


FADE IN:
EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Falling from an overcast sky. Leaves blowing towards a house. They are changing 
from green to orange to brown. It is sunny. Snow falls. Then rain. Flowers come and 
go. The house is two stories, white with a black roof. For a moment the wind sub-
sides and the leaves fall at the front door.

TITLE OVER: INTRIORS II

The leaves rise and continue to change colors. We follow them.

EXT. SIDE OF THE HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

A windowsill. A perspiring cistern water pump. Three cement stepping stones inlaid 
with pebble mosaic in the shape of birds.

EXT. BACKYARD

7KH�EORZLQJ�OHDYHV�IDOO�RQWR�DQ�RYDO�SDWFK�RI�ÁDWWHQHG�JUDVV�LQ�WKH�EDFN\DUG��
As Inn Theme ends a man’s voice blankets the scene.

MAN (V.O.)
Even if the doors are locked I’m not empty.

There’s a person inside.

CUT TO:
INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

The Man’s voice belongs to Gordon, tall, white hair with pale blue eyes, well built 
and wearing all grey with bare feet. He sits arched over a low oval table scattered 
with tiny metal parts. His face wet with tears.

GORDON/MARIA
A scattered dream that’s like a far off memory. 

A far off memory that’s like a scattered dream...

He presses a puff of cotton onto an 18-note music box comb.
The room darkens slowly to a grey dawn.

INT. UPSTAIRS BATHROOM - WINTER

&ORVLQJ�LQ�RQ�D�ÀYH�\HDU�ROG�ER\��+H�VLWV�ZLWK�KLV�NQHHV�RQ�WKH�WRLOHW�VHDW�DQG�HOERZV�
on the tank. The boy presses a puff of cotton onto his ear. A woman’s voice passes 
through the room.

JULIA (O.S.)
(out of breath) Ivan...

Ivan turns his head toward the bathroom window and squints his eyes. From down-
stairs Gordon speaks loudly.

GORDON (O.S.)
I was Gordon I should Cherish my love.
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

On a countertop at the farthest end of the room is a purple orchid in a white vase. 
3DOH�OLJKW�RSHQV�RQ�WKH�ÁRZHU��6SHFNV�RI�GXVW�DSSHDU�OLNH�SROOHQ�LQ�WKH�VXQ��$�PRWK�
lands on the orchid.

FADE TO:
INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

7KH�GRRU�RSHQV�IRU�XV��$W�WKH�IRRW�RI�WKH�EHG�LV�D�VWRUDJH�FRQWDLQHU�ODEHOHG�´/XOX�µ
$�PRWK�GHVFHQGV�RQWR�WKH�OLG�IURP�DERYH�

CUT TO:
INT. LAUNDRY ROOM

%DE\�%OXH��D�PHGLXP�VL]HG�EODFN��EURZQ�DQG�ZKLWH�GRJ��DVOHHS�LQ�D�SLOH�RI�IUHVK�
ODXQGU\��$�PL[�RI�VROLG�FRORUV��EOXH��UHG��\HOORZ��RUDQJH��JUH\�DQG�ZKLWH��*RUGRQ·V�
KDQG�UHDFKHV�LQWR�WKH�IUDPH�WR�SHW�%DE\�%OXH�

GORDON
What do you do when you’re lost?

BABY BLUE
. . .

GORDON
<RX�VWD\�VWLOO�DQG�VRPHRQH�ZLOO�FRPH�DQG�ÀQG�\RX�

You have that memorized?

*RUGRQ�JUDEV�DW�D�SLHFH�RI�JUH\�IDEULF�SRNLQJ�RXW�IURP�EHQHDWK�%DE\�%OXH·V�
ERG\��+H�SXOOV�RXW�D�NQLW�FDS��%DE\�%OXH�RSHQV�KHU�H\HV��2QH�H\H�LV�DOO�EOXH�
WKH�RWKHU�LV�EURZQ�ZLWK�EOXH�GRWV�

CUT TO:

INT. IVAN’S BEDROOM

*RUGRQ�VWDQGV�QHDU�DQ�XQSDFNHG�ER[��7KHUH�DUH�SODVWLF�SDUWV�RUJDQL]HG�RQ�WKH�FDU-
SHWHG�ÁRRU�

MONTAGE

*RUGRQ·V�KDQGV�DVVHPEOLQJ�WKH�PHVV��3DUWV�ÀWWLQJ�WRJHWKHU�ZLWKRXW�UHVLVWDQFH��+LV�
RUGHU�RI�RSHUDWLRQ�H[DFW��3DQ�DFURVV�KLV�IDFH��6KXWV�KLV�H\HV�

END MONTAGE

GORDON’S P.O.V.

$�SODVWLF�FXEE\� OD\LQJ�RQ� LWV�EDFN��*RUGRQ�SXOOV�D� OHQJWK�RI�GDUN� WZLQH�IURP�KLV�
SRFNHW��.QHHOV�GRZQ��6WDQGV�WKH�FXEE\�XSULJKW��7KUHDGV�WKH�WZLQH�WKURXJK�WZR�H\H-
OHWV��/LIWV�WKH�FXEE\�WR�WKH�ZDOO�DW�IDFH�KHLJKW�

BACK TO SCENE

:H�FDQ·W�ÀQG�*RUGRQ��$Q�RZO�FXW�RXW�LV�RQ�WKH�ZDOO�
FADE TO:

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - FALL

,YDQ�VWDQGV�LQ�IURQW�RI�D�FRQYH[�ZDVKLQJ�PDFKLQH�GRRU�ORRNLQJ�DW�VSLQQLQJ��ZHW��UHG�
DQG�\HOORZ�FORWKHV��*RUGRQ�HQWHUV�DQG�NQHHOV�WR�,YDQ·V�KHLJKW��7KH�JUHHQ�ZDOO�SDQHOV�
LQVLGH�DUH�QRZ�ÁHFNHG�ZLWK�\HOORZ�DQG�EURZQ�

GORDON
<RX�KDYH�DFFRPSDQLHG�PH�IRU�D�WKRXVDQG�\HDUV���

*RUGRQ�ORRNV�DW�,YDQ�WKHQ�EDFN�WR�WKH�FORWKHV�

GORDON
Do you know what pipes are?

IVAN
���

GORDON
                 Houses have pipes, they’re, like, tubes and they’re behind walls 

DQG�XQGHU�ÁRRUV�HYHU\ZKHUH�DQG���

IVAN
���

GORDON
,W·V�RND\��7KH\�MXVW�FDUU\�ZDWHU�WR�DQG�IURP�VLQNV

DQG�EDWKWXEV�DQG�WRLOHWV�DQG���

�������������&/26(�,1�RQ�WKH�F\FOH�RI�FORWKLQJ�

CUT TO:
      INT. KITCHEN - DAY

MONTAGE

*RUGRQ� VPDVKLQJ� GLVKHV�� PXJV� DQG� RWKHU� FHUDPLF� NLWFKHQZDUH�� *RUGRQ·V� IDFH�
VFUHDPLQJ��$OO�ZH�FDQ�KHDU�LV�PXVLF��7KH�VFHQH�LV�FXW�UK\WKPLFDOO\�WR�WKH�EDVV�KLWV�
of Distant Promise.

END MONTAGE

*RUGRQ�VWDQGV�EDUH�IRRW�VXUURXQGHG�E\�EURNHQ�FHUDPLF��
*UHHQ�GRPLQDWHV�WKH�ZDOOV�DQG�FHLOLQJ�

GORDON (V.O.)
7KLV�SXWV�HPSKDVLV�RQ�WKH�KHUR��HQGXULQJ�ORYH�DQG�OLIH�DQG�GHDWK�

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY

,YDQ�FOLPEV�LQWR�WKH�ZDVKLQJ�PDFKLQH�ZLWK�D�ORDG�RI�ZHW�ODXQGU\��+LV�IDFH�ORRNLQJ�
RXW�WKURXJK�WKH�FRQYH[�GRRU�
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GORDON (V.O.)
What goes through my mind when our town runs out of water supply. 

I hope and pray that it gets normal soon. 
Then I found solutions. 

Isolated closed water supply systems. 
Rooftop rainwater harvesting.

Well water. Yet... 
the washer runs on municipal water. Usually the cycle 

is weighed down, one way or another, 
by a body of wet clothes.

,YDQ�SUHVVHV�DQ�RSHQ�KDQG�RQ�WKH�JODVV�WR�ÁDWWHQ�D�IHZ�GURSV�RI�ZDWHU��2XWVLGH�WKH�
laundry room window it begins to rain.

CUT TO:
INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

$�Á\LQJ�WRXU�RI�WKH�KRXVH�

IVAN’S BEDROOM

JULIA (V.O.)
I have lost touch with Gordon... 

I understandmyself least of all. The last time I looked into your eyes 

it was like looking into the windows 

of an empty house.

GORDON’S ROOM

LULU (V.O.)
,W�IHOW�DV�WKRXJK�ZH�ZHUH�FRQÀQHG�WR�WKH�LQWHULRU

of a hotel with no exits, without even balconies... None of my carefully 

designed surroundings or daily routines could hasten 

the end and now... am I only remembered inside this box?

Six months inside a hotel, with never a walk outside.

Inside it was late summer, and the days were long.

DINING ROOM

MARIA (V.O.)
A scattered dream that’s like a far off memory.

A far off memory that’s like a scattered dream. 

I want to line the pieces up...

LIVING ROOM

IVAN
...

KITCHEN

GORDON
...

INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM - DAWN

Clammy, pale, exhausted Gordon lies shirtless in bed. His torso sticks out from un-
der the down covers. His knit cap slipping off his head.

GORDON
I don’t even know how long she’s been gone.

It’s like I’ve woken up in bed and she’s not here because

she’s gone to the bathroom or something---

INT. HALLWAY

GORDON (O.S.)
---but somehow I just know she’s never gonna

come back to bed.

Sleepy Ivan sits with his back against the wall. Hearing the sound of Gordon’s voice 
his eyes widen. He stands and walks towards Gordon’s bedroom. 
The ceiling is painted a gray-blue like the winter sky.

INT. GORDON’S BEDROOM
Ivan enters and stands beside Gordon’s bed. He watches the palm of Gordon’s hand.

GORDON
If I could just reach over and touch her side of the bed I’d know 

that it was cold but I can’t. I know I can’t have her back 

but I don’t want to wake up in the morning thinking she’s still here. 

I’ll lie here not knowing how long I’ve been alone. So how... 

how can I heal? How am I supposed to heal if I can’t feel time? 

,YDQ�SODFHV�KLV�KDQG�LQ�WKH�FHQWHU�RI�*RUGRQ·V��ÁDWWHQLQJ�D�IHZ�GURSV�RI�VZHDW��
Gordon closes his eyes. His body turns grey like stone.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

In the living room only a low, oval table remains. The walls are painted dark blue. 
,YDQ�HQWHUV�ZLWK�KLV�H\HV�À[HG�EH\RQG�WKH�VOLGLQJ�JODVV�GRRU�RQ�D�ZKLWH��EURZQ��DQG�
black puff sleeping in the yard. Blankets of snow cover the ground. Ivan stands close 
to the glass with bare feet. The room darkens slowly to a grey dawn.

EXT. BACKYARD

Baby Blue curled up in the snow. Her face turned away from Ivan. Her eyes are wide 
open. Her torso sinks and rises slightly.

JULIA (V.0.)

My senses dim and this world grows dark.

FADE TO WHITE

Underlined text - Red Mars by Kim Stanely Robinson
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