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INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - EARLY AFTERNOON

We open on a long apartment hallway. The late afternoon 
sunset spills in through a lone window at the end of the 
corridor.

The building looks as if it was once a nice place to live. 
Now, it is just noticeably decrepit, the faded walls are 
chipped and the carpeted floors have begun to lose their 
color.

DAVID, 20, makes his way down the hallway carrying a tattered 
toolbox. Though he has barely exited his teens, he carries 
the heavy weight of an early adulthood. Generic pop music 
emanates from his headphones.

He approaches apartment 42, pulls out his ear buds and 
knocks.

After a moment the door jolts open several inches, the chain 
lock still in place. Through the opening we see MR. YANG. An 
elderly man well into his 70s with a heavy Chinese accent and 
a gruff no-nonsense demeanor.

MR. YANG
What do you want?

DAVID
I'm here to fix the sink.

Mr. Yang looks David over, he notices with disdain the music 
playing from his headphones. Suddenly, he slams the door 
shut.

David stands stunned in the hallway.

The door swings wide a second later. Without saying another 
word Mr. Yang turns and makes his way into a back room, 
pulling the door shut behind him.

Still slightly stunned, David stands in the hallway for 
another moment before collecting himself and making his way 
into the apartment.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY/KITCHEN- DAY

David makes his way to the kitchen, glancing at the back room 
door as he passes. He sets down his tools on the counter and 
begins to work.



INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - LATER THAT SAME DAY

Finished with his work, David approaches the back room. As he 
draws closer he begins to hear the faint sound of classical 
music.

He reaches the door and lightly pushes it open a few inches, 
peering inside.

INT. PRACTICE ROOM - DAY

The small room is covered in the trappings of a long musical 
career: countless books of sheet music, hundreds of CDs, 
various awards and dozens of photos.

In the center of the room sits Mr. Yang in an old wooden 
chair passionately playing the Bach Cello Suite No.1.

He ever so slightly sways back and forth with each stroke of 
the bow, completely giving himself over to the music.

The music resonates through David. It swells in his chest, 
touching something deep inside of him. Though something 
completely foreign, it is also something universally 
understandable. He has never heard anything like this.

David is mesmerized by the fluidity of Mr. Yang's fingers as 
they glide along the strings. Unconsciously, he pushes the 
door open wider as he leans in closer.

After a brief moment of this splendor, Mr. Yang catches a 
glimpse of David's reflection in a mirror and abruptly stops.

MR. YANG
Yes?

David snaps back to reality.

DAVID
Um, I finished with the sink. So it 
shouldn't give you anymore trouble.

MR. YANG
Good.

He sits motionless in the chair, waiting for David to leave.

After an awkward moment, David lets himself out.
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INT. APARTMENT MANAGERS OFFICE - LATE AFTERNOON

The building manager DEMETRI, a slightly haggard man in his 
late 50s, sits behind a desk busily flipping through 
paperwork.

David enters the room and places his tool box in the corner 
and begins to fill out his time sheet. Attempting to appear 
nonchalant.

DAVID
Hey Demetri, what's the story with 
the old guy in 42?

Demetri barely glances up from his work.

DEMETRI
Mr. Yang? He's been here forever. 
He used to be some big shot 
celloist way back when. Now he's 
just a prick.

DAVID
Hm.

David finishes filling out his time sheet.

DAVID (CONT’D)
See you Wednesday.

EXT. CITY STREET - EVENING

David makes his way home through the grimy and callus 
metropolis, the sounds of the city are nearly deafening. The 
city towers over him, a beast threatening to swallow him 
whole.

As he walks he hums the piece he heard Mr. Yang playing, a 
small smile on his face.

INT. DAVID'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

David's apartment is a cramped and rundown one bedroom 
somewhere in the heart of the city. The sounds of the outside 
world invade through the flimsy windows.

David sits in front of his old, beat up computer. He opens a 
search browser and types in "Raymond Yang cello performance". 
A list of results pops up and David clicks on a link titled 
"Raymond Yang plays Bach, Carnegie Hall."
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An old scratchy video plays. We see an empty chair on a stage 
in a concert hall. After a moment a much younger Mr. Yang 
makes his way onto the stage carrying his cello. He sits, 
takes a deep breath and begins to play.

The music washes over David. Soon it drowns out the sirens 
and horns and fully consumes him. In this moment the world 
fades away.

We slowly fade to black.

KNOCK, KNOCK.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

The door to Mr. Yang’s apartment opens, once again secured by 
the chain.

David stands on the other side.

DAVID
Hey Mr. Yang, when I was here the 
other day fixing your sink I saw 
that some of your electrical 
outlets are pretty outdated, and 
they could be a fire hazard. So 
I've gotta get in there and replace 
it. (Beat) It could be a liability.

Mr. Yang looks at him for a long moment before closing the 
door, unlocking it and turning back towards the practice 
room.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

As David passes the practice room, he stops for a moment as 
Mr. Yang begin to remove his cello from its large black case.

He handles the instrument with the utmost respect and love, 
carrying it as if it were his own child.

Noticing David's gaze, Mr. Yang closes the door to the room. 
David slowly makes his way to the kitchen and gets to work.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - LATER THAT DAY

David stands in front of the practice room door, through it 
we can lightly hear the cello.
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David, finally hearing a break in Mr. Yang’s playing, knocks. 
A moment later the door opens.

MR. YANG
Yes?

DAVID
So I fixed the outlet, but I 
noticed a few other things that 
could use some work. I could come 
by and fix them when I get a chance 
if you'd like.

He looks David up and down.

MR. YANG
Fine.

He closes the door, leaving David alone in the hallway.

INT. MR. YANG’S KITCHEN - DAY

David is once again working in Mr. Yang's kitchen, this time 
rewiring a lamp fixture.

Faintly from another room David can hear music.

David stops working and leans closer to the source. He closes 
his eyes to better focus on the music. Its beauty washes over 
him in waves.

After a moment, he slowly opens his eyes to find Mr. Yang 
watching him from across the apartment.

Embarrassed, David quickly averts his gaze and gets back to 
work, attempting to make himself look as busy as possible.

Mr. Yang looks on at him for a long moment before 
disappearing into the other room.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

David has finished his work and makes his way to the front 
door. As he approaches the door he slows.

On a small side table, propped against a vase, sits a 
classical CD.

David looks back at the closed door to the practice room. He 
returns his gaze to the CD, looks at it for a moment, reaches 
out and stows it in his bag before making his way out of the 
apartment.
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INT. DAVID'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

David inserts the CD into his computer and copies its 
contents into a new playlist "CLASSICAL". It finishes and he 
begins track one, voraciously taking it in, eager to be 
exposed to anything else from this world.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

David returns the CD to the side table on his way into the 
apartment.

He sets down his tools and begins to work.

INT. MR. YANG’S HALLWAY - DAY

Finished with yet another small repair, David slowly makes 
his way down the hallway, listening to the music emanating 
from the practice room. 

As he passes, he sees Mr. Yang playing in the center of the 
room, in an almost trance-like state, completely disconnected 
from the rest of the world. David looks on in awe.

As the piece reaches a lull Mr. Yang catches a glimpse of 
David watching from the doorway, but continues on.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT - DAY

David is once again working on some small imperfection in the 
apartment. But now, cello music fills the air.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

On his way out, David finds another CD at the door. This time 
grabbing it with the familiarity of tradition.

INT. DAVID'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

He adds the new CD to his playlist, which now totals well 
over a hundred pieces.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY

David returns to Mr. Yang’s apartment, tools and CD in hand. 
He knocks several times.

A moment passes and he knocks again. Still no response.
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He gives it one last shot before heading off.

INT. APARTMENT LOBBY - EVENING

David makes his way towards the front doors, heading home for 
the day. As he does, Demitiri enters from outside. David 
catches him as they pass.

DAVID
Hey Demetri, have you seen Mr. Yang 
around? He hasn't been home the 
last few times I've come by to fix 
some things.

DEMETRI
Eh, you don't have to worry about 
that stuff for a while. Mr. Yang 
died on Tuesday, so it's gonna be a 
few days before we can even start 
to get all his shit outta there.

David stands frozen as Demetri, oblivious, walks back to his 
office.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

David somberly makes his way home through the dark, grungy 
streets, overcome by a profound sense of loss. The sounds of 
the city and the towering skyscrapers bare down on him.

INT. MR. YANG’S APARTMENT - DAY

A few days later

David unlocks the front door carrying several cardboard boxes 
and other packing essentials.

He sets them down by the front door and slowly walks through 
the apartment.

INT. PRACTICE ROOM - DAY

David walks into the practice room, taking it in. David makes 
his way around the room taking in all of the little tidbits 
from Mr. Yang’s life. A piece of folded paper propped up in 
the corner of the room catches his eye. He unfolds it and his 
heart begins to race as he stares at the two words scribbled 
on the paper. "For David"
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He takes a sharp breath as he looks down to what the paper 
was resting on.

INT. DAVID'S APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

David stands in his living room staring down at something 
lying on his bed. He gently pulls something from a large 
case.

We see that it is Mr. Yang's cello.

David pulls up a chair and grabs a plastic bag off a table, 
removing its contents, a child’s beginner guide to cello.

He opens it and sets it on a small stand in front of him, 
looking over the first page.

He takes a moment, and shakily begins to play a basic cord.
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