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FADE | N:

| NT. NORA' S APARTMENT - DAY

Bl ackout curtains. A digital clock reads 4:02 PM

NORA VANCE (30s), a late-night radio host who hasn't seen a
sunrise in years, slaps the alarmoff and stares at the
ceiling.

Her phone buzzes. A text fromEDDIE: "Don't be late. Again."

NORA
(to the cel ng)
"' m never | ate. m fashi onably on

air.
She rolls out of bed.
EXT. Rl VERSI DE COVWUNI TY RADI O - PARKI NG LOT - NI GHT

Rain on a single flickering | anp. Nora's hatchback sw ngs
into the spot marked TALENT.

WALT (60s), the night guard, holds the door open with a
paper cup of coffee.

WALT
Your fan club called. Tw ce.

NORA
Tell them | sign autographs at two.

She takes the coffee and heads i nside.
| NT. STUDI O - NI GHT
A cranped booth. One mc, one lanmp, a wall of foam Through

the glass, EDDI E (40s) counts her in fromthe control room
Three fingers. Two. One.

NORA
(into the mc)
It's mdnight on 88.1 and this is
Dead Air. If you re awake, you're
famly

The phone |ine on the desk blinks red. Through the gl ass,
Eddi e shrugs. Take it.

NORA ( CONT' D)
Line one, you're on the air.



CALLER (V. Q)
(calm filtered)
Hi, Nora. Can you play "Blue Porch
Light" for ne?

Nora freezes. Her hand drifts off the fader.

NORA
That's not on our playlist.

CALLER (V. O)
It was on your nomlis. You used to
humit on the porch at El m Court.

Eddi e jabs the tal kback button.
EDDI E
(i n her headphones)
Cut himoff. Now.

Nora doesn't npve.

CUT TGO



