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I'1]l see you there.

: _ "‘
GWEN “’ib ‘l

ALEX
Can't wait.

He moves off and she looks after him -~ a little nexvous and
unsure about going out - then sghakes it off and follows
Sherrick. . :

INT. KIM'S CABIN - DAY

The enrtaine are pulled, giving the cabin a zomber aspect.
Things lie everywhere, haphazardly thrown, a testament to

Kim’s anguished state of mind. - E 5! {.f

KTM
I'm telling you, those quys...they
did something to Trevor.

LINDSEY
(confused)
But why would you think that - you
weren't even with us last night.

KIM
Because they're danhgerous. Trust
me .

Kim paces around, not willing to make eye contact,

LINDSEY
Did scomething happen?

ETM
(a little too insistent)
No.

LINDSEY
So why did you call me?

EIM
T shouldn’t have, I guess. I just -
man't vou dust tell security to

¢heck those guys out?

LINDSEY
If you know something that might
help Trevor, you’ve got to tell me.

For a moment, Kim's wracked with indecision, but Lindsey’s
tone affects her. Then:
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KIM -
You can’'t tell anybody.

: LINDSEY
Please.

Kim sits next to Lindsey, guite reluctant.

KIM
The big one, Max...with those
tatoos...

LINDSEY
Yeah, he's a jerk. Did Max do
something?

EIM

We were partying, you know? And
then...he said he had some more
stuff back in his cabin. 5o I went
with him...

LINDSEY
It's ckay. Just tell me.

KM
‘ (erying now)
I tried to leave. I realized I'd
been stupid - nobody else was.
there. He attacked me...he...

LINDSEY
{realizing)
He raped you?

¥im breaks down. Lindsey holds her.

LINDSEY (CONT'D)
God, I'm so sorry. We’ll get the
bastard - we’ll have him arrested.

Kim pulls away.

KTM
No, you can‘t - you can't tell
anyona.

LINDSEY

But...you can’'t just let him get
away with it.
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EFIM

They’1ll just say it was consensual.
That I wanted it. I711 be the one
put on trial. I won't go through
that.

(wipes her eyes)
But when I heard that Trevor was
missing, I knew I had to tell vyou.
Those guyd...I'm sure they had
something to do with it.

LINDSEY ‘
Look, there’s an FBI agent onboard.
We could "dust talk to her -

KTM :
No. I don't want anybody to know -
" ever., You have to promise me.

LINDSEY
But mayvbe -

KIM
Promise me.

Lindzey is torn, but she finally nods.

LINDSEY Q—— E“
You have my word.

But Lindsey deesn’t like thisz at all.
EXT. POOL AREA - AFTERNOON

Sacha, Luka and Max are by the pool, being gquestioned by
Sherrick and Gwen. Sacha does most of the talking while Max
broods. Luka sits back a little, gquiet and intense.

SACHA

You‘ve got it all wrong - we liked
thoge Americans. We were even
talking about working together,

(gelling it)
My father and I, we have an export
buginess - very successiul.

{to Max) '
Trever, he was excited, wasn’'t he?

MAX
Yeah. He wag into it.

Gwen and Sherrick both see through Sacha’s bullshit.
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ACT SEVEN
INT. SECURITY CONTROL ROOM - AFTERNOON

Security Chief Sherrick is busy going over some reports as
the female Security Officer comes in.

SBECURITY OFFICER
Sir, we've got another paszenger-
related issue.

SHERRICK
Not what I want to hear.

SECURITY OFFICER
It inveolves Mrs. Forrest.

That’s really not what Sherrick wanted to hear.
INT. CAPTAIN'S OFFICE ~ EVENING

Sherrick and Captain Fogelman wear concerned expressions.
The scene looks much like when Lindsey was in with them -
only now, Kim sits across from the two, tears in her eves.

CAPTATN FOGELMAN .
When we dock, we’ll have this man
arrested.

The Portuguese authorities will
hold him until he can be
extradited.

KIM
Back to the U.5.7?

CAPTAIN FOGELMAN
I'm afraid he can’t be charged in
the United States. He'll ke taken
to Liberia, where the ship is
registered.

KIM
(can't helieve this)
You expect me to go there? Are you
serious?

SHERRICK
It's the only way he’ll bhe held
accountable.

xl

SHERRICK | e ‘hf*‘
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EIM
No, he won’t — and you both know
it. I’d be in a foreign country.
2 single woman on a c¢ruise. TIt’s
my word against his, He’ll say T
wanted it...that it was consensual.

sherrick and the captain exchange a lock, knowing she’s
right. Kim stands, done.

KIM (CONT’D)
There won't be any justice here.
And I won’'t let them crucify me.
I'm not that strond.

She turng and walks out. Captain Fogelman takes this all 6”
very personally.

CAPTATN FOGELMAN
I want these men off my ship.

SHERRICE
I’'1]l make arrangenents.

INT. CASINO - NIGHT

Gwen sits playing the slot machine - she loses yet again.
She glances across and sees -

AT THE ROULETTE TAELE

Alex stands talking with another attractive woman. Thay seem
to be having fun with eac¢h other.

ON GWEN

che knows she acrewed that up. Lindsey slips onto the stool
next to her. :

LINDSEY
I hope you're winning.

GWEN
Not so much.
(terse)
Did you want something?

LINDSEY
You heard about what happened to
that girl? What that guy did?







AMC - KYLE & ZACH SIDES

1l of 4

KYLE
Explain something to me, Zach.
How do you live with yourself?

ZACH
The same way you live with
yourself Kyle. There's not
much difference between you
and me.

KYLE
Isn't there?

Zach
Oh, come on. Am I lying to
anyone, really? Am I cheating
on anyone? You face it Kyle,
you're not in any position to
make any judgments about me.
I, on the other hand, am in a
great position to wreck your
home life.

KYLE
You make me sick.

ZACH
This may come as a surprise
to you, but I don't care. I
sleep well at night, Kyle.

(MORE)

KYLE = GIRL

ZACH =GUY






amc — KYLE & ZACH AUDITION SCENE

ZACH
As a matter of fact, I'm
going to sleep even better
when you give me the money
you owe me.

KYLE
(HANDS HIM AN ENVELOPE)
Here.

ZACH
(COUNTING THE MONEY) You're
short, Kyle. Way short.

KYLE
Well that's all Michael and T
could come up with right now.

ZACH
Since when are you on the
installment plan, huh?

KYLE
I'm telling you, it's the
best we can do.

ZACH
You expect me to believe
that? You're a big woman in
Pine Valley. Your lover is
very rich. If you really
wanted to get that money, you

could have gotten it.

2 of 4





amc — KYLE & ZACH AUDITION SCENE

KYLE
I sold some stock. It takes
time to get that money.
You're just going to have to
be patient.

ZACH
I don't have to be anything.
This is my game. You're
playing by my rules, you
understand that? Now, if I
can't get that money by
tonight I'm going to show
that picture to your husband.

KYLE
Now you hold it right there.
You don't show that picture
to anybody, you understand
me? You hold on to that
picture, because if you show
it to just one person,
Michael and I don't give you
one red cent. You got that?
Now make your choice, Zach.
What's it going to be?
Revenge, or the money?

ZACH

Okay, you got more time.

3 of 4





amc — KYLE & ZACH AUDITION SCENE 4 of 4

KYLE
I knew you'd see it my way.
ZACH
Just don't jerk me around.
KYLE
I'm not jerking you around,
Zach. As soon as I get the
money, I promise you I'll
call you.
ZACH
You got two more days. I'm
charging you 20% interest.

I'll be in touch.
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INT. LOBBY - BIANCO ENTERPRISES - DAY

Whitt is reading a textbook, when Kylie comes
. She can barely contain her excitement.

urrying up to

KYLTE
I got it! Assistant file clerk.
start Monday!

Impulsiv
feeling a

v, she hugs him. A beat, the
ward.

she pulls back,

Thapks, Whitt. For everyjhing.

WHITT
pulsively)
lebrate. I'1)} take you out

She looks He locks nervous.
(wryly) .
Aren‘t you aflfid of what I'11l
wear?
(wryly
Petrified

It’s ngf a date or amf{thing?

WHITT

No, course not.

KYLIE
course not.
(a beat, then)
guess my sister could watch
Shane.

WHITT
I'1]l pick you up at eight.

INT. KYLIE'S BEDROOM - KYLIE'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Jen is helping Kylie do her hair and makeup. Kylie is wearing
a robe.

JEN

(/‘\\-_-;?::> This is your first date in, what,
two years?

B A
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KYLIE
I told you, Jen, it isn‘t a date.

JEN
He’'s picking you up and taking you
to dinner.

KYLIE
Yes, but —-

JEN
If it isn’'t a date, why'd you shave
your legs?

KYLIE
I didn’t do that for Whitt.

JEN
Uh-huh. Admit it, you like this
guy.

KYLIE

That would be stupid. I‘'m just an
assignment for him.

JEN
You don’'t Know that.

KYLTIE
Here's what I know, Jen. He comes
from the kind of world I've only
seen on tv. Some day he’ll marry a
girl from that same world. aAnd
they’1ll have kids who’ll grow up
never knowing anything different.
And after tonight, he’ll forget all
about me.

JEN
You really believe that tonight is
all you’ll have?

KYLIE
Yes.

JEN
Then I hope it's a magical night
that you can remember the rest of
your life. Because you deserve it,
Kylie.

Suddenly there's a KNOCK 0.5. at the front door.

C. 23
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KYLIE
{(panics)
He's here and I'm not ready.

. O
I'l]l answer it. d

INT./EXT. FRONT DOOR - KYLIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Jen answers the door. Whitt is standing there, looking more
than usually uptight.

WHITT
I'm —

JEN
The preppie. I'm the sister. Come
on in.

He comes in amd she closes the door.

SHANE
Whitt!

Shane runs up to him, thdws his armsgaround him. Whitt is a
little embarrassed by Shan®(s unabagfled affection. He
hesitates, then hugs him bachawkwpfrdly.

WHITT
Hey, buddy.

JEN
(calling ouj
Kylie, he's hepll
(to Whit
She’ll be rjfht out.

WHITT
Ckay.

He stands therefawkwardly, with no idea how to make smalkl
talk to Jen. e eyes him carefully.

Shane locksgback and forth between the two adults, sensing
tension beffween them but confused by it.

JEN
(to Whitt)
Kylie acts all strong, but she
isn’t. Den’'t break her heart.

asfwhitt is staring at Jen helplessly, Kylie comes in. She's

wearing something that’s probably the nicest outfit she owns.
It’'s clearly thrift store but she looks beautiful.

e 2oL S






INT. BURNHAM HOUSE - DINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Lester sits at the table in sloppy clothes, eating his dinner voraciously and drinking beer from a
bottle. Across from him, Carolyn picks at her food, watching him with contempt.
EASY-LISTENING MUSIC plays on the STEREO.

CAROLYN

(overly cheerful)

How was your day dear?

LESTER

Janie, today I quit my job. And then I told my boss to fuck himself, and then I blackmailed him
for almost sixty thousand dollars. Pass the asparagus.

CAROLYN

Your father seems to think this kind of behavior is something to be proud of.

LESTER

And your mother seems to prefer I go through life like a fucking prisoner while she keeps my dick
in a mason jar under the sink.

CAROLYN

(ashen)

How dare you speak to me that way in front of her? And I marvel that you can be so
contemptuous of me, on the same day that you lose your job!

LESTER

Lose it? I didn'tlose it. It's not like, "Oops, where'd my job go?" I quit. Someone pass me the
asparagus.

CAROLYN

Oh! Oh! And I want to thank you for putting me under the added pressure of being the sole
breadwinner now--

LESTER

I already have a job.

CAROLYN

(not stopping)

No, no, don't give a second thought as to who's going to pay the mortgage. We'll just leave it all
up to Carolyn. You mean, you're going to take care of everything now, Carolyn? Yes. I don't
mind. I really don't. You mean, everything? You don't mind having the sole responsibility, your
husband feels he can just quit his job--

LESTER

(overlapping)

Will someone pass me the fucking asparagus?

LESTER

(means it)

Sit down.

Jane does so, surprised and intimidated by the power in his voice. Lester gets up, crosses to the





other side of the table to get a PLATE OF ASPARAGUS, then sits again as he serves himself.
LESTER (cont'd)

I'm sick and tired of being treated like I don't exist. You two do whatever you want to do
whenever you want to do it and I don't complain. All I want is the same courtesy--

CAROLYN

(overlapping)

Oh, you don't complain? Oh, excuse me. Excuse me. I must be psychotic then, if you don't
complain. What is this?! Am I locked away in a padded cell somewhere, hallucinating? That's the
only explanation I can think of--

Lester hurls the plate of asparagus against the wall with such force it SHATTERS, frightening
Carolyn and Jane.

LESTER

(casual)

Don't interrupt me, honey.

He goes back to eating his meal, as if nothing unusual has happened. Carolyn sits in her chair,
shivering with rage. Jane just stares at the plate in front of her.

LESTER (cont'd)

Oh, and another thing. From now on, we're going to alternate our dinner music. Because frankly,
and I don't think I'm alone here, I'm really tired of this Lawrence Welk shit.






Lagfl =« Brooke.

LAUREL

T can’t believe I let you talk me
. into this.

BROOKE
Come on. I have to lose ten pounds
before the big day. You're my maid
of honor. You have to support me!

LAUREL
T didn’t realize I was going to
have to get up so early to do it.
I was up till midnight at a
wedding.

BROCKE
oh my God - speaking of weddings -
you are not going to believe what
happened.

LAUREL
What?

BROCKE
Wendy and Kevin got engaged! Can
you believe it...

LAUREL
They did? When?

BROOKE
Yesterday. He took her for a walk

and proposed to her by the old
gtone church!

LAUREL
Wow. So it finally happened for
them. That's dgreat.

Laurel stops, breathing hard, takes a drink of water.

BROOKE
What's the matter?

LAUREL
Oh, nothing. I was just thinking -

BROOKE
What?

\
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LAUREL
Well, now that you and Wendy are
both engaged, I'm the only one in
our graduating class who isn’t
married yet.

BROOKE
Oh, come on. What about Martha?

LAUREL
She moved to Minneapolis to be
with that architect. She’s having
twins in December.

BROOKE
No way. Well...Tabitha’s still
single.

LAUREL

Nope. She lost B0 pounds and met
some guy on a bike trip.

BROOKE
Good for her!

LAUREL
T know, right? But it’'s kind of
weird knowing that I'm the only
one who hasn’'t found someone.
Maybe I'm doing something wrong.
(off Brooke'’s look)
T am doing something wrong.

EXT. OUTDOOR CAFE - DAY

Laurel and Brooke are having coffee, still in their
workout clothes. Brooke polishes off a huge bear claw
pastry as well.

BROOKE
I don’t think you‘re doing
anything wrong. I just think you
tend to pick guye who are...you
know. ..not locking to settle down.

LAUREL
Well, I don't know that when I
meet them.

BROOKE
Laurel, come on. There are always
red flags.

GREEN REVISIONS 11
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LAUREL
Red flags?

BROCKE
A red flag is one of those early
warning signs that a guy ig not
looking for a serious
relationship. For example, he
doesn't have a real job, still
lives with his parents...

LAUREL
What do you mean by a “real” job?

BROCKE
One that does not involve
bartending or playing guitar. Or
being a wedding photographer.

LAUREL
Oh. Where did you hear about this?

BROOKE

T read it in a magazine. Here. &
saved it for you.

Brooke takes a magazine out of her bag, flips through it.

BROOKE (CONT'D)
ically, it says that when a man

is Nerious about commitment, he
will Wging up subjects like
marriagWand children, will wa

to see yoMall the time, be glry
honest and Mgen about the daily
lives, and giwg you Jewgk

Jewelry? Really?
you if they are j

LAUREL
you like books?

. BROQKE
Tt s not the point. Books Jjust
fren’t romantic the way diamonds

are. Let'’'s see,.
(MORE)

5
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FANCY - ST - _LESLIE

INT. WHISTLING PIG (A BAR) - CONTINUOUS - AT A BOOTH

Maureen STARES (the same “bad boy” lock on her face)
20/30’s (who we recognize as the Hunk, now clothed,

back) who WAITS for Maureen To answer his question.

at a WAITER,
hair pulled

LESLIE, 35, Maureen’s BEST FRIEND, a squat Parking Enforcement
officer (who loves her job) sits across from Maureen, ENJOYING

the scene:

LESLIE
(to Waiter) Boy, she is not here, is
she? Actually, I think she might be
in your pantg - you better check.

Leslie CHUCKLES at her own joke. Maureen, erbarragsed,
recovers (but only enough to trip over her order) i

“LESLIE"

MAUREEN
Oh, sorry, I, beer, dark, ale, pint.

The Waiter writes her order on his PAD.

LESLIE
And I'1l have a pint of your cheapest
draft. AND just so you know, we're
here together but we're not here
together, if you know what I mean?
Man Eaters. That's us. And you can
write that down on your cute little

pad.
Leslie WINKS at him as he leaves.

MAUREEN
(embarrassed) Oh my god. I was Jjust
barely speaking English there.

LESLIE
You got it bad for this guy. You want
me to hit the crapper so you can ask
him out?

MAUREEN
No. I'‘m not geoing out with him.

Fanet JuNE 22 /o5

LESLIE
But you’'ve been crushing on him for
weeks.
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End scene.

10.

MAUREEN
Exactly. Which means I'm already
having a relationship with him in my
mind and it‘s perfect - but I ask him
out and suddenly it‘s...real. And we
all know how those go - for me.

LESLIE
Man! Why can’t I have an imagination
like that? Instead I‘ve got the
world’s strongest neck.

MAUREEN
I think I'd rather have the neck
because I'm sure he thinks I'm an
idiot. I mean in reality. In cur
relationship in my mind, he thinks I'm
totally ceocl. I sound crazy don’t I?

LESLIE
Ne. But remember you're talking to
the person who actually thought it was
Garfield stuck to that quy’'s bumper.

MAUREEN
Oh Les, let that go.

LESLIE
I know, it Jjust seems so obvious now.

EAND

e r——ep
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INT. PARKING ENFORCEMENT VEHICLE :
Maureen recovers from the fantasy. Leslie is parking the car.

MAUREEN =577 Am—

I've got to stop that.

11.

/.—-——'\
LESLIE
0l1d habita die hard - I still suck my
teeth. We're here.

Maureen locks out the window - they are parked in front of The
Whistling Pig but ALSO in a NO PARKING Zzone.

MAUREEN
{re: signs) You can‘t park here.

Leslie chuckles.

LESLIE
That’s a gocd one. (deadly seriocus) I
got my official cones.

Maureen nods - of course.

EXT. WHISTLING PIG - CONTINUQUS
Maureen and Leslie get out of the car - Leslie puts her official
cones around the car.

MAUREEN
I haven’t evén thought about what I'm
going to say...

LESLIE
Come on, you're Queen Maureen, you've
got a million little phrases,..

MAUREEN
What am I going to do? Walk up to the
waiter and say, “Prompt, pleasant and
polite, the Three P’s will serve you
right”?

LESLIE
Gaood peint. (I know) I‘ve got some
new lines you could use, like, “hey
there cutie, you wanna patcotie?” 1In
this case, patootie means...

MAUREEN
I got it. I think I’'ll just wing it.

LESLIE
Suit yourself.
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INT. WHISTLING PIG (A BAR)
The bartender answers Maureen's question as Leslie locks on.

BARTENDER
That’s employee information. I'm not
supposed to give that out.

Leslie takes control.

LESLIE
(to Bartender) Uh, can I have a quick
word with you - over hexe?

They move “over here” as Maureen leans heavily on the bar.

LESLIE
Logk. We both know you're not
suppesed to give ocut employee
sensitives but we also know I'm not
supposed to make tickets go away: the
one I could give you for parking too
close to the emergency exit out back
or your two outstandings.

After a beat.

BARTENDER
Just a name?

LESLIE
Correctly spelled. It’'s all I need -
unless you want to change your mind
about my previous offer.

BARTENDER
I have a girlfriend.
LESLIE
And I have the patience of an emperor

penguin.
As if to prove it, Leslie settles onto a barstool. The
Bartender hands her the waiter’s info but Leslie’s mind is on
other things. Maureen takes the piece of paper...

MAUREEN
Thank-vyou.

...and pulls Leslie away from the bartender.

END

—_‘_'____.——‘






FADE IN:
INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY 1

In an otherwise conservatively decorated office, two slightly
eccentric red sandstone candlesticks rest atop the doctor’s
desk.

DAVID LINDEMAN, mid-20s, rugged, good-looking, wears shirt
and jeans splattered with paint. DR. ALAN WEINSTEIN, 50s,
sits across from him, listening.

LINDEMAN
I ran into Natalie last night.

DR. WEINSTEIN
You did?

LINDEMAN
And her new boyfriend.

DR. WEINSTEIN
This is a big moment for you. How
did it go?

LINDEMAN
Well, this is the first time I've
actually seen her since we stopped
hanging out so--

DR. WEINSTEIN
—--Since she dumped you.

LINDEMAN
The ending was complicated.

DR. WEINSTEIN

Six months ago Natalie told you
she...

(refers to notes)
...she didn’t want to be in a
relationship and proceeded to drop
you like it was her job.

(looks up)
You'’ve been trying to get over her
ever since.

LINDEMAN
Can I tell my story?

DR. WEINSTEIN
Please.





LINDEMAN
It was weird at first. Some of the
old feelings kinda came up. But I
guess it’s been a little while
‘cause then the old feelings kinda
went away.

Dr. Weinstein scribbles the word ‘interesting’ on his pad.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Interesting.

LINDEMAN
He’'s an alright dude, and they seem
pretty good together so, I almost
hate to say it, but I guess I'm
sorta happy for her.

DR. WEINSTEIN
It sounds like you’ve arrived at a
healthy place with this part of
your life.

LINDEMAN
I guess it kinda does.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Now is there anything else -
anything new - on your mind?

LINDEMAN
Mmm-guess not.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Take your time. This is important.

Lindeman considers...

LINDEMAN
Actually, for the first time in a
while I feel pretty good.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Terrific. Has it occurred to you
that maybe our work here is done?

LINDEMAN
But we still have 45 minutes left.

DR. WEINSTEIN
What I mean to say is, maybe we'’ve
worked through all of your issues.





LINDEMAN
(suddenly defensive)
Well that can’t be right.

DR. WEINSTEIN
But you just said--

LINDEMAN
--I was lying.

DR. WEINSTEIN

Your trepidation is understandable.

Real happiness is unchartered
territory for you.

LINDEMAN
Wait-- there’s gotta be something.
Like...what about my parents’
divorce?

DR. WEINSTEIN
Well, technically they were only
separated, and, as you know,
eventually they did get back
together.

LINDEMAN
I might not be over that time that
Sandy died.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Again here, I believe it's
important to clarify that your
brother almost died, and medically
speaking, it’s very rare that
someone actually dies from a
hernia.

LINDEMAN
(pleading)
But art is suffering.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Ah, but is art suffering or is
suffering art?

LINDEMAN

Art is making something and calling

it art. But if I'm not suffering,
I'm not making anything.

DR. WEINSTEIN
(cleverly)
But are you calling it art?





Lindeman reacts, even more worked up, but can’t quite

the words to express his thoughts.

DR. WEINSTEIN

This is an exciting time for you.
We turn the page to the beginning

of a new chapter. Limitless

possibilities waiting to unfold -
full of discovery and exploration,

creative wellsprings as yet--

LINDEMAN

I want you to put me back the way

you found me.

DR. WEINSTEIN

But we’ve already worked through
all your-- Oh, wait. Unless you're

Jewish?

LINDEMAN
I'm not.

DR. WEINSTEIN

Lindeman sounds like a Jewish name.

LINDEMAN
I know. Everyone asks.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Because if you were Jewish--

LINDEMAN

—-I'm not. I’'m Dutch. Mostly.

DR. WEINSTEIN
Then congratulations. You're

officially done with therapy.

does it feel?
Lindeman’s eyes widen in terror.
ROLL CREDITS.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

How

find

Confused, distraught, and completely oblivious to the fact
that he’s wearing a coat way too thin for present weather

conditions, Lindeman waits for his bus.






Rick: Martha Mitz! (They shake hands) In the flesh! So nice to meet
you. (He pulls out her chair. She sits) You know my buddies have been
teasing me for using a dating site. They said you would probably end up
being a psycho psychiatric toad looking woman and here you are as
beautiful as a ray of sunshine. I ordered some wine already. Let’s
toast to Martha Mitz!!

Martha: Well actually, Mitz was my husband’s name, but he’s dead.
Rick: Oh, my I'm so sorry. Your profile said--

Martha: Actually, he’s not really dead, we’re divorced. I just prefer
to think of him as dead its more comforting.

Rick: Oh.

Martha: (Realizes) Oh no! I promised myself I wasn’t going to bring up
my divorce til later in the evening and I barely even tell you my name
and you found me out, jig is up, you know I’'m divorced at 22 and
there’s nothing I can do about it!!

Rick: It’'s—

Martha: So yes, I am divorced. Divorced, divorced, divorced!! Does that
scare you?

Rick: (laughing) It’s ok. Honestly, a lot of my friends are divorced.
How is your wine?

Martha: I'm so relieved. I just thought maybe you were one of those
intense Catholics or something. But actually can we not even talk about
my divorce.

Rick: Certainly. (Looking at the menu) Would you like to start with
some caviar?

Martha: I mean we stood there and swore in front of 200 of our closest
friends and relatives that we would be together until death do us part,
but neither one of us our dead and yet we have parted so it turns out
we lied to 200 of our closest friends and relatives!! I really should
send them all an apology note or something— I'm sorry Rick, Rick this
is my very first date since my husband left me, and I promise I will
put an end to the joke that was our marriage. Okay? So if I seem a
little nervous—do I seem nervous?

Rick: (lying out of his ass) No, not at all—

Martha: You’re lying Rick, I haven’t stopped talking since we met, so
any idiot could tell I'm very very nervous. But I appreciate the
effort, this means we’re off to a good start. This is lovely wine.
Rick smiles. Goes back to reading the menu.

Martha: I got children you know.

Rick: (happily, he loves children) Really? That wasn’t on your profile.
How old are—

Martha: You hate children don’t you?

Rick: No, no—





Martha: Well, I do. I don’t hate my children of course, I hate the
concept of having to raise children all by yourself after your husband
walks out on you after your 30 birthday (GASPS) Oh my god!! I just
told you he left me not vice versa! Oh my god! Damaged goods alert!
Damaged goods alert! Why would her dead husband dump her and run off
with a older woman! That’s right Rick, he had a mid life crisis and he
didn’t leave me for someone young and pretty and firm—he left me for a
size 18 with a grandchild and a lisp!! So now you are really thinking
what is wrong with Martha Mitz! Aren’t you Rick??

Rick is dumbfounded.

Martha: Well you know what, Rick? I don’t care! Cause I believe in
myself! I believe I deserve better than my ex husband! I am the
architect of the building which is my life! I’'m okay, you’re okay!

(Rick smiles is this a compliment? He’s unsure..He slowly becomes
frightened)

Martha: And now after 8 years of waking up next to the same
unimpressive man, Martha Mitz is ready and in control and wants this
goddam date to start before she throws up all over Rick Wallace, her
very very first date since her dead husband left her! I’'m scare you
away aren’t I rick?
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But you upderstand how painful the
whole thffng is for me, and how it’s
probably\got so fun to have to tell

the story om the beginning because 5 .
it’s like, rZ\-living it.

WIL
3 Yeah, but —-

And now is flot the best time for me
to re-livefit, since I’'m experiencing
a whole ne§ nightmare with her at
this very

You don't have get mad --

MEG
I'm not mad,
that you're

just sort of shocked
ing this about you.

That’s not

That'’'s what I feels like.

A tense moment. Neither ong is sure how to proceed.

MEGAN JCONT'D)
I'm gonna be la for this interview.

WI

Yeah. Okay. f Good luck.

AN

We’re still pn for tonight, right?

Sure. Pick youjup at 7.

He walks out, no kiss oﬁhing. Mom being in town is
n

sfm officially ruining ever Fewo
/ INT. RITZY CAFE - DAY

Megan sits with her notepad in hand as VICTORIA TAYLOR, late
20s, beautiful and coiffed, the epitome of high-class
socialite, sits across from her.

>
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VICTORIA

... So, every year you have to donate
a certain percentage of your money
towards charities, otherwise you get
killed on taxes, right?

MEGAN
Do those supermarket voucher things
count? Because I always buy those.
Usually the five dollar ones, too.

VICTORIA
T'm not sure. I can ask my lawyer.
Anyway, two years ago, I decided to
donate three million towards the lung
cancer unit at Mt. Sinai.

MEGAN
That's a lot of vouchers.

Victoria smiles; she’s a sweet girl and very patient.

VICTORIA
But when I visited, I realized that I
was putting my money in the wrong
place. By the time a lot of these
people get to the hospital, it’s too
late. So I thought - how can I be
part of the prevention? Which is how
I came up with Butt Out.

MEGAN
% Butt out. Like the cigarette butts.

Very catchy.

Megan continues to scribble furiously, she’s a little out of
it right now. Not totally on her game.

VICTORIA
Thanks. We're hoping to raise
awareness the way M.A.D.D. did for
drunk driving and D.A.R.E. did for
drug abuse.

MEGAN
Uh-huh. 2And how did your dad react
when you started this whole thing?

VICTORIA
My dad?

MEGAN
He must have been pretty pissed,
right? You gotta love that.
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Victoria is thrown for a moment.

VICTORIA
Um, he was very supportive, actually--

MEGAN
Come on. A tobacco heiress spending
her extra cash shutting down the very
industry her father built his fortune
upon? That’s Freudian stuff. You
must really hate the guy.

VICTORIA
Actually, we're very close --

MEGAN
I'm not judging! Believe me. No one
hates their parents more than I do
right now. I totally get it.

VICTORIA
No, I don’t think you do.

Victoria rises, officially ending the interview.

VICTORIA (CONT'D)
I‘m sorry, but this isn’t the kind of
article I want to participate in. It
was nice meeting you.

MEGAN
Victoria, wait. Vicky? Vickster?
But she’s already gone. Off Megan... can the day get worse?
INT. . LES ANGES - MAIN ENTRLN “INTe RATS O — Wiy

Megan walks in the front door and iggfurprised to findgxﬁ

Dad sitti%g out on the patio, overgfoking the ocean.

MEGAN
How 1Mgg have you bgfn sitting here?

He turns, taken by I “pygfMness-y” look.

A T S -

Not too lop#. Wy 're all dressed up.

MEGAN
I haddfn interview for ®guarticle T
wa rying to write. Unfos unately,
fell apart because that’s how
- R amgane ever
since you-know-who showed up.






She exits.
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WAITREES
Gxeat. I'1l1 be right back with
thége drinks. !

. PAUL

their chickdg so if,ﬁgﬁ were goingz
to get pasta,\ -ﬁﬁﬁz'll get the
chicken so we & ghare—-

# 1 know you wanted,
ing but I thought wh,
first--unless vou want to th
now.

11 me

CATHY
I wanted a new couch because you
spilled fruit punch while vou were
bouncing on the cushions.

PAUL
Not bouncing. Dancing. Do you
want me to Jjust order for both of
us?

CATHY
What ferty year old man dances on a
couch sober?

PAUL
I can’t be the only cne.

CATHY
And now I have to reverse the
cushions to hide the stain and I
used to lie awake at night upset
about that because even though vou
couldn’t see the stains I knew they
were there.

PAUIL:
I told you to go ahead and pick out
a new couch.

CATHY
I don’t want to be the one who
picks out the new couch. I want to
be the one who spills the Fruit
FPunch.






PAUL
You're not the Fruit Punch type.

CATHY
Because I read that high fructose
corn syrup is so bad for you.
{then) Do you think I’'m boring?

PAUL
{hesitant)
Just teil me how to get back in the
house.

CATHY
You do. You think I'm boring.

PRUL
It's not a bad thing. It's -just
the way our personalities break
down. I like to do fun things and
yvou like te do things that some,
let’s say a majority peopie might,
if they were forced to categorize
them, might consider boring.

CATHY
Like what?

PAUL
Like clean and organize.

CATHY
That’'s what I like to do?

PAUL,
You live for it.

CATHY

(getting angry)
T tried to be the fun one. I
wanted te buy the house with the
pool so I could teach Adam the
Banana Split and Dive but you
wanted to be closer to your job so
you could Vespa to work.

PAUTL,
You said that was probably a better
idea because so many people die in
pools.






CATHY
Pecple die everywhere., I said it
was a better idea becauss vou threw
a tantrum in front of cur realtor.

BAUL
I made my point in an emcetional
way, sure.

CATHY
You made your point in a childish
way .

EAUL
{getting annoved)
Well, it's hard not to act like &
kid when every time we leave the
house vou ask me if I need to pee.

CATEY
Well it’s hard not to treat you
like a child when every time I make
you a sandwich vou ask me to cut
the crusts off your bread.

PAUL
Oh sue me. I love a crustless
gsandwich.

CATHY
Well, T love onions bul I haven‘t
been able to eat them for five
years because you say theyire
gtinky poo poo. And now Adam
deoesn’t like onions and he’'s never
even tried them.

PAUL
They are stinky poc poo. Stinky
poo poo yuck yuck! {laughing:
then) Come on, Cathy, am I really
sleeping at my sister’s because you
want o start cooking with onions?

CATHY
Yes, Paul. That's it. I want
oniong to be a major part of my
1ife in the next year.

PAUL
Well, first of all, vou're whacked
and seccond of all, I hope yvou feel
better because I feel like shit.






Cathy exits.

EXT. CATHY'S HOUSE - A MOMENT LATER (N-2) &

As she heads back to her house, Paul is pulling up on his
Vespa. She inadvertently cuts him off. He swerves to miss
her and topples over.

PAUL
Sorry I'm late.

He picks himself up and pulls up his pant leg to reveal a
scraped knee,.

I could sure use a band aid and a
lollipop.

Qff Cathy’s blank stare we CUT TO:
IRY. CATHY'S HOUSE -~ LATER (N-2)

Cathy getes the first aid kit and tends to Paul’'s knee.
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PAUL

Do you remember Angsl from work?
CATHY

Yep.
PAUL

He got engaged to that girl who we
met at that party and she made that
snotty face when you talked to her
that made you feel like vyou had bad
breath. I took him out for a drink
to celsbrate put then the gams was
on and it was really close so T
staved til the end. (re: knee) On
behalf of all the soldiers, Thank
vou so much Mrs. Nightingale.
Where's Adam?

CATHY
Doing his charity work.

PAUL
That’'s nice.

SFX. The PHONE RINGS. Cathy puts the first aid kit away and
let's the machine get it.

PAUL (CONT'D)
What charity is it again?

DR. TCED (V.Q.}
Hi Cathy, it's Dr...S8milovic. Dr.
»..Todd, It’s Todd. This isn't

bus;nesa it's, just personal.
N =N }"‘}11!’*7‘”‘:

eI Anywaj; T want to make
sure yvou have my cell number--

PAUL
{suspicious}
Who’'s that?

CATHY
I’ve been meaning to talk to you
about something--—

PAUL
Are you fucking kidding me? So
thig is why vou need vour space?
(MO






PAUL {CONT'D)
But what, vyou want to see if it
works out before you let me go
completely? What, a computer geek
with a heart of gold doesn’t do it
for you anymore? What kind of fun
were you really loocking for, Cathy?
Tripe to the Riviera? Well, am T
right? (beat; emotional) re you
having an affair?

She doesn’t respond.

PAUL (CONT'D)
I need to be alone for a while. g,

He grabs his jacket and exits. She stares after him for a
foment, then turns to the phone and plays Dr. Tedd's message
“again.

S e W T e







INT. SCHOOL PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE

(PRINCIPAL, JOY)

JODY ENTERS AND APPROACHES THE PRINCIPAL’S DESK.

PRINCIPAL
Well, Jody, I understand you had a
little problem in class this
morning.
JODY
Okay, okay. Look, it wasn’t my
fault! It was that new French
kid! He comes up to me, acting
all French, putting down America,
saying stuff like (AFFECTED
FRENCH ACCENT) “Oooh, I do not
like you American persons, with
your sheep dogs and your microwave
ovens and your ketchup sauce.”
PRINCIPAL
(SWEET) Well, that would all be
very interesting except for the

fact that (ANGRY) there are no

French kids in Miss Yumbo’s class!

JODY STARTS CRYING.





PRINCIPAL (CONT'’D)
What? Why are you crying?

JODY

(CRYING) It’s my dog..

Cuddles..he..got hit by a
bus!
PRINCIPAL
(SYMPATHETIC) Ohhhh.well, I am
sorry. When did this happen?
JODY
(CRYING) When I was three.
PRINCIPAL
So why cry about it now?
JODY
(CRYING) You remind me of him.
PRINCIPAL
All right, that was Jjust rude!
Now, will you kindly explain to me why --—
JODY POINTS BEHIND THE PRINCIPAL.
JODY
(LOUD) Look out!!!
THE PRINCIPAL FREAKS OUT, FRIGHTENED, LOOKING ALL AROUND.

PRINCIPAL





What?! What?!
JODY
(INNOCENT) Nothin’.
PRINCIPAL
Nothin’?! Then why did you point
and scream?!
JODY
Hey, are those new pants?
PRINCIPAL
(ALL FLATTERED) Why, yes.
They’ re garbardine. There was a
trouser sale at Marshal’s so I
figured I’d just -- (REALIZING,
ANGRY) All right, now stop
getting me off track!
JODY
(MOCKING) “Stop getting me off track!”
PRINCIPAL
Don’t mock me!
JODY
(MOCKING) “Don’t mock me!”
PRINCIPAL
You’re still mocking me!

JODY





(MOCKING) “You’re still mocking me!”
PRINCIPAL
(LOSING IT) Stop it!!! I am the
principal of this school!!!
JODY
Ohhhh. Really? Cool. So,
uhh..can I go now?
PRINCIPAL
(INCREDULOUS) No! No, you cannot
“go!” We’ve accomplished nothing!
You’re in big trouble for..
For..
JODY
For what?
PRINCIPAL
(BEAT) I can’t remember.
JODY
(UNDER BREATH) Works every time.

JODY EXITS.
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PsyeriaTrIsT

ACT TWO

AY 30

INT. DETROIT PSYCHIATRIC HOSPIFAL — DAY 31

- while inside Scnya,

very emotienally *rulnerable,
appreaches the front de

d tells the RECEPTI¢NIST:

CUT TO:

INT. DETROLT PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL/THERAPIST’S QFFICE - DAY 32

Sonya sits in an office across from a PSYCHIATRIST who, pad
in hand, listens with interest.

SONYA
When Mr. Carsen, my husband,
married me he gave me my ticket
outa there.

PEYCHIATRIST
How old were you?

SONYRD,
Thizrteen.
(seeing his= shock)
Oh, we were happy - for a while. We
had a lovely house, two beautiful
boye ==-

PESYCHIATRIST
Then what?

S0NYA
I den’t like to talk about it.

Silence. He waits. Finally, she crumbles.





2 ¢S
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PaycnrATHS)

SONYA
He had another wife and kids. My
life fell apart when I found out.

PEYCHIATRIST
When was this?

SONYA
Five years ago. I couldn’'t leave
him - my boys needed their father
and I didn't know how I was gonna
make it on my own.

PEYCHIATRIST
Are you still together?

SONYA
LI heard he was dealing dope, so the
boya and I moved to Boston. I have
a sigter there. Then his other wife
started signing my name to checks
and ran through every cent I had.
That finished the marriage for
Bure.

PSYCHIATRIST
Why'd you come back to Detroit?

SONYA
I got the house in the divorece and
I kept it. I rent it out for income
but I'm gaving money in a cookie
jar ‘cause some day we're gonha
move back in-

PESYCHIATRIST
How do you support yourself?

SONYA
I clean homes. I haby-sit. T can't
do anything else. Nobody knows this
but -
(a whisper; this is hard:)
- I'm so dumbk, I can’t even read.

And suddenly, she can no longer hold back her dezp feelings -

S50NYA
Sometimes I fear my boys are gonna
turn out the same way. Nothing's

gonna work out.
(MORE)
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SONYA (CONT'D)
I fight these feelings - I don't
show ‘em to Curtis and Bennie -~ but
lately ~ I van’t stop them anymore.
I even think about killing myself.

- a8 tears come spilling out, running down her ‘heeks.

PSYCHIATRIST
(moved by her plight)
Mrs. Carson, what would you say =o
checking yourself in with us? Just
for a little while, just til you
get on your emotional feet.

SONYA
I can't afford —

PEYCHTATRIST
(cutting her off)
Don't worry about money, we’ll find
the meney. Do you have someone to
watch your boya?

A beat; Sonya shakes her head, struggling with this.

SONYA
T ¢ouldn’t leave them, they
wouldn't -

PEYCHIATRISYT

They’ll be much better off with =
happy mother than with one who's
thinking of snicide. Don’t you
agrea?

Sonya’'s torn. She tries to =ay no, but.... ‘J/

SONYA (PRE-LAP)
I'm geing away.

CUT TQ:

INT. DETROIT APARTMENT - NIGHT 33
Over dinner Sonya breaks the news to her boysa:
SONYA
Just for a few weeks. Going back to
Boston to see your Aunt Jean Avery,

CURTIS
Can’'t we come with you?
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S‘\'ﬁf * y GAVIN (CONT!'D)

' (BREAKING HIMSELF FREE OF THE HUG) So
what's going on Ray?

RAY
Nothing much. Finally found my birth
mom. Turns out she!s.alsc.a.whore.

GAVIN
Wow. What are the odds of a
prostitute's baby being adopted by
another prostitute?

RAY
Life's funny, huh? Look, I hate to
bother you but I'm kind of going through
a rough time...

GAVIN
(REACHING IN HIS POCKET) Sure, how
much do you need?

RAY
No, no. It's not money this time. I
finally finished my book --

’GAVIN
{(PAINED) And you want -me to read it
and give vou some notes?

RAY
Oh man, it's already published.

(MORE)

P.6711
~ ’
Y
6

(1/A)
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- “"Crazy Ray" (r/n)
RAY (CONT'D)
It's coﬁing out Monday. Why didn't I
call you months ago? O©Oh yeah, I don't
have a phone. I gotta get a phone.
GAVIN
You're getting published? Wow, that's
shocking...ly fantastic.
RAY
Is it? You're the only one I know who
got published. Did the reviews freak
yvou out? Cause I just read some of
mine and man...
GAVIN
(ji Lock, Ray, don't let them get you down.
i Some critics were brutal to me, too,
but --
RAY
No no no, they loved my book. That's
what's freaking me out. I mean, what
if it doesn't live up to the hype?
GAVIN
I think hype is probably‘overstating
it.
RAY
They're the ones overstating it.

(MCRE)
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RAY (CONT'D}
I'm not comparing me to Faulkner, they
are.
GAVIN
Who compared you to Faulkner?
RAY
The Times.
GAVIN
{HOPING) High Times?
| RAY
New York Times.
GAVIN
That's unbelievable,
RAY
You think that's crazy, Vanity Fair

said it defines a generation. What am

I going to do?

You know, when I said my reviews were
brutal, I was just tryving to make you
feel better. I actually got some
good notices.
STUART
Yeah, they're bot

anging in your

office.

P.8711

(1/2)
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IN THE BACRGROUND

A WOMAN with a lqaligerina's body comes Qut of the bedroom. she
tucks an unreallstleally largg hreagt down into her Light top.

GAINES
You leaving?

She leans over the back of t sofa for quick, tonguey kisgs.
~Il & sneak attack, she shoved a Santa’s hat down to hig ears.
He bats the white bom out of fhis eyeg.

GAINES

) GAINES
‘S/"___ I take it this is not a social call,

RONNA

I need a favor.

GAINES

A favor? Wow. T didn’t know we were guch
good friends, Ronna. Because if ya were,
you would know I give head before T give
favors. I don‘t even give my begt friends
head, 50 the chance of your getting a
favor right now are pretty fucking slim.

(beat)
You might try just telling me what you
want to buy.

of @ CONT—h
Twenty hits of ecstacy.

takes a deep drag on the cigarette, looking at
ke out. He picks up a remote contro

CLOSE up

The volume meter, glz.
Out. of the green
The MUSIC is dea

]

ON GAINES

» of Ronna, face in her ear. His han
ad, holding her tight. we can’t HEAR what
Ronna’s eyeg betray her fear.

On





"GO" 8/24/98 Revisiens (SALMON) 14 .

14 CONTINUED: (2) 14

acks off. She looks confused.

He noda. Do

de and slowly unbuttons her
onsciously. Pulls her L-
derneath. He motions

The MUSIC atill BLARING,
shirt. Takes it off ~-
shixrt off over h
for her to around.

She doesg, then

ds are shaking. She holds them together.

Gaines aimg the remote at the stereo. The MUSIC retreats.

GAINES

CONT ==y vou come here out of the blue asking for

twenty hits. Just so happens twenty is
the magic number where intent to sell
becomes trafficking.

RONNA
Todd, I would never fuck vou like that .

GAINES

How would you fuck me? “ESwswsrmgein.
-

He climbs over the sofa to a dresser. In a drawer, he digs
down through a pile of pocks to find a wide-mouthed bottle.
And an empty Tylenol bottle. Blows out the dust.

GAINES
What.'s the occasion?

RONNA
There’s this big Christmas party thing.
Warehouse, you know. A bunch of us are
doing sort of a pre-party thing.

GAINES
Friends of yours, You’re not going to go
and £ry to sell this on me, are you?

RONNA
No.

GAINES
You're not dealing.

RONNA
Swear to God.

He transfers pills from the big bottle to the Tylenol bottle.

(CONTINUED)
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14  CONTINUED: (3)

GAINES
This 18 the real thing. Pharmaceut ical.
grade, not that crunchy herbal rave shit .
Don’t let anyone double dose or yvou'’ll be
frying eggs off ’em in the emergency Iroom.

One hit per headbanger.

RONNA
Understood.

He snaps the cap on tight,

GAINES
Twenty at fifteen is 300.

RONNA
Fifteen? I was thinking more like ten.

*

RONN2,
It’s just that I know you charge Simon .
ten.

GAINES

Inflation's a bitch.
He offers it to Ronna, who doesn’t reach out for it.

RONNA
Here’s the deal. There’s 20 of us. I
need all of this. But T only have two
hundred. I mean, that'’'s all T have.

14

Gaines undoes the cap of the Tylenol bottle, starts pouring the

pills back out.

RONNA (CONT’D)
No, hear me out. This two-hundred ig like
a downpayment . You give me the atuff, T
get the extra hundred from them, then T
come right back and pay you.

GAINES
See, that would be doing you a Favor, and
you know how I feel ahout favors.

RONNA

T could leave something with you.
Collateral.

He gives her a quick look over.

(CONPINUED)
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14 CONTINUED: (4)

GAINES
1 already got a fucking Swatch. T need
gomething I know you’ll come back for.

wooks‘. at the Tylenaol bottle in his hands. Thinking...

e

15  EXT. THE BEAST -

Ronna kneels down beaide the pasfenger window. Knocks on the
Claire rolls down the wifidow. MUSIC spills out.

glass.

RONNA.
Claire, could you ¢
gec?

up with me for a

16 EXT. DOORSTEP -~ NIGHT 16

pulls open the door to the

The releage BUZZER stops as Ro
, disbelieving, making no

stairs. Claire just stands th
motion to go in.

RONNA
Forty-five minutes.
have Lo sit there.

our, tops. You just

CLAIRE
Hello! He’s a drug dehler.

RONNA
Jesug, Claire. Don’t et 818 on me here.

How much shit have I dgne for you? This
is nothing.

CLAIRE
No. No! You‘re makindl me an accessory.

RONNA
Cclaire. That bracele
is an accessory. You
who’s sitting in an a

of mine you’re wearing
re just some chick
rtment. That’s it.

but vears of minor adjustment

It's not just the matter at han
y drops the pravadc,

and one-upsmanship. Ronna fina

RONNA
Okay, no bullshit. Ifneed this. I don’'t
get this money, I getfjevicted. My ass is
ocut the street.

CLAIRE
You could...

{ CONT'INUED)
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INT, RAY-RAY'S APARTMENT = NIGHT

Az Ray-Ray & Jimmy separate from the girls and head to the
kitchen, Ray-Ray colls baok to the gicls...

RAY-RAY
pamn, it‘s some Top Model ghit up
in herw. Whoo, baby!l

the Nasty Chick of the four emiles at Ray-Ray.

UGLY CHICK
How do I lock, Ray-Ray?

RAY=RAY
(lying to make her feel good)
Iz that Heldl Klum?

...Than without the Chlck hearing, Ray-Ray says to Jimmy.

RAY-RAY
(horrified)
or John 2lwoay?  Dang.

JTMMY
(a8 1if he’'s glving)
111 tell yvou what, 1’1l take
“Riging Sun” and I’'ll give you

it Juggﬂ - "
RAY-RAY
Oh, you'll ¢ me "Jugge?r I
ain't falling for that shit,
J MY
What, you called Jesse Spano?
RAY-RAY
tntil I Beard har talk, that bitdh
is craey.
JEMMY

{sells Ray-Ray)
And that's a good time, my friend.
You're welcome.

Ray-Ray leoks at the crazy one again, debating.

RAY=RAY
Nahh, I gotta have Hong Xong Foooy.

J IMY
Yook, that’s never gonna happen.






oy

IMNY /RAY RAY
" ¢ed

RAY-RAY
Why net?

JLMMY
cousa Aslans dig me, bro. They
always do.

RAY-RAY
The only thing Atians dlg about you
is your small peenie. BAnd by the
way, hsians love the brother.

JIMY
(making fun of Ray-Ray)
vou ailn’t no Russell Siwmong, bro.

RAY-RAY
And you ain’t ne Maury Povich,
bicch,

JIMMY

Lock, I'm trying to halp you hera.
You need to think about beindg all
alone tonight and jerking-off on
that c¢uch.

RAY~RAY
And you need te think abeuwt dry-
humping your pillow, motherfucker,

JIMMY
Ok, you're being selfish, bro.

RAY-RAY
I'm baing selfish?l 1'1l show you
gelfish whan I shove my foot up

your apg!
JIMMY
You know what? Fuck you.
) RAY=RAY
Faak you, bitchl
JIMMY
¥o, no. Fudk you.
RAY-RAY
Mask youl
J IMMY

1 gort the hsianl

2






JMMY /RAY RR)

3, 5&'

RAY-RAY
I got the Asian.

JIMMY
I aok the Asianl

RAY-RAY
Motherfucker, I got the hslan!

Keyvon enterd.

KEYVON
(points to Ray-Ray)

Toung chick.
{points to Joay)

Redhead.
Jimmy & Ray-Ray look at the girls in the other room, then to
sach other.
RAY~RAY
I'm oool.
JIMMY
Yeah, that worka.







"Rush"





EXT. DOWNTOMN LOS ANGELES - PARK BENCH
BACK TO CLOSEUP ON RAYNOR EYES CLOSED, NOW OPENI NG

VWhen from behind, Walker, a lowife drug dealer, startles
Raynor by grabbing himfrom behi nd.

WALKER
Shit man, it’s nust be |like 30
degrees. Are we in LA or what?

Raynor, in shock that someone could have snuck up on him
let’s go of his gun, which he went for as a kneejerk
reacti on.

RAYNOR
What’ s on your m nd?
WALKER
Just you?
RAYNOR
Ya.
WALKER
Vell, | don’t know...l just wanted

to et you know that certain people
are thinking you re a cop.

RAYNOR
Real ly? |Is that right
Wal ker? You' ve been telling people
|”mthe heat?

WALKER
No, man, no. | just wanted to |et
you know what people were
saying. |’mjust doing you a
favor, you know?

RAYNOR
Vell, let’s just make one thing
perfectly fucking clear. You tel
one solitary nother fucker that |I'm
the heat, and I will kill

you. It's that sinple. [I’'II drop
t he hamrer on your ass so fucking
fast, you' |l be dead before you got

here. You understand ne? Don’t
say that to anyone.

Man, where’'s ny coffee. Do you
want a coffee?

( CONTI NUED)





CONTI NUED

Raynor grabs his coffee and offers Wal ker one that he

br ought al

ong with him \Wal ker shakes his head no.

RAYNOR
So, what made you think I was the
heat, Wal ker?

WALKER
| don’t know man. | just never
seen anyone buy as nmuch as you, and
|’ ve never seen anyone buy from
you. So...

RAYNOR
Well, you got it right.

Wal ker turns white. He can’t believe what he is hearing.

Wal ker tri
and pulls

RAYNOR
Come on Wl ker, what the fuck did
you cone here for if you didn't
think I was the heat.

WALKER
| guess | was hoping you were
buyi ng today, but since you' re not,
| guess | should go..

es to get up off the bench when Raynor grabs him
hi m back.

RAYNOR
W’ ve got to have sone answers,
boy? Are you going to slide or
not ?

WALKER
What do | have to do?

RAYNOR
Just keep doi ng what you're
doing. You keep naki ng those
i ntroductions and you' re gonna see
your way out of this. You
don't? You won’t.

WALKER
VWhat' s that make ne?

RAYNOR
It makes you free.

( CONTI NUED)





CONTI NUED: 3.

VWALKER
| need a lawer. | need to talk
to...l don’t know, sonmeone in
power. | need sone reassurances.

Raynor reaches into his jacket pocket, and pulls out his
phone.

RAYNOR
Smal | s? | got soneone here who
wants to work for
us. Right. No....no, | checked
that out before. | don't think it
will be a problem Alright.

Raynor hangs up the phone.

RAYNOR
Let’s go.
Raynor stands up.
WALKER
Wher e?
RAYNOR
To go neet the chief.
WALKER
The fucking chief knows? No, no |
want a lawer. |’ mnot going
anywhere until | speak to a | awer.

Raynor sits back down.

RAYNOR
You want a | awyer.

Raynor grabs Wl ker’s hand and puts his phone in it.

RAYNOR
Go ahead...call your |awer. And
"1l call the chief and tell him
this was all one big fat fucking
m stake. You wanna do forty
years? You do forty years!

Now whi ch fucking way is it going
to be?

Wal ker puts the phone back in Raynor’s hand.
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Final Pre~Table Draft, (02-25-05 25,
ACT TWQ
SCENE D

INT. HALLWAY QUTSTIDLE GRAND BALLROOM -
(FJIM, CHERYL, DANA, ANDY, MAGGIE, REVEREND STEVENS)

JIM AND ANDY, DRESSED IN TUXES, ARE PACING IN THE HALLWAY.
JIM CHECKS HIS WATCH.

This reverend’s not gomnna show. ‘I )

That’s 1t. I'm taking away Kenny's
health insurance,
ANDY

He doesn’t have health insurance.

JIM

Well, I'm giving him same and then

taking 1t away.

=

»
AN OLDER MAN IN A NICE SUIT, REVEREND STEVENS., APPROACHES. l

1E;J*lll"ar ---"' REVEREND STEVENS

Would either one of you be Jim or

Andy?

ANDY
You must be Kenny’'s uncle., Thank God
you’ re here.

REVEREND STEVENS
Yes, 1'm Reverend Stevens., Kenny
speaks very highly of you. One day,

he told me --

/,
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JIM

Yeah yeah love him like a son. Look

we’ re under the gun so if you’ll hop

o up to the altar we’ll catch up

later.

JIM SHDVES §TM DOWN THE AISLE TOWARDS THE ALTAR. CHERYL,

LANES

ENTER.

AND THE KiIl AT, DRESSED FOR T HE WHDDING,

JIM (CONT’D)

Wow, Daka. You look absolutely

gorgeous
HERYL

Doesn’t she\make a beautiful bride?
LNRY

She sure does\ Ryan’s a very lucky

mail.

DANA

Thank you guys, 1R love you.

BANDY BECOMES EMOTIONAIL.

ANDY
1 love you... toc, KTHEN) Damn it,
here come the tears. \ Now I°1ll have to
redo my makeup.

JIM
You wear makeup too?

ANDY
There’s going to be a lot pf pictures.

T like to look even.

FAGE B4

2/4
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P2/28/2085 B4:26 81865H58462 CASTING PAGE Bb
#423 "Wedding Bell Blues" I1I/E
. Final Pre-Table Draft, 02-25-02 30.
ACT TWQ
SCENE K
T, AND RA RO = B AR = LN N UL DAY 1)

(ANDY RYAH REVEREND STEVENS, EXTRAS)

THE WEDDING’S ABOUT TO START, THE GUESTS ARE ALL SEATED.
, a ANDY TAKES HIS PLACE BESIDE THE REVEREND.

.f*v—’ ANDY

(SOTTO) Listen, Reverend, thanks a lot

for squeezing us in on such short

notice. You saved our butts.
REVEREND STEVENS

Well, you”re lucky. A few months ago

vou couldn’t have gotten me. 1 have

more time since I broke with the

Church.

ANDY
But they took you back, right?
REVEREND STEVENS
Hell, no. I told them to kiss my &ss.
Then I started my own religion,
ANDY

Own religion, you say?

3/4
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REVEREND STEVENS
It was a glorigus day. I was
meditating naked in the woods when an
angel appeared bafore me disguised as
a bear.

ANDY
Uh-huvh. I guess youtr regular olf

Dy
i

‘winged angel would be toeo obvious.
REVEREND STEVENS
The bear spoke to me. Through a
series of snorts and growls, our souls
connected. He then batted me around
iike a toy. When I came Lo, he
revealed to me the “true path.”
ANDY LOOKS AT HIM FOR A BEAT.
ANDY
Yeah. Is the State of Illinais is
cool with this?
REVEREND STEVENS
No, they laughed at me. The bear said
they would.
ANDY
So ne license?
REVEREND STEVENS
Hey, you don't need a license to
drive. Why would you need a license

for this?

END

PAGE @b

4 /4
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PAUL (CONT'D) “ ‘d
When my hands get like this, the S e 0'4

smallest, most basic of human tasks
becomes impossible. Combing my
hair. Brushing my teeth. Even...

SHELDON
Even what?

PAUL

ickening out)
Things oNthat nature.

ON
Well, don’'t wo about it. I've

- got your back.

Sheldon notices the gravy on Pa
napkin.

's mouth and picks up a

SHELDON (CONT'D})
Mind if I give you a little wi

PAUL
(suppressing a grin)
Please do.

As Sheldon wipes the gravy from Paul’'s mouth...

INT. PAUL’'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - DAY 1

Post dinner and Paul is watching television. Sheldon is
dozing on the couch. Paul locks at the clock. It's 8:50 pm.

S*af\' —"'. PAUL

Sheldon? Sheldon?

Paul picks up a couch pillow and throws it at Sheldon, waking
him,

SHELDON
What?

PAUL
Those pork chops went right through
me. I have to use the rest room.

SHELDON
You woke me up to tell me that? We
don’t even do that on the street.

Sheldon settles back into the couch and closes his eyes.

. 8y
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PAUL
{getting an idea)
It must be very difficult, living
on the street the way you do.

SHELDON
It ain’t for kids. I can tell you
that.,

PAUL

I can’t imagine living under such
primitive conditions. But, I

-suppose over time, your tolerance

for things that would make the
average person cringe must be
abnormally high.

SHELDON
I pulled a guy’s tooth once. Took
a pair of needle nose pliers and

“bing.” The whole time I was
eating a pear. Nothing rattles me
anymore.

PAUL

I'm really glad to hear you say
that, Sheldon, because after I use
the rest room, I'm afraid I have to
ask you to help me.

SHELDON
(beat)
What do you mean? Help you with
what?
PAUL
The clean up.
SHELDONW
(realizing)

¥ou mean you can't... you can’'t...

Paul holds up his hands. They're “shaking,”

SHELDON (CONT’D)
Oh. Right. Hey, what if you, you
know, really, really, concentrated
on keeping your hand --

PAUL
It doesn’'t work like that.

n
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SHELDON
Sometimes I'll just take a shower —-

FAUL
Look, I don't want to turn this
into a big production. It will
only take two minutes ——

SHELDON
That’'s not the problem, It's what
I'm doing in those two minutes that
I'm struggling with.

PAUL
You pulled a man's tooth out while
eating a pear. I thought you
didn’t rattle.

SHELDON
Okay. I didn’'t exactly pull the
tooth. I gaw someone pulling the
tooth. But I was eating a pear.
Right before I fainted.

PAUL
I can’'t make you do anything you
don’t want to do. But,
technically, the arrangement was
that you would help me out in
exchange for a warm place to stay.

SHELDON
Yeah, but I didn’'t think something
like thisg --

PAUL

Neither did I. But here we are.
Look, I wouldn‘t ask you if T had a
choice. But unfortunately, I
don't. It’'s no picnic for me
either, you know,

SHELDON
{long beat)
You know what, man? You’re right.
You’re absolutely right. If it
wasn't for you, I'd be frozen dead
in an alleyway right now. The

least I can do is... you know...
PAUL

You mean... you want to do it?

22 /50
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SHELDON
No! I don't want to do it. But you
need help so... I'11l help.

Paul reacts. He’s not used to this sentiment. It’s like
what a friend would say. SHELDON CROSSES to the bathroom
door and opens' it.

INT. PAUL‘S APARTMENT - NIGHT - A LITTLE WHILE LATER.

SHELDON (CONT'D)
Well. Come on. Let’s go.

PAUL
I could... possibly... hold off
until morning.

SHELDON
No. That can’t be good for you.
Look, It's not a big deal, okay? I
used to change my little nephew’'s
diapers all the time. This‘’ll
probably be a similar thing. Only,
on a grown man and... on a much...
larger scale.

PAUL
Well. 1If you're sure.

SHELDON ENTERS looking a bi
together,

EXT. PAUL'S DECK - NIGHT -~ DAY 1

hold on Paul‘s bathroom door for a few beats, then:

He strips off a dis

Sheldon is outside smoking a cigar, calmi

INT. JEAN’'S OFFICE -~ NIGHT — CONTINUQUS

Jean is on the phone, a bank of security monitors be
On one of the monitors, we see Sheldon on the deck, sm?

23/50
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SITCOM: Vanity, thy name is Storm (mocking pretense)
Storm: Do you ever wish you were really good-looking?
Tricia: You mean, instead of just being ungodly hot?
Storm: Uh... whatever.
Tricia: You do wonders for a person's ego, you know?
Storm: [ do?
Tricia: Absolutely. As long as that person is yourself. Anyway, what's your point?
Storm: It's really hard sometimes.
Tricia: Being perfect, you mean?
Storm: Right.
Tricia: God's gift?
Storm: Exactly.
Tricia: How ever do you bear the weight?
Storm: Oh, I work out.
Tricia: Funny, I would never have guessed.
Storm: Hey!
Tricia: You really do think you're perfect, don't you?
Storm: T know it sounds arrogant.
Tricia: Oh no, not a bit.
Storm: You don't think so?
Tricia: Not at all. In fact, it's endearing.
Storm: It is?
Tricia: Sure. For someone to think they're perfect when they have this great big zit...

Storm: Zit? Where?

http://mail.google.com/mail/?ui=2&ik=1967136151 & view=att&th=121591e2cb201175&at... 5/19/2009
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Tricia: Where? Did you look in a mirror this morning?
Storm: You're kidding, right?

Tricia: Silly me. - And you didn't see that?

Storm: No!

Tricia: It's not like you'd notice it on a normal person.
Storm: Normal? Who cares about normal people?
Tricia: But we're talking perfection here.

Storm: Exactly.

Tricia: It's like finding a scratch on the Mona Lisa.
Storm: Unthinkable.

Tricia: A desecration. I mean, you're held to a higher standard.
Storm: Oh my God! I've got to get to a mirror!

Tricia: There's one in the back.

(Storm exits to the back. Tricia dials the phone.)

Tricia: Hi Mom. You know that book you gave me on the power of suggestion? I think it's
working. (Storm screams.) | just got someone to see something that isn't there.

http://mail.google.com/mail/?ui=2&ik=1967{36151 &view=att&th=121591e2cb201175&at... 5/19/2009
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ANNIE I
you need to storm out now

work here and I can’t. a(g ’ 5
out. Annie watches him go, saQ.% w
15

15 INT. JACK’S JEEP - DAY \D3)

Patric
because

Jack drives along a sc
pulls down his visor
a PHOTO of HIM AND
throws it into the

ic road. He stops at a stop sign and
ecause of the sun. From behind it falls
IN... smiling, laughing. He quickly
love compartment. '

16 EXT. ALASKA BEAUTY \HOT - DAY (D3) 16

Fall leaves in al ir splendor dot the trees...

17 INT. BABBO RESTAURANT - NIGHT (N3) 17

CLOSE ON a perfectly manicured FALL LEAF DISPLAY on the

HOSTESS TABLE of this upscale restaurant. Marin passes it to

find STUART MAXSON, sexy, charming publisher, waiting at a
*Ttable. He stands when she walks up.

| S"-‘. MARIN

| Stuart?

STUART
Marin, it‘s a pleasure.

They shake hands and sit.

STUART
I love your first chapter.
MARIN
Thank you.
STUART
I’11 tell you how I knew it was
good -- it made me actually want to

take one of those silly cruises to
Alaska. Check out the “fog that
grows along the edges of the
horizon at five a.m.”

MARIN
- You're quoting me! I'm flattergd‘ ,
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STUART
Wanna sign with me?
(then, laughing)
Too pushy?

MARIN
A little. But I like it.

A WAITER walks up.

STUART
A bottle of Chateau Neuf de Pap,
thanks.

He nods and walks off.

STUART
So how did a woman who wrote
relationship advice books end up
writing about men in Alaska?

MARIN
My last book contract ended when my
engagement ended. They wanted an
advice book on marriage... and I
didn’t end up getting married. So I
kinda fled to Alaska.

STUART
Cold feet?

MARIN
Yeah. He started warming someone
else’s.

STUART
Actually, I was just suggesting a
title there.

MARIN
Okay, I'm mortified.

STUART
Don’‘t be. I like to know all the
ugly personal dating histories of
my authors. '

The waiter pours them wine.

MARIN
(sassy)
So you think I’m gonna be one of :Z'
your authors?

%
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STUART
I think you need to be somewhere
you feel safe and understood. And
appreciated.

Marin is uncomfortable. He gets her.

MARIN
That’'s why I'm moving back to New
York.

STUART
You‘re not involved with Jack
anymore?

MARIN
(thrown)
Oh, no. No. No. Jack and I -- we
didn’t date.

STUART
Well then you’re an even better
writer than I thought because that
was quite a love letter you wrote
to him.

MARIN :
I'm not dating. I'm still getting
over the foot-warmer. Graham.

STUART
If I were you, I'd stay up there in
Elmo.

MARIN
You would?

STUART
Seems to be where you get your
inspiration.

MARIN

You wouldn’t need me back here?

have to ask yourself, as a writer --
as a person -- where do you belong?

STUART EES
T'd miss our dinners, sure. But you 3

OFF MARIN's reaction...

.;--ﬁ---“-‘-'---

Step.






Boutique
Outside the dressing room.

Vern:
Well, what do you think?

Gabrielle comes out of the dressing room wearing a turquoise blue
dress.

Gabrielle:
It is glorious. I have to have it.

Vern:
I’m not sure you deserve Dolce and Gabbana.

Gabrielle:
Vern.

Vern:
You never call, you never write.

Gabrielle:
I know I haven’t been to the store lately but I’ve been a little busy
getting my husband out of jail.

Vern:
That’s such a white-trash thing to say.

Gabrielle:
Luckily, the judge dropped the hate crime charge. So now all
Carlos has to do is serve out the slave labor thing. He’ll be out in
six months.

Vern:
If he’s still in the hoosgow, why do you need the fancy party dress.

Gabrielle:
Because some of my model friends are coming down from New
York on Friday so I have to look better than ever. I can’t have
them thinking I moved to the suburbs and I shop at strip malls.

Vern:
When they see this dress they will crumple to the floor like the
Botox tags they are.





Gabrielle:
Good. You know what? It’s a little snug.

Vern:
Yeah, I see that. I have the same thing in a zero, why not go up a
size?

Gabrielle:
Because I wear a double zero, you twerp!

Vern:
Why are you getting snippy?

Gabrielle:
Because you just called me fat!

Vern:
Honey, you’re pregnant. Your body’s changing.

Gabrielle:
But I’'m only three months pregnant. Women don’t show at three
months.

Vern:
Some women do. Do you want the larger size or not?

Gabrielle:
I’m just not gonna eat for two days.

Vern:
Okay, you totally deserve to wear Dolce and Gabana.






VERONICA/DANTE 3 p-1

VERONICA
(Waving to a customer exiting the store) Bye. (To DANTE) That was Snowball.
DANTE
Why do you call him that?
VERONICA
Sylvan made it up. It's a blow-job thing.
DANTE
What do you mean?
VERONICA
After he gets a blow-job, I don’t know. It's called snowballing.
DANTE
He requested this?
VERONICA
He gets off on it.
DANTE
Well, Sylvan can be talked into anything.
VERONICA
Why do you say that?
DANTE
Like you said-she snowballed him.
VERONICA
Sylvan? No. I snowballed him.
DANTE
You sucked that guy's dick?
VERONICA

Yeah. How do you think I know he liked...

DANTE
But...but you said you only had sex with three guys! You never mentioned him!

VERONICA
That's because I never had sex with him!





VYERONICA/DANTE 3 p-2

DANTE
You sucked his dick!

VERONICA
We went out a few times. We didn't have sex, but we fooled around.

DANTE
Oh my God! Why did you tell me you only slept with three guys?

VERONICA
Because I did only sleep with three guys! That doesn't mean I didn't just go with people.

DANTE
Oh my God-I feel so nauseous...

VERONICA
I'm sorry, Dante. I thought you understood.

DANTE
I did understand! I understand that you slept with three different guys, & that's all u said.
How many?

VERONICA
Dante...

DANTE
How many dicks have you sucked?!

VERONICA
Letit go...

DANTE
HOW MANY?

VERONICA

All right! Shut up a second and T'll tell you! Jesus! I didn't freak like this when you told
me how many girls you fucked.

DANTE
This 1s different. This is important. How many?!





VERONICA/DANTE 3 p3

She counts silently. DANTE waits on a customer in the interim.

DANTE
Well...?

VERONICA
(Half-mumbls) Something like thirty-six.

DANTE
WHAT? SOMETHING LIKE THIRTY-SIX?

VERONICA
Lower your voice!

DANTE
What the hell is that anyway, "something like thirty-six?" Does that include me?

VERONICA
Um. Thirty-seven.

DANTE
I'M THIRTY-SEVEN?

VERONICA

CL)\‘\ (Walks away) I'm going to class.
' —~—
: DANTE
Thirty-seven?!
{to CUSTOMER)

My girlfriend sucked thirty-seven dicks!

DANTE
Hey! Where are you going?!

VERONICA

Hey listen, jerk! Until today you never even knew how many guys I'd slept with, because
you never even asked. And then you act all nonchalant about fucking 12 different girls.
Well, I never had sex with twelve different guys!

DANTE
No, but you sucked enough dick!






Juan Antonio walks away from the table, leaving Vicky and
Cristina to discuss his proposition.
VICKY

I hope you’re joking about going.
CRISTINA

Oh my God, this guy is so
interesting.

VICKY

Interesting? Are you kidding?
What’s so interesting?

VICKY (cont'd)

He wants to get us both into bed.
You know, but he’ll settle for
either. In this case, you.

Vicky sighs.

CRISTINA

Vicky, 'm a big girl, okay? If I
want to sleep with him, I will. If
not, I won’t.

VICKY

Cristina, he’s a total stranger.

This is impulsive, even for you

and, if I heard right, he-he was
violent with his wife.

CRISTINA

Well at least he’s not one of those
factory-made zombies, you know? I
mean, this would be a great way to
get to know him.

VICKY

No it’s not. I'm not going to
Oviedo with this charmingly candid
wife beater, you know? You find his
aggressiveness attractive, but I
don’t. And he’s certainly not
handsome.

CRISTINA

Well I think he’s very handsome.
He’s got a great look. I mean,

he’s, you know, he’s really sexy.





VICKY

Mm-hm. Well, you would, because
you’re, you know, you’re a
neurotic.

CRISTINA

Look, you got to admire his nobullshit
approach.

VICKY

What are you talking about? It’s

all bullshit. I'm not going to
Oviedo. First off, I've never heard
of Oviedo. I don’t find him
winning. Third, even if I wasn’t
engaged and was free to have some
kind of dalliance with a Spaniard,

I wouldn’t pick this one.
CRISTINA

If we go back to the house now, we
can just throw some things in a bag
and then we’ll meet him there.
Look, I took an instant liking to

this guy. I mean, you know, he’s
not one of those cookie-cutter
molds, you know? He’s creative and
artistic.

VICKY

Cookie-cutter mold? What, what are
you-- Is that what you think of
Doug?

CRISTINA

Doug? Who said anything about Doug?
VICKY

It’s ridiculous. You like the way

it sounds to pick up and fly off in
an airplane.

CRISTINA

I know. I don’t know why I'm so
scared unless I'm scared of myself.
VICKY

It’s a mistake, Cristina.
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] e
e JANE
s REVISED

(Will, Jane, Donna, Mary Margaret, R.J., Leigh Ann, Brady,
Ginny Beth, Floyd, ExXtras)

THE WIVING ROOM HAS BEEN SET UP FOR A MEMORIAL SERVICE. Re
STAND DER A MOUNTED STUFFED DEER HEAD AND DRONES A SpFMON.
THE GUESNSE ARE SEATED IN ROWS OF PARTY CHATRS.
R.J.
co.andyit is on this first anniy#Tsary
of Leon’'sWassing that we gt reminded
of cur buddy .; whgtells us to
lock not inward, MO cutward, but |
upward. On after we Wave looked
upward, #hould we look outwagd, to
thog® who have not yet lODked upwgard,
but are instead looking inward, or
even cutward...

AS#R.J. CONTINUES, THE GUESTS BEGIN TALKING AMONG THEMSELVES.

Big D 3-3-04

ANGLE ON: WILL AND JANE.
TANE ¢gmmnre ‘:;IEI“ZJr- Ei‘:- '
“But then he married you.” What was
that?
WILL

T think she was happy about it. I
could tell because when she said it,
" her veice went up at the end —- “But

then he married you.”
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JANE
Yeah, well on the outside her voice
may have gone up, but in her head it
went down -- “But then he married
you.” I need you to talk to her.
WILL
You want me to talk to her about the
voice in her head?
JANE
Oh, don't try to make me sound crazy.
I am an island in a sea of whiskey
gswilling mental patients here. (THEN)
Pleasge?
WILL
Honey...I've spent my life aveiding
talking to her. We all have. The
first words my dad taught me were
“don't poke the bear.”
JANE |
(RE: HERSELF) Wha.tl about this bear?
WILL
(GENTLE) You're not a bear. You'ré
the bunny the bear plays with for an

hour before biting its head off

G A sc 1

2.
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ACT TWO

SCENE J

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN - MORNING
(Will, Jane&, Donna, Hannah)

WILI, A GOLF BAG OVER HIS SHOULDER, COMES DOWN THE STAIRS
WITH HANNAH TQ FIND JANE WRITING NOTES ON A PAD OF PAPER.

HANNAHI

mmy, I'm goin

's so exciting! (TO WILL) Do
they have helmets?

WILL

b o

i;iil-HEﬁp-hil-in-hﬁhhiulw!!p-br
sr samelhidsy. You know, it’s not too

gﬂ?’ late to call off the big talk with

Donna.

JANE
No way. I made a ligt of all the
reascns I'm great and Denna’s a dope
for not liking me. It's four pages
long. Both sides. I'm going to crush
her.

WILL
Uh-huh. I think you're the one who's

geing to need a helmet.
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WILL AND HANNAH HEAD QUT., JANE EXTITS TO THE EITCHEN.
RESET TO:

INT. EITCHEN — CONTINUQUS
JANE ENTERS TO FIND DONNA AT THE KITCHEN TARLE WAITING FOR
HWER. ON THE TABLE ARE A PITCHER OF ORANGE JUICE AND A PLATE
OF FRESH-BAKED MUFFINS. DONNA GIVES JANE A TIGHT SMILE.
DONNA
Thank you for ¢bming.
JANE
0f course. I'm really locking forward
to this.
SHE AND DONNA EYE EACH OTHER WARILY AS JANE SLIPS INTO A SEAT
ACROSS FROM HER. DONNA POURS JANE A GLASS OF ORANGE JUILCE.
JANE TAKES & SIF AND ARRANGES HER LIST IN FEONT OF HER.
| JANE (CONT'D)
I have several items I’'d like to talk
to you about.
DONNA
I have some things to say to you as
well. Since we’'re in my home, I’'11
start.
JANE
Or we could do it by whose home state

entered the union first. In which

case I would start.
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DONNA
Or we could‘do it by whoze home state
by itself is bigger than Maine, New
Hampshire, i ey
N T LT,
Pennsylvania, Ohio, Illinois, and New
York put together.

A BEAT. JANE SURREPTITIOUSLY CROSSES SOMETHING OFF HER LIST.

JANE
Why don’t you start?

DONNA
FPine. I...am intimidated by you.

JANE
Well you can’t just —— what?

DONNA
I am. That’s why I sometimes
misbehave. Jane, you’re working full-
time helping needy families at your
law practice and raising Hannah in
that tiny apartment with no relatives
arocund to help.

JANE
(THROWN) A lot of that stuff is on my
list. (THEN)} I thought you wished I

wag more like Ginny Beth.
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DONNA
(DISMISSIVE) Ginny Beth is sweet, but

she’s not the brightest bulb in the

chandelier. diedeiesmiicmmie .
T e T i p——, |
W O™, And
I didn‘t know what you would see in
little old me.

JANE
I had no idea you felt that way.

DONNA
Of course you didn‘t. I was hiding
it. Very well.

JANE
Listen, I would love a better
relationship, but I've always been
intimidated by you.

DONNA REFILLS JANE'S ORANGE JUICE.

DONNA
That’s ridiculous. I had it s¢ easy.
I never had to work. I had this big
beautiful house and family all arocund
to help me raise the kids. I'm
nothing special. PRut you, you're
special.

JANE BASKS IN TEE WARMTH OF DONNA'E FLATTERY.

<,
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JANE
This is nice.

DONNA
Jane,.I want to be someone you can
turn to. Someone you can confide in.
Do you think you <¢an feel that way
about me?

JANE
I do.

DONNA
Good. Now Why den’t you teil me every
single little thing you want out of
life. And we’ll see if I can’'t help :

you get it. /END Sc' 1

DONNA RATSES HER GLASS. JANE RAISES HER GLASS, AND A3 THEY
CLINK AND DRINEK, WE...

CUT TO:






SCENE V: Grace's Office
(WILL is vaccuuming the dust around Grace's mantle. There are still unpacked boxes
everywhere. GRACE enters.)

GRACE: I thought you promised to wear a French maid's uniform the next time you did this.

WILL: The place is filthy. [POINTING TO THE BOXES] P.S., lived here 7 months, you may
want to think about unpacking.

GRACE: P.S., I thought we talked about the P.S. What are you doing?

WILL: Just trying to help out. By the way, you have milk in the refrigerator that's so bad,
it's now good cheese. [DIGGING THROUGH BOXES] Where do you keep the scrubby stuff?

GRACE: What did you do to Jack?
WILL: What?
GRACE: Every time you're a bad friend to Jack, you always become a better friend to me.

WILL: He wants me to go down to the network and complain about this whole kiss thing,
and I said no, and he's mad at me. I mean... How ridiculous is that?

GRACE: Hmm.

WILL: Hmm? What? You think I'm wrong?

GRACE: All I said was "hmm."

WILL: Oh, but there was so much behind that "hmm."

GRACE: Ok. Look, Jack has been focused on one issue for more than a day and a half. This
is big. It may be ridiculous, but it's important to him. And he is your friend. I mean, to me
that's reason enough to support him.

WILL: Can we talk about something else?
GRACE: Ooh, pushed a button.

WILL: Broken up with Josh yet?

GRACE: Could we talk about something else?
WILL: Ooh, pushed a button.

GRACE: I'm going to break up with him tonight, ok?
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INT. CATE'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM ~ NIGHT (N1)

At least half of Cate's life iz in boxes. She calls out.

64‘“"' CATE

Okay, I have a good one. Brittany.
Spears, Murphy... or Spaniel?

Ryan walks out, flips through a book, continuing the game.

RYAN
Mr. Narachi from Sex Ed? The
pregident of the Esperanza club?
Or this guy who's scratched out...
Nicholag something...

We realize it's her HICH SCHOOL YEAREBOOK.

CATE
Oh god, Ryan, no. Give me that.
RYAN
Not until T find you...
(he deasg)

"Most Likely to Succeed?" Why am I
not surprised?

CATE
It's a nice way of saying Type-A.
Or terminal wirgin.

(grabbing the yearbook)
We need to have a gerious
discussion.

RYAN
(re: the picture)
About your Rachel hair?

CATE
About cleosget space. As in, how
mach of yours am I getting?

Suddenly, Ryan gets down on one knee. Cate looks concerned.

RYAN CATE

Cate... Did you lose a contact —-

He pulls out a ring box and openg it.

CATE (CONT'D)
Wait. What are you doing?
Seriously. What are you doing?

2nd Reviston
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A beat.

RYAN
Will you marry me?

She punches him in the arm. Hard.

RYAN
Ow! What's wrong with you?

CATE
What's wrong with you?
Everything's in boxes, we're in the
middle of moving —-

RYAN
Well, T tried to do it last night.
Remember? fhe cne? Candlelit
dinner? The gigantic remote
hurtling toward my forehead?

Qff her horrified look, Ryan snaps the box closed. Stands.

A beat.

RYAN
This isn't going well.

CATE
It just feels... gudden.

RYAN
We've been together for two years.

CATE
I mean, we haven't even lived
together yvet. You barely know me.
1 never floss, I wear footy pajamas
and a mouthguard when you're not
around. Did you know that?

RYAN

Yes, I know that! Jesus, Cate. Do
you really think I don't know you?
I know that you're allergic to hay.
I know you hate toes and buying
ingredients. You pretend you don't
want things so you don't get hurt
when they don't work out...

(beat)
The only thing I don't know is what
happened to you to make you this
screwed up! And that was Lot the
speech I prepared!

Cate's touched.

nd Revisien
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CATE
Okay, do it again. Just...

propose.
RYAN
Forget it.
CATE
C'mon. You wanted to propose.
Proposel
RYAN
Nol
CATE
Ryan!
RYAN

Okay, fine. Cate, will you --

CATE
Yes! Yes, yes, I'm an idiot, yes!

He orams the ring on her finger.

CATE (CDNT‘D)
Ow... ckay. Yay.

He shakes his head, laughing.

od

2nd Revigion
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RYAN
o S0 what'd h rYou out j::
: me? Give you a compliment?

Tell you he loved you?

gpanding the
ther.

5 T hope you gave it to this
Y. . I hope you did something
L -y e Cpna o — G
higd ; "

CATE SCENE 2 C ATE acene z

INT. COQURTHOUSE - LOBBY - DAY

Lux sits on a bench, as Cate and Baze argue on either side of
her.

BAZE
This is all your fault.

CATE
My fault?

BAZE
If you hadn’t jumped up. If you'd
just let me co-siqn —-

CATE

Do you really want to go there,
because if you'd just used a condom
that hadn’t been in your wallet for
two years —-

{(catches herzelf,

remembering Lux)
—- but that’s not the point. The
point is what's done is done. Now
we need to figure out what to do.

Dead silence from Baze. Cate gighsg.

CATE (CONT'D)
Like the living situation, for
example.

imLFZMQﬂﬂﬂ
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BAZE
Doesn’t it just make more sense for
Lux to just crash at your place?

(admits)

It took me two months to convince
the guys we should ¢get a new Tkea
futen. A fifteen-year-old’a
probably going to take a little
more arm-twisting.

LU¥
Almost sixteen.

Cate looks at Baze, with totally loathing.

CATE
You‘'re unbelievable. But why
ghould I be surprised? I mean,
this ie what you do, right? You
stand up in front of the judge,
acting like some good guy... but
when it comes to really doing
gomething, you want it pawn it off
on someone else?

BAZE
I'm sorry. Which one of us hae
been helping Lux from the
beginning?

CATE .
Which one of us wouldn't even admit
she existed? Which one of us
denied we slept together?

BAZE
God, Cate. What did you want me to
do? Propose? Marry you? You
know, last time I saw you, you
didn't exactly want a kid either.

The fight escalates. Lux notices people staring.

CATE
I didn’t want a lot of things when
T wag seventeen. I didn’t want to
take Calculus, I didn’'t want to
dress out for gym... and I didn't
want to have a thing for some
meathead quarterback who --

Cate suddenly stops, catching herself.

LIEHT YERFS - CATE
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BAZE
What meathead quarterback? Me?
CATE
(yes)
No!
BAZE

Because the back of my mom's
minivan... I always thought that
was gsome fluke...

CATE
It was. I'm just a sucker for wocd
paneling and multiple cup holders.

BAZE
Then why’re you getting so upset?
CATE
Because that's what you do. Upset
me!
BAZE

God, it was high school! Get over
it! Iux iz and she's still in it!

He looks to Lux for confirmation and suddenly realizes...
she’s gone. They both look around, shocked.

CATE ENE 3
EXT. ROW HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER (D4)

Cate rushes outside and tripe over a large LUMP on the
doorsatep.

W* CATE

Jesus! Crap!

LUX (0.C.)
Cate?

Lux is curled up with her duffle bage on the doorstep.

CATE
Oh my god, you’re here!

As Lux sitg up...

LUX
S0 are yoeu. What are you doing? -Lmiikuﬁﬂﬁm

LT YERRS  CATE
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CATE

You know, the usual. Ruining
things with the guy I love,
sleeping with the guy I hate.

(realizing, whoops)
Slash, being a completely
inappropriate parent. Have you
been out here all night?

LUX

Sleeping on doorsteps ig kind of my
thing... and I didn’t really have
anywhere else to go.

(then)
Guess I should’'ve waited until
after the hearing to tell my chain-
smoking fester mom and her perv
boyfriend to suck it.

CATE
Is it really that bad with them?

LUX
Warse.

Cate site down, feeling terrible.

CATE
I'm s0 sorxry you've had to go
through any of this.

LUX
It’s not your fault.

CATE
It is my fault. It’s my fault
you're here in the first place.
And I should’ve been there —-

LUX

No, Cate. ¥ou don’t realize —- you
were there, On the radio. wWhile
everything elge in my life kept
changing, I c¢ould ceount on you.
Everyday. You were always there.

{then)
People, they're scared to just tell
the truth. Instead, it’s like,
“Don't worry, it’ll all work out.”
“Semecne’s going to adopt you.”
But you -- you put it all out
there, you say it.

A beat. Cate takes this in, then: CoL
nd. Revieaan

WGHT YERRS - (ATE
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CATE
20 can I do that? Can I tell vyou
the truth? Without you getting mad
or doing that snarky, sarcastic
thing that runs in our family?

Lus smiles at the word “family.”

LUX
Okay.

CATE
Don't worry. It’ll all werk out.
Scmeona’s golng to adopt you.

LUX
You don’t know that.

Another beat.

CATE
Yeah, I do.

i3,

2nd REVIZTN
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CHET - sm&r

Jessica turns around geeing CHET MARLEY, 30ish, a little
awkward, but all in all, a nice fella.

Jegsica?

. CHET (CONT'D)
Jeasica Wright?

JESSICA
Chet Marley.

CHET .
I haven’'t seen you in ages. How
are you?

JESSTCA .
Eh. I'm. That‘s a good question.
Yourself?

CHET
Pretty good. Pretty good. 1In town
for Christmas?

JESSICA 3

Yeah.
CHET
Were you in last year?
JESSICA
No. No. I was...working.
CHET
S0 what did Jessica Wright grow up

to be?
Jessica beging to speak.

CHET (CONT'D)
Let me guess. Veterinarian.

~ JESSICA
(smiles)
Veterinarian. How'd you remember?

CHET
I Jjust remember how you were in
high school. Seemed dead set on
being a vet. You had those kittens-

JESSICA
Yeah. Went down that road in
underqgrad, but...

Jesgsica drifts a moment...az if she remembers...
JESSTCA (CONT'D

Well. High zchool was a long time
agae. I'm an attorney.





45t

_ CHET
$ggms like yesterday though doesn’t
i

JESSICA
What?
CHET
High School.
JESETCA
Yeah. I guess,
CHET
I still think of prom sometimes.
JESSICA
Ok boy.
CHET

That was...That was a nice night.
I never really thanked you.

JESSICA
Thanked me?

CHET
For going with me.
JESSICA
Oh, please.
CHET
Come on. You were “Jegzica
Wright”.
JESSICA

8till am. And you seem like the
same ©ld sweetie Chet.

CHET
You were always nice to me. I tell
my wife. I was a nerd -

JESSICA
Chet-

CHET
I was.

JESSICA

Okay. You were.

CHET
But you never treated me that way.
You gotta meet my wife while you're
in town.

] JESSICA
I'd like that.
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' CHET .
Did you ever get married?

JESSICA
Yeg, TI...did.

CHET
Good for you. You know, I
opened up mg own real estate agency
wgen I moved back a few years adgo.
I'm the only show in towh, so T
manage to do pretty well, even in
these...trying times...

JESSICA .
You say you're the only show in
town?

CHET

I'm exaggerating a little.

JESSICA
Are you listing Michael Beal's

house? a—— wo

EXT. STREET / GRAVEYARD - DUSK

Jessica walks down the street, now with a mischievous GRIN on
her face...

THE WOMAN IN BLACK STILL gits at the BENCH near the TOMESTONE y
in the GRAVEYARD across the way...

THIS time JESSICA stops, noticing her a moment.

Her CELL rings, awaking her from a daze. She quickly
answers:

. JESSICA
(into phone)
Yeah. Sure, mom...

INT. JESSICA’'S PARENTS' HOUSE - EKITCHEN - LATER

Jessica enters with some bags, Christmas ivy and wreathes
protrude from the bags,..

KEATHERINE (0.5.)
Did you get the King Arthur Flour?

_ JESSICA
I did.

KATHERINE (0.S.)
Thank you 8o much. You're a life
gaver. Thiz is the last Christmas
Party in the house. HNeed to go out
on top!
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INT. SARA'S LIVING ROCOM - MORNING (2 MONTHS LATER) 29

Sara's sitting in the same pesition in different clothes,
gtill loat in grief.

on the cofﬁea table, a faded newspaper headline reads, “Cop
Slain, Insiders Allege Corruption” atop a picture of Edward.

A SECOND ENOCK at the front door. Sara glimpses to the door,
She doesn’t want to deal with people right now.

SARA
FKimmy? Kimmy?!

But Kimmy’'s not responding. A FINAL KNOCK draws Sara up to

answer the door herself. She reaches for the knob,
hesitatea. Then ghe hite the:

High security keypad, opens the door revealing- "'
-_— ST

DETECTIVE IRONS
Hello Sara.

Detective Irone is holding a box, loocking guilt-ridden and
underalept. He lockas like Edward did 2 monthe ago. His once
kickaass wardrobe haan't aseen a drycleaner in some time, "‘—’i'
SARA ‘2’
What are you doing here?

DETECTIVE TIRONS
I'm sorry I didn’'t =send my
condolences earlier to you and
Eimmy. It’s juet -

SARA
What do you want?

DETECTIVE IRONE
I, ah, I'm not usually the one to
deliver these thinga, but I wanted
to do it myself...

Detective Irons passea her the box. Sara glares.
SARA
2 montha I've been calling for my

hueband’es things. 2 montha. And
then they have you bring them-
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DETECTIVE IRONS
I volunteered. They wouldn’t
release these until the
investigation was over. It's
protocol. You remember.

SARR
Protocol? You're here to tell me
about protognol?

DETECTIVE IRONS
T wanted you to know that the thing
that went down between Eddie and
me: me making detective and he
didn’t - it had nothing to do with
why T waa trailing him that night.
gomething was up with him and -

SARA
Eddie wasn't a bad cop! You should
know that more than anyone.

DETECTIVE IRONS
I knew what kind of man he was,
Sara. But you should have seen his
eyes that night. Something got to
him. IA might be happy to put thia
to bed, but I’'m not. (adjuating)
Maybe, when you feel up to it, we
could talk- '

GARA
Now I'm under inveatigation?

DETECTIVE IRONS
No. I just wanted to-- If there’s
anything that I can do for you or
your Kimmy-

g&he holda the box, mate.

DETECTIVE IRONS
I'm truly sorry for your loss. (re:
box) I hope thie bringe you some
clogure-

SARA
Jack, thia ien't a gift from you.
Thia’' my property. And honeatly,
right now, at this moment, nothing
you can say’a going to make
anything any better.

15.
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31

16.

sara cloae the doer on Detective Irona, but we stay with him
outside., He lowers his eyes, racked with guilt. eHQ

INGId HE JOUSE

gara\leans back on the door. Too many emoTlONS TOR= gith.
We wakch out the side window as Detective Irona drives ofl.

sara sz down the box of her huasband’s belongings. She goes
to open \t, but is teoo scared. Ingtead, ghe lifta the box to
her chest)\ holding it tight.

Kimmy steps \in from upstairs. Her clothes are a little
darker, and Mge even looks a couple years older. Griefrll do
that to anyone

KIMMY
Hey. 5 was at the door?

Sara doesn’t take he¥y eyea off the box.

S i\
Um, no one.

KIMMY
What’'a that?

Sara pauses, not knowing what %o say.

KIMMY
Okaaaay fine.

Kimmy heads out the backdoor as Sara\sits, speechless.

CLOSE ON: Family picture of Sara, Ed, And Kimmy in happier
times as the living room walls begin to\ghake.

INT. BACKYARD GUEST HOUSE — MORNING 30

Kimmy leans into the speaker, as her dad's old records play.
This was something they shared.

Kimmy’s on her laptop and Instant Meamenger cha®ing with
'Studboy69.” Studboy69 writea, “Any better today¥N Kimmy,
amiles, writesa back:

gtarting to feel invisible here.

EXT. CRANE BACKYARD - DAY Al
Sara mpaea the backvard to a amall guest house that':® been
outfitted aa a amatenr music atudlo. ~wlEPS il =
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INT. EDWARD'SE CAR - DAY 93
As Sara listens to the Roadlink speaker, breathlesa:

The SILHOUETTE of a MAN sneaka up behind her. She jumps from
a KNOCK on her car window. Sara looks up to find-

DETECTIVE TIRONS, his gun drawn on herl

DETECTIVE TRONS - 5m nT

Step out of the car, 3ara.

sara covers the Roadlink apeaker with her hand, shaking her
head “No.”

DETEQTIVE IRONS
Out. Now! Hands where I can see
em’!

Reluctant, Sara eteps out of the ecar.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY 94

SARA
{(frantic)
You don’t understand-

DETECTIVE IRONS "
Farina‘e dead, a highway patrolman
is struggling to survive, you're
reported leaving bhoth sceneg. Then
you taze a fellow officer and tie
him up. Make me understand.

SARA
I don’'t have time, I need to get
back into that car -

She makez a move toward the door and Irons gpota the GUN
lying on the seat. Irons levels his weapon at her.

DETECTIVE IRONS
Don'tl!

Sara freezes.

DETECTIVE IRONS
Help me, help you.

SARA
That’as not how he wanta it.
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DETECTIVE IRONS
Who? I read part of the note,
Sara. Let me help yvoul What's
going on with Roadlink?

Sara’s anguished. She conaiders, locks at the Roadlink
apeaker box. A flood of pent up amotion erupte from her.

SARA
Someone has my daughter, ckay? And
he‘s going to kill her!

DETECTIVE IRONS
(lowers his gun)
Who? Who has Kimmy?

SARA
Wilkes!

DETELTIVE IRONE
{knowing the name)
Sheldon Wilkes?

SARRD
¥You know him?

DETECTIVE IRONS
Farina agreed to turn atates
evidence on Wilkes and Ed was ohe
the guys guarding him. That’s why
I wag following Eddie that night.
I knew something hinky was up with
him and Farina. I didn’'t know
which side of it Ed was on. A&nd
then you start acting the pame way.

SARA
Well, Wilke= iz going to kill my
daughter if I don’t get back in.

Sara looks frantically back toward the Roadlink speaker.

DETECTIVE IRONS
I can help.

SARA
There’s only one way this ends.

Sara opens the door.
DETECTIVE IRONS
You're right! And you ean’t play it

his way. You know how these always
turn out. He’'s going to kill her!
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77.

SARA
(eyes blaze)
No he’'s not.

Sara climba back inaide as Detective Irona eyea the red
Roadlink 1light on the dash., — Gﬂ D
INT. WILEKES' APARTMENT - DAY 95

The landlord ends up outside the metal reinforced bathroom
door. He locks it up and down, his hand goes for door
handle, beginz to TURN IT.

INSIDE THE BATHROOM - XKimmy recoils as she #eeg the handle
turn. But it atops, locked from the outside.

OUTSIDE - the landlord turna over his ahoulder at Wilkes.

LANDLORD
You got a key?

Wilkes hande him the KEY RING.

INT. EDWARD’'S CAR -~ DAY 96 i

Sara ignores Detective Irons outeide and listens intently to b
the Roadlink speaker.

Irons atepe up ¢loser to Sara’s window where he can now hear
what’a going on through the Roadlink speaker.

INT. WILKES' APARTMENT / BATHROOM - DAY 97

Wilkes watcheas, pale faced, as the landlord slidea the key
into the lock. Wilkes stepe back, preparing to atrike.

INSIDE, KIMMY recoile as the heavy locka beygin to open. ghe
crouches back into the corner, her feet free, her wrists
#till bound.

OUTSIDE, Wilkes lurke behind the landlord as he opens the
bathroom door, revealing:

KIMMY crouching down on the scaking wet floor, the shower
curtain pulled like a funnel into the vent.

LANDLORD
What the hell‘’s going on here?

Wilkes SLAMS the landlord across the back of the head with

his gun and the Landlord falls to the floor.
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Private Patient's Room

Elliot is at the bed of the patient, Mr. Bragen.

Elliot: Mr. Bragen, it is so great to see you back in the hospital!
Mr. Bragen: Woo-hoo! I've got a tube in my penis.

Elliot: Come on, you're just a little dehydrated from the chemo. Plus, there
are no signs whatsoever of your pancreatic cancer! You should be ecstatic! I
mean, nine months ago, I told you you only had eight months to live, remember?

Mr. Bragen: I vaguely recall that.

Elliot: Yeah, of course you do. That is totally my fault! Who knew we could
cure cancer!

Mr. Bragen: I prepared myself, you know? I was really ready.
Elliot: Yeah.

Mr. Bragen: Dr. Reid, have you ever had to face your own mortality?
She thinks.

Elliot: Before senior prom, I tried to wax my own eyebrows, and took them
both clean off. Fft! Yeah!

He looks at her.

Elliot: And by that, I mean no. Never.

Mr. Bragen: Must have been a tough time for you, though.

Elliot: Ohhh, sure.

She touches her eyebrow, thinking back.

Mr. Bragen's Room

Elliot: A lawsuit!? So, you're suing me because you're not dying?

Mr. Bragen: Dr. Reid, I didn't want to face my mortality; you forced me to.
And now, I can't earn any money because my Jjob seems trivial. I can't be in a
relationship because, what's the point? Oh, and here's the topper: Remember
my horrible, judgmental father I hadn't spoken to in fifteen years? Well,
good news, Doc -- we patched things up! And guess who's coming over Saturday
to watch the game and tell me what a jerk I am!

Elliot: Well, you asked me to estimate how much time you had left!

Mr. Bragen: And you told me I'd be dead by now!





Elliot: Well, you're not! So, sue me!

Mr. Bragen: I am!

Elliot: It was a figure of speech! And your dad was right about you!
She begins to storm out.

Mr. Bragen's Room

Mr. Bragen is punching the buttons on his bed controller.

Elliot comes in.

Elliot: You know what, Mr. Bragen? I figured something out.

Mr. Bragen: That damn nurse broke my bed.

Elliot: That's just it -- you blame everyone else for anything that goes
wrong in your life. Like this. The nurse didn't break your bed, you just
press this button.

She snatches the controller out of his hand and pushes the button. Nothing
happens.

Elliot: All right, it is...broken. The point is, if you hate your job, maybe
you need to switch careers; if you can't get into a relationship, maybe you
have problems with commitment, huh? And I know that I'm right, 'cause I'm the
exact same way: I blame my parents for not preparing me for the real world, I
blame this hospital for taking up all of my time; I'm even blaming you for
jeopardizing my future! But, you know what? It's time for me to grow up and
start holding myself accountable. And I'm doing it.

Mr. Bragen: [smiling] Good for you!
Elliot: You're, um, still suing me, aren't you.
Mr. Bragen: Yeah. But I feel like now you'll be able to handle it!

He grins at her and clicks his tongue.






INT. JIM'S BEDROOM - DAY

Jim has unraveled a bunch of condoms and is curiously
examining them.

And THE MONTAGE COMES TO AN ABRUPT END with a KNOCKING.
JIM

(shoving the rubbers into his

night table)

Just a minute!

He opens the bedroom door. Jim's Dad is standing there.
JIM'S DAD

(trying not to look inside)

Can I come in?

JIM

Yeah, sure.

JIM'S DAD

You're not...busy?

JIM

Dad, come in.

Jim's Dad reluctantly enters, carrying a brown paper bag.
He takes a seat on Jim's bed.

JIM'S DAD

(fatherly attempt)

Sit down, Jim. Let's talk.

Jim takes a seat next to his dad.

JIM

Okay.

JIM'S DAD

These are for you. From father to

son.

Jim looks at the bag. Uncomfortable. Hesitantly, he
takes it. Slowly, dreadfully, he pulls out a copy of
PERFECT 10.

JIM

Uh...dad...

Jim's Dad is doing his best to be the good father.

JIM'S DAD

Go ahead son, there's more.

Beyond embarrassed, Jim reaches into the bag. Cringes.
Pulls out a PENTHOUSE.

JIM'S DAD (cont'd)





Now, that one's a little more...a

little more...graphic.

JIM

I know, Dad.

JIM'S DAD

Oh, okay. Here's let me show you.

Jim's Dad takes the bag back. Pulls out a copy of
SHAVED.

JIM'S DAD (cont'd)

This, son, is your more exotic dirty

magazine.

JIM

Dad! I know!

JIM'S DAD

Do you know about the clitoris?

JIM

(through clenched teeth)

Yes dad.

JIM'S DAD

Sometimes it can be pretty hard to

locate.

JIM

(interrupting, hand up)

Thank you, dad, I got it.

JIM'S DAD

Okay, well that about covers it.

Jim MURMURS something incomprehensible.
JIM'S DAD (cont'd)

Now, let's put these somewhere where

your mother won't find them.

Jim's Dad takes the stack of magazines. He goes to open
Jim's night table. Jim freaks.

JIM

Wait!

But it's too late. Jim's Dad is face-to-face with the
unraveled prophylactics. He sours.

JIM'S DAD

(beaten)

I'll have to save this speech for

another day. I'm too worn out.





Jim's Dad exits, a condom stuck to the back of his pants.
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EXT. TACO STAND - DAY

A warm winter day. A handful of people wander about. Snow
drifts are only three feet. Time-and-temp reads *“39

degrees.”

Carrying trays of food, Lindeman and Fiona cross to
outdoor tables under heat lamps. Lindeman puts a plate of
food in front of the goat.

FIONA
You got him cheese enchiladas?

LINDEMAN
He’s a vegetarian.

They both sit and take a bite of their food.

They take another bite of their food, then...

LINDEMAN
Things are getting worse.

FIONA
Why don’t you just relax and go
put on your lucky hat?

LINDEMAN
Because it’s not a lucky hat, it’s
a happy sombrero, and how could I
possibly put it on at a time like
this?!

FIONA
Sorry I asked.

LINDEMAN
I was kinda wondering if--

FIONA
—-No.

LINDEMAN
You don’t even know what I was
gonna--

FIONA
--You want to try my thing.

LINDEMAN
(amazed)
How did you--

(CONTTNITED





CONTINUED:

FIONA
--I'm an intellectual. To people
like us, people like you are an
open book.

LINDEMAN
I can be people like us.

FIONA
(chuckles)
Ah, well, that’s where you’'re
wrong.

LINDEMAN
(a challenge)
Okay, People Like Us...if you had
to put a number on this intellect
of yours, what would it be?

FIONA
Six.

LINDEMAN
(gotcha)
On a scale from one to ten?!

FIONA
On a scale from one to six.

LINDEMAN
Right.

Down but not out, Lindeman attacks.

LINDEMAN
I can do the intellectual thing.
In fact, right now, as we speak,
this very conversation we'’re
having is an intellectual speaking

conversation.

FIONA
I don't think People Like Us would
agree.

LINDEMAN

What do I have to do, buy a
blazer? Learn the french? What?

FIONA
Look. I’1ll ask you the first
question on the test. If you get
it wrong, do you promise to drop
the whole subject?

(CONTTNITED





CONTINUED: (2)

LINDEMAN
Absolutely.

FIONA
(recites from memory)
You are the most gifted scientist
the world has ever known. What
single issue do you dedicate your
life to?

Lindeman gives it some thought, but panics under Fiona's
penetrating gaze.

LINDEMAN

Umm. ..flying cars?
(Fiona rolls her
eyes)

Moving sidewalks?
(Fiona rolls her
eyes)

A really nice hat?

FIONA
World peace. World hunger. Time
travel.
LINDEMAN
(concedes)

Wow, those are good. Wait-- Are
you making a time machine?

FIONA
Lindeman, you don’t have to be an
intellectual to be an artist. All
you have to do is shut the hell up
and actually make something. Make
anything. It’s not like you forgot

how.

LINDEMAN
I still know how. I just don't
know why.

As if the problem has finally been articulated, both
Fiona and Lindeman consider.

FIONA
That’s a tough one.

They sit for a beat.

(CONTTNITED





CONTINUED:

(3)

LINDEMAN
I made a deal with myself that at
the end of grad school, when T
turned in that final project, I’'d
know whether to keep at it or walk
away from the whole thing.

FIONA
So this is kinda going to
determine the rest of your life?

LINDEMAN
Yeah, kinda.
(then)
And I have no idea what to do.






INT. KAT'S CAR - NIGHT

Patrick drives as Kat sits in the passenger seat, fiddling
with the radio dial. She finds a SONG she's happy with and
Patrick quickly changes it.

PATRICK
I'm driving, so I get to pick the
tunes.

She changes it back to her song.

KAT
It's my car.

He changes it back.

PATRICK
And I'm in control of it.

KAT
But it's Gigglepuss - I know you like
them. I saw you there.

Patrick doesn't have an answer for this, so he let's her
listen to her song.

KAT

(continuing)

When you were gone last year -- where
were you?

PATRICK
Busy

KAT
Were you in jail?

PATRICK
Maybe.





KAT
No, you weren't

PATRICK
Then why'd you ask?

KAT
Why'd you lie?

He doesn't answer, but instead, frowns and turns up the
music. She bobs her head drunkenly.

KAT
(continuing)
I should do this.

PATRICK
Do what?

KAT
This.

She points to the radio

PATRICK
Start a band?

KAT
(sarcastically)
My father wouldn't approve of that that

PATRICK
You don't strike me as the type that
would ask permission.

She turns to look at him.

KAT
Oh, so now you think you know me?





PATRICK
I'm gettin' there

Her voice loses it's venom

KAT
The only thing people know about me is
that I'm "scary".

He turns to look at her -- she looks anything but scary
right now. He tries to hide his smile.

PATRICK
Yeah -- well, I'm no picnic myself.

They eye each other, sharing a moment of connection,
realizing they're both created the same exterior for
themselves.

Patrick pulls into her driveway and shuts off the motor. He
looks up at her house.

PATRICK

(continuing)

So what 's up with your dad? He a
pain in the ass?

KAT
He just wants me to be someone I'm not.

PATRICK
Who?

KAT
BIANCA

PATRICK
No offense, but you're sister is





without. I know everyone likes her and
all, but ...

Kat stares at him with new admiration.

KAT
You know -- you're not as vile as I
thought you were.

She leans drunkenly toward him.

Their faces grow closer as if they're about to kiss And then
Patrick turns away

PATRICK
So, I'll see you in school

Kat stares at him, pissed. Then gets out of the car,
SLAMMING the door shut behind her.






Mauritius
By Theresa Rebeck

Mary- Oh, for heavens sake, what happened? What happened?

Jackie- Nothing.

Mary- Well, something clearly- I’'m sorry. Are you smoking? Inside the house?
Jackie- Want to have a conversation about it? I so enjoy our conversations.

Mary- Look. Could I have my stamps, please? It makes me really nervous to see you
just-

Jackie- Just What? Smoking? In front of the stamps? Why, because it’s bad for them to
know that I smoke?

Mary- All right, fine. I don’t care what you do to your lungs. Just give me my stamps.

Jackie- Screw you. You come in here, this is so precious to me, those are my stamps, me
and my holy grandfather, oh jewelry? You can have that Jackie! The only problem is,
it’s not worth a fricken DIME!

Mary- Okay. What you’ve gone through, both or us, but you especially, is upsetting and
clearly, I think you clearly need to take the time to calm down, and I will be upstairs, and
give you the room to do that.

Jackie- Calm down. That’s not exactly what I was thinking of doing. More what I’ve
been thinking about? Is finding some sort of plastic bag, you know some sort of clear,
strong plastic? And then I was thinking I’d figure out how to fasten that around your
head, with some duct tape.

Mary- I’'m sorry, but I’'m, I’m beginning to think some real questions have to be raised
about your character.

Jackie- My Character? I have no character. What I have is two tiny tiny slips of paper,
so small that they barely exist, and I’'m going to take them, and I’m goin to stab myself in
the chest with a pair of really sharp scissors, and then I’ goin to put those two tiny tiny
slips of paper inside my body, right where my heart is supposed to be.

Mary- Give me the stamps. Give them to me.

Jackie- Yeah, I’ll get right on that.

Mary- [ would like my stamps, please.





Jackie- You don’t get it yet, but you will. Two little slips of paper, and I am born.
Mary- You are not walking out of this house with those stamps!

Jackie- You know that trick with the plastic bag and duct tape. Want to know how I
know about that?

Mary- I will call the police. I will—

Jackie- You will what. You will tell them that I took your stamp collection? That’1l
make a big impression.

Mary- Yes, Yes, I will tell them- you stole my, my-

Jackie- It’s not yours-

Mary- It is mine-

Jackie- Yeah, I’ll give you your stamps.

You come in here, you act like you know something, like you have rights, you don’t
know anything and you have no rights. You left. The apocalypse fell on this family and

you left. And as a consequence I’ve earned these stamps and I’m going to sell them.
And if you think you’re going to stop me, you’ll lose.






79

80

81

81l.
CONTINUED: 79

HARRIS
Just...somebody.

MEL
You're not going to tell me?

HARRIS
It wasn't anything important.

MEL
So why won't you tell me?
(a beat, then)
Who's Ruth?

HARRIS
Just a friend I'm helping with
something.

MEL

You want me to move in with you
but you don’t want to let me in.
That’s screwed up.

HARRIS
You gotta trust me on this one.
It’s just not something I can talk
about.

He turns his attention to the truck, and tightens a few
knots in an attempt to change the subject.

HARRIS (CONT’'D)
(re: truck)
Ready?

INT./EXT. HARRIS' CAR —-- MOVING -- MORNING 80

As they're driving down the street, Mel looks out the
window, upset.

EXT. HARRIS' HOUSE -- EARLY AFTERNOON 81

They're nearly finished unloading the truck. Mel is
still broodin%. Suddenly, she stops in her tracks and
drops her armful of books to the ground.

MEL
I can't do this. I can't move in
with someone I don't know.

HARRIS
You know me.

His cell phone RINGS again. He hesitates, then answers
it..

HARRIS (CONT'D)
(into phone)
Hi, Ruth...No, I understand. I'll
get there as soon as I can...Okay.

(CONTTNITED





82.
81 CONTINUED: 81

He hangs up, then looks to Mel.

HARRIS (CONT'D)
I have to go. Can we finish this
when I get back?

MEL
No. You have to tell me first.
What's the deal? Every time your
phone rings you have to go.

HARRIS
I'm sorry, I...can't tell you.

MEL
You can't, or you won't?

He doesn't say anything.

MEL (CONT'D)
(frustrated)
Harris...

Harris squirms slightly.

MEL (CONT'D)
Are you...a drug dealer?

HARRIS
(slight smile, then)
No.
MEL
Man whore?
HARRIS
No...But flattering.
MEL
This isn't funny!...Why won't you

tell me?!
He looks at her for a long time. Then --

HARRIS
Look, you're better off not
knowing, okay?

MEL
What does that mean?

HARRIS
Seriously, Mel, it's for your own
good.

MEL

Now you sound like my parents.

She waits for him to sag something, but instead, without
S

a word, Harris just gra his backpack, and heads to his
car.

(CONTTNITED






Rop

CHET
That deoesn’'t change the fact that
if I didn’t know you better, 1°'d
think you were trying to sabotage
me .

JESSICA
Sabotage? Sabo - Oh, no. It was
nothing like that.

CHET
You realize that I'm tryang to help
Michael sell his house.
Otherwise, ..

‘ MICHAEL (0.8.)
Otherwise, T won’'t be able to
complete my purchase of her
father's house.

Jegasica turng around and zees Michael and Rod over her
shoulder.

MICHAEL (CONT'D)
Tan’t that right, Rod?

JESSICA
Oh, hoy.

INT., JESSICA'S PARENTS' HOUSE - KITCHEN - LATER —SM

Jessica gits at the table, Rod PACES around her. It's as if
Jeagica is B years old, and her father im getting ready to
ground her.

) ROD
What i1n the world were you
thinking?

JESSTICA ] ‘
I don’'t see what the big deal is -

ROD
The big deal is that you're
misrepresenting vourself.

JESSICA
You make me sound like I burned the
houge down. I just suggested they
look at another house.

~ ROD
Tou're interfering.

JESSICA
Who's side are {Du on? You're out
eating lunch with the enemy -

y





64.

ROD
The enemy? You're really over
reactlnﬂ, dear. You know if you
ne

got to know Michael, he’'s actually
a very nice guy.
JESSICA
I'm sure he is.
ROD
He's available,
JESSICA
Dad.
Rod sits down.
ROD
What ig it?
JESSTICA
What?
ROD

Thig isn‘t like you at all. Are
you alright?

JESSICA
Of course I'm not alright. This is
m¥ houge and you‘re selling it to a
stranger!

ROD
Your houze? Your house?
Sweetheart. You haven’t been here
in three years. And now that your
mother and T are moving out of
town, you're finally dropping by
for a visit?

JESEICA
It's not like that.

ROD
How ig then? Please explain it to
me. Because I've misged you.

JESSICA
Oh, dad.

They look at each other...no one’'s breaking down. Not yet...

JESSICA (CONT'D)
When...Barry died. I...didn’'t want
to...be here.

ROD
Why wouldn't yvou want to be around
yvour family?





JESSICA
Becauge...the most important
part...of my family was gone.

That does it, they hug each other.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
But. After a few years in the
City..,without him., That doesn’t
feel like home either,..

Jessica laughg, as if remembering the c¢louds clearing...

JESEICA (CONT'D)
And one day. A few months ago. I
thought to myself, I like if. At
home., I always did. When we moved
here - Remember when we went
camping here in the summers?
Before you built the houze -

ROD
It's why T built the house -

JESEICA
I know! 1 left this place because
of Barry. He wanted to live in the
City. TI...

Jeggica drifte off.

, JESSICA (CONT'D)
I aust want a home of my own now.
And...believe me dad, I wasn't
trying to aveid you and mom and...I
just wish you weren’'t moving so far
away. But I can promise you this:

ROD
What?
' JESSTCA .
I will definitely visit you in
Florida.

Red LAUGHS. Then...

ROD
Your mom and I would like that.

They look at each other,
. _ ROD (CONT'D) .
I just wish you would have said
something earlier.

JESSICA
I'm sorry, dad.

65.
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ROD
I'm  BOITY, too. PBut for now,
you've just got to let thisg house
go. It breaks my heart. It does.
But it’'s just too late.

JESSICA
I don't know.

ROD
Sweetheart. T raised you to be
honest. To be thoughtful. No
house is worth compromiging ¥our
honor, As tough as it is. his ia

just a house. You can make a home
anywhere. ND

Jessica sits with that a long moment.

The DOG and Madeline watch MICHAEL as he CARVES WOOQD,
aking animatedly about:

MICHAEL
% A time capsule.

MADLETLINE

b ¥ MICHAEL
It wa% like...a collection of
.dg of the whole summer.

He drifts a little..

INT. JESSICA'S PARENTS SE - LIVING ROOM - GAME

LIPPING THROUGH AN OLD PHOTO

Jessica =its on the couch, ¥ .
herzelf as a child...

ALBUM, looking at PICTURES &

MICHAEL ¢
Reminders.

- THE SUMMER IN THE FOREEST

- A BIRTHDAY

MADELINE (V.0.) ‘
wWhat kid of reminders? 'rea

- GROWING UP IN THE HOUSE

iR PROM PICTURE WITH CHET
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31,

ADAM

!
' Like a peanut alléréy.' f
.. EMMA . - . i
Yeah, like an emotional peanut :
allergy.
' ADAM' = .
What’s an “emotional peanut”? Ha, - '
hau ) : ’ . -

EMMA

You’re on the rebound, you should
- be having meaningless yet safe . sex
at every free moment of the day.
You need another relationship like
you need someone to jump out of
that closet and throw-a brick at
. your head. . L

oh my god, is that going to happen?

. EMMA
Look, I'm attracted to you-

ADAM ,
And I of you. To you.

, EMMA _
I'm going to be working 14 hour

. days and I just need someone who's
going to be there at 2am, in my °
bed, and who. I don’'t have to lie to
or eat breakfast with- :

_ ADAM :
T hate breakfast. And lying. And
-also war. .

T

mn e - START.

We need .to make some ground rules.

INT. -EMMA’S CAR~ DAY
Emma is driﬁing Adam home. She still has her Dad’s car.

" EMMA | :
pon‘’t call me in theé middle -of the -
day to tell me you were “just
thinking about me.” No buying me
things. No crying. No jealousy.
. (MORE) - ,





EMMA (CONT' D)
.No' long silences where wé’re
looking into each other’'s eyes. No -
fighting. No telling me that I have
problems with communicating my
feelings. Because I know I do. I
‘don't need you to tell me that I
. do. .

ADAM

Uh- don’t sleep with. my dad.
No stealing.
- Stealing?
- EMMA

I dated a quy who pathbloglcally

stole stuff out of my apartment and

‘then  brought it back the next day
and apologlzed.

ADAM
Okay, 80 the bar ig really hlgh
here.

EMMA ' ‘
Don’t ask me about mny past
relationships or my hopes and
dreams- for the future.

ADAM '
I don’'t care about your hopes and
-dreams. .
© EMMA :
I don't care about yours. No
flowers.

. ADAM
I'm scared of flowers..

Try to avoid being weak or
vulnerable in front of me. Don’t

tell me about all the weird things

you think about when you're alone.
Don’t talk about your childhood.
‘Don’t forward me things.

: - ADAM :
Den’t do that passive aggre551ve
‘.Shlt. Like ”Oh I'm not upset.”
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. EMMA
Oh I hate that shlt.

ADAM
Don’t ask me what I thlnk about
your body. - : , -

EMMA
What do you think about my body?

ADAM

I think ‘it’s great.

" woman. Because 1t's not.

She pullé

‘ Okay.

EMMA
Thanks. Don‘t qo pea—pee in, front

- of me.

ADAM . . ; : )
Don‘t ever say pee-pee agaln. bon’t .
talk about how hard it is to be a

. _" EMMA :
Don't-list me as your Emergency -
Contact, because I won’t come. This

one?
in front of a house. Stops the car.

ADAM )
Yeah. Don’t say my penig is “cute”.
Even if my penis is dressed up like
a Care Bear and it's giving you a
care-stare.

EMMA .
Please don’t dress up your penls.
Ever.
- .ADAM

Yeah, that makes sense.

EMMA
And we do this until one of us
starts feeling something more and
then we say good -bye. :

ADAM
Well it won't be me.

EMMA

| nDAM ‘ L
(after a beat) o e END

So you want to come in?
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INT. ADAM AND JENNIFER'S APARTMENT
ADAM WATCHES JENNIFER ON THE PHONE...

JENNIFER

(INTO PHONE) Okay Mom... okay... No Mom, don't send any more figurines... Yes,
they are precious, but our apartment is very small... Mom, [ have to go, Adam can’t
figure out the dishwasher... Okay, bye.

ADAM REACTS AS SHE HANGS UP AND MAKES ONE OF THOSE
EXASPERATED ‘MY PARENTS JUST PUSHED ALL MY BUTTONS' NOISES.

ADAM
I can’t figure out the dishwasher? You made me sound like a moron.

JENNIFER
I'm somry. (RE: DISHWASHER) Go ahead, tumn it on.

ADAM
(AVOIDING) So what did your parents say about us being engaged?

JENNIFER
They're thrilled.

ADAM
(RELIEVED) Good. (THEN) But why wouldn’t they be? I mean look at me.

ADAM TRIES TO LOOK WONDERFUIL,
JENNIFER

Well, you certainly beat my sister’s husband, the van customizer.

ADAM
Hey, give that guy some credit. He also sells pot.

JENNIFER
He’s smart to diversify. Oh, and my Mom want us to get married in a Catholic church,

ADAM
Really? That doesn't sound like any fun at all.

JENNIFER
Well, you know how she is about Jesus,
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ADAM
Oh yeah, she loves that guy. Hey speaking of, what'd she say when you told her we were
living together in filthy, filthy sin?

JENNIFER
She got very quiet, and then she said, (AS MOM) “You know we had Chinese for
dinner, and the bok choy did not agree with your father.”

ADAM
I'wish my mom was in denial like that. Last week she asked me if I was fulfilling your

sexual needs,
ADAM LAUGHS, JENNIFER REMAINS SERIOUS.

JENNIFER
And what did you tell her?

ADAM
I said I was.

JENNIFER
Who's in denial now?

SHE SMILES AT HIM, TEASING.

ADAM
Very funny. I'd say | fultilled some needs last night. You liked it.

JENNIFER
Yes I did, mister.

ADAM
[ was in a zone.

JENNIFER
Well, it was a team effort.

ADAM
Of course. If you weren’t there I'd look stupid. And you didn’t mind that part where I
talked dirty?

JENNIFER
(A BEAT, THEN) Idon't remember you talking dirty.
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ADAM
Maybe T was just thinking it. Next fime, should I, say it?

JENNIFER
Um all ears, Why don’f you give me a linle sample,

SHE LEANS IN, ADAM WHISPERS IN HER EAR,

JENNIFER (CONT'D)
(URIMPRESSED) That's all you got?

ADAM
1I'd like to hear you do better?

ADAM OFFERS AN EAR, SHE WHISPERS, HE REACTS,

ADAM (CONT'D)

Wow. No way they're going to let you get married in a Catholic chureh,

312006






MADISON

Ready?

zing that they’'re
not goYng to talk about what she just w, she looks a little

Madizon

ashing Justin.
INT. ALEXIS AND CRRIS APARTMENT - BEDROOM - LATER (D1) 4
The bedroom is totally empty, save for a few moving hoxes,

and a bookshelf which Alexis and Madison are putting
together.

I3 ?g”é/ T 2v976
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Alexis watches as Madison work silently on the bookshelf. She
opens her mouth to say something, but changes her mind and
goed back to the bookshelf.

MADTSON
Just say whatever it is that’s
stopping you from helping me with
this bookshelf so we can get back
to work.

ALEXYS
It's nothing really, I just- I
thought I'd be the first to know
that you and Justin were dating.

MADISON
I'm dating Justin? Wow, I kind of
thought I’'d be the first to know
that.

ALEXIS
Come on, it’s bad encugh you didn’t
tell me. Don‘t treat me like I'm
stupid.

MADISON
Alexis, I swear — Justin and I are
not dating.

ATEXTS
But I saw you.

MADTSON
Well I don’'t know what yvou think
you saw, but 1t wasn't us dating.
Trust me.

C G‘V‘F 25

Alexis shrugs it off and starts to work on the bookshelf
again, before stopping abruptly.

ALEXTS
It's just——

T

Madison stops dramatically and looks at Aiexis.

MADISON
Jesus Al, drop it.

ALEXIE
I'm gorry, but I could have sworn
that I was walking in on two guys

in the middle of... something

earlier today.





Madison looks to make sure no cne else is in the apartment,
then leans in to Alexis.

MADTSON
{lowering her voice)
Alright fine, I'1l tell you but you
have to promise you won't tell
anyone,

Alexis shootg her a look that says, “of course.”

MADISON (CONT‘ D)
I mean it, no one - not even Chris.

ATEXTE
Come on, when in the last 13 years
of friendship have T ever agpilled a

secret?

MADISON
We’'re kind of friends... with
benefits.

ATEXTS

I swear to God Maddy, you had
better be talking about health
care.

MADISON
Yeg, yvou walked in on ug ag we
finished going over health care
plans.

ALEXTS
Are you out of your mind? This is a
horrible idea! Why would you keep
thig from me?

MADYSON
Um, and thanks for that reaction by
the way, but you seemed a little
busy making vour own relationship
mistakes.

Blexis stands, leaning againszt one of the walls.

ALEXTS
and obvicusly by mistake you're
referring to me commitring to a
relationghip and moving in with my
boyfriend?

€ 9/7 55





Madison stands az well, kicking aside the tools and pisces of
the bookshelf that surrounded her.

MADTSON
I actunally meant giving up college
and not talking to your mom for
said boyfriend whe, not six months
ago, was a total stranger.

ALEXTS
Really, we're having this
digcoussion again? You know—-—

Blexis stops as Justin walks in with CHRIS (19) and Jack.
Jack is holding a few bottles of soda, while Chris carries
the pizza\and Juztin holds the movies.

All three ¥tand in the doorway, copfused by what they've

JUSTIN

Pizza and%i

He walks over and ki
Jack feign diagust

JUSTTN
@ah, that’s fine. I'veWlost ny
appetite anyway.

(to Jack)
Still on for tonight?

JACK
0Of course. I’'1l swing by aro
BavVerll.

JUSTIN

Cool.
(to Chris and Alexis)
¥ou guys want to come?







20

INT. SCHOOL/CLASSROOM - LATER — (D-2)

Cathy sit) at her desk eating a POT BROWHRE. She’s shops
online at Ner computer looking at CAMP EQUIPMENT, TENTS,
SLEEPING BANS, ETC. The high school spfidents sit at their
deske starind at her, confused. .

STUDENT ,
Are y{u going to teachflis anything
today? .

Beat. ' Cathy looks\up at the

W\ CATHY
Have I evel taught you anything?
Really? TiNs if summer school so I
guess the angwfr is obviocus.

She gets a DVD out of #€file cabinet and holds it up.

ATHY, (CONT‘D)
Anybody effer sedp The Patriot?

STUDENTN 2
I thinlf T saw thaty Oh, wait, no.

g She puts the DV into the plavey.

CATHY
It'§ depiction of the AMerican
Regfolution is about twenMy per cent
aFcurate at best but if y4
fnderstood this version asNruth
ou'd gtill know more about at
time in history than ninety n¥ne
per cent of Americans. And Mel
J”' Gibson is medium good. Enjoy.

\jy,’ES presses play as tha door opens and her OVERWEIGHT STUDENT
DREA ENTERS. Andrea has a tough, don’t mess with me
attitude about her and the size to back to up.

_\Q\\é— \)}(Q(\ =) ML

CATHY (CONT’'D)
You're late again, Andrea,

ANDREA :
Yeah, sorry about that. But T
figured that since you usually
spend the first ten minutes of
every clase trying to get to your
point, I probably didn’t miss
anything.
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Andrea launches into a dead on impression of Cathy s=aying a
series of “I’m sorry” that has the class in atitchesg.

CATHY
Funny. Come get your test.

While the c¢lass fixates on Mel Gibson, Andrea meets Cathy at
her desk.

CATHY (CONT’D)
(Soto)
You can’t be fat AND mean, Andrea.

ANDREA
(taken aback)
What?

CATEY

You heard me. If you can dish it
out you gotta be ready to lick it
up. Fat people are jelly for a
reason. Fal repels people but joy
attracts them. Get it? I know
these people are laughing at your
cruel jokes but nobedy’s asking yeu
To prom. So you can either be fat
and joyous or a skinny bitch. It’s
up to you. I know what I'd choose.

Andrea just stares at her in shocked silence.

CATHY (CONT'D)
Sit down. We're watching a movie.

Andrea sits., Cathy goes back to her online shopping. She
pPulls up a picture of a sleeping bag. She reaches for a pen
when something outside catches her eye. Bhe looks out the
window and has to turn her head to see PAUL gtanding up
against the side of the school, staring at her with puppy dog
eyes that are pouring with tears as he eats a GIANT RED ONION
like an apple. Cathy breaks into a smile and immediately
exitas her class.

INT._ SCHOOL/RALLWAY. = CONTINUOUS
Cathy hea T r——

PAUT,
Wann am ‘
SheUrns t e—Paul; ECTIT eaETﬁE‘EHE“EHIEﬁT‘EEéﬁaiﬁﬁ‘tn*um-__,
— .

e [ =003
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CATHY (CONT'D)
at was a double entendre.

Cathy steps outside, leans up against the wall of this
secluded area of the school and starts to light one of her
bot cigarettes. As she does, she gees Andrea come out of
another door and take something out of her purse.

CATHY
Andrea?

Andrea turns, startled, and hides something behind her back.

CATHY (CONT'D)
Are you skipping my claseg?

ANDREA
Are you skipping your class?

bt ©) UL

Cathy apprecaches her.

CATHY
What are you-- Are you smoking?

ANDREA
Are you?

Cathy grabs her arm and wrestles a cigarette pack from
Andrea’s hand and crushes it.

CATHY
(re: cigarettes)
Think of every one of these you
smoke as taking six months off your
life.
(MORE )

3y
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CATHY (CONT'D)
So with every one of these you can
say goodbye to your mom, your
brother, your dog, your husband you
might have someday, your--

ANDREA
I'd rather die young and skinny
than be fat forever.

Thie stops Cathy'’s rant.

ANDREA (CONT’D)
What ean I say? Fat camp didn’t
work. ‘

- CATHY
Yeah, well, thera’s gotta be——

ANDREZ,
The protein diet, the blood sugar
diet, the starvation diet, the
pretending I don’t care strategy.
You'd be mean, too.

CATHY
(stammering)
Well...you just...you need
motivation.

. - ANDREA

Oh, thanks. I'm healed. I ghould
have come to you soonar Mrs,
Jamison.

Beat.

CATHY
I'1l pay you a hundred dollars for
every pound you losze.

Andrea is stunned. Cathy takes a roll of bills out of her
pocket.

CATHY (CONT’D)
Here's a good faith hundred. We
meet in the gym every Friday at two
for weigh ins. If you smell like a
cigarette the deal’s off.

ANDREA

(elated)
This skinny biteh’ll see you

END )y






40 year old virgin
Trish:

I’'m sorry.

Andy

No I’m sorry, I’'m sorry! It was me. Let me... I have something I want to tell you, kind
of hard to talk about. But ...there are certain, things about who I am that um...

Trish

I am so sorry I didn’t tell you I had kids!

Andy

Yeah! What was that about? Gosh, you know that really surprised me!
(both laugh)

Andy

What do I care if you have a kid?

Trish

Well... I have 2 kids.

Andy

Wow, ok well how old are they?

Trish

Six, twelve and ..... eighteen

Andy

Forty two... Fifty six.... How many kids do you have?
Trish

Three! And one of THEM has a kid! A one year old.

Andy





That’s cool, that’s great...I’m really glad we’re doing this.
Trish

Me too...Listen Andy, I don’t want to send you running for the hills or anything but I
was thinking, if we go out any more, that we should hold off on the sex thing.

Andy

THAT is a fantastic idea. Why didn’t I think of that?

Trish

REALLY?

Andy

Totally!

Trish

No sex??!

Andy

NO! Why do...that? Because here’s the thing...I just think it complicates things too
much, and then you never get to really know someone because that is always confusing
things. And what we should be doing is getting to know each other.

Trish

Yeah! I agree! Wow, I really never thought you’d go for it?!

Andy

That is just a great, GREAT notion.

Trish

Really? But are you serious?

Andy

Look at how serious [ am. Do you see my nostrils? Well that’s serious, actually that’s
more angry.





Trish

Because most guys by the 3" date are like “Hey baby, it’s been like three dates and I
really need to express myself physically..”

Andy

Well “Hey baby, it’s been three dates and” ... let’s make it 10, yeah make it 10 dates!
Trish

How about 15?

Andy

Screw your 15, 20 dates!
Trish

Ok...20 dates.

Andy

20 dates!

Trish

Ok...

Andy

This is genius.

Trish

It’s gonna hurt.

Andy

Not as much as you think..






Annie and Bill, a married couple iIn their thirties, pack In a
rush.

Bill
Think they’ll be the same?

ANNIE
I don”t know. Maybe.

BILL
Well, Carl’s got to be
completely bald
by now..

Annie laughs a little. This makes Bill happy and he flashes a
quick smile. Annie hands him a black scarf.

BILL
Maybe they have changed.
Maybe they’re not fat.

Annie laughs—spraying the water she’s drinking everywhere.

ANNIE
Don’t do that.

BILL
Oh come one. You need to
lighten up.

ANNIE
The trip might be
good for CC. Maybe she’ll lose
that “baby weight” & I won’t have
to lie when we go shopping for
bike shorts.

Bill laughs, shocked by his wife’s comment. He thinks this
could turn Into a fun game. She hands him a black beret. Bill
frowns.
BILL
Here’s to those
bike shorts staying
on at all times..
after the way the
last kid turned out..





ANNIE
Carl’s Jr?!

They both laugh.

ANNIE
Do the “truffle shuffle’
“Carl"s Jr’!

Bill lifts his striped shirt and does the truffle shuffle. They
both laugh.

Annie
We’ve got to stop calling
him that.

BILL
We can’t help that they named
their son after a hamburger.
Wonder 1Tt he’ll bring his
‘““‘secretary”?

Annie stops packing for a second. This comment has caught her
off guard.

ANNIE
Why woulld be bring his..
He”’s having an affair?

BILL
Crazy | know! Hard to believe
anyone but CC could find
Carl’s Sr. attractive.

ANNIE
Or find his..(French noise)..
IT you catch my drift.






CUT TO:
[Scene: Richard's apartment. Richard is heating up Jiffy Pop with a hairdryer. Annie knocks
at the door]

RICHARD: Who is it?

ANNIE: [from outside] It's Annie.

RICHARD: What do you want?

ANNIE: We grabbed the wrong tapes at the store.

RICHARD: We did?

ANNIE: Yeah.

RICHARD: Oh, great. Alright, alright, hold on, hold on.

ANNIE: Well, hurry up, will you? There's a junkie passed out in the stairwell.
[Richard opens the door on the chain]

RICHARD: That's the Super. Here. [they switch tapes; Richard tries to close the door but
Annie sticks her head in the way] Hey!

ANNIE: So where's the party?
RICHARD: Uh, it got postponed.
ANNIE: Why?

RICHARD: Because of the fire.
ANNIE: Fire? [she sniffs] What fire?

RICHARD: What difference does it make? It's out now. [he tries to shut the door on her
head]

ANNIE: Ow! Richard, that's my cranium. Look, the last thing I want to do is butt in.
RICHARD: Good. Goodnight...

ANNIE: But listen, there's nothing to be ashamed of about being alone. We're in the same
boat. To be honest, Richard, I had a date tonight and I got stood up.

RICHARD: Really?

ANNIE: Yeah.





RICHARD: Back up, back up. [he takes the chain off; Annie enters] Well, as long as you're
being honest, there really isn't a party.

ANNIE: Well that's pathetic, 'cause I was lying. I mean, you think a date would dump me?
RICHARD: You know, thanks so much for the birthday cheer, and now goodnight!

ANNIE: Oh Richie, don't let a little bad birthday get you down. We all have bad birthdays.
[she sits down] I mean, I remember when I turned fourteen, I'd just got breasts-

RICHARD: Excuse me, excuse me, but did I say please sit down?
ANNIE: Excuse me, I am in the middle of a story! Where was I?
RICHARD: As usual, your breasts.

ANNIE: Right.

CUT TO:

[Scene: Richard's apartment, later. Richard and Annie are sitting on the floor, drinking
wine]

ANNIE: Okay, it's my seventh birthday, my mom hires this clown Beetle Bum to come to my
party. He shows up drunk, he tries to feel up my cousin, my brother punches him out, he
bleeds all over the cake, and all my Aunt Camille can say is 'We'll just cut around that part'.

RICHARD: Wait wait wait. You think that was a bad birthday? Oh please! Oh, okay okay, it's
my twelfth birthday, my parents forget entirely.

ANNIE: You used that for your eighth birthday.

RICHARD: Let's just say it was a theme. Oh my god, I can't believe I actually miss those
days.

ANNIE: Why?

RICHARD: I don't know, thirty was still such a long way off.

ANNIE: I don't get it. You told me you were okay about turning thirty.
RICHARD: Yeah well, I also told you I had a big party...

ANNIE: Ummph...

RICHARD: It's just that...I always had this goal that by the time I was thirty I was going to
have one of my paintings on the wall of a museum.





ANNIE: Richard, you can't set your standards so high and then beat yourself up. I
mean...you don't see me crying because I'm not Mrs Robby Benson.

RICHARD: Thanks for the company, but I think I'd better just get to bed and try to sleep off
whatever's left of this miserable night.

ANNIE: [with a mischievous grin] No wait, Richard, it's your birthday. There's still one more
thing we have to do.

RICHARD: I'm not that drunk.

ANNIE: I'd have to be passed out. Just get your coat.






INT. DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT.

Frank enters. The chair in front of the mirror is empty. A
cigarette burns in the ashtray. Frank glances at a standing
screen in the corner. April’s costume is draped over the
top. He goes towards it, deciding what to say.

FRANK

(heartfelt)

April, sweetheart. You were great.

I mean it.

The door to the bathroom opens. April enters in street
clothes. Frank’s been talking to an empty room.

APRIL

Hi. You about ready to leave?

I've just got to get this makeup

off, then we can go.

She sits in front of the mirror, too embarrassed to look at
him. FRANK can see that her face is blotchy from crying. He
puts his hand on her shoulder.

FRANK
Well... I guess it wasn’t a triumph
or anything, was it?

APRIL looks at him in the mirror. She holds his look just a
second. And from her expression, he knows he said exactly
the wrong thing.

APRIL
I guess not. I'll be ready in a
minute.

FRANK

Take your time.

He removes his hands and lights a cigarette. APRIL begins to
take off her makeup.

APRIL
Will you do me a favor? Milly and





Shep wanted us to go out with them
afterwards. Will you say we can’t?
Say it’s because of the baby sitter

or something?

FRANK

Well, the thing is, I already said
that we could. I mean, I just saw
them out there and I said we would.

APRIL

(tense)

Oh. Then would you mind going out
again and saying you were mistaken?
That should be simple enough.

FRANK
Don’t you think that’s a little bit
rude, April?

APRIL
Well I'll tell them myself.

FRANK
Okay. Okay. Take it easy. I'll
tell them.
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BEN

Tt’s alright'S\ Although it 1s the

first time I‘ve hd someone fall

asleep on me twice in OWwg session.

DONNA

Welcome to my wedding night.

Sh'\r —7 BIANCA

That guy’s gotta be loaded.

BEN
Bianca, when did you become so
cynical? Believe it or not, their
marriage is based on a real passion
for each other.

BIANCA

Oh, please don’'t tell me they have

sex. (THEN) Okay, tell me. (THEN)

No. (THEN) Okay.

BEN
As a matter of fact-—-

BIANCA (CONT'D)
That poor woman. It’s these new
drugs. Ten years ago you could marry
a geezer like that, and the most you’d
have to do 1s cut up some tennis balls

for his walker.

(MORE )
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BIANCA (CONT'D)

Now, he pops a little blue pill, and

he’s doing to you what he used to do

to Betsy Ross. (THEN} Obh, before 1

forget...

SHE HANDS BEN AN ENVELOPE.

BIANCA (CONT'D)
That couple you saw last year, the
callahans, they're renewing their
wedding vows and you're invited. It’s
at the Rainbow Room.

BEN
Wow. When they first came to me, they

were fighting incessantly.

BIANCA
I've always wanted to go to that

place.
BEN *
This is a great validation of my work. *
BIANCA *
Just so you know, after a few drinks

at a wedding I’'m easier than The

Junior Jumble.
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BEN

Here I am feeling crappy about Naomi

leaving, like nothing’'s golng right,

and then, a little victory just pops

up in the mail... (EXAMINING THE

ENVELOPE) from two weeks ago.
BIANCA

Hey, if your desk were thils messy

yvou’'d lose stuff too.

BEN

Bianca, what have I said about--
BIANCA

I'm sorry, okay? I’'ve got a lot on my *

plate out here and you jump down my

throat because I forget one little

thing?
LYDIA AND REGINA ENTER HOLDING WRAPPED GIFTS. *
LYDIA
All set to go?
BEN 15 SURPRISED.
BIANCA

Your mom called, she’s picking you up

after work.

BIANCA EXITS. F, ND
BEN

Did we have p tonight?

I'm sorry.







BILL
Take it easy will you? Just take it
easy.

DAWN
I'm sorry. I guess I'm still a little
shook up, you know?

BILL
That is totally natural. I'd be
worried if you weren't a little shook
up. Ok? You were great.

DAWN
Shut up.

BILL
I'm serious.

DAWN

So but is there really gonna be like
an inquiry?

BILL
Yeah, but don't worry about that...

DAWN
But what do they usually do? Do
they --

BILL
They just -- You gotta go down to
the trial room...They ask you what
happened they ask me what happened.
Then they say OK, thanks. And that's
it. Don't worry about it. Anyway
that guy's gonna be fine. I don't
think there's an officer in the
division, male or female wouldn'ta
done the exact same thing the exact
same way. Only probably not as good.

DAWN
Thanks. That means a lot coming
from you.

BILL
What do you mean?

DAWN
Well you know -- I mean -- That's
all.

BILL

What did I ever do to deserve such
high praise?





DAWN
You? Oh only nothing.

BILL
Seriously.

DAWN

What did you do --? Come on.

BILL

You like the way I handle myself.

DAWN
Uh, slightly, yeah.

BILL

But what do you think of me?

Seriously now. What do
me?

DAWN
I think you're the most
person I ever met.

BILL
Don't butter me up.

DAWN
I think you're the best
saw.

BILL
No shit?

DAWN

you think of

dedicated

cop I ever

Don't ask me questions if you don't

want a straight answer.
fuck around.

BILL
So I'm the best cop you

DAWN
You heard what I said.
a swelled head the size
something real big, but
kind of cop I'd like to
the truth.

BILL
Ok Tough guy. What are
like that for?

DAWN
I don't know.

I don't

ever saw?

You also got
of...

you're the

be and that's

you smiling





BILL
What are you turning away for?

DAWN
I'm not turning away.

BILL
What are you flirting with me?

DAWN
No.

BILL
You flirting with your partner?

DAWN
No...!

BILL
That is against the law you know.

DAWN
No it's not. I'm not doing it, but
it's not against the law if I was.

BILL
Any more of this and I'm gonna have
to sue your ass for sexual harassment.

DAWN
Yeah right, I think it's a little
late for that.

BILL
All right. I'm gonna go up and see
my friend Jim for a few minutes, and
then we're gonna get back to work.
Now straighten up and try to behave
yourself -- good looking.

DAWN
I'll try.

THE END






Bisb 3-13-09

i “BRADY U
INT. LOCKER ROQM — DAY

BRADY AND WILL PUT ON THEIR GOLF SHOES. WILL 3EEMS

FREQCCUPIED. o e’ S1.ART SC. '

Hey buddy, you alright?
WILL

Ah, Jane and my mom aren’t getting

s & PLEASE
I know how that is. I had the same Paemge.

deal with Ginny Beth and my mom.

WILL w 'T“ .‘.EXAN
What‘d you do? AC‘,E NT

BRADY

along.

Ginny Beth bought her a boat. A big
one. Put a margarita machine in it.
Haven’t seen her for six months.
Problem-o el solved-o.
WILL
T don’t think a boat is gonna happen
for us.
BRADY
You want me to buy your momma a boat?
WILL
No thanks, Brady. I’1ll straighten it

out myselE.





"Big D" Brady Sides 3-13-2009

BRADY
No, you gan’t straighten it out. You
have to stay out of it, otherwise
they’re going to make you pick sides.
You gotta play this like the third
hole at Torrey Pines. Straight down
the middle.

WILL
How am I supposed to stay out of it?

BUT BRADY DOESN'T ANSWER; HE'S LOOKING OFF INTO SFACE.

WILL (CONT'D)
Brady? Brady.

BRADY
(SNAPS OUT OF IT} Sorry, I just can’t
get my head out of the office. These
bundled derivatives are killing me. I
need to leverage them but with a point
oh three eight margin that's like a
thirty percent growth decline.

WILL
Uh-huh. Never mind, I'll figure it
out.

A BEAT THEN BRADY SMILES AT HIM.

BRADY
l(VICTORIOUS) Huh? That’'s what I'm
talking about.

(MORE )





"Big D" Brady Sides 3-13-2009
BRADY (CONT'D)
Whenever they have a problem you
invent a bigger more boring problem.
Tt’s sleight of hand, it's three card

monte of the mind. Muchas gracias,

better luck next tiempi;*",d*
Em SC" CUT TO:
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INT. DUPREF FOYER — DAY

WILL BRINGS BRADY AND GINNY BETH OVER. HE K1 RITN
wr € START SC. '2.
Honey, you remember my cousin Brady
and his wife, Ginny Beth.
JANE
Sure, you and Ginny Beth used to date
in high school.
BRADY
But he just leased her. I paid cash.
BRADY AND GINNY BETH LAUGH AT BRADY'S JOKE.
LEIGH ANN
More like vou won the lottery.
BRADY
Well, that’s true. 8She’s loaded. (TO
GINNY BETH) I love you, baby.
| GINNY BETH
Love you, too.
BRADY MOVES OVER TO LEIGH ANN.
BRADY
Leigh Ann, Gary says you never called.
If you don’t start calling these guys,
I'm gonna stop setting you up.
LEIGH ANN

I'd really appreciate that, Brady.
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BRADY
But this time I got the perfect guy.
Okay, he’s fifty. But he’s frog-ugly
so he'd be real grateful.
LEIGH ANN
Brady, I'm seeing sgomeone.
BRADY
That’s great. Why haven’t I met him?
LEIGH ANN
Oh, uh, he doesn’'t get paroled until
next month.
BEADY
He’'s in jail?
LEBIGH ANN
Yezh. He raided a pension fund.
BRADY
(IMPRESSED) ©Oh, white collar. Can'’t

ZEND Sc. 2

wait to meet him
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Rex Is Not Your Lawyer "Pilot" -~ full pink 11/

EXT. DRIVING RANGE - DAY 2

A Driving range in Korea Town. Bruce and Rex hit balle.

ERuce>

Only a matter of time before you'’re
back on top. I truly believe that.

REX
It’'s nice of you to say, Bruce.

Cerice—>
Twenty years and you’‘ve always been
there for me. Now I'm here for

you... Mind handing me an iron? *
REX

So Lindsey won't return my calls... *

I stopped by the firm but they

wouldn’t let me in. *
BRI

You can’'t exactly blame them. You
kind of left everyone in the lurch,
running away to Canada...

REX
— Does she even ask about me? *
(_BRUCE=>
Rex, what do you want me to say? I *

mean, I’'1l]l mention you said
something, but this is really
between you guys.

Rex gets ready to swing. His form is amazing, he looks
great, and... whack! The ball ends up in the woods.

REX
I'll just talk to her myself when I
see her at the courthouse.
< BRUGED
Courthouse? What are you working
on?

[RE X

REX
Little case I managed to drum up:
Mabel Howard vs. Gladwell?

¢





Rex Is Not Your Lawyer "Pilot”

CBRUCE”

Seriously, Rex? She's been
schilepping that wet blanket around
LA for six months and nobody will
touch it.

REX
Did you know the woman has to work
two jobs just to survive? Husband's
out of the picture. Even had to
ship her three kids off to Atlanta
to live with her cousins,
Littlest is diabetic, by the way.
BRU
That’s really sad... Only Gladwell
didn’'t need a reason to fire her.

REX
But if they did use one, that would
make them liable. If a person
collapses in front of you, the law
let’s you walk right on by. But if
you stop tc help, well, then you're
responsible for what happens next.

< BROCES

Very clever, Rex, but it’s a loser.

REX
I've won with a lot less.

< BRUCE_D

True. Only Mabel Howard hasn't.

Bruce nails the ball. Perfect.

- full pink 11/1/09

l6.

INT. REX'S HOTEL SUITE - LATE AFTERNOON - DAY 2

Mabel sits on the couch.
preaching from the CONTRACT he holds in his hand.

REX
...which brings us to section two-
point-five: Rex is not your lawyer.
You are your lawyer. If you feel
malpractice has occurred, you will
have no one to sue but yourself.
Understood?

MABEL
Understood.

Rex stands in front of her,
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MABEL
My name is Mabel Howard, and I'm
here because I was wrongfully
terminated from my peosition as a
bus driver for the Vanderfield
Academy. I held this job
faithfully for twenty-five years,
but now this firing has left me...

Mabel drops her cards. As she bends down to pick them up,
for what seems to take an eternity, Rex tries to stay calm.

MABEL (CONT’D)
(resumes reading)
I planned to hold him accountable
for his vandalizing of my bus.
(flips to the next card)
With no husband in the picture, I
had to send my children to Atlanta
where--

Mabel realizes something is off, shuffles through her cards.

MABEL (CONT'D)
I'm a little turned around here.

Rex looks down and shakes his head, hoping it will go away.

- MABEL (CONT’D)
Here we go. I got my main point.
(reading, with passion)
That is why you must give me back
my job! And because retaliation is
the ugliest form of wrongful
termination, I believe punitive
damages are also in order to the
tune of...
(whispering, embarrassed)
... One-point-~five million dollars.

She smiles helplessly. Rex puts his head down on the table.

TIME CUT TO

i2 INT. COURTROOM 2 -~ MOMENTS TATER - DAY 3

Bruce addresses the Jjury.

BRUC
Our side oI this story is a single *

unexciting piece of law...
California is an employment at-will
state.

(MORE)

&
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(BRUCE Y CONT 'D)

That means, like it or not, a
private entity can release an
employee without giving any reason.
Now, it appears that Ms. Howard is
a bit of a conspiracy theorist--

MABEL
Objection, his honor! That isn’t
right.

JUDGE ARVALE
That isn‘t a legal objection, Ms.
Howard. And it’'s your honor.
She’'s going to ask you to believe a
pretty unlikely story. That a
parent at Vanderfield inexplicably
orchestrated the firing of a woman
she's never even met... Now I'm not
saying Mabel Howard is lying. I'm
sure she believes every word. But
this i1s a court of law, and Ms.
Howard has to prove her case with
facts, not with what she believes.

Bruce returns to his chair. Mabel is fuming.

13

EXT. BEACH - SUNSET - DAY 3 13

The sun sets, as Rex walks along the beach with his
mentor/mother, ELLEN. She's 54, neatly contained in a black
PRADA SUIT and BOW TIE. Rex has taken off his shoes and
rolled up his suit pants.

ELLEN
How do you intend to challenge
Gladwell without any evidence?

REX
Thought you might have some advice.

ELLEN
I'm not your law professor anymore.

REX
You‘re still my mother.

ELLEN
Oh alright... Corporations tend to
throw money at their problems.
Gladwell hasn’t done that, so maybe
they don’'t think they have one...
(MORE)

A
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L MABEL
- He’1ll just lie like his mother.

Rex is now awkwardly paddling to the side....

REX
Of course he’ll lie. That’s the
whole point. We turn the case into
his word against yours.

SOPHIA
{sees where Rex is going)
And get the jury to forget *
everything else.

REX
Exactly. But sfe’ll need something* ’
@wthing to challenge Lt
An front of the ju:ﬂf

‘j”hat he's evil,
a child.

AU

MABEL

‘,Jes, Jared knows th,H‘I saw him.

REX
Then you won’t k
court. i

five to say it in

I won't? 4

SOPHIA

A gecret loses its power once it's
revealed. All we need is for
Jared to believe you'll reveal it.

- =
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REX
Now what else did you see the
little vandal do?

25

EXT. GOLF COURSE - DAY 6

Rex and Bruce pull up in their GOLF CART. Rex takes out his
putter. Bruce locates his ball on the green.

I need to as! you a guestion, Rex.

REX
Sorry, but we’re not settling.

CBRICE”

Settling? Are you kidding?

What I was going to say is that I
think I'd like to start seeing
Lindsey. And I was wondering if T
might have your permission.

Rex gets down on the ground, and examines the grass.

REX
That's very big of you, Bruce.

CeRUCE

It's been six months, but I still
thought I should ask.

A beat.

REX
Has it already started?

BEOCE>

Not really.

REX
Not even little things?

CBRUCE

Well, sure.

REX
Flirting?

UCE
Yes.

“%g
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REX
Kissing? It's okay. These are all
little things.

Bruce nods, feeling guilty.

REX (CONT'D)
Here's another question. Can a man
ask permission for something he's
already done?

BRU
No.

REX
So you're not asking permission for
little things. You're asking
permission for big things.

BRUCE™

(laughing uncomfortably)
Very clever, Rex.

REX
Are you in love with my fiancée?

< BR@CE )

Ex-fiancée.
(then)
Yes.

REX
Here's another question. Based on
your own persconal experience: what
do you think is overall a stronger
force over most human beings?
Love? Or permission?

Bruce wants out of this conversation. He lines up his shot
Rex picks up his own ball and begins to clean it.

REX (CONT'D}
Well, let's just think. O©Of all the
books and plays and poems and songs
ever written, how many are about
love, and how many are about
permission?

I don't know, !ex. You tell me.

Bruce swings lightly and his ball goes into the hele.

&
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REX
Here, I'll try to give you a
guestion you can answer. Suppose I
den't give you my permission. If
you really love my fiancée, is that
going to make any difference?

Bruce picks up his ball and pockets it.

CErucE—

Probably not.

REX

So you're not really asking
permission for anything, Bruce.
Not for little things, because you
didn't wait for me on those. And
not for big things, which we know
are more powerful than any force on
earth.

(sets down his ball)
So what I'm wondering is...

Rex stands back up and looks at Bruce.

REX (CONT'D)
If you're not asking for
permission, what are you doing?

I'm sorry I even tried. I'll see
you at the next hole.

REX
Destroying our friendship, maybe?
Kicking a man when he's down?
Rubbing it in? Those all seem like
pretty good possibilities. Don't
leave. I have the floor!

< BEUCE O

{walking away)
There is no floor.

REX
The answer is no by the way! I do
not give you my permission!

T
<BRUFE{&.C. )

Screw you, Rex.







“ The Body Poldic” - Plot Fresentation

\Y BUC-K‘Qﬂf "

INT. HALL OF STATUES - CONTINUOUS cg' ‘ '

Jessica waits for Buckley to sign an autograph, then falls in
stride as she continues toward the cleakroom. . .

JESSICA *"5'%(.1-

senator Buckley, hi, Jesszica Sharp,
legislative director for —--

BUCKLEY
Adamson. I know. I'm sorry.

JESSICA
Yes. Awful. Senator, T hope this
isn't toe presumptucus of me, but
I'd really like to join your team.

BUCKLEY
You're azking me for a job?

JESSICA
Yeg, ma'am, I think you‘re an
inspiration. After Iowa, when
Senator Adameon dropped out, T did
everything but get down on my knees
and beg him to endorse you--

BUCKLEY
So that’s what you do on your
knees.

JESSTCA

Excune ma?

Buckley suddenly stops just short of the cloakroom door.

BUCKLEY
Do you think I'm stupid, Jessica?

JESSICA
No, ma’am. I think you'res ——

BUCKLEY
Ellie Adamson is my friend.

Jesel¢a pales, knows where thig ig going..

JESEICA
With all due respect, Senator —-

BUCKLEY
Pon’t you dare talk to me about
respect. Ellie devoted her life to
that man. 8he gave him three
beautiful kids. Perhaps you know
them. They're about your age,

Ct of Y)





44 [

They're starting to draw stares., Jesgica’s dying ingide.

With that,
reeling.

Suddenly,
She whips

“You're

BUCKLEY (CONT’D)
5o I'm jugt asking... do you think
I'm stupid? Because you muet, if .
you think for one second that I ey
would hire a woman like you. Women
like you are the reagon there’'s a
glass ceiling for women like me.

Now, please excuse me... ‘ M

she steps into the cloakroom, leaving Jessica
Just before the tears come, ghe reigne it in.
thera's a new resolve in her face. A decision.
out her Blackberry, and types to Lucky:

right. It's different thig time. Call Webster.”

D ACT THRE

(2 of H)





ACT FII

EXT. ARLINGTON NATIONAL CEMETERY
BANG! A Z1 gun salute, as Adamgg

A sea of MOURNERS circle the grav
THE ANGLE CHANGES.

BANG! Tucky stands at the front
folder tucked discreetly under hi

BANG! Ben =ztands near Senator Bu
Emotions clearly stirred by this

BANG! Jegsica stands with the re
Vinee locks eyes with her: 'Well?
BANG! Like the rest of the vetern

ig saluting. He stands bestween h
BANG! Ruby stands beside Mullin,
toucheg hers, neither withdraws,
into the ground. And...

EXT. CEMETERY - LATER

The eervice is over. Limos are b
As Buckley heads for hers, Lucky
fallg in =tride. He holds the op
Buckley sees it, and is instantly

LUCKY
senator. My condolencs
you and Senator Adamson

BUCKLEY
We were on the Harvard
together. He went to ¢

I became a prosecutor i

court. You know, Mr. E

more governmenht corrupt

those seven years than
won since.

He’d have wanted me to
general im his place.

Lucky says nothing, keeps walking
Her eyesg go to the file.
with using whatever's inside.

BUCELEY (CONT

What are you wailting fo

VE

2.

E

I was tough
(then; loocking overn

We sen:
B

“‘Buc.\ﬁ\éb[ "
(s¢. 2)

- DUSK

n's coffin descends.

With each rifle shot

of the cirecls, a small

S arIm.

ckley. Rigid. Saluting.

military funeral.

gt of Adamsecn’'e staff.
* 8he pats her purse,

ang in attendance, Webeter

ie WIFE and Sperlock.

whose hand inadvertently
as the coffin disappears

ing loaded.

plits from the crowd, and
position research file.

guspicious. ] _\_

8. I know
ware cloge.

law review
ongreges, and
n federal
vans, I won
ion caseg in
have been

-

)

be attorney

Buckley waits for more.
=2 that Lucky is struggling
ckley senses it, too..

le
7

(3 f

H)





Lucky stares,
glipping the £

There’s a flash of rage in Buckley.

LUCKY
Ma'am?

BUCKLEY
This is when you tell me what
you've got on me, hoping it keeps
me inside the tent pissing out,
instead of the other way around.
{then; eyes on the file)
Question is, how good’s your hand?

LUCKY .
I'm sure you’ll do what's right for
the country, Senator.

BUCKLEY
I'll do what I think is right, vyes.

LUCKY
I hope that includes not killing
the foreclosure freeze.

BUCKLEY
Senator Mullin made his choice.

LUCKY
Senator Mullin chose to follow hise
conscience. You should try it.

BUCKLEY

Just because a Preesident decides to
change the ruleg, doesn’t mean that
averyone else will play by them. I
hepe he knows that. We're both
democrats. That’e one thing. But
if he thinks the Republicans are
genna stop shooting --

LUCKY
Someone’s gotta stop shooting
first, Senator.

BUCKLEY
You stop shooting and you get shot.

ILRCKY
I respect yo Sehator. You may
not know this) but I'm still
registersd to te in Califeornis,.
Something I've Wone for you in
every election y§u’ve ever run in.

weighing the choice for another moment, before
ile into the trash capn beside them, then...

Sha controle it...

&P






FAGE |

CLIFF'S OFFICE

"HENRY
Wnat is going on nere?

" CLIYF
Whaddaya mean? I'm interviewing
receptionists. s

- HENRY
What exactly happened to Allison?
~ CLIFF
Come on. She waa never that good.
. HENRY
‘Ehe was the lest receptionliat we
aver had.
(beat)
Did you make a pass at her?
CLIF¥
(wary)
She told you that?
HENRY
NHo.
CLIFF
Then, ne. I did pg} make a pass
at her. ‘
HENRY
(disappointed)

Oh, Cliff. How many does this
make now? Filva?

CLIFF
But not gne haa rilad a paternity
sult.
 HENRY

(peinting to the
reception area)
And where did you find all these
women? They look like rejects
from an escort service.

CLIFF
They're not rejects. They are
frcm an escort servicae,





Cliff gets

FAGE 2

HENRY ' I
Get rid of them. All of them. .

CLIFF

(tough gquy)

Make me.
(beaat)
Just kiddini....
: (sitting on his desk,
into the intercom) .

lauke. 86 the babas, and pronto.
{to Henry)
Rappy now? '

HENRY.
(getting depressed)

‘No, Cliff. I'm not happy. This

is a business wa're running here.

CLIFF
You're right, Renry. I apologize.

up from his chalr and crosses to Henry.

CLIFF (cont'd)
I'm just so immature scmetimes.
let's face it: I'm a piqg.
(turns around)
Here. KXick me in the ass. Go
ahead. I deserve it. Xick me.

Henry ia torn. He starts to kick him...but can't.

CLIFF

You're angry, Henry. You'vae
gotta leat it out.

HENRY

I am not angry. Ko, 1f I were
angry I1'd be standing here
thinking about atringing you up
by your meaty thumbs, covering
your body with thousands of tiny
paper cuts, and dipping you in a
vat of freshly-squeezed lemon
fuice...

(heat, savoring the

thought...thean)

But I'm not angry. I'm just...
concerned. I'm concerned because
I care about you, Cliff, and I
want to be able to trust you. I
wvant our working relationahip
to ba as productive and mutually

fulfilling as humanly possible.
Get it?





FAGE 3

CLIPF 12,
{(long beat) )

You know, Henry. Sonetimes I

think about what it would be’

like being you -- being so

sensitive and thoughtful and

smart., But then I think == Hey.

I get lucky five, six times a

weak, 20 who needs sensitivae? .
Get it?

Henry stares at him., A beat...and then Cliff turms his
back to Henry again and sticks out his hutt.

CLIFF
Kick me.

HENRY

No.







MY DATE

Chad and Maggie
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INT. CRUSH LOUNGE - NIGHT

MAGGIE enters the lounge, she sees CHAD sitting by himself.
She checks the print out of his photo she’s holding, that’s
him. Maggie, beyond nervous, turns to leave. But instead,
she takes a deep breath and walks over to Chad’s table.

MAGGIE
Hi.

CHAD, fiddling with a piece of paper, looks up.

CHAD
Oh, hi.
MAGGIE
I'm, uh, I'm, uh, uh...
CHAD
(helping)
Maggie?
MAGGIE

Right, Maggie. That’s me.
That’s my name, Maggie.

(fast, nervous rambling )
Actually, it’s my aunt’s name. She
lives in Miami. I know, you’re not
supposed be named after someone
until they’re dead, but my other
sister’s named Rose, after my
grandmother, who is dead, and my
Aunt’s really pushy so my parents
made an exception. Don’t think
it’s actually illegal or anything.
I'm just hoping it won’t hurt my
chances of getting into heaven, you
know, like, when I die. Can I sit?

Maggie sits across from Chad.

CHAD
You want a drink?

MAGGIE
Sure.

Chad pushes his drink toward her.
CHAD

Here, it’s ginger ale. I haven't
had any yet.





MAGGIE
Thanks.

Maggie takes a sip.

CHAD
I lied. I had a sip. I don’'t know
why I said I didn’t. I don’t have
anything, you know, contagious. I
just... I'm sorry.

MAGGIE
It’'s okay. I lie sometimes, like
when I'm really nervous.

CHAD
Really? Me too.

Awkward silence.

CHAD (CONT’D)
Oh, here, I made this for you.

Chad hands Maggie an origami swan.

CHAD (CONT’D)
It’s a swan. I know, it’s stupid.

MAGGIE
No, it’s nice. People don't
usually do nice things, you know,
for strangers.

CHAD
You’'re not a stranger. I mean, not
really. I know that your
grandmother’s dead and that you
have a pushy Aunt in Florida and
well, you’re drinking my soda. So,
that’s more like friends, right?

MAGGIE
(nervous smile)
Right, friends.

Maggie takes a sip of the ginger ale then pushes it toward
Chad. He takes a sip. They share a smile.






CHARTL LR
Canelli and Rssociates.. . Moy Mon
can Toosll oyew back? I'wmoin bthe
middle ofes Whah?

Charlie locks genuinely concerned.

CHARLIE (00w DY
Ifm coming Ower.

charlie hangs up the phons aod noves past Bip in a huroy
until he bumps into Zahara. She looks a little nore madde up.
she diacrsetly hands Charlis & papern.

FAHATA
call me?

fhariie gbves ner 8 fake smile then races ofF,

TP . MBS, WINTEREBOTTOM RITCOHEW - LATER &

MAS. WINTERBOTIOM (late 307s8) cuddly and cute with salt and
pepper hair, is pouring a large glass of milk.

CHAHLIE {0.85.)
Mo

| HRE. WINTERBOTTOM
In ble Witehsn.

Chariie enters and huge his mem.

MRE., WINTERROTTOM [CONITDY
I hope you dontt gets in trouble for
leaving sardly from work te cons
hare.

CHABRLIE
You sald you have dander.

MRS, WINTERDOTTOM
Oh sweetheart, the dootor said I
hawe & ovst newl bt an arbtery Shat
peeds ko be removed. find, thers is
& shangs 1t could be canced. I'm
gonng e Lings.

Bhe kisses Dig Iovehead.

CHABRLIE
What type ol chance?

L S
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Mre. Winterbottom pulls a fresh sheet of cookies from the i
OVEN .
MRS. WINTERBOTTOM *
I made your favorite. Peanut butier *
chooolate chiv bubterfinger Reese's *
pleces anokias, i
CHARLIE .
Mom, I'm trying Lo be & good sou '
hers-- don‘t gide track me with *
some amazing smelling cockies. B
Mrs. Winterbottom goes to the fridge. *
MRS, WINTERBPOTTOM
You want a sode? ¥e have Tup,
Supkist, Fartz, Barg's roob beer...
charlise kaows his mom is holding something baok. *
CHARLIE ’
Mom. Btop. I don't want anything to *
eat o drink...yst. Just tell me. ®
What 1% ib? *
MRS . WINTERBGTTOM ¥
{sighs) *
I Just don’t want to burden you. *
CHARLTE *
What? *
Mre. Winterbotbom pulls out a lebhber. *
MES. WINTERBOTLOM *
The insurance company doesn’t want ®
to pay for the surgery. *
CHEARLIE *
What do you mean? That's what They i
do. They pay for it. *
MRS. WINTERBOTTOM *
Thew’ 11 pay for some, but they want *
mwe Lo pay for some oo, a
CHARLIE ¥
How mush do they want vou do pay? *
MRE. WINTERBOTTCH *
)

Twenty thousand dollarzs.






1t

CHRRLIE
{in shock)
What? Zhit hesdel

MES ., WINTERBOTTOM
T o knicai.

Chariie takes the paper from his mom and ploks up the wall

mounted phone next to an oversized wooden fork and spoon. Tha

phone cord is severely bwisted up. Tharlie holds the phone
cord and lsts the phone dangle. The phone beglns spilaning
flercely as the cord unwinds. Finally, Charile Jdials he
spaaks to the computer system.

CHARLTE
Sne, . JHinterbotton. . cEhves, , colain.
LHinterbob o, s W e . s 90
Back. .. ves. . Jintarbobton, . cyes.

Charlie hangs up.

CHARLIE {CONT D)
They re closed.

HRS, WIRTERBOTEOM
fher eves well up with
Lears)
oh Cheriie, what anm T colng to do.
Charils halds hils mon.
CHARLLE
Don?t ary mom, 1711 £ix this. Pirst
thing in the morning they' re gonna
give you that noney.

MES. WINTERBOTIOH
Yourre a good son.

After a bsat.

CHARLIE
Mom, e you esting & cookie?

Still hugging Charlie, Mrs. Winterbottom lifts her hang o
reveal a cookie she’s holding. She takes anobher bite.

MES, WINTEERBOTIOH
Yeraiia - -

OFF Charlie dnd his mom we. ..

DIBEOINE TO%

# oW & OF ¥

E I
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SAVING HER LIFE SAVES YOURS

by
Dakota Aesquivel

Pulp Theater Productions
(310) 200-4904





MAN WITH THE PLAN
(grasping his gun tightly)
I need good news, doc. I need
assurances you got it all handled.

CLAIRE
What is it about money that makes
you people think you can get away
with it?

For once, Man With The Plan is speechless. His eyes are
weary and road-mapped.

MAN WITH THE PLAN
It was more than that. Her asshole
husband just left her -- She was a
wreck. Planning this heist kept
her mind off things.

Man With The Plan sits on a chair, overwhelmed.

MAN WITH THE PLAN (CONT.)
(more to himself)
Gave her something to do anyways.
Other than cry about her
marriage...

CLAIRE
Did you even think about the
consequences?

MAN WITH THE PLAN
Nobody ever does. It was a good
plan, it worked. We did everything
right.

Blood squirts like a fountain on Claire, who quickly covers
it. Because Man With The Plan is behind her, he doesn’t see
it. Claire grimaces to herself.

CLAIRE
Well congratulations.

As Claire works feverishly on Wounded Bird’s wounds, Man With
The Plan walks away, kicking the black backpack away in
disgust.

CLAIRE (CONT.)
Any plans on kidnapping an
anesthesiologist? Because I could
use...
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MAN WITH THE PLAN
No one’s coming, alright? Do your
job.

CUT TO:

AN INCENSED MAN WITH THE PLAN

charges at Claire, knocking away boxes in his way --

He grabs her by the hair --

Throws her into the corner --

Man With The Plan presses the barrel of his gun to Claire’s
forehead.

Claire responds by converting into a quivering mess...

CLAIRE
Oh god please.

MAN WITH THE PLAN
What did I tell you? Saving her
life saves yours.

CLAIRE
I tried my best. I tried.

But any ounce of humanity left in him has been swallowed up
by pure, unadulterated rage...

MAN WITH THE PLAN
You let her die!

CLAIRE
No, no. If anyone let her die, you
did. She should have been in a
hospital.

Man With The Plan snaps the safety off his gun. Claire grabs
onto Man With The Plan’s leg.

MAN WITH THE PLAN
I promised her. I never let her
down.

CLAIRE
Oh god, please don’t kill me.
Please. Please.

Claire blinks in desperation --

CLAIRE’'S POV --
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Rapid photos of Claire posing in church, holding a bible and
conducting youth group ministry.

CLAIRE (V.O.) (CONT.)
Please. I'm begging you. I want
to live. Please. Find it in your
heart. Holy Mary, mother of God,
blessed be......

BACK TO SCENE

Man With The Plan backs away...
There’s been enough death tonight...
Claire is left a heaping mess, shivering in a veil of tears.

CLAIRE (CONT.)
I tried, I so tried.

Man With The Plan walks over Wounded Bird, places his gun on
the conveyor belt and stares at Claire. He then breaks down
sobbing.

Claire is still sobbing to herself...
CLAIRE (CONT.)
I won’'t tell anybody. I won't tell
anybody.

MAN WITH THE PLAN
Shut up.






- NBC 09:02:12p.m.  02-02-2007

FEB-24-2806 12:08 FROM:0UT OF PRACTICE 3238621163 ) TO:FAX NUMBER P.13/17

N CLARNSSA

O

Saiq it's "time for you to grow up.”

CLARISSA FASSES Y.

CLARTSSR
HA! (OFF WEIR LOOK) I'm sorxy,

You're right, my b-‘
You got a couple of ¥

DANNY

CLARIS
(CHUCKLING)

Not ao appropriate here

"ONTITLED PAUL reiSer ProTecT”

CLARISSA
AITING] You're richt. My bad.

She turns to exit, COMBCSES HERSELF and turng bhack:

S*“* CLARISSA (CONT'D}

Okay, mmal T want to say something
L

DANNY
You know, maybe later would be...

CLARISSA
{DETERMINED} No I want to say this.
Get it off my chest. (HERE IT COMES)
I have noticed - and, frankly, many
others in the workplace here have
noticed - that sometimes, with you,
there’s a "tone” in your voice...

DANNY
2 tone?

1/3
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FEB-24-26d6 12:88 FROM:OUT OF PRACTICE 3238621163 . TOiFAEX NUMBER ‘ P.14-17

CLARISSA
That's right - a “tone” in the way you
talk to people that, if you want to
know the truth, I find *not so
appropriate.”

DANNY
I don‘t think I ----

CLARISSA
ING HIM OFF) Appp, appp, apppp
You always get to
(HE YIELDS
Somg

0 irksome, believe met

HE STARTS TO SPEAK, RUT:

CLARISSA (CONT'D)
And you kmow I‘m not a complainer. Am
I? Have I ever complained before?
No. I have never missed a day's work
never been late - except that one time
my uncle had the blood vessel that
popped, I had to drive him to the
energency room., (AN ASIDE) Where his
skeeve wife was at 8:30 in the a.m.,
none of my business. But whatever. I
took him myszelf. That’s who I am.
And I'm not looking for a medal, I'm
just illusgtrating the point that other
than the one incident, I have never
been a minute late for a day of work.
And I think I do a damn goed job at my
job when I am here.

DANNY
You do.

213
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@ 3

CLARISSA
Thank you. (STARTING TC LOSE A BIT QOF
HER STEAM) Sa, I'wm just saying... You
might want Lo be a little bit more...
you know, sensitive to other people,
and...aad... to how you are.

DANNY .
(POINT TAKEN}) Well. If I have ever
been accidentally condescending to
you, I apologize. Really.

‘SHE IS5 MOVED BY HIS SINCERITY, AND SQFTENS CONSIDERABLY.

CLARISSA
Wahh... hey, it's net juat you. Thia
morning, some idiot.... I’'m making a
left on to Queens Boulevard, he cuts
right in front of me and -- (WAVES IT
AWAY) Bnd I'm also a little PMS-y
£9.... Plua, I didn’t eat lunch which
is... always a a bad idea with me. I
get a little extra irritable.

N ) DANNY
Hey, listen. Everybody's allowed to
(; \ blow off some steam once.in a while.
- CLARISSA
(NEVER KNEW THAT) Really®?
DANNY ' .
Sure.
CLARISSA

(COULDN'T BE HAPPIER)
Okay. Thanks.

SHE AWKWARDLY TRIED TQ FIND A GRACEFUL EXIT LINE.
CLARISSA (CONT'D)
80... Qkay... I'm gonna... I'm gonna
go eat an orange.

AND SHE HEADS OFF,

END_SCENE

3[s”

®
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EXT. VALLEY SPIRE COLLEGE CAMPUS -~ NEXT MORNIN

“custodial
rning shift at the

le gkateboards down the quad. Dressed
orm. Having just returned from his

S HALLWAY - SAME 86

#7d. Small band-aid on his
door to Dr. Weller's
Taped sign: CLASS CANCELED.

Cole turns &a®
facial scratch
CLASSROOM. Clo

rner, board in
Approaches

INT. HALLWAY - EDUCA UILDING - NEXT MOMENT 87
Cole approaches the
emanating under th
of Brahm.

, door to Kay’'s office. Sees light
The barely-audible concerto

Tries the ob. Unlocked.

ELLER’S OFFICE 88
lassical fills the room. Cole takes a peek inSdégde.

Ké's sitting at her desk, back turned to him. Watching the
rain through the window.

Cole contemplates. Gently shuts the door. Politely

‘approaches.

COLE

£ at. Kay peels off black sunglasses. Turns toc face him.
Her left eye, swollen and bruised.

cole’'s concern turns to silent fury.

COLE (CONT’D)
Jesus, were vou attacked again?

Kay shakes her head no.

COLE (CONT’D)
Then who?

Kay, scared silent. Cole spots that photo of John Weller.
Instantly knows. He starts off.

KAY
Cole, no!
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Darts up and grabs him before he can exit.

KAY (CONT'D)
I was late coming home, he was
drunk-

CQLE
I711 kill him.

KAY
Sshhh.

Kay puts a gentle, trembling finger over Cole’s lips. Moves
close.

KAY (CONT'D)
It’s getting too dangerous, he
suspects something. We have to end
it.

COLE

You know we can’'t. After
everything that’s happened. What
I'm feeling for you. It’s making
me crazy. I can’t just shut it
off.

(believes it)
Neither can you.

Kay looks at him. Single tear runs. He gently reaches in to
wipe it. Kay pulls away. Crosses her arms. Cole weighs
every supple move and gesture.

COLE (CONT'D)
I see how he is with you. It
hasn’'t been the first time, has it?
(off her silence)
Has he already conned you into an
gexcuse?

Kay lingers on this. Quiet and sad:

KAY
Tennis lesson.

Beat. Cole almost grins.
COLE
How long can you go on like this,
Kay? How many times are we gonna
go around the track?

Kay faces him. All defenses and walls broken down.
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KAY
You don’'t think I haven’t thought
about leaving him?! He’s the dean
of a school. We're established
here, it’s not that easy-

COLE
Yeah, it is. You pack a bag and
walk out the front door. People do
it every day.

KAY
I have a life here.

Cole pauses on this. Regards her bruise.

COLE
For how long?

Kay holds on this. Cole goes to embrace her. She's scared,
resistant. Paces around. Cole has to try it:

COLE (CONT'D)
Do you love me.

KAY
What -—- 7

COLE
Do yvou. Love me?

Loud enough that others might hear. Kay turns up the music,
moves close into him.

KAY
Cole, you have to-

COLE
ENOUGH.

Cole grabs hold of her. Pulls her close. So close.

COLE (CONT'D)
Every emotion, every impulse I feel
in you tells me you do. Why don’t
you just say it?

KAY
Cole, we have to-

COLE
sSAY IT.
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KAY
I love you, I do.
(breathless, kisses him)
I love you so much it feels like
I'm ripping apart.

Cole, quietly elated. Puts his hands on her face.

COLE
Then come with me.
(holds her gently,
closely)
We can be together. Without all...
this. Just you and I.

KAY
But my tenure-

COLE
The hell with your tenure, you can
teach anywhere.

She shakes her head.

KAY
Tt’s like I told you. There’s too
much at stake. My husband has
control. Over finances, everything-

COLE
What did vou tell me about control?
What did you tell me, Kay? You
told me ninety percent will never
have it. Am I still in that club?

Kay looks deeply into his eyes. & whisper:

KAY
No. But it’'s complicated.

COLE
I hate that word.

KAY
o do I, but it’'s true.

pushes away from him. Turns to face the window. Cole
watches her. She contemplates. gomething she’s afraid to
speak.

Ccole, sees it in her face. Moves closer.







EXT. FORD
COLE backs away, as RAILLY scrambles out of the trunk, swinging.

He slips, falls, and she starts kicking him as she rants
hysterically.

RAILLY
I could have died in there. If something

had happened to you I would have died.

COLE is lying on the ground, looking up, his lip caked with
blood.

COLE
I...I...I'm really sorry.

Noticing his cuts and torn clothes, she stops kicking him.

RAILLY
What have you done? Did you...kill someone?
COLE
(getting to his feet)
No! TI...don't think so. I stole a car
and they chased me. I hit a tree.
RAILLY
See -- you can drive after all!
COLE
Yeah, sort of, I guess. I...I'm sorry

I locked you up. I thought...I thought...
I think maybe I am crazy!

She looks at him. Breakthrough? Very calm now, the doctor.

RAILLY
What made you think that?

COLE
Jeffrey Mason said it was my idea about
the virus. And suddenly, I wasn't
sure. We talked when I was in the
institution, and it was all...fuzzy.
The drugs and stuff.

(horrified)

You think maybe I'm the one who wiped
out the human race? It was my idea?

RAILLY
Nobody is going to wipe out the human
race. Not you or Jeffrey or anybody
else. You've created something in your
mind, James -- a substitute reality.
In order to avoid something you don't
want to face.





COLE
I'm..."mentally divergent". I would
love to believe that.

RAILLY
It can be dealt with, but only if you
want to. I can help you.

COLE reacts to the sound of VOICES in the woods, dogs BARKING.

COLE
I need help all right. They're coming
after me.

RATILLY

First, it's important that you
surrender to them instead of them
catching you running. Okay?

COLE
(brightening)
It would be great if I'm crazy. If I'm
wrong about everything...the world will be
okay. I'll never have to live underground.

RAILLY
Give me the gun.

COLE
The gun! ... I lost it
RAILLY
You're sure?
COLE
(showing her)
No gun!
(looking up)
Stars! Air! I can live here. Breathe!

RAILLY starts around to the front of the car.

RAILLY
I'm going to attract their attention,
let them know where we are, okay?

RAILLY gets in the driver's seat...and starts to HONK the horn.

RAILLY
(calling out)
They'll tell you to put your hands on top
of your head. Do what they tell you. You're
going to get better, James -- I know it!

ANGLE ON COLE, spotting something on the ground. An insect! He
reaches down to grab it, but, instead, grins, grabs some grass,





stands, and starts rubbing it happily all over his face. The
HORN BLARES as COLE looks up at the sky.

ANGLE ON THE NIGHT SKY, the moon full, the sky rich with stars.
ANGLE ON COLE, tears of joy running down his face.

COLE
I love this world!

ANGLE ON RAILLY, in the driver's seat, hearing near-by SHOUTS

from the woods. The police are almost here. She gets out of
the

car, starts around toward COLE.

RATILLY
Remember, I'm going to help you. I'll
stay with you. I won't let them...

She breaks off mid-sentence...stares, stunned!

COLE is gone. Disappeared.






INT. GLOBE HOTEL ROOM 44 - MINUTES LATER (DAY)

COLE sits on the lumpy bed in the dingy room, watching RAILLY
pace back and forth like a mad woman.

RAILLY
Okay...you were standing there looking
at the moon...you were eating grass...
then what?

COLE

I thought I was in...prison again.

RAILLY
Just like that? You were in prison?

COLE
No, not really. It's...it's in my
mind. Like you said.

RAILLY
You disappeared! One minute you were
there, the next minute you were gone.
Did you run through the woods?

COLE
I don't know -- I don't remember.

RAILLY
The boy in the well. How did you know
that was just a hoax?

COLE
It was? I didn't...know.

RAILLY
James, you said he was hiding in the barn...

COLE
I think I saw a TV show like that when

I was a kid. Where a boy...

RATILLY
IT WASN'T A TV SHOW! IT WAS REAL!

COLE looks at her. She's really upset.

COLE
Well, maybe that kid saw the same TV
show and copied it. Listen, you were

right, it's all in my head. I'm mentally
ill, I imagine all that stuff. I know
they're not real, I can trick them, make
them do what I want. I just worked on
them in my head and I got back here. I
can get better. I can stay here.





RAILLY pulls a photo from her purse, shows it to COLE.

It's the uncropped picture from her book, the photo of JOSE in
WWI with a fuzzy image of COLE on the edge of the frame,

RAILLY
What does this mean to you?

COLE
...I had a dream about...something
like that.
RAILLY
You had a bullet from World War One in
your leg, James! How did it get there?
COLE
You said I had delusions -- that I
created a world -- you said you could

explain everything...

RATILLY
Well, I can't. ... I mean...I'm trying
to. I can't believe that everything we

do or say has already happened, that we
can't change what's going to happen,
that I'm one of the three billion
people who are going to die...soon.

COLE stands, moves close to her.

COLE
I want to be here. 1In this time. With
you. I want to become...become a whole
person. I want this to be the present.

I want the future to be unknown.

RAILLY
(sudden hopeful idea!)
James...do you remember...six years
ago...you had a phone number! You

tried to call and...

WHAM! The door flies open, kicked violently, the flimsy lock
not

holding. A menacing figure stands in the doorway. WALLACE. A

wiry biker-type with jail house tattoos and mean eyes.






INT. ISOLATION CELL

COLE stares at RAILLY.

real...vivid

colors...each sound, however slight,

loud...

and yet she appears to him almost like a vision.

RAILLY
Mr. Cole? My name is Doctor Railly.
I'm a psychiatrist. I work for the
County -- I don't work for the police.
My only concern is your well being --
do you understand that?

COLE
I need to go now.

RAILLY
I'm going to be completely honest. I'm
not going to lie to you. I can't make

the police let you go...but I do want
to help you. And I want you to trust
me. Can you do that, James? May I
call you "James"?

COLE
"James"! Nobody ever calls me that.

RAILLY
(frowns, studies him)
Have you been a patient at County?
Have I seen you someplace?

COLE
No, not possible. Listen, I have to
get out of here. I'm supposed to be
getting information.

RAILLY
What kind of information?

COLE
It won't help you. You can't do anything
about it. You can't change anything.
RATILLY

Change what?

COLE
I need to go.

RATILLY
Do you know why you're here, James.

COLE
Because I'm a good observer. Because I

The environment is intensely

very distinct,

almost





have a tough mind.

RAILLY
I see. You don't remember assaulting a
police officer...several officers?

COLE
They wanted identification. I don't have
any identification. I wasn't trying to
hurt them.

RAILLY

You don't have a driver's license,
James? Or a Social Security card?

COLE

RAILLY
Why not? Most people have some ID.

COLE
You wouldn't understand.

RATLLY
You've been in an institution, haven't
you, James? A hospital?

COLE
I have to go.

RATILLY
A jail? Prison?

COLE
Underground.
RAILLY
Hiding?
COLE
I love this air. This is wonderful air.
RAILLY

What's wonderful about the air, James?

COLE
It's so clean. No germs.

RAILLY
You're afraid of germs?

COLE
I have to go.

RATILLY
Why do you think there aren't any germs





in the air, James?

COLE
This is April, right?

RAILLY
July.
COLE
(sudden panic)
July?!

RAILLY
Do you know what year it is?

COLE
What year is 1it?

RAILLY
What year do you think it is?

COLE
19957

RAILLY
You think it's July of 1995? That's
the future, James. Do you think you're

living in the future?
COLE
(slightly confused)
No, 1995 is the past.

RAILLY
1995 is the future, James. This is 1989.

COLE looks stunned.
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EXT. GROCERY STORE PARKING LOT - DAY

Denise Burgess loads GROCERIES into the back of her mini-van.
She reaches for the last bag in the shopping cart, when STRONG
HANDS pick it up for her instead. REVEAL --

A MAN in pressed khakis and tucked-in polo shirt. This A%~
COLONEL RAYMOND STURRIDGE, 40s, fit, an impressive wi?fiazi‘\\
L ~

RN
5

> S
s—lmr COL. STURRIDGE e
Let me help you with that, Captain
‘ Burgess.
DENISE
(surprised)
Colonel.

COL. STURRIDGE
We need to talk.

INT. DENISE BURGESS’S MINI-VAN - LATER

TQR .~ 7

You're going to D.C. on Friday. Plane

tickefs~ Hetel reservation -- it’'s all
bry. Keep that phone with
Fimes. Check into the hotel

avely, nods.

COL. STURRIDGE
ofi this moment forward Phoenix
arameters are in effect. I don’t need
o remind you what that entails.
(then)
Do you have a cover story prepared for
your family?

'ls

Q\
S
R
’\
:
— g—
=
:
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DENISE

(a quick beat, then)
Yes, sir. é‘E’A '

Colonel Sturridge studies her a moment, then nods, climbs out of
the car. HOLD on Denise, and now that she’s alone, she lets her
emotions show. FEAR sweeps across her features. TN
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STURA! DGE

ACT SIX
INT. D.C. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE - ROTUNDA - DAY

A grand rotunda. Armed court officers work SECURITY at each
entrance. Attorneys, court employees, etc. go about their day.
In the middle of this crowd, FIND DENISE BURGESS standi ear a
bench, waiting, ANXIOUS. The red phone RINGS. She an

s )

SW-T Zs, Colonel. DENISE

COL. STURRIDGE (OVER PH
Your contact will be wearing a black
trenchcoat. He will have a briefgasg
you. Accept the briefcase and pfq
taxi back to your hotel.

DENISE

Is that it, sir? \
COL. STURR

That’s it, Captain. I’ 23 ou there.
DENI

SE
Yes sir. Thank yoq,/h\ é- s
Tl R —

A~

“ -
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| Stor\dee™
- INT. FBI - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY ’_P_ﬁ_ﬂ

R

W Colonel, your ¢ eration in this

3 investigation will only help you.

A beat, then, stj g away, as if lost in thought:

COL. STURRIDGE )

n’t help me. You can’t protect me.
ly a cog in their system, just

, Colonel Broyles... And now that
» longer of use to them, they’ll
Jénse of me like yesterday’s garbage.

Broyl es at him a beat.

BROYLES
What was in the briefcase, Colonel? Why
were you trying to destroy it?

A beat. Finally, Sturridge turns to Broyles. Says softly: 4/;

-
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COL. STURRIDGE
You have no idea what’s really going on
out there, do you? What we’'re up
against?

BROYLES
Why don’t you tell me.

Sturridge holds Broyles’ gaze. An edge of fear in hi oic

COL. STURRIDGE
You’ll find out. Soon enough you’ll £
find out.
(beat)

But by then, I suppose it really wonst
matter. é‘E“ﬁ
. ) i







[PPTH Entrance/Lobby/Cuddy's Office. Cuddy enters, looking tired. House sidles up near
her.]

GREG HOUSE: [cheerful] Morning!
LISA CUDDY: [reacts with a start] Uh-huh. Where did you come from?
[They stop at the Nurse's Station, for Cuddy to sign in.]

GREG HOUSE: Apes, if you believe the democrats. I heard you were there when I was
proven right. The alcohol treatment took away the heart and fever problems.

LISA CUDDY: Yes, I was also there when you were proven wrong. She'd been silently
screaming for two hours.

[She starts to walk towards her office. He follows.]

LISA CUDDY: Amylase and lipase are through the roof. She has pancreatitis.
GREG HOUSE: 1V alcohol can cause pancreatitis.

LISA CUDDY: Okay.

[She enters her office. House looks puzzled. He follows her in.]

[In her office, Cuddy puts her bag on the table, removes her jacket and gets her labcoat.
House limps inside.]

GREG HOUSE: You're not gonna argue with me?
LISA CUDDY: Nope.

GREG HOUSE: You think I'm right?

LISA CUDDY: Nope.

[She goes behind her desk.]

GREG HOUSE: Why not?

LISA CUDDY: Nope.

GREG HOUSE: It's not really a "Yes or No" question.

LISA CUDDY: Which is why I'm not answering it.





GREG HOUSE: If it's not the IV alcohol, it's gotta be the...

[She starts unpacking her bag, without looking at him.]

LISA CUDDY: [interjecting] Not interested.

GREG HOUSE: If I'm wrong, she's gonna die. Are you sure you're still Dean of Medicine?
[She looks at him.]

LISA CUDDY: I'm not interested in arguing because I'm not interested in enabling you. You
need someone to bounce ideas off of. You need a team.

[She starts to walk out. House turns to follow.]
LISA CUDDY: Don't follow me.

[House starts dead in his tracks.]

CUT TO:
[House's Office. Day. House sits at his desk, speaking to himself (or something).]

GREG HOUSE: [counting on his fingers] MAO Inhibitor caused the fever. Alcohol caused the
pancreatitis. Alcohol withdrawal caused the V-Tach

[He looks at his Magic Eightball.]

GREG HOUSE: [reading] "You're logic is irrefutable.”
LISA CUDDY: You're wrong.

[He looks up to see Cuddy entering.]

GREG HOUSE: Well, who're you gonna believe? A classic toy or a woman who, if she had
any confidence in her ideas, wouldn't feel the need to distract you with a water bra?

LISA CUDDY: [ignoring the jibe] Are you really just gonna treat the pancreatitis?
GREG HOUSE: Are you here to enable me?
LISA CUDDY: I don't want her to die because you're stubborn.

GREG HOUSE: Wow, so you can enable and rationalize at the same time. Guess you are still
Dean of Medicine.





[He picks up a parcel on his desk and starts opening it.]

LISA CUDDY: If you're right, then this guy, who's not an ass, who's not a workaholic, who's
not a sociopath, has somehow missed both her depression and severe alcoholism.

GREG HOUSE: Yes, imagine that, a couple with secrets.

[He gets the parcel open and looks inside.]

LISA CUDDY: [insistent] Why would she lie?

[House's expression darkens when he sees the contents of the box.]

LISA CUDDY: [deadpan] Okay, alcoholism you don't wanna advertise. But... [notices
House's shocked expression]

[House quickly picks up the box and his cane and starts to limp outside. Cuddy follows.]

LISA CUDDY: If you're right, there'd be an abnormality on the pancreas. At least do an MRI
to confirm.

[They both walk outside.]






CUT TO: EXT. MEYER HOUSE - PORCH]
(We hear a doorbell ring. SUSAN runs to the door with a towel wrapped
around her body.)

SUSAN:
I’m coming! (opens the door to KARL) Karl, what are you doing here? I
asked you to come tomorrow.

KARL:
You said you wanted to talk, it sounded important.

SUSAN:
Tomorrow! I’m in a towel!

KARL:
We were married 14 years, I know what’s under there. Come on. (walks
into the house)

SUSAN:
I’m not really ready for this, I was gonna have a whole speech prepared.

KARL:
Brandy and I have plans tomorrow. I suggest you wing it.

SUSAN:
Oh. Um, okay. Here’s the thing, Karl. I was thinking about what happened
in the driveway yesterday. And I just don’t wanna, I don’t wanna live like
this. I don’t wanna be that kind of person. And I just thought, if the two of
us had a nice calm... I need an apology, Karl.

KARL:
A what?

SUSAN:
An apology. For the way you ended our marriage. You never took any
responsibility for your behaviour.

KARL:
I don’t know what to say, Susan. The heart wants what it wants.

SUSAN:
What does that mean?

KARL:
I fell in love.





SUSAN:
While you were married to someone else! (gesturing to herself)

KARL:
The heart... wants what it wants.

SUSAN:
Yeah, well, my heart wants to hurt you, but I can control myself.

KARL:
I don’t wanna go back to that ugly place, really, and if you do, I suggest
you get some help. (walks outside)

SUSAN:
(follows him outside, still wearing just the towel) You know what? I don’t
need an apology. I don’t need anything from you.

KARL:
You’re humiliating yourself. (gets in the car)

SUSAN:

(opens the passenger side door, and bends down to talk to him) No, you’re
the one who’s been humiliating yourself, Karl, why don’t you see that?
You walked out on your family. People think you’re scum, not me. So
worry about yourself, I’'m okay with me. I can walk down the street and

walk my head high. (shuts the passenger side door of KARL’s CAR as he

drives off, pulling the towel off SUSAN)
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GH CASTING

CARLY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
{CARLY, DANTE;
DANTE IS WORKING FOR CARLY AS A
BODYGUARLD. HE'™S CHARMING,
FLIRTATICIS, ARROGANT - AND
HIDING MORE THAN CNE SECRET. HE
AND CARLY HAV- SLEPT TOGETHER -
AND DANTE KKOWS IT WAS A
MISTAKEL. CARLY HURRIES TN,
HAPPY TC SEE HIM.
CARLY
Have you been wailting long?
DANTE
I'm pazd tec wait.
CARLY
Itfs still no fun. So I"1l make
it up to you. How do vyou feel
akcout frozen pizza-?
DANTE
Never given it a lot of thought.
CARLY
Don‘t be like that. I'm asking
you to dinner.
DANTE

I’m paid to guard ycou. Net eat

with you.

3236714440 p.2
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GH CASTING 3236714440

CARLY
You weren’'t paid to sleep with
me either - but vou managzd.
DANTE
I already apologized.
CARLY
I don’t want an apology.
DANTE
No, vou want a repeat but it’s
not going tc happen.
CARLY
{SNAPS, HURT) What if I pay
extra?
CANTE CAN SEE HE”S HURT CARLY.
IT MAKES HIM ANGRY - AT HIMSELFE
AND THE IMPOSSIBLE SITUATION.
CaNTE
Why can’t vou let this go?
CARLY
Because I like you.
DANTE
My lifs 1s complicated. It's
got nothing to do with you -

it s about me.

p.3
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CARLY
You live alons, Dante. You
don’t have eny family. So how -
[complicated can your life
really be]

DANTE
(CVER) The cnly way I do my job
is by shuztting down. Staying
cbhbjective. If I start to get
attached, I'm useless. So do us
both a faver and leave me tha
lhell aleone. I'm not who you
want anyway. I'm a sukstitute
for the ex-husband vou can’t
have. Almost as crazy as Sonry.
Just not nearly as rich.

CARLY
You’rs not a substitute for
anyon=. - want ycu for
yoursslf.

DANTE
You don’t even xnow whc I am.

ON DANTE, FADE TO BLACK.

313
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I NT. H GH SCHOCOL - CLASS ROOM

Daria sits in her desk an inpatient nonent. The sounds
outside getting worse. Finally she can’'t take it anynore.
She gets up and opens the blinds. She recoils in horror. As
she backs away hands appear banging on the wi ndows from
out si de.

Suddenly there is a sound in the roomw th her. She spins.

It’s Anthony.
ANTHONY
VWhat the hell? Were's M.
St ephens?
DARI A

He's out there.
Ant hony tries to wal k toward the w ndow.

DARI A
NO Don’t go over there. | think
they were eating him

ANTHONY
Sonething is wong. Sonething
really wong.

The nmutants pound again on the w ndow.

DARI A
Shit. We have to get out of here.

ANTHONY
Were are we going to go, have you
| ooked out there? This isn't
hapening. This isn't real

DARI A
This is happening and we need to
t hi nk.

ANTHONY

What are we going to do?
The crowd at the w ndow grows nore aggressive.

DARI A
We have to find sone where safe.
W have to go.





ANTHONY
| can’t go out there. | can't die
l'i ke that.

DARI A
Just cal mdown. Listen to ne.
It’s going to be okay you just have
to trust ne okay?

ANTHONY
kay.

DARI A
kay?

The wi ndow smashes and glass falls to the floor.

They | eave.
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THEY GO.

A BEAT,

Faul!
A BEAT. AYAN LOOKS AT DAVID.

AT AN
Wow. Your mom is really gone.

DAVID
Yeah. You ¢kay?
THEN ALAN DOES A LITTLE JIC,

ATAN
Oh, yeah, she’s gone. Oh, yeah, gone
baby gone.

DAVID
Dad, I know this is your first
reaction, but maybe mom will come back
in a few weeks.

ALAN
Don't even say that. I mean, I love
your mother, but David, she was
sucking the soul out of my chest with
a silly straw. Love her, great woman,
but she was crushing my spirit.

DAVID

Dad, thisz is a sericus——

Romsed 9y,
Q-Pﬂs'.





Untitled Chris Case David/Alan 15

ATAN
This is geoing to be great. A father
and a son, hanging out together, being
guys. With no woman to tell them what
to do. Just two men,
DAVID LOOKS AT HIM BLANKLY.
ALAN (CONT'D)
Come on, get into it. Two men.
ALAN PUTS AN UNLIT CIGAR IN HIS MOUTH,
DAVID

(TRYING) Us guys.

ALAN
Father.

DAVID
And son,

ATAN
Loving life.

DAVID
Living it.

AT.AN

Living it large.
DAVID

Like a father and & son should.
ALAN

Yeah.
DAVID

(DEEP VOICE) Oh, yeah.

>





Untitled Chris Case David/Alan 16

ALAN LIGHTS HIS CIGAR.

ALAN
Do you hear that?

DAVID
Ne.

ALAN
That’s because there's nothing to
hear! Because your motheyr -- who T
love and adore -- is not flapping her
noisemaker at me to put it out!

DAVID
No flapping!

ALAN
We’'re smoking and snoring and whizzing
with the seat up!

DAVID
Seat’s stayin’ up.

ATLAN
I'm going to eat gausage wrapped in
bacon and leave the crumbs on the
counter. That's right, I am going to
actively court antg!

DAVID
Look out ants, here comes food!

ALAN

Have a puff, manly man.





Untitled Chri= Case David/Alan 17,

DAVID

I would love a puff.

DAViID TAKES A PUFF OF THE CIGAR AND BEGINS COUGHING AND
HACKING VIOLENTLY. AMY JUST SHAKES HER HEAD.

DAVID (CONT'D)

(COUGHING) Gonna be great! Really

great. (COUGH) Can’'t wait.

SMASH CUT TO;

STV





Untitled Chris Case David/Alan 20

CT T S 5

INT. ALAN’'S BEDROOM/LIVING ROOM

iw ALAN IS GETTING READY FOR HIS DATE.

E 65, ENTERS FROM THE SCREEN DOOR.

RICHARD

- B Hey, neighbor. Heard somebod

big date,

ALAN
Hey, Dickie.

RICHARD
I brought you a little presen
(HANDS HIM ENVELOPE) Cialis
medical marijuana. I eall it
and A Poke.~

DAVID ENTERS.

DAVID
Dad, she’s here. Thig is goi
awegome. We're going to get
on your feet, and me off mine
little.

ATAN

Let’s get a peek at the goods

RICHARD, ALAN’'S FRIEND,

y has a

t.
and

" Toke

ng te be
you back

=1

THEY LOCK QUT THE DOOR. FROM TEEIR POV WE SEE SUSAN
STANDING, WAITING., ALAN SEES HER, S5IZES HER UP, SHUTS THE

DOOR.
ALAN (CONT'D)
i'm not going out with her.

old.

B

She’‘s too





Untitled Chris Case David/Alan

DAVID
What do you mean? She;s your age.
ATAN
Exactly. You zaid she was really
attractive,
DAVID
5he is really attractive.
ALAN
Not to me.
DAVID
Dad, vou have a perfectly attractive
and age-appropriate woman out there
ready to meet you.
ALAN
I did not get blessed with singlehood
to waste it on a woman mny age.
RICHARD
Plus, these women down here, all they
do is gossip.
ALAN
Yeah, if it gets ocut that I went out
with a woman my own age, I will be
hounded like 2 celebrity. They’re
vicious and horny, David.
SUSAN (0.C.)

Hello? David?

“I

21
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DAVID
Dad, get out there,

ATAN
If you can beat me at arm wrestling,
I'll go.

DAVID

Dad!

SUSAN (0.C.)

STV

DOOR. WHILE DAVID IS
E SLIDING GLASS DOOR AND THEY

Anybody there?
DAVID TURNS AND LOOKS OUT T
DISTRACTED, RICHARD QPFENE
LEAVE.
DAVID
(CALLS TC SUSAN) Just a second! Be
right out! Right on out with a nice
older man!
DAVID TURNS BACK AND ALAN AND RICEARD ARE GONE. THE SLIDING
DOOR IS OPEN AND A BREEZE BLOWS THE CURTAIN. DAVID PEEKS HIS
HEAD OUT.
DAVID (CONT’D)
Dad! Richard!

HE PUTS HIS HAND ON THE DOOR FRAME AS HE SLAMS THE DOOR IN
FRUSTRATION ~-- RIGHT ON HIS HAND. HE REACTS,

DAVID (CONT’D)
Owie,

CUT TQ;

3

TOTAL FP.014






IT’S ALWAYS SUNNY IN PHILADELPHIA

DENNIS

So what are your dreams?

SWEET DEE

Mmm?

DENNIS

What are your goals? What are your aspirations?

SWEET DEE

Are you serious about that?

DENNIS

Yeah, what are you doing?

SWEET DEE

Dennis, our own father just fired us, what do you think I’'m doing?! I’'m signing us up for
unemployment benefits.

DENNIS

Unemployment? Nah, Dee that’s for deadbeats, come on. We got a golden opportunity here.
You know? We could do anything we want if we put our minds to it.

SWEET DEE

You’'re right. Ok, well I guess I could use this time to get my acting career off the ground.
DENNIS

And I fully support you.

SWEET DEE

You do?

DENNIS

Absolutely. Look, the old Dennis would have said: Dee, your sad little acting ship sailed a
decade ago. It’s pathetic. But the new Dennis says that it’s not my place to kill your pipe
dreams. You should go for it.

SWEET DEE

Really?

DENNIS

Yes. Come on, this is America! We’re gonna go for it, we’re gonna work hard, we’re gonna
reach for the stars, we’re gonna become more succesful than our parents.

SWEET DEE

We can shove it in their faces.

DENNIS

Make ‘em eat shit.

SWEET DEE

Murder ‘em in his sleep!

DENNIS

What?

SWEET DEE

Oh look, we qualified.

DENNIS

Really? How much?

SWEET DEE





Four hundred a week.

DENNIS

Four hund-- that’s more than we make at the bar.
SWEET DEE

I know. It’s much more.

DENNIS

Ok, new plan: we’re gonna go on unemployment.
SWEET DEE

Yeah.

DENNIS

I mean that’s what it’s there for right?

SWEET DEE

Um, duh. They wouldn’t make it so easy if we weren’t supposed to have it.
DENNIS

Exactly. And we really need it, for the right reasons.
SWEET DEE

You’re damn right we got the right reasons.
DENNIS

I like this new plan.

SWEET DEE

And in the mean time we will focus and work hard and keep our nose to the grindstone... right?
DENNIS

Absolutely.

SWEET DEE

You want a beer?

DENNIS

Absolutely.






THE VISTA CRUISER

ERIC and DONNA are sitting. DONNA yawns and stretches her arm behind ERIC'S head. SHE
starts playing with his hair.

ERIC: “Donna, I'm really not in the mood.”

DONNA: “Oh, come on. I'm just trying to get a little action here!”
ERIC: “Donna, I just can't.”

DONNA: “Come on, all the other guys are doing it!”

HE turns around and looks at her.

DONNA: “What's going on? Are you like, mad at me or something?”
ERIC: “T just...Donna, I saw my parents having sex.”

DONNA jumps back.

DONNA: “Oh, god! Ewww!”

ERIC: “Yeah.”

DONNA: “And you liked it, right?”

ERIC: “Oh, god no! That's sick! That was sick!”

DONNA: “I'm kidding Eric, I'm kidding!”

ERIC: “Oh! Good one.”

DONNA: “Alright, look. I'm gonna tell you something I've never told anybody else, alright?
When I was twelve I saw my parents doing it.”

ERIC is surprised.

ERIC: “How...how did you get over it?”





DONNA: “Well, at first I was like, completely freaked out! But then eventually the pain receded,
and I was able to live again.”

ERIC: “Donna, I don't see this receding. I mean, I walked in on Red and Kitty and they
were...right in the middle!”

DONNA: “Oh, god, that's nothing. I caught my parents outside, in broad daylight, on the
hammock. Where I used to read, like, my Nancy Drew mysteries!”

ERIC: “Wow, man that is so much worse than mine!”

DONNA: “Oh, god! I can remember like, little bits of naked skin peeking through the holes of the
hammock.”

SHE has a far away look in her eyes.

ERIC: “Wow. It's weird, but, knowing what you've been through just makes me feel so much
better. Because, you're like, totally over it. Right?”
SHE continues, interrupting him.

DONNA: “And later, they came inside, and they had like, this checkerboard pattern all over their
arms and legs! And my dad laughed, and said they fell asleep on the hammock. But I knew it was
a lie. I knew what he did to my mom!”

SHE clamps her hand on her mouth.

ERIC: “Your mom... Okay, I'm ready to fool around.”

DONNA: “Please take me home!”
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INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE ~ LATER (D-1)

Cathy sits on an exam table in a PAPER ROBE talking to young
handsome DR. TODD who listens patiently.

CATHY
We didn’t really have that much
money growing up but we did have a
pool in our back yard and my
brother and I would stay in it all
summer making up dives. My
signature was the Banana Split and
Dive.






DR. TODD
Scunds fun.

CATHY
Except when Sean would hold me
under the water and fart on my
face.

She glances down To see that her paper robe 1s slightly open
in the front.

CATHY (CONT'D)
Ch, hello breast. How long has
that been happening?

DRE. TODD
I didn’'t notice.

CATHY
Well, screw you. Anyway, in regard
to vour guestion, I don’t think I
want to de that.

DR. TODD
Not at all?

CATHY
I qjust have always liked my hair.
I ¢cry every time I get it cut.

DR. TODD
You won't necesgsarily lose your
hair.

CATHY

My nose is another story. If you
told me I was going to lose my nose-

He hands her A BROCHURE.

CATHY (CONT'D)
What‘s this?

DR. TCDD
Some information on alternative
treatments.

CATHY
Oh, crap. I thought it was a cure.

DR. TODD
How doeg vour husband feel?





CATHY
He has a knot in his back from
gsleeping weird. He’s using a
heating pad. Is that what vou’d
recommend? (off Dr. Todd's look) I
haven’t told him yet.

Dr. Todd is clearly taken aback.

DR. ToDD
I grew up with parents who
perfected the art of talking about
each other in front of each other
but not actually to each other, and
still, you’ve shocked me.

CATHY
I'm just kind of a private person.
Except around you. I can’'t seem to
shut up arcund you.

He hands her ANOTHER BROCHURE.

DR. TODD
Here are some tips on how te tell
vour loved ones. A lot of pecople
find it difficult.

CATHY
Are you married?

DR. TODD
No. But I think T'd want to know.

CATHY
I planned to tell him. But when I
got home that day, he had trapped a
mouse under a skillet and was
standing there waiting for me to
come do something about it and I
tust found myself saving “I need to
be alone for a while.”

He hands her yet ANOTHER BROCHURE.

DE. T0DD
Some support groups you might be
interested in.

CATHY
I just got an image of when you do
get married, you and vour bride
standing at the altar passing
brochures back and forth.






DR. TODD
Don‘t you think you should be
honest with vyour family?

CATHY
Honesty is overrated. White lies
can really keep a marriage
together. You’'re single s0 vou
still romanticize the idea of a
gymbiotic relationship with no
secrets.

DR. TODD
Can you tell your brother?

CATHY
I'm afraild he’d just try to sgueeze
in one last attempt to fart on my
face for old times sake.

DR, TODD
I don't have a brochure for that.

CATHY
Then are we done?

He hands her a prescription.

Beat.

DR. TODD
2s neseded for discomfort.

CATHY
Wow. I should get in touch with my
college bovfriend and see if he
still has his bong.

DR. T0DD
You den’t have to. You can get it
in cigarettes, tea, cockies,
brownies...

CATHY
Can T mix and match?

DR. TODD
I believe you can.

CATHY
I believe I will.

DR, TODD
Tell someone, Cathy.

7






He grabs his jacket and exits.

30

She stares after him for a

moment, then turns to the phone and plays Dr. Todd’s message

again.

EXT. QU7

Cathy has £

You're like a doB,
that.

DR
Eventually
them.

; CATHY
#he not.
of year.

DR. TQLD
Moroccoo’'s

CATHY

Doeg it get easier?
like it?
a God complex?

DR. TODD
You‘re my first.

ge pieces of cake in front of hery

sq_rand@m.

Maybhe yvou should tell
After all, vou have more practice
with giving this sort of news.

Do yveou kind of
Does it give vou a bit of

BOOR CAFE — THE NEXT MORNIRG (D-3)

Dr. Todd

M Maybe 1711 just ledye &
#boat It on my front door that sa
heard Morocoo was great this time

them for ms.






Beat.
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CATHY
Really?

DR. TODD
I mean...l’ve been in on other
diagnoses, with other doctors when
I was in training--

CATHY
How cld are you?

DR. TODD
Thirty-one.

CATHY
{teasing)
Holy Shit. (sarcastic) Shows you
how good my insurance is. I got
the new guy. What 1f I'm healthy
as a horse and you just got caught
up in yeouthful exuberance?

DR. TOLRD
That's what second opiniocns are
for.

CATHY
Sw, as your first, how was I7

DR. TODD
The first thing you said was, “It’s
okay.” Like you were more worried
about me.

CATHY

That’s a bad habit of mine. It
takes twenty sight days to break a
habit, right? I have that.

DR. TODD
S¢ how was I7

CATHY
(thinking)
Very matter of fact and
professional but detailed. You
durmbed it down just enocugh to be
clear but not insulting. And
underneath it all you seemed sad,

and I appreciated that.
(MORE }
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CATHY (CONT'D)
But after you left the room I heard
vou joking with a nurse about
putting the deonuts too close to the
urine samples and was that what vyou
were supposed to wash them down
with.

DR. TODD
(horrified)
You heard that?

CRTHY
Made me question your sincerity.

DR. TODD
Well, I can’t just fall apart in
the hallway at work.

CATHY
Couldn’t you though? I would have
appreciated a little screaming to
the heavens on my behalf.

DR. TODD
They discourage that in med school.

CATHY
You asked my opinion.

DR. TODD
I did. and...thin walls. I°11
remember that.

CATHY

You'll remember more than that.
DR. TODD

T willz
CATHY

Of course. Becsuse you always

E remenber your first.
ey share a smile. The WAITER approaches.

WAITER
LW are you all @going?

£ him but I'm

g and exits. Cathy

at Dr.

Todd.

E The WAITER







INT. RESTAURANT — NEW YORK CITY —DAY

Duncan sits across from his daughter , CAMERON, a beautiful and belligerent 19 year old. He’s in mid
story.

DUNCAN: ...it must have been your seventh — no eighth — birthday. And the look on your face when
the clown showed up at your party. Sheery terror. I'll never forget that look.

Duncan laughs. Cameron isn’t amused.

CAMERON: For the record, it was my fifth birthday, Duncan. And the reason | remember is because it’s

the last one you came to.

The waitress sets down another scotch before Duncan. Cameron raises an eyebrow.

CAMERON (CONT’D, re his drink): That’s your third, you know.

DUNCAN: 1didn’t know you were keeping score.

CAMERON (wry): I didn’t know you needed to get loaded to face your daughter.

DUNCAN: YOU should try facing her. You’d get loaded, too.

Cameron rolls her eyes.

CAMERON: Look, the stroll down memory lane is touching, but | told you — I’'m not going back to
school. | mean, your life turned out fine without a degree. Professionally, at least.

DUNCAN (ignoring the slight): Fine with me, Cam. I’m just curious what your plan is.

CAMERON: “My plan?” I'm gonna work, Duncan. Find a job.

DUNCAN: Dad, okay? Call me Dad, please.

CAMERON: Dad was the guy who raised me since | was eight and died from a stroke last year. You're
biology, Duncan. That’s it. (Beat) And you don’t need to worry about me, okay? I'm bright. | give good
meetings. I'll find something.

DUNCAN: Really? What's the market out there for over-entitled 19 year olds with smart mouths?

Cameron stands, starts to collect her things. Duncan looks disappointed that he let himself take the
bait.





CAMERON: This has been fun. In a really “not fun” kind of way. So do me a favor, the next time you
want to pass judgement? Send an email.

DUNCAN: What? You can reduce me to DNA. But God forbid | open my mouth to you... (then) Look, sit
down, okay? Whatever you think of me, I’'m still your father.

CAMERON: Okay, Duncan. You want to act like my father? Then step up to the plate. Prove it.

DUNCAN: How?

CAMERON: Give me a job.

Off Duncan’s surprised look, we......






24 CONTINUED: (3)

HOLJIESTER
{needles heq)
Uh-oh.

SA
I just don't wan
stories about "¢

you to start telling
acking heads” and
" He won't be into

Got it, Sara. I\ll only talk about
wine and poetry

SARA
That's not funny.

And she heads back into the itchen. Heollister stands there
a beat... looks over as Jackkon drags Dante, a Labrador twice
his siee —TNTGGGH The TOOM. Home sSweet Home. -

25 INT. HOLLISTER HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Start on ELIZABETH HOLLISTER, fit, beautiful, soulful, as
she gets dressed for dinner. She's about to put on a pair
of earrings, pauses... looks over at the photo menagerie on
the shelf. One of them catches her gyes. She picks up a
framed photo - it's of her with an infant in her arms.

Just then, Hollister enters:

HOLLISTER

Hey.

She doesn't respond, still caught up in the emotion the
photograph's evoking.

HOLLISTER (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

ELIZABETH
Getting ready. Big night.

She sets down the photograph, turns to him. ERe senses her
emotion:

ELIZABETH (CONT'D)
How was your day?

Hollister grunts, starts to empty his pockets. Wallet, badge,
gun...

HOLLISTER
It was a little... ah... the usual.

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

He kisses her. oOutside, the SQUND of the car engine turning
over.

ELIZABETH
Is that my car?

HOLLISTER
What? Oh, yeah the kids are going
out for pizza...

ELIZABETH
You told Alison she could drive with
Jackson in the car?

HOLLISTER
She told me that you said...

ELIZABETH
That I said "what?!"

Hollister =ags, realizing he's been duped.

ELIZABETH (CONT'D)
I don't like it when she lies, Dan.

HOLLISTER
I hear you,.

He drifts over to...
INT. HOLLISTER HOME - MASTER BATHROOM - CONTINUOQUS
Dan enters and turns on the shower.

LISTER
id! arents Hrorce ri ?

Suddenly, he sees semething on the counter, reacts.
INT. HOLLISTER HOME - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Elizabeth continues to =ew,

ELIZABETH
eah & Mom' s in™&an Freneiseo.
T dad's HIging his™1&dy Ffriend.

Hollister walks back in the room, holding up an unopened
HOME PREGNANCY TEST. She looks up. He waits for an answer,.

ELIZABETH (CONT'D)

(hesitating)
...I'm late,

(CONTINUED)






27

CONTINUED:
HOLLISTER
How late?
ELIZABETH
(beat)
A weel.
HOLLISTER :
You're never late.
ELIZABETH
Tell me about it...
HOLLISTER
What are you waiting for? Take the
test nowy.
ELIZABETH

After dinner.

HOLLISTER
Why? Take it now.

ELIZABETH
This is an important night for Sara.
I don't want to be distracted.
Hollister stands there, stunned.

HOLLISTER
Wow. .,

They look at each other. shower's RUNNING. The dog starts
BARKING outside,

ELIZARETH
You're upset.

HOLLISTER
It's just a lot to get my head arcund,

ELIZABETH
I know... but if it happens, it could
be wonderful. Couldn't it, Dan...?
HOLLISTER
Sure... guess, 1'll keep my day §ob,
for a while longer.
She fills with emotion.

ELIZABETH
Please don't be upset,..

He holds up the pPregnancy test again, puts on a good face.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
HOLLISTER
After dinner then... whatever happens,
we'll work it out.

Elizabeth feels a little better, reasgsured. -Hollister begins
to strip out of his clothes.

ELIZABETH
Better throw the shirt away.

She doesn't miss anything.

HOLLISTER
Hmm ?

ELIZABETH
Blood doesn't come out.

He locoks down. The blood splatter.

HOLLISTER
¥eah, okay...

He turns to walk into the bathroom.

ELTZABETH
Love you.

HOLLISTER
(0ff her look)

Love you, too. \
INT. HOLLISTER HOME - MASTER BATHROOM - NIGHT;:ﬁ‘h
SHOWER
Hollister lets the water run over him. He leans against the
wall and closes his ¢yes, the weight of the woarld on his
shoulders.

The ritual of cleaning.

He grabs a washcloth and scrubs, as if the soap can somehow
wash away the experience of hisg schizophrenic day.

INT. HOLLISTER HOME - FOYER - NIGHT

Entering the house is DAVID GRAHAM, 23, lean, tall with a
mop of sandy hair., He smiles down shyly at his girlfriend,
Sara. Her anxiety melts away at seeing him.

SARA
Hey.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (7)

JAY (C
Are you coming?®!

DAVED
-.. I'm going tp s

JAY

(disgusted)

I'm not surprised.

Jay and Skye exit. A long,
SARA
(to David)

I'm gorry, David|,
to say.

But David turns to Hollisteér

DAVTI
Mr. Hollister --—

Seene¥Z

tay here with Sara.

ONT'D)

uncomfortable zilence.

I don't know what

HOLLIBTER

I apologize, Davi
kept my cool --

DAVID
That was the first
that I ever saw an
my old man. He's

Hollister admits a small gri

HOLLIS"
World's full of 'af

David nods, then turns to Sai

DAVID

My dad's an asszshold

- I should've

time in my life
yone stand up to
F bully.

i

'ER
L.

[a:

¢+ Your dad was

right...

sSara hugs David, relieved. A

shoulder and.-tza

33

INT. HOLLISTER HQOME - MASTER

she does, she looks over his

BATHROOM - NIGHT

The home pregnancy box sits open on the counter next to the

s5ink.
the test wand in her hand.

Pull back to reveal Elizabeth in her bathrobe holding

ELTZABRETH
Two pink lines, I'm Pregnant. One
pink line, I'm drying up,

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

HOLLISTER
What do you mean?

ELIZABETH
Early menopause. It happens.
(off his look)
Jennifer Harcourt started getting
hot flashes a year ago and she's
younger than I am...

HOLLISTER
.-+ let's find out.

ELIZABETH
5till love me?

HOLLISTER
Like crazy.

ELIZABETH

Here we go,
She opens her hands and stares at the little window.

Hollister watches her face to gauge her reactien. Tears
well up in her eyes. Hollister waits, puzzled, anticipating
the outcome,

ELIZABETH (CONT'D)
(with a touch of
melancholy)

--- I guess we're off the hook. e %}
< Finish

She slips deeply into his arms. He holds on tight,

Bitterswaet,
INT. HOLLISTER HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT
IN BED - A LITTLE LATEER

Dan's winding down, TV remote in hand. He FLIPS through the o
channels until he lands on the news, T phone RINGS. Ly

o .LV ’J"K. ‘\
who oy g
L

S

Hollister glances at the clock, en answers.
HOLL

(in phone)

Hello, ..

On the other end.

GREER'S VQICE
Dan, it's Bill.

(CONTINUED)






%hes GENEVIEVE -sc.I

9 INT. PEGGY'S APARTMENT (NY) - NIGHT 9

A c¢hic pad overlooking the park. Genevieve on the phone, with
‘ Peggy in the background packing up the last of her things.
s:‘ﬁ”'ﬁ’ ,

) GENEVIEVE
"gﬁ#r And that’'s on Sunday? But it’s only
_ Thursday. She has to leave tonight.

There’'s nothing else? Only coach?
Peggy tears the phone out of her hand and hangs it up.

- GENEVIEVE
But I was-

PEGGY
Come on, I'll show you how it’'s
done. You’'re coming with me to La.

GENEVIEVE
But I haven‘'t packed anything!

‘ PEGGY
We’ll buy you new clothes. Yours
are hideous anyway.

Peggy heads out of the apartment.

GENEVIEVE
But I was going to break up with my
girlfriend tonight! '

PEGGY ‘
Genevieve, you're a fucking pussy
magnet for chrissakes. Send her a
Cext. You’'ll get some in LA,

Genevieve hustles after her.

“PUBLIC RELATIONS™ REY 1-20-09
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INT. AIRPORT BATHROOM

Genev1eve cn the toilet. Cut between her and Sara...

SIS

GENEVIEVE

What?!

GENEVIEVE
1’11 explain when we land. I oenly
have a minute now.

The scund of rushing water.

WHOOSH.
sound.

SARA
Where are you?

GENEVIEVE
Uh, book shop. At the airport.

SARA
So I've talked to you on the phone
pretty much every day for the past
two years, working for the
bicoastal peanut gallery. And I
flnally get To meet you in person?
This is colossal.

GENEVIEVE
And I'm colossally unprepared for
the trlp
. SARA
Gei gazimt, kim gazimt!
GENEVIEVE
What?
SARA

It's a Jewish 'thing. Kevin taught
me it. Just, safe travels, k?

GENEVIEVE

K, bye. ' . "EE‘JTE)

She flushes the toilet, leaving Sara confused by the

i
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ENIEVE -se.qi

YAt o g 2 - T rermay I-1
mETsTLamet Ry oar—thatrnormally plays—home—to-—thelesther

INT. THE EAGLE, SILVERLAKE

communitcy of the east side, but once a week transforms into a
hipster haven for lesbians.

Genevieve fits right in here, and Sara looks Surprisingly at
home... only she doesn’t realize it’s a gay bar. They sit at
the bar, beers in hand.

SARA .
How about the time I had to take
their cat to the vet, and he
scratched my cornea! I had to wear
an eye patch for two weeks!

GENEVIEVE
Why don’t you just quit?

SARA
Why don't you quit? You're as
miserable as I am,

GENEVIEVE
Well we’'re not all smart enough to
go to law school.

SARA - :
At gome peint, I did care about all
this. But after two years of
getting coffee and wiping Stella's
ass every day, T feel like it's
time to actually contribute to the
universe, use my brain, you know?

GENEVIEVE
See I never struggle with that.

Gen swigs her beer. Sara lcooks around into a sea of women.

SARA
There are so many girls here.

GENEVIEVE

That'’'s the point, isn‘'t it?
SARA

What?
GENEVIEVE

This is a gay bar.





coes  GENEVIEVE -seqr’

SARA
I am such an idigt.

_ theat)
How did we wind up here?
(beat, it really sinks in)

Wait, yvou‘re not...?

GENEVIEVE
I know I'm not butch-central, Sara,
but veah, :

SARA

I'm sorry. I just made an
assumption that-

GENEVIEVE
Well now you know. I guess I made
an assumption too.

SARA
What's that?

GENEVIEVE
I thought you were into this sort
of thing.

She considers it, shaken at first but then calm like we've
never seen her. Genevieve points to the pool table.

GENEVIEVE
Game of billiards?

SARA
Ch, it’'s on. But first- bartender,
a round of shots please!
{to Gen) .
The more I drink, the better I
shoot. So get ready.

GENEVIEVE
Oh yeah?
(te the bartender)
Make that two rounds then!

SARA

You know, we’ll just take the whole J
bottle. Thanks. *ﬁf?ﬂwﬂﬂ. EET .

V3





smes GEN FV'E\IE -S¢C ID‘.

INT. THE EAGLE - POOL TABLE

A few drinks later.

The girls shoot terrible pool.

21

GENEVIEVE
I dumped her with a message. Four,
actually. Four messages.

SARA
Harsh!

GENEVIEVE
She’s straight anyway. They always
are. Maybe we can set her up with
Kevin?

SARA
The thing is, he’'s totally hot.
Totally my type.

GENEVIEVE
So what's the problem?

. SARA
Well, I'm applving to law school
I'm planning to move the hell out
of this poisonous town, I'm’
rethinking my life. Maybe I'm

just... not that into guys anymore.

GENEVIEVE
Wait, you're not serious about
leaving LA? I mean, I just got

here,

SARA '
What am I supposed to do, factor
you into my five year plan?
{beat, Gen pulls away)
I didn’t mean that. I'm drunk.

GENEVIEVE"
Tt's okay. I guess I'm net used to
giving a shit.

SARA
Come on, let's get out of here.

5






INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER 32
Ira is now playing a game on his phone. George sticks his
head in while sucking on a second Popsicle.

GEORGE
Sorry about the chick, man. You
weren'’t getting it done, so
something had to happen.

IRA
(confused)
Oh no,  wasn’t even trying. She
told me she had a boyfriend.

GEORGE
She told me she had a boyfriend,
too... when she was sucking my
cock.

George pretends to gag on his Popsicle.

GEORGE (CONT’D)

What the fuck are you doing with
that big dick of yours? You've got
to use it. You've got to share
thickie with the world.

Ira pats his crotch, embarrassed.

IRA
It’s normal.

GEORGE
Do you want to go upstairs, talk to
me while I try to fall asleep?

IRA
Okay, yeah. If that's what you want
me to do.

George is in bed under the covers, comfortably lying on his
pillow. Ira moves a chair right next to the bed and sits.

GEORGE
Sit down. That was a fun night.
That was good.





IRA
That was crazy. So, you slept with
both those girls, man? How do you
do that?

GEORGE
Girls like famous guys. It's a
story for them, I guess. [ don’t
know. I take advantage of it,
though. Believe me, they always
leave disappointed.

IRA
That’s amazing.

GEORGE
So let me hear about this name, Ira
Wright. That’s not your real name,
right?

IRA
How can you tell?

GEORGE
You're hiding some Judaism.

IRA
My real last name is Weiner. It’s
spelled the same as Weiner and |
just got tired of correcting
people.

GEORGE
So that’s what led you to the path
of comedy? Being humiliated every
day, the first day of school? Is
Ira Weener here? And you were in
the back, “Whiner. My name’s
Whiner.” You little fruit. What
were your parents like? What are
the older Weeners or Whiners like?

IRA
Um, my parents are divorced. They
hate each other. My mother thinks
my father’s the devil. I don’t know





what that makes me, technically,
but--
GEORGE
So you'll never be as funny as me.

IRA
Why not?

GEORGE
You're generation has the divorces,
which is cute funny, but my
generation has the “Oh my God, my
father’s about to hit me with the
bat.” You gotta break out the funny
a lot quicker than your little
faggy childhood.

IRA
Are you serious?

GEORGE
[ spent my whole childhood trying
to make my father laugh. Still
haven’t succeeded, but we’ll get
there...

As George drifts off to sleep, Ira tries to get up.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
Don't bail on me yet. Keep it
coming. When was the first time you
fingered a girl?

IRA
[ was at summer camp, Jewish summer

camp, on the sports field. Her name
was Sharon Mizrahi. I didn’t know

what to do. I got really scared.
She reached down and grabbed my

penis really hard, like she was

just trying to murder it.






INT. GEORGE’S HOUSE - MORNING 34
George walks into the kitchen where Ira is preparing to cook.

IRA
It took me three hours, but I think
[ found your kitchen. Am I in the
bathroom still? Is that it?

GEORGE
No, no. You're good. You're safe.
George places a carrying case of medicines on the counter.

IRA
What do you got there?

GEORGE
This is medicine, Ira. I'm sick.
George preps his medicine by mixing it into water.

IRA
One of the girls have chlamydia?
thought she smelled funny. Is that
what it is?

GEORGE
['ve got a weird blood disease.
AML. It's a form of Leukemia. This
is experimental medicine from
Canada. There’s an eight percent
chance of it working. So fuck me.

IRA
Well that’s not true, because if it
was, I would have read about it or
heard about that.

GEORGE
You didn’t hear about it because I
didn’t fucking run out and tell
Entertainment Tonight.

IRA
Why would you tell me?

GEORGE





Because I don’t really know you,
Ira. I think you’re not going to
get too weird about this. [ don’t
want to start getting treated like
the guy who's going to die.
George opens a can of Red Bull.
Anyways, this shit’s got a lot of
caffeine in it. They say that's
good for you when you take the
medicine.

IRA
Why are you telling me this,
George?

GEORGE
Because [ want you to possibly do
me a favor.

IRA
Okay, yeah. What?

GEORGE
Kill me.

IRA
What?

GEORGE
Nobody knows we know each other.
You're a stranger. You can get away
with this. I've got a gun in the
other room. It’s untraceable. I'll
give you fifty thousand dollars.
Don’t make me suffer. Please. Kill
me, Ira. I'm begging you.

IRA
Can you at least give me a night to
think about it?

GEORGE
Hah! Think about it? You would do
it!

IRA





Oh, I hate you man. Oh, no!

GEORGE
Ira, I misread you. You're sick.
You're a murder.

IRA
Oh, screw you, man.

GEORGE
What would you have done for a
hundred thousand dollars? Chop my
head off? You still want to do it!
That wasn’t even good acting over
there. Daniel Day Lewis would have
crushed that speech.

IRA
No, [ bought that, man. Wow.

GEORGE
Ira, you don’t have to kill me. But
[ am going to die.

IRA
Look George...
Ira approaches George.

George
Don’t get close, Ira. Don’t do
this.

IRA
My friends they trick me all the
time. One of my roommates told me
he was Joe Pesci’s son. I believed
him for three years. I still get
shit for it. So just please, level
with me. Are you serious?

GEORGE
[ am serious, Ira. Don’t tell
anybody about this though, alright?
[ want it to be our secret. You're
going to make me some eggs. Okay,





murderer? Just try not to kill any
of the staff while 'm gone, okay?
They have families.






45.

INT. BOOTH - DAY

Kate closes up the booth.

INT. TERMINAL 3 / CHEZ GERARD (BAR/RESTAURANT) - DAY

Kate sits at a table near the bar, drinking a glass of wine
and reading her book. She glances up as a man enters. Harvey
takes a seat at the bar.

HARVEY
Jamesons, no ice.

The Barman serves Harvey. Harvey immediately downs it.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
Another.
{beat)
Please.

The Barman refills his glass. Again Harvey knocks it back.
Kate glances up from her book.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
Another, please.

The Barman glances at Harvey.
L]
——
ikl
e
Harvey reaches for the now full glass. But knocks it,
spilling it into his lap.

HARVEY
Shit!

Kate looks up again, along with the few other patrons in the
bar. Harvey registers their gaze.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
Sorry. Vulgar American.

Kate smiles, before returning to her book. Harvey dabs his
trousers with some napkins.
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HARVEY (CONT'D)
(to himself)
I know, we don’'t raise our voices
in this country. It’s not done.

Harvey puts the sodden napkins down onto the bar. He looks at
himself in the mirror behind the bar and rubs his chest. He
sighs and glances around the room. He sees Kate and
recognizes her.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
(to Kate)
I'm sorry.

Kate looks up. Beat.

KATE
For what?

HARVEY
For yesterday. I was rude. You
tried to ask me some questions.

Kate nods.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
You were just trying to do your job
and I was rude.

KATE

I don’t really remember, but I'm
sure you were. Most people are.

Kate returns to her book. Beat.

HARVEY
Good book?

Kate looks. up.

KATE
It probably would be, if i could
finish it.
HARVEY
(holds up his hands)
I get it.

Beat. Harvey downs another shot. Kate looks up again.

KATE
That’1ll help.
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HARVEY
{looks over)
Sorry?
KATE

I said, that’ll help.

Beat.
HARVEY
Believe me, it will.
KATE
Right.
Beat.
HARVEY
I reckon it’1ll help as much as that
trashy novel and a glass of
chardonnay.
Beat.
KATE
O-kay.

Harvey winces, lowering his head into his hand. Putting some
money onto the bar, he turns and joins Kate, taking a seat at
an adjacent table.

HARVEY
I'm really sorry. That was out of
line.
KATE
(looks up)

What? Go away and stop apologizing.

HARVEY
It’s just that i‘ve had a really
shitty day.

KATE
(locking back at her book)
Join the club.

HARVEY
No. I mean really shitty. Yours may
have been shitty, but mine was
shittier.

Beat. Finally, Kate looks up again at this strange man.
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KATE
How shitty?

HARVEY
T missed my flight. I lost my job.
And my daughter who got married in
London today asked her step father
rather than me to give her away.

Kate looks at Harvey sympathetically for a moment.

KATE
Not bad.
(beat)
But what can I do for you?
(beat)
Make it worse, maybe?

HARVEY
Let me make it up to you.
(beat)
Would you let me buy you lunch.
What time is it - tea time? I’'1l
buy you tea.

Kate blushes ever so slightly.

KATE
That'’'s very sweet of you, but... I
don’t know you. And... you don't
know me.

HARVEY

Exactly. That’s why we should have
lunch - tea.

Kate can’t help but smile. Beat.

KATE
Thank you, but...no.

She indicates her book.
HARVEY
. Because you’ve got your book. And
it’s a good replacement for humans.

Kate smiles and nods. Just then her phone rings.

HARVEY (CONT'D)
If that’'s for me I'm in the shower.

A






HELEN: Jessica? Uh...Jessica.

JESSICA: Hi! Hi, I was just looking for you, Helen. Hi.

H: Hi, good to meet you.

J: I'm sorry I'm so late. I'm always late.

H: Don’t worry about it. Come sit.

H: I was just starting to get worried that maybe you weren’t going to
show at all.

J: Yeah, yeah...um...Helen, right? Um, gosh, I should’ve said this on
the phone, and I didn’t. I'm sorry that I didn’t, but you should really
know that this isn't me.

H: It isn't?

J: Not at all. I'm sorry.

H: Which part of it isn’t you?

J: Uh, all of it.

H: So, why did you...

J: Um, yeah, you know what? The truth is I've been trying to be a little
less me lately, and that’s why this...but really, I'm still me. See?

H: I see. Well, look we don't have to do a whole big thing...we could
just get a drink.

J: Yeah, I don't think so.

H: Come on, I think a little red wine would really help you to relax.

J: Look, um, you seem really nice. I just made a mistake. I have to
go.

H: (DROPS PURSE) Oh, my God!

J: Oh, my God! I'm so sorry.

H: Oh, God. You know what? I missed my yoga class this morning, and
I'm not my usual centered self.

J: Do you do yoga regularly? Is that something...

H: Oh, yeah, yeah...everyday actually. I found it keeps me really
strong, and energized, and uh, usually graceful.

J: Right. I've heard that.

H: Have you never tried it?

J: Oh, no, no. I don't think I could sit still and breathe for long. I think
I'd probably panic.

H: So, what do you like to do for exercise.

J: Oh, um, I like basic exercise. I like to run or walk. Just keep
moving, you know? I feel like as long as I'm moving, I'm safe.

H: What do you do when you’re sleeping?

J: I'm a terrible insomniac.

H: Oh, I'm so sorry. Since when?

J: Um, I don’t know. Birth.

H: Well, listen, if you ever change your mind and wanna try a class, I'd
be happy to--

J: Yeah, I don't think so.





H: Oh, well, don't decide right now. Just let it marinate for awhile.
J: Um, okay, I will let it marinate. I should get going.

H: Maybe just one drink.

J: Okay, just one. I have like 20 minutes before I meet my friend.

H: So why did’'nt your last relationship work?

J: I--it wasn’t right. He...he just wasn’t funny, you know?

H: Oh, bummer.

J: I think that’s been my big thing. Not smart, or not funny, or not
smart and not funny. Or smart but funny in a totally unappealing way,
you know? So if you're lucky enough to find someone who'’s the good
kind of smart and the good kind of funny, then, generally they’re kind
of--

H: Ugly.

J: Ugly? Ugly. Yes, alittle. Is that--that’s awful, right?

H: No, ugly doesn’t do it for you. Me, I'm kind of into ugly.

J: What?

H: As long as it's sexy-ugly.

J: Sexy-ugly? I...define.

H: Well, you can’t. He just is, you know? Sexy-ugly.

J: Okay, give me a celebrity who would fall into that category?

H: Um, yeah. Hold on a second. I'll get you one. Um...

J: Angelica Huston? Is that kind of the right idea?

H: Yeah, I guess. I was gonna say Mick Jagger. He’s the big one.

J: Oh.

H: Oh, Lyle Lovett...um...James Woods. Harvey Keitel, very sexy ugly.
J: Oh, yeah. So, uh...so, you're not...I mean, you've...you've
tried...um, you've dated men.

H: Of course.

J: Oh, good!

H: What?

J: Good. I'm...no, I'm relieved. I just assumed that you had only been
with women.

H: I just find alot of different things sexy.

J: Oh, I don't...

H: So, should we settle the tab?

J: What?

H: Yeah, it’s, um, 8:10. Don’t you have to meet your friend...

J: Oh, uh...no.

H: You don't?

J: No, I lied.

H: But I thought--I know a great Indian place.











CUT TO:
[Megan and Ben's home, kitchen. House opens a cabinet, looks around and shuts it. Sitting
on his haunches, he opens the cabinet underneath the washbasin and looks around. Wilson

walks up, complaining.]

JAMES WILSON: Yeah, you don't need a team. You can't even get arrested without
company.

GREG HOUSE: You're right. Only one solution. Never replace 'em. Ever.
JAMES WILSON: Do you need help?

[House grimaces in pain.]

GREG HOUSE: Yeah, yeah, patronize the poor cripple.

[He tries to move.]

GREG HOUSE: [wincing] Ow.

JAMES WILSON: Lemme... get that.

GREG HOUSE: I got it.

[Wilson kneels down and reaches for House's cotton swab.]

JAMES WILSON: Will you... let me... just let me get it.

[House hands him the swab and turns around, trying not to smile. He stands upright,
smiling victoriously.]

GREG HOUSE: I'll check the bedroom.

CUT TO:
[Megan and Ben's home, bedroom. House jumps onto the bed and lies down comfortably.]

GREG HOUSE: [calling out, as if hard at work] Some interesting mold on the windowsill
here! It's gonna take me a while.

JAMES WILSON: [resigned] I'll cover the bathroom.

[Still on the bed, House looks at some books ("Zodiac Signs", "The Princess and the Wolf")
on the nightstand nearby. He has a thought and props his head up. He turns his head





towards the bookcase. He looks at the books, neatly standing on the shelves - except for
one ("OIld Bug"), which juts out halfway. He gets up off the bed and limps towards the
bookcase. He removes the "Old Bug" book and pulls out another one (hidden behind it). He
opens it, finding handwritten text inside.]

CUT TO:

[Megan and Ben's home, kitchen. Wilson sits at the counter, cutting up a newspaper, when
House enters, reading the book he unearthed.]

GREG HOUSE: She had a secret diary.

JAMES WILSON: Is there any other kind?

GREG HOUSE: What're you doing?

JAMES WILSON: There's a sale on Liquid Tide.

GREG HOUSE: If you're broke, I can lend you a tiny bit of the money I owe you.

JAMES WILSON: No, no, I wouldn't put you in that position. What does the diary say?
GREG HOUSE: It's basically a list of her sexual encounters. Boys, girls, vibrating appliances.
JAMES WILSON: If it was, you'd be quoting, not summarizing.

GREG HOUSE: [reading the diary] This is a parade of sad banalities. "I can hardly get out of
bed. Feeling blue." Then, three months ago, turns into a parade of happy banalities.
"Starting to turn the corner. Job's looking up."

JAMES WILSON: We can stop swabbing. Her clichés are getting healthier.

GREG HOUSE: Or she's less depressed. Aren't there pills that do that?

JAMES WILSON: Antidepressants don't cause fever.

GREG HOUSE: Not on their own. But the ER Didn't know she was on MAO Inhibitors, so they
gave her demerol. 'S a nasty combo.

JAMES WILSON: So all you have to do is convince this kid that his girlfriend had a secret
doctor, and a secret stash, and a secret life. It's been a while since a patient took a swing at

you. Can I watch?

[He picks up a box of chips.]





GREG HOUSE: I only have to convince the mother. [thinks] Actually... I don't have to
convince anyone.

[He puts a few chips in his mouth.]






DR. LARS enters. A tall, humorless Swedish man with a thick
accent.

DR. LARS
Hello, Mr. Simmons.

GEORGE
Hi, Doctor, good to see you. |
brought my friend. Well, my lover,
my life partner, my everything. How
are you? What's going on? How we
doing?

DR. LARS
Well, your immune system is in the
middle of a very serious battle.
The medicine is trying to combat
the disease, but in the process it
destroys healthy tissue and
disrupts healthy functioning of
your organs and multiple lymphatic
systems. So you are getting
attacked on two levels and we hope
the disease is vanquished before it
and the medicine does damage which
can not be contained.

George takes a long beat. Ira is pale, never having sat in
on this type of moment before.

GEORGE
Your accent is very thick. Have
you ever noticed that your accent
makes things sound worse than they
actually are? You could give good
news and I'd still be like, “What
happened? Am I still dying?”

DR. LARS
I'm just trying to help you.

GEORGE
[ know you sound like a regular Joe
where you come from, but here, I
keep thinking you’re going to be
torturing James Bond later.





DR. LARS
I'm sure your sense of humor will
serve you well in this situation.

GEORGE
There he goes again. All so
terrifying because it came out of
your mouth.

DR. LARS
You are a very funny man.

GEORGE
Are you mad that you died at the
end of Die Hard?

DR. LARS
[ don’t understand the reference.

IRA
He kind of looks like those two
guys in the second Matrix movie.

DR. LARS
[ assure you, I was not in the
Matrix.

GEORGE
Why did you eat Bjorn Borg? What
did he do to you?

DR. LARS
If you have no other questions, |
do have other patients.

GEORGE
You have other patients that you
have to frighten by the end of the
day? How many patients do you
frighten a day?

DR. LARS
[ am slowly getting a little bit
annoyed by this humourous
activities from you guys. I think





we have discussed this, and I'm
very, very sympathetic to your
recovery, and [ hope we will
succeed with what we are doing.

IRA
I've been trying to build this
cabinet I bought from you guys for
like six months.

DR. LARS
Ikea, that’s very funny.






MY DATE

Iris and Ben

T180 Studios
2/11/09





INT. LOUNGE - NIGHT

Ben sits at his regular table. Iris walks over to him
carrying a drink on her tray. She notices Ben is reading a
psychology book.

BEN
(struggles out loud)
Dee-ooo, dee-oooter, dee-ooo-teran-

Op. ..
IRIS
(under her breath)
Deuteranopia.

Ben looks up at Iris, curious and smiling.

BEN
Deuteranopia. Thanks.

Iris smiles awkwardly and puts the drink on the table.

BEN (CONT'D)
You a psych major?

IRIS
No, my uh...I just read a lot.
BEN
So, you read psychology textbooks
for fun?
IRIS

(off guard, awkward)
Yeah, I mean, I read other things,
too. Like cool stuff. I read,
uh, blogs, and, um, graffiti. You?

BEN
Well, as a psych major I'm pretty
much chained to this.

Ben taps his textbook.

BEN (CONT'D)
But it’'s cool. I am completely
fascinated by human behavior.
Like, I can tell a lot about you
just by how you carry your tray.

IRIS
Really?





BEN
You're smart, been working as a
waitress about, oh, say, six
months. And...
(thinks)
...you’'re considering going to art
school.

Iris is floored. How does he know all that?

IRIS
Whoa. That’s amazing. You know
all that by how I carry my tray?

BEN
Yes. And I overheard you talking
to the other waitress.

Ben smiles sheepishly.

IRIS
(smiles, nods)
Right. Well, if psychology doesn’t
work out, you could always become a

Spy.

BEN
Well, I don’t need to be a spy to
know you’re too smart for this job.

IRIS
You don’t even know me.

BEN
Not yet.

Iris walks off, smiling to herself. This guy ain’t so bad.






MY DATE

Iris and Caller 2

T180 Studios
2/11/09





INT. CRUSH LOUNGE - NIGHT

IRIS, looking hot, as usual, sits in a booth with her legs
stretched out on the seat. She faces camera and talks to a
CALLER desperately in need of advice.

CALLER
Hey, Iris. I really messed up. I
I told my boyfriend I went to the
movies by myself, but really I went
with my ex. Nothing happened, I
just lied 'cause I didn't want to
create any drama. What do I do?

IRIS

Bummer. Well, I'm sorry to say
this, but the drama, it’s been
created. You did that when you
ordered a bucket of popcorn for
two. But it’s not hopeless, all is
not lost. You just have to fess
up. Your other option is to just
get a bunch of cats, a pair of
sweatpants and live alone for the
rest of your life. But we don't
want that. So, tell him the truth.
He'’'s probably going to find out
anyway.

(aside)
Strange, but they always do.

(back)
I know it totally sucks, but trust
is the cornerstone of any
relationship and if you break it
you have to rebuild it. No way
around that. But if it’s any
consolation...

(aside)
...and it probably won’t be, but it
can’t hurt.

(back)
In life, there are no mistakes,
only lessons. You can do this.

CALLER
Thanks, Iris.

The caller hangs up.
IRIS

(aside to audience)
She's so screwed.
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IVY sides

EXT. BEACH — MORNING

DIXON rides a modest wave in to shore as IVY, 16, athletic,
naturally beautiful, with a goofball sense of humor, leans
against her board, watching.

She applauds Dixon as he emerges from the surf, pleased.

DIXON
See? Huh? That’s what I'm talking
about.

VY

Not bad, dude. I’d say you're a pro
out there. You know, had I never
seen anyone surf before.

Dixon flops down on the sand next to her.

DIXON
You're just jealous. ‘Cause I've
mastered your little sport in what,
like five days?

IVY
Five days? Get out. For real?

DIXON
Hell veah.

IVY
Huh. You’'d think you’d pick up a
little technique in five days.

She hops up on his board and imitates him, gcrunching her
face and squatting, as though willing herself not to fall.

IVY (CONT'D)
I’'m serious, man. You look straight
cut of some Japanese game show.

He pushes her off the board, playifully.

DTXON
Hey, I owned those last few waves.

vy
“Waves” is a pretty big word, cowboy.
Those were ankle snappers. I hear

there are some pounders coming in On
Saturday. Come on down then and
we'll dance.
(CONTINUED)





CONTINUED:

DIXON
I can't this Saturday. I have plans.

Ivy reacts, stung, but quickly tries to mask her feelings
with banter:

vy
Oh, right. The mysterious older
woman that I keep hearing about. Who
no one’s actually seen. You sure
we're not dealing with a Dixon and
the Real Girl situation here?

DIXON
Trust me, she's real. Her name’s
Dani. She‘s a d.j. I met her on
Teddy's boat party.

IVY
Oh. Well, hey. Bitchin’, I quess.

DIXON
She’s cool.

IvVY
Or desperate. I guess it depends on
how you look at cradie robbing.

DIXON
Seriously, the age thing doesn’t even
matter. She'’s smart and funny, and
we're into the same movies.

VY
You‘re into all douche-y movies.
DIXON
Oh, now you’'re the genius film
critic?
IVyY

I'm just saying, I go on Netflix and
type in “lame,” it's gonna come up,
“you might also like Dixon's gueue.”

DIXON
It’s just pretty intense, you know,
to have such identical tastes, you
know? It’s like we... we finish each
other’s sentences.

IVY
There’s some mad-libs I'd like to
hear.
{CONTINUED)

2/3





CONTINUED:
_ DIXON
- I think you two would really hit it
off.
IVY
Whatever.

A beat. Dixon stares at Ivy. She looks away.

DIXON
What gives?

VY
Huh?

DIXON

Why are you getting all pissy?

vy
No idea what you’re talking about.

DIXON
You're the one who brought up Dani.

IVY
And she sounds totally rad. And I
can‘t wait to meet her and hear you
guys finish each others’ sentences.

e How about a dinner? Hey, the

Cheesecake Factory has an early bird
special; I'll bet that’s something
she’'d be into.

DIXON
(playful)
You‘re almost cute as the jealous
friend.
IVY
And you, as the kept boy toy? WNot so
much.

Ivy gets up, wipes sand off. Grabs her board.

IVY (CONT'D})
If you decide you feel like playing
with kideg your own age this weekend,
you know where to find me.

She jogs off. Dixon watches her go, intrigued.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY:

TAL #110 4.

Jack and Lily eat the pizza, watching the old B mengtey movia
cn TV. We gee the movie stars a younger, healthier Lily,..

Juck nods.

LILY
God, lock at me. Ne bage under my

ayesr|

LILY
Rey -=- ¥ou'rxe gupposzed te say ‘you
still look good, mom.'

Jaek smdles.

JACR
You gtill lock goed, mom,

They watch the movie, trying to pretend things ars normal.
But that's inpossible,..

JACR

I wae looking through the phene hook ==
LILY

Jack, honey, we've been through this.
JACK

Yeah, but there hag to be & degher
closer.

LItY .
Jack. Yeur mother does nothing
halfway in life. When she gets sick,
she gees all out. and that means
specialists, Who are expensive, thus
get to live in zip codeg of eternal
sunshine.

SRCK
But asross the oountzy?

Ly
It's for a week. Dr., MNasek iz the
peet wviral endocrinolegist in the
country. He'll run hia tests, figure
thie eut and I'1)l be hema bafara you
koow it. MHealthy ae a bran meffin.

JACK
What if he doesn't figure it out?
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| \JACK' SCENE i PAGE o= ™ #1io 5.

£d

LILY
Then I have a disease that's nevex
existed before and 2'1ll go down in
history. We win either way,

She smiles. But Jack can't coptain his fear any longer --

JACK
Ne more jokes!

Lily looks up at him, surprised,
JACK
I'm sick of you making jokas! This is
net a joke!

LILY
I know, horey -

JACK
Mg you den't! What if something
happens te you?

LILY
Nerhing's going te happen. I'm Dot
going te leave you,

A beat. Jack looks down at the pizza on his plate...

JAGR
They never put on apough sheesa. BEven
when you crder double,

LIy
I'm not your father, Jack.

Jack's 8ilant. Bhe leane over, brushes hair out of his face.

LILY
You and me gtick togethexr, right?

Jack'juat nods. ‘There's & ROAR from the televigion.

LILY
Thare yeu go. Kills the momster, gets
the girl, saves the day. Typical
Hollywood bullshit -~ and thank God
for at:

Jaek pushes his plate away from the table..,

JACK
I'1ll be upstairy,
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BXT. SAWIER BEOUSE - Day

A Taxi Driver putg Lily's bags in the back of The cab,
waiting. ..

INT. SAWYER HOUSE - DAY
Jack's watching the cab while Lily puts on her coat.
LILY
Thera'e meney in the jar. Mrs.
FPhilkrick will ke here Merday --

JALK
She nsver shuts up.

LILY
Ba nice to her, Mayhe she'll make
thvase hrawnies you liks.

Jack nods... Lily takes a breath, this is iw.

JACK
mt

she seeg Jack heaz something in his hands — it'es his
sketchbook.

. LILY
Jack, no.

JACE .
I want you to have it with you,

7.

Shg hesitates. 3ut Jack holds it cut to her, offering bis
moat cherichad posssspion. She tekes 1t. And then she puts

her 4rms around him, holding him clese,...

LILY
I need you to he gtrong for ma, okay?

TACK
1'11 do saything...

Lily nods, wipes swey a tear as she kisgee him goodbye...

My chariot awaite.

inte the tawxi, halpad by the Drivez...

pPESE-eEC-ATY ¢ ON K93

cg vepz & 4Ed

dnl-dsuren o WaEd






#1AKC06 "The Ice Cream Man Cometh" STUDIO Draft 10/12/04 28.

30

s ]

La

Ond <JohN Sh:vgd}

ol J8%d

CONTINUED: /4 C r 4 M-

DANIEL (0.8

I want to live with dad!! MAN

CARCL
drive you to Reno myself!

o call a cab?

JAKE
I'1ll do that. Thanks.

Carol closes the door,
CUT TO:
EXT. CAROL’'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS (D-3) 31

Jake takes cut his cell phone. It reads “NO SERVICE."
Frugtrated, Jake closes hiz cell phone, looks around
uncertainly, then starts walking.

CUOT TO:
EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - AFTERNOON/LATER (D-3) 32

Jake is still walking. It’‘s hot. He’'s tired. He stumbles. on
the sidewalk, and drops the tub of cashews. The 1id comes off
and the nuts spill everywhere. As he bends down to pick them
up a XID on a Big-Wheel drives by through a puddle, splashing
Jake. He stands up and brushes himself off.

MUSIC CUE: Ice Cream Truck 4qingle

The ice cream truck pulls up. The portly, twinkly-eved ICE
CREAM MAN leans out toward him,

ICE CREAM MAN

_? Need a 1lift?
CuUT TOs

INT./EXT. ICE CREAM TRUCK - DAY (D-3) 33

Jake sits in the passenger geat with his suitcase and cashews
on his lap, while the cheery driver chuckles to himgelf.

ICE CREAM MAN
Let me guesg -- you don’'t live here,
do ya?

Jake looks down at his suitcase, then back up at the driver.

( CONTTNITED ‘

(
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#1AKC06 “"The Ice Cream Man Cometh" STUDIO Draft 10/12/04 29.
33 CONTINUED: S 33

JAKE
How could yvou tell?y

ICE CREAM MAN
Had a feeling. Plus, I gaw you
lookin’ at the Collins house today.
Fine houge, Deep, sturdy basement.

JAKE
Yeah, I was thinking about moving out
here. Now I'm not so sure.

ICE CREAM MAN
Oh, really? Why not?

JARE
I really don't feel like talking
about it.

ICE CREAM MAN
Welp, sometimes the things you don’t
feel like talking about are the things
you need to talk about the most.

JAKE
Maybe. How much further to the station?

ICE CREAM MAN
‘Bout a half-mile. You know, feelings
can‘t really be bottled up. They’'ll
always find a way out. And then you
might start doing crazy things that
don’t seem like you at all.

JAKE
(pondering)
Huh.

ICE CREAM MAN
'Course everybody’s different. I
guess, you gotta listen to your own
inner voice, 0Or voices.

Jake looks slightly confused.

ICE CREAM MAN (cont’d)
Would you like a treat?

JAKE
Thankg. I've been dying for some
sugar all weekend.

Jake reaches behind him and starts to open a cooler.

fOONTTNITET Z
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#1ARC06 “The Ice Cream Man Cometh" STUDIO braft 10/12/04 30,

CONTINUED:® 33

ICE CREAM MAN
NOT THAT COOLER!! What did you see?

JARE
Nothing, nothing!

Suddenly cheery again, the ice cream man reaches back into a
different cooler, pulls out a Popsicle and giveg it to him.

ICE CREAM MAN
Here. One of my favorites.

JAFE
(nervous)
Thanks.
They drive together in awkward szilence
e — —
- ———— CUT TO:
EXT. TRAIN PLATFORM - DAY (D-3} 34

Jake stands on the empty platform, finishing hi=z Popg#ole. He
tosses the stick into a trash bin just as Adrian appfoaches.

ADRIAN
Hey.
JAKE
Hey.
A beat.
ADRTIAN

It’s Sunday. The next trfin isn‘t for
two hours.

Jake sighg. Perfect., A few moménts of awkward silence.

Listen, I think/you’'re right. Maybe, I
do use you as Mfin escape every once in
a while, It # fun for me to hear about
your cool phrties, celebrity stories
and wild Adventures -- But not if they
don’'t make you happy, teo.

A long beat, thén:

JAKE
nnie used to talk about moving out of
the city. I always laughed at her, but
all this time, a part of me thought I’'d
end up out here with her.

(MORE )

{CONTTNTITRED Y 3
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M;rLE TENANT (sARAH)
¢. L 7.

JAMES (cont’d)
can’t ever havel too much of the
stuff.

James smiles and leaves tfe laundry room.

INT. HEATHER’S APARTMENT BUILDING, HALLWAY - CONTINUCUS

Tt's a long hall with offfwhite walls and doors to other
apartments spread out on fhe left. There's a railing to the
right that locks out ontojthe courtyard.

Fluorescent fixtures on tie ceiling light it.

James jogs down the hall ;o Heather's apartment door. He
tries the handle, it's unBocked.

$hit...okay, lets do thit! " He takes a step back and whispers
a mock conversation with Heather.

ﬁ TAMES
I {(Under his breath)
Hi...I love you and I’'m sorry. And
1’11 pay for the screen in the
laundry room. What screen? Oh,
well you know I broke into the
building to see you. 0Oh yeah, 1 am
a resourceful guy, thanks for
nobicing-

The TFemale Tenant comes oul of the laundry room emply handed
and passes James. He smiles shyly at hexr.

) FEMALE TENANT
What are you doing?

JAMES
Nothing.
FEMALE TENANT

T know you just broke in through
that window in the laundry x»oom.

JAMES
No I didn’t.

FEMALE TENANT
Yes you did. What are you doing?
Are you a murderer?

He comes clean.






JAMES
I'm saving my relationship.

FEMALE TENANT
T should call the police.

JAMES
No, no, no...den't do that.

James takes a step towards her, she takes a step back in
defense,

JAMES (cont'd)
T love Heather and I really screwed
up tonight.

The PFemale Tenant nods.

FEMALE TENANT
I should call the police.

She starts to walk down the hall...James jogs in front of her
and blocks her way. She stops walking.

FEMALE TENANT {cont’d)
Wwhat are you doing?

JRAMES
You need Pide? I know a gquy...

FEMALE TENANT
Are you trying to bribe me with
laundry detergent?

JAMES
Ho.
(Whispering)
Tt's not a bribe if no one [inds
out.

FEMALE TENANT
Thal's nolt true.

JAMES
Please? This is really important.

FEMALE TENANT ‘
Tf T let you and you turn out Lo be
a murderer, I'll get evicted. 1
really don’t want to gel evicted.
T like it here.






FEMALE TENANT
T (LONTD 59.

JAMES
I promise I‘'m not a murderer. You
want to frisk me?

FEMALE TENANT
No.

There's a beat of silence. The Female Tenant looks down onto
the courtyard of the building, then her eyes go back to
James. It looks like she’s getting emotional.

FEMALE TENANT {cont’'d)
= I wigh my boyfriend would break
into the building for me.

JAMES
Well, if he really screws up maybe
he will.

E . FEMALE TENANT
Quf% I don't think so, least he hasn’t
ﬁﬁtz yalt.
um JAMES

1411 keep my fingers crossed for
you.

PEMALE TENANT
What did you do that was so bad?
You cheat on her?

JAMES
No, no. Not this time.
{BEAT)
Phat sounded a lob worse than it
really is 1 swear.

FREMALE TENANT
Yeah.

JAMES
Tt didn’t stait out this way. We
used to talk, {like really talk all
+he time aboutli real things that
mattered to us,. [ was
understanding,i she was
understanding it was fucking great
and I know we dan get there again.
T'd never beeniin a relationship
l1ike that before. It fellt so good,
you know?

(MOR






MELE TENRNT |

60.

JRAMES (cont'd)
Now there’s just all this shit
we've built up that gets in the way
and we can’t det through it. It's
iike a wall off shit between us. We
want to be stdalght up or easy
going with each other, but every
little thing jhst gets caught...

PEMALE TENANT
In the shit?

JAME
Yeah. We're caught in shit.

i She nods.

TENANT
a way to gel rid
of it, let me krow.

JAMES
Yeah, sure thin We're working on
something now. [You might not want
to know about it though.

FEMALE TENANT
Okay. 1’11 take|your word for it.

There’s a moment of silence.

FEMATE TENANT (cont’'d)
You should have gollten her [lowers.

JAMES
This is kind of a spur of the
moment thing. But you're righl.

BEAT -~ She considers it some more.

FPEMALE TENANT
Fine. Go.

He hugs her. She’s nobt 80 reciprocal.

JAMIES
Thank you sc much.

FEMALE TBENANT
Okay.
(Patting him on the back)
Good luck, then.

James lets go and smiles at her.
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JAMES
Thank you, thank you, thank you.
vYou did a good thing for love
tonight.

Phe Female Tenant smiles in her own little way. She did do a
good thing for love tonight.

JBMES (cont’d)
and if you want some detergent...

FEMALE TENANT
I'm fine.

James nods and jogs down the hall to Heather's doox.

The Female Tenant continues down the hallway to her
apartment.

James stops in front of Heather’'s door, takes a deep breath,
and opens it.

When he the couch James looks, CHARLIE

1ches

There's a spRit second of puzzlement on Jam

STLAMI T CHARLIFRACKLES JAMES FROM B

JAMES HITE THE GROUN, SIA PAC TTOr OF HIM.

James SHRIBKS!

and meticulous. bean waiting Lo use

for some Lime.

Charlie, aile
this train

JAMES (cont’d)

Get off me!
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Jason and Adrian
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INT. CRUSH LOUNGE - NIGHT
ADRIAN sits at a table, talking quietly on her cell phone.

ADRIAN
He’'s in the bathroom... he seems a
little weird... okay, I’'ll give him
a chance, oh crap, he’s coming
back.

Adrian quickly hangs up just as JASON walks up to the table.

JASON
Woohoo, next time someone bets me
five bucks to eat a jar of
jalepenos, I’'m going to think
twice.

Adrian tries to hide her disgust.

JASON (CONT’D)
So, you and Stacey, you two are
tight?

ADRIAN
Yeah, we met at sleep away camp
when we were kids. We’ve been
friends ever since.

JASON
Just friends?

ADRIAN
What do you mean?

JASON
I know what goes on at those camps.
Body paints, naked pillow fights.

ADRIAN
Let me ask you something. Are you
intentionally repulsive or is it an
accident?

JASON
What? I was just making
conversation.

ADRIAN
No. Conversation is “where’d you
grow up?” not, *“have you had a
lesbian encounter with your best
friend?”





JASON
You're right. That was rude. But
have you?

Adrian stands up and grabs her purse.

JASON (CONT’D)
I'm sorry, I’'ll stop. I'm actually
a decent guy, just, sit down.
Please?

Adrian sits.

ADRIAN
You don’t date much, do you?

JASON
You're the first girl I’'ve gone out
with since Denise Greenlick.

ADRIAN
Was she your girlfriend?

JASON
Yes, if you count chasing me around
the seesaw and then pulling my
pants down.

ADRIAN
(laughs)
That’s more of an acquaintance.

JASON
I'm not great with girls. I get
nervous and then I to turn into
everyone'’s creepy Uncle.

ADRIAN
Well, you’ve gone a thirty seconds
without saying anything disgusting,
that’s a start.

JASON
So, maybe I'll get a good-night
kiss?

ADRIAN

Okay, I wouldn’t push it.

Jason and Adrian share a laugh.






Jeff- Thats excellent. so what's he doin up there anyway? investigating a crime or something?
Dawn- He's just sayin hello to a friend

Jeft- His Friend is Mrs. Heinvald?

Dawn- Who

Jeff- Mrs. Hienvald, The lady in 22;.

Dawn- Yeah.... No..... 22j i guess so... I don't know her. I don't know who lives there.

Jeft- Well I don't want to say nothing, but he's liable to be up there a long time.

Dawn- What's it to you?

Jeft- I didn't say anything. I just don't see why you should have to cool your heels in the lobby
eating your heart out while he's upstairs getting laid.

Dawn- He's not getting laid

Jeft- Oh come on

Dawn - Hey, look: first of all--- we're in the middle of our shift.
Jeff- Oh my God, excuse me, your right its impossible.

Dawn- Who did you say lives in that apartment?

Jeff- Mrs. Heinvald. Amy Heinvald. She's an actress or model or something. She's divorced.
She's...

Dawn- Have you seen him here a lot.

Jeft- Sure, I seen him a few times. How long have you been working together?

Dawn- What makes you think he's.... you know?

Jeff- Because the lady he's visiting has a very active social schedule, if you know what i mean?
Dawn- No, I don't

Jeft- I just mean she--

Dawn- What do you mean?





Jeff- I mean she's got a lot of befriends. That all. Hey don't listen to me. I don't know what I'm
talking about. Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe your partner is like her favorite uncle or something?

Dawn- Yeah
Jeft- Hey, How come male cops are so big and fat and female cops are so young and beautiful?
Dawn- Yeah, How come doormen never know when to shut up?

Jeft- I don't know. Thats an interesting point. Only i wouldn't be able to comment on it because
I'm not a doorman. I'm a security guard.

Dawn- I don't fucking believe this.

Jeft- Hey the guy is only human. You gotta see this lady..

Dawn- hey look : Im not talking about him. I don't,... look: You wanna know something? I don't
know why Im talking to you. And if my partner wants to take time of his shift to go get laid by
Mrs. Whatever she is, you know what? more power to him, Thats what I say.

Jeft- I agree

Dawn- Because i see him do more good for more people than anybody in my life. And if he
wants to see the model in 22j, thats his business, not mine----

Jeff- Sure

Dawn- And not yours. And i don't need to get hit on by some night doorman while he's getting
his rocks off by some fuckin whore.






CONTINUED: (3)

GRAVY
Tell him you could tse something
for your chronic back pain.

CLARIES

DR. CAT!
',s OFf your sonogram

T = ERTER -ﬂwwﬁam“ua$

Thanks again for the

He picks up thaabasket and exits. Clér;%sgwfooks ondly
at the picture and touches it loringly,,

CLARISIA

\ JEﬁﬁiﬁﬁg B
Yghould serd

I can't.

QLo
Have vou hear§ fRom hic lawyer
vel? jf %

As she makes her wayfg}f thelexan table and starts to ca:x
dressed: pi

CLARISAA
No. Fr;m what I readgke's too
preocefpied with his reenplay.
And Cgral. Which is flne. T
don’¥ need the stress. \I gotta
huryy. I've got to cove
celfebrity auction for [1

It.

GRAVY
hate those things. They Rlways
V'auctlon off defenseless Labridor

puppies to horrible, nasty
children who still have their \\\\&
{ Parents real noses. I know ‘
%h#;bwnuac T was one of i-hose kids.

EXT. COFFEESHOP - DAY - DAYS LATER

Aaron locks at a pictures as Jern: fer eagerly looks on.

(CONTINULD)





= atlow-himself to feal .- T

CONTINUED:

JENNIFER
Cute, huhk? S ey 155

AARON
I guess... but they all kind of
look the same, don’i: they?

JENNIFER
How can you be Jo oorm
(snatching photc
away)
Every one of my bulldogs is
distinct and adorable

AARON
Now can I see the scnogram?

She hands it to him. He looks at the picture and is
clearly full of emotlion, althoagh not sure which on: to

AARON (CONT'D)
Wow. Wow. That’'s the baby.
(with difficulty
Simon‘s baby.

JENNIFSR
But that's justglg?'“IE isn‘t
Simon’s baby.

AARCN
That’s not what she told me.

JENNIFER
She only said tHoC T ise she was
mad at you and, okay, one night
Simon got her drunk and he says he
slept with her but sle s 99.99
percent sure they dicn t.

AARON
That's a pretty import:nt .01
percent.

JENNIFER

I know, but sheTs a LR %red
percent sure that she ¢idn’t want
to sleep with him. And I'm a
hundred and ten percent sure she
still loves vou and misses you.
Just go and see her.

ARRON :21’ -

Tt’s complicated.

(CONTINUEL )
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CONTINUED: (2)

JQNQIFF
We're throwinqﬂnﬂ:aﬂﬁhower in two
weeks, maybe you could stop by.
She didn’'t want one so it's &
surprise,

"ARARON
Okay, now you're pulling my legq.
Clarissa not wanting zttention and
Presents? HNext you’ll be telling
me she’s volunteering in a soup
. kitchen.

QENEIFQEW

Well, actually.”.
(then, realizing;
Oh, you'd never believ: me.

Aaron picks up the sonogram pPicture and locks at it
aqain . R B R vererwta ciayiiind (e S . [ & f{ [
o3
! ;w
INT. JENNIFER’S HOUSE - DAY - TWO WEEKS LATER ﬁﬁ‘ ’/
Pt
!

Jennifer shuts the door as Claricsa enters.
o'
CLARISSA
Oh, God, I'm sc exhavusted. T Just
came from covering Jescica
Simpson’s dog‘s baby slower. and
it made me so so glad 1 decided
not to have my own--

She is interrupted by a dozen WOMEN - including Gravvy,
Polo, Harriet and her mother - jumping up from behini
furniture and yelling “SURPRISE."

JENNITFER
(sotto, to Clarisusa)
Sorry.

INT. JENNIFER'S HOUSE - DAY - LAT IR THAT DAY

The shower is in full swing. Pablo is walking by wi:h
trays of appetizers. With the exception of Alejandr: anc
Harriet, the women all look like ‘rersions of Clariss: anc
her friends - blow-dried hair, to:ally toned and fak:-
baked, sporting five-thousand dol .ar bags and ten-
thousand dollar breasts. We fird Clarissa standing vith
two of these clones, MISTY and CASSIDY. Clarissa locks

tired and distracted.
’;}/
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

.Paz.

CLARISSAY (CONT'D)
Now I‘ve just got to decide who to
be seen eating with. I may need
upbeat and encouraging. I°11 call
Jennifer.

ALEJANDHA
I like The Tvy.

CLARISSE.

Nuh-uh. I‘m starting this
relationship off right this time.
I'm going to tell him my parents
are both dead.

{rising)
And now I‘ve gotta g> rent my
favorite movie of all time... The
Gay... whatever,

EXT. JENNIFER'S HOUSE - DAY

A typically gorgeous, lavish, EH manse. Clarissa pulls
up in her white convertible.

INT. JENNIFER'S HOUSE — DAY

Clarissa, looking Ivy-for-lunch [erfect enters. A lalf
dozen or so Pugs nip at her heels.

JENNIFER
Oh my God, you look so incred:bly
gorgeous I could go gayv right now.

CLARISEA
I knew I picked the richt person.

Hugkiss.

CLARISSA {CONT "))
Cute shoes.

JENNIFER
Great bag. T —
{to the dogs)
Now girls, leave Aunt Clarissa .

alone.
We hear HAMMERING noises off stag:.
JENNIFE%v(CONT'D)
My mom’s redoiﬁgmzﬁe 11 tchen again

while she’s in Rio geuting her
butt done.

(CONTINUKL)





13,
CONTINUED;:

A man, PABLO HERNANDEZ, 30s, rucgedly handsome, bul i3 an
almost scary way, enters, He’'s dressed in construction
wear, his sleeves rolled up enotgh to reveal big muscies
and tattoos. Jennifer immediately brightens.

JENNIEEL, (CONT'D)
Oh, hello Pablo, what s up?

PABLO
I just wanted to let you know we
need to turn the water off.

quNIFEP
Oh, that’s fine, I - toing out.
This is my friend Clarissa.

CLARISZ2
Hi.

PABLO
Nice to meet you.

de turns and heads back towards 1 he kitohen.

JENILELR .
He's this amazing han&rman._ Did
you see his arms?

CLARIGHA
I did. And I've watched just
enough Court TV to spoi: prison
tats.

JENN;FE§
Did you know that if someone

forcikly applies a tatt.ooc on vou
in prisen you're still expected to
pay for it?

CLARISEA
No, I did not know that. and no
one who locks like you should know
that either.

As they head for the door:

JENNIFER
L .
Pablo learned to cook in priscn
and wants to open a catering
business.

CLARISSA _ /
Serving what, cakes with the _

little saws in them?

{CONTINUEL}





CONTINUED: (2)

JENNIFER
I don’t know why your being so
Judgemental. You‘re father’s an
eX—-Con.
CLARI:SA
(dismissively)

White collar,

INT. THE IVY - DAY -~ LATER THAT DAY

29,

Clarissa and Jennifér are seatec on the patio. Clarissa

has her Men Wish List out and hclds a pen.

CLARISSH
Of course I'm still m:king the
list. What if BAaron coesn’t work
out?
{thinks, then)
How about George Lucas?

;ZEENNIFEP.
What about the neck Ering?

CLARISS?
I'1l cover it in monzay.

She writes his name down.

JENNIF3IR

Evil . I R sy v —

CLARISSA
Oh, c'mon I was just--

JENNIFER
No, Evil Suzee AT o0 clock.

Clarissa glances over and we see SUZEE S IMMONS, 305,'
tall, tanned, toned, LA sexy, perpetually overwrough-

cverdone. She heads toward them, her surgically
supersized chest leading the way.

CLARISEA
Ch, poop. She’s such ¢ bitch and
then I mirror-bitch her-. Why does
she hate me so much?

JENNIFER
She thinks you STOle 2very guy
she’s ever been interested in.

and

f

(CONTINUEL)
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CONTINUED:
CLARI:3SA
Even if that were truz, which I
guess it kinda is, I wan hardly be ﬂﬂﬂ”wﬂﬁ

.blamed for that.
‘Suzee ‘arrives.

g CLARIES: (CONT D)
(all sweetness . B

Y SUZEE
Helly, ladies. What-s up,
couldy’'t get a good table?
shoul-_ve used my nane.

N SUZEE S@ONT'D)
I'm totall¥ crazed. ,f01e of my A-
listers gothpicked v for a DUI
and she was 3¢ higl shs gave them
her real age. %

el

; ‘xcoNT ‘D)
Wow, some blgj ot 1u¢&\pulled up.
Ch, it’'s Aarf

CLARISSA
Where?

SUZEE
Oh, that’s who you're all

# up for. I guess a bed
,fy can’'t have too many
hes .

£ CLARISSAH

hat s very funny coming from a
_ﬁoman who hasn’t had a nan since
fbutterfly clips.

SUZEE
Maybe I’'m choosy.

CLARISSH b
| Maybe evervonemehseis . %

BSuzee’s phone RINGS. She checks the number.

(CONTT JUED |
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“Jessico
(sc.b)
Jessica grins. That's thd sexiest thing he'’s gaid all night.
Lucky pushes through the dopr, smiling. Jessica watches him

go, about to head back upst ire, when she spots a limo parked
on the street, Adamson'’s drifer, Vince, behind the wheel.

EXT. STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Jessica slips through the ghadows toward the lime. If she's
concerned, it doesn’'t show. Window slides. Vince smiles...

VINCE 4 S"‘l"d.f.‘—

Nice robe, Lady X.

JESSICA .
What are you doing here, Vince?

VINCE
(after a beat)
They want a name.

JESSTCA
It'll pass. Right now, we have to
think about the Senator’s legacy.

VINCE
I'm getting pressured, Jessica.

Tt hangs there. She knows what this is really about...

JESSICA
What's the bidding at, Vince?

Vince looke away, clearly conflicted about this.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Oh come on. I'm a big girl.
How much to say it was a hooker?

He locks back, shaking his head slightly, then...

VINCE
Fifty.

JESSTCA
Fifty thousand? In case you
forgot, I don’t have a job.

VINCE
Neither do T. ‘_.5+OP

With that, he drives off. Jessica just stands there,
the weight of her situation finally showing in her face,
as WE RISE ABOVE HER, all the way up to...

({ of 7)
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(5¢-S7-)

INT. LANDING - QUTSIDE JESSICA'S APARTMENT - CCONTINUQUS
Ruby smiles as Jessica, now in her rmbe, openg the door. l ‘:f_

RUBY .
Sorry to bother you. I know 1it's
been a rough day, but --

FJESSLCA
Thanke. 8o what's yvour drama?

Ruby takes a moment to find the right words, then...

RUBY
Okay. What would you do if a
genator was getting blackmailed by
another senator mg; to do something
they thought was in the best
interest of the people.

INT. JESSICA'S LIVING ROOM - SAME TIME
Lucky iz sitting up, listening closely.

JESSICA
First of all, grow up. It’s not
blackmail, it's governing.
Second of all, what the hell are
you talking about?

Ruby says nothing, still not sure how much to tell her.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Let me save us some time, okay?
Because Mullin’s a goddamn traiter
he wants to endorse Webster for AG.
Buckley wants the job, she deserves
it, so she's holding a gun to
Mullin’s pretty little head.

All Ruby can do is stare, beyvond impressed that she knew.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
What’'s in the gun, Ruby?

RUBY
What?

JESSICA
It's & metaphor, honey.

RUBY
Oh. Right. o0f courssa.
(then)
The foreclosure freeze.

(7 ot 7)





30.

Tt hangs there. Just for a moment. Jessica 1s impresgsed.

JESSICA
Damn. Buckley’s an animal. Unlees
you wanna get eaten, I1'd advise you
to leave it the hell alone.

RUBY

Is that what you would do?
JESSICA,

I know what I wouldn’'t do.
RUBY

What?
JESSTCA

I wouldn’t fall in love with the
married man 1 was working for.

Ruby can’t keep the shock from her expression.

JESSICA (CONT’D) \
And we're gonna have to work on
that poker-face.
With that, she closes the door. The scound of ANOTHER DOOR
CLOSING turns her around.

Lucky's gone. MomenfAarily stung, Jessica hurries across the

room, into the kitchey, and out the back door.

INT. BACK STAIRS - CONXINUQUS

She emerges onto the selvice etairs, just as Lucky reaches
the door at the bottom..

JESSXCA
Where the hell Yo you think you're
going?

He stops, looks up at her, \ae she descends...

LUCRY
Sorry, babe. Poliics naver
gleaps.

JESSICA
That bill is Mullin’'kg signature
accomplishment. You'ke hever gonna

get him to change his Wind.

LUCKY
I don't changse minds.
to realize what’s in the

(3 of )

gat peoples
own bagt





“Jessica,
(sc. 3)

HOPE
Wait a\eecond. If you live there,
that mefnz Charlie deoes, too.

Before Ben can respond, it's RING TONE madness again.
Everyone is checkifg Blackberries, Ruby and Ben, too...

With that, she bolte ¥or the door. Ben and Hope are the only
two people in the rool} not on the move.

To gee the aparkment, wiee ase.

He smiles, knew what she mant, jots it down. As she takes
it and rises, a PAGE delivqring mail drops a letter in front
of Ben. Hope glances at thg envelope.

HOFE (CRNT'D)
Or should I call
Lieutenant Wiseacss

BEN
Just call me.

She tries to hide her smile as $he walks off, leaving Ben to
open the envelope. His face fal}ls. A single, typed phrase:

'TELL THE TRUTH.X OR I WILL.'

EXT. CAPITOL STEPS - SAME TIME

Mullin stands at a bank of microphones with Senator Webster.
He's mid-statement when we arrive...

MULLIN
Although we may 2it on different
sides of the political aisle, my
good friend from Michigan will be a
fantagtic attorney genmeral.

APPLAUSE from the CROWD. Jessica and Lucky at the center.

JESSICA ‘—5 ""QF"'

So what did you have on the
little weagel?

(H of 7)
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LUCKY .
I know it‘s hard to believe, but
somet.imes people do the right
things for the right reasons.

That’'s when Webster steps to the mic. Lucky Jjoins in the
APPLAUSE for a moment, then locks back to Jessica...

LUCKY (CONT'D}
Sti1ll wanna work at Tuatice?

JESSICA
For Webster? Sure. Right after my
g8ex change.

Lucky LAUGHS, understands her completely...

LUCKY
This is a real offer, Jess.
Who cares if he's a republican?

JESSICA
I care. Lucky, I'm a partisan.
I don’'t reach acroes the aisle.
I don’t compromise my heliefs.
I fight. I win or I loge. And
when T win, I don't delude myself
inte believing that everything's
gonna change.

LUCKY
You think the two million people
That packed that mall for ocur
inauguration are delugional?

JESSICA
I think it's a honeymoon, Lucky.
Everyone loves a honeymoon.
Unfortunately, once the caths are
taken, and the marriage gtarts, the
only ones left screwing &ach other
are the partiszans. 1

. LUCKY
It's different this time, Jess.

It just is. The job’s open until
the end of the day. ‘.—3“?

With that, he walke off. Jessica watches him go, surprized
by how deeply he believes And..

INT. ROTUNDA - SAME TIME

As the press conference breaks up, Webster and Mullin head
ingide, Sperlock and Ruby trailing behind.

(8 7Y -





N H
Jassico.
Coc.H)

Jeesica waits for Buckley to gign an autograph, then falle in
gtride as she continues toward the cloakroom...

JESSICA ‘_— S‘\'dt("'

Senator Buckley, hi, Jessica Sharp,
legislative director for —-

INT. HALL OF STATUEE - CONTINUOUS

BUCELEY
Adamson. I know. I'm sorry.

JESSICA
Yes. Awful. BSenator, I hope this
isn’t too presumptucus of me, but
I'd really like to join your team.

BUCKLEY
¥ou're asking me for a job?

JESSICA
Yes, ma’'am, I think you're an
inepiration. After Iowa, when
Senator Adamsgon dropped out, I did
everything but get down on my knees
and beg him to endorse you-—-

BUCKLEY
So that’s what you do on your
knees.

JESSICA

ExXcusge me?
Buckley suddenly stops just short of the cloakroom door.

BUCKLEY
Do you think I'm stupid, Jessica?

JESEICA
No, ma'am. I think you‘re --

. BUCELEY
Ellie Adamgon is my friend.

Jessica pales, knows where this iz going...

. JESSICA
With all due respect, Senator —-

BUCKLEY
Don't you dare talk to me about
respect. X ;

e pmp— o e ey —
S st ity e e —prer———
AT e sl et A T .

(6 ofT)
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They're starting teo draw stares. Jessica’s dying inside.

BUCKLEY (CONT’'D)

- : +. do vou think
I‘m stupid? Becaugse you must, if
vou think for one eecond that T
would hire a woman like you. Women
like you are the reason there’'s a
glass ceiling for women like me.
Now, please excuse me...

With that, she steps into the cloakroom, leaving Jessica
reeling. Just before the tears come, she reigns it in.
Suddenly, there’s a new resolve in her face. A decision. .
She whips out her Blackberry, and types to Lucky: S

"You're right. It's different thisg time. Call Webster.”

END ACT THREE

(] & T






ANGELS IN AMERICA: SCENE EIGHT

Harper: Where were you?

Joe: Out.

Harper: Where?

Joe: Just out. Thinking.

Harper: It’s late.

Joe: I had a lot to think about.

Harper: I burned dinner.

Joe: Sorry.

Harper: Not my dinner. My dinner was fine. Your dinner. I put it back in the oven and
turned everything up as high as it could go and I watched till it burned black. It’s still
hot. Very hot. Want it?

Joe: You didn’t have to do that.

Harper: [ know. It just seemed like the kind of thing a mentally deranged sex-starved
pill-popping housewife would do.

Joe: Uh huh

Harper: So I did it. Who knows anymore what I have to do?

Joe: How many pills?

Harper: A bunch. Don’t change the subject.

Joe: I won’t talk to you when you...

Harper: No. No. Don’t do that! I’'m...I’m fine, pills are not the problem, not our
problem, Il WANT TO KNOW WHERE YOU’VE BEEN! I WANT TO KNOW
WHAT’S GOING ON!

Joe: Going on with what? The job?

Harper: Not the job.

Joe: I said I need more time.





Harper: Not the job!

Joe: Mr. Cohn, I talked to him on the phone, he said I had to hurry...

Harper: Not the...

Joe: But I can’t get you to talk sensibly about anything so

Harper: SHUT UP!

Joe: Then what?

Harper: Stick to the subject.

Joe: I don’t know what that is. You have something you want to ask me? Ask me. Go.
Harper: I...can’t. I’m scared of you.

Joe: I’'m tired. I’m going to bed.

Harper: Tell me without making me ask. Please.

Joe: This is crazy, ’'m not...

Harper: When you come through the door at night your face is never exactly the way I
remembered it. I get surprised by something... mean and hard about the way you look.
Even the weight of you in the bed at night, the way you breathe in your sleep seems
unfamiliar. (Beat) You terrify me.

Joe: I know who you are.

Harper: Yes. I'm the enemy. That’s easy. That doesn’t change. You think you’re the
only one who hates sex; I do; I hate it with you; I do. I dream that you batter away at me
till all my joints come apart, like wax, and I fall into pieces. It’s like a punishment. It
was wrong of me to marry you. [ knew you...(She stops herself) 1t’s a sin, and it’s

killing us both.

Joe: I can always tell when you’ve taken pills because it makes you red-faced and sweaty
and frankly that’s very often why I don’t want to...

Harper: Because...
Joe: Well, you aren’t pretty. Not like this.

Harper: I have something to ask you.





Joe: Then ASK! ASK! What in the hell are you...

Harper: Are you a homo? (Beat) Are you? If you try to walk out right now I’ll put your
dinner back in the oven and turn it up so high the whole building will fill with smoke and
everyone in it will asphyxiate. So help me God I will. Now answer the question.

Joe: What if I...

(Beat)

Harper: Then tell me, please. And we’ll see.

Joe: No. I’'m not. I don’t see what difference it makes.

(Beat)

Joe: I think we out to pray. Ask God for help. Ask him together...

Harper: God won’t talk to me. I have to make up people to talk to me.

Joe: You have to keep asking.

Harper: I forgot the question. Oh yeah. God, is my husband a...

Joe: Stop it. Stop it. I’'m warning you. Does that make any difference? That I might be
one thing deep within, no matter how wrong or ugly that thing is, so long as I have
fought, with everything I have, to kill it. What do you want from me? What do you want
from me, Harper? More than that? For God’s sake, there’s nothing left, ’'m a shell.
There’s nothing left to kill. (Beat) As long as my behavior is what I know it has to be.
Decent. Correct. That alone in the eyes of God.

Harper: No, no, not that, that’s Utah talk, Mormon talk, I hate it Joe, tell me, say it...

Joe: All I will say is that I am a very good man who has worked very hard to become
good and you want to destroy that. You want to destroy me, but I am not going to let you
do that.

(Beat)

Harper: I’'m going to have a baby.

Joe: Liar.





Harper: You liar. A baby born addicted to pills. A baby who does not dream but who
hallucinates, who stares up at us with big mirror eyes and who does not know who we
are.

(Beat)

Joe: Are you really...

Harper: No. Yes. No. Yes. Get away from me. Now we both have a secret.
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To revesl Lhe TWINKLE LICHTE of the speedway BURSTTING as
he goes, raining glass and creating a PATH OF DARKNESS in
his wake. Something Wicked This wWay Comes.

INT. MAINTENANCE TENT - NIGHT

Johrniny stops as he sees his BREATH suddenly appearing in
ICY BURSTS. The room has gone inexplicably, deathly cold.

STQRT —— Hello, Jc}mny.r..HE RS

Johnny turns to see The Stranger standing in the doorway.
His eyes shimmering in the darkness. A cat’s eyes.

JOHNNY
Do I know you?

THE STRANGER
No. But I know you. I've had my
eye on you for guite some time...

JOHNNY
why?

THE STRANGER
I want you to ride for me.

JOHNNY
You run a show?

The Stranger smiles.

THE STRANGER
The CGreatest Show on Barth.

JOHNNY
You gotta talk to my Dad.

THE STRANGER
I'm not interested in him.

JOHNNY
We’'re a team.

THE STRANGER
Yes. But not for much longer.

Johnny stops.

o 2l
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JOHNNY
vhat do you know about that?

THE STRANGER
I‘m in the business of knowing things.
Like kpowing how to Lelp your fathex.

JOHNNY
How?
THE STRANGER
invite me in. And I11 tell you...
Johnny #izes him up for a LONG BEAT before:

JOHNIWY
Come in...

The Stranger bows and steps inside as the LIGHTS DIM in his
presence. Watch cleosely and you might catch a gliimpse of
his TRUE FORM in the MONSTROUS SHADOWS on the wall. .,

JOHNNY (CONT’D)
My fathexr...he has cancer...

THE STRANGER
Yes., ..

The siranger slowly circles Johmmy...i1ike a shark...

JOHNNY
It started 3in his lungs and now it’s
spread to his heart...

THE STRANGER
Yeg. ..

JOHNNY
The doctors said that it’'s too late for
chemo. Ycu gtill think you can help?

THE STRANGER
Yes...

JOHNNY
How?

Lightning CRACKLES to reveal that the crystal skuil seems
to have changed. Its smile is wider. 1It’'s teeth longer.

THE STRANGER

It's what I do. But first you must
offer me something in return...

it
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JOHNNY

What do you want?

The Stranger traces a long finger over Barton’s old choppex
...past the flame job...and up onto the chrome handlebars...

THE STRANGER
What I want.._.

...before running up Johany’'s arm and stopping on his heart.

) THE STRANGER (CONT'IDM}
Ia right here.

Jonnny steps back frxom hig icy touch.

JORNNY
I-1I don't undergtand. . .

; THE STRANGER
Your goul, Johnnv Blaze.

Johnny tries to laugh.

JOHNNY
I shoulda known you were crazy...

But The Stranger just amiles. Waiting.

JOMMNY (TONT‘D)
I don't believe in souls.

As Thce Etxrungcex loome over him:

THE STRANGER

Then you’ve got nothing to looe...

The Strangey smiles as he holds out his hand to seal the
deal. We SLOWLY CLCOSE ON Johnny’'s rcaction ad we hoar:

BARTON (V.0.)

p-B

Jeohnny? Hey, Johony Boy! ao

SMASH CUT TO:

AR

JOHNNY’S BEDROOM - NEXT MORNING

As Johnny o nis eyes to see his father smiling down at
him, backlit by ™eemorning sun. And he looks texrific.

Wake up, sleeping
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"VERONICA'S BIG DATE" -
FINAL DRAFT Blue Rev. - 2/23/99

JOSH

1 jﬁst think we have this greai'

conﬁection,.and‘for me not to know
this really major thing about you
makes me feél kind of stupid.

CHLOE : - .
Well, I'm just finding out things ’yb,vyWQ}gL_V3mw]éQ:<\
about you, too. Like snow globes QEC e pie
really scare yoﬁ. '

JOSH ' ) ' .

A
/

The snow goes up, it goes down,

there's no rhyme or reason to ;hoée
. _ things. It's chaos. ‘
.I’ CHLOE

Hey, I've got an idea. We could

make a 1ist; like the top five Pﬁgxk&u.@ggj IN

secréts the other person doesn't C:IYT#(CDW

- know, and then tell each other. ' '
JOSH

You'd do that?

CHLOE
" ' oD 1'
Would it make you feel better? VW@A&ﬁb Y\,(Y\i£:@~ hﬁ?ﬁd&ﬁ
JOSH -
Much better.
CHLOR-

< e
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. 'S R (DAY 2)
(Josh, Chloe, Extras)

JOSH AND éHLOE SIT AT A TABLE WRITING OUT THEIR LISTS. A *
PLATE OF APPETIZERS SITS IN FRONT OF THEM.

— *

CHLOE OOTH“ Qﬂl‘rﬂ

Are you done? I C}Lﬁ o o X _ .
JOSH . C&,U\J(S(tht *
I haven't spell checked yet. .

illed oman

CHLOE

Joéh you're so anal. - ol ‘mm \(_,D\&‘P\\(T Q‘}(}fm
JOSH ;Q,C..\ D\C\ FR ) WSLL\

| TNregome
- _@enW- |
}CHLOE *'_
_Okay, I guess I'll go first, so...

" here we go. (DEEP BREATH) I don't
s To e\ Mo fee

. VL\‘@J\* Jo 3816\\0 l&
JOSH “%(QN

swim.

‘Q See,

know. this is good, this is

w that's a thing I should

good. M \_ Occasionally, I

s8till wear feetie jamas .
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. E V *

Is the part that's supposed to

bother me the fact that you wear i;QVYHkVﬁ¢ Y\uTV4%ﬁ_\
them, or that you call them "feetie c © O

[}

pajamas"?

JOSH *
Pick one,.

{HL0E

| e
Okay. Uh... I dropped out of high -~z oM V}VYN

school two months before graduation. e FRuMenT
JOSH /' ~

Really?
CHLOE

Hey, the Dead weren't going to & {f\cﬂ(}/ Ny Foed
wmﬁ C\L&@rm\(\o¥ o
e, 3,6“&;

Europe without me.
JOSH

My e-mail name is "Dance King."

CHL.OE
I was in Desert Storm. I killed a aro }mwckgb N A
man. fee snecled
JOSH *

Oh, my God! Seriously?
CHLOE *

Yeah. He was one of our own, but __
70 oy im

it was crazy over there. o N '
UNderstoncl l}f
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JOSH - - ' .

e -

Okay, I think we're done with the

sharing.

| CHLOE | ’

,Really? But we haven't done all T MO h"\m'%(l rmb

five. - © cencesn
JOSH ' | *

You know, we've got a lot of time

to find out all the really...

disturbing things about each other.

But hey, we are off to a good - .

sﬁart;

. CHLOE
I‘/ So, we'll just let it happen. —Tb Mo, Nim 4;LL\ ¥w1¢

JOSH - ) OJONY « PN

Yeah. You know, I can teach you to T Ok Loy 4 CX3$&X

swim. | St \arense

CHLOE
Oh, I can swim. I just don't go in

T Madg Y

the water because water's poésessed

: 3 ONJC\V\
by Lucifer. (BEAT) Kidding.
EQ—F N2 Ao b
OFF JOSH'S RELIEVED LOOK, WE: riod Ogc,\(go\gm

CUT TO:






JUSTIN SITS DOWN WITH HIS GROUP OF FRIENDS, HA(\:W

JUSTIN
So it's official. I’'m homeless. %qoq
(THEN) Had to pull out of escrow and
I already promised my landlord I'd be
out of my apartment by Friday, so
yeah. Homelsss and unemployed., Can't
wait for my high school reunion.
KWANG
I know how vou’re feeling. I might

have to sell the Clover, so...

KWANGE INDICATES THE COFFEE MACHINE NEXT TO HIM.

KWANG (CONT'D) JUSTIN

Exactly the zame. Not at all the zame.

JUSTIN
What are we geonna do?
SAM
We’re geonna be good because wa’'re
gonna be a team. #“Team Awesome.”
JUSTIN
Wow. I don't know how you did it but
you just made me sadder. Guys, it's
over. All over. No more jobs, no
more investment banks, no more
nothing.

{MORE )

v





JUSTIN (CONT'D) .
and now, now we are pariahs that
everyone hates since we caused this
mess.

KWANG
As well they should. I hate us.

JUSTIN
I walked out of work today and a
firefighter gpit at me.

KWANG
Good. You deserved it.

JUSTIN
Right into my hair.

EWANG
I woulda too.

JUSTIN
Whose side are you on?

FKWANG
Firefighter's.

JUSTIN

This isn’t funny. We're thirty vears

old, we have no marketable skills, and

I really should not be drinking nine
dellar Heinekens!

KWANG

On the upside, your hair looks really

qood.

L





JUSTIN

It deoes, right?

K

V)





’ NT —
(KWANG, JUSTIN)

EWANG COMES OQUT OQF HIS BEDROOM TC DISCOVER THAT JUSTIN HAS
CLEANED THE APARTMENT. HE'S COQKING EGGS AND MAKING
BREAKFAST. THERE'S A SPREAD OF BAGELZ AND HE’S MAKING
WAFFLES WITH KWANG'S EXPENSIVE WAFFLE IRON.
KWANG
Morning.
JUSTIN
What's up sleepybird? Did a little
cleaning. By the way you’'re out of
thoge Red Dragon energy drinks.
KWANG
No there’s a full-case in the fridge,
JUSTIN
Not anymore. Rode the Dragon pretty
hard last night. Hey, this box says
it can make over a hundred waffles. I
gay we do it!
KWANG
You feeling okay?
JUSTIN
Feeling great. Just trying to keep my
mind occupied until another job comes
along. Y¥’'know stay in a positive head-
space.
KWANG

That’s good, I guess.

4
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JUSTIN
Now that I'm unemployed I'm hreaking
my day up inte thirty minute
intervals. Thirty minutes of
exercize, thirty minutes of cleaning,
thirty minuteg of crying and praying.

EWANG
Okay...

JUSTIN
And speaking of praving, your prayers
have been answered. I found an
apartment. It’s in Queens, pretty
small, kinda dingy -- but it’s in
amazing school district and that'’s all
that really counts.

KWANG
Clearly, since you have neither a wife
nor a child.

JUSTIN
Hey man,. it’'s an investment in my
future. Plus I checked that website.
Only like five pedophiles in an eight
block radiuns, And they mostly loock
like *“good” ones.

EKWANG

Gotta like those odds.

v





JUSTIN

I love ‘em.

W

TOTAL P.0OT






INT., MADISON'S BEDROOM - NIGHT (D2) 5

Madizon iz at her desk, working on homework, when Justin
comaes in through the window.

Madison watches as he sits on the bed, not at all surprised
to see him.

MADTSON
What, iz that your own perscnal
door now?

JUSTTN

What would vou rather I do? Knook
on the front door? “Hi Susan, 1'm
here to study with your daughter
at...”

{locks at watch)
«#,..eleven at night?”

MADISON
Studying? Is that what we're
calling it now?

Madison laughs a little, as she gets up from the desk and
walks over to Justin.

She stands in front of him, her face a breath away from his.

MADISON (CONT'D)
This is s0 wrong.

JUSTIN
You're right, I‘m sorry. I should

go.

T 9%4/1 2V37S
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Jugtin begins to get up, but Madison’s not having it. Instead
she only smileg and kisses him as she sits straddling him.

MADISON
Alexis knows.

JUSTTN
Alexig knows...

MADTSON
Alexis knows... about... this.

Justin stops kissing Madison and gits up.

JUSTIN
What? How?

MADTSON
From yesterday, she figured it out.

Justin exhales and rests hiz forehead on Madiscon’s ghoulder.

JUSTIN
Awegome,

Madlson laughs a little as she combs her fingers through his
hair.

MADTSON
Yeah.

Justin picks hig head back up.

JUSTIN
S0 now what?
MADTSON
I guesg we either tell people... or

stop.

Justin groans and puts his forehead against her shoulder
again.

JUSTIN
What about secret option C?

MADISON
Oh yeah, what‘’s that?

Justin picks his head up again and smiles.

T ©4/1 75
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JUSTTN
We don’t tell people and we don’'t
atop!

MADTSON
Um... T don't think that waz an
option.

JUSTIN

Are you sure?

MADTSON
Pretty sure, yeah.

JUSTTN
Okay, how about this. Why don’t we
just take some time to figure out
what we're gonna do.

MADTSON
And how would you suggest we £ill
this “figure out” time?

JUSTIN
¥You know, I hadn’t really thought
that far ahead.

Justin leans up to kizs Madiszon az she laughs and kiszses him
back as thay lay back down on the bed.

MADTSON
Yeah, this is definitely wrong.

IN VIE THEATER - DAY (D3)

ing behind th

2 white shirt with a <

eater lobby, and it seems to

Madison an r co-worker ADAM (19) are
concessions o er wearing black pan
black vest, and & d bow-tie.

% & GJ,‘/T 26

There are no customers
have been this way for a

tmMWgdedly picking at a cup of

The two of them are ab
i the silence.

popcorn and just try

ADAM
Did you... have a nice weekend?






Madison looks
Justin a hug.

I50N

Yeah, sorryWd don‘t know v

was thinking. ner
tonight.

ADAM
67

Sounds good.

(emilij
Cool,

scene with, le
out of a cup.

Madisgon

gtore, t is also struggling.

EXT. RECORD STORE - LATER (D3)

Madison walks acrogs the street to the record store,

ok out the window, and seesz the

ushn

give

they opened the
d picking popcorn

trying not to leook acrosg the stfet to the record

still

wearing most of her work uniform, though she’s removed the

bow-tle, and unbuttoned the vest.

Justin walks out of the store, and walks with her in the

direction of his truck parked in an alley.

JUSTIN
How wag work?

MADTSON

Slow. You?

JUSTIN
Slow.

MADISON
(beat)
I got agked out on a date.
Justin says nothing, hardly reacts at all.

MADISON (CONT'D)
Is that weird?

43

-
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JUSTIN
I guess not... no. You said yes,
right?

MADTSON
Yeah.

The convergation feelg awkward, and totally unfamiliar.

MADTSON {(CONT'D)
(beat)
Is that... okay?

JUSTIN
Yeah... I mean, why wouldn‘t it be&?

MADISON
T don‘t know... I don't really have
a reason to say no... do I?

Justin walks in silence for a second, then speaks without
locking at her.

JUSTIN
{hegitant)
Not really, I guess.

MADTESON
Well, there we are then.

They walk in silence for a minute. Madison tries to lighten
the mood.

MADISON (CONT'D)
It wag bound to happen sooner or
later, T guess.

JUETIN
Yeah.

MADISON
I mean, I am quite the catch.

Justin smiles, though he’s clearly not paying attention.

They arrive at the truck. Justin unlocks it, but Madison
mekes no move to get in.

JUSTIN
Aren’t you getting in?

T bd/c 25
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MADTSON
Um, ne, I think the walk here was
sufficiently awkward enough for me.
I'm gonna walk.

JUSTTIN
It's ckay... the date thing., I
mean, we never really talked about
it. But if you want to do it - you
gshould do it. T mean, we were Jonnd
take some time to Think, so...

MADISON
Yeah... hey, have fun tonight.

Justin and Madison share a look of uncertainty. Neither one
sure of the convergation they’ve just had.

MADTISON (CONT'D)
See ya.

Madison walks off as Justin gets in the car and drives off.

INT. MADISD BEDRQOM - DAY (D3)

Madison is chechy ' t, while Jack lies
on the bed, readiMyg

would take ba¥y 2ir boyfriend if
he cheated on

Madison looks at Jack

Studying

Jack holds up thgfmagazine to shi

JACK

Al ou have are chick knzines .

MADTSON
orry, my ugual Trucks and PRobs
Puarterly ig running a littldjlate

right now.







DISCOVERY
Comedy

Role1-F -24to0 26
Role 2 - M - 40 to 49
Author: Gilbert-Hill, Richard

(RICH, in his late 40’s, sits at a small table in a coffee shop in Burbank writing on a legal pad.
KAREN, mid-20’s, walks up with coffee in hand and sits in the other chair at the table.)

KAREN: Hi.
RICH: Hi.

(Beat. Rich tries to write. Stops.)

RICH: Do I know you?
KAREN: No. Do you mind if I sit here?
RICH: No.

(Beat. Rich tries to write. Stops.)

KAREN: What are you working on?
RICH: A scene.

KAREN: A scene?

RICH: Yeah.

KAREN: Are you a writer?

RICH: Yes.

KAREN: How long have you been writing?
RICH: Uh... About ten years.

KAREN: Really?

RICH: Maybe longer.

KAREN: Have you always been a writer?
RICH: Do I look that young?

KAREN: No.

RICH: Thanks.

KAREN: Well, you are old, aren’t you?
RICH: I’'m older than you, yes.

KAREN: Do you write plays?

RICH: No.

KAREN: You said it was for a scene, right? Isn’t that for a play?
RICH: This is for a screenplay.

KAREN: Really? What*s it about?
RICH: It’s about a man in hell.





KAREN: You’re kidding, right?

RICH: No. He doesn’t know he’s in hell, but he’s in hell.
KAREN: Is it about Hollywood?

RICH: No consciously.

KAREN: Sounds deep.

RICH: It’s supposed to be a comedy. Have we met before?
KAREN: No.

RICH: Really? You seem familiar.

KAREN: That’s because I’'m your daughter.

(Beat.)

RICH: What?

KAREN: Actually, maybe you have seen me before. I’ve been following you around for about a
week.

RICH: A week?

KAREN: Yes. You live in a two bedroom apartment in—what do they call those things?
RICH: What things?

KAREN: The thing you live in.

RICH: A triplex.

KAREN: Why two bedrooms?

RICH: What?

KAREN: You live alone. Why do you live in an apartment with two bedrooms?

RICH: My son used to live with me.

KAREN: I have a brother?

(Beat.)

RICH: Can we back up a minute?
KAREN: Pocatello. 1983. Summer Theatre Company. You had sex with my mom.

(Beat.)

RICH: Oh, shit.

KAREN: You remember?

RICH: Yeabh, the rubber broke. I always wondered about that.
KAREN: I didn’t need to know that.

RICH: Sorry.

(Beat.)

KAREN: Aren’t you going to ask me something?
RICH: I’'m waiting for my brain to kick back in.
KAREN: You were doing fine before.

RICH: That was reflex. What‘s your name?
KAREN: You believe me?





RICH: Well...

KAREN: We could get a blood test.

RICH: What‘s your name?

KAREN: Karen.

RICH: Karen. Okay.

KAREN: You don’t like it?

RICH: It’s nice.

KAREN: You hate it.

RICH: Why now?

KAREN: I like my name.

RICH: Why now? What brought you out here?
KAREN: You.

RICH: Why?

KAREN: I don’t have a father.

RICH: She never married?

KAREN: She’s gay. (Beat.) She said you were both drunk.
RICH: That sounds about right.

KAREN: She said you didn’t love her.

RICH: I didn’t have time.

KAREN: It’s not your fault. She wasn’t looking for a boyfriend.
RICH: So why did she..?

KAREN: She liked you.

(Beat.)

RICH: I don’t remember her name.

KAREN: Kathy.

RICH: Kathy.

KAREN: So when did you stop acting?

RICH: Um, one never completely stops. As long as I stay out here, everything could turn on a
dime.

KAREN: Have you acted lately?

RICH: No.

KAREN: You’re broke, aren’t you?

RICH: Well, yes, almost.

KAREN: That’s why you should believe me. I’m not after you for the money.
RICH: Okay.

KAREN: You believe me?

(Beat.)

RICH: It’s your eyes.

KAREN: What about them?

RICH: I knew the moment you sat down you were a stranger only in name. (Beat.) So now what?
KAREN: I need a place to stay.






SWING SHIFT

Kay: Waiter?

Hazel: Kay, honey, I think you better take it easy.

Kay: Why? We’re celebrating aren’t we?

Hazel: What are we celebrating?

Kay: Everything. Friendship.

Kay: (Toasting) To Lucky and Hazel.

Hazel: Here’s mud in your eye. Kay, why don’t you slow down.

Kay: Don’t tell me what to do. Isn’t it funny how things happen so fast? Isn’t it?
Hazel: Yeah, it’s funny.

Kay: Imean all the time that Lucky and I were together and all the time you and I were
best friends, I never knew you two were ...

Hazel: It wasn’t like that, Kay. It just happened all of a sudden.

Kay: Overnight love affair, huh? Boy, you two ought to be in the Olympics.
Hazel: Knock it off Kay, I thought we were gonna all be friends.

Kay: Friends are the most important thing right. Right, Hazel?

Hazel: Lots of things are important.

Kay: But friends are the most important. Good friends. Friends you can trust!
Hazel: What’s that suppose to mean.

Kay: Trust. You know, Hazel. The way best friends are supposed to be able to trust
each other.

Hazel: Oh! Like the way husbands are suppose to be able to trust their wives.





Kay: Don’t get me wrong Hazel. The way your love life was going, I don’t blame you
for taking what you can get.

Hazel: What about you and Jack and Lucky. That made a pretty picture.

Kay: That was me and Jack and Lucky. This is me and you and Lucky.

Hazel: You’re on your own sweetheart (leaves).

Kay: (Following her) There’s a word for someone who sleeps with her best friends
boyfriend. I can’t say it. Oh yes I can. Whore.

Hazel: Did you call me a whore?

Kay: Do you see anyone else I could be talking to?

Hazel: You’re a whore!

Kay: You’re a bigger whore!

Hazel: I may have slept with someone’s boyfriend but I didn’t spend two years putting a
knife into my husbands back. You’re the whore and you know it.

Kay: How do you know you never had a husband. You never had a boyfriend, you
never had anything. Nothing you say can change the fact that you’re a filthy whore.
Hazel: Idon’t care what happens to you. I don’t care what happens to him. There’s
nothing wrong with me. So why don’t you just go away.

Kay: I was in love.

Hazel: Shut up.





