs to him to follow the tube from his
midsection - and he sees that it disappears under the covers
at Simon's mid-section.

TOM (CONT'D)
What kind of joke -

DR. ANDERS
Oh I wouldn't kid around about
something like this.

TOM
I'm -

He suddenly backtracks to something she said.

TOM (CONT'D)
You expect me to stay like this for
nine months?
(he's 1livid)
No fucking way!

He struggles against the cuffs with all his post-surgery
strength.

TOM (CONT'D)
(bellowing)
TAKE OFF THESE CUFES!

She stands, arms folded, as he rages against the restraints.
Eventually, he's spent.

TOM (CONT'D)

Please. Look, I understand you're
trying to do something good here,
saving this guy's life and all, but
I - I can't be here like this for
nine months. TI'll lose my Jjob.

(beat)
This is simply not something I'm
prepared to do.

He suddenly turns off the calm and rational approach.

TOM (CONT'D)
(in a tightly wound
voice with barely
concealed threat)
Take off these cuffs!

Totally not responding to his tone of voice or his threat,
which is, of course, completely empty.



DR. ANDERS
I'm sorry, Tom, I can't do that.
It's for your own good, really.
We're afraid you'll get hysterical -

TOM
(getting hysterical)
Hysterical?

DR. ANDERS
- and disconnect.

TOM
You're damn right I will!

A beat.

DR. ANDERS
Didn't you hear what I said? If you
disconnect, Simon will die. You'll
be killing him. Are you a murderer?
Tom? Do you want to kill him?

Tom is silent. Then he breaks into a rage again, screaming.

Dr. Anders administers a sedative, Tom falls back into
unconsciousness. Blackout.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

We now see the full room which includes a television mounted
in the upper corner of the room, a chair, closer to Tom's
bed than to Simon's, and a window.

Tom wakes, glances over at Simon, who remains unconscious.
Dr. Anders strides in.

DR. ANDERS
Good morning, Tom. How are you
feeling?

He glares at her.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
I know this has been quite an
emotional shock, Tom, but I'm hoping
you're past the I don't want end up
sedating you every time we have a
conversation.

His first words are, again, a yell.



TOM
Then you shouldn't've-

DR. ANDERS
Tom, enough with the tantrums.

TOM
Tantrums?

DR. ANDERS
Yes. This is getting old, Tom.

He's flabbergasted. She's been so professional, even cold,
to now. Plus, tantrums??

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
The sooner you accept the situation,
the better. Grow up. Face reality.

TOM
Grow up? Beat. Face reality?
Beat.
DR. ANDERS
If you can do that, I'd like to undo
the restraints. But I need your
word that you won't do anything
ill-considered. You obviously have
a choice to make. I just hope
you'll give it some thought. You do
understand that if you disconnect,
Simon will die, yes?
TOM
(tightly)
Yes. I get that.
A beat.

TOM (CONT'D)
And it's a helluva choice. How dare
you put me in this position!

DR. ANDERS
I recognize it can be difficult for
some.

Tom glares at her - what an understatement.
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TOM
Suppose I do decide to what happens
to me? If that thing gets
disconnected.

DR. ANDERS
Well, the shunt goes directly into
your kidney. And it's sutured in
there pretty good.

TOM
So, if it gets yanked out, what T
bleed to death?

She shrugs. Doesn't care, or doesn't know, or won't say.
The cold professional is back. He retreats into non-
communicativeness; she leaves.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

Tom is asleep, lying somewhat on his side. As he begins to
waken, he pushes himself over. Then he realizes that if he
was pushing himself, the restraints must be off. They are.
He sits up, looks around guiltily for some reason, then
lifts the covers away from his midsection. His side is
bandaged where the tube is inserted. He peels back the
bandage, a little roughly, and winces. He sees that a tube
is indeed stitched into his side the stitching looks
somewhat gruesome but is probably normal. He fingers the
bruised, reddened, and puffy area tentatively, then tugs on
the tube. He cries out and stops immediately. He 1is
bleeding, but not profusely; the tube is now a little
crooked. He puts the bandage back over the wound and
presses on it to stop the bleeding. After a few seconds, he
lifts the bandage again the bleeding has slowed a little.
He continues to apply pressure, as he leans back against the
pillows. He's in a sweat, panicking. What has he done? 1Is
he bleeding internally? Should he call for help? No,
they'll just put the restraints on again. But is he
bleeding to death? Before he can make up his mind, he falls
asleep or passes out we don't know which. Blackout.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —- DAY
Tom has regained consciousness. He glances over at Simon,
sees him still unconscious. Then he notices the phone on

the bedside table. He reaches for it, but then suddenly
reaches instead for the plastic bag. When he has finished
throwing up, he reaches again, carefully, for the phone and
sets it on the bed beside him, then makes a call.



11

TOM

Hello, could you please send an
officer to the Anders Clinic?

(beat)
No, it's not exactly an emergency.
But it is urgent.

(beat)
I'd like to lay charges. Kidnapping.
He looks down at this side. And

assault.
(beat)
Tom Wagner. W-A-G-N-E-R.
(beat)
Yes, I'll be here. I'm in one of the
rooms.
(beat)
No, sorry, I don't know which one.
(beat)
No - but -
(sighing)

Tomorrow will be fine.
He hangs up the phone, then dials again.

TOM (CONT'D)

Mr. Watts, please.

(beat)
Hello, sir. This is Tom -

(beat)
Well, that's why I'm calling, sir.
Something's come up and I'm afraid -

(beat)
No, no, I'm all right. Thank you.
But I'll need to take a few more

days -
(beat)

Well it was very - unexpected -
(beat)

I appreciate that, and if T

could've, I certainly would've -
(beat)

I apologize, sir.
(beat)

Just a few more days, I promise.
(beat))

Of course. That's only fair.
(beat)

I understand.
(beat)

Yes, thank you sir.

Tom hangs up and dials again.



TOM (CONT'D)

Hey, Steve!

(beat)
I wish. ©No - what happened is -
look, it's a long story -

(beat)
Yeah, yeah. Listen, why I'm calling
— can you get my laptop and bring it
to me? If I don't get some work
done, Watts is going to fire my ass
- oh, shit, and my car!

(beat)
It's still at the bar.

(beat)
No, I'm not at home. I'm at some
place called the Anders Clinic.

(beat)
No, no, I'm okay. Well, sort of.

(beat)
I'd never heard of it either. Look,
we'll talk when you come, okay? I'm
really tired -

(beat)
Seventh Avenue somewhere.

(beat)
I don't actually know my room
number.

(beat)

Tom's about to hang up, then quickly adds -
TOM (CONT'D)
Hey, Steve? Force your way in 1if
you have to, okay? I'm serious.
(beat)
Yeah, later.

He hangs up the phone, lies back, and nods off.

INT. CLINIC ROOM ——- DAY

Dr. Anders walks in and checks Simon's monitors, his pulse,

and the connection. She then checks Tom's monitors,
as his pulse and blood pressure.

DR. ANDERS
Hmm.

She pulls back the covers and pulls back the bandage.

as well
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DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
A couple stitches seem to have come
out.

She looks at him accusingly.

TOM
I must've rolled over in my sleep.

Beat.
DR. ANDERS
You have to be more careful now.
Get used to sleeping on your back.
Beat.

TOM
(as 1if it's an
unreasonable demand)
For nine months?

She shrugs, then heads out of the room.

TOM (CONT'D)
You won't get away with this! This
is coercion pure and simple.

She stops and turns back to him.

DR. ANDERS
Call the police if you like.

By his look, she realizes he already has, but she has
expected that.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
It's your word against mine, Tom.

TOM
You can't make me do this!

She says nothing. She is making him do this. She leaves.
Tom lies there, fuming. Then he suddenly reaches again for
the plastic bag and throws up.

Dr. Anders returns with a suture kit and several small
plastic bags which she loops over the handle after removing
the used bag, neatly tying it off, and dumping it into a
nearby wastebasket.

TOM (CONT'D)
Why am I throwing up all the time?
Is something wrong?
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DR. ANDERS
No, that's Jjust one of the side
effects. It's nothing to worry
about.

She begins to repair the stitches.

TOM
One of the side effects? There are
others?

DR. ANDERS

Well, fatigue, of course, and weight
gain.

(recites in a

clinical voice)
Backaches, headaches. Skin rash.
Changes in sense of smell and taste,
chemical imbalances.

Tom stares at her, stunned, as she continues blithely to
make the repair. When she's finished, she leaves the room.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —- DAY
Tom is asleep. A uniformed police officer enters the room.

POLICE OFFICER
Mr. Wagner?

He looks with uncertainly from one sleeping body to the
other.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Tom Wagner?

Tom stirs and wakes.

TOM
Oh - hello - please come in.

Tom makes a few feeble attempts to appear presentable.

POLICE OFFICER
Sorry to have wakened you.

He looks around, confused.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
You reported a kidnapping?
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TOM
Yes, uh -

Tom reaches for the glass of water on the bedside table and
drinks it, trying to wake up quickly and clear his mind.

POLICE OFFICER
And who -

TOM
Me.

He presses his fingers to his temple.
Beat.

POLICE OFFICER
But -

TOM
I was at the bar Friday night, next
thing I know I wake up here. Like
this.

POLICE OFFICER
(drawing out the
word, starting to
think he's dealing
with a nut case)
Ok-a-a-y. But it seems to me you're
free to-

Tom pulls back the bedcovers. The officer's eyes widen as
he sees the tube bandaged in place, follows the tube to
where it disappears under Simon's bedding. He takes a step
closer to look at Simon.

TOM
Go ahead.

He steps toward the midsection of Simon's bed.

POLICE OFFICER
Excuse me, sir?

TOM
He's in a coma or something.

The officer lifts enough of Simon's covers to see the tube
bandaged into his side. He looks back at Tom, then at the
situation as a whole again. Then he pulls the chair toward
Tom's bed and sits, a bit intimidated by the medical
equipment and IV lines, not to mention the situation as a
whole. He pulls out a small notepad and a pen.
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POLICE OFFICER
Perhaps you'd better start at the
beginning.

TOM
Friday night. I was at a bar.

POLICE OFFICER
That'd be last Friday.

TOM
Yeah. I think so. What is today,
Wednesday?

POLICE OFFICER
Thursday.

TOM
Oh. I've been out a fair bit.

POLICE OFFICER
Do you remember the name of the bar?
Was there anyone with you?

TOM
Yeah, we went to Calvin's. Me, Steve
— Steve Lambiel, and Kevin Ortiz. We
all work at Smith, Watts, and
Barrow. We're architects.

POLICE OFFICER
Okay. Good. And what happened,
exactly.

TOM
This woman came over to us — Dr.
Anders. Well, I didn't know her name
then. I didn't know her. She just
came over. You know, being friendly.
We chatted a bit. Then Steve and
Kevin joined another table.
Cruising, you know. The woman and I
stayed at the bar.

POLICE OFFICER
Dr. Anders and you.

TOM
Yeah. Next thing I know I'm waking
up here, cuffed to the bed, with
this tube in me, connected to him.
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POLICE OFFICER
You were restrained? Cuffed to the

bed?

TOM
Yeah. They took them off after a
few days. Once they were convinced

I wouldn't yank the tube out.

POLICE OFFICER
(a bit deflated)
So that was for your own safety
then.

TOM
They explained that he'd die if I
did. TIf we stay connected for nine
months, kidney to kidney, he'll
live.

POLICE OFFICER
(struggling to take
this all in)
You're, like, a human kidney
dialysis machine?

TOM
A dialysator. [rhymes with
incubator] Apparently.

POLICE OFFICER

Do you have any recollection of
force being used? I mean apart from
keeping you from pulling out the -

Tom shakes his head.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
Any witnesses -
(he glances at his
notes)
Steve or Kevin - did they see you
leave?

TOM
I don't remember - I'm thinking she
must have drugged me. But they
must've seen me leave. They must've
seen her dragging me -

POLICE OFFICER
But that could've looked like you
were Jjust a little drunk.
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TOM
Yeah. Shit.

POLICE OFFICER
Do you remember who was tending bar
that night? Perhaps the bartender
saw her put something into your
drink?

TOM
Yeah, yeah - it was Ty. Don't know
his last name. Big guy. Dark curly
hair. He's their regular bartender.

POLICE OFFICER
Okay.

Awkward beat.

Beat.

POLICE OFFICER (CONT'D)
I'll look into it. 1I'll ask around
at the bar, I'll contact your
friends, but I have to say that
unless I find evidence, at the very
least an eye witness, to back up
your story - to prove you didn't
consent to this -

TOM
But she, this Dr. Anders, she
doesn't have proof that I did
consent.

TOM (CONT'D)
Does she?

POLICE OFFICER
Doesn't matter. We assume you

consented unless there's evidence to
the contrary.

Tom's look says 'Well that's pretty stupid.'

TOM
Why would you assume I consented?
(gives a little
laugh bordering on
hysteria)
I mean what makes you think anyone
would agree to - this?
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POLICE OFFICER
Well, not anyone.

Beat.

TOM
What makes you think I would agree
to this?

POLICE OFFICER
(shrugs)
Do you have evidence to the
contrary? Evidence that you did not
consent, that you were coerced?

TOM
Well, no but -

POLICE OFFICER
So at this point, all I've got is
your word.

The officer gets up and heads to the door. Tom suddenly
realizes that nothing will come of this.

TOM
(Angry, calling out after him) Since
when is that not good enough?

Tom lies there, frustrated again. Angry again.

He stares at the tube. He tugs on it again; it hurts. He
experimentally bends the tube, stopping the flow of fluid.
He thinks for a bit, then gathers the slack and loops it as
if seeing whether it could be knotted; it could be, he
thinks. He looks around the room, opens the drawer of the
bedside table, rummages through the drawer, looks around
again not a sharp object in sight. He falls back,
defeated. He falls asleep.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

Tom is sleeping lightly, rousing quickly when he hears a
knock at the door. He sits up eagerly.

TOM
Steve?

Rev. Peters pokes his head around the door.



TOM (CONT'D)
(disappointed and
wary)

Who are you?

REV. PETERS
I'm — I do the pastoral care for
several clinics -

TOM

A priest? They've sent me a priest?
(he laughs)

REV. PETERS
A minister, actually. Reverend
Peters. May I come in?

TOM
Sure, what the hell.

Rev. Peters enters the room.

REV. PETERS
(gesturing to the
chair)
May I?

He pulls the chair closer to Tom.

REV. PETERS (CONT'D)
(earnestly)

How can I help you through this
difficult time?

Tom bursts out in laughter; it is definitely hysterical.

TOM
See, that's just the thing. I don't
want to go "through" this difficult
time. I don't want to be "in" this
"difficult time".

Beat.

REV. PETERS

Well -

TOM
Well what? That's 1life? Que sera
sera?

Rev. Peters shrugs.
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Beat.

TOM (CONT'D)
Okay, so how can you help me through
this difficult time.

REV. PETERS
Well, I think you'll find it's quite
simple really. Thou shalt not kill.

TOM
That's it?
(implying it's
woefully inadequate)

REV. PETERS
That's it.
(implying it's that
simple)

TOM
And why is that?

REV. PETERS
I beg your pardon?

TOM
Why shall I not kill?

REV. PETERS
Oh, well, because life is - all life
is -

TOM
(making a bad
attempt to imitate
the Monty Python
song and approaching
giddiness)
Every sperm is sacred?

REV. PETERS
What?

TOM
Nothing.

REV. PETERS
Surely you believe in the sanctity
of life?

TOM
Okay, what about the sanctity of my
lifev?
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REV. PETERS

But your life isn't at stake here.

(trying another

approach)
Surely you see that this is the
right thing to do. You have a chance
here to give someone life! Such an
honor, a privilege!

Tom skips over that shit.

TOM
So why are you here?

REV. PETERS
I beg your pardon?

TOM
You've got a couple kidneys, yeah?
Two lungs, a heart, a liver. And a
whole bunch of other stuff. Bet you
could give life to a dozen people
waiting for transplants.

Rev. Peters stumbles for a response. He has none.

TOM (CONT'D)
What's the matter? Walk, don't run,
to the nearest clinic. Every second
you delay, you're killing someone.
Reverend.

REV. PETERS

If the Lord wanted - I have to
believe it's not my calling -

TOM
Well, isn't that convenient.

After a moment, Rev. Peters gets up to leave.

REV. PETERS
I'll pray for you, Tom.

Tom ignores him, pointedly looking the other way - which
happens to be at Simon.

Rev. Peters leaves. Tom continues to stare at Simon, then
suddenly grabs a plastic bag and throws up. He leans back,
exhausted.



After a while, he opens the bedside drawer, pulls out a
phone book, browses through, then dials a number.

TOM

Hello, I need a lawyer.

(beat)
I don't know -

(beat)
Personal injury, I guess. Contracts
maybe.

(beat)
Thank you.

(beat)
Hello, my name is Tom Wagner, and
I'm wondering if you're available to
take on a new case.

(beat)
Well, it's a bit complicated. I'd
rather talk about it in person.

(beat)
Oh - and what is twice the regular
fee?

(beat)

I see. Okay, no, by phone is fine.
What happened is

(beat)
Yeah, I can call back. Dbeat Next
week? sighs. No, that's fine,
thanks.

He hangs up - he's so tired - and falls asleep.

INT. CLINIC ROOM ——- DAY
Steve enters the room, with Tom's laptop.

STEVE
(to himself as he
takes in the scene)
What the hell - ?

He sees Tom, who's sleeping and not looking too well. Steve
goes quickly to his side, puts the laptop on the bed, and
tries to wake him.

STEVE (CONT'D)
(in a loud whisper)
Tom, hey, Tom. Wake up, man. Tom!

Tom wakes up.
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STEVE (CONT'D)
Hey, dude, are you okay?

Beat.

STEVE (CONT'D)
What the hell happened?

TOM

(a bit groggy)
Hey. Steve. Thanks for coming.

STEVE
Yeah, yeah,
(dismissing his
thanks)
You get mugged or something? This
all from last Friday?

Tom struggles to become alert, then convulses a bit as if
he's going to throw up, but does not. He reaches to the
bedstand for the ever-present glass of water, and drains it.

STEVE (CONT'D)
Why didn't you call me?!

Steve pulls the chair close to Tom's bed and sits.

TOM
Oh man, is it good to see you.

Beat.

STEVE
Yeah, cool, but -

TOM
Okay. You remember that woman who
came over to us at the bar Friday

night?
STEVE
Yeah. Not my type. But you left
with her -
TOM
Not exactly. I mean, I don't

remember that. I think she put
something in my drink.

Steve reacts, surprise, followed by disbelief.



TOM (CONT'D)
I remember you and Kev trotting over
to that threesome - I remember I
tried to call Beth - shit, Beth!

He reaches to the phone.

STEVE
It's okay. I called her already.

Tom doesn't know how to respond to that. So he just
continues with his story.

TOM
Next thing I know I wake up here.
Like this.

Tom gestures at the tube connecting him to Simon. Steve gets
half out of the chair to look, but doesn't understand.

TOM (CONT'D)

They said this guy, Simon Arture, 1is
dying. That's him.

(he nods to Simon)
Some rare kidney disease or
something. They've connected my
kidneys to his. Or something. We
stay connected for nine months, and
he'll live.

Steve is quiet for a moment.

STEVE
Shit. For real?

TOM

Looks 1like.

(frustration rising

again)
'Course, how the hell would I know?!
I know I'm throwing up, I know I'm
tired all the time, I know my side
hurts like hell -

STEVE
Why?

TOM
Because of the damn -

STEVE
No, I mean why did she - what's her
name?
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TOM
Dr. Anders.

STEVE
Why is she doing this? Does she have
a thing for this Simon guy?

TOM
I don't think so. She barely looks
at him. Well, she checks his
monitors and that, but she doesn't
look overly concerned or anything.

STEVE
Then what? She on a mission to save
the world or something?

Tom pauses, recollecting her cold demeanor.

TOM
I don't get that impression.

STEVE
I know!
(grinning)
She's doing it - because she can.

Steve laughs, but tom's just not up for it.

Tom nods.

Beat.

STEVE (CONT'D)
(quickly sobering)
So, what, if you disconnect, he
dies?

STEVE (CONT'D)
Well, not that I'm heartless or
anything, but so what. I mean, it's
your decision, but if it were me?
Why should you suddenly be the one
responsible for this guy's life? No
one asked you, right? And if they
had, you'd've said no, right?

TOM
Right.

TOM (CONT'D)
Still.
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They sit quiet for a bit: Steve's amazed at the whole thing,

including Tom's acquiescence; Tom's just tired.

TOM (CONT'D)
They sent in a minister to talk to
me.

STEVE
Geez. What'd he have to say? The
meek shall inherit the earth?

TOM
Thou shalt not kill.

STEVE
Christ, we fucking kill all the
time! War! The death penalty! Self-
defence!

They sit gquiet again. Steve gets up and paces a bit, then

turns back to Tom.

STEVE (CONT'D)

Isn't there some way to undo this? I
mean, I can get Kev and we can - no,
that's not gonna...

(trails off)
It's Jjust surgery, right? If they
did it, they can undo it. Or
someone can, right?

Tom sits up, energized by this. Why didn't he think of that
before? Because he's been so damned tired all the time!

TOM
Yeah. ..

STEVE
You said it's Jjust for nine months -
so they're going to undo it in nine
months? So why can't they undo it
now?

Tom's expression indicates that there's no way Dr.

going to undo it.

STEVE (CONT'D)
Or someone.

TOM
Okay, but who am I gonna ... how am
I...7?

anders is

277
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He collapses back, defeated again. He's so tired, he
actually starts to nod off. Steve sees that, so he gets up
to leave, pausing at the door.

STEVE
I'm — ah - oh, here.

He takes Tom's car keys out of his pocket and puts them on
the bed beside Tom.

STEVE (CONT'D)
I'm, ah, I'm gonna go.

Tom waves at him weakly - see ya? no stay? Steve is
somewhat dismayed to see him this way.

STEVE (CONT'D)

I'1ll call. But hey - dude - you
don't owe this guy anything.

Steve leaves; Tom nods off.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

Dr. Anders walks in, checks Simon's monitors and pulse, then
checks Tom's monitors.

TOM

You're a real bitch, you know that?
You have no right to - to -

DR. ANDERS
Invade your body like this?

Beat.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
Maybe not.

She doesn't seem too concerned. This makes him even more
angry. She takes his pulse, then his blood pressure.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)
You need to calm down, Tom. An

increase in blood pressure is
expected, but you don't want to -
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TOM

Expected? You mean because of -
this?

Beat as she begins to check the repaired sutures.

TOM (CONT'D)
(tightly)
What else is 'expected'? I thought
you told me all the side-effects
last week.

DR. ANDERS
Well, yes, the minor side-effects.
But there are others.

Beat. Then when she doesn't volunteer the information -

TOM
Such as?

He's angry that he has to pull this information out of her.

DR. ANDERS
Well, infection. That can be
serious. But this looks okay.

She changes the bandage, paying little attention to his
increasing anger.

TOM
And - 2?7

DR. ANDERS
Diabetes, anemia, embolism -

TOM
Wait a minute - embolism? Isn't
that pretty serious?

DR. ANDERS

Yes.
(as if to say, your
point?)
Beat while she takes his pulse. Then she continues almost

as a careless afterthought.

DR. ANDERS (CONT'D)

Stroke, circulatory collapse, and
cardiopulmonary arrest.
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Tom is stunned.

TOM
I could die because of this?

DR. ANDERS
The chances are something like 1 in
a 100.

Beat. Tom looks horrified.

TOM
Isn't that a little high?

She shrugs. Finishes her routine check, then leaves. Tom
sits thinking for a while.

INT. CLINIC ROOM ——- DAY

As before. Tom's laptop is on the bedside table under the
phone. He sets the phone on the bed beside himself, then
opens the bedside table drawer and takes out the phone book.
He looks up a number in the yellow pages section and makes a
call.

TOM

Ah — I'm not - what department
handles kidney dialysis?

(beat)
Okay, Nephrology please.

(beat)
Hello, ah, I'm -

(he glances

nervously at the

door)
- ah are you familiar with the
procedure that makes someone a
dialysator?

(he grimaces to

himself at his

awkward phrasing -

beat)
A nephrodesis, right, thanks.

He grabs the pen off the table and makes a note.

TOM (CONT'D)
Ah, how would I, how would someone
go about undoing a nephrodesis?
(beat)
I see. Could you -



He looks into the receiver - they've hung up.
enthusiastically.

TOM (CONT'D)
Surgery please.
(beat)
Hello, could you please - how does
one go about arranging someone to
undo a nephrodesis?

(beat)
Oh. I see.
(disappointed)
Thank you.

He redials,

He hangs up, looks up the next number on the same yellow

page, dials it.

TOM (CONT'D)

Surgery please.

(beat)
Hello, do you have anyone on staff
trained to do a nephrodesis
reversal?

(beat)
No? Okay, thank you.

He hangs up, looks up the next number, dials it.

TOM (CONT'D)
Surgery.
(beat)
Hello, is anyone in your department
trained to do a nephrodesis
reversal?

(beat)

A nephrodesis reversal.
(beat)

Do you know anyone who is?
(beat)

I see. Thanks anyway.

He looks back to the yellow pages, momentarily stymied. He

then flips through, looking up other sections,

what he wants, dials a number.

TOM (CONT'D)
Oh - sorry - I thought this was the
number for Total Health Clinic.
(beat)
But you're still a health clinic?
(beat)

(CONT'D)

finally finds
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TOM (CONT’D)

Okay, do you have anyone on staff
trained to do a nephrodesis
reversal?

(beat)
But I've called all the hospitals in
the area, and no one's -

(beat)
Oh. Any idea which state -

He's been hung up on again. He puts the phone down, reaches
for his laptop and sets it up. He keys in, taking the time
one might to establish an internet connection, then,
presumably, find a list of out of state hospitals. Close-up
of laptop screen? Half way through dialing the first longer
long-distance number, he stops, hangs up, and thinks. She's
going to know he's making this call. He reaches into his
laptop case and pulls out his cellphone. He redials the
number.

TOM (CONT'D)

Surgery please.
(beat)
Hello, I'm looking for someone
trained to do a nephrodesis
reversal.
(beat)
Oh, really? That's great -
(beat)
An ethics review?
(beat)
I see -
(beat)
I see -
(beat)
Oh. You wouldn't even make the
application?
(beat)
I see.
(beat)
Thank you.

He hangs up, consults his screen, and dials another number.
Long beat. He presses a number. Long beat during which Tom
displays annoyance. He presses another number. Beat. He
presses yet another number, his irritation increasing.

TOM (CONT'D)
Yes, I'm calling about a nephrodesis
reversal. If you could call me back
as soon as possible, that'd be
great. Tom Wagner. 212-3367.
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He hangs up, looks at his watch, pauses, then dials another
number by heart.

TOM (CONT'D)

Mr. Watts, please.

(beat)
Thanks.

(beat)
Mr. Watts, Tom here. I'm afraid my
situation is turning out not to be
as easy to resolve as I had
anticipated and I was wondering -

(beat)
Yes, I understand, sir, and I'm
sorry -

(beat)
Yes, but -

(beat)

If I could just work form home for a
little bit longer -

(beat)

Of course -
(beat)

Certainly -
(beat)

A week? Tops.
(beat)

I understand.
(beat)

Thank you.

He hangs up, starts to dial another number, looking closely
at the screen, but then decides he's too tired. He sets his
laptop off to the side, settles back a bit, and nods off.

INT. CLINIC ROOM ——- DAY

Tom wakes, throws up. Looks over at Simon, who's still
unconscious. Then he acts like he's suddenly remembered
something important. He looks at his watch, then reaches
for the phone and dials a number.

TOM
Beth! Hey!
(beat)
I know, and I tried to call -
(beat)
And I was.
(beat)
After I had a drink with the guys.
(beat)

(CONT'D)



TOM (CONT’D)
Well, something happened -
(beat)
So Steve told you -
(beat, exasperated)
I've had other things on my mind!

(beat)
Yes, more important things. This is
a nightmare. I'm throwing up all

the time, I'm too tired to get any

work done, my eyes, I'm all blurry,

this thing in my side hurts -
(beat)

Well, I've already spoken with the

police, and I've called a lawyer,

but -
(beat)

I don't know. Would you disconnect?
(beat)

I'm well aware of that. He's lying

right beside me for god's sake.
(beat)

Still. It's my body. He has no
claim on it. What gives him, or
anyone, the right -

(long beat)
Actually, there is one thing. Could
you go by my place and bring my mail
to me?

(beat)
Because I'm not really planning to
be here for nine months.

(beat, frustrated)
I don't know!

(beat)
Yeah. Later.

He hangs up. That did not go well. He opens his laptop and
begins to work.

TOM (CONT'D)
Shit!

He dials a number.

TOM (CONT'D)
Steve Lambiel, please.

(beat)
Hey, Steve!
(beat)
No. Listen, could you go into my

office — I need my IP files.

(CONT'D)
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TOM (CONT’D)

I've got nothin here on my laptop,
everything's on my desktop.

(beat)
Right. Okay, how about just
Everstein and Duchesnay. That
should do me for a few days.

(beat)
Cool, thanks man.

He hangs up, turns his attention back to his laptop to call
up the list of out of state hospitals, then dials a number.
He hangs up as soon as Dr. Anders walks in. She performs
her regular check of both Simon and Tom.

TOM (CONT'D)
(a little coldly)
Why?

DR. ANDERS
(turning to face
him)
I beg your pardon?

TOM
Why are you doing this?

DR. ANDERS
Why. Hm. I could talk about a
scientific imperative, or a medical
problem that's Jjust too sweet, or my
desire to help others, or my
Hippocratic Oath to save lives -

TOM
Steve says you're doing it because
you can.

She considers this.

DR. ANDERS
Close enough.

TOM
And why me?

Dr. Anders appears puzzled by the question.

TOM (CONT'D)
I mean, am I particularly - well-
suited for the procedure or
something?



DR. ANDERS
Oh. You're thinking you're special
somehow. Sorry. I didn't choose you.
You Jjust happened to be sitting
there.

TOM
(anger developing
with understanding)
So you're saying this whole thing,
all that's happening to me, it's
just chance? Just my bad luck?

DR. ANDERS
(shrugs)

Could happen to anyone, I guess.

She leaves.

INT. CLINIC ROOM —-—- DAY

As before.

He hangs up quickly. Sits for a bit, perplexed.

some more

Tom is in bed, Simon is still unconscious.
Tom's making yet another call.

TOM

Surgery, please.

(beat)
Hello, could you please tell me, are
there any surgeons at your hospital
trained to do a nephrodesis
reversal.

(beat)
Illegal? ©No, I'm sorry, I didn't
know.

Then does

searching on his laptop. Eventually he dials
another number.

TOM (CONT'D)

Hello, um, I'm doing research for a
course I'm taking - could you tell
me - in which states is a
nephrodesis reversal legal?

(beat)
I see -

(beat)
No, I have access, thanks.
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He returns to his laptop. A few minutes pass as he searches
for information about which states have made a nephrodesis
reversal legal - close-ups of his screen at various points -
then his laptop message system beeps.

TOM (CONT'D)
Hello?

LAW FIRM RECEPTIONIST (V.O.)
Hello, I have a call from Gregory
Dupond for Tom Wagner regarding the
Wagner case.

TOM
Yes, I'm here, I'll take the call.

Tom sits up and runs his hand through his hair. This is a
visual call via Tom's laptop. Camera occasionally provides
a close-up of Tom's laptop screen showing Robert Dupond in
his law office speaking with Tom.

ROBERT DUPOND (V