Cloud cover and long-drawn shades of sunset had nothing new to offer the quiet funerary scene. Any career minded film professional or 20 year old indie kid desperate to jade before he learns a little would call it cliché. To everyone in attendance it was considered appropriate. Nothing like bright sun or blotchy rain to accentuate death. The mute gray, red striped orchid of sky went on without break, a non-intrusive backdrop to the somber, angry family in attendance. Robyn Rasmussen was 23 years old when she killed herself. In her suicide note she left her car to the dealership she sent her monthly payment to. She asked that her sister say a prayer of her own words, and that she be buried, not cremated.

She finished the note with a clear, but disturbing, line:

“Know, before you judge me too harshly, that this was not my decision, it was the want and will of Diane Sawyer that led to my death.”

“Can I read it to you?”

“Of course,” Peter put his script down and looked up, attentively, “I'm yours, buddy”

“Ok,” Shoe cleared his throat and took a deep breath. Peter smiled to himself to see the writer make an attempt at acting.

'These weren't the friends he lusted for, the ones for whom he broke his back and blew his cash. These were the simple, optimistic lot who met on the stoop, drank slowly and loved deliberately. These were the friends clutched at the edges of his heart, sometimes clinging tight, being swept along or forgotten about, but often enough they were shoulder to the weight of moments in stasis. Their quality patinated as time went by, thriving in the in-between days of heartbreak and new crush. He was at his best when he came home to them, but as with most people in this world, he was rarely at his best.'

“It's a little tripey, eh?” Peter didn't get any reaction from Shoe, a sign of near-confrontation considering Shoe's normal convivial manner, “Come on, at least revise this line? 'Their quality patinated as time went by, thriving in the etc. etc.' Seriously, Shoe.”

Shoe smiled and kissed the air toward Peter, “No time to revise Pete, I'll lose it if I do. I don't think that this is good, but it might be important. When we look at it again, when we pick it up out of the scrap pile we might discover that it was the most important thing I've ever written.”

Peter sighed, watching his friend return to frantic typing, “I just wished you hang on to one of these, just one, even. Develop it, re-write and eventually script it. You think in a different way than anyone I know, and I'm a little bit in love with your outlook. If you could revise, though, if you could keep it concise and direct. I mean, I don't even know what you're saying with that paragraph. Do you?”

Nothing but clicking keys and shallow breath. Not even a blink or weight shift.

“I want to show the world how you see them, Shoe. I want you to write me a vehicle.”

