New York Stories

[x] Int. Tom’s apartment. Day

TOM:

Look little brother, if you want to survive in New York then you’ve got to learn how to behave like a New Yorker.

PAUL:

You’ve only been here for three months!

TOM:
I’m a quick study.

PAUL:
From what I can tell you haven’t got a job, you haven’t got an income stream, you just flounce around art galleries and bookshops day in, day out picking up impressionable young students.

TOM:

Of course I do! This is New York! What else can you do?

PAUL:
From the looks of your phone, screwing, mostly.

TOM nods his head in smug agreement.

[x] Titles

[x] Int. Tom’s Apartment. Day. 

PAUL:
You have to open these credit card bills Tom.

TOM:
Stop hassling me! We agreed. You’d help me sort my finances. I teach you how to get women, New York style. Except all I hear is 

[Parody voice] 

“Ooooh, Look at me! I’m boring Paul! Open the credit card bills, don’t throw used condoms out the window”

CUT-TO

[x] Street outside Tom’s Apartment. Night.

A couple are kissing in the street when suddenly the girl stops in silent horror and looks up to her boyfriends forehead, where there now resides a condom, potentially dripping down his head.

CUT-TO

[x] Int. Tom’s Apartment. Day. (Cotd.)

PAUL:
This is serious! You’re swanning around pretending to be a posh spaz in the most expensive city on the planet.

TOM:
And you have yet to score once with a woman.

PAUL:
If I score with a woman, you have to open the credit card bills.

TOM:
Done.

[x] Art Gallery. Day
TOM and PAUL are stood, staring at some art. In the background, a girl is staring at a painting, possibly sketching it down in a book. 

TOM:
Girls wander around art galleries to pretend, so we have to pretend too

PAUL:
I quite like this one

TOM:
You think [Parody Voice] ‘I quite like this one’ gets women? We’re in New York for God’s sake!

PAUL:

What difference does that make?

TOM:
We are English! Look, when we were kids we watched all that John Hughes shit, you drove a car from age 14 in America, you had millions of pretty, beautiful friends and the only time it wasn’t hot and sunny was at Christmas, when the snow was whiter than Colombian gold.

PAUL:
So?

TOM:

The Yanks spent their childhood mooning in dark rooms wishing they were living in Salford! We always want what we don’t have!

PAUL:
But… Salford’s a shithole!

TOM:
They don’t know that! All they know is that Morrissey mooned in dark rooms there!

PAUL:
What’s your point then?

TOM:
Play up the English. You’re the cynical Hugh Grant and if you want to impress, talk around the subject. Never state an opinion. Always look as if you are judging them, secretly. Women are stupid, they’ll be intimidated by your apparent knowledge and go weak at the crotch if they think you’re clever.

TOM grabs PAUL by the shoulders, points him in the direction of the girl at the end of the hall, gives a physical direction and pushes him in the direction of the girl staring at the art.

[x] 

PAUL approaches the girl, a hipster called JACK. Tentativley, he shuffles toward her, and the painting she is staring it.

After a silence, Paul coughs to catch her eye. She turns to look at him. 

PAUL affects a deliberate and overtly posh tone, sounding more like a member of the royal family than anything else.

PAUL (Nervously):
Erm, captivating isn’t it?

JACK:

I don’t like it.

PAUL:
Don’t you?

JACK:
No.

PAUL:
Ah.

JACK turns back to the painting, PAUL turns to TOM and shrugs. TOM looks back and motions to ‘press it further’.

PAUL:
It is, uhm, very much like – Rodin’s Bergers of Calais. The way the light slowly bounces in and out of the picture, it’s composition so delicately framed and yet so brutish and real. Wouldn’t you say?

After a long pause, Jack turns to look at PAUL

JACK:

Do you know anything about art?

PAUL begins to spin a retort. He sighs.

PAUL:

No. Never was an arty type person, not visually arty anyway. Words are my forte. I’m a lawyer by profession.

JACK:
You’re a lawyer?

PAUL:
yeah, I know. I work for the man. I’m the manifestation of eeeeevil.

JACK:
Depends, do you know anything about landlord and tenant disputes? Because I am so having difficulty with my landlord at the moment.

He’s trying to kick me out because apparently he thinks that money is the most important thing in the world. If you buy me a coffee then I’ll tell you all about my problem and maybe I’ll consider letting you buy me dinner.

PAUL:

Well, erm. You always this forward?

JACK smiles, provocatively.

JACK:
Maaaaaaybe.

PAUL:
Can you hang on, one second? Literally.

PAUL dashes back to where TOM is standing.

TOM:

You spazmo, running away from a girl like that. You’re going to look like an emotional coward! An easy Art Gallery girl! You couldn’t even manage that! You sicken me.

PAUL pulls out the credit card bills from his pocket, whacks them onto Tom’s head.

PAUL:
Don’t wait up, spazmo.

TOM is dumbfounded and left holding the bills as PAUL walks back to JACK and they walk off into the distance. 

[x] Credits.

