
Fragment



EXT. LOFT BUILDING - MORNING 

The workday is coming to life in the city.  

INT. ISIAH'S CONDO - SAME 

ISIAH, African-American and early 30s, rushes to get dressed. 
He stops in front of his bureau to finish with the tie hanging 
from his neck.  

ISIAH 
Okay, Isiah. Just relax. You'll get 
it. You deserve it.  

Isiah picks up a brush and gets to work. He inspects himself in 
the mirror. His REFLECTION shoots two finger pistols at him.  

FLEC 
You sharp, nigga.  

Isiah stumbles backwards, away from the mirror in disbelief and 
falls to the floor.  

Isiah crawls to the bureau to see FLEC standing in the mirror, 
arms crossed.  

ISIAH 
Did you just...? 

FLEC 
Talk? Ain't no big thing. Been doin' 
it all my life.  

Isiah stands and reaches out to touch the mirror. Flec does the 
same, then suddenly runs his fingers through his hair.  

ISIAH 
This isn't possible.  

FLEC 
OK. You're dreaming.  

ISIAH 
Really?  

FLEC 
No.  

ISIAH 
What are you? Why are you...? 

FLEC 
Why am I here? I'm always here. You the 
one draggin' my ass around.  



Isiah looks away.  

ISIAH 
Clearly, this is some sort of prank or 
delusion or... 

Flec walks out of the mirror and slaps Isiah. Hard.  

FLEC 
Punk. 

Isiah rubs his cheek.  

ISIAH 
Why did you do that?  

FLEC 
Look, I'm here. I'm not a dream or a 
joke.  

ISIAH 
OK, OK. I'm sorry.  

FLEC 
That's your problem right there.  

ISIAH 
Excuse me?  

FLEC 
I said that's your problem. Bein' 
polite when the situation calls for an 
ass beatin'.  

ISIAH 
You want me to fight...you?  

FLEC 
Damn, you never used to be this 
stupid. You lost your way, boy.  

ISIAH 
I really have to get going, whatever 
you are. I have an interview this 
morning.  

FLEC 
That's right. A promotion.  

ISIAH 
No. THE promotion. Creative Director 
for the best agency in town.  

FLEC 
You gonna keep usin' all your talent 
to sell cars, ice cream and 
panty-hose?  



ISIAH 
It's not art, but the money's good and 
the prestige...I get that job, I can 
do anything I want.  

FLEC 
Long as you keep sellin'. 

ISIAH 
Don't lecture me.  

FLEC 
I'm not doin' shit 'cept bein' Flec. 
All I do is hang on the other side of 
the mirror.  

ISIAH 
Well, Flec...I'm the best man for the 
job.  

Flec laughs his ass off.  

FLEC 
Those same people been puttin' you off 
all this time gonna suddenly give you 
a promotion. Sheeit.  

ISIAH 
Whatever. I have to go. Now.  

Isiah reaches into his pockets for his keys. Empty. Flec dangles 
the keys from his finger.  

FLEC 
Lookin' for these?  

ISIAH 
Give me those keys.  

FLEC 
What's the magic word?  

ISIAH 
Please? 

FLEC 
No, you stupid son of a bitch. The 
magic word is swagger.  

ISIAH 
What?  

FLEC 
Swagger. You don't got it. Not no 
more.  

ISIAH 
You're nothing but a thug.  



FLEC 
No. I'm the thug with the car keys.  

ISIAH 
Come on. Give me those keys.  

FLEC 
You can take 'em anytime you want.  

ISIAH 
Why are you doing this to me today of 
all days?  

FLEC 
That's the wrong question. Why you 
doin' this?  

ISIAH 
I don't understand.  

FLEC 
I'm a reflection, Isiah. A piece of 
you...a fragment. You the one drivin' 
this shit.  

ISIAH 
I've done everything they asked me to 
do for five years. Worked 
weekends...holidays.  

FLEC 
Who you tellin'? 

ISIAH 
They owe me.  

FLEC 
How you sound talkin' 'bout they owe?  

ISIAH 
I mean, I'm a good person. I pay my 
taxes. I wait for the walk sign. I 
throw my gum wrappers in the trash.  

FLEC 
Doin' what you supposed to don't make 
you a good person.  

Isiah folds his arms. Flec reluctantly does the same.  

ISIAH 
Are you telling me you're a good 
person.  

FLEC 
I didn't say all that. 'Sides, this 
ain't 'bout me.  



ISIAH 
What is this about then. 

FLEC 
You like to believe lies 'bout 
yourself.  

ISIAH 
So, now I'm a liar because I'm 
not...you?  

Isiah drops his arms to his sides. Flec grabs him by the 
shoulders.  

FLEC 
Stop it! 

ISIAH 
You don't tell me what to do. I tell 
you. You're the reflection.  

FLEC 
I'm lookin' at your dumbass just the 
same. You best think on that.  

ISIAH 
I gave up a lot for them. The gallery 
show in Boston. The internship in 
Paris.  

FLEC 
Now you sound like Pop.  

ISIAH 
All his talent...all his promise. 
Wasted. I didn't want to be like him. 
I wanted to be an artist. Now, I'm 
standing here, ready to compromise 
again.  

FLEC 
Ain't nobody forcin' you. That's Ma 
messin' with your head.  

ISIAH 
She just didn't want me to waste my 
life chasing a dream.  

FLEC 
Naw, man. If you ain't got no dreams 
of your own, you got to kill someone 
else's. Ma's gone, Isiah. She ain't 
here no more.  

ISIAH 
But, she is. All my doubts. All my 
fears. Spirits she sends to haunt me.  



FLEC 
That's bullshit. She didn't send me. 
This is all you.  

ISIAH 
Give me those keys.  

FLEC 
Take 'em, nigga.  

Isiah takes a swing at Flec and misses. Flec pounds a fist down 
on Isiah's back and knocks him to the floor. Isiah grabs Flec's 
leg and pulls him down. He jumps on top of his reflection and 
chokes him. Flec pries Isiah's fingers off his throat and throws 
him off. He scrambles back and grabs Isiah in a headlock. Isiah 
wriggles out of the hold. The man and his reflection lie there, 
exhausted and out of breath.  

FLEC (CONT'D) 
You got some fight in you, boy.  

ISIAH 
Fuck you! 

FLEC 
No...fuck you.  

Round 2. Flec punches Isiah in the face and slowly rises from 
the floor, staggering. Isiah tries to grab Flec's leg, but 
misses. Flec leans against the bureau. Isiah sits up.  

ISIAH 
I'm begging you. Give me the keys.  

FLEC 
How you gonna go out there and take 
what you want?  

ISIAH 
What I want? It's what I deserve?  

FLEC 
When you gonna learn? Ain't nobody 
gonna give you nothin'.  

ISIAH 
I'm what they want. I'm what they 
need.  

FLEC 
You got it twisted, son. You need 
them. You need the respect. Their 
money. You need their love.  

ISIAH 
It's not supposed to be this way?  



Flec extends his hand to Isiah, who eyes it warily, but takes 
it. The reflection pulls him up from the floor.  

FLEC 
Thought you could run away from me, 
huh?  

ISIAH 
I thought I didn't need you anymore.  

FLEC 
You pretend I'm not there, lurkin' in 
the mirror. Your secret shadow.  

ISIAH 
I forgot about you.  

FLEC 
People always forget. They think they 
changed. Don't nobody change. They 
just forget.  

ISIAH 
I always wondered what my life would 
be like if I never forgot.  

FLEC 
We would be free, man. We would be 
free.  

ISIAH 
Is it too late?  

FLEC 
For the interview?  

ISIAH 
No. For us. For me.  

FLEC 
Just do your thing, Isiah. Just do 
your thing.  

Flec holds out Isiah's keys.  

ISIAH 
Keep them.  

FLEC 
What about the gig?  

ISIAH 
Forget it. I'm gonna chase my dream.  

Isiah and Flec return to the mirror. Isiah steps inside, leaving 
Flec in the loft.  

FLEC 



You're going to be what you were meant 
to be.  

ISIAH 
We gonna be free. We gonna be free.  

FLEC 
Making your own way.  

ISIAH 
Writin' my own rules.  

FLEC 
Living the life you want.  

 

FLEC 
We're becoming one.  

ISIAH 
We're becomin' one.  

Flec turns away from Isiah in the mirror, pulls off his tie and 
drops the keys on his coffee table. He slides out a blank canvas 
and contemplates it.  

 

 

 

 

 




