| NT. OUTSI DE PROF' S OFFI CE - AFTERNOON

ANDE, nysterious, aloof, early 20s, wal ks up to an office
door in a THREE-PIECE-SU T. Light streanms in through the
Venetian blinds on the wi ndow of the office door. She knocks.

ANDE (V. Q)
The seedy underbel ly of higher
education really makes you think -

There are whisperings frominside the office. W see the
sil houettes of two figures appear against the shades.

ANDE (V. Q)
VWhat makes an idea stick out - in the
sea of all the rest..

Cl ose-up of Ande, she adjusts her ASCOI. The door opens, then
shuts. A figure, CAMERON, 20s, rushes out and past her, too
quickly to register. The canera nor Ande pay her any m nd.

ANDE (V. Q)
|'ve been drowning too long in this
canpus of pseudo-intellectualism and
overconsunption. Tinme for a change.

The door opens, flooded in light, the silhouette of THE
PROFESSOR, 50s, suit and tie and fedora, notioning her in.

I NT. PROF' S OFFI CE - AFTERNCON

Everything is bright, the Professor closes the shades, then
he returns to stand at a PODIUM W register an office, dimy
lit.

Ande sits across the table fromhim drawi ng out a MASSI VE
Bl NDER from her BRI EFCASE

THE PROFESSOR
Ah, yes. "Through Exi stence The
Openi ng of Death; Derrida's
Logocentrismat the Center of a Post-
structuralist's Sophocles' Qedi pus
Rex." 1've seen this paper in office
hours every day this week.

Al of a sudden, Ande has an I NK BOTTLE, QUILL, and SHOT
GLASS besi de the binder.

ANDE
Well, what did your literary agent



think of it? Did she get back to you?

THE PROFESSOR
| wanted to |l et you down easy - but
it's best to tell it like it is. My
agent's not interested.

Ande lurches forward towards him

ANDE
What ? What did she say?

THE PROFESSOR
There's too nuch style and not enough
subst ance.

Ande starts furiously witing with her quill and ink bottle.

THE PROFESSOR
And that only every other chapter is
any good. Not as fresh.

Ande pulls out a METAL FLASK and pours her shot glass full.

ANDE
It's hard to be fresh with cl assics.

THE PROFESSOR
And you're not quite there. | think
it's m ssing sonething.

ANDE

(perking up)
You t hink a new source?

THE PROFESSOR
The Agent's note rem nded nme of this
one book. Sonething really fresh.
Practically no one has witten on it.

Ande adj usts her ascot, hanging on every word.

THE PROFESSOR
It's called VERI TAS OBSCURA. Most
academ cs don't believe it exists.
Find Trish, she knows the whereabouts
of its sole copy.

ANDE
"1l find it.



Ande cl oses her briefcase, her things packed away except for
t he shot gl ass. She DOMNS I T.

THE PROFESSOR
Ch and one other thing. There's
someone el se after it too. Another
student. Good | uck!

Ande nmakes searing eye contact, then rushes out.
| NT. LI BRARY READI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON

A long study room Portraits of old nen high above, full book
shel ves. Ande forges down the aisle between shelves and
tabl es. She passes a GROUP OF STUDENTS.

TWO COLLEGE STUDENTS, in HOODIES, illum nated by their
gl owi ng LAPTOP SCREENS, | ook at her warily as she passes.

At the end of the roomat a table filing books, sits TRI SH,
librarian, 60s/70s, slight southern draw .

Ande sits opposite. They share a nonent of silence.

TRI SH
Looki ng for sonething, toots?

ANDE
Od book. It's called Veritas Obscura.

Trish cl oses her eyes. A nonent passes. Another. W wonder if
she's even going to open them ever again.

TRI SH
(broodi ng)
Veritas ... Obscura ...

(eyes snap open)
Thi s book was originally transcribed
onto clay slabs and for years it
remai ned untransl ated. The only reason
the school even has a copy is because
one of the key translators was a past
col | eague of mne... A damm fine
archivi st too.

Trish takes a | ong deep breath, staring into space wistfully.
Ande is on the edge of her seat, adjusts ascot. Desperate.

ANDE
So it's here?



Trish snaps back, looking at Ande with a fiery intensity.

TRI SH
It was here. It was msfiled years
ago. Not on ny watch, trust nme. Could
be in the book jacket of any other
book in this place.

Ande sighs dramatically and raises, gearing up to | eave.

ANDE
Better start now.

TRI SH

Start in the stacks. Last | heard it
was accidentally |ogged into the
Intrinsically Danetric Cartesian
Transcendental Enpiricism sector.

(beat)
Funny, you're not the first to ask
t oday.

ANDE
(1 medi atel y)
Who was?

She reaches into her pocket and draws out a post-it note. She
hands it to Ande.

TRI SH
She told me to give this to the next
person asking for Veritas QObscura.
Ande | ooks down at the post-it. It reads: N CE TRY, FUCKER
| NT. STACKS - ANY TI ME

There's a haze in the air. Stacks of books, dark, not a sou
in sight. Ande's footsteps are |oud. She scans a shelf.

A door SLAM Footsteps approach LOUD. Ande | ooks around.

The FI GURE, turns down aisle to be face to face with ANDE
Haze drifts around HER. CAMERON, m d 20s, peers through nessy
bl ack eyeliner and adjusts her |lowrise belt. She's w nded,

but attenpting effortl essness. Her eyes are | ocked on Ande.

They share tense eye-contact. Ande's eye's narrow.



ANDE (V. Q)
Coul d this post-punk be the one after
nmy thesis? Her fem nist deconstruction
of Aristotle made nme seek therapy.

Tense. Stakes feel high. Both speak with a cool venom

CAMERON
Ande.

ANDE
Caner on.

CAMERON
How s it been?

ANDE
St atus quo. You?

CAMERON
It's busy.

ANDE
Hm The Professor sent you?

CAMERON
Mmm hnmm

ANDE
Luck?

CAMERON

Al ready checked Trish's tip. Dead end.

Ande | ooks away, trying to conceal her frustration. Caneron
swal | ows her pride.

CAMERON
| hate to say this, but | think we
coul d cover nore ground together.

Ande | ooks back to her, curious. Caneron's smle turns sly.
CAVERON
We both need this book. How el se woul d
we synt hesi ze the post-nodern
zeitgei st under Sophocles and Derri da?

Alarm bells are going off in Ande's head.



ANDE (V. Q)
Where did she get that? That's the
framewor k of chapter nine of ny paper.

CAMERON
Veritas Obscura is known for arguing
styl e over substance. One of the
rarest texts to do so.

Ande | ooks away, shocked and appalled, trying to appear very
busy | ooking at the books on the shelf.

ANDE (V. Q)
She knows too much. Sonething isn't
right. This collaboration is a thinly
veiled trap. She wants nore of ny
t hesi s.

ANDE
It's not that big of a deal to ne.
Just curious. Good | uck though.

Ande turns and strides away. The canera foll ows her down the
ai sl e of shelves until she reaches the end, then veers right
to hide behind them She peeks out, towards the way she cane.
Down the aisle, we see Caneron wal ki ng i nto another ai sle.

The canera foll ows opposite, nultiple aisles in between.

We see Ande tentatively tracing those steps, pausing to hide
al ong each shelf after crossing a new ai sl e.

Through the shel ves, we see Ande gai ning on Caneron, noving
towards the left.

Through the shel ves, we see Caneron wandering, | ooking at
books, noving towards the right.

Now t hey' ve crossed the space between them and are on the
sane plane, with only a few ai sl es between them Ande peeks
around a book to see what Caneron is doing. She's | ooking at
a very OLD BOCK, seem ngly very interested.

CAVERON
(whi speri ng)
This is it.
Canmeron feels |like she's being watched. She | ooks up at Ande.

Ande qui ckly ducks down. Then she ducks back up.



Caneron is gone. Ande is exasperated. She is about to start
running in search of her - BUT THEN -

THE AGENT (O S.)
Excuse ne!

Ande snaps around to see THE ACENT. She is 30s, sharply
dressed, slightly confused and carryi ng a CARDBOARD BOX.

THE ACENT
Do you happen to know where The
Professor's office is? | think I'm
lost. I'"'mhis agent, | wanted to
surprise himw th sone good news.

Ande is excited, gleeful even. This is her opportunity.

ANDE
Yes! Just take a left out of the
stacks, you'll see it straight ahead.

The Agent nods politely, heading on her way.

ANDE
Oh - 1'm Ande, by the way, Ande
Antoni. I'mreally grateful for your
notes - the second draft will be on

its way soon

The Agent | ooks confused. She has NO | DEA what Ande is
t al ki ng about. She nods, half smling, half concerned, she
strides away quickly. Ande's smle fades.

ANDE (V. Q)
What's got her so spooked? Did The
Professor put in a bad word? | need to
find him

I NT. PROF'S OFFICE - NI GHT

Knock on the door. Beat. Then the door pushes open as Ande
peeks in, cautiously.

The roomis enpty and dark, except for THE BOX on the table.
ANDE (V. Q)
What's even in the Agent's box? |
didn't think The Professor was working
on any new books.

Ande heads straight for the box. She turns on the desk | anp,



her face illumnated in high contrast.
She lifts a flap of the box to take a peek.
Inside... A stack of copies of a printed, published book!

The title reads: "Through Exi stence The Openi ng of Deat h;
Derrida's Logocentrismat the Center of a Post-
structuralist's Sophocl es' Qedi pus Rex"

Ande gasps. She shuts the |id quickly.

ANDE (V. Q.)
| npossible. He told nme the agent
wasn't interested!

Ande turns back to the box. She opens the sane flap. Then the
other. The bottom half of the cover reads:

Witten By: THE PROFESSOR
I n DI SBELI EF, Ande takes one out and exam nes it closely.

Then she pulls out another, and another, as if hoping it
m ght say sonething different.

ANDE (V. Q)
The Agent never even knew about ne at
all... Ww, he's really nmade a nonkey

out of nme hasn't he. Where woul d |
even go with this information?

Ande backs out of the room in shock.
| NT. LECTURE HALL - TI M NG UNCLEAR

A spacious and enpty lecture hall. Caneron sits at the front
of the hall, donned in plaid pants and sequins, sitting at a
table, witing in a notebook. Next to her is VERI TAS OBSCURA

A shadow passes over her, fromthe top of the lecture hall.
We see Ande, sil houetted. She noves cl oser, face obscured.

CAMERON
| found the book. But it's worthless.
Not hing to do with my post-
structuralist deconstruction, I'mat a
| oss for what to do -

Ande sl ans down THE PLAG ARl ZED BOCK on the table



ANDE
| don't know where else to go. You
knew himtoo. Everything was a |ie.

Canmeron | ooks surprised, but not terribly concerned.

CAMERON
Oh wow. Um |'mnot sure. Maybe there
was a m sunderstandi ng? You two did
have sim | ar ideas -

ANDE
Wrd for word. He even told ne he sent
it to the Agent for ny benefit. | was
so blind.

CAMERON

He told you that?! He told ne that. He
said | needed to best you in order to
prove nyself as a worthy witer.

ANDE
(scoffs)
A gane.

Caneron scratches her head, her mnd piecing things together.

ANDE
You know what's weird, though? Every
other chapter... It's like ny ideas

but slightly different |anguage. Maybe
the Professor really did sonme witing
of his own.

Sonet hi ng dawns on Caneron. She grabs the book and starts
flipping through it.

CAMERON
(beat)
No. It's ny witing.

Ande rai ses an eyebrow.

CAVERON
This fucker! He was pl aying both of
us!

ANDE

| never saw this com ng.



10.
CAMERON
We can't let himget away with this.
Ande nods. Caneron reaches her hand out.
CAMERON
Truce? It seens we're nore alike than
we t hink.

Ande sniles and they shake hands.

ANDE
I'min the market for a co-author.

EXT. BRADBURY BUI LDI NG - DAY
Est abl i shi ng shot of the Bradbury Building in DTLA
| NT. AGENT' S OFFI CE - DAY

A wel | -decorated office, dark wood paneling. The PLACE CARD
on the desk reads THE AGENT, she's seated behind it.

The Professor is seated across from her, | ooking snug.

THE AGENT
We're | ooking into the book tour
now. .. But don't clear your cal endar.

The Professor is caught off guard.

THE ACGENT
Wth some accusations of plagiarism
recently comng to ny attention... |I'm
sure you'll understand | have to cut

ties.
The Professor's suave deneanor drains fromhis face.

THE ACENT
VWll nowif you excuse ne, | have two
lovely new clients to attend to.

The door sw ngs open, off screen.

THE AGENT
Ande, Caneron. Pl ease have a seat.

The Professor junps, turning around. Ande and Caneron wal k
towards the desk, towering over the seated Professor. Ande
has the same snokey eye as Caneron. Caneron has an ascot.



11.

| NT. PROF' S OFFI CE - DAY
The office is enpty of The Professor's things.

Ande and Caneron sit side by side. They are both witing with
quill and ink bottles, two full shot glasses on either side.

ANDE (V. Q)
Truth be told, ne and the post-punk
draw a | ot of water working the sane
side of the street.

Ande and Caneron share a satisfied glance. They raise the
shot gl asses, clink, and down.



