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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Early morning light streams through the window. 

A FIGURE swaddled in blankets stirs... 

Suddenly BOLTS upright to reveal -

A YOUNG WOMAN 

with tousled blonde hair and startling eyes that slowly focus 
as they scan the room...

The walls are devoid of any picture frames or posters...

The dresser also absent of photos...

Nothing stuck to the mirror...

Not a thing hangs from the door... 

The young woman SCREAMS.

Her MOTHER bursts into the room.

MOTHER
Baby, not again? Another nightmare?

YOUNG WOMAN
There are no photos, nothing. Who 
am I? Who are you? I think I have 
amnesia. 

MOTHER
Don’t be ridiculous. How would you 
know if you always forget?

She moves to comfort her wild eyed daughter.

YOUNG WOMAN
How will they know? What sort of 
person my character is, what she 
likes, what’s important to her?

WRITER-DIRECTOR (O.S.)
Cut. What are you doing?

The young woman breaks character. Turns towards the camera.

YOUNG WOMAN
This is so stupid. You pan around 
the room and show the audience the 
photos on the wall, the pictures on 
the dresser. That’s how they get to 
like me and understand where I’m 
coming from emotionally. 

The WRITER-DIRECTOR trudges over to the bed. 



The “Mother” rolls her eyes. Exits through the door of what 
is revealed to be a SET.

WRITER-DIRECTOR
How ‘bout you try acting and leave 
the visuals to me?

She pulls a script out from under the blankets.

YOUNG WOMAN
How ‘bout you write me something 
that doesn’t make me want to vomit?

WRITER-DIRECTOR
It’s refreshing to know you 
actually have a copy of the script. 

YOUNG WOMAN
Cute.

Holds up the script, rips out a page, screws it up, throws it 
at him. Then another page... and another.

WRITER-DIRECTOR
Why can I never get this sort of 
intensity from you when the cameras 
are rolling?

YOUNG WOMAN
Because you’re a hack who doesn’t 
even know the basics of good 
filmmaking? 

WRITER-DIRECTOR
(through gritted teeth)

Can we have the set designer on set 
please?

The young woman smiles triumphantly. Gets out of the bed, 
puts on a robe and leaves the set.

LATER

She saunters in. Stops. Scans the room...

EVERY INCH is covered with PHOTOS. The mirror is plastered 
with them. They are like wallpaper on the walls. The dresser 
is crammed with picture frames. The bedspread has a massive 
head shot of the “young woman” as a centrepiece. 

WRITER-DIRECTOR
Did a little polish. Your character 
now has an hyper-inflated sense of 
vanity owing to a deep seated lack 
of self-esteem. What do you think? 

She flips him the bird and storms off...
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