PAGE  

STORM
Screenplay

Cristofer Ellin

Cristofer Ellin

Tel.: +306937279522
e-mail : christofer.ellin1@gmail.com
 

· Copyright  2009
STORM 
-Synopsis-
When a sudden storm outbursts in a big city, a man (our hero) is the only one amid an upset crowd to have an umbrella (white-colored). Peddlers emerge in the streets selling umbrellas to the disconcerted people who are seeking shelter.  These umbrellas, while housed in colorful cases, are all black and when opened they immediately fall apart from the wind.   
Our hero helps an old street vendor lift his wooden stall on the sidewalk. There a fat, tired man comes and grasps his umbrella trying to take it away. Our hero, eager to keep his umbrella, is forced to go along.   
Some time later, a scrawny, blond man also grasps the umbrella, sneering with wicked pleasure. Our hero, stifled, tries “tooth and nail” to get his umbrella back but fails. 
The three men mingle with a protesting crowd. One after the other, hands grasp our hero’s umbrella. His hand starts slipping. A woman-rioter hits him to the ground. Rioters trample on him. Our hero lies on the sidewalk, bleeding, soaking, frustrated looking at the crowd and his umbrella moving away.

Some time later, our hero is walking on the sidewalk. Wind and rain persist. His decision to help a weary street child leads to his meeting a beautiful, dark-haired girl carrying a white umbrella (different from our hero’s)!!! She too, like our hero had approached to help the poor kid. When the child’s mother comes and fiercely grabs the child away, our hero and the dark-haired girl remain on the sidewalk enthralled in each other.
A few moments later, the dark-haired girl and our hero are together under the girl’s white umbrella. They walk over a pedestrian crossing and disappear in the crowd. 
STORM
-SCRIPT- 
Black screen. 
Sound of thunders and strong wind. 
Fade in
SCENE 1. EXT. DAY/ URBAN STREETS 
Dark clouds hiding the sun. 
Close-up. An open, half-empty bottle of water lies on the edge of the sidewalk. The small amount of water that has leaked out forms a small puddle. Raindrops start falling on the puddle surface. Thunders persist.
Many pairs of feet, male and female, walk on the sidewalk. The strong wind blows their clothes and drifts away dust and trash on the sidewalk. The rain is getting stronger. Thousands heavy raindrops start hitting on the sidewalk. Melancholic music on. The pairs of feet lose their calm pace.  
People rush for shelter. They cover their heads with newspapers, bags and other objects. 

The rain spoils their hair shape. It distorts their looks. Cut
A dark man uncovers a small, wooden, wheel-driven stall. Dozens of umbrellas in colorful cases are on it. Cut
People try to protect themselves from the rain. 
A bent woman rises. Her hair is red and she is full of freckles. In her hands, she is holding many umbrellas in colorful cases. With a characteristic gesture she offers them to passers-by. Cut
At the dark man’s stall people are buying umbrellas. One of them, having just bought one, approaches us and takes the umbrella out of its yellow case. It is black. Cut
A red umbrella case falls on the wet sidewalk in front of two female feet. The feet belong to a blond, middle-aged woman. The blond woman is holding and opens a black umbrella too, and walks away. Cut
People walking on the sidewalk; many carrying black umbrellas. The wind and the rain make it difficult to walk. The black umbrella carried by a dark, short-haired woman breaks from the strong wind! 
A bald man nearby “struggles” to open his black umbrella. The mechanism is stuck! Cut
A white umbrella opens in front of us. Soft music on.

The white umbrella belongs to our hero; a man around 42, with straight brown hair, carefully parted on the right. He is thin, of medium-height and is wearing a beige gabardine overcoat.

Our hero puts the white umbrella over his head, lifts a brown briefcase from the sidewalk and leaves. 
Establishing shot from above. The white umbrella of our hero moves among the black umbrellas of the crowd. 
Our hero is the only one carrying a white umbrella! 
As he moves calmly beside them, many of their black umbrellas go to pieces from the rain and wind, leaving them unprotected. 
Some give him an intense look.  

While our hero goes on, his attention is turned towards a narrow, dark street on his right. There, an elderly man is trying to lift a wooden, wheel-driven sales stall on the sidewalk. 
Our hero looks at him sympathetically but hesitates. The dark street seems to scare him. 

The elderly man, with a leather band around his waist, is vainly trying to pull it. 
Our hero continues to look at the elderly man. He takes his decision! Cut 
Our hero puts his left shoulder on the back of the stall and starts pushing. In his right hand he is holding his white umbrella. 

When the elderly man realizes our hero’s help, he turns and looks at him.

Our hero pushes with all his strength.

The elderly man pulls with the band.

The stall wheels get on the sidewalk. 
Our hero looks at the elderly man contentedly seeking some kind of communication.  
The elderly man starts rolling his stall on the sidewalk. As he walks away he turns and only gives an uninterested glance at our hero. 
A dark human figure approaches our hero. Evil-portending music on. Our hero looks at the old man in disappointment. He turns to take his left aside briefcase and leave.

Close-up. A rough, dark, almost swollen hand, with short, fat fingers grasps the handle of the white umbrella shaking it- a streak of lightning illumines it-. Music off.

Our hero, scared, turns and looks up. 
A short, fat, dark, unshaved man is holding tightly on the umbrella handle. He is wet, exhausted standing next to our hero panting. He is wearing black trousers and a black, leather jacket.

Our hero looks at him studying his face. He jogs him with his free hand but the fat man stares ahead, non-reacting. 
Our hero examines him carefully. 
However, the fat man still does not react and keeps on staring ahead. In his eyes there is a shade of embarrassment. 

Our hero tries to pull his umbrella. 
The fat man sets off taking the umbrella with him. 
Our hero, he too holding the handle, tries to resist. 
The fat man drags him along. 
Our hero, unable to resist any more, follows helpless. 
SCENE 2. EXT. - DAY \ SIDEWALK – A FEW MOMENTS LATER 
Rain and wind persist. Both holding the white umbrella, our hero and the fat man walk among people who either struggle to protect themselves carrying black ramshackle  umbrellas or do not have an umbrella at all and walk resigned to the rain falling on them.  

Our hero tries to take the umbrella from the fat man but fails.

The wet people who meet him, look at our hero almost with content.

One of them is a blond, freckled, skinny man leaning on the balustrade around the sidewalk. 
He is holding and chewing on a large red lollipop smashing it.  

Out of a wide shop entrance, some workers are carrying a huge, golden-framed mirror. 
The fat man stops. So does our hero. 
The mirror is 8.20 feet in height and is coming out fully blocking the sidewalk. The mirror is reflecting the fat man, our hero and the people around them. 
Our hero sees his image getting gradually distorted by the raindrops falling on the mirror.  
He finds this image very disturbing. He starts pulling the umbrella handle. He tries to free himself. He almost makes it!  
A skinny human figure approaches. 
Close-up. A freckled hand with long scrawny fingers full with rings and somehow long, sharp nails grasps violently the umbrella handle. 
Our hero turns and looks. 
Next to him is standing the dlond, freckled man. He has a long, sharp-chinned face. His two, upper front teeth are crooked and he is wearing a swelteringly tight, brown high-neck shirt. The blond man looks at our hero with perfidious pleasure.   
The mirror is out and the men carrying it take it away. 

The fat and the blond man set off. 
Our hero tries to resist. 
He pulls his legs forward, he grits his teeth and pulls backwards. 

The two men keep on walking dragging him with them. 
SCENE 3. EXT. - DAY \ SIDEWALK – A FEW MOMENTS LATER 
Close-up. The feet of the blond and the fat man walk steadily on the wet sidewalk while the soaked feet of our hero stumble, almost dragging in the effort to follow. The three men’s feet pass and step over some colorful umbrella cases. 
The three men walk in the rain. The fair and the dark man press hard on our hero who can barely find some space in the centre. 

In a narrow street on the right, a large mass of protesting people emerge. 
The three men get mixed in the protest. 
Our hero, amidst the protesters, is swayed left and right but manages to hold on the umbrella handle together with the fat and the fair man.

One protester stretches out his hand and grabs the handle of our hero’s umbrella. Dramatic music on. 
Another one, forthwith, does the same. 
One after the other, hands grasp the umbrella. 
Everyone tries to hold on it. 
Our hero is pushed, suffocates. He tries tooth and nail to hold on the umbrella while the rain is getting stronger. 

More and more hands grasp the umbrella. 
Our hero’s hand starts to slip. 
A female-protester shouts with such force that one can see her rough, almost purple throat. All her teeth are slightly crooked, sharp and dribbling.  As she screams and runs holding a placard among the crowd, she dashes on our hero throwing him on the sidewalk. Dramatic music culminates.  
Slow motion. Protesters trample on him and drag him, rolling along the ground. Using his hands, our hero tries to protect himself from the rampaging crowd, which – after dragging him along and trampling on him – moves away.  Dramatic music still on.
Our hero remains alone on the sidewalk, on his knees, with head bent, as the rain beats down on him. 
He raises his head and looks. 
The grey crowd moves away in the rain with the white umbrella swaying “luminously” in the middle. But one umbrella is not enough for them – they do not deserve it! – and they start tearing it apart.  
Our hero looks at the umbrella moving away while his face is soaking and his wet hair is stuck on his forehead.
SCENE 4. EXT. – DAY / SIDEWALK – A FEW MOMENTS LATER 
Rain persists. Our hero is walking among the people. 
He walks past a fat woman selling imitation perfumes to passers-by.   

A few yards away, our hero (while walking) sees a young child sleeping, curled up in a corner, on the steps of an apartment building. In front of his feet is a bag with imitation perfumes. 

The kid is so lightly dressed that his bare arms are bluish from the cold. 
Our hero takes coldly his eyes away from the kid and moves on his way.  

A few steps further our hero stops. Something besets him. He feels emotionally charged. There seems to be a battle inside him. He makes his decision! 
Cut to:

Close-up. Two scratched hands cover the kid attentively with a beige gabardine overcoat. Soft music on.  The kid opens his eyes and looks at our hero.  

The kid, embarrassed, makes to take off our hero’s overcoat and give it back. Our hero, smiling, sets the overcoat around the kid. 
Wide shot. Low angle. At the same time, two well-shaped female legs walk on the sidewalk towards the kid and our hero. Suddenly they hesitate.     
The kid takes a perfume bottle out of the bag in front of his feet and offers it to our hero. 
All of a sudden, a fat female hand grabs abruptly the bottle away from the kid’s hand. This hand belongs to the fat woman who was selling perfumes to passers-by a few moments ago. 
Our hero is perplexed. 
The fat woman takes the bag with the perfumes in front of the kid and stands on the sidewalk looking at him fiercely. 
The kid is upset. He gets up to follow her. 
On seeing that, the fat woman starts walking away.  

The kid goes down the steps one by one following her. At the same time he glances at our hero. 
He smiles tenderly at him. 
The kid steps on the sidewalk and turns to follow the fat woman. However, something blocks his way and he stops. Soft music crescendo. 
In front of him stands a beautiful, dark-haired young woman. She is in her mid-30’s and is standing in the rain carrying a white umbrella (of different “style” from our hero’s).  She has a red scarf around her neck and she is carrying her costume jacket in her hand. 
The woman looks at the kid and also our hero. Her eyes sparkle.

Our hero looks at her also enthralled by her sweetness. 
The woman squats to the kid’s height. He looks at her intently. 
The dark-haired woman puts her red scarf around the kid’s neck. 
She takes a small, brown, paper bakery bag (almost full) from her purse and offers it to the child. 
The fat woman, who has returned, grabs the kid from the hand and fiercely pulls it with her. 
The dark-haired woman and our hero look at the child walking away. He is wearing our hero’s overcoat and the woman’s scarf. 
The kid turns around and gives them a final glance before disappearing in a narrow street. 
After the kid is gone, the woman turns to our hero. She seems to be discovering something rare. Something she really likes.

He too, seems to be discovering something he has never met before.

The woman smiles at him. 
Our hero smiles back. 
SCENE 5 EXT. – DAY / CITY STREETS– A FEW MOMENTS LATER 
Establishing shot. The rain persists. People walking on grey sidewalks. Cars in the streets. 
Close-up on traffic light post. Red for pedestrians. 
Underneath, our hero with the woman come and stop. They are both under the woman’s white umbrella.  
The traffic light turns green for pedestrians. 
Our hero and the woman, holding the umbrella handle, start crossing the street. 
Fade out
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