
INT. JONAS' APARTMENT NIGHT

The party is in full swing. Chaotic. Uncontrolled. People 
talking. Lots of talking. Revolution. Brother. Sister. 
Control. The Fold. Turning of the wheel. Lots of talking. 

Lyric has maneuvered Ezequiel to a corner.

LYRIC
Who are these people?

EZEQUEIL
I don’t know most of them.

LYRIC
They all talk alike. What the hell 
is this? They keep talking about 
revolution. 

EZEQUEIL
(staring at Sandra)

It’s amazing, I know. Isn’t Aspect 
something? Sandra said he’s been to 
prison over his ideas. Just locked 
up over his ideas.

Lyric does not see it. She leaves Ezequiel standing and 
staring. She walks up to aspect.

LYRIC
Aspect? So, I keep hearing people 
talk about revolution tonight. Are 
you like antifa or resist?

He gives her a hard stare.

ASPECT
Do we look beholden to you?

LYRIC
What?

ASPECT
Those groups. Those are just 
corporate flunkies. They are just 
masquerade faces doing the same 
damn corporate dance as everybody 
else. Who pays for those protests? 
Power parties for the elite making 
the little guy dance in a token 
show. It’s all manufactured and 
plastic dissent. Nothing real to 
it.



LYRIC
So, then what the hell is this? 
This isn’t like any party I’ve ever 
been to.

ASPECT
And sugarcube, I’m bettin’ you 
ain’t been to many. We are just a 
group of like minded individuals 
who see the world for what is.

LYRIC
How can you be individuals if you 
are of the same mind?

ASPECT
You know, sister, with a name like 
Lyric I thought you’d be more like 
a song and less like a bitch. There 
is a energy to these people. There 
is an electricity to these people. 
A charge in the air. They are 
lifting each other up and you are 
gravity pulling the whole room 
down. So, switch your poles and 
flip negative to positive or maybe 
get the hell out.

Lyric leaves. No goodbye. No looking for Ezequiel. This is 
his new scene and he can have it. She is gone. She wants him 
to know it. She wants him to see her exit stage left. She 
would never tell him. He should see it and doesn’t. She is 
gone.
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