
INT. FRECKLES JR.'S BATHROOM - DAY

In full clown garb, Freckles Jr. looks into the MIRROR.

MIRROR: A LARGE FRAME SET IS PLACED AT THE FRONT OF THE
STAGE, IN FRONT OF THE LIVING ROOM SET. FRECKLES JR. IS

LOOKING OUT AT THE AUDIENCE.

He carefully puts on the finishing touches of his make-up:
three red freckles on his cheeks.

Freckles Jr. flashes a cheeseball smile at the mirror. The
moment fades, the smile falls off his face and Freckles
stares blankly into the mirror. 

Freckles Jr. turns around and walks away, AS...

THE "MIRROR" FRAME SET IS WHEELED OFF BY STAGE HANDS,
LEAVING ONLY...

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - DAY

Freckles Jr.'s living room is quaint and run-down. A small
COUCH and a COAT RACK appear to be the only furniture he
owns. There is a bundle of balloons tied to the coat rack.
The walls are a dingy beige, verging on brown. A single
PAINTING hangs on the wall, a portrait of an older clown,
FRECKLES SR., Freckles Jr.'s father. 

Freckles Jr. sits down on the couch. He pulls a pair of
CLOWN SHOES from the side of the couch and slides them on.
He stands up and walks toward the door. 

WAIT!

He almost forgot. Freckles Jr. grabs the balloons off the
coat rack and walks out the door, AS...

...THE MAIN CURTAIN CLOSES. A SIGN COMES DOWN IN FRONT OF
THE CURTAIN READING, "CIRCUS."

"EXT." CIRCUS TENT - DAY

FRECKLES JR. ENTERS FROM STAGE RIGHT, ONTO THE APRON.

Freckles Jr. approaches the opening of the curtain but
before he can enter...

The RING LEADER pops out of the circus tent, blocking the
entry.

RING LEADER
(frustrated)

You're late! ...Again!



FRECKLES JR.
I know, I'm sorry, I just-...

RING LEADER
No, no. I don't wanna hear it, I'm
tired of it.

(beat)
You're fired.

FRECKLES JR.
No, please, I need this. I...

(beat)
I can't go back to doing birthdays,
man. I'll do better, I promise.

RING LEADER
Sorry, kid. It's just not working
out. Maybe clowning ain't your
forte.

The Ring Leader turns and walks inside the circus tent.

FRECKLES JR.
(pleading)

Wait! Please, just give me one more
chance! I can-...

It's no use. Freckles Jr. is left standing outside the tent.
He stares at his feet and lets out a sigh.

FRECKLES JR.
(under breath)

Shit.

FRECKLES JR. EXITS STAGE RIGHT, STILL LOOKING AT HIS FEET.

EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE OF COFFEE SHOP - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. walks into a coffee shop.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. walks in with a NEWSPAPER under his arm. He
approaches a TABLE WITH CHAIRS. He places the newspaper onto
the table. He pulls out a chair and ties his bundle of
balloons to the back of it. He takes a seat.

Freckles Jr. raises one finger to the BARISTA, who is off
screen.

The barista enters, placing a cup of coffee on the table.

FRECKLES JR.
Thank you.



The barista nods politely and walks off screen.

Freckles Jr. takes a sip of the coffee then puts his
attention toward the newspaper. Freckles Jr. flips to the
"CLASSIFIEDS" section. He begins reading in distaste.

Freckles Jr. looks off into the distance as...

DAYDREAM SEQUENCE BEGINS, (ON LOCATION).

INT. OFFICE - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. is in his clown make-up but he is wearing a
shirt, tie, and khakis.

Freckles Jr. sits at a CUBICLE, looking miserable.

Freckles Jr. stands by a COPIER, looking miserable.

Freckles Jr. stands in a BREAK ROOM, next to a CO WORKER,
looking miserable. 

CO WORKER
(mid joke)

...so then I said, "that's not my
wife, that's a golden retriever!"

The CO WORKER busts a gut laughing. Freckles Jr. is
unimpressed, staring straight ahead. He takes a sip of
coffee.

END OF DAYDREAM SEQUENCE.

INT. COFFEE SHOP (CONT.) - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. comes back to reality. His mind is made up. He
stands up and walks out of the coffee shop, leaving the
newspaper on the table.

EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE OF APARTMENT - EVENING (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. approaches his apartment door. He stops, he
notices an EVICTION NOTICE tapes to the door. He rips it off
and reads it, letting out an exacerbated sigh.

FRECKLES JR.
Fuck.

Freckles Jr. walks into his apartment.

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

FRECKLES JR. ENTERS, STAGE LEFT.



Freckles Jr. walks across his apartment. He pulls out an old
CRATE next to the couch, labeled "Old Shit."  He reaches in
a grabs a VHS TAPE.

STAGE HANDS DRAG IN A TELEVISION SET FROM STAGE RIGHT.

Carrying the tape, Freckles Jr. walks over to the old TV
set. He puts the tape into the VCR. The tape is labeled,
"Dad."

Freckles Jr. sits on the floor, across from the TV. He
clicks the REMOTE AND...

...THE LIGHTS DIM. A BLUE LIGHT SHINES FROM THE TV. A LARGE
PROJECTOR IMAGE PLAYS ON THE BACK DROP.

PROJECTOR IMAGE BEGINS.

SUPER: INTRODUCING... FRECKLES! THE WORLD RENOWNED CLOWN!

INT. SMALL STAGE - NIGHT

FRECKLES Sr. bursts onto stage.

SFX: AUDIENCE APPLAUSE AS CIRCUS MUSIC PLAYS.

Freckles Sr. works the crowd, they're eating it up.

He pulls THREE BALLS from behind his back and juggles them
in the air.

SFX: OOH'S AND AH'S FROM CROWD.

Freckles Sr. finishes his routine, catching the last ball in
his mouth. He pretends to choke on it for before spitting it
out toward the crowd.

SFX: LAUGHS AND APPLAUSE FROM AUDIENCE.

Freckles Sr. bows. Suddenly, he turns around, facing his
back toward the audience.

SFX: DEEP BREATHES, BLOWING, BALLOONS SQUEAKING.

Freckles Sr. whips around, presenting to the audience, a
BALLOON ANIMAL. A poodle, to be exact.

 SFX: AUDIENCE APPLAUSE.

Freckles Sr. holds up one finger to the audience, miming,
"but wait, there's more!" He sets the balloon poodle on the
ground. He holds a hand up to the poodle.

FRECKLES SR.



Stay...

Freckles Sr. takes a few steps away from the poodle, the
poodle doesn't move. Freckles Sr. turns around. He begins to
clap at the balloon animal, and then to the crowd.

FRECKLES SR.
Good boy!

SFX: AUDIENCE APPLAUSE.

Freckles Sr. pulls a STICK out from behind his back.

FRECKLES SR.
Now, fetch!

He throws the stick across the stage, over the poodle. The
poodle doesn't move. Freckles Sr. chuckles nervously,
looking toward the crowd. Then back at the balloon animal,
frustrated.

SFX: AUDIENCE LAUGHTER.

Freckles Sr. walks over to the balloon animal. He picks it
up then POP! The poodle explodes, leaving balloon bits in
Freckles Sr. hands.

SFX: AUDIENCE GASP.

Freckles Sr. looks down at the balloon bits. A large frown
covers his face, he begins to "cry" as he drops the shredded
balloon.

He pulls a HANDKERCHIEF out of his sleeve. He dabs "tears"
away from his eyes. Freckles Sr. continues to pull on the
handkerchief, revealing a slew of handkerchiefs all tied
together. He stops "crying" and becomes overwhelmed by the
amount of handkerchiefs.

SFX: AUDIENCE LAUGHTER.

END OF PROJECTOR IMAGE.

MEANWHILE...

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT (CONT.)

Freckles Jr. sits on the floor, eyes glued to the TV. He is 
overcome with nostalgia, reminiscent.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - NIGHT



THE HOUSE LIGHTS ARE OFF, LEAVING THE STAGE DARK.

Freckles Jr. lays on the floor, asleep. The blue screen of
the TV shines on him.

SFX: FAINT TV STATIC.

A SHADOWY FIGURE appears in front of the TV. It looms over
Freckles Jr. 

A WHITE SPOTLIGHT SHINES ON FRECKLES JR.

Freckles Jr. slowly wakes up.

He sees the shadowy figure and stands up. He stands in front
of the shadow, confused and skeptical.

A BLUE SPOTLIGHT SHINES ON THE SHADOWY FIGURE, REVEALING
FRECKLES SR., DECKED OUT IN HIS CLOWN COSTUME. THE TWO

CLOWNS STAND IN A VOID, FACING EACH OTHER.

FRECKLES JR.
(shook)

Dad?

The two stand across from each other. A smirk curls up on
Freckles Sr.'s face.

FRECKLES SR.
(smug)

Oh, hey you. I was in the
neighborhood, thought I'd swing by.

(Freckles Sr. scopes out the
living room.)

Nice place ya got here.

Freckles Jr. looks around the apartment.

FRECKLES JR.
Yeah, well I won't for long...

Freckles Sr. takes a second look at the apartment.

FRECKLES SR.
Don't let it beat you up too much.
You'll look like your wall paper.

Both of them chuckle half-heartedly.

FRECKLES SR.
(beat) 

I've noticed you've taken up the
family business. It makes me proud
to see the "Freckles" legacy is



still carrying on.

Freckles Jr. smiles anxiously.

FRECKLES JR.
(bashful)

Yeah, I'm, uh... I'm trying. I've
still got a long way to go to live
up to the name though.

Freckles Sr. laughs to himself.

FRECKLES SR.
Ah, don't sweat it, kid. You're
never gonna be like me.

Freckles Jr. has the light ripped out of him. He looks down
at the floor.

FRECKLES SR.
You cant be like me because you're
Freckles "Junior." You get that,
right? You got the little "J.R." 
and everything.

(beat)
But hey, look, I'm not wearing the
freckles anymore...

Freckles Sr. points to his cheeks.

FRECKLES SR. (CONT.)
...It's up to you now, kiddo.

Freckles Jr. looks up at his father, a small smile curls on
his face. The two share a moment. The smile fades from
Freckle Jr.'s face.

FRECKLES JR.
I don't know... It feels like I'm
not doing it right, like I'm trying
too hard.

FRECKLES SR.
(Softly)

Don't be so glum. There's nothing in
this world that's harder than
clowning around.

(beat)
What? You think I just woke up one
day and was performing for the Queen
of England? Well, of course I did,
that's a bad example. I mean, I'm
Freckles, so...



Freckles Sr. pantomimes the Queen of England. Freckles Jr.
chuckles.

FRECKLES SR.
(beat)

It takes practice, kid. But don't
worry, you'll get there one day.

Freckles Jr. smiles, softly.

FRECKLES JR.
Thanks, dad.

FRECKLES SR.
(beat)

Hey, you wanna know a little family
secret?

Freckles Jr. nods, elated.

FRECKLES SR.
Alright, close your eyes.

Freckles Jr. Closes his eyes. Freckles Sr. steps away.

FRECKLES SR.
You ready?

Freckles Jr. nods again.

...

Silence.

THE HOUSE LIGHTS COME ON.

Freckles Jr., confused, opens his eyes. He is standing in
his apartment alone. The TV static still hums in the
background.

DIP TO BLACK. MATCH CUT TO:

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - DAY

Freckles Jr. remains standing in the middle of his
apartment. A moment passes, he walks out the front door.

TIME LAPSE.

STAGE HANDS COME INTO FRAME. THEY DRAG OFF THE APARTMENT
PROPS AND BRING ON THE PARK PROPS. THEY FLIP THE FLATS

AROUND TO REVEAL THE PARK BACK DROP. EXTRAS ENTER AND GET
INTO POSITION.



"EXT." PARK - DAY

It is an average day at the park. PEOPLE are jumping rope
and playing hopscotch. There is an ELDERLY MAN sitting on a
bench. It is ambiguous, but he seems to be homeless

FRECKLES JR. ENTERS STAGE RIGHT. HE IS HOLDING A TIN CUP AND
A CHEAP, CARDBOARD SIGN WITH "FRECKLES JR." ON IT.

Freckles Jr. walks to the middle of the park, he sets his
sign and cup down on the ground. He looks around, slightly
hesitant. He takes a deep breath. After collecting himself,
Freckles Jr. bursts into clown mode.

He pulls THREE JUGGLING BALLS out of his pocket. As he looks
side to side, eager to entertain...

A YOUNG COUPLE ENTERS, STAGE RIGHT.

The YOUNG COUPLE walk arm in arm, enjoying each other's
company, in their own little world.

Freckles Jr. spots them. As they approach closer to him, he
waves them down, over enthusiastically. He jumps in front of
their path. The young couple stops in their tracks, slightly
startled at first. However, after a little convincing from
one of them, they decide to give Freckles Jr. a chance.

Freckles Jr. is giddy. He waves the three balls out in front
of the couple, showing them off. The couple smiles in
excitement. Gathering himself, Freckles Jr. takes a deep
breath. He attempts to juggle the balls.

Terrible. All of the balls fall to the ground. Freckles Jr.
is visibly disappointed. Frustrated, he picks up the balls.

However, the couple lets out a laugh.

Freckles Jr. doesn't really seem to care. He laughs it off
nervously and puts one finger to the couple, as if to tell
them, "hang on."

He tries again to juggle. Hopeless, again. All the balls
fall to the ground.

The couple seems to enjoy it. One of them puts a dollar in
the tin cup. They return to their "lover's world" and begin
to walk away. Freckles Jr. trails along with them.

FRECKLES JR.
Wait, no. I can actually do it! Just
let me try agai-...

It's no use. The couple is unfazed.



THE YOUNG COUPLE EXITS, STAGE LEFT.

AS...

A JOGGER ENTERS, STAGE LEFT. SHE IS LISTENING TO HEADPHONES.

Freckles Jr. puts on his best clown face, though it is
obvious he is desperate. He begins to run along side the
jogger. He holds the three balls in her face. The jogger is
immediately annoyed, she tries to shoo Freckles Jr. away.

Adamant, Freckles Jr. attempts to juggle for her. In doing
so, he trips over his sign. He falls to the ground, along
with the three balls. The jogger doesn't care, she continues
on.

THE JOGGER EXITS, STAGE RIGHT.

One of the balls rolls over to the elderly man on the bench.
He stops it with his foot. Freckles Jr., still on the
ground, looks up at him.

ELDERLY MAN
(smug)

Hey buddy, don't quit your day job.

The elderly man laughs to himself.

Freckles Jr. gets up and collects his things. He snatches
the ball from under the man's foot and leans in sternly to
give the elderly man a middle finger.

FRECKLES JR. STORMS OUT OF FRAME, RIGHT.

EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE OF APARTMENT - EVENING (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. walks, kicking the air in anger. He walks into
his apartment.

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

FRECKLES JR. ENTERS, STAGE LEFT.

Freckles Jr. walks over and plops on the couch. He leans
back, deflated. He kicks his clown shoes off. After,
decompressing for a moment, Freckles Jr. leans forward,
putting his face in his hands.

FRECKLES SR.
(off screen)

Rough go at it, huh?

THE HOUSE LIGHTS GO OUT. FRECKLES JR. IS HIT WITH A WHITE
SPOTLIGHT.



Freckles Jr. sits up at attention. He looks over. Sitting
next to him on the couch is Freckles Sr.

FRECKLES SR. IS LIT WITH A BLUE SPOTLIGHT.

FRECKLES SR.
(smug)

And here I thought the "Freckles"
name was in good hands.

(beat)
(playful but mean)

Boy, was I wrong!

Freckles Sr. laughs to himself and shakes his head.

Freckles Jr. puts his face back in his hands.

FRECKLES SR.
I mean, sheesh... You really dropped
the ball on that one, huh?

Freckles Sr. laughs, amused by himself.

Freckles Jr. says something from behind his hands, it is
muffled and indiscernible. 

FRECKLES SR.
Oh, I'm sorry, what's that? Did you
say something?

(beat)
Or were you just choking again?

Freckles Sr. burst into laughter.

Freckles Jr. flees from the couch, he begins to pace around
the apartment. 

FRECKLES JR.
(irritated)

Well it's not like I ever had much
help, did I? You certainly didn't
show me how to do this!

Freckles Sr. stops laughing.

FRECKLES  SR.
(stern)

I was a world renowned clown. You
know what that means? It means I had
fans everywhere. People all around
the globe that I had to appease.

(beat)
I couldn't really do that if I was
tied down in this shit-hole of a



town.

FRECKLES JR.
Tied down?! Really? Tie-... You're a
real piece of work, ya know that?

(beat)
A piece of fucking work!

FRECKLES SR.
(calm)

Look, son. Don't get all worked up.
You're gonna ruin your make-up. 

(beat)
I was gonna come back, its just
that-...

FRECKLES JR.
(irate)

Bullshit! Total bullshit! You wanna
know why?

Freckles Jr. walks over to the crate next to the couch. He
pulls out a large stack of worn ENVELOPES held together by a
rubber band.

FRECKLES JR.
Letters. I wrote letters to you. For
18 years...!

Freckles Jr. throws the envelopes into Freckles Sr.'s lap
and continues to pace around the apartment, angrily.
Freckles Sr. begins to flip through the envelopes, all of
them stamped with "Return to Sender."

FRECKLES JR. (CONT.)
Every birthday, every Christmas, I
would wait and wonder, "when is dad
gonna write back?"

(beat)
But ya know, eventually I just gave
up because you know what I got in
the mail? Nothing! Fucking nothing!

Freckles Jr. turns to Freckles Sr.

THE HOUSE LIGHTS COME ON.

Freckles Sr. is gone. In his place, the stack of envelopes
sit on the couch. Standing in the middle of the apartment,
Freckles Jr. places his hands on his hips and hangs his
head.

DIP TO BLACK.



EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE OF APARTMENT - EVENING (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. exits his apartment, three balloons in hand. He
is also carrying his sign and tin cup. He begins to walk
down the sidewalk.

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - DAY

STAGE HANDS BEGIN TO SWITCH THE "APARTMENT" SET TO THE
"PARK" SET.

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. continues down the sidewalk.

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - DAY

STAGE HANDS CONTINUE TO SWITCH THE SETS UNTIL THE "PARK" SET
IS COMPLETE.

"EXT." PARK - DAY

FRECKLES ENTERS, STAGE RIGHT.

Another day at the park. There is a birthday party going on,
everyone is playing and enjoying themselves. The same
elderly man is sitting on the bench, still looking homeless.
He sees Freckles Jr. approaching and begins to laugh to
himself.

ELDERLY MAN
Ah no, not you again... I'm telling
ya, man, should've kept the day job.

(beat)
(singing)

"Working 9 to 5, what a way to make
a living. Barely gettin by..."

Freckles Jr. looks over to the elderly man, still laughing
and singing to himself. He says nothing and continues to his
spot in middle of the park. He puts the sign and the cup on
the ground. Still holding on to the balloons, Freckles Jr.
begins to survey the park.

Freckles Jr. spots the birthday party going on. He rolls his
eyes and shakes his head. He continues to look for an
audience.

A PAIR OF COLLEGE STUDENTS ENTER, STAGE LEFT.

The COLLEGE STUDENTS are talking to one another,
indiscernible. They are walking in Freckles Jr. direction.
Freckles Jr. ceases the moment. He puts the balloons behind
his back and hops directly in their path.



The college students are taken aback, confused and slightly
frightened. Freckles Jr. gives them a wide smile. He pulls
the balloons out from behind his back and presents them as
if they were a prize on a game show.

The college students look at each other, unsure, then back
to Freckles Jr.

Freckles Jr. grabs the balloons and whips around, turning
his back to the college students.

SFX: SQUEAKING RUBBER AS FRECKLES JR. APPEARS TO BE DOING
SOMETHING WITH THE BALLOONS.

Freckles Jr. whips back around and presents the balloons
with great confidence. All three balloons are duct taped
together, creating an amorphous blob.

One of the college students shrugs their shoulders.

COLLEGE STUDENT #1
What is it?

Freckles Jr. looks down at the balloons and then back at the
college students. He seems slightly annoyed, but also very
understanding of where he went wrong. Freckles Jr. turns his
back on the college students once again.

SFX: MARKER CAP POPPING OFF, WRITING ON BALLOONS.

Freckles Jr. turns around and presents the balloons once
more. Written on the balloons is, "It's a Poodle." Freckles
Jr. smiles nervously has he hands the balloons to College
Student #1.

COLLEGE STUDENT #1
(unsure)

Thanks...?

Freckles Jr. smiles, confident and affirmative. He bows in a
grandiose fashion and allows the college students to be on
their way. College Student #2 puts some change in the cup
and the pair of them walk off.

Freckles Jr. stands in the park, proud of himself, his back
turned toward the college students as they leave.  

COLLEGE STUDENT #2
What was that?

COLLEGE STUDENT #1
(starting to laugh)

I have no idea.



Freckles turns to look at the college students JUST AS...

College Student #1 lets go of the balloons, letting them
float away.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Hit with a gust of wind, the balloons blow away.

Freckles Jr. is crushed, all the confidence he had is gone.
He turns and saunters off.

EXT. SIDEWALK OUTSIDE OF APARTMENT - EVENING (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr., holding his sign and tin cup, walks into his
apartment.

INT. FRECKLES JR.'S APARTMENT - EVENING

Freckles barely gets inside the door WHEN...

THE HOUSE LIGHTS GO OUT.

...Freckles Sr. snatches the tin cup out of his hands.

FRECKLES SR.
Ah, let's see what we got here.

(beat)
Seriously? This is it?

Freckles Sr. shakes the cup and holds it up to his ear. The
change clangs around inside.

FRECKLES SR.
I'd say this is chump change but I
don't think you have enough.

(beat)
(angry)

Is this really what the "Freckles"
name has come to? Fucking Pennywise
could do better than this shit. 

Freckles Sr. spikes the tin cup on the ground. He looks at
Freckles Jr. The air becomes tense.

FRECKLES JR.
(shakey)

Dad... I'm--I'm trying...

FRECKLES SR.
Trying?! Ha! That's the best joke
you've ever told. You were supposed



to be great! I was the best clown in
the world, the best! and what are
you?! A fucking loser in make up,
pissing on my grave. Is that what
you wanna do? Fucking piss on your
old man?! Piss on my name, huh?! Is
that it?!

Freckles Sr. looks at Freckles Jr., disgusted. Freckles Jr.
is on the verge of tears.

FRECKLES JR.
No, Dad, I-...

FRECKLES SR.
(Mocking)

I-I-I don't want to hear it!
(beat)

The thought of you trying to be a
clown makes me wanna puke! I mean,
did you really think you could be
like me?!... You don't deserve to
wear those freckles. Shit, I'm not
even sure you deserve to live. Born
a bastard, die a bastard, right?

A tear rolls down Freckles Jr. cheek.

FRECKLES JR.
(desperate, passionate)

I... I can do better... I'll do
better! I promise! Please, Dad, just
let show you. I can-...

Freckles Sr. shakes his head.

FRECKLES SR.
Haven't you embarrassed me enough?

(beat)
You're no son of mine.

Freckles Sr. turns his back and walks toward STAGE RIGHT.

Freckles Jr.
Wait, Dad... Please, come back! Come
back!

FRECKLES SR. EXITS STAGE RIGHT.

THE HOUSE LIGHTS COME ON.

Freckles Jr. stands alone, tears in his eyes. SUDDENLY...

SFX: A LOUD KNOCK ON THE DOOR.



Freckles Jr. snivels and wipes his eyes, quickly collecting
himself. He answers the door.

EXT. FRECKLES JR.'S FRONT DOOR - (ON LOCATION)

A police office stands outside the doorway. He is looking
down at an eviction notice/notebook, writing a note.

POLICE OFFICER
Alright, buddy. You got your things
packed up?

The police officer looks up to see Freckles Jr. standing in
the doorway. His make-up is smeared and his eyes are red.

POLICE OFFICER
Ah shit, man. You look terrible.

Freckles Jr. sighs and walks back inside. The police officer
follows him in.

EXT. SIDEWALK - EVENING (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. sits on the sidewalk. He is holding out his tin
cup, a large frown covers his face. Next to him is a
CARDBOARD SIGN, it reads, "Will Clown 4 Food."

PEOPLE pass Freckles Jr., but they don't pay him much
attention.

EXT. PARK - NIGHT (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. finds a bench. He lays down on it, struggling
to get comfortable. Just as he closes his eyes...

VOICE (O.S.)
(angry)

Hey!

Freckles Jr.'s eyes fly open. He looks up to see the Elderly
Man looming over him.

ELDERLY MAN
(annoyed)

You're in my spot.

FRECKLES JR.
Right. Sorry.

Freckles Jr. gets off the bench and walks off screen. The
elderly man lays on the bench, he closes his eyes with a
smile on his face.

EXT. OUTSIDE OF FRECKLES JR.'S APARTMENT - NIGHT (ON



LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. stands in front of his door. He looks around to
make sure the coast is clear. He begins to jiggle the
doorknob. He struggles for a moment. He throws his shoulder
into the door, once, twice, three times...

INT. FRECKLES JR. 'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The door flies open and Freckles Jr. stumbles inside.

The apartment is barren. All that's left is tattered walls.

Freckles Jr. stands in the middle of the empty space. He
looks around, reminiscent. Suddenly, Freckles Jr. sneezes.
He uses his hands to cover his mouth. He pulls his hands
away and looks down at them. 

Peeking out of his sleeve is a colorful handkerchief.
Freckles Jr. pulls it out, tied to the end of it, another
colorful handkerchief. He continues to pull, revealing a
long rope of colorful handkerchiefs.

Freckles Jr. looks at the rope of handkerchiefs. He looks up
to the ceiling.

TILT UP

CROSS DISSOLVE

TILT DOWN

The handkerchief rope hangs down from the ceiling, a noose
is tied at the end of it.

Freckles Jr. steps forward, toward the noose. He looks up at
it.

A STAGE HAND PLACES A WOODEN CHAIR UNDERNEATH THE NOOSE.

Freckles Jr. steps up on the chair and places the noose
around his neck. He looks down at the ground. All is lost.
There's a distant look in his eyes, they begin to tear up.
He puts one foot on the back of the chair.

Freckles Jr. begins to breath heavily. He builds up the
nerves. He clenches his teeth and closes his eyes. Freckles
Jr. kicks the chair over.

The chair falls to the ground, so does Freckles Jr. The rope
of handkerchiefs cascade down from the ceiling, forming a
pile around Freckles Jr.

A moment of shock. Freckles Jr. curls up, pulling his knees



to his chest. He cries to himself.

EXT. POND - DAY (ON LOCATION)

Freckles Jr. approaches a small pond. He steps into the
water, it hits him just above the knees. Freckles Jr. looks
at his distorted reflection. His make-up is smeared, he
looks terrible.

Freckles Jr. scoops his hands into the water. He splashes it
on his face, washing away the make-up.

EXT. BACK ROAD - DAY (ON LOCATION)

CU: HITCHHIKER'S THUMB.

Freckles Jr. stands on the side of the road, holding out his
thumb. He is without make-up, it is a peculiar look for him.
The only thing that he has with him is a hobo knapsack. 

A car passes, leaving a cloud of dust in Freckles Jr.'s
face. He coughs and waves the dust away. He walks further
down the road, continuing to stick out his thumb.

Another car approaches, Freckles Jr. keeps his back turned,
not looking at it. The car pulls over and honks it's horn.
Surprised, Freckles Jr. turns around. He walks over to the
car.

The passenger side window rolls down, Freckles Jr. leans in.
He sees that the car is packed full of clowns. Freckles Jr.
is taken aback.

DRIVER CLOWN
(friendly)

Hey, buddy. Need a lift?

FRECKLES JR.
Uh, yeah. That'd be great.

DRIVER CLOWN
Hop in. I think we can make some
room.

Freckles Jr. gets into the backseat, smushed between three
clowns. The driver clown looks back at him.

DRIVER CLOWN
So, where ya headed?

FRECKLES JR.
Um, anywhere, I guess.

DRIVER CLOWN



Alrighty...

The driver clown looks back at the road.

DRIVER CLOWN (CONT.)
...next stop, anywhere.

Freckles Jr. smiles, for the first time in a long time.

The car drives away down the road.

THE END.




