
SIDE 1: MARK & ROGER

MARK
(looking through his camera lens)

Setting the scene. A quintessential Christmas Eve in the East Village. Roger is tuning his 
guitar, searching for a chord that hasn’t been played in a thousand years.

ROGER
(snapping)

Put the camera down, Mark. It’s freezing, the power’s out, and I haven’t written a decent 
note in a year. I don’t need a documentary of my slow death.

MARK
It’s not a documentary of death, Roger, it’s “A Film by Mark Cohen.” It’s about us. 
About staying awake.

ROGER
I’m awake. I’m just not living. There’s a difference.

MARK
Then use it. Write about the cold. Write about the fact that Benny is downstairs right 
now probably planning to turn this place into a cyber-studio for people who wear 
spandex.

ROGER
(softens slightly)

I just want one song. One song before I go. Something that isn’t a jingle or a funeral 
march.


