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IEASER
OPEN ON:

A BLACK FRAME, punctuated by five :andnmliﬂarra d PENCILS OF
LIGHT. As if someone's shining a powarful flashlight through
a blackened slice of swise cheese.

Dust motes [loat listlessly across tha light beama. We hear a
LOCK GLIDE, a KNOB TURN. door CREAKS open as...

A COLUMN OF SUNLIGHT floods in and widens, illuminating:

INT. RV - DAY 1

THE RV ENTRAMCE from a LOW ANGLE. Rlurred in the foreground,
a chaotic assambly of BEAKERS, FLASKE, and JARS OF CHEMICALS.
They SHARPEN as we PULL BACK, and we realize were just looking
at the BULLET RIDDLED RV DOOR from ita dark interior.

A MAN im SILMOUETTED under the door frame. HMHe flicks on the
LIGHT, revealing... WALTER WHITE. As Walt steps up onto the
RV fleor, his face registers shock. Then disguat.

[Mote to Production: this scene is a play-on from the last shot
of #1104y Jeama and Walt naad to ba wearing the sama clothes. ]

WALT'S POV: The RV has not been cleaned up since Jesse's
brawl with Badger, and the meth lab is a total disaster.
Glageware strewn haphazardly on the countars and stove. Jara
of solutions and ers left open, some spilled. Flasks and
boakera broken, others turned on titir sides. Shards of glaoe
on the floor. Pura blasphemy.

JESSE PINKMAM steps into the RV behind Walt. Detecting Walt's
disapproval, Jesse rights a toppled flask. A futile gestura.

Walt surveys the aisle in tense silence. He ltgpu at the
might of MAGES and an ARROW -- remnants of Josse's
confrontation with Badger. Walt shoots Jesse a look, opens
his mouth to probe. Then closes it. Better off not knowing.

Walt conslders the mess a few more beats. Then, finally, he
turns to Jessa...

WALT
Let's get something stralght. This...
[gantures)
««sthe chamistry... is my realm.Out
there, the...
(searching, rolls hand)
-+« sB8treet, you deal with that.
I'm in charge of the cooking. You sall.

FLASH CUT TOr
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INT. STARIRWELL - DAY - FLASH CUT F)

Algairiw lb;nﬁf ;Eﬁirl. EEDEE ?H 5 p:i; of fERIDIﬂghSHBAIERE.
slightly grimy w some kind of grayish residue. & sLeps
thay tain are delibesrate. Not panicﬁcd.

These sneakers are on the feet of a silhoustted BRLD MAN whose
face we don't see. He carries a CRAMNVASE BRG -- more like a
sack — swaying heavily by his knees. If we look closely at
it, we may note some rust-red BLOOD STAINS.

The man descends this squeaky, slightly smoky stairwell, headed
for the landing belew. A bare bulb, hanging overhead by ite
wira, swings 1 a pendulum, tlL'EWL:lI; shadows to and fro.

Ll:ut.u to Production: Flash cuts in Teaser are glinpsas forward
time/place to street seguence at end of episode. ]

INT. RV - DAY 3

Jagsa and Walt, where we left them. Walt is all business.
Jagge leans againet the counter, arme crossed. His body
lnnguage; his expression, exude a kind of “whatever™ sarcasm.
But this is mnattg to gpave face., Bottom line, there’s money
to be made with this guy, so he bites his lip.

WALT

We aplit the revenues [ifty-fifty. There
will be absolutely no selling to minors.
And ae far as our customere go, I don’t
want to know anything about them. I
don't want to see tham, I don®t want to
hear from them... I want no intaraction
with them whatsoever.

EXT. CANTINA - DAY - FLASH CUT 4

A STEEL DOOR swings open, revealing the speakers of our

gtery man. He strides out of the stairwell and ento a
slidewalk. We hear a brittle CRUNCH as he steps onto a
glittering carpet of BROKEN GLASS. MNearby lies a mangled A.C.
WINDOW UNIT.

Az he steps past us, we ANGLE ARCUND and find oureselves on his
back... And surrcunded by a CROWD of twenty or thirty tough-
locking hombres. However, these tough dudes stare at our
myatary man with warinese and bewilderment. They back off,
Just a little, almoat as if he were Clint Eastwood,

Off this ailent, gawking crowd...
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INT. RV - DAY 5

WALT
This operation is just you and me. And
I'm the silent partner. You got any
lssues with that?

Jegga cocks his head. He shrugs.

JESSE
wWhatever, man. It's all good.

Walt dosan't like Jesse's flip tona. With intensity...

WALT
Wo matter what happene; no more
blocdahed. ¥

EXT. STREET - DAY - FLASH CUT 3

BACK to our bald mystery man. With eerie sllence, the crowd
slowly backs off, gets the fuck out of his way.

The camara SWINGS AROUNMD. Finally, wa ges his face, It's
WALT. = » Wide-eyed with adrenaline. Hie
jeans and windbreaker (not his normal dockers and wallabies)
are sullied with graylsh residue (just a touch -- not like a 9-
11 ‘survivor). THICKLES from ona nosetril, which he wipeas
on his sleeva.

hbove and behind him, we see some kind of low-key building
with Spanish :iqmg:. The second floor windows are BLOWN OUT.
A few wispa of emoke curl out of tham. A POLICE SIREN atarts
to sound in the distancea.

OFF BALD WALT, ltu.ndlnTi bag clutched in his white-knucklad

i:ip. Whatever the hell just happened here, it sure seems to
ly in the face of Walt's "no violence” edict.

EHD TEASER



EREAKING BADN#LIOS “Crazy Handful of Hothin" FINAL DRAFT 11/12/07

ACT ONE
BLACK FRAME
We hear the snnthing SOURD OF WAVES. It gradually gats
louder, az we FADE IN to...
OHMITTED T
INT. CHEMO-INFUSION ROOM - DAY [

Walt, in a LAZY BOY, eyes fixated on a YELLOW LIQUID dri g
from his IV MACHIHE into a clear catheter. Ee stares at it
with a mixture of resignation and dread. This is not the bald
Walt we Jjust Baw at the cantina. It's almost foor weeks

earlier. This Walt STILL has his HAIR.

The yellew liquid is Walt*s chemotherapy medication. It flows
through the catheter into Walt's arm. The WAVE SOUNDS are a
nature soundtrack intended to calm the patients.

PULL BACK to reveal SKYLER WEITE, sitting beside Walt. She
reste her hand on top of his. Walt recently started chemo
{:‘:Tultamuus with radiation), and so far Skyler's insisted on
coming.

Walt is one of many PATIENTS reclining in identical chairs,
all being infused. A veritable anaamgljr line of paﬂ.n
customars. Mo privacy here. Nonetheless, whoaver ngqrmd
the room went to great lengths too make it feel “homey™ -
flowering plants, pastoral Renoir printas.

On the wall above Walt, the words "PATIENCE COURAGE HOFE FAITH
PEACE" are painted in that order. One wonders whether this is
a statemont of progression toward the inevitable (“"peace”) ams
much as an inspiration to fight it.

ﬂ:uzzizalﬁiﬁﬂﬁ-ﬁg?nggiigéi n:thzg.t::iii?q anop.. Explen
Walt... yan“:ﬁght?
m 2
Eenh.{ sn‘ﬁghﬂ':qi ?:lltqgg-dft}

Walt looks at her a 1»:::1?[02&:1;. In realicvy, he's miserable,
But he's not going to & it.

WALT
¥ou know, Skyler, you don‘t have to...

He traile off, sort of half-heartedly indicating her chair.
Ekyler reade his meaning.

(CONTINUED)

4.
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CORTINRUED: B

SEYLER
What? You want ma to laava?

WALT
Ho, no. I just...

Ha shruge. Skyler len’'t offended or testy, but she gdosp asit
here walting for him to alaboratae.

WALT
I'm jast llyins* It's gonna ba thraa
more hours. Of just me... sitting here
in & chair.

SKEYLER
I don't mind,

WALT

I know you don't. But--

SKEYLER
==I just like to ba here with you.

WALT
Yeah. I'm anli nnIinq... I'd ba okay
with it-- really, 1f you want to go. I'd
ba fina.
(off Skylar's ailence)
feel a little better knowing you
Wore re when Walter, Jr. geta home
from achool.

A beat asm Skyler considers this with conflicting emoctions.
Finally, sha gives in and nods.

SKYLER
Okay..» Bo you'll call ma when you'ra

through?

{off Walt’'e nod;

afterthought)
Have you baen in touch with Elliott?
Becauma I haven't sean a check from him.

WALT
I got it.
(off Skyler's confusion)
It came last wosk. I put it in my credit
union account.

This is really surprising to Skyler... Who studies her husband
a little warily.

WALT
Honey, I'm taking care of it. We're
good.

Walt has become guite a coenvincing liar. Off Skyler, starting
to buy 1t.s.

S
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INT. ONCOLOGIST'S OFFICE - RECEPTION/WAITING AREA - LATER 9

Fost treatment, Walt stands, E:lp;rinq to write a check to
*uncnloﬂ Partners of New Mexico." A FEMALE OFFICE MANAGER
gits bahind the desk, perusing an ACCOUNT BOOK.

OFFICE MAMAGER
It's Fourteen Hundred even.

Oush. Walt writes the amount. Hesltates.

WALT
Could you not deposit this until Monday?

The woman nods.

OFFICE MAMAGER
Call Af the discomfort is too much.
Otharwise, see you naxt week.

Walt shoots a glance -- “gea, can’'t wait.” Then leavea.

INT. HIGH GCHOOL - CLASSROOM - WEXT DAY 10

A naw day. Different clothes. It's mayba a weak or two smince
chemo ptarted. Walt lectures to his studants. He looks
fatlguad, pallid. He really should ba homs, but he's
soldiering through it.

WALT

Chamical reactiona ilnvelve change on twa
levels -- mattar and 'MWE' a
reaction is gradual, the change in enargy
is plight. You don‘t even notice the
reaction is happening. For example, when
rust collects on the underside of a car.

{a distracted beat, am

Walt starts to feel ill
But if a reaction h ne guickly,
otherwise harmless tances can
interact in a way that generates enormoua
bursts of energy.

Walt stopa -- a sudden wave of nausea welling up from his gut.
He fights it back.

WALT
Can anyone give mé an example of a rapid
chtmdai?nruzeti¢n? g
Ho takers. Walt taps the chalkboard, whare he's praviously

written “Hg(ONC)2 -- MERCURY FULMINATE" and the formula for
ita decomposition into mercury, carbon monoxide and nitrogen.

Hint, hint.

(CONTINUED)

B
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CONTINUED: 10

STUDENT
Lika, an explosion?

WALT

Exactly. z;niflinn%harl thae result of
chemical reactions that happen almoat
instantanescusly. Tha faster tha
raactants -- i.e., axploaives --
fulminit- of mercury being a primas

la,..tha faster they undergo
ahnnqc. the more violent...tha

BXPlORL1oN. « .

(baat, the nauses again)
Um...why don't you start reading on your
own frem tha top of Chapter 77

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - FACULTY RESTROOM - MOMENTE LATER 11

Walt BARGES through the door. gStartling the custodian, HUGO

ARCHULETA (averyman, 40s), who's scrubblng the sink. Seein

Hugo, Walt makes a run for the stall. But bafore he can ma

%; -Elhniiahﬂﬂlt -= Walt ducks out of frame and VOMITE onto
o floor.

Walt g:ls Hoad bowaed, he forces himeself to breathe desply.
inally locks up, he sees Huge staring. HNot out of

{; more likl respect for a man battling shit-for-luck
lnd giving him all. Hugo rips a few paper towals from the
dispenser, hands them to Walt. Walt wipes his mouth. A2 Walt
stops toward a BUCKET and MOP leaning againet the walls

HUGS
I got it, Mr. White -- don‘t worry about

it.
[off Walt)
¥You got kide teo teach,

After a beat, Walt relenta with an appreciative nod,.

WALT
Thanks, Hugo.
Walt eplashes water on hias face. Towels off. Heads out the
r and back to clasa.
OMITTED 12

INT. CHURCH BASEMENT - NIGHT 13

WIDE on CANCER PATIENTS and FRMILY MEMBERS in chairs arranged
in a cirele. This im a Cancer Bupport Group.

them, Walt, Skyler, and WALTER, JR.

Walt locks the most vital. Others are Imn:iitld nnd fllgil;
grim glimpaa of what's ahaad.

(CONTIRUED)
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CONTINUED: 13

One has a hole in her windpipa (ala those horrible TV ada).
Anothar has a nasal cannula and a portable tank of exygan.

suggort roup is Skyler's idea, she doas most of the talking.
Walt would rather be anywhere else. On the other hand,
Waltar, Jr. doas pretty well here, for a teesnager. He's juat

géuﬁ his dad is tting help. The group facilitator, MRS.
PE, looks at ﬂﬁglar with empathy as she talka.

SKYLER
I keap nu?qnnting that he take a, like a
sabbatical from work. The administration
knows, they've besan really supportive.
But ao far, he just wants to gut it out.

Skyler looks to her husband, who sayes nothing. Skyler
continuves her monologue, downloading her concerns to tha group.

SKYLER

What else? Uh...well, he's starting
to losa waight and it'm, ah...it'm
tough. To see that. To feel the
difference whan I put my arms around
hiuihiI*m uilling1 otconk Eimh
an ng -- maat loaf, pork chopa,
ali the atuff he rnnliy loves. Ho
more, you know, v:ggl. burgara and
galada. I mean, who's thinking
about choleatercl now, right?

(nervoos laugh, awkward

gilanca)
Hoe'd eat it. And I'm thinking, great,
I'm halping in some way. Then I realized
ho'd bean snoaking off to the bathroom to
throw it all up. He never told me the
chamo made everything tastoa like metal.

(baat, to Walt)

Honay, whan you don't lat me in, or
tell me what's gainq on, I just feal
00.s0 i omatimes I faal as

if you don't want me around.

(bridlea emotion)
Recantly, these afterncons when you coma
homa rlnilr late, and we'ra left
wondering where you Are...

Eha looks to Walter, Jr. who noda.

WALTER, JR.
Yeah, Dad. What's up with that?

Walt's not comfortable with public displays of emotion. Nor
im ha about to tell everyons he's baen out cooking meth. He
shifts nervously, glances sidelong at Skyler. He hesitates,
then fumbleas for her hand.

Skylar takes it, then in turn reaches for Walter, Jr.'s, an
effort to achleve emotional solidarity.

(CONTINUED )
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COMTINUED: (2) 13

HRS. POPE

Thank you, Skyler...Walter, Jr. When a
loved cne gets cancer, the whole family
gots cancaer. Communication is crucial.
We're &:gém and it's our weapon. We
gotta &ve, tell sach othar what
we're fesling. ©Or the cancer will tear
ug apart. I know I sound like a broken
record, but I can't say it encugh --
We've got to...

PARTICIPANTE IN UNISON

:amﬂ": Walt)
« « « SHARE BE FAIR.
MRE. POFE

Walt? Is there anything else you've
been holding back from ¥nm: family?
(beat, off Walt‘s alilenca)

Now'e the time to share.

A beat. Everyone walta. Walt fidgets, exhales desply.

WALT
Feally...TI like being alone.
joff Skyler's cnnnarn;
It's Just...scmetimea 1t fesls better got
to talk, at all. To anyone. About
anything.

HRS. POFE
(beat, not 1.1.iu.n? .1.1'.1
Alene time can be helpful. For some
typas. Maybe knowing what you do when
you're alone might help your family be
more accepting of...whatever it is you
do. Alone.

Realizing he may just be able to spin this touchy-faaly
bullshit to his advantage, Walt continues.

WALT
I, um...I like to go on walke. A couple
dz;s a waek, or more, after work. I
enjoy...the nature. You know, birds and
cactli. Lizards. That kind of thing.
It'a, ah,...calming. Therapeutic.

Skyler and Walter, Jr. comnsider this. It explains Walt*s long
absences after work (when he's been cmﬂnwth}. And if
solo nature walke make Walt feel better, e ldn't they accept
that? oOff Ekyler's reluctant resignation, we cut to:

EXT. PLAIRS - AFTERROCH 14

Socuthwestern nature, not unlike what Walt just described:
EAGE BRUSH, SAND and ROCE stretching into the distance.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 14

Not axactly the Garden of Eden. Familiar yellowish EMOKE
wafte from the parked RV. Beside it, Jesse kicks back in a
foldabla camping chair.

INT. RV - AFTERNOOH 15

Walt stands over the counter, adjusting the burner under scme
vila, bubbling solution. He wears his RESPIRATOR, and a zip-
ip, GREEN disposable TYVEK COVERALL ghir.-h he'a now adopted as
his cooking outfit in lieu of his underpants). EHe's moving
slowly, palpably exhausced, his eyelids batting under the
respirator goggles. Eudd-nli. he swoons. In the process, he
almost knocks a beaker of solution onto the fleor, barely
catching it before it spills.

WALT
t?:uuqh resplrator)
t LU )

He falls to his knees, chest heaving, fighting hie wertigo.

EXT. RV - DESERT - MOMENTS LATER 18

Jesse dozes in his chair, working on his sunburn. He's roused
by Walt stumbling out of the RV like a drunken sailor. Walt
yanks off his respirator.

k:ussn id br he th
Yo o E A you aat at
anich oY

Jagse rises from his chair.

JESEE
Sit down. Get some air.

Walt doss so, shutting his eyes to keap the world from
gpinning. dJepse fans Walt's face with an *Over 40" porn
magazine.

Walt unzips the top of his coveralls. The center of his chest
is hairless and & to be badly sunburned. In the centar
of the burn, a small, black-ink tattoo. You'd mistake it for a
large male, if you diﬂn't kaow exactly what it was for.

Jesse crinkles his brow and ponders. Until it dawns on him.

JESSE
S0 when were you gonna tell me?

WALT
Tell you what?

JESSE
Cancer. You got it, right?

Walt opens hie eyes, amazed.

(CONTIRUED)

16.
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1s CONTIHUED: 15

WALT
How'd you know?

JESSE

(pointing at it
My aunt had ona of sa dota on har. To
target the radiation. What is it, in
your lung?

{beat, off Walt's nod) F— "
I'm ¥ er, man, ulda told
Mo THOt Bool. Mot st 1.

Walt stares up at him, not sore whethar te be angry at this
kid or apelegetic.

JELGSE
What stage are you?

WALT
(hepitating)
Three-A.

Jesse noda. Knows it's bad. Under his breath:
JEESE
Gone to the lymph nodea.
Walt is truly surprised by Jesse's knowledge of this subject.

Be and we gtart to sense that maybe Jesse was his aunt’s
primary care-giver.

WALT
Your aunt. BHow bad was she when they
caught it?

Jesse shrugs, kicks at the sand. Bis eyes are on the ground
a8 he anawers.

JESSE
Bad enough. She didn't last long.

WALY
Hew long?

JEESE
Seven months.
(baat)
I gat it now. That's why you're doin’
thie. You wanna make some cash for your
people before you check out.

WALT
That a problem for you?
JESSE

(coneiders, then shrugs)
You tell me. You'ra the one who loocks

like he just crawled out of a microwave.
{HMORE)

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 16
JESSE (cont'd)
{eff Walt)
You genna be able to finieh the batch?
WARLT

Yeah. Sure. Just gimme a minute.

Thay both know h- a nnttguing anywhara. After a moment, Walt
opens his eyes, fixing them on Jesse.

WALT
Ho. SR
at
You Jﬂ it.
JESSE
He?
Walt nods. Forces a faint smile.
What hagpnmd t.u: your “mad skille?*®
[Bo Elr; liriau- nowW)
¥You can do 1

He offers Jesse hie black respirator. Jesse considers...
Unsure and apprehensive. It's a tall order, making meth as

good aa . ita. Btill, ba ha'm up te the challenga.
Jesse takna the ranpiratnr 4n5 Blowly haads for the RV.
WALT

Any questions, advice... I'm right cut
hare if you nead me.

Jassa nods. Glanoing back:

JESSE
¥o, next tin- t an ice k on your
Bad diring clato g
halped wi thl hair loss.

Walt manages a nod, silently appreclating the tip. Jeasa
disappears into the RV,

INT. RV - AFTERNOON 17

Taking hia place hera in Walt's domain, Jease paumes a momant
to glance around. His fingertip slides across an lrrly af
bottled chemicals. *“Hall, yes -- you can do thism,*

silently tells himself.

off Jemee, pulling on his gloves and mask and aetting to work,

cut to:

INT. JEEP - AFTERHNOON 18

HANK SCHRADER is ked on an urban street. He's on a
atakeout, though he's not dolng much survelilling.

[CONTINUED)

12.
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CONTIRUED: 18

Instead, he clutches a piece of CARDSTOCK in each hand. BHis
aves scan back and forth, comparing tham. We don't asas what's
on them. But it's serious stuff.

At the sound of an approaching car, the camera SWIRGS RROUND.
We see ANOTHER black 50UV cross from the ite lane of
traffic, and pull up 8o that the driver s window is
adjacent to Hank's. The window rolls down to reveal GOMEZ.
Hank shoots Gomez a look,

HANK
Two black SUV'es window-kissing in the

middle of the street. Might as well
just acream it that wa‘ra narcs.

GOMEE
Ain‘t nothing goin®' down here.

After a beat, Hank shru -= "got that right¥. Gomez tosses
him a bulky ENVELOPE (official-looking 14"x 20"} through the
win

GOMEL
puantico finally cama through.

Hank nods, still precccupied by the two pieces of cardstock
he's been studying. He holds them up for Gomez to see.

HANE
Whaddya think? Red or blue?

On the cardetock ara DESIGNS for SHOULDER PATCHES, sach
displaying the slogan “OPERATION ICE BRERKER."

Each deail is identical: an ICE-BRERXER SHIP with ~DER*
emblazoned on its hull plowing through the desert, uprooting
cacti and tumblewead. n its path, a massive “icebearg~ of
crystal meth bridging the Rio Grande. Crossing the “methberg”
and thue the border) is a mustachiced Pancho Villa lock-alike
sombraro and bandolesars, clutching a bubbling flask, with
an AK-47 strapped over his shoulder.

The ONLY difference between the two designs is the background
coler of the patch - one is conaervative navy blue, the othar
an eye-catching red.

FOMEE
Heither.

HAME
wWhaddya mean, *“nsither? Pick a color,
for Chrissaks.

GOMEZ
Bo. I find it offensiva.
(off Hank‘s reaction)
What the hell is that? What is that, the
Frito Bandito? C'mon. It'a offensivel

(CONTINUED)

13.
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CONTINUED: (2) 18

Hank makes a face, genuinely confused.

HANK
No shit. Seriously?
wondars at th iI
Would that be offensive to normal pacpla,
or just you?

Gomez shakes his head - “pathetic.” He pointa to the big
envelope.

GOHEZ
You gonna open that, or what?

Hank Bighs -- ysah, yeah, yeah -- and tears it open. He pulls
cut a familiar, evidance-bagged BLACKE RESPIRATOR and printed
LAE REFCRT which accompanies it. He reads the report. After
a momenta

HANE
(Marmira )
Roly shit.

GOMEZ
What?

Hank double-checks the report to make sure he read it right.
He opens the evidence bag and pulls out the respirator,
peering at it closely.

HANE
This is thar ona wa found way our in
the boonies, right? The cook-mite?

Gomez nods.

thujr palled up an imprint of

I’d wnt.f.ng that uaed to be
1naide; Old magic marker or
something.

GOMEZ
Yeah? So what's 1t say?

{rnadinz tha lab report)

“Propart Chemiptry Lab.®
‘:lm at Gnnaz:

Walt's echeool.

Gomez frowns. Off Hank, perplexed by this:

EBED ACT ONE

14.
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ACT TWO
EXT. STREETS - DAY/NIGHT - FAST MOTICN MONTAGE 18
Edited to the thema song from the movia ey arela do
Brasil®) we see various scenes of Jesee 11nq in fast
motion give tha impression of the hours spesding Ey

Japae's customers range from nearly homeless twesakers and low-
life sells, toc housewives and white-collar suits. Exhauasted
Jasae pariedically recharges lighting a pipa. Wwhen he
doea, the montage and Jesae‘'s footasteps get a little faster.
Uming variocus angles and jusp cute, segquances include:

-= On an urban sidewalk Jesse approaches a group n! hig-hﬂp
styled Eﬂtﬂﬂ HEH {am:l:r]l from the burbs 'uhc- came into

BCOre . I ock fiete, !nllw him down a vividly murallesd
ALLEY, pasaing a eitting HOMELESS MAM and WOMANM.

CLOSE ON money and '::i:ul uhlngigg handa. Jesss sells small
amounts called “tesnths* (eixteenth-ounce sharde) in olear
Elutic baggiems. As Jesse departe, the homeless woman bege.
asga peals a few bills from his roll, drops them in her .

-= Joagga works a parking lot of a HOT DOG STAND [or some
gimilar location] where tweakers in search of crystal are
known to congragata. Skeevy jibheads uurruptj.tinuuly wava him

over to their cars. Others approach him on foot or o
BICYCLES, scan for copa, before paying him and :i.dinq off.

-= If front of a LAUNDROMAT, Jesas meatd a normal- lmhmg.hi 4
I

HOUSEWIFE. They walk tnﬁitnar through the lot and stop
har Suburban. He takes her cash for math, pulls up his hood

and walka off.

-= Jegga stops in front of bcn:ding house with signage

RQUE HOME FOR SOBER LIVING® -- a halfway house for
aﬁdict- released from prison or rehak. Jesse loiters, while
*recovering” addicts approach and score.

End MUSIC. Encd MONTAGE.

EXT. RV = PLAING - AFTERNOCH 20

Walt, etill too fatigued to cock polo, walte for Jesee in the

shadow of the RV. Jesse's car pulls 1.1? With bounce in his

.t.ﬁ h- approachas with a prmld call phone atill in itm
age

WALT
Wa ware supposed to start at throe.

JESSE
I'm out there making fat stacks, man.
chill,
(handa over the phona
Prepaild cell phone. Use it.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 20

Bafora Walt can reaspond, Jeame reachea into hies jeans pocket.
Froudly pulls cut a roll of hills, hands it to Walt. Walt
logcks at the roll, then glances up at Jesse. Unimpressed.

Jegga reaches into anothar pockat, llse out anothar roll.
Handa it to Walt. Walt weighs the two rolles in his hands.

WALT
How much is this?

JESSE
Twanty-5ix big onas.

WALT
That'e all? Twenty-8ix Thousand Dollars?

JESSE
(baat, than scoflfs)
That'a Twenty-Six .
{graba ona back)
: ghare is Thirtesn. Minus Twenty-
Five bucks for the phone.

Incredulous, Walt stares at the $1275 stack in his hand.

WALT
How mich meth did you sall?

JESSE
Hearly an ounce.

Last I chacked, there were gi CUnces
in a pound. at‘d you do with the rest?
Emoka 1t?

JEBSE
¥o, I been out there slingin® crystal all
night. You think it's cake moving a
pound of meth one tesnth at a time?!

WALT
S0 why are you gellipg in such small
qg;nt ties? Can't ;ﬂu just sell the
whole pound at once

JESSE
To whe? What do I look like, Scarface?

WALT
[waves the bills)
is unacceptable. I mean, I'm
reaking the law here! This return is
too little for the risk. I thought you'd
be ready for another pound today.

(CONTINUED)

16.
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JESEE
You may know chemistry, man. But you
don't know jack about mowin' dope.

WALT
Oh yeah? Well, I know a lack of
motivation when I Bea 1tl
{trying to inspire)
look, ba imaginative. Think ocutaida the
box. We nesd Lo move our product in
bulk. Wholasala. How do wa do that?

Jopae stews.

JESSE

¥You mean like to a distributor?
WALT

¥eah. You know anyone like that?
JESSE

I ueed to. But then you EILLED himl
Walt hates to be reminded of thie. B5till, he keeps his wveica

11{11 and even, striving to sell Jesse on e merits of his
plan.

WALT
Who took Krazy-B's place?

JESSE
Some dude named Tuco. Bad-ass, from what
I hear.

WALT
Tuco. So0...go talk to Tuco.

JESSE

Right. Like, halls air, you don't know
ma, but may I interest you in a felony
gquantity of methamphetamine?

WALT
Well...yes. With a little more
galemanship, parhaps.

JESEE
¥You don't get it, man-- this guy'ms D.G.

WALT
*0.G." What does that mean?

JESEE
Juuu.iggn ‘B seel "
(& g, loaing patiance)
He's uppar-leval, mffll He's not gonna do
business with a dude he doesn’'t know.
[off Walt's impatisnca)
[MORE)

{CONTINUED )



20

F 3|

F i

BRERKING BRD#105 “Crazy Handiul of NHothin® FINAL DRAFT 11/12/07

CONTINUED: (3) 20
JESSE (cont'd)
Look, you don’t understand the way it
works. You can't just bum rush a high
level ice man and start cuttin'’ deals.
It*s rieky. You need an intro. Someone
to vouch.

WALT
Well, who introduced you to
Erazy-87

JESSE
Emilic. But only *cause I knew him from,
like, third grade. ‘Course, now we can‘t
talk to Emilio EITHER, ‘Cause...

Jesse throws up his hande, fealing no need to elaborate.

JESSE
I'm telling you, Mr. White. It's too
risky. Look, we're mki:&ammr here.
Why can't you just be satisfied with the
way it is?

Walt, who's baan quiet, suddenly...pxplodas.

WALT
Jesus, grow some FUCKING BALLS|

This startles Jesse. Surprises and maybe even shames him.
Off Walt, red-faced with anger.

INT. OMCOLOGIST'S OFFICE - RECEPTIOHN/WAITING AREAR - DAY F

Walt atanda at tha counter, about to write another check. Ha
flipse through his BALANCE BOOK. Only Five Hundred Dollars and
change laft in his account.

A pained beat, as the burden of debt hite home. He rubs his
les, puffs out hie cheeks. Writes a CHECE for Wineteen
Hundred Dollare, again jotting “Wait to deposit”™. He hends it

to the OFFICE mgzn, who shoots him a knowing glance.

OFFICE MANAGER
wWait *til Monday again?

WALT
Yes. Thank you.

INT. CHEMO-INFUSION ROOM - LATER 22

Walt stews in the lazy boy, HEADPHOKES on, watching the chemo
medication dripping inte the catheter. He'as stressed, his
mind in tormoil. Not just over the cancer-killing toxin
couraing through his veins, but over his financia
predicament. What’'s he going to tell Skyler when she finds
out ha hasn’t besan paying his doctor's billa?

(CONTINUED)
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A HURSE st into frams, injecting a lar ringe full of
ADRIAMYCIN Ilnto walt's cathetar. Informally known am “Red
Death,” ite deep scarlet color lives up to 1ts name.

Off wWalt, watching this poison course through the clear
plastic tubing and into his arm...

OMITTED 23

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - FACULTY RESTROOM - MEXT DAY 24

AHGLE 1.OW on the closed stall deoor, the bottoms of Walt‘s
wallabies visible underneath it, as we hear viclent RETCHING.

A few beats latar, the door ewinges open. Walt stumbles over

to the sink, crossing past Hugo, in hand. Hugo hands him
a stick of « Walt nods his thanks, 8 it in his mouth.

Off walt, blotting his face in front of Mirror:-.

OMITTED 25
INT. CLASEROOM — LATER 26

It'e after school. Walt, locking like shit, cleans up his
classroom. He's moving slow and fealing terrible. In the
midst of putting away some beakers, he falters and drops a
coupla of them on the flear. Luckily, thay'ra plastiec, so all

they do is bounce around.
Fighting off another passing bout of nausea, Walt nurafull;
bends down and picka em up just as his vice-principal
gticks her head in the door.

Enock, knock.
Walt forces a smile -- it‘s always nice to eee Carmen, who'a

pratty and sweet. Seeing his pasty complexion, Carmen voices
gentle concern (she knows he's got cancer). >

CARMEN
How you fealing, Walt? Are you up for
having a visitor?

%:tﬂ frame behind Carmen steps Hank. Walt is suorprised to see
Hie

WALT
Hey, Hank.

Hank nods to Carmen, who gmiles at them both and exits.

{CONTINUED)
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HANE
Hey, buddy.
(re: Carmen)
Oh my God-- she got an aseg like an onien.
Makes me wWanna Ccry.

WALT
Hah. What are you, uh..?

HANK
I just wanted to run a couple guestions
by you. Work related. You feeling okay?
I can coma back.

HWALT
Ho, no. I'm fina.
(warily
HWork-related?

Hank gfana a TAC BAG he carries, withdrawing the RESPIRATOR
Walt diacarded in the Pilot, sealed in a clear EVIDENCE BAG.
He tosses it to Walt. nnanqnizing it instantly, Walt is hit
with a wave of anxiety. Thankfully, it's hard for Hank to
distinguish Walt's nerves from his weakened constitution.

AR

Becognize that?

(off Walt'se silence)
That was used to cook meth. Found it out
:n Indian land about forty miles from

ara.

{pﬁinta to the mask)
2ld label on the inside used to say “J.F.
Wynna Chamistry Dapartment.®

Walt's blood rune cold, but he hides it pretty wall.

WALT
I don't undarstand., How could that come
from here?

HANK
I was hopi 'd help me with that. We
found igpngﬁr?ig lhandghud car that
belongad to ana of our snitches.

Momentarily confused, it suddenly flashes on Walt -- I;IE1=11
A SHITCH?! FUCK! Still, he managas to stiflea his resaction.

WALT
(waak)
A Bnitche..?

HANE
Yeah, one of our confidential informanta
want mimsing a while ago. No body yet,
but wa'ta ptﬁt%ﬁ aure he's --

{MOR

{CONTIRUED )
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HANE (cont'd)
(drawe a hand across his
throat; “EKE-HH1®)
Frobably chopped into pieces and fed to
tha buzzards.

Walt fighte the einking feeling he feels coming on.

HANE
Anyways... Any respirators like that turn
up misesing lataly?

WALT
Ho. I mean...not that I know of.

HANE
When was the last time your department
did an inventory?

WALT
gtart of tha school year. Aand, ah, wa

eorta eyeball the supply room after lab

peaaiona.

HANK
I'll nead that inventory. You mind if I
look in the storage room?

27 INT. MIGH SCHOOL - STORARGE ROOM - DAY 27
The door unlocks and ngann, revealing Walt. Bank filee in
F

ant him, holding a CLIPBOARD of INVENTORY SHEETS. As Hank
oks around. ..

HANE
Who'e got kKaya?

WALT
Sclence faculty. &Staff. Carmen, the
:inn principal, keeps the master. And,
g M.

HANK
Carman that tasty brunette who want to
your S50th? I just saw her.

WALT
Yaas, that's ah--Carmen. Nice lady.

HANK
I'll say. Got an ass like an onion.
Makes me wanna cry. What about studenta?

WALT
Mo, they don’t have keys.

{CONTINUED)
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HARE
Shit, I should hope mot. My question is,
do any of the little pissants know where
you Keep ‘em?

WALT
I don't think so. And usually thay‘re
right hare in my pockat, 80...

Hank turne and peers at Walt., It makes Walt unaasy.

HANE
I know they're your students, Walt, But
I wouldn’t underestimate them. Big
mistaka.

{pointe
hre tgqu afl of your respiratora?

Walt nods, growing more and more uncomfortable. The
reapiratora are stored on a shelf. Hank silently counta them
and then double-checks his inventory clipboard.

HANK
Gnlﬁ got six here. Your inventory says
sight.

Walt's mind racea for something to aay. Hank looks at his
warily, then continues to walk through the room.

Suddenly, Walt's PREPAID CELL PHONE rings in hias pocket.
Enowing that it's his partner in crime, he doesn’'t answer.
Hank finda the continuous ringing irritating, as he continuen
to inepect the storage lockar.

Finally, the phone stops ringing. Hank points at a ahelf.

Thie glassware seama kinda sparse.

WALT
Um. .it doea?

HAKNE
¥Yeah. Looks like you'rs missing a couple
Erlenmyer flaske. And, uh...
(refers to tha inventory
Yep. A 5000 millimetar round-bottom.
Meth-heads love to brew in those babies.

Walt ie impreased and intimidated Hank's knowledge of lab
squipment. Turnm out good-tima H knowa hie mhit.

Walt‘s cell phone ins to RING AGAIN. Clearly, scmeone
really wants to get in touch with Walt.

HANK
Aren‘'t you gonna answer that?

{CONTINUED)
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WALT
Nah, it's just... Wo.
HANK

é‘f“ I!I:lrl rings)

How you know it's mot Skyler in
troubla or somathing? Shit man, don't
ignora it on my account.

Under the pressure of Hank's unrelenting gasze, Walt fishes the
phona out of his pockat and anawers.
Yes, hallo.

Hank, now satigfied, turns and continues inspecting the
storage room. But he stays close, within sarshot...

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. JESSE'S CAR - STREET NEAR CANTINA - DAY A28
Tight on Jesse sitting behind tha wheal of his ked Monte
Carlo, as he uEaakﬂ on his cell phone. SKINRY [SEIRNY
ETCHNER from Episcoda #103) chille beside him in the shotgun

E2AL.

JEESE
Sup, Mr., uh--
{(catching himself; wary of
Walt's “silent purtnnr'
rule)
iliunr-i H-i

WALT
{acting likea it‘s &
strangear)

Speaking.
JESSE
What, bad time to talk?

{fake he:;y
= c
Abeolutelyl )

JESSE
Alright, so just listen. Remember the
¥ wo talked about-- Tuco? Turne out my

Skinny Pete was in the same cell
block with him at Los Lunas. BSo, we got
our “in."” I'm haulin' a pound to the
dude right now.

(beat, off Walt'a silence)
You could ba a little appreciative,
seeging as I'm doing this shit against my
better judgment.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: AIR

Walt works hard not to say or do anything that Hank, in the
B.G., would find suspicious.

WALT
okay, then. Thanks for callingl

He hangs up. Jesse shakes his head to himself, sighs and
clicks off his phone.

Walt locks to Hank, feeling a need to say something.

WALT
My doctor. He's very solicitous.

Hank takea a last look at the inventory in his hande, unhappy
wiih hgu it's reading. He steps cloger to Walt. Eeeps his
Voloe LowW.

HANE

Look, buddy. Last thing I want to do is
get you in hot water. But scme meth-
menkey had a feeding frenzy in here. You
nnt:nhﬁfze better watch over your turf.

{b=a
We don't want ople to start wendering
about you, right?

Hank starss into Walt's eyes. [oes he suspect somathing?

WALT
Right. I mean, absolutely not. I'm
aorry about this. I uh...

Hank slaps Walt on the shoulder.

HANE
You got a lot on you these days. Now,
ive me the names of all the staff who
va acceos to this room. Flus any
atudents who might be, you know...settin
off red flags for you. Know what I mean

WALT

gtudenta? Hank, aren‘t thera righta
leoues?

HANE
Studentsa got no righta. Make me a list,
wouldia?
off Walt, not fealing real good about any of thim...

CHITTED 28

OMITTED 29
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CMITTED R30
OMITTED 30
EXT. CANTINA - DAY 3l

Jegse climbs out of his Monte Carle, staring across at a
emall, ahabby, non-degcript office building which houses a
first-floor cantina. Owver on the car‘s passenger side, Skinny
Pete climbs out as well.

We're in a not-go-great part of town. A few BARGERS and
DRUNES loiter on the street.

JESSE
Sure you're tight with this guy?

SKINNY PETE
™o nute in a ball sack.

They cross toward the building, Jesse loocking a bit
apprehensive. Skinny Pete's not a dude who inspires
confidence.

Next to the cantina entrance is a steel door to the building's
gacond floor. A LOCEOUT stands guard beside it, smoking &

tiparillo and reading a Mexican paper. What a face he has —-
wrinkled and hard.

skinngiﬁitu bops up to him like they’'re best buds or
something.

EXINHY PETE
Wae'ra hare to ses Tuco.
{no reaction)
Hare to see Tuco. Hells.

The lookout doesn’t even glance up from his newspaper. Jesee
and Skinny Pete share a look.

JESSE
Maybe he'sz deaf.

shiun{urete snorts and tries to step past the lookout,
raaching for tha door handla. HMistake. Instantly, tho man
shoves him backward.

SEINNY PETE
Yo, man-- I'm Skiony Pate!

The lookout silently mad-doge them. Mean; plercing eyes.
Jesse nudges Skinny Pete.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUEDa 31

JESESE
(undar his breath) ]
Maybe thie ien’t such a good idea.

The lockout thruste his thumb toward a VIDED CAMERA mounted
over the steel door. The meaning ie clear -- line up for the
CAMSEA . H“ita.nt‘]i, Jagse and Pete do eo. A long wait...
Then a BZZIIZ as e door electrically UNLOCES. The loockout
opena tha door for our guys, revealing a narrow staircase.

SELINRY PETE
Yaah, man. That's more like it.

Beting all hard, Skinny Pete enters the doorway and climba the
stairs. With a wary glance back to the lookout, Jesse
follows.

The loockout shute the door behind them, s@ealing them off from
tha outaida world.

OMITTED kb |

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY A3]
Ekinny Pete and Jesee glimb these narrow, creaky, creepy stepe
== reluctant Jesse taking up the rear.

INT. SECURITY CHAMBER - DAY 33

In an antercom facing another steal door, Pete and Jesse are
mat by gun-strapped henchmen “NO-DOZE® and “GONIOT.

SKINNY PETE
Hey. Tuco's expectin’ uam.

Without speaking, No-Doze and Congo pat them both down. This
doesn't help Jesse‘s nervea.

SKINNY PETE
Ho need, man. Me and Tuco go back.

Gonzo ignores this. He finds a one pound BAG OF METH on
Jagga. Inapecta it. Gives it back. Signals to No-Doze, who
cpans thea other deor, and ushers them ingide.

INT. TUCO'S OFFICE - DAY A4

CLOSE OM a met of GRITTED TEETH donning a FLATINUM GRILLE,
lips pulled back horse-like to shew the bling.

Wa're looking into a round VANITY MIRROR propped on top of a
DESK. The mouth cpens wide, turns, and angles.

(CONTINUED)
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The point of a BOWIE KMIFE -- aka an “Arkansas Toothpick* --
juts into the frame (and mouth), digging at tartar. Dentists
everywhere will be horrified.

Tha testh belong to TUCO SALAMANCE (mid-30e). Tuco makes
Krazy-2 seam like an altar boy. Pr tats, shaved head,

thick rec-yard guns (real, not "tone*), nose [ist-flattened to

a4 gkillat: in short, one scary motharfucker. RNot a guy you'd
expect to get all bent over something in his teeth.

Jespa and Skinny Pata enter. The two henchmen hover bahind.

It's a large room with Tuco's desk, a money counter, a floor

gafe, a pecurity camera monitor and wide pcreen TV. Windowa

ﬁri BL%EREHEU for privacy. Skinny Pete approaches, Jasse
anga back.

SEINNY PETE
Tuce! What's happenin’, my brother?

Tuco tonses his chin. Skinny Pete holds out his fist. Tuco

bumpa it. Mot very enthusiaatically. Skinny Pete's head
pivota arcund.

SEINNY PETE (CONT'D)
8ick erib, man. You beaen keepin® it real
Rince you mprung. How long*s it bean,
like a year

TOCO
Wever long encugh. This your boy?

SEINNY PETE
Yeah, Jessa. Tha duda with the glass I
told you about.

JEESE
Hey, man. Heard a lot about you.

Ignoring the compliment, Tuco points to some chairs. Jemea
and Skinny Pate sit. Tﬁ:ﬂ shruge.

TUCO
Braak ocut tha ioce.

A beat. Jesse pulls out his huge hlgqil of math. Tuco
motiena for Jesse to hand it ovar. epoa complien.

Tuco reaches for his knife, still wat with his saliva. Ha
cute opan the aaties, ti.i-i out a faw BHARDS. Pulverizea

them with the butt of the knife. He sc up a bit of the
ar onto the blade. HReachss over and usts tha point

under Japsa'a nood.

TUCO
Take a bump.

JESSE
Wo worries. I'm no coOp.

{CONTINUED)
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TUCO
I said, hit AiL.

Jegse ers nervously at the blade-point inches from hie
noptriles. He swallowa hard. Very...carefully...he anorta the
nut&in!f the knife tip. His eyes water as it hitas him.
Fuckin® A.

Tuco etares at Jesge. Then dropa his head and SNORTS uﬁ a
HUGE RAIL. Tuco'a ‘I“ practically rell back inte his head,
a8 a rush of adrenaline slams into him. When he comes up...

TUCD
nuuT:-II...:ink- like a mule with its
balls wrapped in duct tapa. Whera'd you

get this?
JESEBE
I cooked it.
TUCOD

Bullshit. This ain’'t no bathtub crank.

It's factory grade. Evan tightar.
{leans closer)

Who you workin' for?

JESEE
Nobody, man. I mean, I got like a
partner I cook with. That's it.

A suspicious beat. Tuco's wired mind races as he scrutinizes
Jesaa. Jepsa shifts nervoumly. Finally...

TUCO
Alright then...You gotta deal.

SKINNY PETE
(excited, whacks Jesae)
Told you Tuco would hook ya up.

JEEEE
Cool.
{baat,; wait)
I haven't said how much.

WHAM! Tuco pulverizes more crystals. Be bowa his head,
Bnocta 'I.Ip anothar FAT RAIL. Ha uhruq..

TUCO
Okay. How moch?

JESSE
35 large for the pound.

Tuce throws the packet of meth onto a SCALE. Reads it.

(CONTINUED)
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34 CONTINUED: (3) +4
TuCo
You'ra a little light, asa. But don't
sweat it. 1It's all good. Mow get outta
here.
What? Jesse looks at Skinny Pete. Then at Tuce, ampin’ hard.

JESEE
What about my money?

TG
You'll get it. This is a consignmant

oparation.
JESEE

You want me to float thirty-five G'a?
TUCO

anaps)
You iﬂn't trust ma?

A baat. Jeasae triea to bridle his narves.

JESESE
It's not that, man. It's juet...I don't
do business that way, ies all.

TUCO
Tough shit. Deal’s done.
Jasse swallows. Turns to Skinny Petae, who i as aurgriaad as

Jease -- but whe clearly ien't willing te help him fight his
fight.
JESSE
You gaid this wae cool. Money for meth,
cash up front.
SRINNY PETE
Don't front. Tuco’s good for it.
Suddenly -- THWAAMMPl! -- Tuco DRIVES the knife into the desk

in front of Skinny Fete with a powerful overhand chop, the
blade sinking deep into wood.

TOCO
4 ?ﬂn’t need your punk-ass to vouch for
ma

While Tuco stares down trembling Ekinny Fete, Jesse
i.ﬁudlziwly {and bravaly)] SHA ES THE METH. He SPRINTS for
t -

But the door is LOCKED, and before he can work the bolt, the
henchsen grab him under the arms and drag him back. Tuco

glowers at Jesse. Oh, shit! -- he's a dead man. But then,
unaxpectedly, Tuco's face moftena.

{CONTINUED)
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TOCO
nlrig&t, man. You brought me soma clean
If you really want your monsy
up frmt.q. .

Tuco grabs a CANVAS MONEY SACE from inside his desk éshlpad
like a pillow sack; but heavy-duty and rough-textured, used
for transportin cnah!. He ns his unlocked safe, starts
stuffing wra ET OF BI ingilde the sack.

TUCO .
Hell, yeah. 1I'll give it to you...op
front.

Thank God. Jessae breathes a sigh of ralief. His eyes widen
on the cash. It seems Tuco ls stuffing more than 35 grand,
but at this point, who's counting. Just glad to be alive.

Tuco caches with the sack. He needs two handas. One
dollar 1s a feather but this many bricks of small bills is
nearly twenty pounda. Think of your LA phone book times five.

Tuco holds the sack out for Jesse. He's tweaking on spead,
jumpy. He signals his henchmen,; they let go of Jesse’'s arme.

A beat. Jesse takes a half-step forward, reaching for the
bag. Just as Tuco steps back and EWINGE it like a mace...

THWUMPLL...right into JESSE‘s FACE. Jesse's head en back
like a rag doll. He crumples to the floor, his nose blesding.
Skinny Pete stands Jaw agape, frozen with fear.

Tuco towers over Jesse, shuddering with METH-RAGE fueled by
Walt's super-pure speed -- like PCP but atronger. A slde of
math we haven't seen yet: the reason why the Razis gave it to
their storm-trocpars.

TUCO
Ho ona moves cryatal in South Valley but
me, bitchi

THWUMPL . . . THWUMP! . . .THWUMP! Tuco slams the weighted bag into
Jegse's torso like an axe. His blows getting faster, and
faster, as he worke himeelf into a fremzy.

Jesge tries to cover up, but it's futile. Ribse snap, as he's
beaten into the floor. He rolle, eorying out in pain, gasping,
cnnvulsing. Until he moves no mora. And Tuco’s just beating
daad waight.

Finally, Tuco stopsa. Cheat heaving, he drops the heavy sack.
Turne and walka away.

EBD _ACT TWO

30.
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ACT THRES

EXT. HIGH ECHOOL GROUNDE - MORNING a5

OFEN ON a FLAGPOLE, shot from ita base. Striving for deep
blue sky and wispy clouds.

We hear the sound of a WINCH being CRANKED. The STARS AND
STRIPES cross the frame, as it’'s raised up the pole.

When the £l reaches the top, it biliows slightly, and then
faltare in tha dead,; desert air.

PAN down to reveal Hugo, tying off the ropa. It's morning,

and he's moving like an automaton. But ha's automaton.
Ehowa ug to work esach day, goas throu the motions of his
manial job, but still s w, he's kept enough

in
humanity MPEL Eou:t to mop up Walt's wvomit.

Hugo's attention is drawn by the sound of several CAR DOCRS
SLAMMING in close sBuccession.

Hugo's POV: Hank and Gomez approach from their BLACKE JEEP
COMMANDER. Alongside them are TWD RONDESCRIPT UNIFORMS coming
from an ABQ POLICE DEPT. CRUISER.

HUGD
Mornin®.
HANE
Mornin’, Hugo.
Hugo pausas. He's [lummoxed. Why do they know his name?
HANE [(CONT'D

You don't mind if I call you Hugo,
Euq‘ﬂ?-.q

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL PARKIRNG LOT - LATER A6

Gomez, wearing latex Elwu, kneels in the epen driver‘s door
ef Hugo's PICKUP TRUC Bearchin ha comea up with a

gingle MARIJUANA JOINT, which he golm up for Hank to see.

Hank nods and turns to Hugo, who stands flanked by 'I'.h.I uniform
cops. Hank, not too brusgque but professlional, turns u-z
around and HANDCUFFS HIM. In bac ound, Walt's baige Aztak
motors into view, in time to catch thie.

INT. WALT'E AZTEK - CONTINUOUSR ARAT
posn through the windehield, poor, lEl:ld Hugo geta cuffed

bnhind his back and lad to tha waiting ?nl ca cruiser.,
Waltar, Jr., seated baside his dad, can't belisve his eyes.

(CONTINUED )
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WALTER, JR.
Holy shit. Unole Bank is arresting Mr.
Archuletal

CLOSE ON WALT, heart sinking, as he gilcll it togather. oOff
h%m. femling avery last ounce of guilt for causing this turn
of avente...

INT. WHITE HOUEE - MASTER BATHROOM - NIGHT A7

Walt, under the weathar, leana lglinlt the sink, cell phone to
hieg ear. He can hear Jesse's outgolng message.

JESSE (V.0.})
Yo, ;ﬂ; yo == 148-3 to tha 1 to the § to
the %, representin’ the ABQ! What UP,
BITCH!I Leave it at the tonel

BEEF, Walt speaks in a hushed, anxlous volce:

WALT
Whare the hall are you? Call ma back,
wouldija?

As he hange up, he heara Skylsr calling from the hallway.

SEYLER (0.5.)
Walt?... ¥You okay in there? Hank's about
to daal...

WALT
I'm coming.

He tucks the phone into his pants pockat.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 37

Moments later. The family gpits around the table (clockwise as
follows)i Hank, Waltar, Jr., Skylar, MARIE and Walt. Thay are
fln?ing Texas Hold 'Em. Hank is the dealer. Each player has
wo carda face down in fromt of them. Thres communal cardas
are face up in the center of the table.

Thazﬂaauh have a stack of POKER CHIPS in front of them. Red,
whi and blue. Some chipa have been pushed into the canter
of the table - antes that have been paid into the pot. As
thay each peel at thelr cardss

MARIE
You're leoking good, Walt. You're
color's better.

WALT
Hub, Yeah, thanka.

{ CONTINUED)

2.
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Bkyler glances from Marie to Walt., Walt's color 1}E;;
particu III{ Ennd but these are the kinde of nicaties
n

pecple
hemaalvea apouting in these aituations.

nnturnlty o

ERYLER
Ha's on the strong stuff now. Delcavoli
suggeated he think about taking a leave
from work. But you know Walt...

Walt clears his throat.

WALT
Actually, um, I told Carmen this morning.
Thay're getting a substitute for a few
wWad

Skyler im relieved. But almo annoyed that he didn't say
anything. Walt reads her disappointment.
WALT
I just... didn't get a chance to tell you
yat, honey. Sorry.

Hank interrupts an awkward beat, turnlng to Marie,

HANK
Your bet, twinkle toes.
MARIE
Tean million.
Marie flips a red chip intc the pot.
HANK

Rad’'s 25 mill-- Blua la ten.
{to the others)
Blua is tan, right?

MARIE
Alright, ao I bat 25 million. That's how
] roll.

Walt and Hank both call, each addinq the sama. Hank f[lips a
fourth communal card, face u & an ACE. Hank turns to
Walter, Jr., who taps the t le uith hie fingers.

WALT JR.
Chack.

Bet’s to Skyler. She taps the table as wall. Marie's turn.
She leans back without batting.

MARIE
Chack'sa in tha mail.

[CONTINUED)



BREAKING BADNLOS "Crazy Handful of Mothin®™ FINAL DRAFT 11/12/07 34.

37 CONTINUED: (2) ¥
WALTER, JH.
Uncle Hank. d you arrest Hr.
ﬁulatq at school the other day? He's
a Eﬂﬂl quy .

Hank locks at Skyler. GSkyler nods - “you can tell him.*

HANE
Well...turns out he has a record-- coupla
old possession beefs. We figured maybe
wag the guy who stole your school's
mistry gear. He had a key and fit the
profile.
ipeeks at his cards)
When we searched his truck, sure spough,
found a big fat blunt. Which goes to
prove-- huge Hugo ain't 8o cool after
all, now ig he?
(beat)
Your bet, Walt.

WALT
[throws in a red)

I'll go twenty-five.
The others react, “hmm."

SEYLER
I atill can't believe the school system
didn*t know about this man's reco
That is just scarv.
(to Walt)
How can something like that slip through
the cracks?

WALT
I don't know.
o Hank)
But for what it's worth? Hugo doessn’'t
really strike ma as a thief,

Ho offensa H.l‘l’., but you wouldn't know a
criminal if he were close enough to che¢k
you for a harnia.

(beat)
That said, wve got a smarch warrant and
practically tore cole’' Hogo's house down.
He's a major leaguas pothead. But he
didn*t raid your chemistry set.

It's Bank's turn to bet. He looks Walt in the eya.

HARK
¥You hiding something?

(CONTINUED)
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It takes Walt a moment to realirze Hank is referring to his

ker hand. Walt shru --= "pah*. After a beat, Hank warily
ofsas a $25 million p into the pot, matching Walt's bet.
WALTER, JH.
{fnldinq}
11, I got nothing. I'm out.
SEYLER
(also folding)

Ma too.

Hank looks at Maris. She throws her cards in tos.

HANE
Yowza. When 'hnlﬁl-in-hlr-pursl* bails
out, wyou know you'ra in dee That
leaves just you and me, F

Then Hank turns over the last (fifth) communal card. Lo and
behold it's another ACE. Everyone “cchs.” A pair of aces on
the table. Hank amirks, looks at Walt, walting for his bat.

Walt, however, seams more prnncuupitd with Hugo than the mano-
a-mano contest at hand. He coughs a little.

5 ah, what h to
o ‘s gonna happen
him. ..Hugo? e

Hugoe? 8hi ilm th 11 think
e £, 1a that all you ean n
about? '

(shruga)
Ha may do a coupla monthe in county
‘cause it's not his firet rap.

Walt pears down at the table, mortified. Hank studiea :ilt
clopaly. Unsure how to read him. If Walt wera

contrive a poker-face, he couldn't do it thia we 11 mind
is truly somewhere else. On his gyuilt.

iei < th
I'm walting. You nna man 4p or oW
in tha ql o P
Walt ahad ALL his ohi inte tha roagalon
he's ggyinq to erase higﬂquilt uithp: lﬂipt a! hi- hlﬂﬁ
I'm all in.
Hank starea hard into Walt's eyes. At a loss, he shakes his
head. Waga hia finger and snickera...

HANE
You bad, bad, horrible liar. Waddya
amokin’ over thare? Pocket aces?

(CONTINUED)
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Walt continues staring at the table piled with chips.

Expresgionless. The women and Walter, Jr. watch in suspense.
What's Hank going to do?... Finally: o

N Mope. I ain’'t fallin' for it
&, . ain’ allin* .
EQLD

Hank tosses down him carde. Marie looks disappointed.

HARIE
Talk about anti-climactic. Your cardas
couldn't have besen that bad.

Befors Mank can stop her, Marie reaches across the table and

flips over Hank'm cards, expoaing them to the group. Ha's got

ONE ACE and a KING. Damn good carde for Texas Hold'em.

MARIE
You threw away an ace and a cowboy?

Walt cupa his hands arcund the pile of chigs and drags them
into hia stash. Marie reachea over and [lipsa Walt's carda
into view now. Walt doesn't try to stop har.

MARIE
Quch. Handful of pothing!

Walt's got a TWO OF SPADES and an EIGHT OF DIAMONDS. Truly a
ghit hand.

Marie holds uE-hnr hand to high-five wWalt. She cackles at
Hank, who shakes his head and frowns. Walter, Jr. and Skyler
both think this is pretty cool, too. Walt shrugs, not
thinking much of 1t. As he's emitten by & cough, wWe cut to:

INT. WHITE HOUSE - EHOWER - MORMING 38

Walt atands in the ahower, uiurs, ap steaming water ralne down
xod at h

on his head. His ayes ara fi ie feat.

We PAN DOWN to WALT's POV. Clumps of Walt's hair slowly awirl

around the drain. Then disappear under the stoppar.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORMING 33

Walt, in his bathrobe, gats a can of Einqur ale from the
r-trigirnbc:. These daya, the only thing he can drink.

He chacka the clock as he takes a eip. Glances around
surreptitiocusly and conslders. Pulls hia PRE-PAID CELL PHONE
from his pocket and dialas. We hear it RINGING...and RINGING.

Walt grows impatient. Finally, the ringing stopa and somecne
answers. It's a voice wa bl:uiy

(CONTINUED)

hear. Walt frowns, confused.

6.
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WALT
Who is thie? I was dialing Joseae
Pinkman.
{listeans a moment)
Egll. where is he then? And who is

We hear only a faint MURMUR of worda from the other and of the
one. But what they say has an imunﬂiatn effect on Hqiﬁ.

f him, qning from confused and annoyed to surprised
concarnad, .
40 OMITTED 40
41 INT. RECOVERY ROOM - HOSPITAL - HORNING 4l

Jegsa lies in a hospital bed. He looks deceased until we
realize he's meraly uulauE His ribs are wr with tape
and his neck ia braced. is 1ip is bruised and cut and he’as
got a few small laceration -cqha on hia chnnk and teample (he
suffered moatly body blows). His breathing sounds ragged.

Skinny Pete hunkers down in a visitor's chair beside him, his

elbowe on hie knaes, text-messaging with scmeone m'l hia call
one (Jeesa's owmn phu-nu resta on a near nightatand).

kinny Pate glances up Bgn the arrival of Walt. They atare

at sach other a moment, th of them wary. Finally:

SEIRHY PETE
Are you the guy?

WALT
{a beat)
Yaah. I'm the guy.

Walt looks from Skinny Pete to Jesse, lying thers. He fights

a surge of smotion -- guilt for what happened. Concarn for
hie partner.

WALT
How'a ha doing?
SKINNY PETE
{sh

rug)
Got soma budted ribe and llke that.
Got meased up pretty gnod. I was
like, “Damn, Tugo-- ghill, ssal~ I
dunno what got into him. Sariously.

Walt adges a bit closer, his eyes on Jesae. He qinqlrlg
reaches ocut a hand, as if tﬂ.‘lﬁh Jessa's arm... DUt thinks
batter of it.

ERINNY PETE

Ha's out, man. Way out. They got him
dopad up'blg-tiu-.

(CONTINUED)
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Walt nods, fesling terrible... but not about to share his
aemotione with this d::ggin burnout creep he finde himeelf
forced to converse with. For hie part, however, Skinny Patae
finds walt kind of fascinating.

SEINNY PETE
50 you're the cook, huh?
(Walt gives no answer)
Yo, I didn't catch your name.

Walt dossn‘t intend to give it. Finally, he turns away from
Jegme and puts his full attention on Pete. Moves closer to
him. Stares at him so intently, it makes the dude
uncomfortable. Walt epeaks up, low and sven and sericus as a
hoart attack.

WALT
Tall ma asbout this Tuco.
(a baat)
Tall ma everything about him.

Ekinny Pete doesn’'t look like a man with the will to say “no® -

- por is Walt a man who'll take "no” for an anawer. Off Walg,
waiting to hear it all...

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. WHITE HOUSE - MASTER BATHROOM - MORNING 42
CLOSE ON an open MEDICINE CABIMET full of pill bottles...

These are Walt's cancer drugs - pilles to booat his white blood
calle and his red blood calle, lla to decreasa the blood-
flow to his tumor, pillas to booset the effect of the chemo,
pills to diminish slde effects of the chemo, pills to ease
the nausea... Wae get the picturea. And it‘s grim.

PFULL BACK to see Walt in his sweats and T-smhirt, having jusmt
awakened. He stares at the bottles, overwhelmed. He shute
his oyes, takes a doep bresath, summons his will. Then, almost
sna into action: Erﬂhbing bottles and ng two, three
pills at a time. Chasing them with tap water. He moves lika
a4 robot, methodically, unthinking.

Finished dosing, Walt shuffles to the toilat to take his

morning leak. He pulls down the front of his sweat panta

;nffar:raan: and stands here trrinettc: get thi.ngs going.
ilence -- nothing i@ happaning, ¥ &8 he might.

Finally, a sad little can ba heard. Walt stares down,

wincing alightly. He's u == yat not particularl
uirprigﬁg . hy?uhat h: !tﬂs?p? ¥ o SN

KEW ANGLE -- Shot discreetly, E“t Walt‘s thigh, we saa an
unhealthy little trickle of bright red URINE. It's not blood =
= it*a far too neon-bright. It looks more like mercurcchrome,
and dyes the white porcelain bowl orange. These are the nasty
CHEMO CHEMICALS pasging through his aystem.

Walt floghea and moves to tha sink. He takes a hard look in
the mirror. His hair is thinning. Splotches of scalp show
through. hE: investigates, probing with his fingers, causing
more to a :

He stares at the dead halr in his fingers, than back into the
mirror. As if he's wutching his own dec ition in real
time. Pathetic, Heart-rending. But, oddly, his mind soama
somewhera else. And it jg. ©On his guilf.

Ha fills the sink with hot water. Opensa a drawer, fishea ocut
4 RATOR and SHAVING CREAM. Works lather through his hair.

He takes a deep breath, runs the blade straight back from hias
forehead, shaving a stripe clean down to the scalp. A baat.

He taps tha razor on the faucet. Then does L1t again.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - KITCHEN - LATER 43
Skylar and Walt Jr. sit at tha table. Walt's place im mat

but they’'ve started breakfast without him. It‘s been getting
harder and harder for Walt to wake up early.

{ CONTINUED)
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Skylar stares at her son, wanting to say something.
Finally...

SKYLER
HORaY s . « la at school today ara
pr-:bu.bl; ng to ask you about your dad.
eat)
I'm sure they re going to know when ha's
coming back.

Walter, Jr. shruge and node... Mot sure what she wanta him to
aay.

WALT JH.
Ckay .
SEYLER
Just tall them. .. » Okay? I Jjust
need you to stay positive.
{podding)

We need to do that. All of ua.

Juet then, Walter, Jr.'s eyes are pulled away. Hls jaw drops.
Skyler reads hie expression. She turng, and BeeR...

WALT, completelv BALD. BEven aside from the shin ukinhtudr
this is not the normal Walt. He wears jeans {1au of

ical khakis, a dark-colored T-ghirt nstaad of hia buring
Oxford, old black eneakers instead of wallabies.

Ha gite down at the table, acting as if his transformation is
nothing to note. Skylear and Walt Jr. are speschleas.

WALT
Horning

{to Skyler)
Pass the butter, pleasa.

Skyler does it. Walt gobs butter on his toast. Lots of it.
Skyler and Walt Jr. share a look. Theh...

! HthiJﬂi

reclatlve
Bad- a:f? Dad.
As the new Walt, with hia shiny bald head, forcea food into
his mouth, willing himsalf to =at ic:
OMITTED 44
OHMITTED 43

OMITTED 45

40,
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EXT. STREET - CAMTINA - DAY 47

Walt aitm in his Aztek, parked a block from the familiar
cantina building that alsc houses Tuco's headguarteras.

Walt atarea at tha place, his 8 burning with an intensity
we'va not seen in him before. ter a long beat, he reaches
into the glove compartment...

INT. WALT'S AZTEE - CONTINUOUS 48

wosand Totriaves a 1nrg- BAGGIE full of [what appears to ba)
crystal meth. He carefully tucks it into hie windbreaker.
Climba out of the car and walks toward the cantina building.

EXT. CANTINA - DAY 419

Unoaure of whom exactly he should approach, but not I-h{ about
trying, Walt asks everyone he comes uggn in front of this
cantina -- the guys whe are out here drinking.

WALT

{to ana ?uy&
Where can I find Tusa?
({to another)
Tuco?
[to nnnth-:é
Tuco. Donde estal

Thies last guy glances sidelong, then thumbs Walt toward the
familiar lockout who standa by the stesl door. Without
hesitation, Walt beslines for tha man.

WALT
Ara you Tuco?

The lookout, who has kept an eye on Walt ever since his
initial approach, stares at him with hostility and
bawilderment -- "Who the hell is this weird old guy?" Ha
finally shakes his head “no.”

WALT
{low and even)
I want te talk to Tucoe. And I'm not
leaving until I do.

Tha lookout atudies Walt. Wa get the impression thera's not a
let this guy hasn’t seen in life. And he knows the look of a
man who won't take "no* for an anawer. After a boat, he
pointa to the SECURITY CAMERA.

{CONTINUED)
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Walt posmitions himself in front of the camera. Staadily pearas
up inte it.

Finally, to our surprise -- BZZ2T. The door buzzes open. The
lockout opens it for Walt -- "go on up.”

INT. SECURITY CHAMBER - DAY 50

Minutea later. Walt is patted down by Gonzo whila No-Doze
stande by. The contenta of Walt's kate (kays, sunglasses,
no wallet) are set out on a table, including Walt's baggie of
moth., Satisfled Walt ham no weapons, Gonzo nodas to Ho-Doze,

NO-DOZE
Wait here.

Taking the bag of meth, Mo-Doze leaves through the door
leading into Toco'a office.

INT. TUCO'S OFFICE - DAY 51

Tuce sits, feet up on hie desk, occcasionally feeding a fresh
atack of greenbacks - BRRERER! - through an automatic monay
counter. HNo-Doze enters with Walt's baggie of meth.

HO=-DOZE

There's soma fre old white out
thare looks 11kna§¥. Phil. angg?yuu

ripped him off.
Tuce shoots No-Doze a lock. He apins arcund, flicke on...

A VIDED MONITOR. On the screen, Walt stands stoically facing
the deor. Unmoving. Lipes pulled tight in a resclute frown.

TUCO

Etrapped?

Ho=-DOZE
Hope. All he had was this.

No-Doze holds out Walt'm baggie. Tuco brisfly holds the bag
of cryatal up to the light, then studies Walt through the
video meniter again. Walt leoks harmless enough. Aetually,
more than harmless. More like a fool.
TuCO
Guy mome kinda retard or somethin‘?
No-Doze shruge. Smirks wryly.

NO-DOZE
Can‘t ba too awift.

Tuco conelders. Snorts and shrugs.

(CONTINUED)
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TUCO
%What the hell. Let*s have some fun.
TEEEdFIBBaH- a button under his desk. We hear a faint BUZEING
B .

ngl‘.lzﬂ TUCO'a VIDED MONITOR, we sea Gonzo ascort Walt
ingide...

Ar Tuco and Mo-Doza wait for Walt, Tuco gets out him bowie
knife, cute a hole in the baggle. He needles the crystale
with the knife point, inspecting them.

The door to the office swinge open. Walt walks insida, Gonzo

behind him. Though he moves alowly, Walt ls steadfast,
intense, but not without trepidation.

Walt crosses to the front of Tucc's desk. Tuco folds his arms
behind his head casually. No-Doke and Gonzo stand to the side

and behind Walt, so they could intercept him if he tried
anything.

pyhlas
E0. What's your name?

WALT
({a baat)
Beisenbaryg.

TUCO

ol

Okay, Helsenberg. Have a seat.
WALT
I don‘t imagine I*ll be vary long.

TUCO
No? Alright. Be that way.
Tuco sizes him up. Throws up his arnma.
TUCO {CONT'D)
Your meeting. 5o how about you start
talking -- tall ma what tha HELL you
want.

WALT
Fifty Thousand Dollara.

Tuco scoffa.

TUCO
Fifty G's. How you figura?

(CONTINUED )
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WALT
Thirty-five for that Eqund of meth you
ptole. And another flfteen for my
partner’s pain and suffering.

TUCO
Partner?...0h yeah, yoah. I remoamber
that littla bitch. than, you must ba
the daddy.

Tucoe's henchmen amile. Walt stands; unblinking, momahow able
to keep his nerve. Tuco's stare hardens.

TUCO (CONT'D)
Loamma get this straight. I steal your
dugi. at the ﬁlu- outta your mule boy,
an nuutgnu walk in here and bring me
morg meth?

;luuqhing now)
That's one brilliant plan, ese.

HO-DOZE
nodding)
Brilliant.

WALT
Yoo got gpe part of that wrong.

Walt reaches to the table and g&:k: up a fat shard of crystal
from the bag. He holds it up waan his fingers.

WALT
This ian‘t math.

Huh? Off this, Walt throwa the oryatal onto tha floor.
Thera's A qui:k fizzle of flame, Reas

EXT. CANTINA BUILDING - CONTINUOUS ARS2

All three second-story windowa BLOW OUT with a KAABOOOML I
Tiny diamond shards of BROKEN GLASS raln down om us, falling

on the lookout and outdeor cantina patrona; who duck and cover
their heade. Two window A.C. UNITE break looma == ofo

tumbles to the sidewalk while the other danglea from its heavy
powar cord, swinging back and forth.

INT. TUCO'S OFFICE - CONTIRUQUS AS2

The sound MUTES, then gradually resolves into a high, buzzy

RINGING -- the ringing in our ears. This office is awash with
LIGHT now that the blackened windowa are gone. A thin haze of

gray SMOKE swirls through the place.
Gthar than the cobliterated windows, thers's really no othar

viaible signe of damage. At least not to the inanimate
objecta in the reom.

{CONTINUED)

4.
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Ko-Doge and Gonzo crouch, COUGHING and dazed. They rub their
eyss. Blood runs from their ncses. They fumble for their
pistols, one guy briefly dropping his on the floor.

ANGLE O TUCO, still in his chair, which has bean blown back
against the wall (it has whuulni. Though he's startled, he is
ramarkably calm. His ayes are locked...

ON WALT, still standing in his same spot. The concussion has
caused Walt's noge to blesed toos. But he doesn't let that atop
him. Now he picks ug the WHOLE PLASTIC BAG of what wa thought
Ea:ﬂn&th}[but is really highly explosive MERCURY FULMIRATE

Walt is fully prepared to drop the entire pound onto the floor
and blow averyone ug. himself included. Tuco gesturea to his
crew to hold their firae.

TUCO
What are you fucking nutsi?

WALT
(cold ag ice)
You wanna find out?

Standoff. Tuco would like nothing more than to signal his
henchmen to shoot Walt dead, but 1t doesn’t flinch. He
could ba bluffing, but he certainly dossn’'t show it. And aven
if thay marely tackled him, the explosives might still hit the
floor. 1In othar words, mutually assurad destruction.

F.’.ﬂ..ll.}'l oW

TUCO
You got balla. I*1l1 give you that.

(baat)
Alright, man. I*1ll give you your money.

Tuce alowly 8 up to opon him safe (it‘'s already unlnak-dé.

He hates leaing. As he counte out stacks of bille and stuffe
them into a money sack, he searchea for a way to save face...

TUHCO (CONT'D)
That crystal ur partner brought. Shit
sold i:ltlf than ten-dollar ase in T.J.
(baat)
What do you ll{ you bring me ancther
pound naxt waax?

Hot axactly what Walt expected. But it's really what he
wanted. And, just as important, what he pasds.

WALT

fa baat)
Money up front?

[CONTINUED)
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ky ghe
{cocky shrug)
Okay... Up front.

Two handed, Tuce lugs the bag over te Walt, holds it out (just
ag he did before he clocked Jesse). Walt notices the faint
lood stains om it. Glancea up at Tuco.

TUCO (CONT'D)
Sometimes you gotta rob to keep your
riches. But as long as wa got an
understanding...

They lock eyes for a tense beat, as Walt realizes it'a Jesse's
blaod on the « A wave of dark amotion comas over him. Ha

pauses, struggling with it. Until he finally takes the bag.

WALT
How about two poundae?

A beat, Tuco's lips curl into & subtle smirk -- “I like your
gtyle.” And then he nods.

Walt turns toward the door. But then, as an aftnrthugﬂgt,
gpins back around and TOSEES the baggle of EXFLOBIVE FAUX-

METH. Tucc catches it, wide-eyed.

WALT
Fulminated mercury. If I were you, I'd
very carefully scak it in water.

Tuco stands here frozen, glancing to his twe henchmen. Walt
turne agd walks out without a look back. Cool as Clint
Eastwood.

EXT. BTREET - CANTINA - MOMEMTE LATER 52

The steel door swings opan. Walt exits onto the atreat. He
takeg a faw stepe, than slowe to a stop.

We pull back to reveal the game CROWD of TOUGH HOMBRES who we
oaw in the Teaser. Drawn by the axplosion, they gawk at Walt.
In the background, emoke wiagg out of tha blown out windows.
Walt'e ayes are watchful. rins from one nostril. He
wipes it on his sleeva.

Money sack in hand, Walt strides inte the crowd, which parts
te lat him through. A POLICE SIREN blares in the distance,
and Walt picks up his pace.

Walt reaches his Aztek, unlocks it, and climbs inside. Ha
rests the sack on the passenger seat. Plunges his handa into
it, pulling up WADS OF BILLS. With a kind of incredulous
euphoria, he lets them fall through hie fingers.

{ CONTINUED )
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Walt peers out his windshield at Tuco‘s h artera. He's
chnrgig with adrenaline, exhilarated, as if flying high on his
OWTL d of meth.

His breath guickens. He pounds the steering wheel with his
palms.

Then he does it again. And again... Until he's pounding owver
;:d u:zr, harder and fagter, the little Astek gently shaking
nea him.

He doesn’t yell, but his bhreath comes out in guttural grunte
of exertion, punctuated by the sound of his hands slamming the
wheel in rapid succession -- so that the whole thing becomes
ona clamorous, P.I‘.'j.llﬂ]. burst of ener that from tha
deepest recesses of hias being -- I ALIVEILLL!

Suddenly, he etopa. Chest heaving. Sweat streams down from
hia templea. BHe gaspe for breath a beat. And then he drives
away.

CUT TO BLACK.



