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FADE | N:
AN ANI MATED | NTRODUCTI ON

VWE PAN ACRCSS a painted Grecian | andscape. Golden lit,
pi cturesque, heavenly even. Eventually we find a sprawing
G eek estate with a wide veranda and stabl es.

HAND PAI NTED SUPER Anci ent G eece, 335 B.C

A chorus of trunpets bleats triunphantly - Bah dah-dah-
dahhh.

HAND PAI NTED SUPER: O t her eabouts. ..
HAND PAI NTED Tl TLE FADES | N:

Aristotle Also

A VERY PLEASANT FLOCK OF DOVES drift across the horizon,
then slowy they descend. W PAN, THEN ZOOM I N on the main
portion of the home, then we--

DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. VERANDA - DAY.

Pl unp sandal ed feet patter across a marbled floor. A bulging
gut in a pearl robe rounds a corner. The gol den pom of a
belt's tassel sways back and forth, sw sh-sw sh-sw sh..

Qur protagoni st - ARI STOTLE ALSO (A ponpous G eek | andowner
in his late 50s/60s, a cultivated white beard down to his
col l arbone, a bulging aristocrat's stomach, and cl assi cal
Grecian curls) barges out on to A WDE VERANDA. .

He scans the horizon, then suddenly his eyes narrow, his
nmout h cl enches, his cheeks redden as anger rises through his
body until he turns and bellows angrily.

ARl STOTLE ALSO
Mar cel | us! MARCELLUS?!

We hear qui ckened sandals pattering. Aristotle shakes with
madness, his face now purpling with insane anger, his neck
veins bulge as he takes a mighty in-breath then--

ARI STOTLE ALSO (cont'd)
MAR- CEL- LUSSS! !



MARCELLUS (O S.)
I"'mcom ng master, |'m com ng!

MARCELLUS (In his late twenties, thin and wiry, with dark
hair) sprints fromaround the corner. H's sinple tunic is
worn and faded, and m ght just be a burlap sack.

MARCEL LUS
Yes nmster?

ARl STOTLE ALSO
(G avely)
The-the pests, they've returned...

W REVERSE - a flock of LILY WH TE DOVES gi ngerly peck at
the field of grass just beyond the veranda.

MARCELLUS
Guess they flown back north, since
wi nter's over and what not.

ARl STOTLE ALSO
Wel |l you nust do sonething, you nust
get rid of them! | came out here to
wite and | ook-LOOK what | see before
me! Just | ook at them Marcel | us?! How
can | wite like this??

We see again, a small group of quiet and pleasant doves.

MARCEL LUS
Yes, |-l see sir...

ARI STOTLE ALSO
You rmust take care of this, AND NOW
| have ny treatise to finish, the
people, they're waiting for it!
G anoring even!

MARCELLUS
| understand sir. I'lIl get the bird
horn out of storage.

ARl STOTLE ALSO
Good. Go quickly and |l et no one
interfere with the acconplishnent of
this task.

MARCELLUS
"Course sir. | love you



ARl STOTLE ALSO
No. That's not a thing we say to one
anot her .

MARCELLUS
Right. I'lIl go get the horn then.

Marcel lus sprints away with utnost urgency, while Aristotle
turns back and glares angrily at the flock.

Monments Later - Aristotle wites delicately upon an unfurled
parchnent at a small stone table on the veranda.

ARI STOTLE ALSO (V. Q)
D al ogue el even. On the nunerals
foll ow ng one's nane. Personally | am
of the belief that it will soon fal
out of use, which |I applaud heartily.

Aristotle underlines the |last word enphatically.

ARl STOTLE ALSO
(Mocki ngly)
It's a sinple and boorish tradition,
Aristotle the first, Aristotle the
second, Aristotle the third... Qooh-
hoo- hooo! How ori gi nal!

In the near background Marcellus carries a four foot |ong
vuvuzel a- esque trunpet. He stal ks towards the peaceful flock
with the focus and stealth of a |eopard on the prow .

Back at the table - Aristotle wites unaware.

ARl STOTLE ALSO (V. Q)
As you may suspect | of course have
come up with the nost el egant of
solutions. Although if you are
famliar with nmy works, you'll know I
often break with tradition

Marcel lus puts the white trunpet to his |lips BUT THE Bl RDS
SHI FT!'! So he pauses, waits, holds his breath..

...Aristotle, |locked in concentration, continues...

ARl STOTLE ALSO (V. O.) (cont'd)
First wwth ny beard's |ength, |onger
and bol der than nbst nen, then with
ny ground breaking and wi dely read
treatise on the belief that the gods,
do not exi st.




Mar cel | us' cheeks redden, his eyes bulge, his lips trenble
on the horn's nout hpi ece.

ARI STOTLE ALSO
And now, once again, | enblazon a
bol d path into uncharted territories,
just yesterday in fact, | formally
petitioned the Ecclesia to have ny
name changed legally to Aristotle
Al so.

Mar cel | us SUDDENLY DEFLATES, unable to hold his breath any
| onger. His nervous eyes take stock of the flock, they're
still unaware. So he takes a slow, steady in-breath then
slowy returns the bird horn to his |ips.

ARl STOTLE ALSO (V. Q)
(Snarkily)

And to ny detractors who'll surely
squawk "but what shall you do if you
have a son Aristotle? Wat shall you
do then?!'™ Wiy, | have a solution for
that too. Hs name will be Aristotle
So On, and his son's nane, this is
even better, would be Aristotle So
Fort h--

Marcel lus red cheeked finally BLOAS!I ZAA- OOOOT- ZAA- OOT- ZA-
oort 1!

The birds take flight! A STARTLED ARI STOTLE grabs at his
heart, whips around angrily to see Marcel lus chase them
while blow ng the horn up into the air.

ARI STOTLE ALSO
Marcel lus! I'mright in the m ddle--

Marcel lus thunders after the birds m ndlessly blow ng the
horn, ZOOT- ZOOOT- ZOOOT! !

Aristotle angrily gathers his parchnment and witing
instrunments then turns and trots inside, presumably to
finish his I[ife's greatest work.

I NT. STUDY - DAY.

Aristotle drearily sets the parchnent on top of a desk next
to a large window. He turns to it and ganders out at his

| arge and expansive estate, it's beautiful but it doesn't
seemto give himany joy.



So he turns back to his |latest manifesto, grabs the quill

with a flair, puts it's tip to page... But it seens the nuse
has left. He tosses the quill definitively and exits,
def | at ed.

A faint ZOOT-ZOOT-ZOOI. Qut the window, in the far
background, we see Marcellus futilely trunpeting at the
bi rds.

I NT. COURTYARD - DAY.

Aristotle crosses a wide courtyard. In the center, instead
of an idol to the gods, it's a statue of an idealized
version of hinself, fit and trim wearing a |laurel weath.

ATHENES (60s, a worn blue collar nenber of the |ower class,
he's rough, sinple, and speaks with a cockneyed accent) he
carefully inscribes a new nanme on a carved plaque at the
bottom Aristotle Also.

ATHENES
Ey' there Mstah Aristot'le.

Aristotle suddenly pauses, obviously a bit rebuffed at what
he perceives as a nmassive social faux pas. Just barely
restrai ned, he | eans towards.

ARl STOTLE ALSO

(SI'ight condescensi on)
At henes... | know |'ve asked this
bef ore and perhaps you thought | was
nmerely joking, but let ne restate
that I would like you to address ne
by my new full and soon to be | egal
name. Aristotle, Also.

ATHENES
What's that? Bit hard of hearing sir,
you'll '"ave to cone cl oser.

Aristotle | eans cl oser.

ARl STOTLE ALSO
My nane, it's now Aristotle Al so, and
I woul d appreciate you address ne as
such, from now on.

ATHENES
Al so what then? You want nme to change
it? After all this carvin' | did??



