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SYNOPSIS
Petros leads a dull life, until a bus cuts it short. 
SUMMARY
Petros finishes work, like every day, and gets in his car, to drive back home. Fatigue and stress reign his monotonous life. He worries even about the pettiest things. He tries to mind his business and to not get into trouble. His life’s joy is his summer vacation and a tune from a commercial that is stuck in his head and which he hums all morning long. As he hurries to drive through the traffic light, he will collide with a bus and images from his life will come to his head, the last one being his beloved commercial. 
1.INTERIOR/ ELEVATOR/ NOON
A crowd of silent people is standing inside an elevator going down. Sound that it has stopped. The door opens and in comes the light of day shining on their faces. They hurry out. Last comes Petros (a young man in his early thirties). He is walking head down and is holding a bag. He is silently whistling a tune off of a commercial that is stuck in his head. He is not looking at where he is going, just following the others towards the exit. 
2. EXTERIOR/ OUTSIDE THE BUILDING / SUMMER NOON
From the street comes the thrumming of the cars passing by. Petros seems annoyed at the sunlight. He insistently looks for his car keys, in his pockets and bag, moving awkwardly. Having found them, he looks again in a persistent way for his cell phone and, having found it, checks for any incoming calls.
COLLEAGUE:

Petros, where have you parked?
PETROS:

(trying for a little while to understand where the voice is coming from)

Εmm… just down the road, on Corfu Street.

COLLEAGUE:

Lucky bastard! I parked miles from here. I hate walking in all this heat!
PETER:
I got up before dawn to find this parking spot.

COLLEAGUE:

(walking away)

Hang in there, buddy. We will be closing up in a week. Then we will be kings…
3. OUTSIDE/ IN THE CAR/ DAY
Peter opens the side mirror of his car, unlocks the car and gets in. He is sweating a bit on his tired face due to the summer heat. Annoyed, he turns on the air conditioning. He checks the draft by hand and turns the fan to the maximum scale.
He starts the car. From the rearview mirror he sees another car waiting, indicators already on. When he hits the road, we hear the sound of another engine and a prolonged horn behind him. The voices of two men calling names at each other can be heard, together with the sound of the engine from Petros’ car. From the rearview mirror he sees that his parking spot has been taken by another car, that has creeped in there at the very last minute, and the driver is waiving his hand menacingly out the window, while the other driver, the one who was waiting to park, opens the car door and heads towards the former in a threatening manner. Petros, moving away from the scene, stares once at the street and once at the mirror, while far away the two drivers can be seen arguing.
He takes a turn and turns the radio on. The commercial he likes is on and he starts whistling and humming. 
He stops behind a line of cars waiting at the traffic light. From the radio we hear the voice of a journalist telling the news.
JOURNALIST:

Today is Tuesday, 25th of July, and you are listening to the news briefing from Channel …

That very moment the windscreen gets covered in soapsuds and an immigrant starts cleaning it, without asking him. Petros, annoyed, nods to him that he should leave and turns the windscreen wipers on. The immigrant goes away. The cars have already started to move in front of him. Far away he sees the green light and he also starts the car in a hurry and speeding. When he approaches the traffic light, it’s already orange and he follows the front cars in a hurry, without looking. (Until this very moment the news are still heard loudly from the radio). A bus hits him from the side.
Jolt. 
Successive images (that come to Petros’ head):

He remembers the jolt, when, at his childhood, he fell off his bicycle.

In a classroom full of children, a female schoolteacher is talking from the board (at school).
With his family, decorating the Christmas tree.
At the beach, in the summer, the feeling of water, as he dives and then reemerges out into the surface, the air and the sunlight. 
Loud music, at a club, and in the dim light and the neon flashes a female figure can be seen dancing opposite him.
The same female, half-naked, approaches her face, kisses him with her eyes closed. 
A voice indicating a quarrel and a slamming door. 

He caresses the steering wheel and the dashboard of his car in the car agency (the moment he is purchasing it).
Fade to black. The tune of the commercial can be heard. 
THE END
