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Smoke and Mirrors Season 1 Pilot by Anne Marie Jackson

"Cancer Period"

COLD OPEN

Avery, an attractive woman in her late twenties/early

thirties, sits in a diner having lunch amongst a busy

restaurant of patrons. She is dressed professionally and

wears a pair of sophisticated glasses. As she eats, she

slides her hand into her purse serrupticiously. ANGLE ON

Avery’s purse, from which, she slowly retrieves a very

life-like fake rat. She places it on the floor beneath her

feet and kicks it, upon which she jumps to her feat

screaming.

Avery (in a thick Jersey accent) Oh

my god it’s a rat!!!

Nearby, Sabrina, who has been posing as a patron from the

other end of the restaurant, screams dramatically. There is

a moment where she seems as though she’s searching for a

line in her head. ANGLE ON Avery’s expression, which briefly

flashes to her disbelief at Sabrina’s terrible acting.

Sabrina keeps screaming, finally running out the door.

Recovering from Sabrina’s faux pas, Avery continues with her

act, screaming and collecting her things. Other patrons

begin to bustle and do the same.

CUT TO: AVERY AND SABRINA STAND IN THE ALLEY BEHIND THE

RESTAURANT AS A MAN HANDS AVERY A WAD OF CASH, WHO THEN

COUNTS IT OUT.

WEIRD MAN

I think that should do the trick.

AVERY

We usually don’t like gigs like

this, you know, but I genuinely

hate that diner. Let us know if you

need our "services" again. We do

all kinds of accents, elaborate

pranks, proposals, basically

anything you want except sex. That

we do for free.

She laughs awkwardly.

I mean, you know, not like, with

you or anything- just in general.

With our boyfriends.

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA

We don’t have boyfriends. The Man

raises his eyebrows suggestively.

Avery shoots Sabrina a warning

look.

Open on a shot of Avery and Sabrina, sitting in Avery’s car,

smoking pot outside of a shopping center. Avery is dressed

in a smart suit.

SABRINA

I can’t believe you’re actually

doing this.

AVERY

(exhaling with a scoff) I can’t

help it that I’m more creative and

frankly less of a pussy than you

are. It’s not like I’m stealing a

baby. I’m faking an accent. Who the

fuck cares? It’ll be funny.

Avery sprays herself down with body spray to disguise the

weed smell, waving the smoke away from herself and checking

her reflection in the mirror.

SABRINA

Wait- what if they don’t hire you?

Avery gives Sabrina a look.

CUT TO: AVERY SHAKES A MAN’S HAND, GRINNING. AVERY (IN A

BRITISH ACCENT) THANK YOU! I’M DELIGHTED. MONDAY IT IS.

Avery and Sabrina sit in a department store dressing room,

stoned off their asses, surrounded by clothes. They wear

outfits they’ve chosen for one another and make faces to

themselves in the mirror. Avery practices her accent to

herself.

SABRINA

I wish I wasn’t so fucking poor. Or

that stealing wasn’t illegal. I

really want this. (pointing to an

item). (beat) I need to get laid.

AVERY

(Re: her outfit) I look like a

cruel Dentist’s assistant.

They laugh.
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INT, SABRINA’S BEDROOM, THAT EVENING

Red Rose petals cascade over Sabrina’s dingy Cartoon sheets

as she slides around relishing her rendition of the classic

scene from American Beauty, though the reality looks

ridiculous.

From out of frame, Avery’s head slides up and into the rose

petal scene. She drinks straight from a bottle of wine,

then, as Sabrina arches her back and leans her head back,

Avery pours wine into her open mouth.

Sabrina immediately coughs and chokes on the wine, gagging a

little. The dreamy scene ends abruptly.

AVERY

You ok?

SABRINA

Yeah.

AVERY

Ok good. Because it would be really

inconvenient if you died right now.

Sabrina hits Avery playfully with a pillow, then jumps into

a crouching position on the bed, poised to jump as she looks

at Avery hopefully, as if asking for permission to jump on

the bed. Avery follows suit and the girls bounce vigorously,

laughing.

HSABRINA

It never gets old!

AVERY

I know. We are totally destroying

this mattress.

Sabrina nods, they keep jumping and giggling.

EXT,OUTSIDE A BAR, LATER THAT NIGHT.

Avery and Sabrina stand around watching men walk by. They

are very clearly drunk .

SABRINA

Here I go, here I go, here I go

AVERY

Girls, what’s my weakness?

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA

Men!

AVERY

chillin’, chillin’, mindin’ my business, rappin’ on the

street cuz I’m fulla that liquid, don’t know the words that

salt n peppa intended.

SABRINA

You are like, the BEST rapper. For

your age. And race. (beat) Oh! I

see some man-candy.

AVERY

Mandy. Where?

Sabrina nods in the direction of another guy and smiles

slyly.

CUT TO: EXT, OUTSIDE THE HOUSE, LATE NIGHT

Sabrina sticks her head out of a cab as it drives away,

making a face at Avery, who tries to juggle her nachos and

unlock the door to the house simultaneously, spilling nachos

on her tits, which she unflinchingly tries to eat/lick off

anyhow while doing a stupid little pee dance.

As she’s waving to Sabrina, she drops her keys and tries,

while not dropping the nachos, to retrieve them. Eventually

failing, dropping the nachos to the ground, she sighs

heavily.

She waits a moment, then scans around to see if anyone is

looking before crouching on the ground like a dog and eating

the nachos like some sort of animal while looking over her

shoulder intermittently.

A neighborhood dog saunters up, at which point Avery

initializes a growling stand off, laughing and choking as

she bullies the dog away from her food.

CUT TO:

EXT, OUTSIDE THE STOOP, LATER

Avery is passed out, as the same dog enthusiastically laps

at her nacho-covered hands and face.
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INT, A MAN’S APARTMENT, LATE NIGHT

Sabrina and her "Mandy" (Man-Candy) have just finished

having wild sex, their faces wild with delight and

exhaustion. Sabrina turns to him excitedly.

SABRINA

So do you want to jump on the bed

now??

Mandy gives Sabrina a confused look.

MANDY

What?

SABRINA

I. . my roommate and I---we--

sometimes- nevermind. I’m drunk.

Mandy pats Sabrina on the head and rolls over to sleep.

Sabrina closes her eyes in embarrassment, grimacing as she

tries to find a way to snuggle with Mandy, finally smashing

her face up against his back and hugging him gingerly.

CUT TO:

Sabrina lays awake, awkwardly playing big spoon to Mandy,

her face pressed up against his back as he snores heartily.

A look of terror suddenly washes over her face, as if she’s

just realized something awful. She looks down frantically at

the sheets, which are covered now with blood. Grabbing the

top sheet to cover herself, she attempts a mad dash to the

bathroom.

INT, THE BATHROOM, A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Sabrina looks at a pool of blood on the floor in between her

feet and curses to herself, trying to mop up the mess with

toilet paper. She scours the cabinets.

SABRINA

Of course he doesn’t have tampons.

God dammit.

INT, BEDROOM, A MOMENT LATER

Sabrina peeks her head out of the bathroom to check if her

date is still sleeping, then sneaks back into the bedroom to

retrieve her purse. She grabs it and dashes back to the

bathroom, but in the process, knocks over a lamp. Mandy,

still in bed, stirs awake.
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INT, THE BATHROOM, A FEW SECONDS LATER

Sabrina rummages through her bag for a tampon, throwing

things and cursing. Finally, she shoves a giant wad of

toilet paper into her panties and tries to compose herself.

She dabs at the pool of blood on the floor , just as she

hears a knock on the bathroom door. Panicking, she smears a

bit of the blood underneath her nose and checks her

reflection.

SABRINA

One. . . one second.

Sabrina opens the door, affecting a weakened stature and

woeful expression. A flash of confusion and concern appears

on her date’s face.

"MANDY"

Oh my god! Are you okay? How much

blood have you lost? What happened?

There’s blood all over the sheets,

it looks like a massacre. Jesus.

Let me help you.

Sabrina fakes a woosey hobble over to the couch, where Mandy

feels her head. She bows her head dramatically and then

raises it again, looking Mandy in the eyes bravely.

SABRINA

They think it might be cancer.

EXT, THE NEXT MORNING, THE FRONT STOOP

Avery is passed out in the remains of her meal and is

startled awake by Bernard, (husky, bearded, late

thirties-mid forties) the girls’ overattentive landlord/self

professed handy-man, who pokes her with a long stick.

AVERY

What. ..the fuck?

Bernard jumps, startled as well.

BERNARD

Aw, dang, girl, I thought you was

dead or something. I didn’t want to

touch you if you were, you know,

’cause if they found my prints on

you they might think I killed you

in the night and then came back and

pretended like I found you. I seen

this thing on E-TV about true crime

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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BERNARD (cont’d)
somethin’ or other-- if I ever

murder somebody I know what NOT to

do, you know what I mean? (He

chuckles, oblivious).

AVERY

Riiiiight.

Bernard hovers over her dreamily, still clutching the stick.

BERNARD

I like your dress. It looks real

nice on you except for the nachos

and crap you got all over it. Man,

you girls sure know how to party!

Woowee.

Avery attempts to stand, Bernard offers her the stick to

grab onto for support. She pauses, but takes the help.

AVERY

What are you doing here?

BERNARD

Oh, I just came by to see if you

needed any um, any of them

light-bulbs changed. You know,

since you’re tiny. (he chuckles)

And I’m big.

Avery suppresses a laugh, and forces a tolerant smile.

AVERY

Nope. All set. Thanks Bern.

Avery turns to unlock the door and go inside, but Bernard

lingers, looking for a reason to stay, standing poised

behind her.

BERNIE

Well alright, I guess I’ll just

check the water heater then.

Just as Avery is about to respond, a cab pulls up to the

front of the house and Sabrina jumps out and flies past them

and through the door, a string of bloody toilet paper

trailing from her feet. Avery makes a face at Bernie as if

to say "it’s not a good time".

BERNIE

Okie dok, then, I’ll- see you

chicklets later. You should tell

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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BERNIE (cont’d)

her she’s got some tp on her shoe

there once you get inside.

(chuckling as he walks away) You

girls. Lord Almighty.

EXT, THE BACKYARD, LATER THAT DAY

Avery and Sabrina lay on the grass, looking up at the

sky/power lines from their shitty little back yard.

AVERY

I’m the one going through a break-up, you clown. How are you

this deranged? Cancer??

SABRINA

I panicked. There was blood

everywhere. My period is like

something from a nightmare, you’ve

seen it! I drenched his sheets,

guys don’t know how to handle that.

AVERY

You’re an idiot. You’ve got to tell

him the truth.

SABRINA

Oh, that’s rich coming from you.

AVERY

I lie for FUN,and for our

collective jobs, jerk. I’m an

actress. I have to be other people

sometimes. It’s just who I am. I

never told anyone I was dying.

SABRINA

I believe my exact words were "they

think it MIGHT be cancer".

Avery gets up, rolling her eyes and brushing herself off.

The girls walk inside to the breakfast nook. Sabrina sits at

the table like a child as Avery prepares their coffee and

breakfast as if she were obligated to do so. There is a

knock at the door.

Sabrina perks up like a little dog at the sound.

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA

We have friends!!

Sabrina bounces happily over to the door, opening it to

reveal a delivery man with a large bouquet of red roses.

DELIVERY GUY

I’ve got a delivery for Sabrina

Walker?

Sabrina snatches the flowers excitedly, absent mindedly

slamming the door in the delivery guy’s face. Avery reacts,

half laughing.

AVERY

Calm down, Cancer Period.

SABRINA

They’re from him! He really thinks

I’m dying!

AVERY

You are an insane person. What’s

the card say?

Sabrina pulls out the tiny card and reads it, confused.

SABRINA

(disappointed) "Best Wishes".

The girls exchange a knowing look.

INT, A BOOKSTORE, LATER THAT DAY

Avery stands around shelving books, wearing a pair of

reading glasses and pretending to be British, smug that

people are buying her act.

A customer approaches

CUSTOMER 1

Hi. Where would I find the travel

section?

AVERY

That’d be aisle four.

CUSTOMER 1

Oh, wow. You’re uh..English? Nice.

Avery feigns humility, hamming it up.

(CONTINUED)
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AVERY

Yes, quite nice indeed. Have a

lovely day.

As the customer wanders off toward the travel section,

Sabrina runs up to Avery’s counter carrying a pile of

disheveled magazines, which she tosses aside on the counter.

SABRINA

These sex advice columns are

garbage! There is not ONE tip in

any of these rags that I didn’t

already try in Junior High!(beat)

Do you think ’Best Wishes" was just

a generic florist’s message because

he didn’t know what to say? I mean,

really what DO you say to a person

who you just slept with that might

be dying?

Avery, surprised to see Sabrina there, forgets her accent,

momentarily breaking character.

AVERY

(re: the magazines) These are all

sticky! What are you doing here??

Catching herself, Avery lowers her tone and affects her calm

British voice again, continuing.

What. Are you doing here? And what

happened to these magazines?

SABRINA

I was eating a cupcake.

ANGLE ON the stack of magazines, which look as though a four

year-old on a sugar high had her way with them.

AVERY

So...you came here to eat a

cupcake. Seems logical. (beat) I’m

at work. You’re going to blow my

cover.

Sabrina rolls her eyes.

SABRINA

Chill out dude, I’ll buy the stupid

magazines. I came here because I

need your help.

Avery sighs

(CONTINUED)
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AVERY

Imagine that.

SABRINA

Hey! I could stand on top of this

counter and yell to the whole store

that YOU’RE NOT BRITISH.

Avery gives Sabrina a crazy eyed warning.

But I’m not going to, because we

are BOTH crazy, and, as the

slightly crazier person, I require

your advice.

AVERY

Being British is NOT the same as

having cancer!

A customer passes by as Avery is saying this between

clenched teeth. She composes herself, adjusting her glasses.

Okay fine. But don’t think you can

just waltz in here any ol’

time.(beat) Goddamnit. You’re going

to be here all the time, aren’t

you?

SABRINA

Duh...yes. You’re the one who’s

always saying I’m co-dependent.

What did you expect? You’re super

hot and sassy as a British person,

by the way. Now listennnnn. My

Mandy from the other

night--uh--Jefferson?-- Can I

just. . . ignore the whole cancer

incident and go back to normal? Do

you think he’ll notice? I mean, it

was a lot of blood, like, A LOT.

Sabrina, getting carried away in her description, starts

miming blood gushing from her crotch. Avery looks past her,

out the shop window onto the street, as if she sees someone

she recognizes.

The shop door opens, and Avery’s EX Boyfriend walks in.

Panicking, Avery shoves Sabrina behind a nearby bookshelf,

using her as a human shield.

SABRINA

See? I told you. If we ever got

stuck in a Zombie apocalypse type

thing, you would TOTALLY let me

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA (cont’d)
die. WHAT the fuck are you hiding

from? Was that your boss? I’m not

even doing anything illegal!

Avery slams her hand over Sabrina’s mouth, gives her a wide

eyed look, and signs the letter "x" with her fingers.

After a moment, Sabrina’s face lights up with recognition.

As if choreographed, Sabrina walks directly next to Avery as

to mask her from view, and herds her into a quiet corner.

Avery huddles down as if protecting herself from a tornado,

as Sabrina walks over to the counter to man Avery’s post.

The Ex, Carter, strolls by the

counter as he exits the store,

stopping as he recognizes Sabrina.

CARTER

Oh. Hey. I didn’t know you worked

here. Finally got a job, huh? Cool.

SABRINA

Yes. I can read after all! Get out

of here. I’m the boss. I’m the

manager. We don’t carry your kind

of books here.

CARTER

Um, what are "my kind of books?"

SABRINA

Oh, I don’t know, maybe

instructional manuals on how to

emotionally abandon amazing women

for no good reason? Books about

Rambo? Well, we don’t have any

books about Rambo, so get. lost.

CARTER

I’ve never even seen Rambo. And

it’s a movie. Rambo wasn’t a real

person. But whatever. I guess you

can re-stock this.

Carter tosses a book onto the counter and Exits.
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EXT, THE BACK PATIO, A FEW HOURS LATER

Avery and Sabrina sit indian style on the ground, fiddling

around with several worn barbie dolls.

AVERY

(beat) Why do I still feeeeeel

things? I hate him. I hate his

stupid fat head and his perfect

penis and all the words he ever

said. I was doing fine! I haven’t

had Chipotle at all this week! But

then he just comes strolling in,

and all I can think about is a big,

fat . . . burrito.

SABRINA

Do you think he believed me when I

said I was the manager?

AVERY

. . . No.

SABRINA

You know, you’re actually sort of

lucky-- it’s not like Carter broke

up with you because he found out

you had a terminal illness.

Avery looks up from her daze and gives Sabrina a wary look.

AVERY

You’re not dying.

SABRINA

Yeah, but HE doesn’t know

that---and hey, maybe I am! He

never even texted! "Best Wishes"???

For all he knows, I could be dead

right now. What a bastard. Couldn’t

even stand by my side during my

final days.

AVERY

Do you think he knows you’re full

of shit?

SABRINA

Probably. I feel like I should be

more embarrassed. See? I’m not

moping. Neither should you. Let’s

go out.

Avery sighs

(CONTINUED)
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AVERY

You and I both know that I’m going

to eventually cave, because I may

or may not be an alcoholic, but I

really don’t feel like it. Seeing

Carter was brutal. He’s so cuuute.

I hate it.

SABRINA

He was buying a book on "personal

power", he’s probably not over you.

Who buys books on power? Not Rambo,

I know that much.

AVERY

What?

SABRINA

He’s still into you. I can just

tell.

AVERY

I doubt that. He said I was too

needy. I cried like I was being

murdered-- I have officially lost

that battle.

SABRINA

When was the last time you called

him?

AVERY

Two weeks ago. He didn’t answer.

SABRINA

But you haven’t said anything

since? Not even a text?

AVERY

Nope.

SABRINA

Girl, you’re golden. He misses you.

They always start to get antsy

after the two-week mark. And that’s

when you step your game up.

AVERY

Oh god. I don’t have game. I’m

faking a British accent six days a

week. I’m psychotic.

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA

Well, do you want him back?

AVERY

I don’t know. I think more than

anything I just want to WIN--you

know? I hate being the dumpee. I

never got to throw a drink in his

face or tell him that his penis

wasn’t even that big--I need that.

SABRINA

Even better. Let’s dress like hot

sluts and go out- doesn’t he always

hang out at Cheery’s? Maybe we’ll

run into him. Worst case scenario,

you get flirted with by bros and we

come home and face-book stalk him.

INT, A BAR, Later that night

AVERY

All the hops and grain in the world

won’t make these baboons worth a

walk of shame. Why is it that when

you’re single, you exclusively meet

trolls?

SABRINA

Trolls! Remember those little dudes

- I loved the ones with jewels in

their bellies. I still have ALL of

mine.

AVERY

Did you ever know that you’re my

hero?

SABRINA

And you’re like, everything I’d

like to be?

AVERY

I can fly higher than a goddamned

Eagle.

SABRINA

((extending her arms as if she

were a bird in flight,) )

Dude, you are the wind beneath my

wings.

(CONTINUED)
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From nearby, the sound of a golf-clap approaches, and the

camera pans to reveal SYLVESTER, a handsome yet casually

disheveled man in his late twenties.

SYLVESTER

I’m not even going to ask.

AVERY

Ahh, Sylvester. The only man I know

named after a cartoon skunk.

SYLVESTER

You know I’ve got the skunk, baby.

And the funk.

SABRINA

Where’s my sugar?!

Sylv hugs Sabrina while stealthily handing off a small bag

of pot.

AVERY

Now scram.

(Sylvester looks at Avery

strangely.)

I’m sorry. I’ve just really always

wanted to say that to somebody. It

was pretty rude, I’ll admit. It

sounded cooler in my head. Am I

already high? I. Am going to shut

up now.

EXT, OUTSIDE THE BAR, A FEW MINUTES LATER

Avery and Sabrina duck behind a dumpster to share a joint.

Sabrina lights it, takes a drag, and hands it to Avery.

AVERY

We like, really need to get our

collective act together.

SABRINA

No doy. See? I just said "no doy".

I swear to god, we are literally

children.

AVERY

Well, children usually know the

proper usage of the word

"literally".And you have wrinkles .

(CONTINUED)
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SABRINA

I Don’t have wrinkles, you mongrel!

AVERY

Sometimes, if you’ve done just the

right amount of drugs, and you’re

dehydrated and all bloated from

sugar because you’ve been

exclusively eating fucking Apple

Jacks, then, yeah, you do. But just

around your eyes.

SABRINA

I should be pissed, but I’m just

gonna circumvent that in favor of

my ego, which is actually super

touched that you pay that much

attention to me. And OK. I

prooomise you we’ll get our act

together-- but in that case, can we

just lose our minds tonight?

AVERY

I am ONLY going to say yes to this

because of my recently shattered

heart, and not because I just feel

like it. But I do kind of feel like

it.

SABRINA

Boooooom.


