SCENE 5

INT. NIGHT. John’s studio.
The room is dark. There are a dozen paintings leaning against the wall. Some are finished. Some are only half-done. Tubes of paint are scattered on the floor. In the middle of the room there is an easel with a painting on it. Kneeling in front of the painting is JOHN NICDAO. He is crying softly.

CRITIC (Voice-Over)

Young man, this is utterly amateur. Perhaps you should consider another line of work.

JOHN

My work is my life. What am I without art?

JOHN reaches shakily for the paintbrush. He looks at it pensively. He cries and throws it away.

FADE TO

INT. restaurant, noon.
The restaurant is a fancy-looking place. A lot of people are bustling around. A middle-aged but still stylish woman is tapping her foot and looks very angry. Suddenly, JOHN rushes in.
JOHN

I’m sorry mother. Were you here long?

MARIE

Really, John, don’t you have a watch? You are perpetually late.

Unlike you I have a busy schedule.

JOHN

I’m an artist, mother. We don’t live by ordinary rules.
So what is it that my extremely busy mother wants?

MARIE

Can’t a mother see her son without any reason? Right, well, I guess not.

I came to tell you that I set you up with Alex Vergara. He’ll be here any…

JOHN

Mom, I told you my work isn’t ready. How many times do I have to tell you that art is a process of birth? The water bag isn’t broken yet. Will you just leave it alone?

MARIE

Must you be so vulgar? And how long is this birthing process? It’s been two years since you embarked on this wonderful endeavor and you have not sold anything yet.

JOHN

Art isn’t about selling –
MARIE continues talking, unaware of her son’s interruptions.

MARIE

I mean, we support you son but I don’t want you to be one of those starving artists. Picasso had success before he died right? And Dali. So honey you should, too.
Now, can Mr. Vergara see you at 3pm tomorrow? And darling, do wear your lucky shirt. I have to run so I’ll see you, all right?

JOHN

Mom, I don’t have anything ready yet!!!

He crushes a table napkin. He leaves after a moment.

FADE TO

