The Day Tomorrow Made Yesterday

By
Kyle Reid



EXT. STREET - DAWN

A light sheet of fog has not yet evaporated with the still
rising sun, and the panting breathes of PATRICK PALLARD, 18,
show visibly as quickly dissolving puffs.

Patrick jogs on the campus-side sidewalk between Hauser
College campus and University Ave. He wears a school sweater
featuring the school’s mascot, the anaconda.

Patrick stops jogging to watch, VAUGHN, about 50, open the
storefront of Pickin’ Pete’s Plectrum Patio across the
street.

Patrick dashes across the empty street to the store.

INT. PICKIN’ PETE’S PLECTRUM PATIO - CONTINUOUS

Patrick enters, and admires the walls hung with guitars as he
catches his breath.

VAUGHN
I don’‘t usually see anyone in here
this early.

PATRICK

I run by here all the time, but
usually before it’s open. You’'re in
early today.

VAUGHN
Well I had a little case of
insomnia, guess I am a bit early.
S0 what’s your name?

PATRICK
Patrick. You must be Pete.

VAUGHN
Oh no, my name is Vaughn. Pete died
vears ago from chronic invasive
arthritis.
(reaching into a bag.)
Mind if I eat my breakfast?

PATRICK
No, that’s okay. I don’t really
know what I’'m looking for.

VAUGHN
Do you play?



PATRICK
No, well not guitar.

Vaughn walks from behind the register towards Patrick.

VAUGHN
Well we have some starter kits over
this way. This is the Bedroom
Hellion. It comes with everything a
beginner guitarist needs: Guitar,
amp, tuner, a Nirvana songbook, and
some ear plugs for the parents. Ha,
got one for my kid a while ago.

PATRICK
Do you play guitar?

VAUGHN
Oh yveah. I'm in a punk band with a
few other geezers called The 0ld

Yellers.

PATRICK
How long did it take you to get
good?

VAUGHN

You kiddin’? I still ain’t no good,
but after a couple years vou get
decent enough to fool most people.

PATRICK
Do you get a lot of girls?

VAUGHN
Ha, well I guess it might have
helped me meet a few more ladies,
but that’s about as far as it
really gets you. Still gotta lay on
the charm after that I’'m afraid.
That was never quite my thing, but
my wife didn’t mind none.

PATRICK
Well, I gotta get going, but I
might be back tomorrow.

Patrick leaves, jogging.



INT. TINY FRESHMAN DORM ROOM - DAY

QUINCY, GENE, EDWARD-ELLEN, and KLEIN, reel with excitement,
setting their videc game controllers down to high-five each
other.

QUINCY
Let it be noted that on November
l6th at 7:56am in my room we
officially beat all 52 stages of
Merlin’s Madhouse before it was
released in stores. This calls for
a victory celebration.

Quincy takes a deep breath and begins to conduct with his
pointer finger. They all begins to sing together.

TOGETHER
(sung)

Fight, fight, Anacondas. Show them
we’'re supreme! Win, win, Anacondas.
Squeeze the other team! And though
we have no arms or legs that does
not spell defeat. Because we have
no arms or legs we will crawl in
victory!

Edward-Ellen snaps a photoc of the TV screen with his camera
phone.

EDWARD-ELLEN
Hey, Quincy, can I use your
computer to post this picture to
Galaxy Gamers?

KLEIN
Yeah we told the guys on the forum
we were gunna beat Merlin’s
Madhouse tcoday and they won’t
believe us without a pic.

QUINCY
I'd let you, but I'm downloading
this huge new leaked file.

Patrick enters the room wrapped in a towel and damp.

EDWARD-ELLEN
What about you, Patrick?

PATRICK
What?



QUINCY
Eddy E, and Klein want to use your
computer.

GENE

Guys, we can do it in our room.
Gene, Edward-Ellen, and Klein leave.

Quincy’s computer dings, and he rolls over to it in a swivel
chair.

QUINCY
Ah sweetness.

PATRICK
What’s that? The entire X-rated
videography of Kobe Tai?

QUINCY

No. Actually, I don’t know what it
is. Some user named Arch A two-
seven from Skull and Bytes torrent
site private-messaged me the link.
It’s just called “Tomorrow.exe.” I
couldn’t resist. And now...

Ouincy double clicks the file on his desktop. His computer
screen freezes, and the CPU below the desk starts to click
and crackle.

QUINCY
Great, this better not crash my
machine.

Quincy bends down to check out his computer. Patrick turns
and looks at the screen.

WHOOSH!

Time freezes, and a white light emanates from the computer
screen bleaching all color from the room.

INT. EERIE WAITING ROOM - DAY

Patrick sits in a row of chairs against the wall in a modern
building. An eclectic assortment of characters from present
and antiquity £fills the other chairs: An armored knight, a
fireman, a chimney sweep, a garbage man, etc...



A door near the front desk swings open, and a plain lcooking
man wearing a name tag that just says 27 steps into the
threshold.

27
Partrick Pallard.
(beat)
Mr. Pallard.
(beat)
Patty?

INT. EERIE OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

27 types on a computer behind a desk. Patrick sits in a chair
on the other side.

27

Hmm. Okay, Patty. It looks like
there’s nothing toc major on your
record.

(pointing to a electronic

signature pad)
If you would sign there, I can get
vou right in.

Patrick cranes his neck around and stares through the glass
wall into the waiting room where a revolutionary era American
tradesman in a white puffy shirt and brown apron examines a
knight’s broadsword.

27 (CONT’D)
Look, I know so far this is not as
magical as you might have dreamed,
but if you just sign I can have you
transferred over immediately.

27 intentionally coughs. Patrick turns around.

27 (CONT’D)
You know, most people are excited
to know they are getting into
heaven.

PATRICK
What? Is this some kind of costumed
cult recruitment meeting?

27
(exasperated)
It says here you completed the
video information session with
everyone else.
(MORE )



27 (cont'd)
Please don’t tell me you still
don’t believe you’re dead. I
shouldn’t be getting deniers at
this level.

Patrick stands up from the chair.

PATRICK
There was no videc. I don’t even
know how I got here, and now you’re
telling me that I’'m dead?

27
I don’t get it about you deniers.
Can’'t you all just feel it? Don’t
you?

Patrick sits back down.

PATRICK
When did it happen?

27
You should have gotten all the info
at check in.

PATRICK
I don’t remember.

27
Okay fine. Let’s just hurry this
up, Patty. The time of death on
earth where you were was oh, neat
12:00am today exactly. Hmm, lot of
other entries at that time and date
too.

PATRICK
12am? What time is it now?

27
Well in purgatory time moves
enormously faster, but on earth
it’s about 8am Eastern Standard.

PATRICK
How could I have died at 12am if I
was still alive at 8am when Quincy
opened that file? Wait, what did
you say that date was?

27
I didn’t. It’s November 17th.



PATRICK
Are you sure?

27
Yes. I am. The time and date on my
computer are synced to the divine
clock over the internet.

PATRICK
There must have been an accident or
something.

27
Well, duh. You are dead.

PATRICK
No, I mean I think I time traveled
through my own death.

27
And?

PATRICK
And? Is that normal? Arn’t people

supposed to be alive for their own
deaths?

27
Well technically you were.

DAVID
What happened to me? How did it
happen?

27
I don’t have that kind of
information on here. All I know is
that you’re Patty Pallard who died
at midnight this morning.

PATRICK
Stop calling me Patty. It’s
Patrick, and this isn’t fair. That
can’t just be it. Isn’t there
something you can do? Can’t you
send me back?

27
I don’'t even have the authorization
to make you a ghost.



PATRICK
I don’t wanna be a ghost. I want to
be alive.

27

Well T can’t do that, and anyway it
says here your body is in no
condition to receive your soul
again.

PATRICK
What the hell happened? Was it a
car wreck?

27
I told you, now there is one thing
I can do, since we are talking
about time travel. This is for one
time only, but I can send you back
to live your last day again, but
you won’'t remember any of this. I
don’t see the point of the program,
personally. Everyone who uses it
just ends up ignorantly squandering
their last day chasing meaningless
desires.

PATRICK
Well, I think it’s a matter of
principal. I want to do it.

27
Well you’ve already held me up long
enough as it is.

27 types on the computer.
27 (CONT’D)
If you’ll just sign the electronic

pad please.

Patrick signs the pad.

INT. TINY FRESHMAN DORM ROOM - DAY

Quincy bangs on his computer then restarts it.

QUINCY
Huh? What a load of crap. I spent
all night downloading this file and
it does nothing but freeze up my
computer.



Gene, Edward-Ellen, and Klein enter the room, Gene juggling
three multi-colored balls.

KLEIN
Hey, so Quincy do you wanna go to
the Phi Ki party tonight to
celebrate our awesome victory?

QUINCY
You guys go to frat parties?

EDWARD-ELLEN
Well we’ve been trying to get into
one all semester, and I hear the
one tonight is gunna be huge. We’ll
totally get in.

GENE
What about you Patty?

Patrick slaps Gene’s hands, causing the juggling balls to
fall.

PATRICK
Don’t call me Patty, Gene.

Gene pokes his head into Patrick’s closet, trying to rescue
his balls.

GENE
Hey cool trombone. Can I play it?

PATRICK
No. That’s nothing. I don’t play
that anymore. It’s just...
(pause)
You know what. Hell, let’s go to
the damn party and get out of here
away from all this nerdy shit.

CLOSE ON - The trombone case in the closet.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD - NIGHT

SUPER - A year prior.

The band plays, and the score board reads HOME: 28 AWAY: 0 in
the 2nd guarter.



10.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)

And with and impressive lead in the
second quarter by our home team,
The Cooper Town Barrelmakers, it
looks like the coaches might be
bringing up the dregs. Everyone’s
gunna get to play tonight. What a
night for high school football.

Clutching a helmet in his lap on a set of home-team benches
far from the field, overweight ASHLEY BRUNTE, known as LEE,
sulks in his football uniform next to the scrawny THEODORE
MCTWIGGIN.

Just behind these two third-stringers sits the marching band
in which Patrick plays trombone.

Patrick accidentally jabs Ashley in the back with his
trombone slide while flirting with Sandy, the cute girl tuba
rlavyer.

PATRICK
Oh sorry Ash, I mean Lee.

COACH (0.8.)
Teddy, you’re in.

Thecodore bolts to his feet and runs halfway to the field.

COACH (0.8.)
Twig, get your helmet

Theodore runs back to the bench.

THEODORE
Lee, I need the helmet.
(beat)
Come on, Lee. Give me the helmet!
You know what coach says: The third
string is all about sharing!

Ashley gives up the helmet and Teddy runs off with it.

PATRICK

Hey, that isn’t fair putting in
Teddy over you on defense, Lee,
He’s not even half the man your
arel!

(to the band)
Let’s get something going here.

(chanting)
We need Lee! We need Lee!



11.

The band joins in.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)

The band has started a chant. What
are they cheering? We need Lee?
Could they mean Ashley Brunte. I
thought he was out for the season
with diabetes, but I guess I'm
wrong. Well let’s see if the
coaches agree. Do we need Lee?

A loud whistle blows.

COACH (0.8.)
Keep it down over there!

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)
And I guess the answer is no.

Ashley buries his head in his lap. A buzzer goes off.

ANNOUNCER (CONT'’'D)
Okay folks and that’s the half.
Don’t forget to head down to get
some refreshments at the world
famous Barrelmaker concession
stand, and in a moment get ready
for the halftime show featuring the
marching band.

PATRICK
(to Sandy)
I've gotta go pee before we play. I
still get nervous in front of all
these people.

Patrick sets down his trombone and runs off.

Lee notices the trombone on the ground. He grabs a wet sweaty
towel from the used towel cart next to the bench and wrings
it out into the bell of the trombone, swishes it around a
little then sets it back down.

ANNOUNCER (0.S.)

And now marching for the first time
on our beautiful brand new million
dollar CosmoSod field, our very own
Marching Barrelmakers.

Patrick runs back from the bathrocom to grab his trombone as
the band lines up to go onto the field.

The band walks in formation onto the field, then halts.



12.

The conductor raises his hand and Patrick holds the trombone
to his lips and tilts it up high. The conductor drops his
hand, but instead of playing with everyone else Patrick
spits, looks disgusted, then goes pale.

He bends over and gags like he’s about to puke. He locks out
to the stands and at the school mascot, a revolutionary era
American Cooper dressed in a puffy white shirt and brown
apron with a big fake head. The mascot points down to the new
CosmoSod, shakes his head, and waves his hands to signal “No,
don’t do itl!”

Patrick locks around then grabs the bell of Sandy’s tuba and
vomits inside of it. This causes Sandy to vomit into the
baritone saxophone, who then vomits into the french horn,
etc...

The crowd gasps in horror, and on the bench Lee laughs.

EXT. PHTI KI FRAT HOUSE - NIGHT

Patrick, Quincy, Gene, Edward-Ellen, and Klein walk a path
beside the frat house.

PATRICK
It’s so embarrassing that you guys
all dressed up.

Patrick locks back to Gene, Edward-Ellen, and Klein dressed
together as the Coors Light Train in one big costume, and
Quincy as Jose Cuervo. As part of their costume Gene, Edward-
Ellen, and Klein have attached Patrick’s trombone wrapped in
foil to their cardboard train in place of a train horn.

PATRICK (CONT'D)
I doubt anyone else is dressed for
this stupid alcochol and beer theme
costume party.

The group turns a corner. A line of costumed revelers greet
them. They get in line and slowly move forward.

Some PHI KI FRAT GUYS roll a keg off the back of a pickup
truck sporting a rebel flag painted on the hood. They huddle
together around the keg, jump up and down, and start to
chant.

PHI KI FRAT GUYS
Phi Ki! Phi Ki! Phi Ki! Phi Ki!

PATRICK
What are they doing?



























