
INT. MONROEVILLE SANCTUARY - DAY

QUENTIN is picking up tattered comic books and loose dvds from 
the floor next to a knocked-over bookcase. DELILAH is sitting, 
watching him work. 

Delilah looks like she’s holding something in, and decides to 
speak up. 

DELILAH
So, explain this to me, Quentin. 
You’ve spent most of your life 
gathering this stuff, right?

Quentin sighs heavily. 

QUENTIN
Yeah...

Delilah looks puzzled, she’s genuinely trying to make some 
sense of it. 

DELILAH
...Why?

Quentin is a little ticked off by the question. 

QUENTIN
What do you mean, why? I grew up 
in Sanctuaries, this is my life’s 
work!

DELILAH
Well, I get that, but... Does what 
you’re doing speak to you? If you 
tell me it’s just a habit, then 
I’m sorry but I’m not risking my 
life for your stupid collection.

Quentin sits down on the floor, head down. He’s feeling weak 
and powerless, he’s lost whatever momentum was driving him. 
He’s thinking about the answer.

QUENTIN
Well, yeah, ok, I see what you 
mean. The official reason is that 
we need to preserve a lost 
culture, but if I’m being honest 
that’s not why I’m doing it. Part 
of it is because I’ve never done 
anything else, and then there’s 
the fact that my family has been 
doing it since before I was even 
born...

He’s looking right at Delilah now, explaining himself. 

QUENTIN (CONT’D)
But that’s not all of it. It’s... 
Comforting, sort of.
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QUENTIN (CONT’D)
I look at the characters in these 
movies, comic books, and the way 
they handle their problems, and 
it’s easier. I see a superhero 
standing on a rooftop, watching 
over the world, and I think - 
“There. That guy has it figured 
out. That’s the alpha male I need 
to pay attention to. “

There is an expression of disbelief on Delilah’s face, Quentin 
chuckles a little at the absurdity of what he’s just divulged 
about himself. 

DELILAH
That is... Just about the dumbest 
thing I’ve ever heard.

Quentin nods, still smiling, then sighs. 

He starts picking up stuff around him again. 

Delilah stands up. She was expecting some better reason, and 
it’s clear she’s not impressed with what he said. 

DELILAH
Well, what did you expect from me? 
You know, I like some of this 
stuff. Sherlock introduced me to 
Westerns! And it’s pretty cool.

She’s is talking more energetically now, getting enthusiastic 
about Westerns. 

DELILAH (CONT’D)
I like how it’s sort of a bit like 
our world and there’s cool 
characters, and they know when to 
shut up. But it’s not about me, 
that’s not me on the screen. And 
it’s not anyone I know, either. I 
don’t get to ride off into the 
sunset at the end. Because that 
guy, Eastwood or whatever? He 
doesn’t need to eat, or to feel 
companionship, or to reload, even!

She’s more serious now, almost angry at Quentin’s naiveté. 
Quentin, too, is no longer smiling. 

Delilah starts walking towards the door.

DELILAH (CONT’D)
And you, Quentin? A superhero 
isn’t going to save you. This 
stuff you put your faith in 
doesn’t represent you!
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DELILAH (CONT’D)
Only you can work for what you 
think is important.

She’s now at the door, looking back at Quentin, still on the 
floor, with pity in her eyes. 

DELILAH (CONT’D)
You ask me, I say it’s good you 
lost that stuff. It should be 
lost, that culture is gone. Maybe 
if someone was making new 
westerns, or whatever, things that 
were about us, that could be worth 
our time. But this stuff is 
ancient. It’s dead.

And she’s gone. Quentin is left sitting there, by himself, 
surrounded by the scattered, meagre remains of his life’s 
work.


