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A BLANK WHITE FRAME 1
I all we Bea. In the midet of this, a squeaky MAREER PEN
Wwrites a word in green ink: “ICEBREAKER." ADJUST to raveal
it's HANK doing the writing on a Dry Erase board.
BANE

“Operation Icebreaker.” How we

liking that?
WIDE to reveal we are:
IRT. DEA DISTRICT OFFICE - BRIEFING ROOM - MORNING

Ten DEA AGENTS sit in a space that reminds us of a classroom.
Hank stands at the front, leading the briefing.

HANE
We never used it before, did wa?

Hank'm partner GOMEZ sits nearby, arms folded.

GOMEZ
Isn’t that the name of a breath
mint?

HANEK
What?

GOMEZ

{to the room)
“Icebreakers,” right? Breath mint.

A couples of the agents shrug and nod. Hank makes a face.

HANK
BHobody's ever gonna think of that.
They‘re gonna be thinking of some
big-ass ship at the North Pole,
breaking ice.

GOMEZ
Eaye you. I'm gonna be thinking
“Operation Breath Mint.*

HANE
Yeah? JI'm thinking “Operation
Breath Mint" every time you and me
are on stakecout together. Your
breath would knock a buzzard off a
shitwagon.

{ CONTINUED)
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mnnoyed, Hank grabs the eraser and obliterates “ICEBREAKER.*

HANK
Alright -- “Oparation TBED." Thanks
for nothing, Gomie.
(te tha room)
Anyway. Say hello to Domingo
Gallarda Molina, AKA "Krazy-8.°

He tacks up an old 8x10 MUE SHOT of the young dealer Walt
killed in episocde 102.

HANE
Way smarter than your average
chasge-aater. I turned him out
back when he was etreat-level, but
thie duda was like tha Jeffersons:
movin® on up.

GOMEZ
(to tha room)
Every small-time dealer he'd throw
us, he'd wind up snaking all their
customers .

HANK

And now he's mil:ins, prasumad
dead. His car was found way out in
the boonies. We put surveillance
on his houma, but he hasn‘t shown.

(a beat)
Last guy ha ratted out was his own
coumin -- one Emilioc Eoyama, We're
a8till not sure what that was about,;
but here's his smiling mug.

Hank tacke up a second MUG SHOT, this time of frowning
Emilio. Near the back, an AGENT speaks up.

AGENT

You're thinking the cousin found
out and took revange?

HANK

Could ba. Turns out he's miseing,
too.

{mhrug)
Normally, I'd say scmebody did the
world a favor. But our anitch's
car? Wa find about two grama of
meth in it, send it to the lab...
they come back and tell us it's the
purest they have gver sean.

(CONTINUED)
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GOMEZ
Hinety-nine point one percent.

All around the room, agents react te this with surprise.
Somebody WHISTLES, impressed.

HANE
Yeah, right? I'm telling you; thia
ghit is like Ivory Socap. Our
chamist 18 blown away. He saye he
dossn't think he could do any
better himself.

Concerned faces all around. Hank scane them, grim.

HANE
What's worse, it didn't come outta
some superlab in Mexico. We're
thinking it got cooked right here
in the Land of Enchantment.

Hank holds up a large evidence bag containing Walt's black
RESFIRATOR MASE.

HANE

Car was abandoned at what appears
to ba a cook site. This was the
only ether thing got left behind.
We're gonna send it to Quantico to
pea what they can pull off it...
but meantime, our guys swabbed the
filter alement and found that sama
ninety-nine point one math.

{off their reactions)
50 be on notice: wae got new
playara in town.

We CONTINUE Hank‘s speech to his troops over the CUT TO:

INT. WHITE HOUSE - BATHROOM - MORNIRG F4

Bare feet on tile. We ARM UP to reveal downbeat WALT,
atanding at the sink in aweatpants and an old t-shirt.

HANE (V.0.)
Wa don't know who they are, wharae
thay come from... but they possass

an extremely high akill-eet.

Walt brushes his teeth. He splts and rinses, then curls his
top lip and checka his gums in the mirrer.

(CONTIMUED)
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HANE (V.0.)
Ma parsonally? I'm thinking
Albugquergue just might have itself
& nev kingpin.

Off kingpin Walt, sleeplily flosaing his teath...

END TEASER
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ALT ONE

EXT. WALT'S NEIGHEBORHOOD - LATE AFTERMOON a

WIDE ON the neighborhood, to sstablish -- THREE KIDS ride
their bikes, a NEIGHBOR washes hig car. A lazy Sunday.

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON 4

Walt's Aztek is in the drivuwl{. 48 is Hank's black Jaep
{let’'e schedule as many establishing shota of this house as
wé can grab while we're here == Ao cars in the driveway,
Walt'm car, Skyler's car, Marie‘s car, etc).

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - BACKYARD - LATE AFTERNOCH 5

CLOSE OM the FIRES OF HELL roasting a aweating, blistering,
blackening CORPSE.

Alright, that's not axactly what we're looking at -- but it
would be nice if it seamed that way at first. The tight lens
wa uga, the abstract framing of the flames, the cherry coals,
the heat haze should trick um, juat for a moment...

v+« Bafore we realize that what wa're looking at are CHICKENW
BREASTS roasting on a CHARCOAL GRILL.

Wa'ra in WALT'S head when wa pes this. He mans the grill,
ataring down at the breastsa but not really seaing tham.
Walt's not gquite himself lately, as you would imagina. After
all, he strangled a man to death just a fow short days ago.

Walt wears a barbecue apron with ~MMMM! Sumathinﬁ*i COORING!"
in big, cartoon latters. Whiles ha stands here, his mind
wandering, Hank sidles up behind him, beer in hand.

HANK
Jasus, Walt -- you're burning the
ghit ocutta 'am.

WALT
Huh?

Walt snaps ocut of it and grimaces, reallzing what he's dona.
Ha ruohee to get tha chicken breasts off the fire, but it‘as
too late -- they're ruined.

WALT
Ah, dammit --

{CONTINUED)
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WIDE to reveal the backyard -- a patio table is made up with
five place ssttings. WALTER, JR. floate in the pool while
MARIE sits on a lounge chair with a glass of wine and SEYLER
exits the house carrying a casserole dish for the table.

HANE

Hey, Sky -- got any more chicken?
Emaril here might ba neading a
fresh pack.

Skylar glances their way, then heads back to tha Kitchan.
Hank slaps Walt on the back. Affectionate, not insulting.
Walt forces a smila and shakes his head -- dumb me.

TIME CUT TO:

EXT. WHITE BOUSE - BACEYARD - LATE AFTERNOCH &

Twenty minutes later. The family has just now sat down to

eat al fresco beslide the pool. Corn on the cob gets passed;
and baked beans and cole alaw.

HANE
Mmm. Locking good!l

MARIE
Is this low-fat mayonnaise in tha
cola slaw?

EEYLER
Don't know. Store-bought.

MRRTE
Sh.

Marie pasaes 1t along without sampling any. Walt rises from
his chair.

WALT
Hank, you nead another beer?

HENE
Doas the Pope shit in his hat?

MARIE
I don't believe he doea, Hank --
and evervbody would really like it
if you'd stop saying that.

WALT
Marie? More wine, maybe?

{CONTINUED)
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MARIE
I'm good, thanks.

WALTER, JR.
Hey, ] wanna baar.

HARE
I want Shania Twain to gimme a
tugglie, but gquess what? That ain’'t
happening, either.

Marie backhands Hank in the arm without ewen looking at him.
Walter, Jr. grins.

WALT
{to his son)
How about some more soda?
{off his nod)
Honay? MNeead anything?

SEYLER
Ho, Walt. Thank you.

Skyler barely looke at him. She's in a dark place today --
not angry, but worried. Preoccupied. Walt and Marie both

pick up on this. Walter, Jr. dees teo. Only Hank, buay
buttering his corn cob, doasn't notice.

We remembar episode 102 ended with Walt telling his wife he
had a confaeapsion to make. Whatever it was he told har, sha's
ptill reacting to it even now.

Putting on a good face, Walt heada inside the houss.

INT. WHITE HOUBE = KITCHEN - LATE AFTERNOON 7
A can of soda and two beers get pulled out of the fridge.
Walt pauses here a moment, silhoustted by the sunlight
beaming in threugh the kitchen window.

Alonas, his trua mood surfaces. Ha lets out a ragged sigh.
He rolle the ¢old scda can againet his forehead, cooling his
feverad brow. Off Walt... scared, haunted, wracked by
terrible memories... working very hard to keep things light:
EXT. WHITE HOUSE - BACKYARD - LATE AFTERNOCH B

Halfway through the meal. Walt's back at the table, sipping
his baer. Walter, Jr. and Hank are in mid-discusaion.

(CONTINUED)
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WALTER, JR.
Ho.
He saye thie with an ambarrassed smirk.
HANK

You’re kidding me. You look like a
damn movie star, man! Girls gotta
ba lining up left and right.

(to Marie)
Tall him how good-looking he ims.

MARIE
Ha*m adorablel

HANE
Ha doesn't wanna ba friggin’
aderable, he wants to be hot!
(te the kid)
Anyhow, see? Female parapactive.

WALTER,; JR.
She's s‘posed to say that.

MARLE
Uh, excuse me -- despite the fact I
married your Uncla, I am an
;xrnllnnt judge of the masculine
orm.

HAME
Hice,.

Elbowa on the table;, Hank leans across toward Walter, Jr.

HANK

Besides, a guy doesn't gotta look
like Charlton Heston -- I'm talking
“Mosas” days -- to get a girl. ¥You
just gotta, you know...
Confidence and pergigtence, thac' a
what I'm talking about. Shit, I
chased your Aunt Marie all over
craation. Kept bugging her to go
out, she Kept saylng no...

(to Marie)
What; I musta asked you, like,
fifty timas¥

MARIE
(to Walter, Jr.)
This was back before they tightened
the atalking laws.

(CONTINUED)
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HAME
Ah-hah. And what about your Dad
hera? That there‘s a nice story.
Walt, tell him how you met Skyler.

Walter, Jr. hasg heard it before.

WALTER, JH.

Mom was a waitress in Los Alamos.
{to Skylar)

And Dad said that thing to you

about, um... What was it? Mom?

He doesn‘t need to hear this again -- he's just trying to get
hizs Mom to join the conversation. Ewvervone looke to Skyler,
who picks at her food, barsly here. She glances up at them.

EEYLER
What?

HANE
Jeez, Skyler -- guit yappin® 8o
much, willya? Let somebody get a
word in edgewise.

The joke falls flat. Hank'e smile fades. Walt speaks up,

worried about his wife's mood and hoping to brightem it.

WARLT
Your Mom wasn't actually a
waitress. It was a summer Jjob
where she was the hostess and she
worked the cash register. I used
to go there all the time, because
it was close enocugh to the lab that
I could ride my bike. And, uh...
once I noticed her, it got Bo I'd
ﬂnl an days I knew she was

I d try and sit a lirtle
bit clusar every time.

{a baat)

When it was slow, she'd stand at
the counter doing crossword
puzzles, but kinda hide it?
Pretend like she was working? So
once I caught on to that, I*d do
crogawerd puzzles while I ate my
grilled cheese sandwich. And it
got so at lunch every day we were
both deing the Hew York Times
Crogsword Puzzle ten feet from each
other. Eventually, I'd catch her
looking at ma every now and then.

(CONTINUED)
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Walter, Jr. smileas at this story. Marie and Hank like it,
too. Thay lock to Skyler, who is staring at Walt, listening
to every word. Her face shows no emotiocn... but her eayes are
just now starting to tear up.

Something subtle passes between her and Walt, who gives her a
tiny little nod -- it's okay.

WALT
S0... I bagan to Bay... “ExXcuss ma.
Fourteen across, seven-latter word
for blah-blah-blah? Can I ask what
you put dowm®* That got us
talking, and...

{faint smile)

Boy, I'm terrible at those puzzles.
I don't think I ewer actually
finished one -- but your Hom could
do *em in ink.

HANK

Yery smooth.
(to Walter, Jr.)

Betcha didn't think your old man
had it in him. But you see what
I'm saying? Perglstepnce. Once you
aet your cap for something or

o ; man, you just gotta...

Hank trailm off now am he notices, along with sveryona
elsa, .., that Skyler is silently WEEPING. Tears are streaming
down her face.

HANK
Whoa. B&ky..?

WALTER, JR.
Mom? What's the matter?

Full-on, racking SOBS now. The guys are alarmed -- don't

guite know what to do. Marie steps around and puts a hand on
her ailster's back, leaning down to comfort har.

MARIE
Sshhhh. Coma on, now. Honey,
what'e wrong?

Dabbing her eyes with her napkin, Skyler pulls hersalf
together enough to nod toward wWalt and say:

EEYLER
Ask him.

[CONTINUED )
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With that, she's out ¢f her chair and bolting for the housa.
All eyes turn to Walt, who sits here in the height of
discomfort.

HARIE
What's she talking about?
(off his silence)

Everybody is staring at him, waiting for an answer. They
won't let him off the hook. Hank and Marie are wondering is
he having an affair? Ia he beating her? HWhat?

Walt sighs and feolde his napkin, eets it on the table. This
is not the way he wanted to do this, but his wife has left
him no choicea. So, hare goes:

WALT
I... have cancer. Lung cancer.
{off the silence)
It's bad.

Absolute stillness. Hank, Marie, Walter, Jr. are stunned.
Floored. They can’'t balieve it.

Off wWalt, rubbing at a smudge on the table with his thumb...

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT EJ

Dark outsaide. BStreetlights are on. It's hours later.
Hank's Jeep is still parked in the driveway.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - WALTER, JR.'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 10

Supearhero and sports posters on the walle. Airplane medels
hang from tha ceiling. Wa're on Walter;, Jr.'as back as he
sits on the edge of his bed, listening to music. All we can
hear is a tinny, heavy metal riff that leaks ocut of his big
HEADPHOMES. He noda hies head fast to the beat.

At firsat, it appears he‘s okay with the cancer newa. Wot mo.
As we COME AROUND on the teenager, we notice TEARS in his
eyes. He angrily wipes them away with the back of his hand.

Walter, Jr. works hard to foocus strictly on tha musmic and put
his mind off this terrible newa.
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INT. WHITE HOUSE - FAMILY ROOM - NIGHT 11

WIDE ON the adults as they eit around the family room.
Moreme amilence for a beat,

SKYLER
Aok him how long he's known.

Marie and Hank look to Walt, who shruge and aigha.

WALT
About a month, mayba.

MARIE
For God's make, Walt...
(to Skylar)
And wa're Jjust aitting out thare
having a cookout like nothing's
going on?

SBkyler shrugs big, as if to say no shitl

EXYLER
He made me promise not to tell.

Oh Christ, theas last 48 hours...
And it‘a the weekend, so I couldn't
even get his dector on the phone...

HANE
Buddy, why wouldn't you want to

tell anybody?
If Walt even has an answer for this, he doesn’'t give it.

EKYLER
(grasping his hand)
Walt, don’'t you see everyones just
wants to help? We're family. Wa
gat through these things fogether.

wWalt doesn‘'t see that at all. However, he doesn’'t argue.

HANEK
I don't... wait, I don't get...
cancer? How does that happen?
You don't aven pmoke.

BEEYLER
I'm thinking what if this all
goes back twenty years to the
lications Lab? Those chemicals
they had you working with?

{CONTINUED)
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WALT
We always tock the proper
precautiong.

EEYLER
You complained one time how they
hadn't given you tha right kind
of.., some ventilation hood or
something! And the headaches!

(CONTINUED)
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WALT
-- Mo, Honey, that wasn't --

EKYLER
== God=-DAMN them! How is it they
think they can get away with this?i
We ghould, we should hire a lawyer!

Baefore Skyler's anger and despair can get the best of her,
Marie speaks up -- the volce of reason.

MRRTE

First, let’'s deal with this.
What‘s next for Walt? Certainly a

gecond opinion, right?
Skyler wipes her eyes.

EEYLER
Right. Absolutely.

MARTE
Firet thing tomorrow, If1l ask my
radiologiste —— we'll find you the
besat. The oncology dream team.

SEYLER
Good ., Yeah. Yeah.

Skyler hugs Walt. Holds him tight. He pats her hand and
finds a smile for his loving and supportive family.

SEYLER
Lemme check on Walt, Jr. Maybe I
can talk him inte joining us.
({a baat; to everyone)
I really didn't mean for him to
find out that way.

Sha heads down the hall toward her son's room. HMarie rises
and follows, leaving Walt and Hank alone.

HANK
Walt..?

Walt looks up at his brother-in-law. Hank speaks softly.

HANE
Whatever happens... I mean, I hope
thin goes without saying, but...
({having & hard tima)
Whatewver happens... you know I°11
always take care of your family.

{CONTINUED)
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Walt stares at Hank, who is only trying te comfort him.
Revertheless, this rubs Walt the wrong way. We see it in hie
ayef... this promiss galls him.

off wWwalt, etaring:

EXT. JESSE'E HOUSE - NIGHT 12

To matablisah. Jessa's rad Monte Carlo is here, as ia thea RV.
Tha driveway gate is closed and latched.

INT. JESSE'E HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT 13

We recognize the house, but not this dude who's in it -- we
hear the FLUSH of a toilet o.8., then around the corner into

view comes a CHUBBY STOMER.

He pauses to look up at the big HOLE overhead whers the
bathtub fell through. It's covered with a sheet of plywood.

The stoner's shoes STICK to the flcor beneath. He wonderas at
this, too. He sghuffles on -- SHRIK-SKREEE-SKRIK| -- down the
hall and into:

INT. JESSE'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 14

JESSE holds court here. Aside from the chubby stoner,
there's a SKINNY STONER kicking back on the sofa. A bong and

various marijuana accoutrements are in evidence, as these
B are amoking pot (am per AMC atandarde and practices, no
inhales can ba shown =-- only exhales).

Jesae's left eye ism atill BLACRENED, but no longer swollen.
Evar thea good t, he tears cpen a box of “Toaster Snapa"
and offers them to his guests.

JESSE
Check out theees fake Pop Tarts --
thess are mad tight, yo.

SEINRY STONER
No thanksa, man. Pasa.

JESEE
Your loss. These are like, from
Canada or something., Imported.

CHUBBY STOUNER

Yo, what hl ned to your hallway?
pid likae, ciiiinq fall down?

{CONTINUED)
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JESSE
Uh, ah. Nah man, I'm thinking
the house 1s settling. Shit is
caving in left and right, hit me in
my ayd... 1t's bananas.

EEINNY STOHER
Yo, my Pope could fix you up. He'se
like a contractor or something.

JESSE :
Right on. I should definitely get
that number.

CHUBBY STONKER
Say uh, Jesse...
{low and conspiratorial)
.+» You still cook a little
cryetal?

Jesge smirke and juts his jaw out -- big man on campus.

JESSE
Could ba. From time to time.

SKINNY STONER
I heard you lost your partner.
(off Jasaa's confusion)
Emilio -- didn’'t he get locked up?

CHUBBY STORER
{anawere for Jesse)
Nah, he'"s out, man -- his cousin
bailad him out. I heard he split
town or something. The both of
'em. Ain't nobody seen eithar onae.

This conversation is making Jesse nervous, to say the least —
ag ha of coursa had a big hand in Emilio‘s disappearance.

JESSE
Yo, I dunno about any of that. I
kinda been doin' my own thing these
days, 80...

CHUBBY STOKER
But you maybe got some crystal?
‘Cagse I could seriously do with a
bowl right about now, you know what
I'm saying? Take tha adge off?

SKINNY STOHER
Hell, yeah. Sunday night bowl, yol

(CONTINUED)
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He and the chubby guy low-five. Jesse can't restrain himself
from bragging.

JESSE
Well, as it juat sc A ess I
might have recently cooked up Tthe
best batch EVEER.

SKINNY STONER
Yeah?

JESSE
Oh, yeah. I came up with thie
whole new recipe. It's more like a
formula. It's like way, way more
chemically, uh... ghit, it'e the

{off their esager grins)
But I dunno, man. I'm thinking I
maybe need to lay off awhile,
‘cause... lately it's been making
me kinda,.. parancid. So.

{off thelir silence)
Just thinking health-wise I should
maybe... lay off.

The two stoners glance to one another, not happy.

CHUBBY STONER
¥o, if you're not about sharing,
just tell us to pias off. Irt's
cool. Don't need no soap opera.

ERKINHY STONER
Yeah, man. Whatever.

JEZER
¥ah, nah, it's good. I'm just
saying... I got planty of pot.
The stoners lock to each other. Uh-uh,

CEUBBY STOMER
Yeaah, wall. I think I’ll bounca.

ERINHY STOHER
¥eah. Sounds about right.

The both of them rige and head for the door. Jesse jumps up,
not wanting them to go.

{COMTINUED)
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JESEE
Yo, Homes, I'm jokingl I am so
totally joking! You kidding ma?!
Shit yeah, let's break it out!
(grabbing his atash)
Baest scante ever. GSeriocusly, Jjust
wait until you try this...

The two atoners come back, smlling —— yeash, that's more like
it! They take their seats, leaning forward to watch as Jesee
loade a glasa pipa with a few ivory crumbs of meth.

CLOSE O Jesse, whose smile is clearly faked. The longer we
watch him, the more we realize... he's desperate for simple
human companicnship. Ewen these two gresdy losers will do.
Anything to keep him from spending the night alone in this
house where Krazy-8 met his end.

EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - MORNING 15

Day now. Sprinklers turn on across the street. A coupla of
genior citizen POWER WALKERS truck on past, working their
neon-pink weights in their hands.

BAN to Jesse‘s house. A CURTAIN moves in the front window.

IRT. JESSE'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNING 16

This room ie even more of a wreck than it waa last night.
Dirty clothes on the floor, a bag of tortilla chipe scattered
acroes the coffee table. Empty bottles of malt liguor.

The two stoners are gone. All that's left is Jesse, who
hasn't slept a wink. Much like the way we saw him in episcde
102 at the no-tell motal, he hunkers by the front window,
peeking ocut through the curtains.

MACRO-CLOSE on his glass pipe as he cooks it with the blue

jet of a torch lighter. We stay artfully on his back as he
gucka down a big hit of math, rn exhales white smoke.

Dark circles are under his eyes. CLOSE ON his good aye,
pressed to the crack in the curtain. Inside his head now, we
becoma aware of faint, unintelligible WHISPERS. Discordant
WOISES. CHAINS and ANIMAL SOUNDS. Creepy, low-volume shit.

The roar of two HOTORCYCLES cuts through all this wallah.
Jessa sgquints out at...

[CONTINUED]
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+os Him POV: TWO HARLEYS race into view, PUTT-PUTTERING to
the curb. The two biggest, baddest, scariest BIKERS we've
ever sean check us out through mirrored sunglasaea.

They climb off their bikes and stride toward us. They take
their time. The lead guy tosses and catcheas, tosses and
catches... what is that, a baseball?

Mo -- it'am a HAND GRENADE! And the other dude ham a MACHETE!

lﬁ‘- wide, Jesse breathes faster and faster. BOOM-BOOM-BOOMI
The bikers ENOCK on the front deoor so LOUD it makea um Jump.
Jessge, too. He astumbles to his feet, allently backing away.

BOOOM-BOOOH-BOCCH! -- LOUDER. Jesse dashes across the room,
sliding on his bally to where he's got the stash of METH he
and Walt cooked. It‘s hidden in a stereo speaker. He graba
it and shoves it down his panta, then he's off like a shot.

EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - MORNING 17

A first-floor window gets thrown open. Back here on the
cpposite aide of the house from the front door, Jesae climba
out head-first, tunblini to the driveway beneath. Quch.
That had to hurt. But 1t dosan’'t even slow him down.

Jesae picks himself up, dives under the parked RV and crawls
baneath it, coming out the other alda. He climbs the wall
into his neighbor’s yard then takes off like Carl Lewis,
sprinting tiny into the distance, out of sight.

EXT. JESSE'S HOUSE - MORNING - CONTINUOUS i8

CLOSE on the FRONT DOOR. EKNOCK-ENOCK. Heard from out here,
it's not nearly so loud., A fiast withdraws. A FLYER gata
hung on the knob -- "Jesus Christ Ie Your Answer" it aays.

REVEAL the two guys who stand here on the stoop. In Jesse’s
parancid fantasy they may be scary bikers... but in reality,
theae are dorky WHITE BOYS in short-sleeve dress shirta and
tiea, black floods and wingtips.

They are HOLY ROLLERS. Off tham, walking to the curb and
pedalling their matching Schwinna into the sunrige...

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - AFTERMOCH 1%

To eatablish. The Aztek is parked in the driveway.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - BATHROOM - AFTERROON 20

Walt, dreseed for teaching school and just returned home,
pita on tha adge of the tub with his trousers arcund his
ankles. He gingerly pulls a strip of gauvze off a deep, nasty
GREH in hie calf. The dried blood rips loose and recpens the
wound, causing it to OOIE.

This is the wound Krazy-8 gave Walt when he stabbed him with
the plate phard. Dieposing of the evidence, Walt flushes the
old bandage, tape and all. He dabs the cut dry and packs it
with Weosporin... then, wincing, he pinches it closed and
seals it shut with a layar of ERAZY GLUE (belisve it or not,
cyancacrylate was first developed as a surgical adhesive).

JUME CUT to Walt taping a fresh gauze bandage to his calf.

JUMP COT to him pulling up hie pante. As he buckles his
belt, he notices & thumbnail spot of DRIED BLOOD which had
previocusly socaked through his Dockers. He picks at it.

WALT
funder his breath)
Ah, dammit ==

He undoes his trousers, dropping them again.

JUMP CUT to Walt, standing at the sink in his underpants.

He carefully wete the blood stain on his trousers and scrubs
it with his toothbrugh. As he worries it clean, ha beging to
COUGH. HARDER now. Oh, shit — is he gonna pass out again?

Rapid FOOTSTEPS approach. Theres a FWOCE-ENOCK at the door.

SKYLER (0.8.)
Walt? Do you nesd some help?

(no anewer; alarmed)
I'm coming in there —-

The knob RATTLES,; but the door is locked. Walt can’t have
hig wife coming in and finding out about his leg. Through
sheer force of will, he stifles his coughing.

WARLT

I'm fina, I'm fine. Just...
privacy, Hopeyl Thanksl!

{CONTINUED)
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SEYLER (O.5.)

(a beat)
I'm right outside if you need ma.

Walt shuts his eyea. He stands here, racovaring.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - DIWNING ROOM - AFTERNOON 21

A few minutes later. Skyler sits at the table, talking on
the cerdless phone. She sounds relieved.

BEYLER
Oh, that would be... yeah, any time
on Friday is absolutely fine.
Thanks so much for working us in.

Walt wanders from the back bedroom into tha Kitchen, where he
poures himself a glass of water from the sink. We can see him
through the breakfast countar behind her.

EXKYLER
Can I put that on a credit card?
Just for... great. Perfect.

Walt glances her way, listening now.

SEYLER
Alright -- we will mees you at 10:45

Frida{.nnrninq. Thank you 8o mach.
{hangs uwp; to hersalf)

Skyler writes the appointment in her calendar. To Walt:

EEYLER
The best oncologist in -- not &ven
just New Mexico, but probably cne
of the ten best in the entire
¥ Hie name is Doctor
Delcavoli, and we see him Fridav.

WALT
Ruh.

SEYLER

Marie really came through! She got
her boss to call and...

(big, relieved sigh)
Okay. Good. From here on out,
things are gonna...

She nods to herself, willing good fortune.

[CONTINUED)
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WALT
What*s that we‘re putting on a
cradit card?

BEYLER
There's a... it's a deposit kind of
thing.

WALT

How much of a deposit?
Skyler doesn’'t want the buzzkill of a big money discuesion.

EEYLER
Five thousand dollars.

WALT
Five thousand? Jasus. And what is
that, Jjust to ¥ Just to tell

me what I already know?

EXYLER

Walt, he’'s not in our HMO, okay?
S0 be it —- we'll figure it out.
This man is one of the ten beat in
hmerica.

(off his reluctance)
Don*t geat hung up on money hare.
We can always borrow from Hank.

WALT
Abgolutaly mnot! --

Bkylar is surprised by this sudden cutburst. Self-conscious
Walt catches himself and guickly settles down.

WALT
No. We're mnot doing that.

ERYLER

(& wary baat)
Then maybe we should ask your Mom.
Have you called her yet?

{he shakes his head)
Walt, regardless, you really need
to tell her about this. I mean,
I'm willing to do it == but sghe's
still gonna want to talk to you.

WALT

(yeah, yeah, yeah)
I*11 3o iv. I'"ll call.

(CONTINUED)
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SKYLER
I don't want us even thinking about
money right now, okay? Money is
not the issus.

Walt nods -- not 80 much agreeing as wanting to awvoid an
argument. Skyler atands up and hugs him, holding on tight.
After a beat...
WALT
I'11 take cara of the deposit.
EEYLER
¥eah?
WALT

I'1ll borrow from my pension.

Skyler truly doesn't care about any of that -- she just keeps
hugging her huaband. Off unhappy Walt:

INT. WHITE HOUSE - SPARE BEDROOM - AFTERNCOH 22

INSIDE THE AIR DUCT, LOOKING OUT -- a vent cover gets pulled
loomae, revealing Walt on knees and elbowa. He reaches toward
us, grasping for a rubber-banded roll of CASH.

HEW ANGLE -- Walt is hunkered on the floor in a far corner of
this room, which has beean transformed into A nursary.

The door bahind him is closed. S5till, Walt worke fast and
furtive. He pulls the rubber band off this fat bankroll
(which is his ill-gotten Eniﬂs from the Pilot), and hurriedly
counta out five grand, which he shoves in his pocket.

What he's left with is maybe only aix or seven hundred bucks.
This doesn't please him, but what can he do? However, as he
untanglas the rubber band, meaning to replace it over his

much-reduced nest egg...

++« The ATR CONDITIONING suddenly kicks on, SUCEKING these
looee bille deep into the ductwork!l

WALT
{under him breath)
FUCEL --

He divas after them, burying his arm up to the shouldar and

feeling all around. No dice. And what makes it worse now iam
that tha bedroom DOOR creaks open in b.g., startling him.

[CONTINUED)
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Walter, Jr. stands in the open doorway,; balancing on his
crutchas. No time to replace the vent cover -- all Walt can
do is try and act nonchalant.

WALT
Rey, Buddy! What's up?
{points to vent)
Thought I heard mice. Boy, ia that
the last thing we need.

The teenager just stands here ptaring at his Dad. Is he
sugpicions? What? HRervous Walt fakes a smile.

WALT
&o what's up?

Turna oot Walter, Jr. isn't suspicious -- he's distraught.
And his fear and distress comes blurting out as JNOQeT .

WALTER, JR.
What the hell‘'s wrong with you?! --

Walt is confused. Taken aback.

WALT
What?
WALTER, JR.
Why are you acting all... ycu're
all like...

(frustrated; points)
--- Mice?! Who--cares

*! Why are
you acting so... weirdrt
Walter, Jr. has & hard time getting this out, he’s so upset.
Walt is no longer worried about being caught with tha illiesit

cash. MNow he’s simply concerned for his boy. He slowly
rises to his feat.

WALT
sﬂ:“q-r'

WALTER, JR.
You're acting like nothing‘s going
onl --

Walt dosan’t know what to say to this. Breathing fast and
close to crying, Walter, Jr. turns and exits.

Walt is left alone here, staring after his son. Somewhere
batween Walt and the door is a CRIB... and as Walt's mind

wanders, his eyes gradually drift to it. Why is he staring
at this erib? wWhy dees it seam to troubls him?

[CONTINUED)
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REVERSE -- TIGHT PAST the crib to Walt in background. On the
cutaide railing at one eand of the crib is an emblam with the
furniture company nama: “TAMPICO,."

If we didn’'t see last week's show, no harm done. But if we
ramember what this refers to... it'll hit good and hard.

Off wWalt, OUT-OF-FOCUS in b.g., staring our way:

EXT. DESERTED ROAD - AFTERNOON 23

Wo stoplighta, no cars and a nice long view lnto lnfinlty --
wa'rea out in the boonles (like, say, University Boulevard
between the airport and the ¢ Studioa).

Walt's diarrhea-beige Aztek Lis tiny in the distance, wanding
ite way toward us like an ant on a otring.

INT. WALT'S CAR - DRIVING - AFTERNOON 24

Walt drivea, alone and deep in thaught. Baatbelt buckled.
Two mile par hour undar thl gpaad limit. Miserable.

Now, wviaible through his rear window bahind him... FLASHING
LIGHTS creaat the hill a mile back. We make out a faint
SIREN, growing LOUDER. Walt checks his rear-view mirror.

It'a a white, red and blue Albugquerque POLICE CRUISER, and it
ie hauling asg. Eighty milea an hour, it comes spesding our
way. Walt's eyes are gluad to his rear-view -- oh shitl

Walt’'s mouth goesm dry. They know -- they're coming for me!
The best he can think to do is fumble in his pocket and pull
out the five grand in cash. He leans down and jame it out of
gight beneath the passenger seat.

Hera comes the cop car, fast and relentless. Cloaser,
closer... Walt swallows hard and pulle hie Aztek to the
SHOULDER. He's giving himself up.

VVVRRRROOCOOM! The cruiser WHIPS right past us, raising a
gmall cloud of dust. It rockets ovar the top of this hill,
quickly disappearing from view.

Walt lets out a ragged breath. Practically dizzy with relief

that the cops aren't, in fact, after him, pushes open hias
door and climba out.
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EAT. HILLTOP ROADSIDE - AFTERNOON - CONTINUOQUS 25

Starting to COUGH again, Walt bends low as if he's going to
ka. He manages not to. He stands here recuparating, his
ands on his kneaes.

LOW ANGLE, LOOKING UP PAST WALT -- a huge JET AIRLIKER
guietly floats into frame, engines lowered to idle, on final

approach into the Albugquerque Airport.

Wa're looking straight up at its belly. Impossibly large and
close; it swoops right over Walt's head like a bird of pray.

Off this etriking image...

EXT. SUBURBAN BANK = AFTERROON 26
The sign says "Mesa Credit Union.” The parking lot is busy.

Walt carefully motorm through the let, looking left and right
for a parking space.

Beeing a plokup truck about to badk out, he olicks his turn

indicator to signal his intenticn, then backs off a little to
allow tha truck to laave.

But as it does... a SPORTS CAR whipe into wview from the
oppoaite direction and STEALE Walt'a apacel Assholel

Walt gives a BONK of his horn. This sports car is shiny and
wall=kept -- it can be a Porache, Jag, Mercedes, whataver.
Maybe it's a convertible. Just so long as it's expensive.
The New Mexico vanity plate reads "KEN WIKS."

Wall-dressed yuppiae j;gu:! KEN climba out of the driver’s
ssat, yapping on his Blustooth sarplece. He strides right
past outraged Walt without evan reglatering his existance.

Walt eites here fuming. He puttera on, mearching for anothaer
parking space.

INT. SUBURBAN BANK - AFTERNOON 27

Minutas later. We're at the back of a line of CUSTOMERS
waiting for a teller. Standing one n.d. person ahead of us
is Ken Wine. He's still talking on his narfinci. which
blinks blus. He's one of thosse guys who talks a little too
louwd. We're in the POV of...

(CONTINUED)
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vss Walt, who stande at the end of the line, stewing. Walt
appraisea this guy. ¥Xan is handesoma. Expansive haircut.
Youthful and fit. Really full of himself.

KEN WINS

(inte hia phone)
-= And lamme tell you semething
else:r I'm not doing this feor
charity, right? I'm hands-down the
best he'a got in that office, he
knowa it, I know it, and I expect
tftr paid to a levael commenaurata
L my ==

[listene a beat)
-= No shit ha's lucky to have mal
Bo I'm like, “Dave, you call forty
grand a proper bonus?! That's not
:!un ten 1mnt of what I bookad

or you this guarter!” I‘m not

gonna sit there and be dis --

[(listans a baat)
== Oh, ha's shitting bricks. You
krnow he is. He lives in fear I'll
go acroas town to, hell, I could go
anywhare, Hoffman-Gordon-Bradley or
Sorcher or even Goldberg-Wayne.
They'd make me a partner at
Goldberg-Wayne just for walking in
the damn door, that's how ecatatic
they'd ba to ==

(listena a beat; grins)
-= Halls yes, brother-manl

Walt is lllmlnqli mesmerized by this rich white-boy jackass.
Ap seen from behind, the bright blue light on the guy‘'s
sarplece BLINKS plow and hypnotic.

Ken doesn't skip a beat once he finally reachss the counter.
He shoves hie deposit at the middle-aged TELLER without so
much as a glance at her.

KEN WINS
{inte hism phone)
Nah buddy, she's a cow. Stacey’s a
cow! We're talking major barnyard
boo-hog. Roll her in flour and
look for the wet spot bafore you go
hitting that, know what I'm saying?

Walt stares, so hypnotized, so dismayed by this jerk, that...

BANFK TELLER
Bir..7

(CONTINUED)
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Ona of the three TELLERS is free. She motione to Walt, who
snaps out of it and steps to her station.

WALT
Hi,

BANK TELLER
Hi. What can I doa for you today?

WALT
I have, uh...

Walt reaches in his pocket, pulling cut the five thoupand in
cash. He slides it to the woman.

WALT
I'd like & cashier’s check made out
in the full amount to “Oncology
Partners of Mew Haxico."
fas the woman writes)

Q—H—t-ﬂ-L-ﬂ‘-G-fa - - Pmﬂﬂﬂ -
Great.

Off wWalt, polite to a fault but feeling anything but great...

EXT. UPPER HIDDLE-CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD - NWIGHT 28

Nice neighborhood. Fairly expensive. Older, traditional
houses. Big tress. More upecala than Walt'ms area.

Tha street is guiet. Lights glew in windows -- folks are
home for the evening. We settle on one ticular house:
large and well-kept. A PRIUS or TWO is the driveway.

INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - DINING ROOM - WIGHT 23

MOM, DAD and their thirteen year-old SOM eat dinner together
in a tableau that could be right out of a Borman Rockwall
painting. We're talking a proper home-cooked meal.

The key word here is “pleasant,” as there’s nothing
displeasing about these folkea whatsoever. Dad looke like he
might manage an insurance agency. Mom is a homemaker who is
active in the community. They could be Richie Cunningham's
parents. Thelr son ls thoughtful and bright.

DAD
I just don‘t underatand why they're
forcing you to choose between the
piccolo and the ocboa. You show so
much promise with both,

{CONTINUED)
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SON
(shrug)
They say they can‘'t have any
ewitching between woodwinds because
no mattar how they divide it up,
somébody would be leaft cut.

HOH
Well... rules are rules; I guess.

DAD
Sure; rules are rules and I'm all
for that — but I'm telling you,
you really shine on that cboa. You
have real talent, and I'm not just

saying that.
SON
Thanks.
MOM

What about Mr. Pambarton? Has he
been giving you enough individual

attention?

SON
(thinke about it}
I*d hava to say #o. He trisa to
talk to each one of us at least
once during every practice.

MOM
Wall, that's good. Feedback is

important.

DAD
It’s key, I think.

This isn‘t trying to be boring or caricatured... it‘s just
that these people are so very earnest and mild.

DAD
How was soccer practice?

Suddenly, & faint o.s8. CRASH! What the heck was that? The
family pausesz, listening.

CLANG=CLANK-BANG! Mom and Dad look to one another.

MOM
That sounds like it’'s in the
backyard.

{CONTINUED)
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Dad rises from his chair and exits the dining room.

EXT. FLEASANT HOUSE - BACKYARD - WIGHT 30

bad clicka on the floodlights and ateps out of the screan

porch, cautiously descending into the yard. His sen and wife
appaar behind him, hanging back a bit.

DAD
Wha'as thara? --

We reveal a FIGURE in SILHOUETTE, his back to us. From this
angle the FLOODLIGHTS are in our eyes (his too), and wa can't
make out who thie is. The crash sound came from a patio
table and umbrella he accidentally Knocked over.

Currently, he struggles with one of the CHAIRS, which he has
somahow managed to stick him leg through.

Seeing who this ia, Dad, Mom and Son relax. HNow they aimply
look bawildered.

DAD
What the hall ara you doing out
heret
REVERSE -- from the family’s perspactive, we see this is
JESSE, lit up bright. He shields hie eyes from the
floodlighta. High as a kite, he standa here swaying.

JESEE
H‘!l'l' Dldl- H.}'l m-

He can baraly talk, ha's so fried. He tiredly motions at the
chair stuck to his anklae.

JESSE
New patio furniture. Right on.

Off the prodigal son, returned home:

END _ACT ITWO
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ACT THREE

INT. PLEASENT HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - WIGHT/DAY al

CLOSE OM a framed DRAWING -- it'm of & monater truck chasing
a8 screaming man. It's done in crayomns, and is guite good for
an aight year-old. It's signed “Jasse Pinkman, 19%1."

CLOSE O8 another framed drawing -- this one of the HINDENBURG

exploding at Lakehuret, New Jnrna;- Mice use of red and
pranga Magic Marker to evoke the flamesa. *“0Ch, The Humanety!®

is the title. *Jesse Pinkman, 1994.°

We ADJUST to find grown-up Jesse asleep in his clothes. He
ie face-down, drooling and sideways across the double bed,
lying atop the covers. This guest bedroom used to ba him
room, once upon a time -- we glean this from his drawings and
a few other remaining vestiges.

This now becomeas a LOCKED-DOWH, TIME-LAPSE SPECIALTY SHOT.
As Jagsa lies hare, motionless...

vos WIGHT gradually turns to DAY. SUNLIGHT and SHADOWS clock
along the walle. Moving super-fast in pixilated TIME-LAFSE,
Jesge'sm family comem in to chack on him. Mom pulles a blanket
over him; Dad nudges him, trying to wake him up; his kid
brother peers at him from the doorway. A MEXICAN MAID
vacuums the hall in b.g., then vacuums the guest room itself.
Stuff like that. DAY gradually turns to NIGHT again.

Throughout, Jease barely moves. Maybea he rolls over once or

twice, but that's about it. If we didn't know he was coming
down off a meth binge, wa'd think he wan daad.

EXT. PLEASANT HOUSE - MIGHT az
Twenty-four houre later. A red Prius and a grean Prius are
parked side-by-side. A bumpar sticker says “Radiate Peace."
INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - KITCHEM - NIGHT 33
Roasted red and green chili peppers get chopped up by Jesse's
Dad. He's assisting Jesse’s Mom, who's preparing dinner --
some traditional New Mexican meal.

While they work, thay talk -- both of them keaping their
volcen low.

MOM
What do you think it could be?

(CONTINURD)
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Dad shrugs, helpless.

LAy
God knows I'm no expert. I
don"t... uppers? Downers? Your
guesa is as good ap mine.

HOM
I want us to check his arm for
neadls marks.

Dad nods -- good idea. Chopping and silence, then:

DAD
Do wa let him stay?

HOM
{leaning toward a yes)
They have those meatingas over at
the Presbytarian Church. Maybe on
condition, you know? If he agrees

to attend.
Dad considers this.
MOM

I'm just not sure what wa tall
Jaka .

Footatepa on the stairs. Mom and Dad turn to ses sleapy-ayed
Jesse awake and shuffling through the downstairs toward them.

Jesse wanders into the kitchen, hanging back. He and his
parents look to one ancther.

JESEE
Hay.

DAD
Well, good evening.

HOM
Eleap wall?

Jesse nods and ruba his eyes, yawning. A beat.

JESSE
What time‘s dinner?

MM
About an hour. I've got time to
wash those clothea, if you like.
Thay're looking kind of lived-=in.

(CONTINUED)
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JESSE
That's cool. Maybe later.

hwkward Bllencae. Jessa turns and wanders out of the kitchen.

Dad stares after Jeasa, then torns to his wife.

DAD

We‘re not doing this again.
HOM

Adam. ..
DAD

Ho. We said we'd lay down the law,
v lay down the law. We... we just
have to be conpistent about this.

Stealing himself for the unpleasant task of kicking his son
out of the house, he stalks out of the kitchen after Jesse.
INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - DINING ROOM - CONTINUGUS a4

Entering the dining room, Dad slows and pauses -- surprised
by what he sees. He stands here, watching in silence.

Jessa is setting the table. Four placemata. Linen napkinsa.
Salad fork, dinner fork, knife and speoon... he's carefully
doing it exactly the way Emily Poat teaches.

Jegse's back is to his Dad, who watches unsean. Mom comes
in, joining her husband. Both of them are shocked.
Pleasantly so. It's bittersweet, teo. They're reminded of
once upon a time when Jesse was a sweel, innocent little kid.

Dad's determination to confront his son fades. He glances to
his wife, lowers his eyes and exits.

Thie entire time, Jesse's back remains turpned. BAnd yat, we

now realize it from his expression... he knew his folks were
watching. Be's playing them like a violin.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - AFTERROON (STOCK) 33

WIDE on Walt'e school, surrcunded by scrubby desert.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - CHEMISTRY CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON a6

Bchool is over. Walter, Jr. 1s alcne here. He balances on
his crutches, studying a pariodic table on tha wall.

[CONTINUED)
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Walt enters with scme photocopies. He's pleasantly surprised
to sea his son.

WRLT
Hey there.

WALTER, JH.
Hay.

WALT

Not taking the bua?

(off the boy‘s shrug)
Alright. Gimme maybe another
twenty sinutes and we'll get outta
hera.

Waltar, Jr. noda. Goes back te studying the chart. Hnowing
thinges are strained between them, Walt watchee him closely.

Feeling like ha's walking on eggshells, Walt very much wants
to say scmething. Make things better. He tries to think of
the words, but they'rs just not coming to him.

Giving up, Walt sits at his desk and goes to work grading
papara. He's having a hard tima focusing on tham.

Walter, Jr. sneaks a glance at his Dad. He sets his backpack
on a table and takes a seat, ataring off at nothing in
particular. WIDE TABLERU of this big, deserted clasaroom --
the two of them eitting a good distance apart.

Finally, Walt raises his head.

WALT
You know, I just think...
(mearching for it)
«:s Things have a way of working
themselvea out.

Walter, Jr. stares at him flatly. Pretty lame -- and he and
Walt both know it.

hs far as Hugh Beaumont moments go, that’s the best Walt can
muster right now. Once again he gives up, return hio
attention to his paperwork. Off both of tham, fesling low:
INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - JAKE'S ROOM - AFTERNOON a7
CLOSE ON a brass plague: “Most Distinguished MATHLETE --

JACOR PINKMAN =- L.C. Byrd Magnet Middle School, 2007."
Reveal Jesse studying this whers it hangs on tha wall.

[CONTINUED)
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JESEE
Whan‘d you et this?

WIDE -- Jesse and his kid brother Jake hang out in Jake‘'s
room, It's neat and well-kept, Scholarly. There's an oboe
casea in evidence. There'as a poster of Winston Churchill.

Jake sits at his flatscreen Apple, writing a report on Simon
Bolivar. He glances up.

JARE
Last May at the year-end assembly.
They gave me that one, too.

{pointing)
The one on the end.

There are enough TROPAIES and RIBBONS atop the bookshelf that
Jegsse doesn't know where to look at firat. Jake points him
to a orystal paperweight, which he picks up and equinta at.

JESSE
"Environmental consciouenees
avard.” What's that mean? You
recycle cans and shit?

JREE
I contacted the Albugquerque Journal
and asked what kind of chemicals
they use to bleach their paper.
They wound up writing an article
about it.

JESSE
Huh. Right on, little bro. Making
mad inrocads with the business
community.
{taps his haad)
Just remember: mnot all learning
comas outta, like... bookse.

Jake shrugs and nods. Jesse's covetous gaze lingers on all
thess trophies. He pokes at one with his finger, fiddling
with a little bronze SOCCER PLAYER that's mounted atop it.

JESEE
We should hang cut more often.
Juat kick back and chill. Like, if
you ever need... I dunno... advice?
*Cause yo, I bean through it all.
For real.

Jake nods, noncommittal. Jesse trying to be a wise old
mentor is just a littls bit aad.

{CONTINUED)
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Drifting away from the awards, Jesge unlatches an instrument
case, opening it to reveal a PICCOLO.

JESSE
Damn, man =-- you play the flute?

JAKE
It's a piccolo, actually.

JESSE
{ahoves it at him)
Dude! Play some Jethro Tull!

Behind him, a faint KNCCE-ENOCK, then the bedroom door opens.
Mom sticks her head in, smiling anxiously.

MoM
Guye? How we doing in here?

JESSE
We're good.

Mom looks to her younger son. Studies him intently.

MM
Jake?

JAKE
Fine, Mom.

Mom nods, glancing around the place before she withdraws.
She makes sure to leave the door propped WIDE OPEN.

This ien‘t lost on Jesee -- he undarstande sha doasn’t trust

him to be alone with his younger brother. She thinks he‘s a
bad influsnce. Thisa hurts a4 little. It aleo pisamss him off.

JESSE
What the hell?
({indicates the open door)
You see thie? What am I, some
criminal or something?

JAKE
Whatavear.

JESSE
“Whatever?" What, you think that's
right? Like “0Ooch, we can’t let
that scumbag warp the mind of our
favorite sonl”

[CONTINUED)
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JREE

(under his braath)
LI'm the favorite? Yeah, right.

Jakea anorts derisively, his eyes on the computer mcraan.
Jesse frowns, waiting for him to elaborate.

JAKE
You're practically all they ewver
talk about.

Off Jesse, truly surprised to hear thim:

EXT. PLEASANT HOUSE - BACEYARD - NIGHT 3B

It*s lata. Thae world is asleap. Wa PAN to frame a wide view
of the backyard, where we find...

+s»a Jogse, standing ocut hare all by himself. He's smoking a
cigarette. He cuts a lonely figure.

INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - GUEST ROOM - NIGHT 39

Jassa, in bed for the night, is wide awake. He lies here
staring up at the ceiling and thinking.

Fuck it. He rises. Looking for some sort of distraction, he
wandara to the cloaet. no it. Soma of his old stuff ie
here -=- things he left nd when he moved out.

Lota of COMIC BOOKS, There's a Nintendo Gamaboy, a few toys.
Ti-nnzt boy detritus. Disturbingly, there are soms old G.I.
gures with their heads HACKED or BLOWTORCHED OFF.

Jeagse lingers on a stack of old DRAWINGE. He sits on the

floor and thumba through tham, Injﬂglﬂg this trip dm mamory
lane. Thess pan and inke ara gchool, and more
artistically accomplished than the atuff we saw from when he
was ten -- yet the subject matter hasn't changed much.

There's a giant robot chewing up a bunch of scldiers in his
jawa. Thare's a Rat Fink-style monmter driving a funny car.
There's three, four, five drawings of skimpy loincloth chicks
swinglng swordae and riding unicorna.

And then... there 18 a caricature of WALT in a chem lab.

He's bent over with his pante around his ankles and a big
test tube sticking out of hims butt. He locks like he's
enjoylng it. *“Why Mr. White loves Chemistryi!® is the titla.

Jease busts out giggling. Under his breath:

[CONTINUED)
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JESSE
Oh, SMAP| Awesoms!

Jegse ig quite a good artist, by the way -- he's got genuine
talant. But now that he turns the caricature over to sea
what’s on the other side, his smile fades.

CLOSE == *"Chem 101, 4th Period, Mr. White... Jessea Pinkman.”
Thia is an old CHEMISTRY MIDTERM EXAM, and it‘s graded with a
big, fat, red F. *Ridiculous! Apply Yourself!" it says in
Walt's red Magic Marker handwriting.

Jeasse site staring at this. Frowning. MACRO-CLOSE ON "Apply
Yourself!* The very worde seem to gting him.

Ae Jesse ruminates... BRRRRRPPPP! Over on the night stand,
his CELL PHONE, sat to wvibrate, dancesg acrose the wood.
Tosslng the failed exam aside, Jesse rises and answers his
phone. He keeps his veoice low, s0 as not to wake his family.

JESEE
Yaah.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. S5TREET COBHER - NIGHT - CONTIRUOUS 40

The CHUBERY STONER we remember from Jesse’s living room stands
on a dark corner, hies cell phone to his ear.

CHUBRBY STONER
Yo man, it‘s me. Hey listen, you
know that, uh... that product? You
got any more of that?

JESSE
Mah, I'm done giving out freebies ==
you want charity, go ask the
Salvation Army.

CHUBBY STONER

Wo charity! Uh-uh! I got thie
cousin, he's got him some rich
frienda? Thesa dodes are in town
looking to par-TAY¥. And your stuff
i, like...

(kiszes his fingers}
S0 sweet!l Whaddya say —— you up
for makin' gsoma fat stacke? ‘Cause
they'll buy sverything you got.

Jagge stands here, considering.
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INT. WHITE HOUSE - HALL/LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON q2

We DRIFT through the house, which is empty... and yet we hear
the sound of some sort of DRILL. It gets LOUDER as we drift
closer. Entering the living room, we notice Walt's BUTT
eticking out into view from behind a credenza.

CLOSE OM an ELECTRIC SCREWDRIVER loocsening the last screw on
an air conditioning VENT COVER.

Walt is on his knees next to the front door, unscrewing this
AC return. He tugs it free and jams his hand inside, feeling
all around the ductwork. Under his breath:

WALT
CEh t]]ﬂ.lﬂ': Gﬂdl &8

Ee pulls cut a fistful of CASH (we'll remember this money got
sucked intc the system). He reaches back in, making sure
he's got it all, when a ENOCK on the door startles him.

Walt rises and pesks through the FEEPHOLE (I know, the door
doesn’'t have a pesphole -- well, now it doea). Walt's POV
we‘re FISHEYE-WIDE on JESSE, who nervously bops up and down
on hia toes while he waits, He leans in close to our lens...
which makes his head so encrmous, he looks like a lellipop.

Walt'sa reaction -- what the FUCKP!
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EXT. WHITE HOUSE - BACKYARD - AFTERNOON 43

The patio door slides open and out comes Jesse; propelled by
a shove to the back. Walt strides out after him, glancing
around in case any neighbors might be within sarshot.

WALT
What the HELL are you doing here?!

JESSE
Yo, I waited till the ballbuster
leftl Mo aoffense.

WALT
Who gsant you?l Huh? ==

Walt immediately begins PATTING down Jesse's chest and hips.
Jasse shoves his hands away and jumps backward.

JESSE
Jesual Homol ==

WALT
What, is this a setup? ADs you
wearing a ywire?!

JESEE
You wanna wire? I got your wirel
[grabe his crotch)
Epeak into the mike, bitch!

They both settle down -- take neutral corners.
JESSE
What the hell's wrong with you?l
“A wire."” Jepus. Lay off the
“Halker, Texas Ranger® reruns.

WALT
Who did you tell about ==

Walt cuts off, makes some motion with his hands. He can't
even bring himeself to say the worda about Erazy-8's death.

JESSE
ROBODY! What are you, nuta?l

WALT
Then WHY are you HERE?! --

JESEE
I dunnol To like... touch basa.

[CONTINUED)
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WALT
“Touch hage?"
JESSE
T 2het Mihe He Aeed b5 AvTeE
WALT

“pebrief.” Wow. Ia that so? Is
that what we naad?

JESSE

After what happened, it speema like
the thing to do, you know?
Kinda... talk about it. We can't
talk to anybody elaa.

{off Walt's silence)
Anyway... that, and I wanted to
tell you how much averybody dige
that, uh... that meth we cooked.

(more atony #ilence)
Beriocusly. I got dudes who'd glve
thair left nut for & little more of
that. I'm juet saying, you know...
in case you aver saw your way clear
to, um... you and me maybe cooking
a little more.

Jesse 18 sheepilsh. Walt just stares -- utterly unbelievable.

WALT

Gat off my proparty.
JESEE

What? I'm juet saying --
WALT

G0l And don't coma backl ==

Walt means it. He advances on Jesse, who backs off. Jasse
reachas in his pocket, pulling out a big WAD of CASH.

JESSE
Alright, vou know what? Four
grand -- your share from selling
that batch. That's why I'm heral
{off Walt'm reaction)
Yaah, ?nnh. that'a right. I didn't
emoke it alll

Pissed off, his pride hurt, Jesse throws the cash in Walt's

swimming pool. He turna on his hesl and stalks off arcund
the far aide of the house.

(CONTINUED)
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Scores of floating bills spread acrose the surface of the
peol. Walt stares at them, surprised. Glancing after Jesae,
he grabs the skimmer net and fishesa cash out of the water.

INT. OMCOLOGY SUITE - DOCTOR'S OFFICE - MORNING a4

CLOSE O Walt's face. He sits staring past us. Zoned out.
We hear a faint BUZZEING. A slowed-down MURMURING like a
record being played at the wrong spesd.

We ADJUST to reveal Skyler seated beside him, talking to an
ONCOLOGIST who pitse across the way. Skyler and the dector
are OUT OF FOCUS. Their lips move in SLOW-MOTION. They
gound kind of like the unseen adulte on a Peanuts TV special.

We'rae in Walt's head, of course. He aimply lsn't listening.
That is, until:

BEYLER
== Doesn't that make sense, Walt?

Walt snaps out of it, glancing at his wife.

WALT
Hmm?

SXYLER
To not automatically jump to making
negative agsumptiona. To take this
gituation onea day at a time.

WALT
Uhh. Yeah.

Tha oncologist, OR. DELOAVOLI, smiles warmly. He saama hip
and youthful, anything but stodgy. Hie office reflects that,
a8 1lt's basically a comfy sltting room. It's got no desk,
just ovaratuffed club chairsa surrounding a coffea table.
There's sisal on the flocr and tasteful ART on the walls.

DR. DELCAVOLI
Walt, I'll bat you give your
students hosework assignments.
Well, that's my assignment to you.

WALT

[a wary beat)
Okay.

{CONTINUED)
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DR. DELCAVOLI
Good. MNow, keeping that in mind...
my diagnosis is non-small call
adenocarcinoma. Stage IITa, which
meana that it has spread from the
lung to the lymph nodes. There's
no denying that it's very serious.

{*pronounced “ADD-NO-CAR-SIN-OH-MAY)

SEYLER
{dry-mouthed)
But is it... it jig..:. curable?

DR. DELCAVOLI
I prefer the word “treatable” --
but the treatments we have at our
disposal can be wvery effective.
Without making any promises, I can
tell you that the specific course
of radiation and chemotherapy I'm
going to suggest has baan
sucoessful. In certain cases, it's
prolongad the patient’'s life and
aven resulted in remission.

Ekyler looks to Walt, hopeful. She's still at the bargaining
staga of the grieving process -- Walt is much farther along.

WALT
What about side-affacts?

DR. DELCAVOLI
They can be mild to practically
non-existent, or thay can ba...
pratty darn awful. It variess from
patient to patient. Typically,
there's hair loss, which begine a
couple of weeks from the astart of
the chemotherapy. You may find
yourself unusually fatigued, not
much energy. You won't want to get
out of bed. You may lose weight
due to reduced appetite and certain
intestinal issues. Muscle aches
and pains, gums that get sore and
blaed, and of course there's alwaye
the potential for nauses --
although we’ll prescribe an anti-
ematic to try and countaract that.

We CREEF IN on Walt. He's not surprised by any of thia, but
definitely he's not loving what he's hearing.

(CONTINUED)
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DR. DELCAVOLI (0.5.)
Uh, what else? Possibly kKidney or
bladder irritation. You may wind
up with increased bruising and
bleeding. There may be sexual side
effects. Your skin may become dry
and irritated and posaibly even
underge some discoloration...

We’'re back inside Walt's head as his mind starts to WANDER
again. The doctor's VWOICE returns to that slowed-dowm,
incomprehensible DROME. Walt's gaze drifts to...

+«++ A particular SCULPTURE. It's a wire mesh imprint of a
nude female torso -- life-size, shapely and beautiful.

REVERSE -- through and past the sculpture’s perfect BREASTS
to Walt in b.g., staring our way. This sculpture is more
tasteful than overtly erotic... but goddamn, Walt is really
eyeballing this thing. Taking in every curve.

Anything to get his mind off the miserable subject of cancer.
In full-blown reballion against it, Walt suddenly rises to
his feet. To the doctor:

WALT
Excuse me, where’'s your restroom?

DR. DELCAVOLI
Just down the hall to your right.

Walt exits. Skyler, working really hard te think positiwve,
turns in her chair and watchea him go.

INT. ONCOLOGY SUITE - MEN'S ROOM - MORNING 45
Walt enters and pushes open a stall, disappearing inside.
Inaide the stall, he stands facing the toilet. We hear him
unzip and fumble around down there. His fres hand pressed to
the wall for support, his other hand goes to work. And
though it's framed discrestly &and assayed in delicate and
subtle fashion by our actor...

=« We get that Walt is SPANKING IT. ©Oh, yeah. Big-time.
CUT TO the outside of the stall. OIf the EOUNDE of onanistic

lovemaking... which scares off some GUY who is finishing up
at the urinal...

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. PLERSRNT HOUSE - DAY 46
Batabliah. Aside from the red Prius, thare's another car in
the driveway -- a modest Hyundal or somesuch (maid's car).
INT. PLEARSANT HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DRY 47
A middle-aged Mexican HOUSEKEEPER moves through the
downatairs, cleaning with a feather duster.

INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY 48
Reaching on her tip-toes, the howsekesper dusts high up,
attacking the crown molding {or soms other spot which might
make a sultable hiding place, aes dictated by tha locatiom).
The feathar duster knocks something leoocse, which falls to the
floor. Staring at this item, tha housekesper bends down and
picks it up in two fingers, raising it into frame.

Off the woman, frowning and troubled by this RCOLLED JOINRT:

INT. PLEASANT HOUSE - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON 15

Hours later. CLOSE ON the JOINT as it lies atop the kitchen
tabla. We TILT UP from it to Jessa, who sits at this table,

staring down at the dope. He glances up a8t...

»»a Hi®s Mom and Dad, who git side-by-side across from him,
presenting a unified front. They both lock concerned,
disappointed, gravely sericuas.

Tensa silence. Dad nods, indicating the joint.

DRD
Got anything to say?
(ne response)
What do you know about that?
Jesae's eyebrows furrow a bit. He sits thers, inscrutable.

JESSE
Hothing.

Dad locka te Mom, who shakea her head, bites her lip.

DAD
That'sa not gonna fly this time.

{CONTINUED)
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MOM

How many chances have we given you?
How many times have we sat right
hera and had this very conversation
where you loock us in the eye
and-and plead ignorance and play on
our emotions and say anything and
sgvarything so that we giva you
ancther chance. Huh? Yoo make us
feal like foola. Every tima.

(tearing up)
Enough, Jesse. Enough.

She deoesn't actually let the tearg fall. She’'s too angry for
that. Dad sighe raggedly. He looks to his wife, puts a
comforting hand on her back. Speaking softly, with regret:

DAD
We're not having this in our housa.
We need you to lesave,

Jessa just site herae, vary still. He locks from his Dad to
his Mom. He considers arguing, but doesn‘t. After a bear,
he pockets the joint, rises to his feet and exits the room.

His Dad glances after him. His Mom just stares into space.

EXT. FLEASANT HOUSE - AFTERNOON 50

Dreasped once again in the hip-hop clothes he arrived here
wearing, Jesse stands at the end of the driveway, his boyhood
home looming behind him. His hands are in his pockets. Ha
abaently acuffs at the curb with his heel.

Behind him; the front door ocpens. Jake exits the housa,
crossing tha front yard. He sidles up next to his older

brother, who gives him a sidelong glance. There's some
tension hera. What's the story?

JBEE
(a baat)
Thanks for not telling on me.

Now we get it -- Jespe took the fall for his parfect littla
brother. Jesse shrugs, looks off down the block.

Jake glances over his shoulder back at the house, then:

JAKE
Can I have it Back..?

{CONTINUED)
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Jesse snorta -- the balls on this kid! Be reaches in his
pocket and pulle out the Jjoint, helding it up in two fingera.
Juet when we think he actually is going to give it back...

sss He flicks it down the sewer drain instead. About this
time, a TAXI motoers into view, pulling up to the curb.

JESEE
That shit 1s skunkweed, anyway.

Jassa climba in the back of the cab, and off he goes. The
taxi glides away down the street. Jake gtares after him.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - DINING/LIVING ROOM - AFTERKOON -8 |

*FRCING CANCER® is the name of the pamphlet -- we reveal it
in the hands of Skyler, who pores over it as she sits at the
breakfast bar. There's a lot of informational brechures and
paparwork spread before her, courtesy of Dr. Delcawveli.

BEYLER
This is actually wvery hopeful.

She says this to Walt and Walter, Jr. -- both of whom are in
the living room. Walter, Jr. iz zoned out in an overstuffed
chair, his feet up on the coffee table, staring at the TV
{some old copy-free sci-fi movie, perhaps). Walt stands next
to him, ostensibly watching, too... but really, he's trying
to figure cut a way to connect with hia son.

SEYLER
Did you hear what I said? Thies is
really... very, very hopeful.

God bless her, she's still doing that bargaining thing. Walt
glances her way, nods and forces a smile.

EKYLER
Can we call them and say you'll
start next week?

Mot wanting to talk about thie right nmow, Walt has no choice.
He crosses to the dining room.

WALT
I juet think we need to discuss it
a little more, that's all.

SEYLER
What iz thers to discuss? You'ra

gonna get the best treatment and
he*a tha bast.

{CONTINUED)
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Walt lowers his volce, not wanting Walter, Jr. to hear.

WALT
There's the money discuseion, I
think. HNinety Iiﬂy]ﬂnﬂ dollars,
out of pocket? Maybe morae?

Ekylar, working so wvery hard to ba upbeat, ien't having it.

SEYLER
There's a way. There's financing,
therae are installment plana --
there's alwaya a way.

WALT
Alright, Bkyler, say thera‘s a way.
And pay we spend that money and...

Not willing to say it aloud, he expresses it with an intense
gtare, a shrug of body language -- and what If I still die?

WALT
[vary low)
vea I'm pupposed to leave you with
that debt?

Skyler stares right back at him, just as intense. Deadlock.

WALT
I just den't want emotion ruling
us. Maybae.,.. maybe treatment lan‘t
the way to go.

Before Skyler can react, across the room Walt, Jr. EXPLODES.
We thought he couldn't hear all this, but we were wrong.

WALTER, JR.
Then why don't you juet fucking DIE
Alraady?! --

Walt and Skyler look to him, stunned. Hurting, Walt, Jr.
turns back to face the television.

WALTER, JR.
Just glve up and die.

Tears wall in Skyler's ayes. She atares at Walt... who
doesn't know what to say. Off this:
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INT. WALT'S CAR - DRIVING - AFTERNOOR 52

Endless suburbia. Alone, Walt drives to take his mind off
thinga. It isn’'t working. Ha foels so low. S0 powvarlesas.

On top of all that, now ha bagine to COUGH.

Cough. .. cough-cough... COUGH-COUGH-COUGH. It starts slow,
then gets really BAD. Dangerocus. Wide-eyed Walt realizes
he's got to pull over before he wrecks tha car.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. SUBURBAN GAS STATION - AFTERNOOR 53

The Aztek bumps into a gas station, pulling up fast on the
concrete ribbon across the way from the pumps. WIDE ON Walt
as he just manages to get it into park, then sits here
COUGHING his guts up. Eventually, it passes.

Walt's bhead sinks low. He slowly raises it, breathing hard
and fast. He takes his hand away from his mouth...

«+s Staring at the bright flecks of BLOOD on his fingers.

Goddamn it. Goddamn it. Life is so overwhelming -- it's so
fucking pnfair. As he sits here recovering, his eyes snag on
something acroes the way.

HWalt's POV -- a familiar SPORTS CAR rolls into cur gas
station. Headed for the nearest pump, 1t HONE-ROWE-HOWES at
an OLDER LADY who happens to ba in its path.

This poor lady, who walke with a bad limp, ia on her way back
to her car. She painfully hurries up, afraid she®ll be run
over by this assghole... whose license plate reads “EKEN WINS.”"

That's right =-- this iz that very same jackass who stole
Walt's parking space at the bank. Pulling up to the pump, he
climba out and heads for the cashier. Just as bafore, I:m:u
talking on his earpiece. We get the feeling this is one
single phone call which is lasting him his entirea lifa.

KEN WIES
-- Whaddya think he said? He's all
grovelling, like *0h, Ken, what's
it gonna take to make you happy?l
We'll do anything to keep you
happy!® I'm like, “Howzabouot you
gimme the corpner office, bitch?"

(CONTINUED)
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Ken disappears inside the gas station mini-mart. Walt sits
here, open-mouthed. He can’'t believs his ayas.

At this point, tha old Walt would simply shake hie head and
drive away. This new Walt? Different story.

coneidering for a moment, Walt sets his jaw and climbe out of
his Aztek. He strides toward the gas pumpa, beelining for
Ken's sports car.

Walt glances arcund... eyesa a courtesy SQUEEGEE in its little
tub of soapy water. He grabe it. What the hell’s he gonna
do, wash Fen's windows?

Hope. He reaches through the open driver window and pops the
hood release. He lifts the hood of the sporte car... then
laye the back METAL EDGE of the squesagese across the BATTERY
TERMINALSE. Thay SHORT OUT with a hissing shower of SPARKS.

Leaving the sgqueeges spot-welded to the hatturi, Walt slama
the hood and walks away. We TRACK ahead, pulling him along.
He gets maybe thirty feet before, behind him...

++s The hood EXPLODES OPEN, flopping backward over the car's
windshield. Tempered windows SHATTER all around. A FIREBALL
three feet in diameter puffs up cut of the ruined engine
compartment, which then begins to pour THICK BLACE SMORE.

Walt deoean’t flinch. Cool as ice, he doesn’t sven look back.

Our hero climba into his Aztek,; startes the engine and puts
her in gear. He lets out a deep, satisfied sigh -- this is
the best he's felt in WEEES.

VERY WIDE -- jackass Fen comes running out to his smoking
eporta car, trailed by other BYSTARDERS. WNo one even notices
the ugly beige Aztek which slowly motors out of frame in the
cpposlte direction. Off this tableau...

END _EFLSODE



