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NO/CLIP is a new film
project by Matthew
Parvin (Becoming, Young
Goodman Brown, Red
Room) about the frailness
of reality and how easily
‘someone can lose their
way when grief, trauma
and loneliness are left
sunchecked in the human
experience.
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A young woman, struggling with past trauma and isolation, “no/ clis” out of our dimension and into a new
one filled with liminal spaces, loneliness, and malevolent creatures seeking to block her escape and keep her
in this reality permanently. "
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Tarin Walsh is alone. In her twenty -four years of existence, she has always been alone No mother No father after
six years of torture. No friends. Nobody. Except for the year and a half when she had Lena in her life. But that’s [

every night. Alone.
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Until today
4

] ‘Today, at noon, Tarin crossed East 48t Street try1ng to meet her Uber But she tr1

@cover Tarin didn’t hit the wet concrete of New York City. . - — i ”/
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Tarin fell onto wet carpet. She looked up and was surrounded by moldy office walls and buzzing fluorescent |
lights. And n gly miles and miles of blank space. No people no furn1ture no w1ndows And no

othing else. Seemin ]
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_Only the fa1nt almost 1nd1st1n u1shable lau h commg from somewhere in the d1stance
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In this dystop1an lonely Vo1d Tarin must navigate the liminal levels avordrng unseen pursuers with malevolent
her past mistakes to'f1nd the h1dden ex1t to the next level and poss1bly W N
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Tarin Walsh

A twenty-four-year-old barista working in Bed-
Stuy, Brooklyn. At ten, she was taken from an
abusive home and put into foster care. A recent
college graduate with hopes of teaching,
circumstances forced her to strike out on her own.
But she’s always been alone. Diagnosed with Social
anxiety at a young age, Tarin always avoids people.
Except for Lena. They were together for a year and a
half; the best time of Tarin’s life. But now Lena’s
gone, along with what was left of Tarin’s hope.



Something wicked this way ¢



Lena Horsely

From Chicago’s south side, Lena has
always been running from something. In
Chicago, it was an abusive stepfather and
a fentanyl-addled mother. In college at
Brown University, it was ridicule for her
midwestern accent and the scars on her
face. In New York, it was from Tarin.
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Rourke

Nothing ever goes right for Rourke. Fending for
himself, he found an'early escape in football. But livin
on your own at age twelve and being dyslexic, a life o
touchdowns wasn’t in the cards. Neithér was a family,
until he found Tarin’s mom. A ready-made clan for
him to step into. But she was an addict. And the kids
didn’t respect him. So, like everything else in his life,

family didn’t come to him right’either. So, he lashed
out. I¥life wouldn’t go right for him, he’d make it...

No matter what.
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M/F Ages 18-30: \ 60% 0f Movie Audlence Target
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Diversity: Multlcultural Cast £ 4
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INT. NO-CLIP/LEVEL 0 — UNDETERMINED

\

CLOSE SHOT — TARIN’S HANDS

'-Her clothes are sopplng, but not from rain.

saturated with moisture. It smells of mold
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Yellow wallpaper.stares back at Tarln,
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'Above are fluourescent offlce llghts,
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their tubes beaming
brlnglng the room 1nto lntense detall




INT. NO—CLIP/LEVEL 3 - UNDETERMINED/ ! g ||
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No windows. NoO movement Nothlng but endless rows of closed bay
doors. = " R

In the distance,
ears. i

Tarin’s

Giggling.-



INT.NO-CLIP/LEVEL 33 - NIGHT

Tarin stands 1n the middle of the road. She‘can smell rain,
though none 1s falllng i M‘W

*There are tiny pin-pricks of color she can see through the
~dense fog. Streetlights i1in the distance hover over head,
staring down like disembodied eyes. “

No wind. No sound but Tarin’s own breathing.
T
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she can hear Lena’s voice.

No cars.

From somewhere i1in the mist,

fob

SShe’s giggling. s
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4 m;:sze Comin’, Dear Caroline). He currently re51des
=~ with his wife, two children and PUPPY iNgpse
u‘suburban Detroit, Mlchlgan where he has llvg
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