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Well Actually   
By Jonathon Stearns 
 
WALT and EDNA sit at an outdoor café.  
 

WALT 
Well actually, something that surprises people , is the fact that the 
flavor of beer is largely based on the water…right?... the region from 
which the water used to brew the beer is taken from- OK - will have 
an absolutely profound effect on the taste. It’s of course also the grain 
and the brewing practices and such, but water has a really big role in 
the actual flavor, right? Many people would say water has no flavor- I 
certainly wouldn’t say that- but surprisingly people have this idea that 
water has no flavor.  

 
EDNA is trying to tell him something, but he keeps shushing her.   
 
LOW ANGLE ON: WALT’s chair leg, and we see an overly long DOG’S leash is tangled 
around it and his leg.  We see DOG is HUGE. 
 
EDNA keeps trying to let him know but he is a steamroller. 
 

WALT 
If you put three glasses of water right here, three identical glasses 
filled with water from three separate regions - say, Iceland…Peru, and 
uhhh…let’s say… Japan.  Right?  

 
ACROSS THE STREET a SQUIRREL is prancing about.  
 

WALT 
So these 3 glasses of water are laid out, and without knowing which is 
which, we do a taste test, and I have no doubt that… 

 
DOG sees the squirrel and charges after it. We see the LEASH tighten around WALT’s 
legs. 
 
WALT mid-sentence is suddenly whisked out of frame. 
 
DOG drags WALT skittering on his chair into the STREET.  WALT is panicking, but 
helpless as the LEASH is knotted around his ankle as well as the chair, and he can’t 
untangle it.   
 
A MOTORCYCLE speeds past between WALT and DOG. THE LEASH snaps and DOG 
runs after the SQUIRREL, leaving WALT teetering in the middle of the ROAD. He 
fumbles to untangle the leash. 
 



A BUS is hurtling down the road straight for WALT.  He tries to hop the chair out of 
the road but is unable to move. He closes his eyes and looks away. 
 
SOUND OF HARD BRAKING/SCREECHING TIRES 
 
BUS swerves and skids sideways, coming to a stop just in time, bumping WALT’s 
chair and making him tip over. He smacks his temple on the pavement. 
 

WALT (on his side) 
Ow.  

 
PEOPLE get off the BUS and examine the situation. 
 

PEOPLE 
Who is this moron?/ is he dead/someone should call an 
ambulance/are you kidding? They’ll stick whoever calls the 
ambulance with the bill 

 
LADY PASSENGER  

(to no one in particular) 
Why was he sitting in the street? 
 

CAM (also a PASSENGER) 
Well actually, there are many cases of people interjecting themselves 
into traffic as a commentary, or a protest, some kind of statement, a 
reaction to the flow, a stop-gap to the machine they feel they’re 
powerless against.  Someone who has run out of options… 

 
A COP arrives and ushers people back onto the BUS. 

 
COP 

Everybody back on the bus please.  It’s all over.  
 
PASSENGERS line up are file back on the BUS. 

 
CAM (climbing onto BUS) 

People would be surprised if they knew the extremes to which 
individuals will go, the jeopardy they will subject themselves to, for 
the sake of saying, you know, “I’ve had it, I need to-“ 

 
The BUS DOOR closes,  cutting CAM’s voice off mid –sentence. The BUS, still turned 
sideways is blocking the entire road. TRAFFIC is starting to back up. 
 
WALT is still in the street on the chair sideways. COP pulls WALT’s arm and sets him 
upright.  
 



 
WALT 

Thank you officer, actually you see a dog’s leash snagged onto my 
chair..it actually was quite an odd thing- 

 
COP (interrupting) 

Well, actually, you don’t have to tell me buddy, after 15-odd years on 
the force I’ve seen it all, I’ve seen shit that would scare the white off 
rice, I’ve seen the weird, I’ve seen the ugly. And once in a while I get to 
see the beautiful, but her towel only fell off for a second...(forced 
laugh) You see, what people don’t realize…my job is simple, to serve 
and protect.  

 
WALT is trying to gesture to COP to untangle him, but COP is looking off into space, 
lost in his own thoughts. 

 
COP  

Do I serve people drinks, no…but do I serve them? Sure, but not in the 
way that people would think.  Because what I do is serve BY 
protecting. They say to serve AND protect, right? We’ve all heard that 
a million times… I say they’re the same thing.  

 
TRAFFIC is reaching boiling point as cars start to HONK.  PEOPLE are getting out of 
their CARs and walking up to see what’s going on. 
 
ANGLE ON – BOB, one of the people stuck in the TRAFFIC JAM.  He is sitting in his 
car with his wife WENDY, who is very pregnant, and breathing quickly. They are 
very agitated. 
 

WENDY 
I don’t know I don’t know – Bob - I think the baby’s coming! 

 
BOB (leaning on horn) 

Well actually honey this isn’t the back of a Greyhound bus rollin down 
highway forty one. Relax, don’t do it…breathe, breath in the 
air…picture yourself on a boat in a river, with tangerine trees and 
marmalade skies, OK?  Don't stop believin', hold onto that feeling, Get 
up, stand up, Don't give up the fight. Just hold on loosely, but don't let 
go.  

 
WENDY 

Bob do something-I think it’s time! 
 

ANGLE ON COP talking to WALT. 
 
 



COP 
Because protection is what people call us for. (does a woman’s voice) 
“Hello 9-1-1? A crazy guy with a knife is trying to get into my house, 
please come and protect me. I can get my own drink, just get this crazy 
outta here!”  (normal voice) So we serve people by protecting them. 
We show up and risk our lives all day long. Me, I’m one to shoot first 
and ask questions later. If I can get a clear shot I try not to even get 
outta my cruiser. I ain’t getting paid enough to go all Sargent York 
hero, saving some crack pimp from a free ride at county. Its just a 
matter of time before he ends up stiff in a dumpster somewhere 
anyway, why postpone the inevitable, right? 

 
ANGLE ON – BOG and WENDY.  
 

WENDY 
It’s too late it’s too late! 

 
BOB 

There must be some kind of way out of here… You gotta know when 
to fold up. It's better to burn out, than to fade away. 

 
BOB yanks the steering wheel over and drives onto the sidewalk, knocking over a 
FRUIT STAND and speeds off. 
 

COP 
But do I get thanked? I have to- 

 
BOB’s car swerves around and screeches past them. 
 

COP 
Son of a… 
 

COP runs to his POLICE CAR and speeds off in pursuit. 
 
PEOPLE from the TRAFFIC JAM move closer and partly surround WALT. 
 

WALT 
Would anyone mind untangling me?  

 
GIRL 

Someone help that poor man. 
 

SOMEONE ELSE 
Sure and risk some kind of civil suit? 

 
 



NATHAN 
Well actually- I’ve dabbled in the complex quagmire entangling our 
legal system, and agree there is an argument that intent and outcome 
can sometimes not meet at the same destination …the proverbial road 
to ruin paved with good intentions…a man asking for help, but to 
whom is he making the request? From us, complete strangers- he’s 
shattering the glass wall that separates us from each other, our 
secrets, our desires, laid before all the world to see, to critique and 
either accept or reject, but it’s there for the taking. He’s asking for 
help… but – this is where it gets muddled – he may  be in a state of 
mind that is not his normal. Dare we risk it? He may be in shock, on 
drugs, under some kind of duress… he could have an episode of some 
sort, a disease-  

 
WALT  is struggling to free himself, but the chair tips over again and he again 
smacks his temple on the pavement, interrupting NATHAN. 

 
WALT 

Ow. 
 

DAVE, another onlooker, is highly agitated, and jumps in before NATHAN can 
continue. 

 
DAVE (exasperated) 

Well actually, there’s liability for inaction. We hesitated to help, we 
stood here gawking and worrying about what impact it would have on 
ourselves…oh the selfishness of humanity- vividly illustrated in 
flawless detail. “It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in 
ourselves!” So now this man is in greater crisis, possible injury... Are 
we not somehow culpable if we elect to not help this man?  He could 
be hemorrhaging, his very life slipping away while we chatter. 
Someone has to DO something! 

 
DAVE goes to try and help WALT, but is too weak to help upright him. CAM and the 
other PEOPLE have come out of the BUS again. A few grab hold of DAVE and drag 
him off as he struggles to help WALT. 
 

DAVE  
(being dragged off) 

Release me! We must take action, let me help this poor man! 
 

GUY  
(through gritted teeth, struggling to pull DAVE) 

the liability…too great….outweighs ethical considerations…legal 
minefield… 

 



CAM  
Well actually …there are now other factors at play. We have a volatile 
traffic situation, the tension is building exponentially…people in 
heightened emotional states….the edge of a riot, an anarchistic free-
for-all… some are late for work, or they have an appointment, 
somewhere they need to be…a mother-to-be, about to give birth, a 
gunshot victim en route to the ER, losing blood fast. A bank robber 
making their getaway.   People don’t realize how much angst and 
stress driving actually causes...the shortsighted dismantling of public 
transit, lobbied to its demise by the profitable private transportation 
industry…coupled with urban sprawl and overpopulation. We’ve 
become a traffic society, obeying the commands of our 
anthropomorphized devices without question… the distinction 
between facts and lies diminishing….the truth slipping away…every 
step of our lives algorithmically dictated by an unseen master. Yet 
there is no master- but big data itself- we are lost, adrift in our own 
self-reflection…We have to get out, we have to take cover! 

 
CAM suddenly rushes out of frame. 
 
ANGLE ON CAM – he has somehow slipped into a nearby manhole, partly banging 
his fingers as he closes the heavy iron lid above him and making an expletive, 
muffled from inside the manhole. 
 

WALT (interrupting) 
Well actually I was hoping that someone could untangle me please? I 
promise no legal repercussions regardless of the outcome…My coffee 
is probably ice cold right now and I would really like to get back to it.  
Isn’t it funny how I thought of my coffee more than my friend who I 
was sitting with, or the fact that’s I’m immobilized in the middle of a 
busy street, my very existence hanging by a proverbial thread?  Coffee 
really is a powerful force, a double edged sword that we live by, a 
brain kickstarter, a social accelerant-this really reminds me of a time 
when…when I… 

 
A LOUD HELICOPTER moves in dangerously close, and drowns out WALT, blasting 
the small assembly with WIND.  They shield themselves and move out of the way. 

 
INT. HELICOPTER – SAME 
PILOT sits beside REPORTER.  They wear headsets and speak LOUDLY over the 
ENGINE SOUND.  

 
REPORTER (loudly) 

Aren’t we a little close? 
 
 



PILOT (loudly) 
Well actually, this being an emergency situation with no law 
enforcement boots on the ground… what I’m doing is part of a bigger 
philosophy… as pilots, we see the world from way up high… from a 
“God” perspective. It might sound weird, but we have to make the call- 
in a given situation- that God would make. It’s a privilege but also a 
responsibility. The Eyes of God see over all fences and walls…we see 
the private things people want hidden from view.  Hardly a day goes 
by I don’t see somebody doin’ it somewhere they think they’re in 
private, their own backyard for example.  I’ve seen satanic rituals, 
nude sunbathers, exorcisms, you name it.  Those fences may provide 
privacy from the poor saps on the ground…but for the eyes of God, 
privacy really is an illusion. So as a result, we take on some of the 
characteristics and behaviors of God.  As a matter of fact, one time- 

 
PILOT’s voice cuts out.  He explains that it’s not working but we only see his mouth 
moving as his voice is drowned out by the helicopter.   

 
ANGLE ON – the SQUIRREL from earlier, behind a panel on the dashboard chewing 
on the WIRES.  

 
PILOT shrugs and pulls the helicopter away. 

 
ON THE GROUND people are relieved as the HELICOPTER flies off, and they re-
emerge from hiding. 
 
ANGLE ON – THE SQUIRREL as it hops onto a tree branch off a HELICOPTER landing 
strut as it pulls away.  
 
ANGLE ON WALT, who is untangling the leash and is about to right himself.  
 
An AMBULANCE pulls up and PARAMEDICS rush up and start taking his vital signs. 
 

WALT 
I’m fine, good as new.  
 

PARAMEDIC 1 jams an oxygen mask over WALT’s mouth mid-sentence. 
 

PARAMEDIC 1  
Well actually, that’s a funny expression , “good as new.” We hear it all 
day long. It works for cars and houses but not so much for people. If 
you’re a new person, you’re a helpless infant, so it’s odd that people 
use “good as new” …. Sure, an infant is usually free of disease, and isn’t 
burdened by cholesterol and the sorts of things we accumulate 
naturally, as a tree might acquire bark beetles or broken branches 
over the course of it’s life, which might be hundreds of years for some 



species.  And to a tree, new might be an acorn or a tiny seed. Actually, 
when people are “good as new” it refers more to a previous state, like 
a broken arm might heal and be good as new… but new in this case 
means that it’s as it was before, but not “new” by the actual definition 
of “new”… 

 
WALT (from under mask) 

If you could just untangle me? I’m totally fine. 
 

PARAMEDIC 2 
This one could be schizo. 

 
PARAMEDIC 1 

Give him a shot. 
 

WALT 
That’s hardly necessary, I…. 

 
PARAMEDICS inject WALT and he drifts off mid-sentence.  They cart him off and 
take him away in their AMBULANCE. 
  
A RIOT has broken out, windows are being smashed.  PEOPLE are collectively 
rocking the BUS to try and FLIP over.  It starts to fall- 
 
ANGLE ON – MANHOLE cover as CAM peeks out.  BUS lands directly onto the 
MANHOLE and flattens it. 
 

CAM (voice muffled) 
Ow. 

 
The BUS now flipped over has cleared the road, and a flood of vehicles and people 
make their exit, cheering with wild eyes.  
 
The STREET is quiet, with the overturned bus and debris everywhere.  LAURA walks 
up. 
 

LAURA 
Has anybody seen my dog? 
 

DOG comes trotting back.  
 

LAURA 
There you are! Huh, what happened here I wonder? 
 

As she walks away, we hear CAM from MANHOLE/under the overturned BUS. (she 
doesn’t seem to hear him) 



 
CAM 

Well, actually, it’s interesting. What happened here was an example of 
chaos theory, which, arguably, really isn’t a theory as much as it is a 
concept, OK? Theory really requires some kind of scientific evidence, 
but in chaos we’re really asked to expect the unexpected, which may 
be in some ways provable, but it’s really the opposite of the 
foundations of science itself, which is based on experimentation to 
arrive at predictable and calculable results. Mathematics. Physics. 
Biology.  So was this a predictable event? Scientifically?  

 
A JET ENGINE falls from the sky right on top of the BUS, further burying CAM.  
After a beat the dust settles he starts speaking again. 
 

CAM 
A lot of people might think that science means facts. But they make 
new discoveries every day, many of which change what the facts are. 
The vast majority of these kinds of discoveries are so minor or so 
specific to some technical or mathematical circumstance that’s 
unlikely to have any impact. But there are sometimes discoveries that 
actually lead to a major upheavals in the scientific community, sea 
changes that go against established tenets….  

 
 

FADE OUT 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 


