
Walter studies himself in the mirror. 

WALTER
Come on, Walter, just let your 
imagination out.

He squints and concentrates intently on the task at hand. We 
slowly PUSH INTO his head, through the hair... through all 
the layers of skin... through the skull... and finally into 
his brain. It’s beautiful, synapses firing like rockets on 
the fourth of July. We continue to move in deeper - swirls of 
color pass and finally we land on a sort of grayish blur. 

The blur focuses itself and we are:

INT. D.O.C. LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

This used to be the very grand lobby of a major corporation. 
A corporation that is now nearly bankrupt. The building is 
gray and depressing and literally falling apart. The 
equipment doesn’t work and the employees are emotional 
wrecks.

PAN and land on a sign that reads:

                       D.O.C

            Departments Of Consciousness

There is a flurry of activity, as if an important 
announcement has just been made. There’s an air of panic.

We land on a young man in the crowd and follow him as he 
climbs what used to be a grand staircase. The box he’s 
carrying is labeled:  MEMORIES.

He reaches the second floor and walks down a long hallway. 
The lights flicker on and off, and all of the plants are 
dead. 

He passes doors to the various departments: EMOTIONS, LOGIC, 
DREAMS, SUB-CONSCIOUS, EGO, and finally at the end of the 
hall, MEMORIES. He enters.

INT. MEMORIES 

A small foyer with a set of double doors leading off to the 
archives. 

A lone receptionist sits at a desk. On the desk is a 
television set circa 1970, and on it flash Walter’s memories 
one after the other. They all seem pretty dismal. 
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The TV sparks and the picture goes out. The receptionist 
whacks it and it flickers back to life.

The man hands the box marked MEMORIES to her.

MAN
These just came in.

RECEPTIONIST
I’m all goose-pimply.

MAN
What’s going on around here? Why is 
everyone panicking?

RECEPTIONIST
Didn’t you hear the announcement? 
The department heads just called an 
emergency meeting.

MAN
(panicking)

Are they locking up another 
department?!

RECEPTIONIST
I don’t know. All I know is, some 
shit is definitely going down.

INT. THE D.O.C. - CONFERENCE ROOM 2 

The meeting is in progress. Department heads are seated 
around a table. In front of them are little placards with 
their department name. Two chairs are empty: EGO and DREAMS. 

HEAD OF EMOTIONS DEPT.
(sad)

I can’t believe Frank’s been let 
go.

HEAD OF LOGIC DEPT.
It doesn’t make any sense.

HEAD OF MEMORIES DEPT.
He’s been running the DREAM 
department for twenty-two years. 
Twenty-three years? I think it 
might be twenty-four years.

EMOTIONS
Who would do this? Jerry wouldn’t 
do this, would he?
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LOGIC
No, no, Jerry liked Frank. Frank 
was a “yes” man. Didn’t give him 
any trouble.

EMOTIONS 
Who are they getting to replace 
Frank?

MEMORIES
I heard someone from...

(does he dare say the 
word?)

 Imagination.

EMOTIONS
(gasps)

LOGIC
This just doesn’t add up.

INT. D.O.C. LOBBY - SAME TIME

The KEY MAN, the man with a LARGE set of keys that lock and 
unlock every door in this building, gets on the elevator.

INT. ELEVATOR 

He presses B for basement... the doors close and the elevator 
takes its time descending. A light in the elevator flickers 
on and off.  The doors open and the key man gets out.

INT. BASEMENT 

Poorly lit, damp, a bit scary. The man with keys walks down a 
long corridor. The hot water pipes hiss above his head. 

He reaches the door at the end of the corridor. The sign on 
the door reads:

                  NEVER UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCE EVER 

                         UNLOCK THIS DOOR

He unlocks the door and descends a flight of stairs.

INT. STAIRWELL 

At the bottom of the stairs is another door with a sign that 
reads:
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           WE ARE NOT JOKING. WE MEAN IT. THIS DOOR 

               IS TO STAY LOCKED AT ALL TIMES.

He unlocks that door and enters...

INT. HALLWAY 

Damp and cold. Huge spiderwebs.

He reaches the door at the end of the hall and wipes the 
grime away:

                      IMAGINATION

A foul smell is coming from under the door. The key man 
unlocks the multitude of locks and cautiously enters.

INT. IMAGINATION 

The full stench hits him and he dry heaves. He is standing 
knee deep in something that is in the process of decay. It 
looks like thousands of rotting jellyfish. 

MAN WITH KEYS
Jesus Christ! What is that?

He notices JOHN and LINDA, two IMAGINATION employees, staring 
at him.

JOHN
Linda --

LINDA
I see him, too.

MAN WITH KEYS
What is that fucking smell?

LINDA
Ideas. 

JOHN
Dead ones. Are you real or 
something we’re imagining?

LINDA
(a tear)

No one has opened that door in 
thirty years.
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