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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

NICOLAI wakes up in bed. He puts on his glasses. A CAMERA

OPERATOR is standing at the foot of the bed, his camcorder

aimed at NICOLAI. An awkward silence ensues. NICOLAI smiles.

NICOLAI

Morning.

(beat)

Did I do anything interesting last

night? When I was sleeping?

CAMERA OPERATOR

No.

NICOLAI

Maybe tomorrow.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

NICOLAI is sitting at a desk. He turns around towards the

camera and smiles. As he is introducing himself, he stands

up and walks from the office into the bathroom.

NICOLAI

Hi, I’m Nicolai Travis. And you’re

watching Nicolife---with me,

Nicolai Travis. A lot of people

will come up to me and ask: "Why do

you write a blog, Nicolai? Why are

you recording these video diaries

all the time?" Well, as many of you

already know, I’m working on a lot

of very exciting projects. And I

have come to realize that to

accurately interpret someone’s art,

we need to understand the artist.

So I have a responsibility to leave

behind an autobiographical

documentation. So, even though this

show is about me, I’m doing it for

you. And not just you, but for your

children, and your grandchildren,

and your grandchildren’s children.

That’s why I do it.

NICOLAI enters the bathroom.
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INT. BATHROOM - DAY

NICOLAI pees. The CAMERA OPERATOR is standing next to him,

filming.

NICOLAI

I will talk about anything. I will

be open with you guys about who I

am and where I am coming from, so

that one day you’ll be able to

truly appreciate my art.

(to CAMERA OPERATOR)

Hey, Phil. You want me to make you

some coffee? Yeah? It’s great, I

got these coffee beans---I got a

special delivery from Mexico, fresh

coffee beans. You’ve never had

coffee like this in your life,

Phil. I’ll probably take a little

bit out of your paycheck for this

week. Okay? Just a few bucks, cause

these are really nice coffee beans.

They’re pretty expensive. You still

want it? Okay, sure, Phil.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

NICOLAI makes coffee, using a grinder and a French press.

NICOLAI

There are two things I will not

discuss on this show. Okay? First

thing is money. And I don’t mean

money in general, but my money.

Where it comes from; How it is that

I can live so extravagantly without

having a job; How I can afford to

have a film crew that follows me

everywhere I go. These are all good

questions, but I will not address

them on this show. And, frankly,

it’s none of your business. Okay?

The second thing I don’t like to

talk about is Animal Crackers.

There’s a disturbing violence that

comes with chewing small animals in

your mouth. Just grinding them

between your teeth until they’re

mush and pulp. I think that’s

unnecessary and I don’t want to

talk about that. Just don’t bring

it up. Keep it civil, let’s try to

be respectful, and we’ll just leave

(MORE)
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NICOLAI (cont’d)
the Animal Crackers out of it.

Okay?

NICOLAI pours two cups of coffee and grabs half-and-half

from the refrigerator. He sits down at the kitchen table.

NICOLAI pours a little bit of half-and-half in his coffee.

PHIL sits down at the table as well, but he doesn’t stop

recording.

NICOLAI

You want some half-and-half in your

coffee, Phil? It really kinda

rounds out the flavor, if you just

add a little bit.

PHIL reaches for the half-and-half and pours it into his

coffee, while still filming NICOLAI.

NICOLAI (CONT’D)

Whoa-whoa-whoa. Phil. Come on, man.

I told you I was gonna make some

great coffee. Okay? Imported from

Mexico. I was gonna charge you a

few bucks, and you were gonna get a

great cup of coffee. And now you’ve

ruined it. Yes, you have. When you

put that much half-and-half in it,

you’re diluting the flavor. It’s

ruined. It’s an insult to the

people who grew and roasted the

coffee beans. You just spit a

hundred Mexicans in the face, okay?

You ruined it. In fact, why don’t

you have a little more

half-and-half? Come on, it’s

ruined, anyway. Let’s make a latte

out of it.

NICOLAI pours half-and-half into PHIL’s cup until it

overflows.

NICOLAI (CONT’D)

There you go. Now it’s just

coffee-flavored cream. Okay? It has

no resemblance to the cup of coffee

I made for you. And also, are you

gonna pay me for the half-and-half,

Phil? It’s not like milk. You pay a

premium for half-and-half, okay?

It’s not cheap.

Awkward silence. Suddenly, NICOLAI starts laughing.
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NICOLAI (CONT’D)

Sometimes I wish I had never met

you, Phil. You can be so

disappointing. I think you remind

me of my Mom, a little bit. She was

a bipolar alcoholic, so as you can

imagine she wasn’t easy to live

with. She was very quiet in the

mornings---probably because she was

so fucking hungover. And she would

sit across from me, just like you

are, and look at me with this blank

stare. She never looked at me with

love. Just indifference. Like she

had never cared about me, and she

never would. And now she’s dead.

They played this song at her

funeral.

NICOLAI starts humming a sad tune.

NICOLAI (CONT’D)

The Funeral March by Chopin. I

think that’s how you say it.

Chopin, like Japan. Yeah.

(starts singing)

Phil, my friend, you disappoint me

once again.

(beat)

We could be friends, Phil. Best

friends, if you wanted to. But not

like this. You would have to make

an effort.

PHIL

Okay.

NICOLAI

Really? You sure? That’s great.

Hey, you know what? You know what a

friend would do? A friend would buy

me some more half-and-half. Right?

I mean, that would be the right

thing to do. You wanna go to the

store? Get some more half-and-half?

EXT. OUTSIDE OF NICOLAI’S HOUSE

NICOLAI walks out of his house and along the street, on his

way to the grocery store. PHIL follows, recording as he is

hurrying to keep up.
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NICOLAI

Tell you what, if you wanna buy me

some half-and-half, that’d be an

act of great kindness. That’s

really what friendship is all

about. I mean, I want you to be

able to feel good about the whole

thing.

NICOLAI’s voice fades away as they disappear into the

distance.


