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IRT. JESSE'S HOUSE - HALLWAY - AFTERNOOH 1

A field of DARK RED. Some strange spbstance that looks like
STRAWBERRY PRESERVES completely fills our frame.

As we watch, a SPONGE wipes a CLEAN SWATH we can see through.
Then another ewath and another... 8o that scon we'ra looking
at a MASKED MAN.

“Masked* as in he wears a respirator and face shield --
although we recognize him as WALT. He's dressed in a long
black rubber apron, elbow-length rubber gloves and rubber
boota. Scrubbing away with his spongs, he clocks around on
his handa and knees until he's upaide-down in relation to us.

We realize we're looking STRAIGHT UP at Walt as he clesans an
“invisible” floor (we'll once again need that sheet of Lexan
we used for the tub gag in episcode 101)}. There's a BOLE in

the celling above him where the upstairs bathtub used to be.

VARIOUS ANGLES -- THE HALLWAY

Walt sops up the big red STAIN formerly known as Emilio.
Covering a Miata-size stretch of polished wood floor, it eats
ite way through the lacquer finish. It's laghed across the
baseboards and even a foot or two up the walls.

JESSE, dressed in similar protective gear, works a diffarent
patch of floor. The two partners scrub in silence. All we
hear is the WHISH-WHISH of their sponges and the Darth Vader
gounds their respirators make.

Continuity-wise, it's about an hour after episode 101 ended.

Each man has a plastic bucket into which they wring out their
big plastic sponges. A dozZen or more familiar orange boxes
of Arm & Hammer Baking Soda lie scattered and empty. Walt
tears opan a fresh one and sprinkles it on the bloody goo
{baking soda is an alkaline, which neutralizes acid).

CLOSE ON Walt‘s eyes, visible through his mask -- he‘s doing
this awful job on avtepilot, his mind a million miles away.

Wa CREEP IN ON HIM, as if we're getting inside his head.

DISSCLVE TOx
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INT. LOS ALAMOS LRBORATORY - DAY (FLASHBACK]) 2

WHITE FRAME -- wa're TIGHT on & chalkboard. A fat line gets
drawn down the middle in bright green chalk.

ADJUST to reveal Walt at the board. He's got a BEARD and his
hair is long, but groomed. Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt,
it*s as if he's a different person. Hip, almpat. Vigorous.

This is TWENTY YEARS AGO.

WALT
Hydrogen -- what'sa that come to?

Thia is & modern lecture hall built with federal monay and
lots of it. 1It’'s empty save for Walt and his lab partmer --
a smart and attractive brunette we’ll come to know as
GRETCHEN (we'll formally meet her in episode 104 when we see
her present-day).

GRETCHEN
(refers to a printout)
By mole? We're looking at, uhhh...
sixty-thres parcent.

WALT
Sixty-three. That’'s a big bite.

Ha writes *H” on the left of the line and *“&3%" on the right.

WALT
Hext up's gotta be oxygen.

GRETCHER
Oxygen 26%. Then carbon at %%, for
a total of... ninety-eight percent.
Hitrogen, one point two-five
parcent, that brings you to ninety-
nine and a guarter... which only
leaves you with the trace slements.
(smile)
Down where the magic happens.

Walt grina. It'e clear these two really enjoy each other's
company. He marks down "O/26%," *C/9%," and "N/1.25%."

WALT
Walt, what about calecium?
Calolum*s not traca -- We got an

entire skeleton to account for.

INTERCUT WITH:
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INT. JEESE'S HOUSE - HALLWAY - RFTERNOON 3

CLOSE OM shards of BONE, nona bhigger than a gilver dollar.

Thick rubbar gloves struggle to pick them up. A jagged pisace
of SKULL gets tossed in the plastic bucket, as does a section
of JHIWBONE with what’s left of a FILLED MOLAR still attached.

GRETCHEN
Yourd think, right? Calcium's
anly... where'd it go? Calcium'e
only point two-five percent.

WALT
That low? Seriously? Damn. Never
woulda guessed that.

Flashback Walt ecribbles it on the board.

WALT
5o what's iron, then?

CLOSE ON two elaggy hunke of metal which used to be PISTOLS

befora the acid whittled them down like bare of soap. They
each get tossed in the bucket -- Ka-THUWK! EKa-CHUNE!

GRETCHEN
Iron. Wow. FPoint ch-oh-ch-oh four
percent. Less than chlorine, less
than sulfur... way less than
magnesim.

WALT
Ho hemoglobin without iron...

GRETCHEN
Apparently, it don't take much.

More sgueaky green CHALX on the chalkboard.

Modarn-Day Walt dumps another box of baking soda, working it
into the acid. He wrings his bloody sponge in the bucket.

WARLT
What'se sodiom?

GRETCHEN

Foint oh-four. FPhosphorous...
point one-nine.

CLOSE ON foamy water slowly draining between floorboards.
IHTERCUT WITHi
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INT. JESSE'S HOUSE — BASEMENT - DAY - CONTINUOUS 4

Water and acid hang in droplets frem a ceiling joist. They
DRIF, DRIP on the concrete fleor, raising a tiny puff of
SMOFE with sach hit. A poddle of rusty pink water spreads.

Ten feet away, KRAIY-B stands watching this. He remains
captlive down here, his neck fastened to a steel column with a
motorcycle lock. He leoks up at the ceiling, staring at a
few thin raye of LIGHT which snsak through the woodwork.

Erazy-B isn't ecared... juat patisntly biding his tims.

Flashback Walt is done writing on the board. Bright young
scientist that he is, he doesa some guick math in his head.

WALT
The whole thing adds up to...
[writes the total)
95.888042. Huh.
[etudies the number)
We are... point cne-one-one-nine-
five-eight percent shy.

Gretohen frowns and checks back over her sheet of figures.
GRETCHEN
supposedly that's everything.
WALT
Yeah? Sure feels like something‘s
misging.

Flashback Walt tap-taps hia chalk, puzzling at this.

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE = BATHROOM = AFTERROCN ]

LOW ARGLE looking UP past the tollet -- Walt steps into
frame, atruggling with his plastic bucketr, which is nearly
full. We hear him COUGHING a little inside his reapirator.

FLASHEACK WALT (V.O0.)
Huat be more to a human being than that.

Modern-Day Walt has a haunted look in his eyes. OFf him,

carafully recycling five gallons of former human being into
the city's sewage syatem:

END TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - AFTERNOON &

The garage im open and Skyler's Grand Wagoneer is inside.
Walt's Aztek isn’t here -- but a shiny, new-model VW BEETLE

is parked in the driveway. It belongs to Mariea.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - SPRARE BEDRDOM - AFTERNOON 7

Tha top of the wall gets edged with green paint. SKYLER
stands on a stepladder, reaching high with a trim brush.

She and WALTER, JR. are transforming Walt's home office into
a nursery. The floor is tarped and the furniture piled in
tha center of the room. Waltar, Jr. balancea on one crutch
while he paints with a roller.

Behind them, Skyler‘'s sister MARIE sits atop a tarped desk.
Off work from her job as an x-ray techmician, she wears a
whita lab coat. She examines one of har nurse-typs white
leather Reeboks. Apropos of nothing:

MARIE

I really hate these shoes.

(a baat)
These shoes make me look like I
should be changing bedpane.

{a beat)
Like I sghould ba sgueaking arcund
bringing soup to some disgusting
0ld Parson. Then take the bus home
to my sixteen cats.

WALTER, JR.
{grin)
So why you wearing ‘em, then?

Maris considers.

MARIE
I like the support. My arches
happen to be extremely archy.
{eniffe; makas a face)
Ugh. Ie that paint low-VOC?
Skyler, plesase tell me that it is.

Skyler isn‘t listening. Her mind is elsewhere.

WALTER, JR.
Low-what?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 7

MARTE
(to both of them)
Hellol WVOCa? Something-something
cumgau.uda and their potential
health risks? Big arcicle in
*Parade” Magazine?

Marie throws up her hands -- get with 1t/ We hear a RING.
Walter, Jr. sets down his roller to answer his phone.

SEYLER
I know all about i, Marie -- thisa
is the safe stuff.

MARTE
Well, alright then. Just say so.

WALTER, JR.
{into phone)
Yo, what's up? Hay, call ma back
in--two minutes, wouldja? Cool.

He hangs up and reaches for his other crutch; clicking ocut of
the room in gearch of soma privacy.

WALTER, JR.
I gotta go--take this.

SEYLER
Famala?

WALTER, JR.
({embarraased)

Iguig. Wot like it's even any of

your business.

SEYLER
Just make it quick.
[(as an afterthought)
and pleasa STop saying “Yo~ -- I
can't tell you how much I hate
that.

Good-natured Walter, Jr. snortes and shakes his head, exits.
Marie turns back to her sister., Frowns appraisingly.

MARTE
Ehould you be up on that ladder?

SEKYLER

You know you're more than welcoms
ta take over for me here.

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 7

MARTE
I don*t eee why you don’‘t just get
Walt to do this.

SEYLER

{undar her breath)
There's an idea...

[CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3} 7

Done with this section of wall, Skyler climbs down off her
ladder. With a glance to the door to make aure Walter, Jr.
ign't within earghot, sha says ag casually as she cani

SEYLER

Listen... I'm working cn this new
short story? I've got this one
atoner character I'm trying to;
uh... wall wait, lamma back up.
You smoked your share of pot in
collega, right?

{off Marie’s stonewall)
You at least tried it, didn't you?

{off the silence)
Come on.

MARIE
(a cagay baat)
1 perhapa tried it. Why?

SKYLER
Do you avar remambar it having an
effect on your mood? Like...
changing it in any major way?

Marie frowns, thinking hard about this,

MARIE
It made me more serious.

SKYLER

Yeah? Hm. See, I moatly remember
it making me light-headed, but
that‘s about it. I guess I'm just
wondaring if it oould; uh...

{gives up; it's hopeless)
+ss AR, littla character-motivaticn
thing I*‘m stuck on. WNever mind.

Too late. Marie is rapidly putting two and two together --
and doing it wrong. She ailently aloses tha door for
privacy. Eeeps her voice low.

MARIE
Walter, Junior‘s on pot?

SKYLER
Hhat?

Marie shrugs axpansively -- cbviously, that's what you’re
gaying to me here!

{ CONTINUED )
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CONTINUED: (4) 7

SKYLER
Mo, no, no. Why would you even..?

MARIE

Where's he getting it from?
SKYLER

Marie =-
HMARIE

Sariously -- is it that “Louis®
parson? What are you gonna do
about this?

SKYLER
Look ma in the eye. I am asking
gtrictly about a story I'm writing.
That's all. Right hand to God ==
Walter, Jr. is not on pot.
Cortainly not as far am J know.

The misters stare at each octher. Bly Marle narrows her ayes.

MARTE
Hot aE far as you know.

SKYLER
Macie...

Marie locks away, ahruga. Off her, convinced of har facta:

EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 8

A box fan is Ernppad in the open back door, airing out the
houas . ore out of sight of the neighbora, we find Walt
lﬁtlyinq Jllll with the garden hosa -- rinasing off the yucky
charry Slurpy-locking crud that's on his protective gaar.

With thair long rubber aprons, boota, gloves and respirators,
our two herces look like a couple of latex fetishista. They
sach stand in their own individual CHILD'S WADING POOL.

Walt finishes spraying down Jesse and tosses him the hose.
Now Jesae listlessly sprays down Walt.

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - AFTERNOONH L
The intarior of tha tub is cleaned up (all that*m laft 1o ite

four eidee, the HDTTQH hnuing been completaly eaten by acid).
A sheat of PLYWOOD scrowed in place underneath.

[CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED 2 ]

Jasge enters and closes the door behind him. He's cleaned up
and no longer wears his apron and gear. He's not here to use
the facilities, however. With a shuddering, sidelong look to
the tub, he drops to his knees and feels around up underneath
the vanity.

He comes up with a gquart-pize Ziploc baggies containing about
a pound of CRYSTAL METH. This is the stuff he and Walt
copoked in the Pilet. Helleoooo, Sweet Baby!

Jesse digs his glass pipe out of his ts. He plops down
atop the shag toilet seat cover and into the baggie.
Off him, carefully loading his pipa:

INT. JESSE*S HOUSE - BASEMENT - AFTERMOON 10

Krazy-8 aits on the floor hugging his kness. His eyes look
clearer today -- lese red-rimmed. His voice is still weak
and froggy, but his overall health seems to be improving.

He starea across the basement at Walt, who is dealing with
the five-gallon bucket Erazy-8 uses as his bathroom. Walt
carafully dumps it into a basamant tollst (we don’'t nesd to
gee any contents -- the BOUND of this is plenty).

Walt flushes, then sprays the bucket with Lysol. Lika Jesss,

he no longer wears his protective gear. But he's still got
that haunted, automaton expression -- like a Buddhist who's
Einimhing up his first 12-hour shift at tha slaoghterhouss.

Staying well out of reach of Erazy-8, Walt slides him back
hia toilet bucket. As Walt turns to head upstaira...

HRATY-H
Look at me.
(Walt s}
Turn ar and look at me.

Reluctantly, Walt does so. He Blowly raieses his eyes until
they meet Krazy-8's.

This gangster doesn’t raise his voice. He can't, dus to the
damage to his lungs. Bat the emotion is here -- and saying
it softly only makes it hit harder.

KRAZY-B
This. Thia hera?
(fingers his lock)
I wouldn't do this to my worst
enemy. Thise is degrading.

( CONTINUED)
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10 CONTINUED : 10

WALT
{a shamed beat)
I*m BOECY.

KRAZY-8
¥ou hope I‘1]l make it aasy on you
and just drop dead. Don‘t you?
(COUGHS & little)
Well, I won't. &So either kill me,
6r let me go.

Mot a cholce Walt knows how to make. Heavy-hearted, moving
glow, he starts up the bagement stairs.

ERAZY-8
¥ou don't have it in you, Walter.

Walt freezes, alarmed -— “Kalier?"

WALT
How do you know my name?

KERAZY-2
Jeage told Emilio and me. When he
came tc sall your meth.

Walt is troubled to hear thie.

WALT
What did you do -- threacen him?
Beat it cut of him?

Erazy-8 snorte -- you're kidding, right?

KRAZY-H
Not even close.

WALT
(a wary beat)
What elee did he tell you?

ERAZY -8

Pretty much everything he could
think of. How you were his high
school teacher. How one time you
taught about carbon dioxide by
making grape acda in clase. How
you've got a son whoe's retarded or
in a wheelchair or something.

(off Walt's rising dismay)
Thieg shouldn't exactly come as a
newsg flash... but that partner of
yours has a big mouth.

[CONTINUED)
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10 CONTINUED: (2} 10

Walt looks up the stairs. He's angry. Feeling betrayed.

KRAZY-8
Walter, I don’t know what you think
you're doing heare. But trust ms,
this line of work doesn't suit you.

WALT

80 I should just let you go, then.
Just unlock you and... Adioa.

KRAZY=H
I don't see what real choice you
hava. If it‘s between that and
cold-blooded murder.
(node at the ceiling)
Bapldesa. Your rejl probloam’s
sitting upetaira.

Off Walt, reluctantly taking this te heart:

il INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BATHROOM - AFTERNOOHN 11
METH EMOKE hangs thick in the air, making the sunlight
through the window weirdly beautiful. Jesse blows the bowl
of his pipe cool and repacks it for ancther hit.

A BOOM-BOOM-BOOM on the door startles him.
JESSE
Cocupiadl
iz INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS LANDING - AFTERNOON 12

Walt stands outside the bathroom door. He eniffe the air,
emalling math smoke. Pissed, ha ENOCK-ENOCK-KNOCKS again.

JESSE (D.5.)
Yo, I'm trying to pinch one offl
Gimme some privacy, wouldia?
Walt grabs the knob, rattles it. Locked.

JEESE (0.B5.)
Heyl --

Boraw 1t. Having only seen thie in movies, Walt rares back
and KICKS the door. Ouch. It splite, but holda.

JESSE (0.8.)
WHAT THE FUCK! --

(CONTINUED )
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12 CONTINUED $ 12

Walt backs off and KICKS it again, busting it CPEN this time.
Ingide the bathroom, Jesse pops up off his seat, the glaes
pipe in hie hand wafting fresh smoke.

JESEE
¥hat are you DOING, man?! ==

Walt SMACKS the pipe out of his hamd. It SHATTERS against
the wall.

JESSE
You ASSHOLE! ==

WALT
¥You told him my NAME!

JESSE
Saye who?! Him?!

WALT
My NAME! Whera I WORKI You told
him about my SCOHI --

on that last ohe, Walt SHOVES Jegse hard into the wall.

JESSE
bontt you FUCKING touch mel

WALT
You goddamned junkis --

From its resting place on the vanity, Walt snatches tha pound
of METH in the Ziploc bag. Jesse grabs for it.

JESEE
Gimma thatl

WALT
Bo way. Ho way, Joge -- thia is

going in the TOILET! wWatch it gol

JESSE
That*s worth forty grand, you

stupid fuck! --

WALT
It'e worth WOTHING when you SMOKE
it alll --

Lots of kespaway, pushing and slapping -- it's not much of a

fight, as each guy tries harder to protect himeelf than hurt
the other. Jesse plops down atop the seat cover so that Walt
can’'t toss away his dopa.

[(CONTINUED)
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12 CONTINUED: (2) 12
WALT
Gat off that tollet! Gat OFF tha
TOILET! —

Walt manages to SHOVE Jesse onto the floor. Walt chucks the
baggie in the bowl and hits FLUSH just bafore Jesse kicks a
heal into Walt's abdomen, driving him backward with an QOF|

On kneses and elbows, Jesse flips open the toilet seat and
jams his arm in the swirling water. With his hand swallowed
up past hie wrist, he frantically feels around and...

e Vietary!l He comas up with the sealad bag of meth!

Walt blocks the exit. He's closing in when Jessge, thinking
fagt, TOSSES the dripping baggie ocut the bathroom window.

13 EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 13

The bag FALLS, smacking unharmed on the driveway (or getting
hung up in a shrub or whatever else is down here).

Up above, Jasse and Walt crowd into the window, locking down.
Thay glance at sach other, then disappear from view as they
both race downstairs.

14 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - STAIRS - AFTERROON 1%

Jesse, just plain faster, has the lead. Behind him, Walrt is

halfway down the staircase when he eruptse in a fit of
COUGHING. It's a bad onea. It atops dead in his tracka

and makes him grab the railing for support.

COUCHING and RETCHING, Walt grips the rail tight in both
fists and sinks till he's seated on the steps. He shuts his
eyes and breathes deep, willing himself not to pass out.

He gradually recovers. Wipes hie mouth with the back of his
hand. Sits here panting and light-headed. HAnd pissed.

VROOCOM! == the sound of Jesse'sm car starting up. Walt hoists
himgelf to his feet. He staggers downstairs and toward the
back door, sliding hie hand along the walla for support.

15 EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY = AFTERNOON 15
Jegge's Cutlass sits idling, its driver's door standing open.
Jease yanks open the wrought-iron gate se he can back the car

out of the driveway. Walt intercepts him just as he's about
to climb back into his car.

{ CONTINUED}
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15 CONTIHUED: 15

JESSE
Back off, manl --

WALT
Where the hell you think you're
going? We got work to dol

JESSE
¥oU! YOU got work to dol I did my
part!

HWALT

¥You mean that obscanity I spent the
last two hours cleaning up? You'rae

calling cthat your contribution?!

JESSE
¥o, kies my pink asgl I didn’'t ask
for ANY of this! How am I even
8'pogad to live heres nowrl! Huh?l
My whola damn house smella likae
toe-chessas and dry-cleaning!

WALT
Because you didn't follow my
IMETRUCTIOMEl --

JESSE
Well, Bell Hitler, Bitchl
(snape the salute)
And lemme tell you something else --
wa flipped & COIN, you and mel

Coin flip is gacred)

Jagga climbs behind the wheel of his car, simultanecusly
peinting a finger at Walt == J"accusel

JESSE
¥Your job is waiting for you im that
basemant. As per the coinl
undar hie breath)
Packin' do it already.

with that, Jesse floors it backwards out of the driveway
and... SCREEECH! He takes off down the street, out of sight.

Walt watches him go. OFf our hero, with a terrible job ahead
of him... a job he can‘t escape...

END _ACT OHE
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ACT_TWO

INT. BOUTTIQUE SHOE STORE - AFTERNOON i6

We‘ra in a little storefront boutique of women's shoes.
Ficture Bob Hill or somesuch -- kinda hip, kinda chic.
There's only two or three CUSTOMERS, and one of them is
Marie. She's still in hear lab coat and nurse-type Reeboks.

She's studying a pair of sexy, atrappy dresa heels. They're
threes hundred bucks -- too much, but she's tempted.

She looks to tha young SALES GIRL at the countar. Too cool

for achool with her tattoos and plerced neomtril, thie chick

gabs on her store phone. Marie has a hard time catching her
eye, which vagualy anncys her.

MARIE
Hallo. Excuse ma.
(the girl looks up)
Do you have this in black?

The sales girl smiles thinly and shakes her head, then goas
back to her conversation. HNarie eyas the girl a beat.

Marie's CELL PHONE rings. She fishes it from her purse,
chacke the caller ID. Anewara it.

MARIE
Whare‘vae you been? I called you
two houra ago.

HANKE (V.0.)
Real busy today, Baby. What'a up?

MARIE
Well... a Jgt, really. And it's
port of a delicate mituation, mo I
naad you to --

HANK (V.0.)
== BIT THE FUCK DOWHI SIDDOWK!

Marie cringes.

MARIE
Dammit, Hankl

INTERCUT WITH:
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EXT. BAD MEIGHBORHOOD COENER - AFTERMODN - CONTIRDOUOS 17

It's the aftermath of a DER bust: four skeevy DRUG DERLERS
Bit on thae ground, their wrists secured behind them with
disposable zip-cuffa. A black Excursion idles nearby, as do
a couple of Albugquerque Folice cruisers.

Members of a DEA ENTRY TEAM come and go through b.g. in their
bBlack BDUa, toting rifles. Hank's partner GOMEZ confers with
a UNIFORM COP. In f.g., Hank talks on his caell.

HANE
Qop. Sorry, Babe. FKinda in the...
middle of something here.

A fifth cuffed arrestee, a MEXICAN GUY who's high as a kite;
staggers around mumbhling te anyone who'll listen. Hank holds
the phone to his chest a8 he ballows at the guy.

HANK
YOU COMPRENDET! SIT YOUR ASS DOWHI

GOMEZ
(to Hank; casually)
Fientate.
HRNE
(to the arrestee)
SIENTATE!

A couple of COPE force the guy to the ground. Hank turns his
back on this melee, shaking his head.

HANE
(into the phene)
Bey, I‘'m back. What's up?
Maries frowns, than launches into it.

MARIE
Walter, Junior.

HANE
What about him?

Marie loware her voice, 80 as not to be overheard.

HMARIE
Eariligana. He's smoking it.

Hank conaiders this a moment. Makes a face.

[CONTINUED)
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HANK
Bullshit.

MARTE
Uh, excuse m& -- his own mother
geems to think so.

HANEK
Skylar told you that?

MARIE
Eha inferrad it.

HANK
Ehe *inferred® it. Uh-huh.

MARIE

Ehe very etrongly inferred it.
Lika, “Docter; I have a °‘friend’

who sufferas erectile dyesfunction?*
Fleasn. Coma on, alresady.

Hank chaws this over, beginning to buy it.

HANK

Huh.
MARIE

I want you to talk to him.
HANK

Walt should talk to him. Hell,
Ekvylar, batter yet -- gha'l]l kick
his butt up and down the block.

MARIE
I think it ought to be you. Tell
him aoma horror stories. Maybe
show him a few autopay plctures.

HANEK
Rutopay of a pot overdose?
{dublous)
I dunno, Baby... I figure it'as his
dad ocughta ba tha ona doing this.

MARRIE
Hank, ha respects wyou.

She's inferring Walter, Jr. dossn’t respact Walt.
troublas Hank... but he doesn't argue. Finally:

17

This

(CONTINUED)
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HANE
Maybe I'll try and awing by their
place on tha way homa.

MARIE
Good. Scare him straight.

HANE
¥Yeah, yeah, So wherae's my sugar?

Marie makes a wet KISS SOUND into her phone, then hange up
and tucks it away. MHer mind‘s atill on these fabulous shoes
sh2 was just looking at. Bhe aitea down and pulls off her
nuraé Resboks. Just as she’'s about to try on the hesls:

SALES GIRL
Excuse me, Ma'am. Ma‘am?

Maries looks up. Tha salea girl is finally paying attantionm.

SALES GIRL
You need to be wearing footiaes
bafora you try thosm on.

MARTE
{indignant)
I'm extremaly clean.

SALES GIRL
Yeah. Wall...

Pointing her toward a box of Pads, the girl turns away again.

SRALEE GIRL
(into her phone)
Hey, sorry aboot that. Lamme go
check it for you.

She sets down her phone and disappears into the stock Ioom.
Marie considers for a moment, than goeas ahead and tries on

the $300 heels sans Pede. She stands up, checking them out
in a floor mirror. They lock and feal great.

Marie doasn’'t get mad -- ahe getas oven. Leaving her desplsed
nurse shoes atop a display, she exits without so much as a
glanca back. Off her, clicking away in her stolen heals:

18 EXT. NO-TELL MOTEL - PAREING LOT - SUNSET is
Long, purple shadows cross the parking lot. The second story

glowa brilliant red and gold. This is such a pretty sunaest,
it al=mcst makes this place look romantic. Almost.

{CONTINUED)
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sariounly == it"m a shithole. $29.95 a night, no questions
asked. A few guick CLOSE-UPS set the tone: empty 40-cuncers
proppad atop an AC unit; a used condom ground into the
asphalty a shopping cart left abandoned in the weeds.

A black Yukon bumps Lnto the lot. Hank lsa behind the wheel.
Sevaral skinny METH IOMBIES, sensing 5-0 in their midst, make
like cockroachas and skedaddls out of aight.

INTERCUT WITH:

19 INT. YUKON - CONTINUOOS 1%

Hank idles dead-center of the lot. This allows Walter, Jr.,
riding shotgun, a drive-in movie view of the place.

HANK
whaddya think?

WALTER, JR.
About what?

HANE
This look like a nice place?

Not at all sure why he’s here, Walter, Jr. glances around.
Grine and snorts.

WRALTER, JR.
Ho. Not--particularly.

HARNE
Think you'd like to live hera?
{the boy shakes his head)
You wouldn't, huh? You sure?

WALTER, JR.
Uh yeah, pretty sure. I thought we
wara--going te Cold Stone Croamary.

HANE

¥eah, yeah. Little detour.
Figured wa'd stop by and ses how
the other half lives.

{points at the motal)
Thie here wa call the Crystal
Palace. Enow who lives in the
Palace? Meth-heads. Skeevy,
fuckin® meth-heads who'd seall their
grandma's coochie for a hit.

Walter, Jr. snickers.

{ CONTINUED)
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HANK
Cch, you think that's funny?
Yeah? Wall, I*1l tell you what:
every last one of these miserable
wanten-of-akin got atarted how?
{Walter, Jr. shrugs)
How you think they got startad?
{the kid ahrugs)
What do you think it was they all
ware dolng before they graduated to
shooting meth into thealr dicks?
{the kid grins and shrugs)
A "gateway drug.” That's what we
gall it. Dollars-to-donuts, and I
shit you not -- that gatsway drug
is marijuana. Every time.
Underatand?

WALTER, JR.
Fine. Why you--telling ma?

HANK
‘Cause I love vou, you 1il*
bastard. Shit, I was young once.
But the world's a messed-up placa,
Man, this one time --
(peas somacne; inatantly)
-- MEY! HEY, YOU!

10/9/07 20.
19

Hank puts two fingera in his mouth and WHISTLES out his open
He motions to a METH WHORE who etands frozen in the
act of feeding quarters into a soda machine.

window.

HANK
YEAH YOU, PRINCESS! GET OVER HERE!
DON'T MAKE ME GET OUTTA THIG CARL

The woman glances around for an escape route. HNone presents
With deep resignation, she shuffles to the Yukon.

ilteelf.

HANE
(to Walter, Jr.)
Chack this out =-- you'll see what
I'm talking about.

METH WHORE
Hey, I ain’t holding, okay?

HANK
Bid I tall you to nE-n your mouth?
Do not to tha vehicla. Other
gide. Other aide -- go around and
talk to my friend hers.

(CONTINUED)
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The math whore shuffles around the front of the Yukon, haaded
for the passenger aide. Wide-eyed Walter, Jr. recoils a bit
as the woman leans into his window.

HANK
What'a your nams, Sweatheart?

HETH WHORE
{a sullen beat)

Wendy .

BANE
How much you charge for a windy,
wendy?

METH WHCRE
points to Walter, Jr.)
Hey, I ain't doing him! He's a
kid.

HANK
Jesus Christ, was that my question?
Don't think so hard — you'll hurt
your brain. You on the needle or
the pipe?

HETH WHCORE
Hothing. HNelther.

BANE
Ye-sasah, lat's ase those tesath.
Show us these teeth, Wendy.

This woman looks mid-forties, though in actvality she may be
mich younger. Sha's too thin, thouogh she'd probably be
attractive if it waremn't for her bad skin and greasy hair.
Pissed and bored, she shows her teeth like & circua horse.
They're dingy yellow-brown, the enamel eatan away.

HAMNEK
ghhh, yeah. Pipa. Big-time.
(te Waltar, Jr.)
Got anything you wanna ask Wendy?

WALTHER, JR.
H-Hot--really.

HANE
Ever smoke anything else, Wendy?
Sausage don’'t count. Tell my
frisnd how you startaed. Bat you
used to be a Girl Scout, right?
Probably sang in a church choir...

{ CONTINUED)
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Barely listening, Wendy pointe out the FOREARM CRUTCHES
proppod beaside Walter, Jr.

METH WHORE
What are you, like... handicapped?

HANK
Broka his lag playing football.
(mimes a pass)
gB. Got an arm like a howitzer.
Tell us, Wendy —-- you smoke pot?

METH WHORE
Why? You got spome?

Hank rolls his eyes =-- ugeless.

HANK
Ruright, hoof it. Get lost.
(to har back)
Pair warning. Hext tims, I'm
busting you.

Wandy doesn’t stick around to argua. Walter, Jr. stares

aftar hear, fascinated. Hank studies his young nephew.

HANK
80, Whaddya say about that?
WALTER, JR.
(& beat)

The kid grins and nodms. HNot guite what Bank wanted to hear.
He frownms and conslders, then drives them out of frame.
20 INT. NO=TELL MOTEL - MOTEL ROOM - SUNSET 20

It'm dark in harae. The door unlocks and Wendy entera amidst
a white-hot blast of sunlight.

MAN'S VOICE (0.5.)
Ehut the door! Lock itl

We may recegnize this veice. Wendy sullenly compliea,
setting the night chain. She plods over to where...

... JESSE sits on a chair pulled to the window. He peeksa out
through the crack in the curtaina. He's high, and paranoid.

JESSE
Who was that? --

[CONTINUED )
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HETH WHORE
A cop and some football player,
meseling with me.

th, shit! Jesse's eyes snap even wider.

JESSE
They ask about pa?! --

HETH WHORE
Hah. I think they just wanted pot.

Jasse ie bewildered by this. Waendy backe up to him, drepping
har panties from inside her miniskirt. She sits on Jesoe's
lap with all the enthusiasm of sitting on a toilet. Josee
never aven looks at her -- just pulls down his pants while
keeping his eyes pasled ocutside.

HETH WHORE
Shit, I laft my root beer.

Ah, romance. ©Off thia:

Y INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BATHROGHM - EVENING £l

Walt site on the toilet, pante around his ankles. He's got a
E:llaw legal pad on his knees. Whatever it is he's writing,
'a giving it his utmost attention.

CLOSE =-- thare's a line drawn down the middle of the page,
craating two columns. The first is the "LET HIM LIVE"
column. The second is marked “KILL HIM."

A true scientint, Walt is agonizing over this decision in a
moet logical, ordered manner. Precision thinking is the key.

On the *“LET HIKM LIVE" side, there are papy reasons, such asi
*It's the moral thing to do; Judso-christian principles; You
are not a murderery Sanctity of life; You don't know for sure
he'll seek revenge; He may listen to reason; You'd be haunted
by the memory; Fost-traumatic stress; Won't bea able Lo live
with yourselfy Won't be able to keep It secret; Better to
call police now?) Murder im WRONG."

On the “KILL HIM" side, there’s ohly cne: *“Ne'll KILL YOUR
ENTIRE FAMILY I you let him go.” Wa linger on thia.

Walt chews his pen, nervous. Desperate, Glancing at hie
watch, he double-takes -- Holy CRAP! Look at the TIME!
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22 INT. JESSE'E HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVENWING 22

CUT TO Walt thirty seconda later -- pacing the room with his
cell phone to his ear. We hear it RINGING on the other end.

SEYLER (V.0.)
Hallo.

WALT
Hey Sweetie, it's me. I am eo
sorry. The time completely got
away from me, and I just...
(aigh}
My fault. Bogdan kept me here late
deing invaentery, and I just
ghoulda... I gotta learn to say;
you know. “Ho." But, uh...
{off the silenca)
Skyler? You there?

INTERCUT WITH:

23 IRT. WHITE ROUSE - FKITCHEH - EVEHING - CONTIBUOUS 23

Ekyler is alone in the house. She stands here with the
cerdless phone to her sar and her free hand hugging her
chest. 5She gazes into space, guletly keeping it together.

SEYLER
You're at the car wash?

Hearing that tone in her voice, Walt hesitates.

WALT
Yaah.

EEYLER
I sericusly doubt that, since you
guit two weaks ago.
[off Walt‘s silence)
I called Bogdan, looking for you.
Quite an earful, he gave ma.

Walt swallows, his mind working fast. Not fast anough.
WALT

Listen, uh. Listen, I'll come home
and we'll talk about it.

{CONTINUED)
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EEYLER
I don't think so, Walt. Wherever
you are, why don't you just stay
there tonight.

WALT
Bkyler -=-

CLICKE. &ha HANGS UF on him. Walt lowers his phone;,; staring
hard at mnothing in particular. Off this long silence:

KRAZY-B (0.8.)
Walter..? HKinda hungry down here.

Walt rube at his mouth. Feeling utterly hopeless, he turns
and pleds to the kitchen.

24 INT. JESBSE'S MOUSE = KITCMEN - EVENING 24

THWOP goea the fridge door as Walt opens it. He reaches for
the luncheon meat, tha mayo, tha bread.

Mot knowing what else to do, Walt makea Krazy-8 a sandwich.
Quiet JUMP-CUTS of the sandwich going together. WwWalt looks
in the cupboard and finds a proper plate for it.

Walt even remambers to cut off the CRUETS. He briefly turns

away to lot out a ragged, phlagmy COUGH. Breathing hard now,
hoe picks off the last crust and tosses it inm the aink.

25 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - EVERING 25

Walt carefully descends the staire with the sandwich and a
handful of chipa on the plate. ©On the way down, he starts
COUGHING again. He grabs the handrail, keeps going.

Just as he reaches the bottom of the atepa, he breaks inteo a
full-blown COUGHING JAG. Across the way, Hrazy-8, seated on
the floor, watches him closely.

Walt steadies himeelf, breathing fast and shallow. He wills
it not to happen... but now his eyes roll up and the sandwich
drops from his hand. The plate SHATTERS on the concroeta.

wWalt keels over. OLf him, lying a mere couple of yards from
Krazy-8... who glowly rigese to his feat:

EHD _ACT TWO




BREAKING BAD #102 ~...And the Bag's in the River" FINAL 10/5/07 2s.

ACT THREE

INT. RED ROOM - TWILIGHT 28

Juat as he did the last time we saw him here (at the top of
episode 101), Walt sits alone inside this strange Viectorian
rocm. Same green wardrobe as before.

The glass desktop mirrors his face upside-down. Ha staras
intently at the wall opposite him.

The wall STRETCHES. Through it bulges one HAND, then TWO.
Fingers held wide, theee hands seem to reach for him.

We CREEP IN on Walt's face — though his stare is impasaive,
his face seems to TWITCH ever so slightly and quickly (maybe
we agcomplish this by shooting it at 8 frames a second).

The HANDS in the wall try to PUSH THROUGH at um. But than
they give up and slowly eink back out of sight. O©Off this...

INT. JESSE'S BOUSE - BASEMERT - NIGHT a7

Walt's body gives a little jerk. His eyes flicker, then
open. He wakes to finds himeelf face-down on the concrate,
surrounded by potato chips.

Suddenly remembering where he is, Walt instantly lifts his
head to look for Krazy-8...

+++ Who stands staring down at him. He's locked no more than
alx feat away; yat he couldn’t reach Walt if he wanted to.

FERAZY-H
Damn. I didn't think you were
coming back.

Walt relaxes a little. Ha infully rises to his foeet.
Touches his forehead wherae whacked himpelf falling down.

WALT
How long was I out?

KRALY-B
Ten, fifteen minutes.
{a baat)
I never seen anybody knock
themselves out just by coughing.
You breathe that same shit you used
on me?

{CONTINUED )
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Walt leans down to pick up the mess he's made. He gathers
all the pleces of the broken plate, the sandwich, the chips.
He takes care, as always, to stay out of Erazy-8's reach.

Juat whan we think he won't angwer the guestion...

WALT
I have lung cancer.

He pays it without looking wp. Ho emotion -- simple and
quiat. EKrary-8 dosan’'t give mich of a reaction.

Having picked up the mess, Walt heads for the stairs.

WALT
I'1l make you another sandwich.

Up the ateps he goes.

z8 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - RITCHEN - NIGHT 28

CLOBE ON the kitchen trash can -- Walt kicks the lid-pedal
and dumps the brokan plate. It lande with a porcelain CRASH.

Stepping to the sink, Walt runs some water in his hands and
pate it on his face. He stares out the window. There's
nothing cut there axcept black night, but he stares.

There's no feaar in his eyas now. HO DNeErvoOUsAN&ss of Tansion
or despalr. It's like he's traveled bevond all that.
Whatevar he's thinking right now, it's a mystery to us.

¥et again, Walt yanks open the fridge and gathers sandwich
fixinge. Luncheon meat, mayo, bread. He pauses, conaidering

a six-pack of BEER (cane, not bottlea)} that lies tucked away
on the bottom shelf.

Fuck it -- Walt grabs the six-pack, as well, Off the fridge
swinging shut with & THUMP:

29 INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - HIGHT 29
uraz{—n gits cross-legged with a brand-new plate in his lap.
He picks up his frash sandwich, the crusts cut off and
everything., He's hungry as hell -- but as he’'s about to bite
into it, he hesitates. Walt knows what ha's thinking.

WALT
It's safa. Ho poison.

{ CONTINUED)
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KRAZY -8
Yeah? ‘Cause that’'d be the way to
do it. If you weres gonna do it.

Walt shruge.

WALT
I suppose it would.

ERAIY-8B
I mean... you being a chemiet and
all.

Ha lifts the top slice of bread for a peak inside. He ayes
Walt a moment... then commences eating.

Walt sits down on the floor about eight feet away. He tugs
two bears from his aix pack. Ona he rells acroas the
concrete to Krazy-8. The other he takes for himself, popping
it opan and drinking. Krazy-8 watches him soms more,

Wary milence., Krazy-8 pope tha top on him own bear. Wa only
hear the sounds of eating and drinking. WIDE on thase two,
sitting far apart, yet togathar.

Finally:..

WALT
That name *Krazy-8* -- I'm sorry,
do I really have to call you that?
No offense, but it's just...
{sigh)
fon't you have a real name?

ERALY-8B
(a baat)
Domingo.

WALT
Means ~Sunday,* right?

Krazy-8 noda.
WALT
I'd rather call you that, if you
don‘t mind.
Krazy-8 shrugs and drinks.
KRAZY-8

Whatever. Though I can't say as I
ever liked it much.

(CONTINUED)
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WALT
Where you from, Domingo? You from
here in town, or someplace alse?

ERAZY-H
(emirk)
Walter, you getting to know me is
not gonna make it easier for you to
kill me. Mot that I mind, vou
understand.

Walt studies the floor as he responds.

WALT
You say I don't have it in me.
Maybe, maybe not... but I'm sure as
hell locking for & reason not to.
I'll take any good reason at all.
{looks straight at him)
Bell me. Tell me what it is.

Krazy-8 conesiders. He answers slowly, carefully.

ERAZY-B

I guess I'd start by promising that
if you let ma go, I wouldn't come
after you. That you'd be safe.
I guese I'd say... what happenad
between us was an all-around royal
fuck-up. And what's best for both
parties is we forget all about it.

[a beat)
But you know that anybody in my
situation would make promises like
that. And though in my case they
happen to ba trua... there's no way
you can be sure.

[off Walt's stara)
Bo what elee can I tell you?

WRLT
(very quiet)
I don't know. But you gotta
convince me. You're going nowhere
till you do.

Krazy-8 leans his head againet the pole,; thinking about it.

FRAZY-H
Yeah, I'm from here in town. ABQ,
born and bred. Never left.
Studied business administration at

UMM, got my degree.

{ CONTINUED)
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29 CONTINUED: (3) 9
WALT
Yoah? ©Doeas it come in handy in the
drug trade?
KRAZY-B
Doasn*'t hurt.
{a beat)

I was gonna study music originally.
Maybe even try for Oberlin or
Barklee, but my Pops talked ma out
of it. Said there wasn't any money
in it unless you wind up some
bullahit rock star, and I didn't
have a snowball’s chance of that.

WALT
What ‘s your dad do?

KRAZY-8
Be owns Tampico Furniture over on
Manaul.

WALT

Oh god, I know that! With the,
with the... the late-night --

ERAZY-B
== The stuplid commerciala. Yeah,
that’s him. He's been doing ‘em
for like, thirty yearas.

WALT
Bow'm it go? Wait, it's uh...
(ha and Krazy-8 aing)
Den't let shopping strain your
brain-Q; Just sing this short
refrain-0y Our furniture ilg BUENO!
*Tampico” ig the name!

Walt can't help but chuckle at thie. Krazy-8 gilves a
aheapish amlile and a shrug.

ERALY -8
Yeah, yeah. Pratty moronic, but
what can you do?

WALT
It does tend to stick in ;:ur haad.
Did you write it, belng t
mugician in the family?

{ CONTINUED)
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KRAZY-B
Hell, no. My crazy Uncle Alax.
He asings it at bars, trying to pick
up woman. In his mind it's like
saying “Hey, I wrote ’'Stalrway to
Heaven." ¥

WALT
Wait a minute. Tampico Forniture.

Ae Walt thinks about it, somathing dawne on him,

WALT
You know something? WwWhen my son
wag born, I think we bought his
bassinet theare.

KRAZY-8B
We don't sell bassinets -- that'a
more of a specialty item. But we
did used to sell cribs.

WALT
Yeah, okay. Maybe it was his crib.
But T asam to remambar that. I
remember recognizing your dad from
his commerciale. Although he
wasn't aa friendly in real-life,

ERAZY-8
Mo shit. Did he try and sell you
the extended warranty?

WALT
Frobably, yeah. And I was probably
dumb enough to buy it.

ERAZY-B
That's his big thing. Ask him for
a4 glass of water, he'l]l tell you

you need an extended warranty on
tha ice.

Walt ewirls the beer in his can.

WALT
¥You worked there, too?

ERAEY-8
only my entira life. Up until the
day I yelled *fuck you* and quit.

Hearing this raminds Walt of his own recent history.

{ CONTINUED)
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WALT
How old would you have been sixteen
years ago?

Frazy-8 sees where Walt is going with this. He smilas.

KRAZY-8
If it war after school, I guarantes
you I was there. I might have even
helped ring you up -- you and your
extended warranty on a crib,

WALT
Small world.

KRAZY-H
That, it is.

WALT

The pathe we take, huh?

Walt finishes off his beer. He pulls loocse two more cans,
rolling ancther to Krazy-8, then popping the top on him own.

KRAZY-8
Jegee know you got cancer?

Walt shakesa his head.

WALT
Mo one but you.

KRATY-8
Mot your family? Why not?

::}EEdﬂaan't answer immediately. He allows a faint, pained

WALT
Hot a E’GEUEI.‘EEL'I.{:I!L I'm even
ramotaly ready to have.

Frazy-8 realizes somathing.

KRAZY-8
This is why you're cooking meth?
You want to ba able toe leave them
BOme MOney .
(Walt says nothing)
Hell, I'1ll write you a check right
now if you let me go.

{CONTINUED)
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Walt smiles. HKrazy-8 does, teo. Throughout this scene, he
geams to be gradually tranaforming bafora our Vary eyast
becoming lesa a fearsome criminal and more a human being.

KRAZY-8
Like I say =~ wrong line of work
for you, Walter. Get out before
it's too late.

WALT
{a baat; guiet)
I don't know what to do.

ERARZY-8
Yaah, you do.

Walt takes this to heart. He ponders it for a long whilae,
Krazy-8 eyeing him mildly the whole time.

Finally, the moment of decision. Walt rises to his feet.

WALT
I'1l gat the key.

He heads for the stairs, climbing them with his beer in his
hand. Off Erazy-8, giving nothing away... watching him climb
out of sight...

30 IHNT. JEEBE'E HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT ao

CLOBE ANGLE, LOOKING DOWN -- in f.g., a shiny KEY rests atop
a high shelf. Walt reaches up toward us on tiptoes, blindly
fealing for it until he grasps it in his hand.

Tucking the key in his pocket, Walt takea & last aip of beer,
then pours out most of the can in the sink. He pauses a
moment, crinkling the aluminum in his fingers -- am I doing
the right thing? He can't help but be mervous about this
decision. It's the biggest of his life.

Crog=ing to the trash can, Walt steps on the pedal, lifting
tha lid. But as he's about to toas his empty beer can, he
hesitates. Something catches hie eye. What is it?

Walt sets down the beer can, never taking hie eyes off the
trash. He kneals down and saticks an arm in the trash can,

gathering up...
«.« The BROEKEN DINHER PLATE. Careful to retrieve avery bit

of it, he sets it on the kitchen table. Working slowly,
delibarately, he reassembles it like a jigesaw puzzle.

{ CONTINUED)
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LOW ANMGLE -- wo look up at Walt as he works. Whatever he's
gearching for here, he doesn’t want to discover it... and yet
he seas it coming a mile away.

Dread and inevitability. Once he"s finished:

WALT
(under hie breath)
oh, ne. Ne, no, AG...

He's staring down at a jigsaw puzzle with one large piece
missing. ©One bilg; jagged, DAGGER-SHAPED PIECE ils conepicucus
by ita ABSENCE.

We neadn’t have spant time in the penitentiary to realize
what'a miseing is an old-achool SHIV.

WALT
(under his breath)
Ch, don't do this. Why you deing
this..?

Walt ian‘t angry. He lpn't acared. Elck 1s how he feals.
Mournful. HResigned. He wishes so badly there were another
way out of this nightmare. He finally realizes there&'s not.

3l INT. JESEE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT -~ HIGHT b

Walt descends the stairs; moving slow. The steps CRERE-CREAE
undar his waight. Asa he crosses the basement floor, Krazy-8
rises to his feat.

They atand facing each other, just out of reach. Walt fishea
in his pocket and holde up the shiny XEY in two fingers.

ERAZY -8
You're doing the right thing,
Walter.

Walt forces a emile.

WALT
Yeah.
(nonchalant )
Think the lock's on the back side.
You WANnNa..7?

Walt spina a finger — the uniwversal sign for “turn around.*®

Krazy-8 smiles and rotates himself around the column until
Walt is behind him.

{CONTTNUED )
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For the firat time gince he confined him down here, Walt
stepa within reach of hie captivae.

Walt alowly reaches out his hand toward the motorcycles lock.
He gently closes his fingers around the crossbar. We're
holding cur breath now, because we know what's coming.

WALT
So you're not angry.

KRAZY -8
How you mean? Angry at you?
(tired aigh)
Live and let live.

WALT
That's pretty undarstanding.

ERALY -8
Whatever, man. Goddamn, but I just
wanna go ho=a.

WALT
Yeah. Mes, too.

CLOSE ON Walt's hand. Like a bull rider in the chute, taking
a momant to cinch hie grip around the leather strap, Walt
aqueszea the motorcycle lock till his Knuckles go white.

Sensing hie hesitation, Krazy-8 looks back over his shouldar.

ERAZY-B
Unlock ma, Waltar.

Watching him like a hawk, Walt notes that Krazy-8°s right
hand is currently inching toward the front of his waistband.

WALT
[quistly)
The moment I do, are you gonna
stick me with that piece of broken
plata?

Krazy-8's eyes narrow. The jlg is up.

FAST -- he reaches for his walstband, pulling out the SHIV.
Just as FABT -- Walt YANKS the lock with ALL HIS MIGHT.
Krazy-8 makes a gquite remarkable sound. It's a sucking kind

of a THWWWWWAARHH! as hie trachea crushes and his lungs get
shut off from the outside world.

(CONTINUED)
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He tries to jam his fingers under the lock. He WHIP-WHIPS
hie othar arm back behind him, desperately trying to stab
Walt with tha shiw.

Both of them spln around and arcund the column like soma
gatanic le dance. Krazy-8 isn't wheezing -- there's no
air going in whatsoever. His face turnse from red to purple
to black. Caplllaries hemorrhage, turning the whites of his
#yes red. This isn't like any strangulation we'vé aver s&&n
in 2 movie. It's way more real than that. It's violent and
horrifying and it takes fucking forever.

Kragy-8 fighta like a tiger. Walt hangs on like a leech.
Pulling with both hands now, he jams one foot against the
pole and cranks back with all his weight.

Erazy-8 manages to STAR Walt in the calf -- once, twice.
Blood flows. Walt doesn't flinch. He hangs on, gritting his
teath and straining with everything he's got.

Krazy-8 drops the bloody shiv. It RINGS OUT as it breaks
against the floor. Both his hands go to the lock around his
neck, but it*s no use. He's weakening by the second.

The fight is over. CLOSE OH Walt‘'s face as Nrazy-8 slowly
g8inks down the pole like =0 much dead weight. Walt keaps on
choking him -- he is not gonmna stop until this is absolutely.
poeitively finished.

But the entire time, he’'s numb with horror. Hating himself.
His lipa mowe, and we realize he's speaking. Gradually we
make out what it is he's whispering, baraly audible, cwver and
over and over again.

WALT
I'm g0rry... I'm sorry... I'm
BOEYY... I'm SO0FrEY...

Walt sinks all the way down with the dead body till he's
knealing on the floor. Finally he lets go, falling backward
on his butt. BLOOD soaks through his trouser leg.

He sits here, arme hanging limp at hie epides. He can‘t bring
himgelf to lock at the corpse. He can only =it here, numb.

Off Walt, panting hard and fesling damned, We...

FADE TO BLACK.
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ACT FQUR

EXT. JESS5E'S MEIGHBORHOOD - DAY 32

VARIOUS ANGLES ON this upper-middle-class naighborhood:
gquiat, tree-lined strests; two OLDER LADIES gossip as they
power-walk; & fan sprayer aways back and forth across a front
lawny An OLDER MAN unlcads bages of greoceries from hias
Cadillac; a wind sculpture lazily spirals in the breeza.

In othar words, it's business as usual. Nothing eut of tha
ordinary. Life goos on.

EXT. JESSE’'S HOUSE - DAY i3

A familiar red Cutlass motors along under the speed limit,
not 1mk.ing to attract attentlion. Jessa slows Lo & atop

acroes the street from his house. Be's being circumspect, in
casge the cops ara hara.

Mobody'a here. Walt's Aztek is gone. The RY is still in the
driveway, but the wrought-iron gate stands wide open.

Jesse wonders at this. He looks pretty rnqiad—ﬂut. by the
way -- he's been awake four solid days and 1s ready to crash.

At least he's no longer “sketching” like he waa at the motel
(meth slang for acting paranoid).

He considers, then parks his Cutlass in the driveway.
He cuts the engine and climbe out, one hand on his car door,
glancing around.

INT:. R.V. = DAY 34
It's DARK until... CRE-EEAK... the door opans and Jessa paars
ingide. The sun that gets in lights up the interior, which
in CLEAM as a whistla.

Jasse c¢limhs in and looks arcund, surprised. The BV is
completely empty. The floor is mopped, the trash has been
collactad, the labware and chemical paraphernalia ares gona.
You'd never know this place had been used to cook meth.

INT, JESSE'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY as

The door at the top of the stairs sases open, throwing
Jagge's SHADOW down into the cellar. It stands motionless.

JESSE (0.58.)
Hello..? Anybody down there?

{ CONTINUED)



15

36

37

BREAETHG BAD #102 "...And the Bag's in the River" FIHAL 10/%/07

CORTINUED: 15

No answer. Silence except for the faint gurgling of the
water heater.

After a momant, first Jesse‘'s legs then the rest of him
descenda into view. Moving with utmost caution, afraid of
what he*'ll find, ha hunkers low and peeks sideways ovar the
ralling. ©Cnce again, what he dossn't see surprises him.

He continues down the stairs, bringing us around To find...
+«+s+ The basement is as spotleas as the EV. No blood, no
pesE, no Krazy-8. Bleached and mopped and swept, this
bagemeant hasn*t been this clean since the day 1t was built.
Jegse stands by the gray steal column where Krazy-8 was
fastened. He glances all arcund, but there's pothing to see.
Nothing but one lona item which his eyes settles on.

Ho stapa ovar to pick up the MOTORCYCLE LOCK from whare it
rests on a shelf. He hefts it in both hands; studying it.

To be sure, Jesse 18 relieved there‘s been a cleanup.
However, he can't help but be disturbed as he wonders what
exactly went on down hare last night.

off Jassa, trying to pioture it...

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY 36

WIDE on it im the far distance, to ESTABLISH.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL — CHEMISTRY CLASSROOM - DAY a7

There's a low BUZEZ of conversation -- Walt‘s STUDENTS are
regtlean. We see vhy once we reveal the front of their
ClagBroom:

Thare's no Walt.

These kida are pretty well-bshaved -- no papear airplanes or
Sweathog antice — but they‘re all wondering what‘s going on.
An apsjstant principal, CARMEN, enters carrying a DVD case.

She takes Walt's spot at the front.

CARMEN
Everybody, I need you all to take
your mseats. Settle down, pleasa.
Guya? Thank you.

{CONTINUED)

38.
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Students gradually do as they're told. Pratty Carmen (we met
her briefly at Walt‘'e birthday party inm the Pilot) crosses to
an AV CART which sits in the cormer. £he muscles it to the
front of the room as she talks.

CARMEN

Alright. I understand Mr. White is
foeling a little under tha weather
thia morning, so you folks are
gonna be making do with me today.
And we are all gonna watch a very
interesting video ofis:.

{chacks the DVD bax)
s+s Carbon. WVery important stuff.,

{glances arcund)
Is there a, uh... extension cord?

Clearly, Carmen found out only minutes ago that she‘'d be
subbing today.

B8 EXT. PASTURELAND - DAY 8

The sky is deep blue with big, puffy clouds (I hope, I hope}.
We TILT DOWN from it to reveal we're back in our red
sandstone wilderness.

A fluorescent-lime lowrider sits out here in the middle of
nowhere, both its doors standing open. We recognize it as
Kragy-8'e car, parked exactly where he left it. It faces a
BURNED PATCH of weada and scrub == this being thea result of
the fire Emilio started (refer to Pilot for continuity).

This time arcund, thinga aren't so deserted. A tribal police
cruiser is parked nearby. A couple of TRIBAL POLICE OFFICERS
walk the area looking for clues.

A black Yukon is parked here, as well. Heveal Hank and Gomez
atudying this desolation through thelr sunglasses.

GOMEZ
Whaddya think?

Hank shrugs.

HANK
Coock site, gotta be. HNobody came
way the hall out here just to buy.
{nods at burned patch)
Your fire there coulda started as
an accident. Doesn’'t look like it
was meant to destroy evidence.

(CONTINUED )
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Gomez nodsa, agresing.

GOME2
Got a set of dually tracks leading
away back to the road, 5o0... whats
they're in some camper-glash-lah,
they accidentally start a fire,
then everybody F.O.'s?

HANK
Yeah, why not?
{a beat)
Except why would that hair-gelled
little shit leawve his car?

Turning to the lowrider, Hank stepe over and site in the
driver's peat. He raps a hand againat the hydraulica box.

EANK
i-yi. It’a a culture in
d-c ine, Gomie
GOMEZ

It's a rich and vibrant cultura.

HANE
It'e a car that jumps up and down.
What the hell? You peopls used to
be congujetadors, for chrissake.
(sniffs the air)
Ugh. Smells like the Drakkar Noir
factory.

Hank begine asarching. He checks the glove box, the sun
visors, feels around underneath the seats.

GOMEZ
I already searched it.
(Hank keeps looking)
You're wasting your time.

annrinq hie partner, Hank lightly RAP-RAPS hie knuckles
dnsghaar ,'nnunﬁinq evary inch of it.

GOMEER
Man, give it up. If thie here's a
trap car, it's gonna take more’'n
your dumb white asa to find it.

HAHEK
Yeah? You're talking to the trap
car master. I'm like "Rain Man®
counting his toothpicks.

{CONTINUED)
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GOMEZ
Yeah, you're like Rain Man --
retarded

The engine is turned off, along with the electrical system —-
yat Hank twiste knoba and hite buttons on the sterec, the AC,
the turn indicator, everything within reach.

A "trap car,” by the way, is a tricked-out wehicle that has a
hidden compartment for hiding drugs. Scme of them are guite
ingeniosus and elaborate, and certain clandestine craftsmen
gpacialize in building them.

Hank twists the cigarette lighter. Something feels funny.
He CLICES IT IN and OUT a few times.

Bingo! A SECHET COMPARTMENT pops down beneath the dashboard.

HANK
YERH, “hjr!- -
{faux opera singing)
Oh, su-ubuuuck my NU-UUDDUTS. ..
Suck my nuts, you LO-O00SER...

GOMEER
Asshole.

Gomeaz ghakes his head, locking both sheespiah and piased.
Though he comes across like a frat boy, Hank js pretty damned
good at his job. Gomez too, for that matter.

Hank reaches in the compartment, withdrawing ite contents -=-
one little baggis of METH. This is the sample of Walt's
atuff which Jesse brought to Krazy-8.

HANE
Hello, Zippie...

Hank climbs out of the car and holds it uwp to the sunlight,
he and Gomez peering at it cleosely. They both frown and tip
down their sunglasses for a bettar view.

HAHE
I'd say this locks like meth, only
it's too damned white.

Gomez nods, intrigued. Hank tucks the sample into a larger
EVIDENCE BAG. Glancing arcund this empty wilderness, he
gighs and smacks a palm against the abandoned car.

HANE
You know what I'm thinking, Gomie.

{ CONTINUED)
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GOMER
Yep. Somebody went and croaked our
BEnitch.

"our pnitch?!™ Are thay talking about Krazy-87 It sure as

hall sounds that way. Hank and Gomegz definitely aren’t happy
about it, eithar. It‘s a major setback.

Hank notices something in the distance. He yells offecreen.

HANE
¥OU GOT SOMETHING? —

Gomaz turne to look. Over en the dirt read, one of the
tribal officers is talking to a little INDIAN GIRL and her
MOTHER, who stand beside their idling pilckup truck.

LORG LENMS, TIGHTER -- we recognize thia little girl from the
last scene of episcode 101. She's the one who found Walt's
discarded RESPIRATCOR. And indeed, that's exactly what her
mother has brouoght here to the tribal polica.

The tribal officer examines the black gas mask im his hande.
In response to Hank's gquestion, he HOLDS IT UP for us to see.
The faceplate glints in the sun.

Thie discovery can't bode well for Walt... wherever he is.

39 EXT. HIGHWAY OVERPASS - DAY 9

Up here wa see for miles in either direction. Rugged hills
are in the distance. We're on the outskirts of Albuguergue,
and traffic roare beneath us at seventy miles an hour.

Hare's Walt. Mis Aztek is parked up here on the shouldar of
the overpass. He site bahind the al, windows down,
staring ocut his windehiald at nothing at all. From the look
of him;, he may have been here for hours.

What does one feel after they've murdered another human
baing? What's the overriding thought or emotion? For Walt,
it geeme like maybe this is simply too big an idea for him to
wrap his mind around.

There's sadness and fear, of course. There's exhaustion.
Even a fair bit of relief. But mostly what Walt feeles is...
ovarwhalming emptiness.

Wa CHREEP IN on Walt's ayes as if to get inside his head.

INTERCUT WITH:
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INT. LOS ALAMDS LABORATORY - DAY (FLASHBACK) 40

We'ra back in tima twenty wyears -- picking up where we left
off in the FLASHBACK from the Teaser. Walt stares at the
percantages he's scravled on his chalkboard. Hydrogen,
Oxygen, Mitrogen, Calcium, etc, eto.

WALT
Scmething’s misaing. Hot much, but
somathing.

Gratchen studias him for a long moment, lnbhing at him while
his back is turned and he‘s unaware. S5She's smiling faintly.
We get it. She's in love with him,

GRETCHEN
What aboat the soul?

He glances back at her and amirka, assuming sha's joking.
Seeing that she's not, he seems a little surprised.

WALT
The soul.

She shrugs -- why not? He crosses to her, leans low with his
handa on the arms of her chair, nose-to-nose with har.
Emiling. Wanting to kiss her. But before he does:

WALT
Wothing here but chemistry.

Modern-day Walt, older and a lot less full of life, site in
hias car remembering this like it was yesterday. He gets no
comfort from it, however.

There‘s no putting it off any longer -- it‘s time to go home.
Walt turns the key in the ignition. He elides the shifter
into gear.

Mot even aware he‘'s doing it, Walt WHISTLES a little tune
under hia breath. It's slower tempo than the last time we
heard it, but we probably recognize it nonetheless. It's the
advertiaing [I.i.'t'l:-:." from the furniture stora.

Off Walt, rolling up his windows and driving ocut of frame...
INT. WHITE HOUSE - LIVIKNG ROCM - DAY 41

It's atill tha middle of the day. Waltar, Jr. is at school.
The front door guietly unlocks and Walt enters.

{CONTINUED )
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He slowly moves through the living room, taking in his homa
ag if he's never quite geen it bafore. Or maybe this is him
seaing evarything through new eyes.

Carrying his school briefcase, Walt sets it on the kitchen
counter. He stands here motionless, his hand resting on it.

Working up his nerve, he slowly walks on out of frame down
the hall toward the bedrocm.

42 INT. WHITE HOUSE — HASTER BEDROOHM — DAY 42

The bed is made. Skyler sits on the foot of it; fully
clothed. Her eyes are red. She's been crying. It was a
rough night for her, too.

We senea Walt'e silent presence as he eases into wview behind
her, totally out-of-focus in the bedroom doorway. She knows
he’s here, but she doesn’t turn to look.

WALT
{a beat)
Ekyler...

We don‘t think she'll acknowledge him. Finally, sha turns.
ThE'j" gtare at one another.

Skylar is on tha verge of bringing op divorce. Walt soees it.
He'‘s got to explain himself. There's no other way.

Long, weighty silence. Thens

WALT
I have something I neead to tell

you.
Off walt, and this confessional cliffhanger...
CUT TO BLACE.



