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THE SOLDIER AND THE SECRETARY

By Oscar Carlson

Oscar Carlson

95A Kingsland High Street

London 

E8 2PB

UK

“The Soldier and The Secretary”

FADE IN:

INT. CENTRAL SAINT MARTIN’S CORRIDOR – DAY.

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A)
We follow with constant distance the steps of a person wearing soiled US Army boots and olive drab pants to the sound of loud steps that echoes down the corridor. 

B)
The corridor’s floor is well polished and we see the reflections of a distant window in its shine. The walls are littered with A4 notes in various colors. All doors in the corridor are closed and we hear nothing but the sound of steps.

C)
As we get further down the corridor, another person (the janitor) appears in the top left corner of the frame. White leather loafers and stone washed denim jeans clad the person who is facing one of the closed doors.

D)
We see the back of the still standing person wearing a white tennis shirt. He is adding the final letter of ‘oscarlson’ on the door as he turns his head to the left. We hear the steps coming closer.

E)
We now face the soldier who is coming into focus where the janitor is standing. Their eyes meet briefly as the janitor walks away in the opposite direction. The soldier stops at the same door and turns to it but look down the corridor at the janitor who is disappearing. The soldier raises his hand to knock the door.

INT. THE SECRETARY RECEPTION – DAY.

A secretary leans against a big strange desk. She is moving to music that is played from a radio. We hear a knock and the secretary looks surprised and then turns the radio off and corrects her clothes and hair before opening the door.

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)

She opens the door to find the tall soldier.





SECRETARY




(Enthusiastically)

Hello.



SOLDIER


(Seriously)

Hi.

SECRETARY



How can I help you?





SOLDIER



Is this Oscar Carlson’s office?





SECRETARY

Well, it is the office of oscarlson. We publish oscarlson from here.



SOLDIER

But I am looking for Oscar Carlson. I have come to see him personally because he requested it.



SECRETARY

See, this office publish the publication ‘oscarlson’…

The secretary walks back to the desk, picks up a copy of ‘oscarlson’, hands it over to the soldier and leans against the desk…





SECRETARY (CONT’D)

But the publication is the documentation of Oscar Carlson’s practice.



SOLDIER


(looking at the magazine without opening it)

I am sure Mr. Carlson must have had some sort of input into this magazine; after all it is about him but you are not running a gossip paper her are you?



SECRETARY

What is your name soldier?

SOLDIER

That is not relevant now, you do not need to now my name. My name and reason for being here is not an appropriate topic of conversation and neither of us is disposed to discuss that.



SECRETARY


(slightly upset but confident)

Maybe you are not disposed to discuss your operations soldier, but my job is to welcome the visitor, figure out her intention and do whatever I can to meet them within my field of operations provided by Mr. Carlson. And I am obliged to do so.

SOLDIER

So then this is Mr. Carlson’s office?

The secretary walks away from the desk towards the camera, stays in the right side of the frame whilst the soldier starts walking around in the room and appears to be looking for something.



SECRETARY

Yeah, I guess so. 


(pause)

You know, Oscar once went to Bhutan…

SOLDIER

(interrupts whilst holding up a small Bhutanese mask of a skull)

Bhutan?



SECRETARY


(gesticulating enthusiastically)

It is a small Kingdom in the Himalayas, it is kind of squeezed in between China, India, east of Nepal. It is probably the most isolated country in the world; they restrict the number of tourists to, like, five thousand a year and they export energy to India and all that money goes directly to setting up schools in the remote areas of the country. It really is a super duper country, they don’t measure the country’s wealth in money, you know GDP, but in happiness, gross country happiness or something. 



SOLDIER

Uhuh…



SECRETARY

Furthermore, Oscar went there and at the time he was there, the rhododendrons were in full blossom. This was in February and according to the Bhutanese, this the time when the females should lose their virginity. 

The soldier is dismantling a pyramid of oranges to see what is under it and has oranges in his arms when he now looks up at the secretary and then into the camera.





SECRETARY (CONT’D)

Not that Oscar practiced this stuff but it was just that the fact that this occurred that stuck with him. This relation between a plant and a person, one thing explains the other, the infinite levels of perceiving or ways of getting at a reason for an event or object. Rhododendrons and virgins had never really had a connection before to Oscar but this was probably a thing that was at the end of a series of similar new concepts that add up to what happened later. And that was the achievement of becoming aware of the many-sided and phylogenetic structure of all things and this formed the base of a decision for Oscar. 

He was faced with a number of options, he could watch passively when the person in the electric wheelchair who had lost control over his vessel, speeding down a steep road that leads down towards the Playa de las Américas, fall into the Atlantic Ocean or check every steelworker in Virginia’s right foot until he finds the perfect match for the glass boot. See what I mean?



SOLDIER

Yeah.


(Pause)

No, I do not. 

The soldier now stops looking for something, takes his helmet of and walks up to stand closely behind the secretary. 



SECRETARY

I mean, doing things that does not make any sense could be most rewarding, the guy in the wheelchair was a bad example, of course Oscar would save him from falling into the Atlantic Ocean but going about the ontological ways of getting anywhere, beating around the bush is always necessary. Walking parallel to the path or rather, “beating around the path is when one finds the cutest white bunnies”, as Oscar would put it, is a choice. The reality we are to know is actually fake and there is nothing more real than your own little world. The beatniks and the howls try to tell us this all the time and thus the popular notion of beating around the path is unfortunately madness. Not many people listen to beatniks or howls you know. 

The secretary turns around. 

Series of close up shots follows throughout the following dialogue.



SOLDIER

So seeing these trees in…



SECRETARY


(corrects)

Bhutan.



SOLDIER (CONT’D)

Bhutan, you are saying he decided to go crazy on himself?



SECRETARY

Now, you are looking at it in a simplified manner and then misinterpreting the whole thing, you do not see my point.



SOLDIER

I have come here to see Oscar Carlson. That is all you need to know secretary.



SECRETARY

Then I cannot help you soldier.



SOLDIER

So be it.

SERIES OF SHOTS:

A)
The secretary forces herself past the soldier who turns around after her. She walks to the desk, turns on the radio again, walks back to the soldier and puts his helmet back on. She picks up a hand held mirror and smashes it with a handbag.

B)
The soldier holds up an olive branch and crushes it in his hand before showing colored cards in the following order: red, black, grey and finally brown. 

C)
The secretary does the crab dance.

D)
The soldier picks up a red apple and walks over to a bin and throws it in it.

E)
The secretary puts an even stronger red lipstick on than she is already wearing, undoes her hair and makes exaggerated flirtous gestures.

F)
The soldier closes his eyes tightly. We hear a phone ring and the soldier opens his eyes.

G)
The secretary looks at the phone on the desk and then looks back at the soldier.

H)
We see a close up of the cast of a phone and both the soldier and the secretary enter the frame, looking at the phone until it stops ringing.

I)
The secretary ties her hair back. The two face each other.





SOLDIER

Right, I am here to see Oscar Carlson. On the behalf of Mr. Carlson’s past I have been sent out to investigate his whereabouts and gather intelligence on what he is up to. 



SECRETARY

But…



SOLDIER


(talking like in a Gilette commercial)

See, secretary, I understand your position in this office and I must say I admire your spirit but I have not come here to wage a war on it. War, crusade as fistfight, has a serious objective and that is to win. And winning is rendering the opponent incapable of further resistance. You have realized this but now we stand at a point after being interrupted by a phone call where neither of us is in a position where one has to submit to the other’s will. Let us remain there. 

The soldier looks into the camera.





SOLDIER (CONT’D)

We are all grown-ups and we are in this building to produce its expression collectively. Hierarchies undermine creativity and centralized power expresses and feeds only a few minds. 

Back into dialogue shot





SOLDIER (CONT’D)

Me, and you secretary, can only in a joint venture get hold of Oscar Carlson. Not me reaching my objective by threats of force but you trusting me and my intentions enough to provide me with sufficient information that will lead me to him.



SECRETARY

No can do, soldier.



SOLDIER

God damn it!

Soldier walks around the room, scratching his head.





SECRETARY

How can I trust you in this room when I do not know of your intentions? Did not you mention our positions as indisposed to discuss them? You are being contradictive here you see.

Soldier walks up to the secretary to listen.



SECRETARY (CONT’D)

I can tell you are bringing mixed messages like funny text messages. But you are hiding behind these dualities. I think your intention is that of one, it is ontological. You claim yourself to be someone who has come from Mr. Carlson’s past to see what he is doing and now you are telling me that you and I are in this together? 



SOLDIER

You are right, I am a representation of Mr. Carlson’s past and I do depend on you as a representation of Oscar Carlson now. I am the past and you are the now. I believe in our joint venture.



SECRETARY

I do not. You guys lost Oscar in Bhutan and you have come here to bring him back to you. You alls have lost control of Oscar and you, soldier, have come here like that fucking time traveling terminator. 



SOLDIER

This is a time for understanding, I am here to bring him back and this is for his own good. Oscar broke away from the set path, designed intelligently for him. We are fine with his discourse and we recognize the disillusion he entered after whatever he was exposed to. It is time for him to stop this madness and come home.



SECRETARY

You do not understand anything. You are only a pawn as you are the queen here; you do not understand anything about Oscar. I am not saying that I do but I am acknowledging the possibility to not necessarily understand. See, Oscar leaves open equations, paradoxes that pose questions without answers. I believe in this stuff too and I will not take you to Oscar. You have to allow him to go mad if that is what you call it. 


(pause)

He is not here anyway. 


(pause)

You are in his office and you are not. The existence of infinite levels of understanding this place and your reason and my reason for being here is something you will never gain sympathy in.


(pause, then smiling)

But we still have hope for you, soldier.

The soldier stares at the secretary quietly with an expression of awe, disgust and surprise on his face.

Shots form different angles but directed at the soldiers head including one where the soldier looks into the camera.





SOLDIER

But I am here on Oscar’s request and you said “we”. I assume you are instructed to keep me away from Mr. Carlson. Is this true?



SECRETARY

Yes. That is true. I am an agent that stops you from getting to Mr. Carlson even though he requested your attempt at doing so. I do not know whether our little scene here has been a prank, carried out by Oscar or if it has serious means. That is up to you to interpret.


(pause)

You have no more lines, soldier.

The soldier tries to say something but fails. On a number of attempts, he opens his mouth to find that his vocal cords make no sound.

He gives up, shows a face of confidence and bows his head.

The soldier and the secretary shake hands.

The soldier turns and leaves the room and the secretary watches him, resting against the desk, as he walks out.

End credits









FADE OUT.

THE END

