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Cabin in the woods, present day. Appropriately furnished for 
the weekend away, with shotty electricity and no internet. 
Low wattage bulbs fill the lamps.  

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT1.

CURTIS, 22, hypertensive and immediately likeable, is well 
meaning with a pretentious persona. In need of a shower, He 
is familiar with being alone for long periods of time and 
loves every minute of it. Wrappers of a favorite treat over 
flow a trash can. Comfortably casual, his clothes would 
benefit from a wash. Legs wrapped in a blanket. Coffee cup 
run dry, hair haphazardly standing. 

A clean manuscript rests roughly drafted and perfectly 
stacked.

He is stuck. He is.. very stuck. 

Wind blows, his wide eyes snap to the window! Stocking 
footed, Curtis lurks to look. 

Nothing. 

Returning to the typewriter, He wraps in the blanket again. 
Fingers titillating the smooth keys. 

CURTIS
Mom and Father would not be proud. 

The front door shakes violently! His mug flies over head, 
bounding along the floor. As if suddenly unlocked, the door 
creaks open, welcoming the cool evening. Curtains flourish.

Eyes wide with paranoia, He runs to the kitchen for a knife! 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT2.

Looking into the living room, blade gleaming, he see's an 
ominous pile in a dark corner of the room. His blanket has 
moved! 

INT. CABING LIVING ROOM, NIGHT3.

Slowly approaching the pile, he takes forever to finally 
whip the blanket from the floor! It gracefully falls behind 
him. A stuffed teddybear-like monkey sits, smiling. 
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The phone rings. ... 

Startled! Curtis slowly reaches for the phone without 
breaking eye contact with the monkey. 

The voice of a forty plus year smoker that yells a lot. Ohh, 
the wretched voice. 

MIZZ HOWARD
Curtis, this you?

CURTIS
Yes! Hello, Miss-

MIZZ HOWARD
MIZZ! But whateva. I know how 
important this is to you so I need 
to check in. 

CURTIS
Thank you, Miss Hayward! 

MIZZ HOWARD
It's HOWWAAARD! 

CURTIS
Sorry-

MIZZ HOWARD
Look. Only 'cuz your parents are 
your parents, you get this chance. 
You have until midnight. Don't mess 
up, kid. If you do, you're 
blacklisted from the writing world. 

Hanging up, Curtis is paralyzed by the deadline reminder. 
Taking his eye off the stuffed animal to check a clock. 

MEL
Hey.. 

Eyes whipping back to the Monkey, Curtis is terrified! He 
leans toward the stuffed animal. From behind him, the 
blanket drapes over his back. Panicking, he fights the 
blanket, falls, and hurls the animal across the room. 

Catching breath, he notices a menacing figure leaning 
against the hallway wall, in the shadow. Curtis holds out 
his knife. 

CURTIS
Take what you want! Please don't 
hurt me. 
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An eye catching girl steps from the shadows, holding three 
apples. Filling the room with a gentle but commanding 
presence, MEL, 20-30, beautiful, doesn't have to try. Her 
appearance would comfortably fit with any social group. 

MEL
What's that? 

CURTIS
My manuscript. 

She's a touch abrasive. 

MEL
K? 

CURTIS
You can't have that. But have 
whatever else you want. 

MEL
And if I came for that?

CURTIS
... I'll fight you. 

MEL
I don't hit girls. 

Curtis isn't sure if it's okay to be offended. She takes the 
knife from Curtis. Confused, he lets it happen. 

CURTIS
Who are you?

MEL
Mel. 

CURTIS
I'm.. I'm Curtis. 

MEL
I know. 

Mel enters the kitchen. Bored. Curtis scrambles to his feet 
and follows cautiously. 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT4.

Curtis, painfully aware of Mel's proximity to the knife in 
her hand and other weaponable items in the kitchen, feels a 
touch of comfort still wrapped in his heavy blanket. Mel 
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cuts into the first apple. 

MEL
Why aren't you writing?

CURTIS
I've been distracted. 

She stares, unimpressed. Now cutting into slices. 

CURTIS
Can I help you in any way? 

MEL
Finish and I'll leave you alone. 

CURTIS
Finish writing? 

MEL
Yes, I want you to keep writing. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT5.

Mel turns toward Curtis, sets his knife on the counter and 
guides him to the typewriter. She sits him down and 
lightning strikes! Electricity flickers. 

She looks over his shoulder. He's waiting to die. 

MEL
Create something. 

CURTIS
I am at a loss for words, as you 
might imagine. 

MEL
Whatever. 

Mel disappears into the kitchen, followed by the slow 
"SHING!" of a knife blade dragging along the counter top. 

CURTIS
FINE! I'll write. 

Curtis' fingers dance across the typewriter. Sweat drips 
from his brow.

Mel approaches from behind with menacing steps. 

Vein's rise under Curtis' skin. Tension riddles his neck. 
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Mel slowly brings her face next to Curtis'. She reads his 
work as it unrolls on the page. 

The typing, chiming, and dancing fingers, collaborate until 
a full page runs through the machine. Mel raises a plate of 
cut apple slices, Curtis nervously takes a slice. 

Mel pulls the page from the typewriter. 

MEL
You have a lot of work to do. 

CURTIS
It's a rough draft! 

She starts to tear the page in half. Curtis lunges for it, 
restricted by the blanket, he hits the floor. A sad puppy on 
his back, Mel throws the page in the air and Curtis 
scrambles to catch it. 

Mel retires to a bedroom. Curtis drags the blanket and 
follows. 

INT. BEDROOM, NIGHT6.

Mel sits on the bed's edge, bored face resting in her palms. 

CURTIS
You don't like my stuff? 

MEL
I'm here to make sure you finish 
the document by the deadline. If 
you do, great. If not, I blacklist 
you. 

CURTIS
Did Miss Hayword send you? 

MEL
Howard. And no. This is just what I 
do - I'm sent to help people create 
their best works and launch them 
into literary fame. 

CURTIS
Oh. K. You can stay.. 

MEL
Thanks. But I don't want to. 



6

CURTIS
Is this poor writing?

MEL
Yes. So why even try? 

CURTIS
I can do this. 

MEL
Can you? 

CURTIS
Yes. 

MEL
If you don't, your life is mine. 

CURTIS
You'd really hire me? 

MEL
No! I'd be firing you. 

CURTIS
I've never had a job before, so.. 

MEL
Fire. 

Mel's condescending look solidifies her opinion of his 
intelligence. 

CURTIS
Oh. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT7.

Sitting at the typewriter again, Curtis' confidence is gone. 
He fits a blank page in the machine and stares. He sadly 
punches one key at a time. 

MEL
I am serious. Get yourself together 
and you'll see sunrise. 

CURTIS
I can't. 

Gripping the chest of his shirt, lifting a touch off the 
chair. 
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MEL
You call yourself a writer?! You 
need to make a book worth burning, 
because that means you made it to 
hard copy. Millions of people call 
themselves writers and never have a 
product to thump on a table. Those 
people aren't writers, they're 
hobbyists. Or less... Do us both a 
favor and finish this pile of crap. 

Mel stands against the wall behind Curtis. He stares, again, 
at the nearly blank page. Neither moves for a long moment. 

Curtis is frozen and nearing a panic attack. Finally Mel 
smack him on the back of the head and goes to the kitchen to 
finish cutting her apples. 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT8.

Three golden apples, one with a half missing, sit on a 
plate. Mel cuts into the half Apple. Curtis is in the 
background, starting to cry. 

MEL
Come here. 

CURTIS
I have to write.

MEL
And you are not writing, so come. 

Curtis joins Mel, leaning in the doorway. 

CURTIS
Writer's block. 

MEL
Why?

No response. She tosses him a piece of apple. 

CURTIS
Did you poison this? 

Mel stops cutting. 

MEL
Your paranoia is annoying. 

CURTIS
A girl shows up while I'm trying to 

(MORE)
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write and says I die if I don't. 
CURTIS (CONT'D)

It's not the most creative 
scenario. 

Knife in hand. 

MEL
I'm here to inspire you. 

Long moment. 

CURTIS
You're not very good at it. 

She gives a murderous look. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT9.

Curtis returns to the type writer and types consistently. 
She joins, apple in hand. 

MEL
What'cha doin?

CURTIS
One page. One page without 
stopping. 

Mel plays with objects in the room. Causing something to 
fall on the floor. Curtis' focus is broken for a moment. 
After a heavy sigh, He continues. 

Mel breaks something and Curtis' focus is thrown again. 

Mel repeatedly taps on a vase.  

CURTIS
MUST YOU?!

MEL
This craftsman ship is terrible. 

CURTIS
And so is yours! 

MEL
Mine?

CURTIS
You call yourself an inspiration? 

Mel perches on the side of his table, trying to be sexy. She 
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runs a soft hand along his arm. 

MEL
Better? 

CURTIS
No. 

MEL
Curtis, you're talented. 
Scatterbrained, but it's in there. 

She's being honest. Curtis suddenly realizes how beautiful 
she is. 

CURTIS
Coffee? 

MEL
Not in a million years. 

CURTIS
It helps me focus. 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT10.

Using a hand grinder, Curtis prepares coffee grounds and a 
french press. 

MEL
I've never made coffee before. 

CURTIS
It's not hard. 

MEL
Neither is writing. 

CURTIS
Crafting a story isn't as easy as 
puking words on a page. 

Looking around, he can't find a tea pot. 

MEL
Here you go! 

Mel hands him a piping hot tea pot. Curtis decides not to 
question how she did it. 

MEL
How's it done? 
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CURTIS
Everything's a process. 

Grounds in the press, Curtis pours half the water in. Gently 
submerging grounds with a plastic spoon. 

MEL
A long one?

CURTIS
Usually.

MEL
Looks easy to me! 

CURTIS
MEL! ... It's not. 

MEL
No one ever uses my name. 

CURTIS
Sorry. 

Curtis takes a bit of an apple. Mel is fascinated by the 
blooming coffee grounds. 

CURTIS
I'm just saying that ideas come and 
go, but making them into something 
takes a lot of work. 

He adds the rest of the water and goes to writing. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT11.

Curtis writes non stop for a long moment. Expression is 
unreadable on his face. Mel is in the background poking her 
finger into the french press, bobbing it up and down. 

Curtis changes to a new page. Behind him, Mel pulls her 
finger out of the press and sucks off the grounds. 

Again, Curtis is stuck. 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT12.

Mel pulls a clean finger from her mouth. Making a very 
disgusted face at first, but quickly changes to incredible 
excitement. Charged up beyond her fathomability! 
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CURTIS
Hey, can you put the lid on and 
press that down? 

MEL
YEAH! 

She is hyper-focused on the Press. Placing the lid, she 
presses very slowly. VERY slowly. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT13.

CURTIS
Don't push it too fast!

Mel sticks her tongue out at him and presses a little 
faster. It gets to the bottom. She's seemingly inspired by 
Jim Carrey. 

MEL
WANT SOME?!

She can't get to the cups fast enough. Her voice drops to a 
dracula-esk tone. 

MEL
I gotta try thiiiiis!

Curtis is entirely unsure what has happened. Mel scurries 
with filled cups to Curtis. 

CURTIS
Thanks. 

She's already chugging her cup. Curtis keeps writing. Mel 
looks over his shoulder, reading at super speed. She moves 
to the stacked document. Her face goes from excited to 
severe disgust. 

Tearing the page from the type writer, she throws it. With 
each statement, a new personality light switch is flipped.

MEL
How does that feel?!

CURTIS
WHYYYYYYY?!

Ripping into the recent pages of the document, Her 
expounding energy and dissatisfaction with the writing form 
a hurricane of disapproval. 
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MEL
EVERYTHING IS AWFUL! 

Papers fly, fluttering to the floor. 

CURTIS
That's my WORK! 

Tearing a few pages at the same time. 

MEL
(Jack Black) Your work suuuckssss. 
(dead pan) Curtis, this is bad. 
(truly hateful) All of it. 

He grabs her by the shoulders to stop the tearing. Her eyes 
are filled with sporadic motion. The focus she had has 
turned into an evolved form of the jitters. 

CURTIS
Do you realize what you've done? 

MEL
(laser focused) I'm saving you. 

CURTIS
You're KILLING ME! 

MEL
You're killing yourself. 

Curtis slaps her. A momentary exchange of emotions. Mel 
spits on the torn paper that covers the floor and sulks to 
the bathroom, broken hearted. 

INT. BATHROOM, NIGHT14.

CURTIS
Mel..

She sits on a closed toilet seat. Curtis enters. 

CURTIS
I'm sorry. 

MEL
I've ruined your life. 

CURTIS
Well, I've got a little bit of it 
left to make the most of. 
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He sits across from her. They share a meaningful look. 

MEL
Sucker. 

Mel bolts into the hallway and locks the door. 

CURTIS
COME ON! 

INT. HALLWAY, NIGHT15.

Mel leans against the door. 

MEL
You've got a lot to learn! Tell me 
a story. 

INT. BATHROOM, NIGHT16.

Curtis leans against the door and slides down the door. 

CURTIS
I don't have any. 

MEL
There's one by the typewriter. 

CURTIS
Not anymore. 

MEL
I'm a really bad Muse. 

CURTIS
Tragic, isn't it? 

INT. HALLWAY, NIGHT17.

Elbowing the door, annoyed. 

MEL
Shut your mouth. 

She slides down the door. 

INT. BATHROOM, NIGHT18.
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Both enjoy the calming time, sort of, together. 

MEL
You're talented. Why is it so hard?

CURTIS
Writing is the talent, Mel. 
Drafting a story start to finish is 
talent. Creating that stuff. ... 
The final product takes a lot of 
skill I must not have. Revising and 
editing is where craft comes in. 
... I guess I get ahead of myself 
and block what talent there is. 

Long pause. Mel listens to the silence. 

CURTIS
Having scholarly parents made me 
obligated to be a writer. I suppose 
it stuck and now it's all I know 
how to do.. They just didn't teach 
me how to separate the two.

Mel understands. 

CURTIS
Can I get back to writing now? 

MEL
Tell me more about yourself. 

The phone rings. 

INT. HALLWAY, NIGHT19.

MEL
I'll get it! 

Curtis tries the door. 

CURTIS
Mel? 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT20.

MEL
Hello?
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MIZZ HOWARD
Curtis? 

He shakes the door. 

MEL
One second. (to Curtis) It's for 
you!

She snaps and the door swings open, Curtis scrambles for the 
phone! Tripping on the Monkey. 

CURTIS
Hello?! Miss Hayward? 

MIZZ HOWARD
HOWARD! 

CURTIS
Yes, sorry. Hello! 

MIZZ HOWARD
Bad news and I'll make it quick. I 
made a mistake on the deadline and 
just thought of our time zone 
difference. You have until 10:00pm 
your time to finish the Novel, or 
it's toast. Not my choice, just 
thought I'd clarify. Best of luck! 

CURTIS
But but but, Mizz Howard! 

The other line clicks. 

Curtis drops the phone and sinks into his chair, places a 
new sheet of paper, and slowly types. 

Mel replaces the phone and goes to eat a piece of apple. 

INT. KITCHEN, NIGHT21.

Watching as he writes, She genuinely falls for him. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT22.

Mel comes up behind Curtis and reads as he finishes a page. 
He pulls it out and gives it to her. She approves. 
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MEL
Much better. 

Curtis takes a drink from his now cold coffee. Mel wraps her 
arms around him from behind in a hug. Startling him, he 
spills the mug all over the manuscript! 

Scrambling, he runs for a blow dryer from the bathroom. Mel 
grabs the papers and starts shaking them around, the wet 
paper tears! 

Curtis plugs in the dryer and blows the pile, many pages at 
a time, from the desk. Paper it everywhere again. Now, even 
more of the manuscript is on the floor, ruined. 

Mel grabs the dryer, turns it on high and the power goes 
out. 

CURTIS
Enough! ENOUGH! ... We can't do 
this any more. Everything is 
ruined, and with a few hours left, 
all I want to do is write. 

Getting a lantern from the cupboard in the kitchen, he 
lights it. 

MEL
I'll pull it together, I promise. 

CURTIS
I am glad you're here, but you're 
ruining everything. Go to another 
room. Please. 

Curtis sits and is out of paper. Face burying in his palms. 

CURTIS
I don't know if it's right to cry, 
be furious, or blow everything off 
for the rest of my life. 

MEL
Can I help? 

CURTIS
You have tried to help! 

Mel crawls on her hands and knees, sitting on the floor 
behind his chair, leaning against it. 

CURTIS
Please be careful, there's fire 

(MORE)
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now. 
CURTIS (CONT'D)

MEL
What if we ran away? 

CURTIS
The coffee must still be talking. 

MEL
It's not everyday a man turns down 
his- 

CURTIS
Muse?! ... It's absurd, Mel. 

She crawls around piling up the paper. Curtis stares at an 
empty typewriter, placing a hand where his unused paper pile 
was. Sighing heavily. 

Suddenly a drawer pops open, startling him! 

MEL
There you go. More paper. 

Without a word, Curtis lifts a stack of pages from the 
drawer and fixes one into the machine. Mel has a decent pile 
of manuscript built up. Curtis types quicker than before. 

Mel is developing a breakdown. 

MEL
You know what I still have to do if 
you don't finish that book. 

Curtis is on a role. Her state intensifies. 

MEL
Curtis, look at me! 

Curtis changes to a new page. She's in a sad rage. 

MEL
CURTIS! 

CURTIS
I'm on a role, MEL! 

Only typing fills the room. Mel's temper rages inside. 

MEL
Please, Curtis. Listen to me. 

Typing. 



18

MEL
LOOK at me! 

Mel takes his mug and hurls it into a wall! Curtis pops from 
his chair onto the floor, fearing he's the next target. 

CURTIS
WHAT DO YOU WANT?! 

MEL
You, Curtis. I want you. 

Curtis stands, taking her by the hands. 

CURTIS
If this were any other day. Any 
other day, in all of eternity, I'd 
be flattered. 

Not the answer she wanted. 

MEL 
You should write. 

CURTIS
I don't know what to say. 

MEL
Write. 

CURTIS
Right..

Curtis sits to type, trying not to look at Mel who stands 
still. She goes to lean against the wall as before, fury 
boils within. 

Another page finishes. 

CURTIS
I might be able to end this with 
just a few more pages!

Mel marches to the table, grabbing the typewriter, She 
smacks Curtis across the face with it. 

BLACKOUT

Footsteps frantically pacing, Curtis comes back into 
consciousness. Mel is past tears. Curtis rolls, sitting up, 
hands in bandages. 

CURTIS
AHHH!! 
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MEL
Everything's going to be ok! Just 
don't freak out. 

CURTIS
MY HAAAAANDS-

MEL
- are all wrapped up and not 
bleeding anymore! Now get back on 
the chair and write. 

He's in shock. Staring at the bandaged hands. He sits, half 
in shock, half panicked to start writing. Sitting, realizing 
the bandaged nubs will never work. His nub hits more than 
ten keys at once. 

Mel is speechless, looking for a solution. Tears well in her 
eyes. Pushing him out of the seat, once again. 

MEL
Tell me what to write! 

CURTIS
You are mad!  

MEL
I'm NOT MAD! ... Do it. 

CURTIS
Okay, okay. Umm.. "The man walks-"

MEL
Whoa, whoa. Ok. "Th" Which letter 
is the "Th"

CURTIS
"T" "H" 

MEL
I don't know which ones those are. 

Curtis paces, unable to pull his own hair. 

MEL
CHOP STICKS!

CURTIS
Oh, you've got that right. 

MEL
No, here..
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She pulls chop sticks from the drawer in the kitchen, 
returning to tape one to each of Curtis' cloth nubs. He  
plucks away. at the type writer. 

CURTIS
Brilliant! You really are 
brilliant. 

MEL
If I was, I wouldn't have broken 
your hands. 

Eyes soaking, her voice cracks. She sits next to the pile of 
rubbished scripts, trying to organize even though she can't 
read or count. 

MEL
I hate Roman Numerals. 

CURTIS
Stop worrying, I am nearly 
finished. 

Tac, tac, tac. The type writer clicks without leaving a mark 
on the paper. 

CURTIS
Noooooooooooo!

MEL
What did I do now?! 

CURTIS
This NEVER HAPPENS!! 

His nubs grip opposite sides of the typewriter and he shakes 
the machine, knowing it won't change a thing. 

MEL
Did it break?!

Curtis is frantic. 

CURTIS
The ribbon is out of ink! These 
always last for YEARS! But not 
today, I suppose. 

Both at a loss for words. Curtis pacing, Mel is rocking in 
her spot on the floor. She pulls in the blanket for comfort. 

MEL
I don't want to do it. I don't want 

(MORE)
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to. I can't any more. 
MEL (CONT'D)

CURTIS
I know how to finish the story!! 

MEL
Really?!

CURTIS
If I have a pen, I could write the 
ending RIGHT NOW! 

Dawning wide smile. he blissfully goes!

INT. BEDROOM, NIGHT23.

Opening a drawer, struggling to do so, He gets an old pencil 
with teeth marks denting the shaft. Mel follows with a stack 
of new paper. 

Between the nubs he holds the pencil and writes with beyond 
sloppy handwriting. 

CURTIS
Writing is writing, right? 

MEL
As far as I'm concerned! 

Curtis writes with an unbelievable clarity and fluidity. Mel 
admires him deeply. Running a gentle hand through his 
somewhat tacky hair. 

MEL
I'm going to miss you. 

CURTIS
We still have time. 

MEL
Either way, we can't be together. 

Mel goes to the window, thoughtfully gazing at the moon. 

CURTIS
Why not?!

MEL
These things never last. 

CURTIS
We could change history. Defy 

(MORE)
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stories old as time! 
CURTIS (CONT'D)

MEL
Stop trying to sound poetic... Time 
doesn't change. Rules don't either. 

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! Pounds at the front door. 

Mel and Curtis exchange a look only known to Ancient Greek 
Tragedies. Curtis takes her hand for the brief time.

MAN (OUTSIDE)
Hello? I'm looking for Curtis 
Mulligan.  

CURTIS
Yes! Coming. 

Answering the door. 

MAN
I'm here for your novel. Is it 
finished?

CURTIS
Well. 

MAN
Yes or no, I have no time for other 
answers. May I have the manuscript? 

Hand extended, the unseemly nice man has no depth beyond his 
black and white duty. Unawkward yet not inviting, he's a 
blank slate of a man. 

A moment passes. Before the MAN lowers his hand. 

MAN
Good night to both of you. 

The Man turns to leave without sparing another second. 

EXT. OUTSIDE CABIN, NIGHT24.

CURTIS
Wait! 

The Man simply turns with an extended hand. 

Curtis, standing in the doorway, hands the Man a sadly 
unorganized heap of a document. 
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Unsatisfied, the man quickly settles the pile into a squared 
up manuscript. He sifts through the document, rapidly 
skimming the pages. 

MAN
Why doesn't this seem finished? 
Hmm? 

The man changes to menacing. Curtis doesn't have an answer. 

MAN
There is a reason I have my job. I 
know how to assess a manuscript on 
sight, and this stack of garbage is 
incomplete.

Throwing the pile into the air, he turns to leave as papers 
flutter to the ground. 

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM, NIGHT25.

Red with a passion of many depths. Wringing the blanket in 
her trembling hands, as single tear runs down her cheek.

CUT TO BLACK


