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TERSER

GREEN LETTERS ON A BLACK SCREEN: 1

The words "METH = DEATH" read like a mathematical formmla.
A POLICE LIEUTEMEMT in a crisp BRPD uniform steps into frams,
tinishing his PowerPoint presentation.

FOLICE LIEUTEBANRT
In closing, I can tall you wa take
thia very seriously -- the APD as
well as the DEA. Stopping the
manufacture and sale o
methamphetamine remains one of oar
highest priorities. And the theft
of lab sguipment from your achool
ig receiving our full attention.
Rest asgured we'll lesave no atone
unturned in our search for the
person or persons responsible.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - MEETING ROOM - NIGHT 2

WALT, the perscn responsible, eits listening in the darkness.
*METH = DEATH" ie reflected in his glasses. It geems this
cop is talking directly to Walt ontil...

«s+s The overheads FLICKER OM, revealing a PTA MEETING Jjammed
with PARENTS. It's standing room only, Walt and SKYLER among
the lucky ones with seats at the large conference tabls.

PFOLICE LIEUTERAKT
Any cuestions, I'd be happy to ==

HANDS instantly shoot up all around before he can finish his
gentence. The cop nods and points to somebody at random.

CONCERNED PARENT
You're talking like you haven't
caught anybody yet. What about
this janitor who was dealing drugs
at the school? --

Vice-Principal CARMEN gquickly nips this rumor in tha bud.

CARMEN
There's no indication that that
individual was selling drugs.
He was arrested for having a small
amount of marijuana in hia car —
not inside the school -- and he's
gince been fired.

{ CONTINUED)
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CLOSE ON Walt -- feeling deep guilt for that turn of events.

CONRCERNED PARENT
I heard his guy had a fegord. I
want to know how he got a job here
in the firet placal

SECOMD CONCERMED PARENT
Exactlyl Why wasn’t there a
background check? ==

The crowd murmures in agresment, starting to Eu: whipped up.
Carmen struggles to keep the meating on track.

CARMEN
There wam one. Currently wa'rae
raviewing our, our hiring policies.

THIRD CONCERKRED PARENT
You batter be doing a lot mora than
that! This person was arrested
right in front of my daughtert

CORCERNED PARENT
Thie guy sust have been the one
;tiﬂlI:q the lab eguipment, right?

POLICE LIEUTEMANT
That's not our thinking at this
tima. We're looking into others
who might have had access -- not
limited to the maintenance staff.

Uh=oh. Walt listens, projecting nothing but sober concern.
But, ag we BOOM DOWN UNDER the table, we pee another stery.

out of sight of the room, Walt's fingera reach for Skyler‘'s
ENEE. Eilently they lift her calf-length skirt and atroke
the soft skin of har thigh.

Skyler's ayebrowa kait. What the hell's going on down thereP

SECOND CONCERNED PARENT
Well, was thia a break-in? And
whan exactly did it happen? Do we
know if it happeaned dur achool
houra?

POLICE LIEUTENANT
We havan't bean able to aatablish &

time or date, but there were no
Bigne of breaking and entering.

(CONTINUED }

2.
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CORCERNED PARENT
So whoever took it had a kﬂgz
We're talking about an insi job?
Someone who's still at tha school?

Doable uh-oh -- yet Walt keeps on slowly feeling up his wife.
Thare's no way she could realize it -- but we start to sonso
what this i1s: Walt is actually getting off on the DANGER.
The risk of being caught turpns him on.

Bkyler flashes Walt a sidelong look, her hand cleeing arcund
his wrist -- gfop. Take Chis seriously! Yet he continues.

Bkyler turns to Walt -- she's going to tell him to cool it.
But he stares back at her with an intensity that stopa her in
her tracks. The S0UNDS OF THE FRANTIC PTA HEETING DROF AWAY.

Upsat parents ralss their voicea, but Skyler and Walt are in
a BUBBLE OF SILEWCE. The only scund is Skyler’s BREATHING.

In apite of harsalf, Skyler releases Walt's wrist... Walt's
fingers wander... Skyler‘s thighse spread a millimeter.

Abovae the table, Walt and Skyler look away from sach other,
trying not to be obviocus. And suddenly CRRMEN IS SFPEAKING
WALT'E RAME. The S50UND RUSHES BACK IN.

CARMER
«xs Walt? Z2o good to sse you hare.
I know the timing is difficult.

ARll eyes go to Walt. Skyler looks like a teenager caught
making out -- but Walt's cool like iced tea.

CARMEN

{te the room)
Walt i currently on medical leave.
But as he's the chalr of our
science department, he made a very
epecial effort to be with us
tonight, and I want to thank him
for that.

Carman claps -- starting an anemic round of APPLAUSE from the
anqr§ parents for this poor bald dude who's obviously in the
middle of chemo. Skyler automatically claps some, too.

CRRMEN

Walt, can you talk to us about your
misaing equipment?

(CONTINUED)
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HWALT
Uh., Yes. Thank you. My, th...
{refers te his paperwork)
My lateat inventory showe that
wa'ra misslng one S000 milliliter
roand bottom boiling flask, ona --

A VOICE pipes up [rom somewhere.

BLOCKED PAHRENT
can't hear youl Can you stand up?

Walt rises, positicning a NOTEPAD to hide the {always o.s.)
boner in his pante. Skyler atares off into middle distance.

WALT
One Kjeldahl-style recovery flaak,
800 milliliters, two full-face type
reapirators, two condansers,
gtraight central tube type, two Bep
funnels, one sill head with
tharmomatar holdar. ..

He drones on, dry as toast, boring the crap out of everyone
in the reom. Off Skyler's leok of innocent concern, CUT TO:

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKING LOT - MIGHT 3

Rowa of care. And, next to an unoccupied APD POLICE CRUISER,
& familiar baige Aztek... is ROCKING away. Than, it STOES.

IRT. AZTEE - NIGHT 4

Walt and Sky are tanglied in the backseat, just now finiahed
having sax. Skylar's hair is caught in the rear shoulder
belt. They're both breathing hard. Post-coital blisa.

EEYLER
How. Where did THAT come from?
{half to herself)
And why was it so damn good?

WALT
*Cause it's illegal.
{off her ralsed eyebrow)
What we're doing -- on achool
property? We just broke the law.

He peeama dead-sericus about this answer. Skyler smirks at
him -- atudiea hia face clocesely to sea if ha's joking.

{CONTINUED)
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SEYLER
Chh-=kay...

Walt shruge. Smiles faintly.

WALT
Kinda nice; huh?
(studying her)
Maybe criminals have the beat =sex.

He's semething of a changed man since last we saw him facin
off with mad-deg Tuco in ocur previous episode {although he Eﬂ
back wearing his typlcal beige sweaters and such, for the
most part). Off Walc, bold and confident...

EBD TEASER
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ACT OHE

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY 5

Moteg of dust dance in shafte of light from the ground-level
windows. Thie ip where Krazy-8 died. Not a happy place.

The upstalrs door opens with a CREAK. SHADOWS cast acroas
the wall. Footstepa. Is this the prelude to another murder?
But then a SUNNY GOLD BLAZER comaE into view. ItL*s worn by a
female REALTCOR whe leads a YUPPIE COUFLE downstaira.

REALTOR
Tha basement. Unfinished, of
couran,; but just look at all this
space!l You have te think: rec
room, media room? Juet imagine all
tha things you could do down harel

INT. JESSE'E HOUSE - KITCMEN - DAY [

The house is cleansr than we've aver seen it. The counters
are clear of bongs and pizza boxee. As the Realtor leads in
tha yuppie couple, we're wondering: where the hell is Japgae?

REARLTOR
Hugt; huge kitchen. With an
island! WVintage appliancas.
Vintage tile,

The woman opens & cablinet-- {t's jammed with FILTHY diahea.

YUPPTE WOMAN
Ugh!

off tha Realtor's smile, flickering slightly:

INT. JEGSE'E HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY 7

Thrae seta of FEET cross the wooden fleoor -- smick, smack,
omick! Aa the Realtor leads thie couple along, the yuppie
woman frowns down at haer shoes -- why ie this floor 3

REALTOR
Remembar, you're buying for thias
fantastic neighberhood. Big lawne
and shade trees, walking distance
to the sountry club --

Tha :mung man motices somathing above them. Ha tapas his wife
and warily pointa it out te her.

{CONTINUED)
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YUPPIE WOMAN
What happened there?

They all stare up at the ceiling. The hole whare the bathtub
crashed through has been patched -- wvery poorly -- with an
unpainted slnb of DR!H&LL. The Healtor ahrugs, smiles.

REEALTOR
Bit of a fixer, but this house has
great bones. It's a blank canvasl

B ExT. JESS5E'S BOUSE = DAY B

A GOLD *FOR SALE" SIGH fe etaked in the yard. RACE TO Walt
pulling into f.g. in his Aztek, warily taking in the sign and
the Mercedes station wagon in the driveway. What the hell,..?

Walt climbs out of his car., He cavtiously walks up the
driveway. Marching toward him, the undaunted Realtor leads
the couple to her Mercedes, BEEPING the remote to unlock it.

REALTOR
Enow what? Wa're zeroing in. T
have another listing, brand new,
just around the corner.
(noticing Walt)
It'a by appointment only!l

WALT
I'm here to sea tha owner.

RERLTOR
Ch. I think he‘s in the, uvh...

Hot sure what to call it, the lady pointe to the nearby RY.
An orange all-weather extengion cord runs from the house into
one of the RV's side windows.

Walt watches the Mercedes pull ocut of the driveway, then
knocks on the RV deor. WMo answer. He ENOCES harder.

JESSE (0.58.)
Yo, it's appointment onlyl

Walt pulls cpen the deor and climbe up into tha Winnie.
9 INT. R.V. - DAY 9

Walt's eyes adjust to tha cave-like darkness (the shades are
pulled, as always). His nosa wrinkles at the lived-in smell.

{CONTINUED)
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WALT
Hey. It's me.

Jagse lies on an AIR MATTRESS — one of those camping-typa
deals. It's set in the cleared-out middle of the BEV. He's
got othar atuff here, too: & Coleman lantern, a hot plate, a
dorm-gtyle cube fridge; a emall TV, a couple of lawn chairs.
A BONG. Clearly, he's living here.

Jesge ia bare-chested, his ribe wrapped with TAPE. He no
longer wears the neck brace he had on the last time Walt saw
him, which was several daye ago in the huafitul- Jesse looks
battar now, but clearly he's still recovering. Breathing
hurts a little. Twisting at the waist hurts a LOT.

Jegse gazes up at Walt from hies mattress, not particularly
happy to see him. He makee no move to get up. The two
partners stare at one ancther a beat.

WALT
How you feseling?

JEESE
(8 grudging beat)
About as geod as you look.
(noda at his bald head)
You look like Lex Luthor.

Walt glances around at the place. He takes a seat.

WALT
I vieited you in the hoppital. You
were asleep.

JESSE
Skinny Pete told me you wanted
Tuco's address. Acting likes you
were all out for blood.
(throws up & hand)

Here are alive, so cbviously
you wised ap.
WALT

No. I did go see him.
JEESe’s BYes NArrow.

JESEE
Bullashit.

WALT

(off on another subject)
You're selling your house?

{CONTINUED)
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JESSE

Damn straight I am. Two dudes
turned into raspberry slushis and
flu-htsidnun my taiitt? i: c:n*t
aven take a Loper n thara.
Whole damn hgu.n hu“:Etr.n ba
haunted by now.

{changas the subject back)
You didn't actually go see Tuco.

Ao anewer, Walt reachea in hies windbreaker and pulle out a
fat manila envelops -- currency-size. He hands it down to
Jesge, who opens it to find it's overstuffed with CASH.

WALT
That‘s seventeen-five, which is
your half of tha thirty-Live
thousand. Plua there's an extra
fiftean in there. AllL yours.
(ataring dowm at hilas feat)
You sarned it.

Jasge thumbs through this money, staring at it in disbelief.

JEGEE
¥gu. You i:t monay from Tuco.

Ha E.ul this to is what you'‘re
Baying. = £
WALT

We made a deal.

JESEE
You made &...

Jasse shakes his head, makes a f[ace -- WHAT language 1o Walt
Bpaaking?|

JESSE
«++ You made a DEALT! NowPr! And,
and -- WHY?! Why would you make a
deal with that scumbag?! You see
what ha did to me?l

WALT
I think wa can do buaineas With
him. Wa cama to an understanding.

JESSE
Ho WAY, man. NO understanding! --

[CONTINUED)

¥,
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WALT

Look at that money in your hand.
How 1n&glni making that avery waak.

(off Jesee's look)
Yesm. Two pounds a weak, 35
thousand a pound, delivery Friday.
That's what wa're going to produce
from here on out.

Jegme im on the wverga of hyperventilating. He‘s on his feat
now, despite the pain.

JESSE
Two pounds a week. Without talking
to me, you told that insane ass-
clown dead-eyed KILLER we would
bring him TWO POUNDS? A WEEK?

WARLT
I promise you, this will work.
Wa'll sacale cp the cparation, wa'll
put in a few more hours -=-

JEGSE
Pon‘t talk to me about hours! What
about the pgeude? Where we gonna
get that? The little red pills,
man?! You think the meth fairy
hringn it? I spand all weak long
getting this atuff, I'm driving all
the way to Las Cruces -- 200 milas
each WAY -- to go meet my amurfa,
and if they don't got enough I
gotta head to Durango --

WALT
Wait -- Ysmurfa?”

JESEE
Emurfa. My dudesa who go to drug
gtores, buy a couple boxes at a
time and sell ‘em to me. That's
n:sh- good for a half- d worth,
and meanwhile this stuff‘s gatting
harder to buy every dayl That'as
the bottlenack in your brilliant
goddamn business plan! Wwhich you
would have known had you bothered
to gak!

Walt holds hies hand up -- stop. His mind ie racing.

{CONTINUED )



10

BREAFRING BAD #1068 "hA No-Rough-Stuff-Type Deal® FINAL DRAFT 11/26/07 11.
CONTINUED: (4) 9

WALT
Alright. Point taken., I assuma
you have some pseudo on hand?

JEGEE

{a beat; ing)
Enough for Mﬂuaﬁqpmind Mayba.

WALT
Well, lat's at least cook that.

Off Jesse, shaking his head -- exasparated; resigned, we're
BOTH gonna dig...

INT. ONCOLOGY SUITE - DOCTOR'S OFFICE - DAY 10

DR. DELCAVOLI smiles at Skyler and Walt, who sit before him.
Skyler is keyed-up, nervous, hoping to hear good news.

DR. DELCAVOLI
Well, hers we are again.

SEYLER
Here we Aré...

DR. DELCAVOLI
Skyler, you look great -- wyou must
be, what, ®ix, sevan montha? How
goas {t?

BEYLER
Great. Other than waddling te the
bathroom avery f[ive minutes.

WALT
The baby shower's next week. It*ll
bn ﬂﬁﬁd EDsaw

{aqueazea her hand: sighs)
+«s Good to have a day that's just
about Ekyler. Good for both of ua.
And god knowa she deserves it.

Bkylar is touched by this. Whers exactly did that coma from?
Eha certainly appreciates it.

DR. DELCAVOLI
Very nice. Well Walt, I see you've
committed to the hair loss. But
atay careful about sun axposura,

okay? How are you fealing?

{CONTINUED)
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WALT
Okay. FPretty decent, actually.

BEYLER
His color is better, his energy.
Ha's even more... phyaical.

bR. DELCAVOLI
More physical?

Skyler glances at Walt; more proud than embarrassed (muach
more willing to talk about it than Walt ig). This is the
apark that flames her hopa.

BEYLER
Well... sexual. Frisky, actually.
I mean that‘s gotta ba a good aign,

right?

DR. DELCAVOLI
Bure, I'1l take that. Right, Walt?

SEYLER
Couldn't that mean... that the
chemo is working?

Decavoli trieas to let Skyler down easy.

DR. DELCAVOLI
Realistically, it may just maan
we've got the anti-emetice tuned
right. Truth is, until Walc's

finished with this round of chemo
and wa loock at a new PET scan, we

just can't say for sure.

Walt's more or less cool with this. But Skyler keeps
pushing, grasping at straws.

SEYLER
But is there anything else we could
be doing? I mean, I don't want to
aound all... whatever... as I'm

married to a sclentist... but I'wve
bean wondering about, you know,

alternative medicine. Eastern
healing. Holistic.
She shoots Walt glance. He tries not to show his skepticism.
SEYLER

I just don‘t wanna leave anything
oiit. Wea can't.

{CONTINUED)
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bBR. DELCAVOLI
Right, absolutaly. Well, I ean't
speak to its efficacy... but so
long as it doesn't interfere with
our treatment, anything that helps
my patient have a bettar outlook,
batter comfort, iam fine with me.

This nice-talk isn’t what she hoped for. It disappoints her.

SKYLER
o you're tuginu it's all
paychological. It dossn't make any
real difference.

OR. DELCAVGLI
I wouldn't axactly say that.
Having the right outlook can make &
tramandoun difference. But aleo,
it's important that we manage our
expactaticons.

More pointless nice-talk, as far as Skyler is concernad. The
hopeful mood she came in here with is rapidly ebbing away.

INT. DRUG ETORE - DAY 1l

TIGHT ON A COLORFUL CARD with a graphic of a Sudafed-typa
cold medicine box and tha wordm: SEE PHARMACIET TO PURCHASE
THIS PRODUCT - ID REQUIRED. It resta in Walt‘s hand.

We‘re back near tha pharmacy counter. Walt stares at the

card, thinking about his pseudo shortage. Standing nearby,
Ekyler glances at him.

SKYLER
Are your sinuses acting up?

WALT
He. 1'm fina.

He sets down the card where he found it. They're here
waiting for a prescription to be filled. Skyler stares into
the distanca at nothing in particular, feeling so worn-down
and blue. Quietly, apropos of nothing...

SKYLER
Maybe we should cancel the baby
shower .
(off Walt's surprise)
or postpons it. I dunno.

(CONTINUED)

13.
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WALT
Why would we do that?

SEYLER
It'e just the wrong tima. I mean.
How can we? How.

WALT
Bacauss I want it.

Ekyler looks to him. He sidles closer. Puts his arm around
har and huge her like it"s gonna ba alright.

WALT
It's a celebration of life. Of you
and the baby. And I can't wait to
gaa it.

How there's a poaitive outlook. Skyler perka up & littlae.
A VOICE crackles over the PA ayatem in the ceiling.

PHARMACY FA
Prescription ready for White.

Feeling better, Sky heads for the pick-up counter. Walt lage
briefly, casting a last, covetous glance at the peeudo shelf.

EXT. AUTOMOBILE GRAVEYARD - DAY 12

NERRLY ABSTRACT CLOSE-UPS set a tone of danger and decay:
shatterad HEADLIGHTS... WINDSHIELDS spiderwebbed with
crackes... Chrome FENDERS warped like funhouse mMirrors...

Ending on BLOOD dripping in a puddle. At least that's what
it looke like until we TILT TO REVEAL the red liquid is
tranamission fluid leaking from a crushed Buick. It might
aven remind us of Walt's *red death” chemo medication,

Jessa‘s own Monte Carlo is parked here in b.g. Jesse and
Walt walt next to a WALL OF CARS stacked three high. They're
both wearing sunglasses;, trying to leok the part. Walt weara
a HAT -- mayba a black porkpie. It'sm to keep tha sun off his
bald head, but it alsc looka kinda... dare we say "cool?*

They're nervous. Thay both Keep their eyea on the horizon
throughout as Jemsa ahattara the *“Miami Vvice* vibe.

JESSE

A Junkyard. Jesus. Lemmé quess --
¥ou picked thia place.

[CONTINUED)

1a.
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12 CONTINUED: 12
WALT
What's wrong with it? It's
private.
JESSE

This is like a non-criminal's idea
for a drug seat. This is like,
*Oohl I saw thie in & moviel®

WALT
{glancing to him)
Eo where do you tranasact your
businese? Enlighten me.

JESEE
How about Taco Cabeza? Half the
deals I've ever done want down at
Taco Cabesa -- niea and publie,
cpen 24 hours, nobody ever gets
shot at Taco Cabaza. Hall, what
about the mall? Wait at the Gap:
*Hay, lock! Time for the meat]
I'll put down the [lat-front khakis
and head on over, grab an Orange
Juliuva... just, you know, skip the
part whera paycho lunatic Tuco
comas and steals my drugs and
leoaves me blesding te death.

A trail of dust scratches the near horizon. Seeing it headed
their way, it shuts them both up. Walt speake guietly, not
giving Jease grief -- quite the opposite. He understanda how
the poor guy feels, having had the shit kicked out of him.

WALT
¥You don’‘t have to ba here for this.
{off Jesaa'a look)
Sariously. I'm okay.

JESEE
{considers it, then)
Hah, I'm no pusay. I'm good.

Jasesd awallows hard, turne back toward the approaching
vahicla. Walt watchas him closely. Silently respecta him.

A BLACE LINCOLN HAVIGATOR with tinted windows comes into
view, wailing up the unaven dirt. It slows and pulls to a
atop a few vards from our hercaea.

TUCO SALAMANCK lazily awings out of the ehotgun deor, joined
by hia guys HO-DOZE and GONIO.

{CONTINUED)
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TUCO
Mr. Clean! And hie boy!

Tuco smirks at Jesee, gives him a little chin-nod. As he
approaches, Jesse braces himself. &tands his ground.

TUCO
Sorry I hadda tune you up.
Begpact, eas -- gotta give it to
get it.

Tuco offers his hand to Jesse. Joeope reluctantly reachea out
to shaka, but Tuco's hand becomes a FIST. He lashas out with
whip-like speed toward Jesse's face. He pulls the punch as
Jopae atartles back, terrified. Even Walt twitcheas. No-Doze
and Gonzo laugh. Tuco gives a nasty amirk, then:

TUCO
Just playin', man. Wa cool.

Be punches Jesse's shoulder in a “playful® way, then turns
hie attention to their surroundings. Frowns at the junkyard.

TUCO
Hall wa doing alla way out hare?
What, they closea the mall?
(claps his hands)
Heisanberg. Break it out.

Jessa glances sidelong at Walt -- *“Heisenberg?* Walt pulls a
half-pound baggie out of his jacket. Tuco's ayes nArrow as
he takes it with two fingers, like it's dirty.

TUCO
That's it? That all you got?

No-Doze laughe -- then quickly trails off as Tuce eye-fucks
him. Tuco's mood has changed radically. Gone very dark.

WALT
Wa had... production preblems.

Tuco tomsas the baggie to Gonzo, who anagas it in midair.

TUHCO
{Becornful)
I thought you was a player. You
tall ma two pounds, then you go
waste my time with birdseed?

Walt blinke. Works to keap a stone-face. Tuco pulls out a
magsive bank roll, counte as expertly as a Vegas cashler.

{CONTINUED)
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TUCO
17 and a half. Minus the half...
(ramoves five hundred)
«+s For wasting my time.

He thrusts the remaining cash at Walt. Ho more raspect here.

TUCO
What, gonna argua? You got
somathing to EII? Doing buasiness
like a cuupli 111' pitchen?

Tuco shakes his head -- pathetic. He heads back to the
Mavigator. Thinking it'e over, Jesse is relieved. Until:

WALT
Give ma all of it. Seventy
thousand.

Jagse's eyes pop. Tuoo turns back at wWalt.

TUCO
What‘d you say?

WALT
Consider it a loan.

TOCOD
I look like Cagh Call? I look like
littles Gary Colaman to you?

NO-DOZE
{Bnorting)
Gary Coleman!

Tuco cuts an angry, sidelong glance that shuts Ho-Doze up.

WALT
¥You like the product, You want
more. Consider it a capital
investmant .

A beat. Then Tuco turna and unzips his pants. Begins to pos
on the bottom car of a three-car stack (we ses the stream
only, this scens carefully framed to remaln 100% dong-frea).

Taking tha risk, Walt ateps up and, without a glance at Tuco,
unzips himeelf. Tuco's eyes narrow: what the fuck?

They both stand urinating side-by-side. Walt aims his pes at
the door handle of the car -- higher than Tuco. Tuco can't
allow thias, He aima higher still, his stream of urine
hitting the bottom of the back window.

(CONTINUED)
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It's a literal PISSING CONTEST. While Jesee and Tuco's guys
watch, slack-jawed, the arcs of urine scale the crushed cars.
Finally Tucc'e bladder is empty and his stream fizzles. Walt
finighas a moment later, winning by a drip. They zip up.

Is Tuco angry or amisad? Imposeible to say.

TUCO
Loce bald motherfucker.

Tuco pulls cut his fat bank roll. Holds it in Walt's face.
As Walt reaches for it, Tuco pulls it away.

TUCO
Fifty-two and a half. Twenty-five
peinte wvig.

WALT
Vig?

JESSE
{geing numb)
Interast. Weekly.

WALT
8o it's $65,625. With interest.
1.875 pounds.

TUCO
Two poundm. HNext Friday. And no
"production problems. "

WALT
Can you handle four?

Wide-eyed Jesge is on the verge of hysterical diarrhea. Tuce
leans very closa to Walt, his grillea flashing in the sun.
TUCO
Listen old man. Talk is talk. But
owing me meney? It's a bad thing.

Ha dropa the roll at Walt’s feet. Turns and heads for his
truck. MNo=Doze and Gonzo follow. A beat. Out of earshot:

JESSE
What... did you... just... go?

Walt bends down, picks up the money. He doesn‘'t look too
gure himaelf. As they both watch the Wavigator drive off...

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - KITCHENW - DAY 13

CLOSE ON JESSE -- Eves wide with rage and panic.

JEGSE
Four pounds? Four pounda? Two
pounds wasn't bad enough?l We're
talking two, three hundred boxes of
ginue pillsl Thers ain't that many
semurfs in the worldl

Walt dosan't look up from writing on a flowery acratch pad --
an itam left over from Jesse's lata aunt.

WALT
¥We don't need peseudoephedrine.
We're »;:ring to make phenylacetona
in a tube furnace, then we're going
to use reductive amination to yield
methanphetamine. Four pounds.

JEGSE
Ko peeudo?

WALT
Ho peaudo.

Jesae sinke into a chailr. Sweet relief washea over him.
JEEESE
You do have a plan. Yeah, Miater
White! Yeah, scilencel
Walt tears the page off and hands it to Jesse.

JESSE
¥What is thias?

WALT
A shopping list. Gatting soma of
theae iltems may bé challenging.

Jeasae reads it with growing alarm.

JEBSE
ona Varlac autotranaformer? BSix
liters ann... hydrous methyl...
moathylmine? Two 35 M&M Hoakine
tuba furnacea?

(CONTINUED )
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WALT
Hot “ME&M* == millimeter. Ona 70
nillimeter would ba Ffine, but
they're hard to coma by.

JESSE
Whaddya handing this to me fori?l

WALT
We nesd these things. You're gonna
procura them for um.

JESSE
Forty grams thorium nitrata?
Yo, I can't even profounce half of
this shit!
(compem the list)
Count ma out, man. I'm leaving
town -- I'll move to, like, Oregon.

Walt won't take "no® for an anewer. He firmly grabs Jemsa's
ghoulders with both hande. Looks him straight in the eye.

WALT
Jogga? Today is the firet day of
the rest of your life.

JESSE
{reé: handa on shoulders)
What are you doing, man?

Walt dosan’'t let go. Doing his bast impression of a Vince
Lombardi do-or-dis speech, he presses on.

WALT
This ie the u.:aﬁ of tha rest
ef your life. ﬁmd of life
will it be? Is it going to ba a
lifa of fear? Of "Oh no, I can't

do this?* Of never once believing
in yoursalf?

JESSE
I dunno...

WALT
These items we need -- only you can
gét them for us. Look at ma, I've
never even gotten a parking ticket.
Buying on the black market? I
wouldn't know whera to begin. But
¥ou. You're a man of the streaet.

{CONTINUED)
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Jeagse satarta to grudgingly buy this argument. But now his
ayarn drift to something behind Walt.

WALT
Jagge... I am counting on you hare.
{claspe him tighter)
Do me right. Make me proud.

Noting his look, Walt turns. Behind him is the gold-blazered
REALTOR who stands here in the doorway with an OLDER COUPLE.
All threa are uneasy, ag if they just intruded on lovemaking.

REALTOR
BEi. Don't mind uwa!l
(to har prospacts)
Tha owner and his... friend. Huge,
huge, kitchen!

14 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - HALLMAY - DAY 14

Momants later. We TILT DOWN from the patched ceiling to the
older couple walking past and frewning up at it.

REALTOR

{quietly)
I know, I know. Genarally gay

couples take better care of their
properties.

15 INT. WHITE HOUSE - RITCHEN/LIVING ROOM - DAY (VIDEO) 15

HANDHELD VIDEC POV -— Swirling around and then settling on
MARIE in high spirits as sha addresses the camera, playing
MC. Behind her, moetly FEMALE GUESTS populate this showar.

WALTER, JR. (0.S5.)
It's an. Go ahaad.

MARTE

Hi baby! This is your Aunt Marie --
but of course you know that, since
when you watch this 20 years from
now I"11l look exactly the same as I
do today. I know, it's amazing.
I've aged shockingly well, haven't
I? An +v s wWelcome to your bab
shnuer?v;gnauldnl . d

WALTER, JR. (0.5.)
“Esmeralda®"

[COMTINUED)
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MARIE

Esmeraldal That's your name, you
heard it haera firatl That was r
wonderful, handesome, clder brother,
by the way. Bhow her, bro --

The CAMERA WHIRLE around revealing that WALTER, JR. is
shooting this video. He makes a face inches from the lens.

HARIE (O.5.)
Hot up tha nose, pleass. MNot up
the... alright, back to me.

CAMERA WHIPS back to Marie as she headsa for the living room.
HANK ducks inte frame, grabbing the foreground.

HANE
Ovar hera's the movie star kKissaer!
Hey, stay in school! No tattoce!

HARIE
Your Uncle Hank. You probably
don't remember him due to the fact
ha was myatericumly smotharad in
hie sleep just bafore you ware
born. And over here, say Hi to
Mommy... hello, Mom...

Skyler sits talking to some FEMALE FRIENDS (Carmen included).
Marie pushes the lens down to take in Skyler‘s bally.

MARIE
And look! There youy are Esmeraldal
Wake up babyl Time to party!

Skyler's hand reachea out and tips up the video camera to her
face. She amirks into the lens.

SKYLER
Believe it or not, "Esmeralda,”
shortly after thim party ended, we
changed your name to “Holly.*
Hank; wasn't that right around the
time we drove Aunt Maries to the
insans asylum?

CAMERA whipsa to Hank, baer in hand.
HANK
Yap. Dropped har at the curb.

Then I married Shania Twain and
lived happily every after.

(CONTINUED)
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COMTINUED: {2) 15

MARIE
Ah-hah-hah. Easmeralda, I can only
hopa in your future America,
gcientiste have found a cure for
nocturnal flatulence,
(a beat}
Oh, hare's your Daddy!

We BEELTHE toward Walt, who carries a tray of drinks out of
tha kitchen. He goets buttonholed by our CAMERA.

MARIE (0.5.)
Spaak, Daddy! Say hallo to your
daughter!

Walt smiles and thinks about it. He's in a good mood, but
not particularly a joking one. Our camera DRIFTS IN on him a
little while he formulates his thoughts.

WALT

Holly, I'm wvary proud of {::. I
think about you all the t %

Guests go “"awwwww.® But Walt isn't through.

WALT
Wharever you go... whearever you
find yourself... always know you've
got a family who lovesa you Very,
very much.

Ho more Mawww'™s now. Folks in the b.g. are runpnct!ullg
gilent... as it dawns on averybody that this might be the
only thing Walt ever gets to say to hie unborn daughter.

We hold here on Walt and his sad emile for an extra beat.

INT. WHITE HOUEE - LIVING ROCM - DAY 16

Back to FILM. Estrogen overload. It's thirty minutes later
and Skyler gitse facing a coffee table loaded down with GIFTS.
She Just now opens one which contains a cute, fluffy pink
SLEEF SUIT. She holds it up to the crowd, beaming.

ERYLER
Ohmigod! Scoo cute! —
(woman ococh and ahh)

Carmen, thie is adorable! I love
itl Thank youl

CARMEN
You're so welcoma.

(CONTINUED)
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They hug. E£till rolling video, Walt, Jr ia fascinated by the
cleavage on a FEMALE GUEST. Walt noticea and gently pushes
the lens upward, to her face. Marie handes Skyler a gift.

MARIE
From me. And Hank,

BEYLER
Ooh. Nice wrapping. Marie always
finds the best wrapping paper...

MARIE
{to tha crowd; meaning 1t)
I do.

Ekylar opons the box and lifte out a TINY SILVER CROWHN.

Oh { : i Liaza

g Wou. IE'B..« iL'B & .
(atudying it)

Marie, is this..?

MARIE
== Btarling silver. About a
carat's worth of diamonds, too.

As the women oooh and aah, wa find HANE. He drinks his baar,
looking troubled. His good-time parscna is fading away.

ERYLER
Marie, you spant way too much on
this! Wow, I don’'t know what to...
Thank youl

The gisters hug. Hank leans over to Walt, sotto.
HANK
Hey, buddy, you got anything
gtronger than beer?
17 INT. WHITE HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY 17

A BOTTLE OF BOURBON tilts and pours into glasses. Hank and
Walt are sitting on dusty lawn furniture.

HANK
Borry, man, but after the first 200
presenta it gete kinda old,

Famale LAUGHTER echoss through the closed door. Hank knocka
back his glase. Something'e got under hie skin.

(CONTINUED )

A




BREAKING BAD #106 "A Ro-Rough-Stuff-Type Deal" FINAL DRAFT 11/26/07 25.
17 CONTINUED: 17

HANK
Pour ma anothar, willva? I got
just tha thing to go with thias.

Hank pulle out a pocket humider and extracts himself a CIGAR.
Ramambaring Walt's respiratory situation, he stops himself.

HANE
Oh, msorry. I waen't thinking.

As he starts to tuck away this little leather case...

WALT
Mo, it's okay.
(nods at the casa)
Would you have a extra cne for me?

HANK
Ia that a good idea?

WALT
Hank, I already have lung cancer.

Bank considers, never even realizing that Walt on his best
day might want to smoke one. He shrugs and breakm them out.

HANK
Okay. You got me thare.

Hank clips a cigar, gives it to him. Walt smells it -- nice.
BHe reads the ring and smiles wryly at his brother-in-law.

WALT
cuban.
HANK
{shrug)

I did a faver for an FBI guy.

Hank hande him a fancy TORCH LIGHTER =-=- nicer, but not unlike
tha ones Jeasse uses to emoke his math., As Walt lights up, ha
kseps smiling to himeelf. Ha yitzes Hank.

WALT
Now... I was under the impresaion

these were lllegal.
HANE

Yep. Forbldden fruit tastes the
swveetest, docesn't 1t?

Walt inhales carefully. A dry little COUGH-COUGH-COUGH
startsa up, which concerns Hank -- but Walt waves him off,

{CORTINUED)
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WALT
{once he recovers)
Funny, len't it, the way we draw
the line.

HANK
Yeah? What line's that?

Walt raises his glass of bourbon to the light.

WALT
What's legal, what's illegal.
Cuban cigars, alcohol. If we werae
drinking thias in 1%30, wa'd ba
breaking the law. A year later,
we're okay. Who knows what'll be
lagal naxt year?

HANK
You mean like pot?

WALT
Sure pot, whatever.

HANK
Payote? Heroin?

WALT
I'm just saying it's arbitrary.

HANE
You should go visit lock-up, you
hear a lotta talk like that. "Hay,
man, why're you busting me with
fourtean bailas of ganja, it's all
going te ba legal next yesar when
Willie Nelson's president.”

Hank laughs. Walt gives a polite smile.

HANK
shit, buddy, it don't alwaye go one
way. Sometimes things are legal
that shouldn’t be. I mean friggin’
meth uveed to be legal, used to sell
it over the counter in every
pharmacy in America. Thank God
they came to thair senees on that
ona.

Walt node thoughtfully, smoke curling out his noase.
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EXT. WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT (STOCK) 18
Tha party has bean over for houra. It's time for bad.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - WIGHT )

A LAPTOP SCREEN fills frame, keys clicking as someone types
the asarch "SWEAT LODGE NEW MEXICO." This is Walt, aitting
on the bed in his sweats and t-shirt, hunched cver Skyler's
laptop. Ha glances up at the sound of the SHOWER running
bohind the closed bathroom door.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - MASTER BATHROOM - WIGHT 20

Minutes later. Skylar, out of the shower and wearing her
robe, brushes her teeth, precccupied. Walt knocks and she
pulla open the door for him. Walt stepa inaide bahind her.
Reaches around and strokes her tusmy.

WALT
Nica party.

Skylar bends and spits.

SKYLER
A tlara. Can you believa 1t? A
silver tiara for a newborn baby?
It's from Madici's in Hob Hilll It
must have cost, what? Five or aix
hundred dollaras?

(A beat)

I'm thinking about returning it.

WALT
You sure? She’'s bound to find out.

Skyler shruge. She knows this could get tricky. S5till...

EEYLER
Wall, mayba I°1l just explain to
hor wo need a Diaper Genie way more
than a silver baby tiara.

Skyler rinses her mouth, hun;n up her toothbrush. Walt ayes
his wife in the mirror, carefully gauging her mood before:

WALT
I"va baan thj.nlr.j.ng' about what :.'H‘I.'l
paid to Delcavoli. About
altarnative medicine.

(CONTINUED )

27.
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CONTINUED: 20
SKYLER
Don't worry -- I°'m done bringing
that up.
WALT

Ho. I mean, maybe there la
somathing to it.

{off her surprise)
Thay do this Havajo sweat lodga ap
by Farmington. A healing ceremony.
Supponed to be good for tha lunga.
I'm not saying I believe in it...
but it might be... an exparience.

BEYLER
(delighted)
Raally? You. In a sweat lodge.
Thie I've got to sae. When?

WALT
This weekend. But the thing ie,
it's male-only. I'd drive up
Friday and come back Sunday. I
maan, if you'ra okay with that.

SRYLER
Of course I'm okay with that!
Abaolutely.

Ehe kisses him, hugs him and holds him tight. Off Walt
catching a glimpae of himeself in the mirror... feeling a
little guilty, yet so dampned smoooth...

INT. JESS5E'S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY 21

CLOSE ON Walt's SUITCASE hitting tha floor. RACK to JEBEE
wrestling with a heavy EYDROGEN TANK in b.g.

JESSE
“Sweat lodga.” Yeah, I'm aweating
already -- help me out here.

Walt steps over to assist. Between Walt's weakened chemo
state and Jesse with his broken riba, neither one is a poster
boy for physical fitness -- yet together they get it dome.

Jegga'e gona all-out to gat ivnrythé:i on Walt'e liet.

Hardware, glassware and packaged chemicals take up half the
garage. Jesse watches proudly as Walt examines everything.

[CONTINUED)
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WALT
Seventy millimeter tube furnacs.
Excellent. Good work. The thorium
nitrate?
[{Jespe directs him)
Ckay, good. Hydrogen.
Electrolytically produced, right?

JESSE
Like you asked for. This crap
wasn"t sasy to get. It wae
axpansiva.

WALT
I don*t see the methylamine, the
aquecus mathylamine...

JEBSE

Ckay. WNow that's whersa I ran into
gome troubla.

WALT
What kind of trouble?

JESSE

Half this atuff I could just buy,
right? The other half I had to pay
pramiom priges -- this ahit was
falling off trucks all over towm.
But methylamine? HNot so easy.
They got it locked down tight. I
found seme pros who'll rip it off
for us. But they want ten grand.

WALT
So what's the problam? You have
MONEY «

JESSE

Had. I already spent almost the
whole wad! I got like two grand
left. I told you, all this crap,
it'e axpsnsive.

Walt srares into space, trying to think through this dilesma.
Eyes lingering on something,; he reaches in a shelf and picks
up & dusty old Etch-A-Sketch toy. He gives it a SHAKE-SHAEE.

WALT

These thieves... where were they
going to ateal it from?

[CONTINUED)
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JESSE
Chemical supply place south of
town. They got guarde and sscurity
camsras. Blg-ass steel doors.
That's why theee dudes are charging
80 much.

HWALT
What if we steal it ourselves?

JESSE
{a baat; apused)
Yeah? How we gonna do that?

Walt holds up the Etch-A-5Xetch.

WALT
With thie.

Huh? Off Jesse — and the audience — feeling confused:

END _ACT TWO

BREAKING BAD #106 "A No-Rough-Stuff-Type Deal” FINAL DRAFT 11/26/07
CONTINUED: (2)
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ACT THREE

INT. JESSE'S HWOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY 22

Cloga on an ETCH-A-SKETCH. Hands use an electric screwdriver
to unscrew the backing plate, than pull the halves apart.

The guts of this device, a few ounces of shiny gray ALUMINUM
POWDER, get dumped into a nearly full Tupperwars container.

A DOZEN of thesa disassembled toys are piled atop the table.
Jesse peers at Walt, watching him as he finishes this last
ona and waighs the container of powder on a DIGITAL SCALE.

JESEE
What's this stuff called again?

Mixing this aluminum with a pre-measured amount of RUST-BROWN
POWDER (iren oxide, though let's not spell this out for all
the terrorists out there), wWalt speaks without Loocking up.

WALT
Thermits.

JESSE
And that'll cut through a leck?
*Causa this is supposed to bs one
big-asa lock.

Walt dumps the mix in a big IIP-LOC bag and shakem it up good
(this isn't explosive, so he doesn't treat it gingerly). He
speaks intently as he wraps it in layers of DUCT TAPE.

WALT
In Wworld war II tha Germans had an
artillery piece, the biggest in the
world. Tha Guatav gun. Waighad a
thousand tons. The Guatav could
fire a 7 ton shall and hit a target
23 milaa away. This ming. you
could drop bombe on it all day for
a month without disabling it. But
drop a commando, onhe man, with a
bag of this, and he could malt
right through four incheas of molid
ateal and destroy that gun forever.

Fa holds up the completed THERMITE BOMB. Jesse is intrigued.
WALT

8o, yea. Thie will cut through any
lock wa're likely to find.
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INT. MEDICI'S JEWELRY & GIFTS - DAY £2

We OFEN TIGHT ON the silver BABY TIARA. A middle-aged
JEWELRY STORE OWNER holde it in his fingera, examining 1t
closely. After a moment he loocks to Skyler, who stands
before him at the counter of this little mom & pop placa.

JEWELRY STORE COWNER
You'd like to return thie?

SEYLER
It's vary nice. But yes.

The man atares at her kind of intently. She smiles at him.

SEYLER
It's from this store, 1En't 1t?

JEWELRY STCRE OWHER
Oh, yea. It's from this stora.

Do you happen to have a receipt?

BEYLER
Oh no, I don't. It was a gift.

JEWELRY STORE COWHER
Uh'h.uh# ,l giftr
(motioning)
Mr. Wilson? Could you step over
here, please?

Mr. WILSON, who's about the slze of a sub-Zero refrigerator
and ig squeezed into a too-tight private SECURITY GUARD
UNIFORM, ateps owver to joln his bosa.

JEWELRY STORE OWHER
Mr. Wilson, I'd like you to detain
this lady while I phone the polica.

SEYLER
Whoa, whod. EXCUSE me? --

JEWELRY STORE OWHER
Ma*am, thig item is stolen. A2 I'm
sure you know.

Ekyler‘a ayes grow wide. OFff her glancing back at large-asa
Mr. Wilson, who stands between her and the front door:
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INT. MEDICI'E = BACK OFFICE - DAY 24

Minutes later. The owner stands not quite facing Bkyler,

talking to the APD on his etore’'s cordless phone. Skyler
oite kneas together tight on the visitor side of the man‘e
megsy desk. Mr. Wilson is here too, guarding her.

JEWELRY STORE OWHER
{inte phone)
Yes, I intend to press chargese.
Ploans do. We'll ba hare.

Ha hange up and glances at scarad, angry Skylar -- whe ia
struggling to keep it together. She makes her voice calm.

SKYLER
I have never stolen anything in my
Life. Alright? I told you, I
received that tiara as a glft.
(indicatas har stomach)
Baby shower giftl

JEWELRY STORE OWNER
8o who gave it to you, then?

Mad as hell at Marie, but not about to give her up, Skyler
bites her lip. Shakea har haad.

EXYLER
I don't think I have to tall you
that.

JEWELRY STORE OWNER
Ma‘am, vou don't have to tall ma
anything -- you can talk te the
police. And ] can tell them how my
daughtar-in-law ramassbers showing
this particular item to a tall
blonda woman... who, whan her back
was turned, walked right out the
door with it. Bo theral

SEYLER
ﬂ'-l:h, Ih? hll. I-lll
(thinking fast)
Il can talk to Channel Thres Naws!l
I can tall them how pacple,

without a, without a ; without
a of evidencel Illegally
deta an innocent pregnant woman

in soma dank storarooml

(CONTIRUED )

23.
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COHTIKUED: 24

JEWELRY ESTORE OWHER
This ia my office =<

SEYLER
== [ feal I'm balng held hostage!l
Furthermore, I'm not getting enough
air back herel I-I just don't know
if I can -- I can breathe --

{fans her face)

== Oh no. Oh god, I think I'm
going into labar.

Big Mr. Wilson's ayes bug wide. He looks to his boss, who is
just as alarmed. Off Skyler, panting fast and shallow...

EXT. MEDICI'S - DAY - MINUTES LATER Z5

Skyler exite the etore, a free woman. Mr. Wilson and the
owner stare out after her, relieved to see her go. Skyler
isn't goelng into labor, of course -- but sha is pretty
goddamned upset. She fumbles her call phone out of her purse
as she strides toward her old Jeep Wagoneer.

She speed-diale, fingers trembling. Puts the phone to her
ear. After a couple of RINGS...

MARTE (V.0.)

Hi, you've reached Marie. Do the
beep thing.

SKEYLER
(off the BEEP)
Marie, it's Bkyler. I just left
Mediei*s. I nead to talk to you.
IMMEDIATELY.

She hangs up. We sense a shit-atorm looming on the horizon.

EXT. CHEMICAT. PLANT - NIGHT - BIROGCULAR POV 26

From a distant vantage peint, wa search an indugtrial
landecape: white chemical tanks, barbed-wire fences...
finally discovering a SECURITY GUARD walking his rounds.

JESEE [0.8.)
Yeah. Thare ha i8.

24
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27

28

INT. ALTEE - OVERLOOK - WIGHT 27

Jespe‘'s in the passenger seat, scanning the chemical plant
with an apcient pair of OPERA GLASSES. They belonged to his
aunt == gha ptnh.lhl.; uped them for birding. Walt pullas a
full-face SKI HMASK from a plastic bag. Handa it to Jeasa.

JEBSE
What the hell is this?
Ha holds up the mask. There's a blg, droopy PUFFBALL an top.

WALT
It's all they had.

JREEER
Then you go to another store. If
this is all they have, you'rae in
the wrong place.

Distant movensnt catches Walt'm oye. Ho reaches ocut a hand,

WALT
Give ma thé... whatever thosa ara.

Jesoss snatchea away the opera glapaes and looke though them
himsalf. DINOCULAR POV -- wa sea the GUARD reach somewhara
for a hidden MAGALZINE, then atep inslds a PORTA-POTTY.

JESSE
{dosp breath)
chay. T guase this is it.

EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - FENCE - NIGHT 28

Their matching I-ilw PUFFTBALLE bobbing with svery movenment,
our heroea jog low to the fence line Aside from theair goofy
mici masks, they re dressed all in black and wear black
gloves. Josass uses BOLT CUTTERS to clip the chain-link fence
whiles Walt acans tha ares.

Ha reallzes Jessas Lo @utting a MAN-SHAFED hole Llm the fence,
conpleta with head and shouldera. It's taking forever.

WALT
{frustrated whiapar)
E:ﬂp- fu (LT S ltw.

Walt shouldara him aside and shoves his way through the
jagged opening. His puffball brisfly snage on the wire.

a5,
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EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - PORTA POTTY - WIGHT 29

Working in silence, Walt and Jesse do a kind of maypole dance
ENCIRCLING the porta-potty with green nylon rope. While
Jagega pulls it tight, walt ties a sailor's knot.

INT. PORTA POTTY - WIGHT 30

Sitting on the crapper, the Guard holds his nglluht betwean
hie neck and shoulder, aiming it at his copy o
Weapons & Tactics magazina. He doean’t suspact a thinq.

EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - STORAGE BUILDING - NIGHT 31

The atorage building'a big matal door is secured with one of
the beaflest PADLOCKS we've aver seen, Walt places his
thermite bag on top of it. Jesse WHISPERS.

JEESE
Is it gonna be loud?

Walt lighte a tiny propana torch with a blue-flamed WHOOSH.
Keaping his distance, Walt aims the flame at the thermita.
It doaen’t catch. Jease chews his lip. What if it's a dud?

Suddanly, the thermite comes to Lifa in a shower of BLUE
WELDING SPARES, hissing like sausages on a grill. It‘s too
bright to look at, but it's not particularly loud. Walt
backa off quickly, getting out of the way of the hot ambara.

It's the world's greatest sparkler, liguld stesl FLOWIRG
DOWNWARD am tha thermite MELTE through the lock. Walt and
Jesae look like charactera in a Frank Miller graphic novael as
the blinding glare throws them into high-contrast ralisf.

Finally it‘s over. The sparks die. Walt kicks locse what's
left of the heavy LOCK and he and Jesse hoist the rolling
door. COnce it stacrte to open, scma connection gete tripped
and a loud ALARM sounda. oh, shit,

INT. PORTA POTTY - NIGHT iz

At the sound of tha ALARM, the guard jumpa to his feat,
drappint his Maglight. He tries the door. It dossn't budge.
The Ma tht caste strange shadows from the floor as he
lhﬂuldlri door with all hie might.
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EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - PORTA POTTY - NIGHT 33

The rope holds tight. But the deor is only made of thin
plagtic, =¢ the top half BENDS just encugh for the guard's
fingere to reach out and feal the nylon rope.

The guard‘e hand disappears -- and then the gleaming blade of
a ENIFE begina SAWING through the ropa.

EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - STORAGE BUILDING - HWIGHT 34

Walt and Jesse atand in the doorway, peering into the dark
building. Row after row of drums. Blg, heavy metal drums.

WALT
Wait a minute. Whare are tha
gallon jugs?

Jegga shakes his head, panicked. Puck it -- they don't have
muach tima. They rush to tha neareat deum labeled *AQUECUS
METHYLAMINE" and try to muscle it outta here. Both of theam
combined can hardly budge the damned thing.

EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - PORTA POTTY - WIGHT 35
ENAF! Sawn through, the ropes falla. The guard steps out of
tha porta-potty -- platel in one hand, Maglight in the other.
EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - STORAGE BUILDING - NIGHT 16
The guard rounds the corner, leading with his .45. MHis
flashlight plays over the open door, the puddle of moltan
matal. Seeaing no ona, he dashes off, yelling into & walkie.
CHEMICAL FLANT GUARD
Jimmy, we got a break-in in south-
weat two!l Lock everything down!

As he races away, two SHADOWY FIGURES emerge from behind a
nearby tank -- ROLLING a barrel as fast as humanly possible.

EXT. CHEMICAL PLANT - FENCE - HIGHT 37
The alarm is quieter here. Huffing and puffing, mtaggering

and coughing and nearly retching, Walt and Jesse roll the
barrel through the fence and up the embankment.

37.
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EXT. OVERLODOEK - NIGHT - MINUTES LATER a8

Ueing a couple of old planks as a ramp, Walt and Jesse strain
to roll the barrel up inte the rear hatchback of the Aztek.
The suspenslon GROANS as they barely manage to muscle it in.
Walt SLAMS the hatchback, and they both ruon for their seats.

The AZTEK drives away. The weight of the barrel has pancaked
the rear suspension -- SPARKS shoot out from the rear axle as
this poor, beat-up S50V putters off into the night.

EXT. JESSE'ES HEIGHBORHOOD - EARRLY MORNIHNG 359
TILT DOWN from sky. Paacaful. Birds tweet. A JOGGER passes
Jesge's houma. Then... a GRINDING SOUND breaks the revaeris.
INT. R.V. = EARLY MORNING a0
CLOSE ON the ignition as Walt twista the key. The RV leta
out a GROAN like the Millennium Falcon failing to kick into
hyperspace. Walt and Jesse are bleary-eyed. They’'ve baan up

all night packing the RV with fresh meth-cooking supplies.

JESEE
No, no, man. Come on. Let me try.

With a shrug, Walt alides out of the driver’s seat. Jesse
attacks the ignition as if he's trying to take it by
surprisa. And, amazingly encugh -- the ENGIKE catches.

JESEE
YERH, baby! Eat it! I'm the EKINGI

Suddenly... KUH-KUH-KUH... KA-BOOOM! The engine BACKFIRES,
startling them -- than GRINDSE to a halt.

JESEE
Oh, damn. That dida't sound good.
EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - EARLY MORNING 41
Walt and Jeasse climb down out of the RV to find... gray SMOKE
curling from underneath. Mot a promising eign. They lock to
one another, Walt tossing his head back at their shit luck.

WALT
This thing's not going anywhere.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: al

JEEBE
Well, wa'ra not cooking in my damn
driveway, I'll tell you thatl

Way ahead of Jesesa, Walt is considering every possibility --
and he comes to an uneasy conclusieon.

WALT
You're right. We can't cock here.

JEEGE
So where, then?

off walt, mighing wearily -- you're not gonna like this:

INT. JEBSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - ERRLY MORNING 42

Momanta later. The door CREAKS opan. Two SHADOWS on the
wall. Walt deacends while Jemee lingers on the stairs.

JESSE
Ho way. Abmolutely not.

WALT
I don't wanna ba down hare any more
than you do. But at this point
it'es our only cholowe.

JESSE
Thies place is bad ju=ju, mani
Ko WAY am I coocking down herel

WALT
Jesse, ask yourself what scares you
more: this basamant, or Tusa?

Off Jesse's deeply unhsppy resignation, TIME-CUT TO...

INT. JEESE'E HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY - HOURE LATER 43

The BARREL OF HETHYLAMIME rolls -- BOOM-BOOM-BOOMI -- doim
the rickety ateps. It bashes off the wall, takes out part of
the HANDRAIL, en rolls across the basement floor before it
finally BONGS to a stop against a familiar metal column,

Walt and Jespe clomp downstairs after it. Apparently, it'as
the last item they need for their meth-cook: thare's a huge
PILE of EQUIPMENT they have previocusly brought down here.

Walt starte unlcading the nearsest box. Suddenly, he snaps
his fingers, remembering somathing big.

(CONTINUED)
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WALT
Your real estate agent! Whan's she
supposed to come back?

JESSE
ch, shit. Yeah. I dunno.

(pulle out his phone)
I*1ll make damn sure she dossn’'t.

Jesse dials and putea the phone to his esar. He nods and grins
at Walt, gives him a thumbs-up-.

JESEE
Good catch, yol

Whew! Crisis averted. Off Jesse, his phone to his ear...

a4 INT. REALTOR'S MERCEDES/EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - DAY 44
A CELL PHOWE resting on the empty driver's seat BUIZEE to
life, VIBRATING but not ringing. We TILT UP from it to tha
roalization...
+«+ That this car is parked on the curb in front of JESSE'S

HOUBE. WVisible juat cutaida it, our familiar, gold-blazered
LADY REALTOR is busy adding a banner to the “FOR SALE" gign.

"OPEN HOUSE TODAY!" is what it says.

EXD ACT JHEES

40.
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ACT _FOUR

INT. JESSE‘'E HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY 45

TIGHT ON THE TUBE PURNACE, liguid forming in the condenmer.
Jasse stares at it intently as it drip-drip-drips.

This basement is now an industrial-gcale chemigtry oparation.
Walt adjusts the pressure from the nitrogen tank to the
reaction veassel:. It's hot ag an engine room down here.

WALT
Phenylacetone. Kesp the
temparature steady at 4325 degrees.
We'll need to run it two more hours
to have enough to make four and
half pounds.

JESSE
Four and a palf? ®ot four?

WALT
Two pounds paysa Tuco back. Four

and a half nde puts us forty-
four thnunagg“&nllggs ahaad. Eauh.

JESSE
Right on, man. Right on.

WALT
With the amount of methylamine we
got last night wa could make four
and a half poundes a weak for...
wall, the foresseable future.

JESSE
How long is that gonna ba? I mean,
in your...
(delicately)
+++» Bituation, How much cash do
you need?

Walt hesitates. He's never thought of a particular dollar
AROUAL . rln.-ll]" P

WALT
Hore.

The momant of reflection is broken by a SHADOW crossing them.

Now ANOTHER. What the hgll..? Several pairs of LEGS are
walking JUST OUTSIDE the ground-level basemsnt windowas |

(CONTINUED )
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CORTINUED: 45

JESSE
(wide-ayed; whisparing)
Eomaone's in my yardl --

WALT
Shhh. Listenl

They both freeze as above them, the wooden ceiling CREAKS.
Footatepa. Somabody la upstalra. LOTS of somabodies.

JESER
'h.-tl ’lfll! 'Htl.!t ifl-!i m!-?

Walt heada for tha atalrcase. Jasse wavea him to come back.

JESSE
PoR'El ==

Mot hasding Jesse, Walt sllently mounts tha stairs. AL the
top, he takes a deep breath, then eracks the door. What he
poss puzzles him. He opana it a bit further.

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - HALLWAY - CONTINUQUS 45

A chubby FAMILY of FOUR wanders past. Trailing tham is a
LITTLE GIRL who's the only one notices Walt peeking out
of the basement. BEhe smiles and gives him a wave. He noda
to har, slowly re-clesing thes door.

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMERT - DAY 47
Walt descends the stairs, working to keep his veice even.

WALT
Jesnme, wasm there, by any chance,
sohaduled for this aftarncon...

an opan housa?
Jeggse squeezes his eayess shut -- oh, FUCK!

JESSE
I left her a message, manl It's
Aot my faulel

WALT
{graba him by the albow)
Go up there. How. I don't care
how you do it, Jjust keep them ocut
of haral

Off Jesse, nodding breathlessly and clomping up the stairs:

§2.
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INT. BOUTIQUE - DAY in

CLOSE O A MIRROR as Marie models a pair of earrings,
appraising herself. Suddenly, Skyler appears behind her.

SEYLER
You gonna steal thome, tool

A bit startled, Marie turns to her sister. Frowna at her,
like what are you dolng hera?

SEYLER
You can‘t duck me foraver, you
know.

HARLIE
I'm not ducking you. Why do you
say that?

ERYLER

I've laft you at least fiftean
messagea. When I went to your
office, you anuck out tha back wayl

MARIE
I didn't gpegk. I went ocut for
lunch. Geesz Bkyler, what are you ==

EEYLER
-= Marie, I have nevar baen ao
humiliated in my . That
tiara. They accu ma at Madici'a
of i,

Ehe says this last part with her voica intanse but low --
ohea dosan't want the other SHOPPERS in this place to hear.

MARIE
What ware you dolng at Medici's?

SKYLER
I was returning it.

MARIE
{hart)

o o i
EEYLER

; wl?liﬁllyl;-l‘j‘l on subject)

Marie, whl.tm.iéaﬁ_un with you?

(CONTINUED)
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COHTINVED:

48
SKYLER (CONT'D)
Can you please tell me that? Can
you tell me why you'd do auch a
thing?

Marie thinks about it. Shrugs.

EKYLER
What doea that mean? Doas that

maan you don't know?

MARIE
Ihat..?
{shrugs, demonstrating)
Ikat =eane I havea no idaea vhat tha
hell you're even talking about.

EEYLER
You have no ldea what I'm talking
about. The shoplifting. No lLdea.

MARIE
Ho ldea whatsoawver.

Skyler stares hard at her sister. Marie staras right back,
not blinking... shewing no sign of guilt, Marie could ba a
Confederate general tha way she's stonawalling.

SKYLER

Isn't there anything you want to
say to me? An apology?

(off tha ailence)
Marie...

[(another bwat)
You're not gonna admit this, arae
you?

MARIE
I can*t very well admit something
when I have no knowledge of what it

is I'm admitting.

Skyler stares at her sister, beyond exasperation.
Bawlldered. Like she's a Martian. ~Confoundad and hurt,
Skyler turna on her heel and leaves without a glance back.

off Marie, staring after her... yet giving nothing away:

INT. JESSE'E HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY i3

The open house is in full-swing -- PROSPECTIVE BUYERS
milling, ocur lady Realtor in selling moda.

{CONTINUED)
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REALTOR
(to BOme NeWComars )
Hil Walcome! Would you care to
sign in?
(to a la looking around)
Huge, huge, kitchen!

A prospective buyer sniffes the air, makes a face. Something
doesn't smell right. The Realtor eprays AIR FRESHENER.

50 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - MALLWAY - DAY 50

Folka move through frame, coming and golng -- and wondering
what the deal is with that big hole in the ceiling. A guy in
4 BASEBALL HAT tries the basement door. It opens an inch and
than SUDDENLY SLAME SHUT,

BASEBALL HAT
What the..?

INTERCUT WITH:

51 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS &1

At tha top of the stairs; Jesse holda onto the doorknob for
daar lifa. Balow, Walt has his hands full cooking.

BASEBALL HAT
Excuse me, I just want to see tha
basamant .

No anawer. Bapeball Hat tuge the door == hard. Jesse
wrastles it closad. A couple of othar potantial BUYERS haar
the commotion and wander over to eea what'a going on.

JESSE
Docupledi

BASEBALL HAT
"Qocupled?”
(to the othara)
The hell’s going on down there..?

PUSH IN ON JESSE as ha braces the door. These last 24 houras
have been stressful enough == now hae's starting to lose it.

BASEBALL HAT
For god's sake, I just wanna sea
the basement! What‘s the big deal?

Fuck it. Jesse bursts out, SLAMMING the door behind him.

(CONTINIED)
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53

54

CONTINUED: 51

JEGSE
Yo, you ain‘t SEEING the basament,
BITCH! You got that? Is it
sinking in?l
{to the othara)
Baat itl All of y'alll Housas 18
not for aalal Get the hell OUTI

Empowered by anger, Jessae HERDS them all out of here.

INT. JEGGE'S HOUSE - BAGEMENT - DAY 52

Lots of o.8. YELLING from above. Walt, face ahiny with
aweat, pours .ilkan igquid into a bnlling flank and clampe it
a 0

into Hhat looks 1 high-tech moonehine still. GSteam
risea in front of his face. Off him, working frantically...
almost finished...

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT (STOCK) 53
To astablish. Walt's Aztek is parked in the driveway.

INT. WHITE HOUBE - LIVIKG RODM - NIGHT 54

Walt enters the front door, dead on his feet. Carrying hia
suitcase. He hasn't alept since he left for the “"sweat
lodge, ¥ but the job is dopne. He plops down on the sofa.

A beat. CLOSE O WALT =- from o.s8., & hand offers him a
glass of orange juice. Skyler leans down into this frame and
kismes him on tha forshsad.

EKYLER
How wam it? Was it an exparience?
WALT
Yeah. It wam definitely an
expariance.
EKYLER

(rér his clothes)
What's that amall?

WALT
Uh. Sacred Navajo harba.
Everything okay?

EEYLER

Actually... no, not really. Hot at
all.

[CONTINUED)
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Walt sits up, studying her. Ehe sits down beside him.
SKYLER

Thae tiara Marie gave us. She !ﬁﬂlﬂ
it. I nearly got arreated trying
to return it to the store.

WALT
ch god, Skyler...

ERYLER

She refuses to admit it, she
refuses to apologize...

(helpleas shrug)
I don't know what to do.

{off Walt‘s look)
I think Hank should hear about
this. I'm really thinking I should
tell him.

Walt remembers Hank's odd reaction at the shower. ESomething
dawns on him.

WALT
What 1f he already knows?

SKYLER
What? HNo. Please... he wouldn't

just turn a blind eye.
Walt shruge. He's not so sure.

SKYLER
Thisz ie just Bo... I don't know how
I can respect her after this.

Hearing this strikes a chord im Walt. Troubles him a little.

WALT
It's not like her bagic intentions
waran't good. More or leas.
{Skyler makes a face)
I-I just mean... I dunno.
Somatimas... people do things for
theilr famillesa.

For Walt, the conversation ien't only about Marie any more.
SEYLER
“pacple do things for their

families.® And to you, that
justifies stealing?

[CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 54

Walt shrugs -— well yeak, maybe. Skyler shakes her head.

SEYLER
Wow. That must have baen soma
aweat lodge -- are you ligtening to
the words that are coming out of
your mouth? That has got to be the
lameat rationalization ever.

WALT
What would you do if it were me?

SKYLER
What do you mean, if it ware you?

WALT
If it were me. What would you do?
Divores ma? Turn ma in to tha
pelice?

Ekyler emiles. The peossibility of Walt breaking the law is
too ridiculous for her to contamplate -- and therefore, it’'as
easy to make a joke out of it.

EKYLER
You don't wanna find out.

Ehe kissos him on the cheek and alewly rises off the sofa
(difficult for a seven months' pregnant woman). Walt soberly
watches her as she crosses out of frama.

SEYLER (0.5.)
Want something te eat?

Off Walt, wondering what she'd do if she knew the truth...

EXT. AUTCMOBILE GRAVEYARD - DAY -1-]

CLOSE ON a LARGE bag of METH. Four-and-a-half pounda’ worth.
It's a big one. It gets handed to...

sss TUCO, who atands hare looking froaty and hard. HNo-Doze
and Gonzo have his back.

Walt and Jesee atand before them. Silence as Tuco haefta the
bag in his hand, faintly impressed by the shear welght. But
then ha takes a closer look through the plastic. Frowna.

TUCO
What is this? This shit ies plue.

(CONTINUED)
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And, in fact, it dosa have a faint BLUE caat. Jeasa glances
to Walt, who cleara his threat and anewera.

WALT
Wa uaed a different chamical
proceasns. It's avery bit as pure.

JEERE
It may ba blue, but it's tha bomb.

Tuco pulls out his knife. He slices open the plastic,
erushes a shard against the hood of a wrecked car and
congiders the METH RAIL he forms on it. WWith a wary look to
Walt; he ENIFFS it up.

OUCH: His eyes water. Ohhhh, yeah -- he + Tha rush
hits Tuco like a freight train, his head f ng forward.

When he comém up, 1t takem a moment for him eyes to roll down
from their whites.

TUCO
Whoooh! Tight, tight, TIGHTI
Blue, yellow, pink, whatever --
keep bringing ma THAT!

No-Doze weighs the meth on a portable scale.

NO-DOZE
Four point six.

Tuco begins counting mnnn{, laughing to himself. Walt and
Japaa share a glance =- this ia working out.

TUCO
{to his henchman)
What T may?l This biteh can COOKI
{ta Walt)
You alright, man. You alright.
We gonna make lotta money together.

Walt noda, fakes a smile. Tuco hands him the wad of cash.
NO=DOZE
{pointas to Walt)
Just remembar who you workin' for.
wWalt and Jease nod -- whatever. But now Tuco's smile fades,
He turns to No-Doze. Gives a guestioning look.

TUCO
what'd you may?

{CONTINUED)



BREAKING BAD #106 "A No-Rough-Stuff-Type Deal" FINAL DRAFT 11/26/07
55 CONTINUED: (2) 55

Ho-Doze, trying to flash a little muscle on Walt and thereby
impreas his boss, now starts to realize he said too much.

HO-DOZE
Just saying. They gotta know
they're working for you.

TOCD
Oh. ©Oh, okay.
[a beat)
Why wouldn't they already know
that? You sayin® they'ra stupid or
something?

HO-DOZE
Kah, I'm just saying --

THCO
You'‘re not saying they're stupid?
Bo I don't understand -- you saying

I'm stupid?

HO-DOZE
Ho, man! Hell, no! I'm just -=

THCD
== fou're just speaking for me.
Like I ain't got sense to speak for
mysalf. Isa that right? Huh? Io
that what you doing?

This ils getting really weird and tense really faat. Jesse
ohoots & narvous, sidelong glance to Walt, who dosan't like
where this is headed.

WALT
Uh. Tuco --
TUCO
(eyeas locked on No-Doza)
Yeah?
WALT
(shruga)

Let's just... let's all relax, huh?

Tuco keeps staring at No-Doze, who's got his eyesa on the
ground, trying desperataely not to provoke a fight. Finally:

TUCO
Haisanbearg save “"relax.”

No-Doze and Gonzo both nod. Sounds good. Tuco noda, too.

( CONTINUED)
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TUCO
That's me, esa. I am relaxed.

8till nodding, ha kicke at an old HEATER CORE or somasuch
[aoma pacrt off soma old car) that lie=s at his feat. He bands
down, plcka it up...

+»s And totally without warning, he HAMMERE Mo-Doze in the
FACE with it! HNo-Doze falles like a tree, BLOOD spurting from
his nose and mouth. And once he's down --

== Tuco stays on him, BEATING him senseless.

As we hear the terrible BOUNDS that momgans this savage
baating, we hold on Walt and Jesee, horrified. Unable to

look away. BSounds of wet, fleshy hits, of cartilage
eracking. o©Our guys flinch with each blow.

Walt starts to make a move to intervens -- but Gonzo, knowing
batter, ahakes his head at Walt, stopping him in his tracks.
All Walt can do is swallow hard and etand here, impotent.

His face a bloody mess of hamburger, No-Doze sinks to the
ground, baraly alive. Tuco tosses away the gore-scaked
heater core. He wipes specks of BLOOD off his face,
examining them in palm of his hand.

TUZSO
Damn, man. That's messed up.
{holda up his palm)
Lookit that!

Ha emirka at Walt, Jesge and Gonzo, showing them the ameared
BLOCD., Walt and Jesse stand frozen. Dasply ahaken.

TUCC
Okay, Heisenberg. Next week.

Tuco elimba in the shotgun seat of the Mavigator, waiting for
Gonzo to pull vhat's laft of No-Doze to his feet and load him
into tha backeseat.

Jesse turns his back on this sight. He is shell-shocked.
Breathing hard. Suffering poet-traumatic streams.

off Walt, clutching his money tight... fearful of what frash
hall he's gotten both of tham into...
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