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FADE IN ON!

A CI0SE UP of trousered legs svinging back and forth. A FARI.1ER
ve see only frou the uaist dorrn sits on the edge of a table and
slowry swings his legs. The heels of his old sorkboots click
together as he swS.ngs then. We see nothing else as he talks.
His voice is all gravel and cigarettes.

FARI.TER
Tobacco coue in early that year.
f rueuber that...coDe real early...

(uet cough)
I{ellslr--ry 169 John Deere got a
torque at ldle of near about 220
foot-pounds. 22Or11 snap a green
two-by-four like a piecera cold
ce1ery.. . Just go KL-CHUNK! !--
rip it like a aatchstick. Snap it
so clean, you souldntt even have
to sand dorn the ends--just take
it straightavay and build you soue
furrriture vith it.. .

(uet cough)
Yessir--thatrs a heap of torque...

The farmerts legs sving h1pnotically. I{e notice that--slovly
but surely--his left leg'is getting longer. The distance
betyeen his trouser cuff and his boot is increasing, and uore
and more calf-lengrth sock is creeping into view.

*[ffIeep your
bootlaces tied tight uhen youtre
around a PIO shaft vith that
kind of torque. Thatts a fact.

The faluerts left leg is longer yet. Suddenly--zipt--his leg
from knee to boot slides out of its trouser cuff and clunks on
the floor. The artificial leg stands upright briefly, then
falls on its side.

INT. CREAI.IER,'S FITTING ROOI{

BOBBY CREA}iER, L7, stares deadpan at the leg. He touches his
hand to the side of his head Like hers got a nigraine. He
glances left and right at his parents.

Bobbyrs parents stare at the leg, too. ltR. CREAIITER scratches
his chin and thinks. I.IRS. CREA}IER sDiles sueetly and gives the
grizzled farmer a shmg. Hr. and !lrs. Creaner are both



2

oveneight and Bobby is thin, but the falily resenblance is
noticeable.

}TR. CREMER
Bobby, you didntt tighten the
knee cup like I taught you...

Bobby gives a little shnrg. The faraer scratches at his stunp.

FARI.IER
Chafed at the top soue, too,
vhen I salked it around...

ltr. creauer nods at the faner. He turas to his son.

I,TR. CREIIIIER,
Gotta learn to eit ,Eu iight,
son... Fitting is four-fifttrs
of the job. And if a job'e uorth
doing, itrs uorth doing Eiglhg.

trlr. Creamer suiles encouragingly. The one-legged farmer suiles
too, then lets out a vet cough. Hr. Crearer notions Bobby to
pick up the artificial leg. Bobby stands rotionless. His non
gives hin a nudge.

}[RS. CRE.N{ER
Crton, Bobby--souetime today.

Bobby gingerly picks up the artificial leg. He carries it litce
it vas a dead raccoon.= He uunbles vittrout looking back.

BOBBY
lly nanets Eg!, l,lon.

I}TT. CRE.AIITER I S SHOWROOI,T--AFTERN@N

Sunlight streams through the plate glass front of the shorroou. '

Sun glints off display racks of orthopedic supplies, bedpans,
and art,if icial lirnbs. Bigger iteus like wheelchairs and
wa}kers are arranged near the vindous.

Bobby is behind the counter vith hls back to the front door.
He wears protective goggles and a dust rask. He stands at a
bench grinder, grinding dorn the fanerrs ney 1eg. Plastic
dust svirls. The vorkboot on the end of the leg is covered
sith a bread bag to protect it frou dust.

A radio plays Percy Faith. Bobby punches the station to rock
music. The rock song ends, and a short neus report is heard.



RADIO A}INOT'NCER
News Brief--brought to you by
Chevrolet Conrette.

Bobbyts eyes flicker. He EurEurs covetously.

BOBBY
99Jgel!9...

Bobby grinds the Ieg, oblivious to everything--including the
silhouetted figure entering ttre store behind hiu.

RADIO AT}IOT'NCER
The State Departnent of Corrections
today announced plans to pursue
business ties vittr ttre private sector.
In a Dove hailed by proponents of
prison refom, vork-release jobs for
uiniuun security irunates rill be
uade available by local businesses.
This story and aore couing up at
the five o'clock hour...

A rock uusic comnercial coues on. Bobby suddenly looks up frou
his grinding. He flips off the uachine and turns to face the
counter, pulling down his dust naslc. The blood seens to seep
frou his face.

ALLISON PELB0, 18, stands before the counter suiJ.ing at Bobby.
I{e only see her from the elbovs up. She is radiant, and looks
like she smells of lilac. The vaning sun coming through the
plate glass halo-lights her hair.

AI,LISON,
Hi, Bobby....hou you doing?
Is your Dad around?

Bobby yanks off his goggles and straightens his hair with his
hand. Plastic dust gets in his eyes. He fights to keep fron
blinking, but his eyes water fiercely.

BOBBY
Yeah, sure...uh... Et.(yett)
Dad? ! --

Bobby sets his goggles on the countertop shile he wipes his
eyes. He sets the goggles on the edge, and they fall off the
counter at Allisonrs feet.
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Allison picks up the gogrgles. She holds theu out to Bobby, and
ue see her arus for the first tine. The goggles dangle fron
a shlny steel grlpper clav uhere her rlght hand should be.

Bobby stops blinlcing and tries painfully hard to look couposed.
He blushes red. He hesitates, then reaches to take the goggles
frou Allisonts gripper clav.

Bobby pulls the goggles. The elastic strap stretches, but
Allisonts gripper doesntt let go. Allison flexes her upper
arts, then slaps blithely at her artificial forearn.

Bobby dunbly holds tlre goggles, not knorlng vhat e).se to do.
Hr. Creauer enters fron tlre fltttng roou and fltps the radlo
frou rock rnusic back to Percy faith. He raves at the glrl.

I,{R. CREN{ER
Hovtya doing, Allison?

Allison smiles and tugs at the control cable on her foreatil.
trtr. Creamer finds an Allen wrench in his breast pocket and
adjusts her gripper. The gripper pops open, and the gogfgles
snap loose and slingshot out of Bobbyrs hand.

Ur. Creaner looks underneath the counter for a can of WD-tlO.

I,IR. CREAUER
Joint just needs soDe lubrieating...

(spraying the arm)
Your neu arn isnrt in yet... I called
the factory E€p, and he says a vhole
shipnent of serrronotors is being held
up in Taiuan pending a custoros check.
I In real sorry about the yait.
rBout a uonth, naybe...

Allison chevs her lip and nods. Bobby stands back, fidgeting
and dying, and sneaking glances at Al.Iison shenever he can.
He sneaks a hand to the radio, eases the volune on Percy Faith.

AI,LISON
f just really vanted it for najorette
practice...it starts this veek.

}TR. CREAI,IER
Sorry... Yeah, ittd be great for that.
Oh, nan--itrs a beauty. Looks absolutely
real. Trrin servos for realistic novement,
digital grip feedback... I Dean, the
picture you say doesnrt do it justice...
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Bobby vinces at his dadts enthusiasu. ur. creaDer puts the cap
back on the t{D-40. He leans close to Allisonts face, squinting
hard into her eyes.

I{e11, heck. . .rH'dffiRh"r"r eyes.
I woulda bet Bobby five bucks that
your eyes uere blue, but he said,tNo, Daddy--they' re hazel. llith. . .
tiny little flecks of gold.r

(nodding)
He vas right...

Allison looks at Bobby, surlrrised. Bobby is blushed criuson,
in exquisite pain.

The old farner hobbles out of the fitting roon on crnrtches, his
eupty pant leg trailing on the floor. lltrs. Crearner follovs hiu
into the shovroou. The old farmer sqrints at Bobby.

FARI.iER
Gonr leave rne legless, young fel}er?--

The farmer sways and lets out another rret cough. llrs. Creauer
steadies hiu and nods Bobby to get back to vork. l,lrs. CreaDer
suiles and waves to Allison. I'tr. CreaDer turns to his vife.

}TR. CRENTER
Ruth--her eyes are hazel...

Bobby vants to find a hole to erawl into. He nunbly pulls his
goggles over his eyes. Through theu he glances around the rooD
at his parents, the farmer, and AIIison.
Allison returns his gaze. Bobby turns his back to all and
flips on the bench grinder. His face burns.

E}CT. CREN{ERIS STORE--IATE AFTERNOON

The sun sits on the horizon. Bobby flips the iClosedi sign,
shuts the door and checks that itts locked. He sighs, and
slouches toward the parking lot vhere his parents yait. The
sign says icreaDer Prosthetic LiEb t Bracei.

E}CT. PARXING IPT

ttr. and !lrs. Creamer sit in their lemon yellow Subanr pickup.
Hrs. Creaner sits behind the vheel. The conpany naDe is
painted on the doors. The tnrck is suaII, and the Creallers are
big, so the only place for Bobby to ride is the cargo bed.
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Bobby stares into the tntck bed, shaking his head to hinself.
t{r. Creamer glances at hia ln his side-viev uirror.

XR. CRELT.{ER
Store locked up, Bobby?

Bobby sighs again. He hoists hirnself into the tnrck bed like
a tired old uan

BOBBY
My namets Egb.

Bobby sits uith his lrnees pul,led up and his back braced against
ttre back of the cab. Ee closes his eyes. Inside, !lr. Creaner
turns to his rife and nutters.

IIIR. CREA}IER
Naue ' s &hbJ seventeen damn years.
I donrt get it...

ltrs . Creaner shnrgs and puts the tnrck into gear. She takes
off fast, racking Bobbyrs head off ttre back of the cab.

E)M. PICKUP TRUCX DRTVTNG

The yellow pickup crrrises through a suburban stretch of fast
food joints. Bobby stares glunly at young, good-looking
COUPLES scattered among the stores. There seen to be an
unusual nuuber of handsoEe, happy couples.

A silver Conrette Stingray, top otf, closes in behind the
pickup. Sunken into the leather interiorr ar Aryan GOD and
GODDESS, both in their early tventies, stare iupassively at
Bobby through mirrored sunglasses.

The Corrrette rides the pickup's tailgate. Bobby svallows and
stares at the beautiful couple, blinlinE fast. His cheeks get
pink. Up ahead is a railroad crossing. l{rs. Creauer doesnrt
even take her foot off the gas.

The pickup bumps over the railroad crossing, going airborne.
Artificial arms and legs--unseen by us till nov--rise up into
vieu, hang lazily in the air around Bobbyrs head, then falI and
crash back down in the tnrck bed.

Bobby stares deadpan back at the Conrette. He sinks down out
of sight.
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EXT. PICKUP BED

we look down on Bobby, Iying on his side in a fetal position
and hugging his stouach tight. He is surrounded by fiberglass
arms and legs. He lies in a stupor.

Bobby reaches up a hand to slide open the tnrck's rear windoy
reach-through.

BOBBY
l{on..? Dad..? I cruit.

IIIlf. PICKUP CAB

I'lr. Creamer stares back at Bobby. He and his vife glance at
each other, surprised.

E)CT. PICKUP BED

Bobby hugs his stouach. IIe lies on tris side anidst .the linbs
and thinks.

EXT. DN{NY !S BOUSE--ST'NSET

Bobby shuffles up the layn of a neat, upper-niddle class house
in a suburban neighborhood. A volvo station yagon is prouinent
in the driveray. A iFur is llurderi sticker is on the buuper.

Bobby rings the doorbell. Running footsteps are heard.

URS. KELBICK, a pretty but pinched youan, pops open the door.
she wears a big il,leat stinksn T-shirt over an expensive dress.
She frantically vaves Bobby around back.

}TRS. KEI,BICK
Dannyrs watering the backyard, Bobby...
Irm late for uy PETA meeting. Bye--

ilrs. Kerbick shuts the door. Bobby val.ks around the side of
the house, uuttering to himself.

BOBBY
EgE. Bob, Bob, Bob. . . .

EXT. DAI.INY I S BACKYARD

Bobby stands behind the house. A garden hose under his feet
stretches from the leaking spigot to the distant voods. Bobby
looks around. No one is in sight. Bobby follovs the hose.
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We track vith Bobby as he ualks across the backyard and lnto
the thick soods, follouing tlre hose. water trickles out of the
brass connections every fifty feet. The hose snakes around
trees and under bushes as Bobby picks his vay through.

E)CT. I{OODED ROADSIDE

DAI{NY KELBICK holds the end of the hose. He squirts ttre spray
grrn nozzle at the gulet neigtrborhood road the yoods abut 9Pon.
Bobby steps up beside hin and uatches as he vets dovn a ninety
foot section of asphalt. Danny doesnrt loo)< up.

DUTlrY
Whatcha say, Bob?

Bobby satches absently, his hands in his pockets.

BOBBY
I quit uy job vittr !y folks.
They live to rortlfy ne...
I uill not vork there one Dore dav.

DA}IINT
Spo. About tile, I figrure...

Danny finishes wetting the asphalt and tosses the hose out of
sight. Danny is Bobby's a9€, and heaqy. He uears a shirt
shich says 'rThatrs l,[r. Dickhead to You.i He checks his vatch
and glances up the road

Bobby chunks at the ground vith his heel.

BOBBY
I like vorking, though...Iike having a job.
l{aking Eoneyts cool. You gotta have it
to go to eollege. You gotta have it to
Eove out on your ovn and have a life...

(uunble)
Buy a Conrette... A silver Conrette.
Or rnaybe black. Thatrd be cool...

Danny nods and grrabs a furry plush toy frou a bag at his feet.
The stuffed aniual looks a lot like a real opossuD. Danny
sticks a safety pin through it and ties fish line to the pin.

DANNY
Doesntt this look real? I got this
at Hallnark for like, six bucks.
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Bobby nods. Danny jogs to the far side of the vet road and
sets the stuffed aniual in sone veeds. Danny jogs back across,
feeding out fish line b,ehind hin. Bobby uatches.

BOBBY
(sarcastic)

I guess naybe this vas funny once.

DN{IIY
(grin)

Iletre going for the record tonight.

Danny strings tlre nearly lnvisl.ble flsh line Lnto ttre thlck
roode. He checkE hls vatch agaln, then lotions for Bobby to
join hiu behind a tree. Bobby Just stares at hin, arns
crossed. We hear a car engine start.
Danny drops out of sight behind the tree. He sticks his hand
into view and frantically uavet Bobby to join hin. Bobby
frowns and strolls behind the tree. Be crouches beside Danny.

Headlights shine in the tvilight, zoouing cl.oser. l{rs. Kelbick
races her Volvo station uagon up the road tovard tllen.

Just as the Volvo hits the vet patch, Danny jerks the fish line
hard. The stuffed opossuu zips in front of the car.

The Volvo's sheels lock, and it skids a good eighty feet on the
vet asphalt, hooking its nose into the veeds on the far side
of .the road.

t{rs. Kelbick pouers down her vindov and glances around for the
opossuD. She shistles for it veakly, like shets calling a dog.
Hidden in the underbnrsh, Datuty shakes rith silent giggling.
Bobby shakes his head at .Danny.

t{rs. Kelbick povers up her vindov and pulls the Volvo back into
its lane. She slovly continues dorn the road.

Danny cones out of hiding. He vhistles like his uou did, then
Iaughs. - He _rattles a can of spray paint. Bobby follows hiu,
shaking his head.

BOBBY
She is your DoD, you sick bastard.
She couldrve urecked.

DA}INY
Shets got an airbag, alright?
Donrt fudge your undies...

l
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Danny crouches in the road rhere the skid narks end. He sprays
a bright red mark on the edge of the asphalt to nark the spot.

Danny sgrrints at the other dated nark on the road--the ney nark
is farther. Danny grins at Bobby

DAI{NY
A new course record! Soo!

Bobby stares off into the uoods, his nind elsewhere. Danny
caps bis spray can. The tvo stand silently in the center of
the guiet road, night falling around thea.

DAN}W
Anyruay--now that yourre out of a job,
you can coue vork vith ue at Zippiets!

Bobby chevs his lip and thinks. He vistfully shakes his head.

BOBBY
Naaah.. .

DA}INY
Itrs a priue job. f tn ay ovn boss--
at least when uy boss isntt around...
and hets never around. Hers got lit<e,
fourteen stores to overs€€...
I got flexible hoursr so I can vork
after school, oR on veekends...

(sly grin)
I can sell rayself beer. ..

Bobby shrugs and shakes his head. He stubs at the paveuent.

BOBBY
f just...I can't see having to near
that smock rith the little Zippie heads
printed all over it. And itrs got
those wide lape1s...and that big,
Greg Brady-Iooking ring zipper...

(veak)
ft looks dor\2... I donrt knov...

DAtTrrY
I{ho gives a fat rip?! I{hat are you,
Fashion Boy? Itts a prine job.

(snort)
Geez, Dan...if you uort']u that much
about }ooking dorky, you best not
hang out vith p.
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Danny is just joking, but Bobby ls stone-faced. He has
obviously given that nuch thought. Danny clears his tlrroat.

DA}INY
Allison Peabo thinks itrs a prine job.
She loves a Dan in uniform...
No, seriously...Allison coDes in pretty
often. She even got that ana of hers
hooked on the door handle the last tlue
she cane in.

Bobby blushes plnk and looks at the ground. Daruty nudges hlu.
DA}{T{Y

Allison Peabo, Dan. Fo}los your bliss...
Bobby snorts and shakes his head.

BOBBY
I could care less.

EXT. ZIPPIEIS TN & OUT--DAY

we TRACK BACK frou a big button that reads iThanks for your
Patience--I I u a Nes Ep].gye,' . The button is pinned to a
garish smock peppered sith elf faces. The suock is sorn by an
uncomfortable Bobby. Beside Bobby, Danny grins big.

Bobby and Danny stand in the parking lot of a convenience store
that looks uuch like a 7-Eleven. The boys stand ner<t to a
shite Pinto, one of only two cars in the lot.
Above the boys, a sign on the gable reads iZippiers In t Outi.
A f.iberglass Zippie the EIf face is in the center of ttre sigm.
Zippiers hugte, banjo eyes slouly tennis back and forth betveentrInn and iOuti, the electric uotor squeaking faintly. Zippiers
grin is ueant to be friendly, but verges on ruaniacal.

The Zippiets DISTRICT IIANAGER stands by his Pinto, shuffling
through papers. He signs souething against the carrs hood.
The Pinto has Zippiers face on its doors.

DTSTR,I T }TA}IAGER
Alright, Robert,. . .everlthing looks good.
Irve got your I{-4 fotil. Thatrll do it.
Daniel heretll show you the ropes.

(getting into his car)
Just give tre a call if you n n into any
probleus, and the Iike. Zippie's is
proud to have you aboard.
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Bobby forces a snile and nods goodbye. The district uanager
waves. Danny vatches hiu back avay, then turns to Bobby.

DA}INY
Lied and said you uere 27-, right?

Bobby nods, frowning down at his smock.

DAI-INY
SPO.

Danny nods, satisfied. He turns and heads inside the store.
Bobby listlessly follows.

I}IT. ZIPPIEIS IN I OI,I[

Bobby and Danny settle in behind the cash register counter in
the enpty store. Danny notices Bobbyrs unhappy preoccupation
sittr his neu unifoto. Bobby pulls off his iNeu Euployeei
button and stares at it.

BOBBY
I canrt wear this, Danny. ftts gay...

Danny shakes his head to hiuself. He glances out the vindov.

Visible through the full-length plate glass fronting the store,
a car puIls up to the gas puDps outside in the parking lot.
The burly DRI\/ER hops out and presses the intercoD. His volce
crackles through an inside speaker.

DRTVER (FTLTER)
Couldja turn on the regular unleaded?

Danny reaches for the punp switch, then pauses. He turns to
Bobby and grins.

watch this... 
DAIIITY

CIISE ON the intercon ssitch as Danny flips it on. Srniling,
he leans in close to the nicrophone.

E)TT. GAS PT'XP ISI.AND

Dannyrs voice echoes across the enpty parking lot.

DAITNY (FTLTER)
ItD sornz, sir--rerre out of gas.



The driver stares up at the
blinking, not sure vhat to
nozzle back in its holster,
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overhead loudspeaker. He stands
do. Then he sconls, slans the

and clinbs into his car.

INT. ZIPPIEIS IN & OT,IT

Through the uindov, ue see the nan drive auay. Danny grins.

DAIO{Y
I{e got gas. I just hate Hyundais.

Bobby stares at hil. Danny takes the rNeu elployeer button
frou Bobbyrs hand and pins it back onto Bobbyra chest.

DN{T{Y
Thatrs why this is such a prine job.
Autonony. Power. Did you see the
size of that guy? Could you have
sielded that kind of pouer at ttre
fake arn store, rorlcing for your folks?
Ilell no, f say. This is the best job
youtll ever have in hlgh school.

Bobby rrrbs at his nose and glances down at his uniforl again.
He looks up at Danny and sniles.

BOBBY
Pover is good.

(nuuble)
Just so long as ue dontt have
to vear hats, I guess...

Darury grins. He svings over the counter and points to the tall
cabinet that contains the cigarette eartons.

DAtItrY
Hey--check this out...

Danny pulls open the plexiglass cabinet door. A goofy recorded
voice that sounds suspiciously like Dannyrs speaks loudly.

cor{PurER volcE
Thank you for. . . . . .SIIOKING!

Danny closes and opens the door, uaking the voice repeat its
Eessage over and over. The boys laugh.

DA}INY
It said nl{elcome to Zippiersi before
I customized it.
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coor beans... 
B.BBY

Bobby swings hiuself over the counter.

DA}INY
Check this out--

Danny leads Bobby out of fraue. ctlf TO:

CI.oSE ON Dannyrs hand tristing a key in a coinbox.

In ttre back corner of the store, Bobby and Darury stand in front
of a video gaD€--rl{ARCr. The col.nbor door is open, and Darury
slaps the start button. The lraDe coaes to life

DA}IIY
Ilerers a perk--ve play for free.

Bobby settles at the controls, playing. Danny beans and
spreads his aras to indicate the whole of the store.

DAIINY
Is this not cool?! I could see being
a Eanager after high school. Start
vith one store...uork up to a uhole
chain of ret!. Thatrs serious bucks...

Bobby uachine guns the tiny dnrg dealers that svarn the screen.

BOBBY
I dontt know, Dan... I gotta do
souething inportant sith uy life.

DNINY
Ithat. . ?

BOBBY
(uunble)

I don't knor yet.

An electronic chiue sounds, announcing that the storets front
door has been opened. Danny turrrs his head.

DA}{NY
Hey--your first custoner!

Bobby abandons the game in progress. He fiddles vith his big
Iapels as he exits fraue. Danny locks the nachine. CtIt TO:
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CIOSE O}{ a six-pack of beer being s]id across the counter.

Bobby Dans the cash register. An Aryan god and goddess--both
seventeen, both vearing high school Jackets--are trying to buy
beer. I{e irnnediately recognize theu as the couple frou tlre
Conrette. They recognize Bobby, and he recognizes theu.

The god nerrously funbles out his driverrs license. As Bobby
frouns at it, Danny sidles up and places a pair of scissors in
front of hirn. Danny suiles and leans close to Bobbyts ear.

DAIITY
You get to ctrt tbe fake one,s
in half.

Bobby suiles with Eean delight--Darury has uade his day. As the
god veakly protests, Bobby slouly snips in half his fake ID.

The couple stalks out of ttre store, the boy nuttering rscreu
youi under his breath. Bobby taps a finger against hls brain.

BOBBY
High school jackets--snart.

Bobby relishes the Eouent, spinning the scissors gunfighter-
style on his finger.

DA}NTY
Zippiets is our litt1e fiefdon,
right?

Both boys grin. Bobby clenches tight ttre pieces of fake ID.

BOBBY
I pronounce this--icool.

E}M. HIGIIWAY--NIGHT

Crickets chirp along an enpty stretch of road. A nrsted
Pontiac Le llans--Dannyrs car--speeds through the fraue.

IIT[. DAlIltYIS CAR

Danny drives and Bobby rides shotgrun. A Zippie air freshener
dangles from the rearrries nirror. Bobby sips on a beer.

DN{NY
Good, huh? Beechuood aging--
thatrs the key.
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Bobby grins and nods. He covertly winces at the taste. Danny
clicks on the radio

ANNOI'NCER
. . .Controversial prison vork-release
prograE viIl begin ne:<t uonth. Critics
of the plan contend that lt is nothing
but a leans to reduce prison overcrowding,
vith little or no thought given to the
safety of ordinary citizens...

Neither Bobby nor Danny pay any attention to the neus re1rcrt.
The road is eupty. Darury grlns at Bobby, then J erlrs the
steering uheel hard to ttre left.
EXT. HIGI{I|AY

The car crosses the double yellov line into the left lane.

DAIINY (V.O. )
t{e I re in England ! ! I{e I re in England ! !

INT. DA}INYTS CAR

Bobby laughs and grabs at the vheel. Danny fights hiu off.
He lets the car drift back into the right lane again.

A}INOT'NCER
...Prison officials deny such allegations,
argruing that pubJ.ic safety is foreuost,
and that candidates for vork-release rill
go through rigorous screenings. Steve..?

D.J.
Kinda puts ne in nind of a song there,
Holly. Couinr at you, Southside!--

rBad to the Bonen plays. Bobby cranks it. He grins at Danny

BOBBY
Thatrs us, Dan...bad to tbe bone.

DANNY
Daun straight. Borrr to be scooter trash.

Bobby beams and nods. He buffs the nNev Eoployeen button on
his Zippiers suock. Danny notices and suiles to hiuself.
Danny huns to the song. Bobby hums too, feeling pretty cool.
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EXT. HIGT{WAY

Dannyrs car speeds away lnto the darkness, its taillights
grouing suaIl. iBad to the Bonei fades into the night.

FADE TO BIACK.

EXT. STATE' PRISON--I'TORNI}IG

A uist hangs in the air. Red brick prison buildings sit atop
ba1d, rolling hills surrounded by grazing cattle. Razor rire
and licroyave antennae glint prickly in ttre sun. A sigrn says
iGoochland Correctional Facllityr.
E)r8. UOTORPOOT ENrRI'}{CE

A corrections departnent van idles, vaiting. An arned DRI\IER
presses a button beside the big steel prison door. A loud fire
beIl rings, and tlre door clunl<s open.

Iarelve CONVICIS shuffle through the door in a neat, single-file
Iine, followed by a PRISON GUARD. No one ta1ks. The Den.s
eyes are straight ahead. The uen uear duII blue issue shirts
and trousers. They uake a beeline for the van.

Etm. cot lflrRY RoAD

The van uotors up and dorn the hilly nrral roads. It passes
a roadside cutting gang of tventy sveating COlwIetS and tvo
shotgun-toting GUARDS . The. van r s horn honks, and the giuards
vave. The van continues up the hill.
EXT. CUTTING GAITG

A shirtless black COl{VIef swings his scythe onto his shoulder
and peers at the van. The man gleaus vith sseat and is nuscled
lilre a panther. He has a scar across his face.

colwler
Sonuva...biteh.

A couple of other convicts glance up at hLu, then qulckly
return to their cutting.
E)M. AERTAL VIEW OF SUBT'RBS

Frou the air we look down on the prison van, folloving it as
the scenery changes from rrrral to suburban.
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I{e descend CIOSER. The van pulls into a Burger King parking
lot. The vanrs door slides open and tso convicts clinb out.
A I{ot{AN in a business suit hurries to ueet them.

Tbe van pulls out of the Burger King lot back onto ttre road.
It drives several hundred yards, then turns into the Iot of an
International House of Pancakes. The sane thing as before
happens--tvo Cot{VIefS get out to be uet by a WOttA}I in a suit.
NIt. ZIPPIEIS TN E OUT

Bobby and Danny stand behind the counter in their slocks,
looking surprised. Their dlstrict lanager and a rct{Alt ln a
business suLt stand before thea. The store is othenise erlpty.

DISTRICT I,{,A}IAGER
This is sort of an honor for you tro.
These two aen vill aluays vork your
shift--2:Oo to 7:OO ueelcdays, and
9:00 to 7:OO Saturdays... Yourll be
responsible for shoring theu the ropes,
and the Iike...

(presenting the voroan)
This is !ts. Delouche. Shers helping run
the progran. She vorks for the State.

t{s. Delouche crink}es her eyes shut as she sniles at the boys.

I{S. DEIOUCHE
I rm a lfellness Consultant. Hi. . .
This is a vetiv iuportant nes prograD,
fFuys... Basically, it has three goals:

l,ts. Delouche slowly counts off on her fingers.
l,ls. DEIOUCHE

One--instituting rehabilitative skills.
&--assiuilating offenders into society.
And three--uaking connections. . .
Instilling self-confidence and wellness.

l{s. Delouche nods as she talks. I{hen she finishes, she suiles
and vaits for a reaction. Bobby and Danny stare at her.

BOBBY
What--you Eean, uerre gonna be vorking
with, like...lfuys in prison..? \

Bobby and Danny look neriatous.
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DTSTRI T UA}IAGER
Uh, essentialLy. Theyrre non-violent. . .

A horn honks outside--the prison van idles at the far end of
the eupty parking lot. Ms. Delouche heads for the door.

US. DEIOUCTTE
Excuse Ee, guys.

lr[s. Delouche hurries across the parking lot to the prison van.
Bobby and Danny ratch through the plate glass.

DISTRIEI UNIAGER
Itrs not Just here...theyrll have reu
vorking all over. Trro aenrll rork
the UcDonaldts up the road...

DA}II{Y
llan... Food, Polks, and Scun.

DISTRTCT UANAGER
Just, uh...keep an eye on reu.
Donrt let theD use the phone...donrt
let them suoke inside the store...donrt
let theu use profanity around custouers,
and the like... Coumon sense stuff.
Youtre their'bosses shen theyrre here.

The boys look nunb. They turn their attention back outside.

Outside, ers seen through the plate glass, TldO ltEN duck out of
the van door and drop to the pavernent. They glance around the
lot through disinterested eyes, e:nrding dangerous coolness.

The taller Dan is black with a big 70rs Afro cut and a facial
tic. The younger Dan looks Hispanic. He uears a hair net,
shich the gruard yanks off his head. The Hispanic uan scouls.

CIOSE ON Bobby staring out the uindos at the Den. He looks
Iike souethingts caught in his throat.
EXr. PARKTNG rOT (C.U. THRU WItfDOrr)

The Hispanic aan catches Bobby staring at hiu fron inside the
store. He focuses on Bobby--returns his stare, not blinking.
I}flT. ZIPPTEIS IN & OUT

CIOSER ON Bobby. He stares, his eyes locked vith the nanrs.
He looks sort of hypnotized and his jar slackens.
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EXT. PARKING IOT (C.U. TIIRU I{I}rDOt{)

CITSER ON the Hispanic convict. His stare is intense and
unfriendly. It doesnrt yaver even as t[s. Delouche speaks
directly to the Ean. The uan ansuers her, stiIl peering inside
at Bobby. We donrt hear vhat they are saying.

INT. ZIPPIEIS IN & OI'T

Bobby finally blinks and drops his €yes.

EXf. PARXING IrA (C.U. TIIRU WINDOI{}

His face goes pirtt(.

The Eispanic convict gives a hard lltt1e sul.le. He turns and
nods at lls. Delouche, Iistening to her as she talks
t{s. Delouche and the tuo convicts walk across the lot tovard
the store, Hs. Delouche talking the rhole vay. Behind ttren,
the prison van pulls onto the road.

INIT. ZIPPIETS IN & OUT

Danny and the district Eanager are unayare of the silent
transaction that just occurred betueen Bobby and the convict.
The district Danager turns fron watching the nen approach and
picks up a big loO-count box of natchbooks frou the countertop.
He hands the box to Danny.

DTSTRICT I,TAIIAGER
(1ow1

And, uh. . . one ottrer thing.
Keep uatches ayay fron the black guy.

Danny stares at the uatch bor in his hand. He looks at the
district tlanager wide-eyed, as does Bobby.

BOBBY A}ID DAIO{Y
Huh?--

The electronic chiue sounds as the uen enter the store.
DISTRICT UANAGER

(uutter)
Hide I eD--

Danny chucks the box underneath the counter. The three guickly
turn and face l{s. Delouche and the tvo convicts. tlts. Delouche
frips through notes on her clipboard. she reads from then in
order to make her introductions.
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I'tS. DEITUCHE
Robert Creaner and Dani€l.. . . Kelbick?
Did I say that right..?

Danny gives a tiny nod. The convicts glance around the store.

I{S. DEIOUCHE
(big snile)

Ird llke to introduce Gully Slalls
and Paco.. . Dos...llh..?

The Hispanic convict stares at Bobby for a full beat before he
ansuers. llis accent is substantl.al.

HISPNIIC CON
Paco...Dos Espadas.

Paco gives a hard, brief little suile. Gully--the black
convict--studies the ceiling, and his face tics. Bobby
ssallovs and looks at ttre floor. Danny gives the tro Den a
half-hearted Yave.

The district Eanager cones to life, clapping bis hands together
and grinning nerrrously at the convicts.

DTSTRICT UANAGER,
Gentleuen, uerre proud to have you.
l{y naue is l,lr. Art}rbert, and Irr t}re
Goochland district nanager for
Yuketsu Heany Diesel, vhich licenses
the Zippiers In t out chain of stores
It11 be your boss here at Zippiets.
If yourll follow ne to the stoc)<roou,
ve I 1l get you your uni,fon suocks
and the like...

The district Danager strides a couple of steps tovard ttre back
roou. The convicts stand their ground. The district Danager
hesitates and looks back at theu, not sure rhat to do.
FinaIIy, they follov hiu sluggishly out of fraDe.

Bobby and Darmy are left alone in the front of tbe store sittr
lls. Delouche. The voDan puts doun her clipboard, taps a
Virginia Slins out of its pack, and flicks her lighter at it.

I,IS. DEIOUCHE
This place is kinda eupty, isnrt it?

Danny gives a little shnrg. Next to hiu, Bobby stares toward
the back room, visibly shaken.
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Danny glances at the floor. CIDSE ON the floor--a single book
of uatches lies open next to hi.s dirty hightop sneakers.

Darury and Bobby both stare dovn at the book of natches. They
glance at each other. Bobby picks up the latchbook and shoves
it deep in his pocket. Danny eyes ttre back roon.

EXT. PARICTXG I'T--IATER

The district Danager and l,[s. Delouche clilb into the coupany
Pinto. Their backs are to the store.

IiS. DEI,UCEE
f thtn* Yerre off to a good start.

The district rnanager nods auiably, starts the car, and pul1s
out of frrne. We see Bobby and Danny yatching theu forJ.ornly
frou inside the store.

INT. ZIPPTEIS

Bobby and Danny are pressed to the vindov, staring out like
orlrhans. Behind then, Paco and Gully core out of the back rooD
vearing their nep employee suocks.

Paco saunters to the vindou beside Bobby and Danny and peers
outside. He rolls up hls suock.s sleeves to the shoulders.
The boys stand stil1 and try hard not to look uncoufortable.

Gully glances around behind the enpty counter, then dlsappears
into the back roou. He reappears vith an enpty uilk crate.
He sets it on the floor behind the register and sits on it.
Wtren he sits dovn, ye see just his hair over the counter.

Paco .glances at the big button on his srock, the one that readsrThanks for your Patience--Itn a Ng holovee.i He snorts and
plucks it off hj.s srnock. He drops it atop the nevspaper rack
and sanders the store
Bobby and Danny exchange glances. Tbey turn to Paco, lookingr
like they really want to say soEettring, but cantt quite find
the courage. Paco stands in front of the blg plexlglass
cigarette cabinet, .studylng its content-s. He opens the door.

CII{PUTER VOTCE
Thank you for. . . . . .SI{OKfNG!

Paco blinks. As seen over the countertop, the top of GuIIyts
head turns slightly.
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Paco bursts out laughing, startJ.ing Bobby and Danny. Pacors
laughter fills the griet store. He closes and oPens the
cigarette cabinet again.

CO}TPUTER VOICE
Thank you for. . . . ..SHOKfNG!

Paco laughs and continues to open and close the door. Bobby
and Danny turn back to face ttre uindov. Together they look
outside, silently vishing they uere anyrhere else in the vorld.

CIoSE ON the big clock on ttre vall--ltrs a couple of rinutes
after nine. Pacors laughter slou1y FADES.

}IO!flTAGE SET TO DoWNBEAT BLI'ES

A soda tnrck is parked outside. Bobby and Danny stntggle into
the Zippiers vith hearry steel soft drink caruristers, dragging
then through the store to the back rclou. They eye Paco as they
stumble past the counter.

Paco lights a cigarette. He leans against the rnagazine rack
and rrrns his thuDb dovn the selection, tugging out an issue of
iGuns and Anmoi. He reads, ignoring Bobby and Danny as they
bust their asses nearby.

Behind ttre counter, Gully sits on his nilk crate staring up at
the hot dog wamer. A heat larnp uakes the rotating hot dogrs
sizzle. Gul1y stares into the heat laup, hlpnotized.

E)ERA CI0SE ON the lazily spinning hot dogs. Their deep red
surfaces pucker and sueat viscous juices under the heat lanp.

Gully stares, not blinking. His face tics.
Bobby and Danny notice Gullyrs strange preoccupation. They
glance uneasily back at Gully as they uanhandle their soda
cannisters into the back rooD.

CI0SE ON the clock on the ralL. It is nov tnelve noon.

In the corner of the store, Paco plays a Dean 9.-e of tNARCr.
He gets nad and vhacks the uachine uith his fist. A CUSIOIIER
vith an aroful of burritos glances over at hil. Paco tneers
and turns the key in the uachine, starting another gaDe.

A short line of CONSTRUCIIION WORKERS stands at the register to
pay for their purchases. Bobby and Danny ring theu up and
distribute lottery tickets. They have to step awkvardly around
Gully, the top of whose head still peeks over the counter.
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Danny leans over Gully and reaches a pair of tongs into the hot
dog yarner. As his tongs close around a hot dog, he glances
at Gu1ly and notices the convlct is staring at hin. Danny
freezes, not sure vhat to do. He lool<s to Bobby for help.

CI0SE ON the clock--four orclock.

outside, Bobby sueeps the parking lot. Paco coues out of the
store and stands in ttre path of Bobbyts sweeping. Bobby
hesitates, ttren swallovs his pride and sveeps around the nan.
Paco doesnrt acknorledge the boyrs existence.

Paco stares thoughtfully at tlre voods acroas the road frou tbe
Zl.ppiers store. He takes a laet puff on hLs clgarette and
flicks it rhere Bobby Just srept. Paco absently cheys a
thunbnail and keeps staring at the uoods.

CI-SE ON Bobby, his head dourr, sueeping. Anger festers in his
eyes. Be ctnrshes out the cigarette and sueeps it up.

We see the Zippiets store fron the parking lot. A handful of
cars and pickups disappear as afternoon DfSSOL\/ES into early
evening. A blue slqz aoon appears behind Zippie the Elf.
CIOSE ON Zippiers eyes, clocking back and forth.
CIOSE ON the clock on the sall. The final seconds till seven
orclock tick auay under the sveep hand.

ET{D OF HO}ITAGE.

rlf,r. zrPPrE r s

Bobby and Danny stand behind the eounter at the
Gully still sits on his uilk crate, though nov he is

register.
asleep and

snoring softly, his head propped betveen his knees.

Paco sits on the back counter ne:ct to the Tsunaui uachine, his
face buried behind a copy of iTrle Detectiver uagazine.

A pretty BIACK llOttN{--the only sustoner in ttre store--steps up
to the counter rith a three liter bottle of soda.

BI,ACK TIOHA}T
Hi Bobby...Danny! I didnrt know
you two worked here!

Bobby and Dgnny force grins on their faces. They nod.
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DA}TNY
Hi, Hs. HuDphrey...

BOBBY
Hi, lrts. Hunphrey. . .

(nunble)
If you could Eaybe call ue Bob...

Frou the back counter, Paco eyes the vonan and licks his lips.
He nutters something in Spanish, barely audible.

Bobby shoots a ner/ous glance at Paco, then rings up the soda
on ttre cash register. ll8. Huaphrey is gtaring at the sleeping
Gu1ly, eyebrors furroued. She turns back to the boys.

I{S. HT'I{PHREY
(good-natured)

I hope you reDerber yourve got a
civics test l,londay. I expect Ats!

rn the background, Paco snorts. Bobby brushes. t{s. Hruphrey
grances at Paco as Bobby hands her her change. paco licks hislips at her again.

H=: Hunphrey turns back to ttre boys, confused. Bobby iscrirnson. Danny slides he.r bagged soda tosard her and shakes
his'head, hel.pless and apol,ogetic. There is an awkuard beat.

t{S. HT'}IPIIREY
Alright, boys... See you in e1ass.

Danny gives her a liup uave. Tbe door chines as she exits thestore. Paco ?ays souething louder in spanish as she departs,
.verbally chasing her out the door.

The store is quiet. suddenly, Bobby vhans shut the cashregister, startling Danny and avakenlng cully.
BOBBY

(to Paco)
DO YOU WORK HERE, OR WHAI? ! --

Bgbby brurts this out angriry, but vith a pubescent squeak.
His cheeks blush red and he louers his eyes.

Paco lowers hi-s_ uagazine and stares evenly at Bobby. Gully
turns on his nilk crate and stares at Bobby, too. I{ith greal
difficulty, Bobby forces hinself to continue.
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BOBBY
Yourve been here ten hours, and you
havenrt done anything. You havenrt uade
any effort to help out at aI1, or do any
vork. Not only that, but you treat the
customers like... You treat 'el Ei!.(svallor)
Danny and I son't put up vith ttrat.

Bobby glances at Danny for aoral support, and finds Dotie.
Danny stares at hiu rJ,de-eyed.

Paco and Gully continue to stare at Bobby.

PACO
I{hy dontt you get us fired, aan?

BOBBY
tfe could do that. I{erve got seniority,
and ve cou...u€ could do that.

Paco closes his nagazine and sets it beside hir. Ee slides off
the counter. He sticks his head under the Tsunari uachlne,
flicks open the valve and drinks from the Dr. Pepper dl.spenser
like itts a water fountain. He vipes his uouth on his Bleeve.

Paco saunters across the store to join the ottrers behind the
customer counter. A faint suile is on Pacors face. He strolls
right up to Bobby, vho shrinks back a little
Paco turns and points Bobbyrs attention to Gully. Pacors voice
is quiet and his accent is thick.

PACO
I bet you vonder uhat hers been
staring at all day... Rigbt?

Bobby and Danny eye Gul1y. Danny nods,

PACO
Ask hiu. Ask Gu1ly vhat he sees.

The boys hesitate. Paco nods then to ask.

DA}{NY
UD. ..GuIIy, vhat do you...see?

Gu}lyts face tics. He draws his knees closer.
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Virgin Mary

Bobby and Damy nod idiotically. Paco folds his atos.

PACO
Wherever therers a bright light, Gully
sees the Virgin l{ary. Thatrs why
he lilces the sun, car headlights,
fires... He likes fires. Used to set
thern all over Southside before he got
caught--Just to see the Virgin !1ar7...

cullyrs face tics. Bobby and Danny shrink baclc. Paco enlleg.

PACO
Ask me vhy f rn in prison, llr. Seniority.
Itts pretty drauatic. It got ue onnAnericars Host lfanted'.

(sigh)
They got sone gringo to play ne.
He wasnrt half as pretty as I aD.

Bobby svallovs hard. Through the vindos ue see the prison van
pulI into the lot. Bobby and Danny are relieved to see it.
The vanrs horn honks. Gully shuffles outside. Paco follovs
hiu, turning back to Bobby and Darury.

PACO
See you on Honday, high school boys.

Bobby and Danny watch nunbly as the tvo convicts approach the
van. The prison lfuard pats theu dovn before they board it.
Danny turns to Bobby.

DA}INY
What are you--a lunatic?

BOBBY
BfTB !lE! Wtrere uere you to back le up?

(sarcastic)nI got p@Er autonoly, n you said.rrZippiers is our litt1e fiefdon!i

Bobby anErily rifles around behind the counter, Iooklng for
sornething. Danny sluups where he stands, deflating.
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DA}INY
trlan, let's just get out of here.
Itrs tine to go houe.

BOBBY
Not till the next shift shovs.
Thatts ttre job, reuember?

Bobby finds shat hers looking for--a bottle of spray cleaner
and paper towels. He strides to the Tsunaui nachine and vipes
the Dr. Pepper dispenser vigorously, disinfecting all trace of
vhere Paco touched it rith his Lips.

DA}{rrY
So...what do ve do nou..? I{e canrt
change shifts and still go to school.

( lov)
Do se quit..?

Bobby glares at Pacors rTme Detectiver aagazine on ttre counter
beside hin. He picks it up and lets it hang at his side.

BOBBY
I like this job--betterrn artificial legs.
And I need the noney for ny Conrette. . .
This is our fiefdon, right? It's ours.

(forcing courage)
Guy's not gonna scare De into quitting.

Danny gives an unsure nod. Bobby valks to the uagazine rack
trittr the iTrtre Detectivei. As he reacbes to place Pacors
rnagazine back in the rack, a second nagazine falls out of the
first and suacks on the floor.

Bobby picks up the previously hidden nagazine. It is the
current issue of iForb€si, vith cover stories like iBov to l{ake
the lrlost of Your Tax Shelteri. It looks rell-thunbed.

Bobby studies the copy of nForbesr, surprised. He glances up
at Danny, vho is likewise intrignred by Pacots reading uaterial.

E)(f. STATB PRISON.-NIGBT

A fulI Doon
Yellos light

I}TT. PRTSON

hangs over the Goochland Correctional Facility.
glows frou the prisonrs barred vindows.

CELL BIOCK

We track slowly down a tier of closed, barred celIs. A PRISON
GUARD clicks briskly dovn the aisle, his keys jingling.
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rOR!{ A LINE'.-O'*
With a Bassive whirr-cIunk, the celL doors all slide open.
Dozens of COtWIgfS step out of their cells, turn sideuays, and
folm a line dorrn the aisle.

The listless convicts sait in place, urnbling to theuselves.
They sear prison-issue shover robes and sllppers. We track ln
on Paco in the niddle of the line. He uears his hairnet and
chevs gnrn fast. He looks cool and cocky, and speaks to no one.

IIfiT. PRISON SHOWER^S

The Den shoser in a long, u91y, rhite tile rooE. Hoots and
Iaughter echo off the tile. Stean hangs in the air.

Paco lathers under his arDs and glances up at ttre taller uen
showering on either side of hia. He grins.

PACO
Shit, Daa-an--day vork-release is a dreau.
Free beer, free food, free cigarettes,
and the bitches that coDe in...I-yi-yi...

Paco glances at the two men to see if theyrre listening. They
donrt seen to be. He plows ahead, grinning.

PAC!
I got it on, nan--tvice. This fine
uanasita cone in to buy lottery tickets?

(nodding)
I{e did the si}d thing._..ru-ur-gs!

Paco does a little trwild thingi dance under the shoser head.
The big nan to his left pays no attention. Instead, ttre nan
is frowning at the tiny sliver of soap he has left in his hand.

PACO
She said she gonna telI all her friends...
Then }ater, I got it on uitb ly old lady,
but that donrt really count. She gonna
come by for ue once everv shift...

The big man drops his tiny sliver of soap and bnrsquely grabs
Pacors full bar. Paco blinks, then tries to sound cool.

PACO
Yeah, man... Go ahead...
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Paco stands absently scratching at his chest as the other aan
lathers. Paco stares at the vaII, deflated.

The hoots and laughter in the shouer die, alnost like soDeone
puIled the plug on theu. Nov ttre only sound is the vhoosh of
Lhe shower nozzles. Ttre big nan next to Paco glances over his
shoulder. He quickly turns back to face the vaIl.

Standing in the shower rooE entrance is a black nan vitlt a scar
on his face. We iuraediately recognize hil as being ttre angry
convict with the sclthe vho vas featured earller.

The uan uears a fuchsia
prison-issue, vith the
breast. The Ean, LEVON,
on Paco.

shorer robe, fancryz and obviously not
nale rleVonr hand-eubroidered on ttre
coolly looks around. His eyes settle

Paco is the only uan under the shovers not to have glanced back
at LeVon. Paco suallovs and stares at the tlle ualI, Lntensely
avare of uho is nov noving to stand behlnd hin.

LEI'ON
You cantt shover vithout soap, Paco.

Paco scratches at his neck and still doesnrt turn around.
LeVon pulls up his sleeve, reaches to take ttre bar of soap frou
the big Dan, then hands it to Paco. Paco gives a little Dod.

I.EVO}I
So--hov Yas ]rour first day at gy job?

PACO
l{ent good, LeVon.

LeVon slips out of his fancy robe and hands it to a nearby
convict. Naked, h€ takes a step foryard and enters the shorer
strean, stands six inches behind Paco. Paco tenses.

LEX/ON
Wrong ansver.

(leaning closer)
Hold on to that soap...

Through superhunan effort, Paco sets his Jav into the coct<y
sneer we saw earlier. He lathers vigorously and tries hard to
sound fim. We realize that his Hispanic accent has vanished.
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PACO
Look, Dan...Irm sorry I got the job
instead of you. You been here a lot
Ionger than I have, and you deserrre it.
Blane it on Affir"oative Action...
Yourre b1ack, and the denographics said
they needed a Latino...

LeVonIs expression darkens.

LEvON
I dontt give a shit about delographics.
I live to ge}l--be lt guns or candy bars.
Your job ls Uy Job--f rr ne:<t ln llne.

PACO
Why ae? Why not Gu1ly?--

LEvON
You look easier to scare

The vater pounds dosn on Pacots head. He stares at the white
tile inches frorn his face.

PACO
It rould look bad if I Erit. If I
see this thing through, -the parole board
night give ue early release...

. (uunble) ? .,-- r ! --: ..I vant out of this dunp. I sonrt quit.
The uen in ttre shoser rooE are quiet. Paco inhaLes and rraits
for something to hapPen.

tevon smacks Paco in the back of the bead, crackJ.ng his
forehead against the tile. IIe grabs Pacors bair and cranks his
head baclc so the shover is blasting hil in tbe face. A cry of
bloodlust goes up anong the inmates, echoing off the tile.

PACO
GUARD! --

The inuates laugh. Paco flails his bands, not fighting back,
but just trying to get LeVon to Let go. IeVon grins.

LEVON
Que pasa, little uan?

Paco chokes on the shorrer spray as he yells.
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PACO
GUARD! ! --

FinaIIy, somewhere a door clunks open. LeVon lets go of Pacots
hair. A GUARD sticks his head into the shower rootr.

GUARD
Quiet down and finish your showers!

The nen turn auay fron Paco and shuffle back under their shorer
nozzles. llany snicker to theoselves.

LeVon renains behind Paco. He pokes a sharp finger lnto ttre
saall of Pacors back.

I,SVON
I donrt care vhether you quit, are
fired, or get run over by a beer tmck.
I want ny iob.

LeVon turns avay. Paco stands lotionless under the pounding
vater, eyes on the floor. He closes his eyes tight.
Surrounded by the bigger, tougher irulates, paco looks like vhat
he is--huniliated...out of place...lou lnan on the toteu pole.

SI-H FADE TO BIACK.

rNT. I,TAI,L DEPARTT{ENT STORE--DAY

CI,OSE ON a socked foot being placed in a foot sizer. A nanrs
hand dips into fraue and thunks ttre vidttr bar into place.

sALESlrAt{, (O.S. )
Size. . .ten. All-righty. . .

Ile are in the shoe departuent of a J.c. penneyrs. The sAr,Esl,IAtI
stands up and disappears into the back roon. Bobby innediaterypulls his foot out of the sizer and srips it into tris old shoe.
He looks self-conscious, grances reft and right for ritnesses.
Bobbyrs-nother sits dovn next to hin. she vatches, puzzled,
as he ties his old shoe.

URS. CREA}TER
Why are you putting it back on?
Herll be out vith the nes one
in just a minute.
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BOBBY
I donrt like having one shoe off...
It looks retarded.

Bobby hops up and Eoves over a seat, creating a space betseen
him and his uother.

BOBBY
Geez, ttlou--couldn,t yarll have
just lent ue the credit card?
I can shop for myself...

}i5IS. CREAIITER
(sharp)

You could pay for it yourself, too.
Yourve got a job...

BOBBY
I rm saving up for a Corrrette. . .

Bobbyrs dad appears from behind an orthopedic shoe display.
He holds out a Xeds Van--a laceless, black and vhite checker-
board boater that vent out of style in 1984.

I{R. CRELI|TER
Bobby--un. . .uh. Bob. . .
These are only fourteen bucks.
I Dean, I knov you cantt pulp air
into reD or anything, but...

ttr, Creamer offers Bobby the shoe. Bobby just stares up at hin
as if he was a l{artian. t{r. Creaner puts the shoe back.

l{rs. Creamer crosses her ar:as tight and frowns.

t]E[S. CRE.il}TER
I cantt believe theyrd have you
and Danny vorking vith prisoners.
I just...souethingrs vrong rith that.

Bobby stares glup1y at the floor. His dad coDes over and
starts to sit dosn in the eupty chair betueen Bobby and his
uother. Bobby glances at hirn and t{r. Creaner catches hinEelf .
He sighs, and sits-dorn on the far side of his vife.

}TR. CRE.AI|TER
It doesntt sound good to ne either.
You can alirays cone back to vork
for g, Bob. I tlrink you ought to. ..
You left us in the lurch vhen you quit.
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BOBBY
I didn't leave you in any lurch!
You don I t need three people to :rrrn
that store--therers only so Eany people

ltr. Creamer frovns off in the other direction.
tM,. CRELI.IER

Yeah, well--norern you think, trlister...
(puzzled)

I stilI canrt believe you rork vith Datuly.
You hate to be seen in publlc uith hiu.

Bobby nrbs at the corner of his eye and loolcs at the floor.
He gives a littl.e shrug. Mrs. Creaner shakes her head and
frorrns at her husband. He ignores her.

UR. CRtill'tER
Why will you vork vith Danny and not us?

Bobby stares at the floor. !tr. creaner uaits for an ansyer.

The salesnan pops through the curtain earrying a big, colorful
shoebox. He hands the box to Bobby and suiles.

SALESTT{AN
A11 the kids are yearing these.

Bobby grins at the shoebox. C(If TO:

crpsE oN Bobbyrs ord sneakers being tossed into the trash can.

crosB oN Bobbyrs new shoes as he steps into fraue vearing theu,
checking then out in a uirror. The couprex Reeboks punps 1ook
like they yere just driven off an autonobil.e asseobly line.
Itlr. and l,trs. Creauer step fomard and scnrtinize their sonrs
neu footwear. Bobby kneers and vigorously puDps the air
bladder--FOOSH--FOOSH. Bobby grins up at his pirents.

BOBBY
Cool beans, huh?! I uean, Iru no
slave to fashion...just, ergononically
speaking, these are the ones to get.

FOOSH--FOOSH--FOOSH. !tr. CreaDer squints at the price tag on
the box. !lrs. Creamer reads over his shoulder and shakes her
head. Bobby vigorously punps up the other shoe.
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BOBBY
Whatrs the uh...optiuun nunber of pumps?

SALESI,TA}I
Ittake ren tight. Tight as you rant.

(to Bobbyrs parents)
Funny thing--the little air bladders keep
the shoes on aa tight as the laces do.
So, itrs the style nou to punp the
shoes uay up, and leave the laces untied.

Bobby is listening elosely.

HRS. CREAI'IER
Sounds dangerous. . .
Bob--if uerre going to get these,
you consider it an early Christuas
present. Reuenber that in Decenber.

Bobby finishes untying bottr shoelaces so that they hang loose.
He leaps up and nods to tris uom, grinning.
I}TT. UAT.I. CONCOT'RSE

l,tr. and llrs. CreaDer anble side by side through the busy mal}.
Bobby shuffles a pace behind then, his eyes darting left and
right like hers sith the Secret Serrrice, and not his parents.
His long, untied shoelaces drag the ground.

I'lr. and l{rs. Creamer stop at an escalator and look back,
raiting for Bobby to catch up to theu. Bobby begnrdgingly
closes the distance. The three board the up escalator.

IMT, UALL UP ESCAIATOR

The CreaDers ride sith a handful of other PASSENGERS. Bobbyts
uon and dad suddenly smile big and yave.

I,TR. CREAITER
HEY TITERE, ALLISON!--

Bobbyrs head suings around like itrs on ball bearings.

Descending torard them on the dovn escalator is Allison Peabo,
a personal resurne held in her steel gripper cIaw. She sniles
uaruly at the fanily.

ALLISON
Hi!--Guess vhat? I just nov got
a job at the ear-piercing booth!
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Bobby and AIIison shirr past each other as she talks. Bobby
nods and sniles big, his face turning pink.

l.lRS. CREA,I.IER
Thatrs great, honey!

I{R. CREAI.TER
Hey--uaybe yourll seII Bob one of
those little cruy earrings!--

trtr. Creamer flicks Bobbyts earlobe. Bobby cringes. Allison
smiles and vaves. Bobby faces forward and glares daggers at
his dadre back.

clpsE oN Bobby t s feet--he gives the escalator a sharp klck.
The fat, untied laces of his new sneakers lie in the grooves
of the escalator steP.

INT. I,IAI,L ESCAI,ATOR IA}IDTNG

t{r. and l{rs. Creauer step off the escalator. Behind theu,
Bobby pines back at Allison as he reaches the landing. He
turns to step off and abntptly falls on his face.

Bobby sprauls across the landing, the laces of his left shoe
caught in the steps. He gets jerked backrard as his shoelace
feeds into the uachinery. The people behind hin have to hop
over hin to avoid tripping.

CIoSE ON Bobbyrs shoe--the sneaker itself gets caught in the
machinery. Leather squeaks as the shoe vedges tighter and
tighter. The escalator shudders and slovs. The ovenorked
motor vhines.

A uurmur goes up fron the PEOPLE gathering around the landing.
No one knors rhat to do. Bobby flails his free leg.

t{r. and l,Irs. Creaner, still walking, tutr upon hearing Bobby
yelp. Their eyes go wide and they rrsh back.

TWO MEN grab Bobbyrs aras, lifting hiu. The escalator vhines.
The nen puII, and Bobbyrs foot colles out of the trapped shoe.
As the nen lift Bobby to his feet, the escalator grinds forvard
and the inflated Reeboks Punp POPS like a rifle shot.

INT. }TAI,L I'WER I,EVEL

The loud POP echoes through the uaII, turning heads everlmhere.
Allison Peabo stops and turns back, looking for the source of
the bang.
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INT. I{AI,L UPPER LEVEL

Bobby, in one shoe and one sock, stands amidst a snall crowd.
He and everyone else stare as uhatrs left of his neu sneaker
fJ.ops back and forth on the treadnill of the escalator.

Bobby suddenly turns and notices Allison on the lower level,
staring up at hirn. Bobbyrs eyes riden in horror.

EXT. CREAMERIS PICKUP TRUCK--DAY

we look straight dosn on the bed of ttre yellov pickup tnrck.
Bobby vaults hiuself otrer the bed uall and crashes flat on hls
back anong the scattered arns and legs. He tries to disaptlear.
Tears sparkle in his eyes, and he shuts ther.

The tntck doors sIaD and the engine starts. The tnrck eases
forvard, giving us a vies of Bobbyrs lower body. on his feet,
Bobby uears the checkerboard Keds Vans, the ones that yent out
of style in 1984. The tnrck continues on out of fraDe.

DISSOTVE TO:

EXT. PTCKUP TRUCK DRTVING

The Creamerrs truck crrrises through traffic dorn an endless
stretch of fast food, cineilexes, and Japanese car dealerships.
We canrt see Bobby, pasted flat against the tnrck bed.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK CAB

l{rs. Creamer drives. She shakes her head.

I{RS. CREA}TER
Tno hundred bucks dorn the toilet.

ttr. CreaDer glances through ttre rear uindov at Bobby, then
stares for-rard, depressed. He and his sife speak in lov tones.

UR. CRBAHER
I{try does he get so eubarrassed?--
Lately he acts like hers gonna
actually die of eubarrassnent...

I,TRS. CREATTER
Itrs a stage--herlI get through it.
Hers very self-conscious... I{hen hers
the center of attention, he feels like
an ant getting fried under a uagmifying
glass. He told ae that.
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l,tr. Creaner chews his Iip.
t{R. CREAI.ER

Hers enbarrassed by us. Ug.

I,IRS. CREAUER
So? Hers embarrassed by everythinq.
Dontt take it personally.

(shnrg)
l{aybe that Zippie's job is the best
thing for hiu... Prisoners and aII.

tlr. Crearoer considers this. He frosns out ttre side vindov.

ETT. R,AILROAD CROSSING

The little pickup speeds torard the previous).y-visited railroad
crossing. The brakelights donrt even flash. The trrrck bounces
over ttre rails, sending plastlc arns and legs flying into view.

INT. PRISON COI,II{ON ROOI,I--NIGTIT

We track past barred vindows and I{USCUIAR INI,iATES sorking out
uith veights. t{e settle on Paco sitting by himself at a tab1e,
smoking and staring into a styrofoau eup filled sith coffee.

Nearby, a handful of INIIATES sit around a big color television,
natching a ball game. The Denrs backs are to Paco--no one in
the roou pays any attention to bin.

The BfccEST ltA}t in front of the T.V. grabs the cable box and
svitches through the channels, coaplaining about the gaue. An
argrument ensues. Paco glances at ttre Den. He takes a long
drag off his cigarette and taps the ash into his coffee.

The biggest uan holds the cable box over his head, Iaughing.
Several inmates stnrggle for it. A GUARD anbles over, shaking.his head. The channel winds up on c.N.N. Business Ness.

Paco flicks another ash into his coffee. IIe glances at the
arguing Den, then focuses on the T.V. lle leans tovard the
screen sith interest, eyes scannlng back and forttr.

CLSE ON the television--ue TRACK IN on the Dor Jones ticker-
tape that scrolls along the botton of the screen. The screen
is occasionally obscured by the aen vho argue in front of it.
Pinally, elick--the teLevision goes dead.

Paco turns away frou the T.V. The gnrard takes the cable box
array frou the big innate and uakes everyone sit dowr1.
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Paco flicks another ash in his coffee. He gulps it dosn in
three big swallows, then examines the bottou of the cup. He
rrrbs his belly, sighs and vaits.

I}TT. PACOIS CELL

we pull back frou the bars to find Paco sitting on his cot
rubbing his belly. He leans fonard and nakes a gagging sound
like hers about to vouit. Nothing happens. He gingerly sticks
his finger down his throat, and still nothing. He's annoyed.

Paco grabs a full ashtray off the sint< and stares at it. He
steels hiaself, then puts it to his lips and inhales the ashes.

Paco sits uotionless, his eyes tearing. Suddenly he e:<plodes
into coughing, ashes billowing frou his nouth.

I}IT. PRISON CELL BIPCK

tte Look down the long rou of barred cells. A GUARD strides
doun the aisle, keys jingling. Paco.rs horrible cougrhing echoes
through the tier.

LIGHTS OUr!-- 
GUARD

Clunk--nost of the overheads go out, One by one, lights go off
in individual ceIls. Pacors cougrhing finally stops.

As rre look dorn the rov of darkened cel}s, ve hear the sounds
of innates settling in for the night. The cell block is
silent. Then, offscreen, Paco starts to sneeze.

Paco sneezes violently. He
one or tvo lights turn back

BIDW YO I DAI{N

EXT. COU}flTR,Y ROAD--AF?ERNOON

sneezes so loud and so often that
on in individual ceIls.
rNltATE (O.S. )
NOSE, BITCH!--

Ttre cutting gang frou the prison trils ttre roadside on a nrral
hilltop. The uen sweat in the hot sun.

The faniliar prison van uotors up the hill. It approaches the
road gang, and the guards vave to each other. LeVon pauses his
scything and looks up at the van.
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INT. BACK OF PRISON VA}{

As we pass the road gang, u€ see LeVon
back vindowsr. glaring in at us. Paco
until the road gang is left far behind.

through ttre side and
slouches in his seat

Paco and Gully sit next to each other. They Year their
Zippiers suocks. Pacots nose is red frou sneezing. Gully sits
Uy-Lne nindow, staring fixedly out at the sun.

Paco turns to Gully. He opens his uouth to say sonething, but
hesitates. I{tren he speaks, his voice is leek and accentless.

PACO
Gully--yourve been around a while.
That crap about LeVon raping a gruard...
I Eean, vhatrs the deal..?

Gully snickers to hinself. Paco stares at ttre Dan. A beat,
and Paco begins to snicker along vith hiu.

Pacots neti\rous auusement soon trails off, as Gully gives no
indication of shether the story is tnre or not. Gully Just
keeps snickering and staring at the sun. Paco faces foryard
and lapses into a deep funk.

PAII TO the sun, bright and hot through the vindov. The tops
of pine trees sseep across the sun as the van speeds along.

DTSSOTVE TO:

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD--AFTERNOON

cLSE ON a bright fireball, flanes llcking up in slov notion.
The fireball streaks the air as it starts to spin around.

t{e pul1 back, revealing a flaning baton and the young DRIU
I,IA^TORETTE who twirls it.
In slow motion ve track dorn a line of !{LfORETTES--a11 posed
and twirling flarning batons. The uajorettes year shiuroering
blue sequins and vhite boots, and perforn flavlessly. At the
end of the line se find Allison Peabo. Allison tvirls ulth her
real arm and suiles rinningly.
Out of focus in the background behind Allison, se see a boy
satching her through a chain link fence.
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EXT. FENCE

Bobby stands at the fence, watching. He stands in a patch of
high seeds that hide his new Keds boaters. He I'ooks entranced,
but miserable.

Danny, dressed in his Zippiers snock, sidles up beside Bobby.
Bobby turns aray from satching Allison. Danny suoothly slides
a tlny paring knife out of hls breast pocket for Bobby to see.

DA}OTY
That little Spanish gruy gets it right
in the labonza if he Desses vith re.

( 1os)
I{hatcha got?

Bobby sniffs and digs in his pocket. Ee pulls out a ro11 of
quarters and presents it to Danny.

DA}ItrY
I{hatrs that for?

BOBBY
If you hold it in your fist vhen you
punch, itrs like having brass knuckles.
Itts an oId l{avy trick. lly Dad told De...

Danny stares doubtfully at the roll of coins. Bobby slides it
back in his pocket and turns to satch Allison. Danny turns and
vatches her, too.

DA}INY
Youtre like, l,lr. Cardiac Infarction
over this girl--adnit'it finally.
You uant one last gliupse of her before
ybu and ne get killed today! Adnit itt

BOBBY
Bite ue!-- Iru just intrigred by her,
thatrs all. She just interests De...

In the distance, the najorettes toss their batons and catcb
theu. Allisonrs steel aru glints in tfre sun. Bobby stares at
her, and his voice goes quiet.

BOBBY
She attracts so uuch attention everlmhere
she goes. Everybody always looks at her...
Shers like a Lanborghini vith the left
headlight bashed in... (HoRE)
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BOBBY (COIIT'D)
And her name---Allison Peabo. Thatrs
even dorkier than Bobby Creaaer. Alnost.
f dontt know hov she stands it...
Peop1e always staring...I pity her.

Bobby.trails off. Danny shakes his head.

DANNY
I pity vou. Yourre vigged out.

( +riet)
Crmon--we gotta go to rork, I giuess.

Bobby turns away and shuffles out of frane vlth his bands in
his pockets, eyes on the ground. Danny follovs hiu. The boys
act like they are going to their deaths. In the background,
the najorettes toss their flaning batons.

E)CT. ZIPPIEIS IN & OUT

The store sits quiet in the afternoon sun. There are no cars
in the 1ot aside from Dannyrs Le ltlans. t{e hear sreeping, and
we see Gully shuffl,e into fraroe vith a big push broom. Gully
pauses to stare up at Zippie the Elf, then continues to sueep.

rlflr. zrPPrErs

The store is ominously guiet. We hear just the huu of the
Snorjob uachine. Danny stands alone behind the castr register.
He cautiously eyes Paco.

Paco stands in the sundries aisle exanining a bottle of cough
syrup. CIDSE ON the label--rln case of accidental overdose,
contact a poison control center iunediately."
Paco considers. He shakes his head and slaus down the bottle.
He glares around the store. His Hispanic accent is strong vhen
he speaks to Danny.

PACO
This place is dead, nan! I{hy ttrey
even keep this store open? Itrs dead!

Danny swallows. He folds his arDs across his chest, resting
a hand on the breast pocket that contains the knife.
INT. BACK ROOI,I

Bobby huddles in the storage room, surrounded by cardboard
boxes and soda cannisters. He has one of his nev Keds in his
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Iap. Using a rnagic rnarker, he colors the vhite checkerboard
squares black--his other shoe is already done.

Bobby glances up upon hearing Pacors raised voice.

PACo (O. S. )
Therets no job to do here!--

DA}rlrY (o. s. )
Business dropped off vhen the new byrpass
opened... l{e still get the nrsh hour
customers.. .

PACO (O.S. )
You people bitch at ne to vork,
but therers nothing to !J!--

Bobby pulls on his finished, all-black shoe. He stands up and
slips his roII of quarters into his fist.
INT. ZIPPIEIS

Paco stands at the window looking out into the parking lot.
Gu11y sveeps past outside, passing in and out of fra.ue. Paco
lights a cigarette. He looks agitated.

Bobby quietly joins Danny'behind the counter. The tso glance
at each other, nelafous.

As seen through the windov,
snoke and hurries to join ,

I | 11 nrn the

E}M. PARKING IOT

Gully slreeps the front of the store. A I'lAll gets out of his car
and fumbles in his pockets for something.

CIOSE ON the ground at the Danrs feet--a single, unused vooden
natch falls on the paveuent. The nan doesnrt notice, and be
enters the store. Gully does notice. Gully slorly sueeps
touard the uatch, staring intently at it.
INT. ZIPPIEIS

The lone customer heads for the back of the store. Paco,
Bobby, and Danny watch the nan fron their spot at the register.
Paco taps his cigarette ash. Bobby veakly clears his throat.

a car pulls up outside. Paco blors
Bobby and Danny behind the counter.

PAC!
damn register.
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BOBBY
(lov)

Yourre not srposed to suoke shen
you vait on a custoner...

Paco takes a deep drag and grins. He blows suoke out of the
side of his rnouth at Bobby and Danny. Bobbyrs eyes glow.

E}M. PARKTNG I'T

His back to us, Gully sueeps in a beeline tosard the gas PunPs-
He gflances ne!.1rously over his shoulder, and re see the vooden
uatch sticking out of hls aouth like a toothpick.

r}TT. ZIPPIE I S

The man thunks two cans of rnotor oil and a packet of Nabs onto
the checkout counter. Bobby and Danny vatch Paco closely.

Paco picks up a can of oil and squints at it. With Painful
slowness he punches it in on the cash register.

E)M. GAS PT.'I{P ISHND

Gully lets his broon sroack to the pavement. He ltrns a finger
across the words rPreraiurn Gasn and nods. He yanks the nozzle
out of its holster and flips on the punp. Nothing happens.
He flips the handle up and down.

INT. ZIPPIE I S

Paco hits the total key, and n$857.26r app€ars. Paco blovs
smoke and scratches at the side of his nouth.

PACO
(casual)

Eight fifty-seven twenty-six. . .

Bobby and Danny blink. The aan chuckles aniably.

xA}{
Guess you pressed tlre vrongr button, huh?

Paco picks souething off the end of his tongrue and exauines it.
He stares coldly at the customer.

PAClC
Eight fifty-seven tventy-six, rnan.
Cash or check.
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The customer is durubfounded, as are Bobby and Danny. Bobby
lets out a little squeak.

EXT. GAS PUT,TP ISI,AND

Gully sqlueezes the nozzle, but nothing cones out. He studies
the intercou, then reaches over and presses the buzzer.

INT. ZTPPIEIS

The buzzer buzzs faintly. Bobby, Danny, and the custoner are
busy arguing with Paco.

PACO
Yo, uan--this is a conputerr otlt it
say eight fifty-seven tventy-six!
This jank got like, ]ggig an' circuits
anr shit--you tellinr Ee you knos nath
better than a conouter?!

Bobby shakes his head and reaches for the register. Paco
blocks hin. The custonerrs mouth hangs oPen.

I{AN
I got tvo quarts of oil and some Nabs!
How could that be eight hundred dollars?
You punched it up nrong!--

PACO
(dangerously qrriet)

You callin' rne a liar? You callin'
tre a liar, Pendejo?--

BOBBY
Jesus ! CaIn dorrn ! --

The intercou buzzes for the third tine. Through the vindov ve
can see Gully standing at the pump and pressing the button.

Danny svoops to the puup controls and flips on the power--he
doesnrt even look out, just keeps his eyes on Paco and the
escalating argrunent.

DN{NY
Chill out--nobodyts calling you a liar!

EXT. GAS PI'UP ISI,AND

The prenium punp hums and the counter zeroes itself. Gully
pulls the hose as far as it will stretch. He squeezes the
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nozzle and pours out a couple of gallons of gasoline onto the
nearby asphalt. He hums a quiet tune as he uorks.

Gu11y neatly hangs up the nozzle and turns off the punp. He
takes the wooden natch' from his nouth and runs hi.s tongxre over
his Iips. Staring down at the wet pavenent, he strikes the
uatch off his front teeth.

IN:T. ZTPPIEIS

The nen argrue in the foreground, and in the background, through
ttre store rindovr y€ see Gully. A ten foot circle of orange
flaue silently empts at Gullyrs feet. Gully stares at it.

PACO
Yo, l{r. tilan--you get off on hassling
ninorities? Is that your problen?!

The custoner throws up his hands and looks around, exasperated.
He sees the fire, and his eyes go saucer-uide.

l,tN{
HoIy crap.

Bobby and Danny turn and look. Their eyes go vide. CIPSE ON
the euergency punp shut-off as Danny slaps it down hard.

E}CT. GAS PUUP ISIAND

Hot orange light flickers across Gullyrs face.
into the fire, and his face tics.

He stares deep

CIPSE ON the flames--they flicker in slov notion. We becoae
aware of the vagrre outline of the Virgin Hary in the flaues.
Slovly, the Virgin's face becones distinct. She suiles at us.

cully blinks. His face breaks into a beatific suile. We hear
nrnning feet, and Gully looks up. The trance is broken.

INT. ZIPPIE'S

Bobby trotfoots it across the parking lot, a fire extingruisher
banging against his thigh. Danny follows Bobby. cul1y stuffs
his hands in his pockets and nonchalantly strolls avay, not
once looking back. l{e watch this thnr the sindos.

The storers sole customer follows the boys out into the parking
lot to watch the action. Paco is left alone inside the store.
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Paco stares out at the svirling fire. He sighs deeply and
slouches against the cash register, supporting his glur! face
with his hand. He speaks vithout any trace of an accent.

PAC!
Now thatrs hov you lose a job.

Through the windou ue uatch Bobby and Danny spray their
extinguishers in a panic. Gully keeps valking to the highray.
We tilt up froE the swirling fire, up to the blank, blue slqz.

DISSOLVE !O:

E)CT. HTGIIWAY

A police crrriser idles on the shoulder, blue lights spinning.
Two POLICEITIEN ease Gully, hands cuffed behind his back, into
the car. They shut the door, Ieaving Gully to stare out ttre
uindos at the sun. The sun reflects off the rindor. Gullyts
face tics and looks content.

The police car drives auay, leaving the frane ernpty.

EXT. OFFICE PARK--EVENING

The district uanagerrs Pinto is parked in front of a uoderzr
office couplex. A sign says nConnunity lNellness Outreachi.

INT. OPFTCE II{EETTNG ROOI.I

Bobby, Danny, and Paco uear their Zippiers suocks and sit on
one side of a briefing table. Orrerhead, a loose fluorescent
tube flickers on and off. A PRISOX GTARD stands by the door.

lls. Delouche, lhe I{ellness Consu}tant, Ieans across the table
and gives tbe three her crinkly-eyed suile. l,tr. Cuthbert, ttre
Zippiers district manag€r, sits next to her.

I,IS. DEIOUCHE
Guys...how do we feel?

Bobby and Danny look at each other.
stares at the tabletop.

Paco crosses his ams and

t{s. DErouc}rE
Let me expand on that... Our inportant
new prograu has suffered its first major
setback. What can re--al]. of us--do to
improve this progran, in light of todayrs
unfortunate occurence?
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The three sit in silence. Danny finally stirs

DA}INY
Getting rid of that uigged-out firebug
guy would be a good start...

IrtS. DEIOUCHE
I{e11, that goes vithout saying--
!lr. Snallsr replaceuent takes over
tomorrow. Hers very eager to begin.

Paco closes his eyes and rubs his temples like hers in pain.
l,lr. Cuthbert eyes Paco, then turns to Bobby and Danny.

I{R. CUTTTBERT
Are you having any problens, and the like?
Anything ue should know about?

Paco gives a uirthless chuckle. Bobby glares at paco.

BOBBY
(pointing to Paco)

Yeah--frve got a probleu with hin.
Danny sucks in his breath. Paco slorly raises his head from
his hands and turns to Bobby. Bobby swallows--but this tine,
his eyes donrt waver fron Pacors.

BOBBY
This person is sone kind of nadman.
Today he tried to charge a lJuya thousand dollars for some Nabs.
I uean, I should explain that in context...

I{R. CU:THBERT
What. . ?

PAC!
(sly grin)

Ocho hunnert, chicken leg.
Dontt rxaggerate...

Bobbyrs face flushes. He leans toward his boss.

BOBBY
You told us theyrd be non-violent!
This giuy uas on iAnerica I s l,lost Wantedi !

DA}INY
Guy probably vhacked his whole famiLv!
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Pacors cockiness evaporates. The tnrth is about to coDe out,
and he knows it.

litr. Cuthbert turns to !ts. Delouche, who is suiling and sorting
through papers. l{s. Delouche crinkles her eyes at the boys.

T.{S. DEI'UCHE
I think Mr. Dos...

(glancing at file)
Espadas has played a little prank
on you guys. I have his arrest sheet
here, and...basically, hers in prison
for vriting bad checks.

Bobbyrs eyes go vide, aS do Dannyrs. The boys stare at Paco.
Paco scratches at his forehead, eyes sheepishly on the table.
t{s. Delouche studies the sheet.

I,IS. DEI'UCHE
It vas a first offense. tlr. Dos Espadas
bought and sold real estate in Northern
Virginia. He overerrtended hir"self a bit
on one particularly large deal...

(thunbing thm file)
Umm... He vorked as prison librariaD...
Commended as a nodel innate...

Us. Delouche nods at Paco, who shoots her a quick, ueara/ snile.
Bobby and Danny glance at each other, slack-javed.

BOBBY
You almost scared us into quitting.

(voice squeaking)
Libfarian? Son of a bitch!--

Paco nrbs at his eyebrow with his niddle finger, suavely
flipping off the boys. Danny slaps his hands on the table.

DA}{NY
I was only scared of you rcause
I thought you sere crazy!--

}IS. DEI'UC'TIE
Guys, giuys ! --

(soothing)
Itrs okay to act out--I just have to
supenrise it...

Bobby stands up and points a finger at Paco.
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BOBBY
He should be fired!

Paco looks up hopefully at l{r. Cut}rbert. A beat. }lr. O,rthbert
gives a flat shake of his head

tIR. CUrHBERT
No.

Paco sags visibly, ES do Bobby and Danny.

E}M. OFFICE PARK--NIG}IT

Bobby, Danny, and !lr. Cuthbert stand ne:rt to the corPany Pinto.
They ratch the farniliar prison van roll into the night, Paco
its only passenger.

Bobby shakes his head. Danny boots at some loose gravel.

I,TR. CUNiBERS
I couldnrt speak freely in there...
Look--I donrt give a shit for convicts,
and the like. And I donrt give a shit
for wellness, rhatever the heIl that Deans.
If it vas up to ue, you knov...

ur. Ctrthbert uimes pulling the svitch on the electric chair.

I{R. ctIffiBERT
But ItlI te}l you one thing--the store
uhere you tvo vork vouldnrt be open nos
if it werenrt for this pilot pEoifrarr.
That location hasntt turned dollar one
for Zippie's since the nev blpass vent in.
Itls been like throuing Doney dorn a hole.

(conspiratorial)
Thatrs why itrs a perfect location for
convicts to vork at--our coDpany gets to do
a civic-minded thing, and if it flops big...
nobody knows about it.

Bobby and Danny consider this. t'lr. qrthb€rt, unl'ocks his car.

t'IR. CIITIIBERT
So...as long as the pilot prograD lasts,
your jobs last. If the prograD vorks,
rre look good. So ve gotta nake do vittr
the guys the experts send us...
f Eean, the arsonist giuy nas a fluke.
They canrt all be that bad. Right?

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

I

)
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Bobby and Danny are deadpan, unconvj.nced. l{r. Gtth}rert
straightens the uagnetic Zippie the EIf logo on his door, then
cli.mbs into his car.

HR. CU:THBERT
Riqht?

BOBBY AND DA}THY
Right.. .

INT. PRISON CO}tl{ON ROOII--NfGHT

We pan across a blank cinderblock raIl until ye cone CIOSE ON
a shlrtless LeVon hanging upslde-dorn in the frane. Re uears
earphones--he listens to a basic Spanish lesson on his l{a1}cman.

rNsrRuqroR (v.o. )
lDonde esta la tienda?....Ifbere is
the store?

LEVOH
;Donde esta la tienda?

As the lesson continues, re puIl back to find LeVon in the
prison veight roon. He hangs frorn a pair of gravity boots and
talks to hinself in Spanish.

A GUARD walks into frane. He hands a Zippiers srnock to leVon.

GUARD
Here ytar, Johnson.

Gracias. 
LEvoH

I{e turn upside-down with r.evon as he shrrrgs into his ney
unifom. He Looks it over, sniling, and Durnurs to hiuself .

LEVON
La tienda es uia.

EXT. B(JZZ'S BARBER SHOP--DAY

The shop is old, its peajreen paint leaded and peeling. The
barber pole sign turns in fits and starts.
!1r. creaner and Danny vark into frane, Bobby dragging his feet
and taking up the rear. He stops dead and pleads vith his dad.

I

)

I
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BOBBY
Why do we cone here? I hate this place.

I{R. CREAI.tER
Are you kidding? Buzz is the best.
He won the Bronze Star in Korea!
He stormed eneny pillboxes!

Bobby p€ers in through the glass, unimpressed. His dad frowns.

T.IR. CREAITER
Itrs either this or the Flosbee.

Ur. Creamer enters the barber shop.
closes his eyes. He glances uP the
rel,uctantly enters the shoP.

I!flr. BUZZ I S BARBER SHOP--IATER

Bobby shakes his head and
street for vitnesses, then

tlr. Creaner thunbs through a uagazine and vaits on tlre bench.
There are four barber chairs, but only Two BARBERS--one young,
and one old. The young barber vorks to appease a crying tro
year-old BoY uho sits on a booster chair shaped like a horse.
The boyts ITIOTHER hovers with a camera, flashing pictures.

Bobby slouches in the o1d barberrs chair, a sheet tucked in his
collar and an issue of Forbes in his hands. Buzz, the old
barber, stands behind hia dangling a buzzing razor. Bv,zz looks
like Khnrshchev. He tras had a laryngectony--he talks through
an anplifier he presses to his throat.

The old barber grins and uakes faces over at the little boy,
trying to get hiu to stop crying. He presses his anplifier to
his throat and says soothing thingsr'but they cone out garbled
and scary. The litt1e boy cries harder.

Bobby rolls his eyes. He stares deadpan out the yindov.

Looking out through the plate glassr u€ see a beautiful young
couple stroll past on the sidesalk. The flavless blonde voDan
and Dan, deep in perfect love, Dove in slow lotion through
golden sunlight that doesnrt quite penetrate the uurky shop.

CIISE ON Bobby--he is sonber and E:iet, a uillion uiles ayay.
Buzzrs electric tazot dangles near Bobbyts ear, but Bobby
doesnrt notice it. Buzz continues to uake faces.

Hr. Creamer lowers his roagazine and addresses Bobby over the
screaning and buzzing. Bobby snaps out of his trance.
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}TR,. CREN{ER
Bob--before I forget... Your l{om and I
are going out of tovn next veek. Therets
a brace and liub trade shov in Paducah,
Kentucky. I{erll be gone four days...

Yeah?
BOBBY

Cool beans.

Behind Bobby, Buzz is so busy helping the other barber
the little boy that hers not vatching the razor in his
The razot arifts nearer Bobbyts scalp, skirnning off
hairs. Bobbyrs eyes nervously follov the razor.

pacify
hand.
a fev

BOBBY
Buzz. .?

ITR, CREAITER
I vas thinking--naybe you could keep
the store open for us vhile Yetre gone.
Just part-tiue hours. . .after school. . .

BOBBY
Irve already got a job, Dad. Buzz?!

Bobby tentatively puts uP a hand to Protect his head. Bttzz
talk; to the little boy, his box to his throat. He turns to
face Bobby, and his razor Dows a ssath into Bobbyrs hair.

BOBBY
Buzz!--

Blrzz and the younger barber get real quiet. They look at each
other. Buzz clicks off the razor. Brren the crying boy guiets
dorn soue. !1r.. Creaaer puts dorn his uagazine and stares.

Bobby settles back in his seat and glares straight ahead. He
works to control his breathing. Buzz leans over and runs a
thick finger across the ssath in Bobbyrs hair. He shakes his
head glunly, and puts his anplifier to his throat.

wzz (FTLTERED)
Gonna take a creu cut to fix that.
Real sorry about that...

Buzzrs electronic voice is hard to decipher. Silence in the
shop nou. AIl eyes are on Bobby as he steus.
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YOUNG BARBER
(quiet)

Dad says only vay to fix it is a creu cut.
He apologizes... IrE sure itt11 be--

BVZZ (FTLTERED)
--Gratis.

The young barber looks at Buzz, confused.

BIJZZ (FTLTERED)
Gratis. Gratis.

The young barber shakes his head. Buzz fiddles uith the gain
control on his anplifier and presses it to his throat.

BVZZ (FILTERED)
Gratis. Gra--tis.

YOUNG BARBER
Gratis. Yeah. . .the haircutrs free.

Bobby drops his chin to his chest. A beat of silence.

BOBBY
KILL I.IE AITEADY ! ! --

Everyone is startled. The little boy wails again.

INT. BOBBYIS BEDROOI.I UIRROR

Bobby kicks open the door and stoms into his roou. He stands
before his dresser nirror, tiuns a hand across his boot canp
haircut. He delivers a couple of sav.age kicks to the dresser.

As Bobby glowers at his nev hair, a faint knock sounds on his
open door. Bobby ignores it. ltr. Creamer shuffles into ttre
roon and stands beside Bobby.

We can see I'tr. Creauer in the uirror--he has a creu cut as
well. He examines his scalp, and Bobby glares at hiu in
pregmant silence. l{r. Crearer looks at his son.

whatts your ri:ti:tpoint?--
UR. CREAI,IER

(guiet)
Ird never purposely enbarrass you.
P1ease knov that.
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Bobbyrs dad wanders out of the bedroon. Bobby sulrenry ratches
hirn in the nirror as he exits. He goes back to glaring at his
own haircut.

INT. PRISON CELL BIOCK

We look down rows of du}l steel bars in the dreary cell block.
The familiar grard strides doyn the aisle, his keys jingling.

GUARD
FOUR, FM, SIX, EIGHT, NINE, A}{D
FOT'RTEEN! FORI.I A IJITB!--

A handful of cell doors slide olren. Six iruates take a step
out of their cells and turn to foto a line dorn the aisle.
One of the innates is Paco. Paco is dressed in his Zippiers
smock. other j.nnates wear uniforrus for llcDonaldrs, r,ong-John
Silverrs, and Chucky Cheese. The uen are sullen.

EXT. PRTSON I,TO([OR POOL--DAY

The prison van idres in the coDpound near the big steel door.
The van is aluost fuIl--the last tuo or three innates wait in
line to cliub aboard. Shotgrun-toting guards stand nearby.

The driver slovry valks the length of the van, rrrnning a uirror
on a stick underneath the vehicle. Ire checks for stovauays.

rNT. BACK OF PRISON VA}I

Paco sits by the vindow in the back. A big, u91y INHATE in an
IHOP unifotn sits beside hiu on the aisle. Paco looks nerrrous.
'r.evon appears in ttre van door. He vorks his uay dovn ttre aisle
to the back. He notions for the big, ugry innate to surrender
his seat. The big uan does, and LeVon sits nert, to paco.

Levon uears his zippiets uniforo suock. He grins and buffs
his rtNew tnployeer badge. Paco stares at his knees and
swallovs hard.

r.evon finarry turns and stares at Paco, no euotion shosing on
his face. Paco shrinks snaller.

LEVON
Whatrs the biggest-selling Snorjob flavor?

Paco shakes his head. LeVon looks coldly disgiusted.
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LEVON
Cherrv. Folloved by cola and }emon-line.

(growl)
Itrs not a trick question, bitch...

r.evon faces for:vard. Paco looks confused as vell as scared.

EXT. ZIPPIEIS IN & OIJ:P

The afternoon sun shines bright on the griet store. Dannyrs
Le lifans pulls into the lot.

Bobby and Danny cliub out of the car. Bobby uears an R-Braves
baseball cap over his creu cut. He slipi into his uniforz
suock and zips it. Danny is already uearing his smock.

BOBBY
Nobody Eesses vith us anyDore.
Nobody lies to us and pushes us around
and makes us look stupid. Right?

Danny gives a firm nod and slans his car door. The boys head
f,or the store. Danny stops.

DAIINY
But...on the off-chance the new grry
is some kinda stone killer,
nerre gonna just quit. Right?

Bobby holds open the door for Danny. rnside the zippiers, tvouiddle-aged femare EI.{pIpyEEs prepare to go off srriit. aooly
nods to theu, and they wave.

BOBBY
. (aside to Danny)

They donrt send us stone killers--just jerk-offs who write bad checks.
Nobodyrs scaring us out of here

Danny nods. He eyes Bobbyrs baseball cap.

DA}{NY
Anlmay--what I s with the hat?

BOBBY
Bite me.

Danny is taken aback. He and Bobby enter the store. As uewatch this from the parking lot, the broad side of the prison
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van pulls in, obscuring our vieu. The vanrs Departuent of
Corrections logo fiIls the frane.

leVon is first out of the van. He stands taIl rith the sun.
behind hin, partially silhouetting his face. He takes a deep,
satisfied breath. He looks around, sm5.Iing.

DISSOLTIE 80:

INT. ZIPPIE'S--IATER

We follor LeVon as he peruses the aisles of the llttle store.
occasionally he exauines an iteu or runs a finger over a shelf,
checking for dust. This activity engrosses hin.

Bobby and Danny stand behind the register. Danny keeps an eye
on LeVon, the top of whose head ve can see over the aisles.
There are no custoners in the store.

Bobby folds his arns and grlares at Paco, vho stands by the
vindow and stares into the parking lot. Paco glances nerrrously
over his shoulder at LeVon and catches Bobby glaring at hiu.
He glares back.

PACO '

(thick accent)
Dontt eyeball E€r chicken 1e9...

Bobby ssallows. His glare doesnrt waver.

BOBBY
Screw you, librarian.

The tso glare at each other for a beat longer. Paco glances
at LeVon again. Paco gives a tired sigh and goes back to
Iooking forlornly out thb vindou.

LeVon finishes his tour of the store and approaches Bobby and
Danny at the custorner counter. LeVon carries a big bag of dyed
pistachios. His face goes fron deadpan to friendly--he gives
the tuo a uaru suile and e:rtends his hand to shake.

LSVON
Hi--L€von Johnson. t{e'11 be vorking
together. And you are..?

The boys blink. They avkuardly shake I-eVonts hand.

DAltINY
D-Danny Kelbick and Bobby Creaner...
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BOBBY
Bob.

Paco satches the introductions, suspicious. LeVon opens the
bag of pistachios and pours theu into an enpty Super Tsunani
cup. He drops a five dollar bill on the counter and grins.

LEVON
I tm paying for these, by the uay. UD. . .
Could I borrow a t{agic l{arker and a piece
of paper...and naybe soDe Scotch tape?

Bobby and Darury nod, confused. Bobby rings up the plstachios.
Danny flnds the paper and rarker lren. LeVon prints a sign.

f,'ElrON
Fellas--I aD so happy to be here.
lty last euplolment uas policing weeds
along the edge of the highuay.
Honest rork, but not part,icularly
stiuulating. But nor--Iet ue tell you:
I--love--retail. I couldnrt be happier.

LeVon finishes his sign and blows on the paper to dry the ink.
He looks up at the boys. Enthusiasu sparkles in his eyes.

LEI'ON
I bet you Yonder yhat I ru doing. . .

The boys nod. Bobby shoots a guick gJ.ance at Paco.

LEI'ON
I{el}--I r 11 tell you. I have a lot of
::E:Ii"$:=:tili3:-i:it# Eil:I"iit3"::."
cows. Do you knov shat icash cosr neans?

Bobby and Danny nod. LeVon sniles and tapes his sign to the
cup of pistachios. He holds it up for the boys to see.

The sign says iFREE PISTACIIIOS! !--Eat all you uant...drop the
shelLs anlmhere.i LeVon places the cup by the front door.

LEVON
This is inprornptu uarket research. frith
this, verll study customer traffic patterns.
Provided we have any custoners, that is.
At the end of the day, the aisle littered
vith the most pistachio shells denotes the
heaviest floor traffic. With that data--



59

Pacots interest is pigued. He nods appreciatively.

PACP
(hear47 accent)

--You rearrange your stock accordingly.
Yeah. . . nice.

Paco trails off--all eyes are on hin. IcVon stares hia down.

LEX/ON
Yeah. Nov--drop the fake accent, once
and for aII. l{e I re gonna play straight
vith each other frou here on in.

Paco drops his eyes to the floor. Bobby and Danny look frou
one convict to the other, surprised. LeVon turns to the boys.

LEXION
Anyray--the Zippiers in dorntovn Beinrt
turns Dore profit than this joint.
We can change that--ve can turn it around.

(+riet)
What do you think? Sound qood?

Bobby and Danny glance at each other.

BOBBY
WeIl...y-yeah. Yeah.

Danny nods. LeVon sniles.

LEVON
Good. l{e start by hooking aore custouers.
I{e offer then a speciat deal on their
favorite, best-se1ling iten. . .

(spreading his hands)
Buy two lottery tickets, 9et one free.

Dannyrs eyebrons furron. He shakes his head

DA}INY
Oh...I donrt think ue can do that.

LeVon stares blankly at Danny.

LEvON
Well anyway--I got lots of calls to uake.
Is there a phone in the stockroou?
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DA}TNY
Um. . .yatIl definitely arenrt supposed
to use the phone. Thatts a solid rrrle...

Danny and Bobby shake their heads. LeVon is deadPan. He }ets
out a long sigh, then addresses everyone.

LEil'ON
tike f said--setre gonna be straight rith
each other. I have to do sonething nou to
set the tone of our vorking relationship.

I{IfAH!--vithout varning--LeVon sPrings at Darury, grabblng his
head and slarnrning hiu face-up on the countertop betveen tlleE.
Danny just has tiue to }et out a frightened little squeak.
Bobby and Paco junp.

L€von pins Danny to the countettop. Bobby cones to life and
tries to wrestle his ala off Daruty, but LeVon shoves hia auay.
LeVon louers his nouth to Danny's face so that his lips bmsh
the lashes of Dannyrs right eye. Danny stnrggles, he1pless.

LEVON
Fat boy, I can suck your eyeball out...
Cnrsh it in roy teeth like a grape.
It uonrt be the first tine, either

Danny lies still. CIPSE ON his eyelashes quivering against
LeVonts lips--his iris dilates uide in terror.

Pacots hand closes around a heaqy Jerryts Kids jar of pennies
on the counter. Bobby notices. Paco speaks without an accent.

PACO
Y-You uade your point...
Let hin up--hers just a high
school kid. You aade your point.

LeVon glances up at Paco. Slovly, he stands up straight.

LgI'ON
Hioh school? Hers not even old
enough to vork here.

(tsk-ing at the boys)
You two are breaking the lau!

LeVon lets go of Danny and grins.

I like that.
I,gVON
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Danny backs ayay fron LeVon. He lets out a shiver.

DA}INY
scREI{ THIS, ttN{!-- I OUrT! !--

Danny swings hinself over the far counter and edges tovard the
door. Bobby is right behind him, eyeing LeVon in shock.

BOBBY
Me too--I quit. Yourre nuts.

LeVon llrns a hand over his hair, Iooking properly repentant.
He holds up his hands as if to say il{hoar.

LEI'ON
Okay, okay...I rent too far. Sorry.
Look, Irn really a good guy to vork
yith. Irve got great plans...

Bobby and Danny stand ready to bolt outside. They stand in the
electric eye beau. The door chime beeps repeatedly.

DANNY
f tu not a fat boy--and Irrn calling
Johnnv Law on you, you sick SHfT!--

Danny backs through the dcior. LeVon calls after hiu.
I,E\TON

Your address is in the plrone book, right?
Itve got friends on the outside, as the
cliche goes... A posse, to be precise.

(dravl)
Thatrs tgang' to you shite folk...

Danny and Bobby freeze and glance at each other. LeVon uotions
for the boys to coue back inside.

LEVON
I appreciate loya1ty. I reward it.
I pronise Itll be good to sork vith.
Por all. three of you...provided you
donrt threaten Dy Job here. Conprende?

LeVon shoots a hard grin at Paco, then slides the big jar of
pennies back vhere theyrre supposed to be. Paco swallows.
LeVon uotions again for the boys to cotre back inside. They
reluctantly do so. I-eVon heads for the stockroon.
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Paco, Bobby, and Danny stand together, not knoving what to do
with thenselves. LeVon turns back to Bobby and frowns.

LEVON
Take off the hat--that's not Part
of the unifotm...

Bobby slovly reaoves ttre hat, revealing his creu cut. He turns
pink-and looks niserable. The others donrt notice-

E)TT. ZIPPIE IS--TWILIG}IT

A big Doon glors in tlre darkening sky. In the eupty pgklng
Iot, Danny 1istlessly drags a push broon over the asphalt.

INT. ZIPPIEIS

Bobby stands at the cash register. On the other side of the
counler, Paco straightens the uagazines in the uagazine rack.
As Paco sorks, Bobby vatches hiu. LeVon is nowhere in sight.

Paco glances up at Bobby, and the tvo stare at each other.
They both drop their eyes. Paco speaks quietlyr tlo accent.

PACO
I rm sorry. . . Alright?
Stop sith the bad vibes already.

Bobby glances over his shoulder, checking around for LeVon.

BOBBY
Danny and rne nere here before you uere.
I{e shouldn I t have to be pushed around
by a bunch of criuinals. Itrs not rigtrt.

PACO
f treated you rough rcause Iru trying
to make uy tiue as frictionless
as possible. Irve got to be like
the others to fit in vith theu.

BOBBY
thatts bull--Gully didnrt treat us bad.

Paco looks a little sheepish. He hesitates.

PACO
Okay...I treated you rough rcause Irve
been the los man on the toteu pole for
sixteen nonths nou. I tn a uhite-coIIar (lfORE)
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PACO (CONT'D)
inmate in a blue-colIar jail, and anyone
who uants to aake rue eat shit can pretty
nuch get aYay uith it.

(sneer)
f treated you bad rcause f could
get away vith it. And it felt qood.

Bobby stares, sur?rised by Pacots honesty--he appreciates it.
Paco checks for LeVon before he continues.

PA@
Anyuay. . . you and Darury should quit.

BOBBY
We were here first.

PAC!
LeVonrs here nos. Go find yourselves
safer jobs--like asbestos reDoval. . .

Through the plate glass ye see the corrections van trrrndle in
for its pick-up. Paco sees it and drifts toward the stockroom.

PACO
Please--just quit. Itrs not vorth it.

INT. ZIPPIE I S STOCKROOI,T

LeVon sits at a desk in a tidied-up corner of the back roou.
Cardboard boxes and steel soda cannisters surround hiu. He
years Bobbyrs R-Braves cap. He presses a phone to his ear.

Ttrere is a light knock on the stockroou door. Paco calls
through it softly. LeVon ignores hin.

PACp (O.s. )LeVon..? Vanrs here...
LEVOH

(into phone)
I need al.} of that by toaorro,r...
Especially the banner. Can you do it?

(nod)
Great, perfect. Thanks a Iot.

LeVon hangs up. He has been doodling on a notepad all this
tine--the pad is covered vith notes and sketches of banners,
retail displays, etc. He hides the pad behind some boxes.
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EXT. PARKTNG IOT

The prison van blows its horn. Paco exits the store, followed
by LeVon. LeVon still rrears Bobby's baseball cap.

LeVon turns to proudly survey the glowing Zippie's, fists on
his hips. Paco hurries to the prison van, uhich keeps bloving

. its horn. LeVon is untnrffled.

A Dea€Jer pile of pistachio shells is bunched on the asphalt
yhere Danny has suept theu. LeVon studies the pile.

I,EI/ON
Whererd you find the aost shells?

Danny shmgs. Behind hiu, a car drives into the parking Iot
and pulls up in front of the store.

DA}IN!
ltaybe a handful by the frozen burritos
and the Tsunani nachine...

IcVon ehews his lip and nods. He sJ.aps Danny on the back,
inadvertantly rnaking hin juup.

LEVON
Outstanding. Get a good night's sleep.
Things are gonna happen touorrov...

LeVon strides to the van. Danny stares sullenly at his back.

The van pulls away. As soon as it is out of sight, Darury lets
his broon drop to the pavenent. He jogs to the store, but
slovs when he sees the parked car. 'CIOSE ON the handicapped
license plate--it says nALLIsoNi.

Danny peers inside the store. Bobby is norhere in sight. The
top of Allison Peabors head shows over the back aisle.

sPo. . . 
DN{NY

Danny nods to hinself. He salks arorrnd the corner of the
Zippiets and sits down out of sight. Ee checks his natch,
cradles his chin in his hands and vaits.

IIIT. ZIPPIE I S

Behind the counter, Bobby squats on ttre nilk crate vhere Gully
sat. Bobby cradles his chin in his hands, deep in a blue funk.
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Allison Peabo shoots a nelvous glance around the store, then
thunks a big box of Stayfree l{inipads onto the countertop.
Bobby huddles on his crate, his back to her--he canrt see her,
and she canrt see hiu.

Allison looks around iupatiently, seeing nobody.

AIJTSON
HelLo?--

Bobby is startled and stands up quickly. I{hen he sees Allison
the blood drains from his face.

Allison is likesise surprised, and a little disnayed. She
takes her hand aray fron the Stayfree box and turns pink.

AI,LISON
Bobbv! I didntt knov you...sorked here...

Bobby forces a nervous suile.

BOBBY
Uh, yeah... Ilor you doingr?

Allison smiles nerrrously and nods. An avksard beat. Bobby
clears his throat and slides the ltinipads over to the register.

There is no price tag on the t{inipads. Bobby glons Pink and
turns the box over and over in his hands. He handles ttre box
like it sas full of nitrogrlycerine. Allison glows pi*, too.

AI.LISON
(uunble)

I didnrt, uh, see a price tag on that.
I didnrt see a price on any of them...

Bobby keeps turning the box over, hunting for the tag.

BOBBY
Gee, yeah...there should be, trh.. .
...rlh, a SKU nunber souevhere...

Ar.r.rsoN
Yeah. . .

Bobby keeps turning over the box. It slips fron his fingers
and thunks on the counter. He and Allison are both exguisitely
unconfortable.



56

BOBBY
Lerane get Danny, ask hin--he'Il know.

ALLISON
No--letts...not uake a big deal...

Allison trails off and swallows. She sniles dosn at her feet.
ALIJSON

God--uy face is probably beet red.
I donrt knou vhy I get so eubarrassed...

Allison sniles shyly up at Bobby. Be stares at her, surprised.
Stre has stnrck a nen e ritb hia.

AT.T.ISON
(opening her purse)

Canrt I just give you a ten? ltlaybe...
you could give ne the change later..?

Bobby stares at Allison, Iost. Finally he comes to his senses.
He stuffs the box in a brovn paper bag. He rolls the bag tight
shut and holds it out to her.

BOBBY
Today theyire free.

Al}ison takes the bag frou Bobby, than*fu}.

EXT. ZIPPIEIS--NIGHT

Allison pulls open her car door. The paper bag hangs frou her
gripper c1aw. She waves to Bobby, vho stands in the doonay
of the Zippie's.

AI,LISON
I like your haircut...
lily older brother I s in the l{arines--
his is like that.

Bobby runs a hand over his crew cut. He sailes big and steps
out of the store to Yave at Allison.

As Allison puIls her car out of the lot, Danny steps out of the
shadows and sidles up next to Bobby, vho is satching her go.

DA}INY
You seII her beer?

A beat. Bobby nods. Danny grins.
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DA}INY
Yourre in, Jack! Spo!--

Bobby grins, and the two shake hands vigorously.

The boys get sober. Danny clears his throat.

DA}{NY
So--rrhat about our job here..?
Guy threatened to suck out toy eveball!
I mean, I fudged, aan--Itn not ashaned
to adait that... Legs are still shaky. ..

(suallou)
f really just want to quit.

BOBBY
lle too.

(uneasy)
Itlaybe itrs all the sane to LeVon.
Uaybe he doesnrt care if se guit...

Danny looks unsure. Bobby glunly unzips his smock.

INT. HTGH SCHOOL LT'NC}IROOU--DAY

We TRACK AIPNGSIDE two Den as they stride through busy high
school halls to the crowded lunchroou. One uan is a uniforned
COT RIER carrying a padded envelope and a clipboard. The other
tnan vears a suit and looks to be the PRINCIPAI.

The uen veave around tables packed yith KIDS. The kincipal
cranes his neck, then spots sho hets looking for. He points.

PRINCIPAI,
There they are...the tvo on the end.

The courier heads for a table in the corner. Bobby and Danny
sit at the table, eating their lunches sith soue other kids.

The courier thunks dorn his envelope betseen Bobbyts and
Daruryrs lunch trays, surprising the boys. The courier presents
the clipboard to Bobby.

COIJRIER,
Sign here, p1ease...

The Principal lingers in the baekground, curious about the
package. lhe lunchrooro din quiets--students turn and look at
Bobby and Danny. The two boys are the center of attention.
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the crosd. He blushes and scribbles
Danny studies the padded envelope.

clpsE oN the envelope being torn open by Danny--tuo pocket
beepers slide out. They are voice Pager nodels, nolded in
transparent yelIow and red plastic.

Bobby and Danny look from the pagers to each other, confused.
They cautiorrsly glance around.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBAI,L FIELD--AFTERNOON

Ttre I{ARCIIING BAND rehearses in uniforo. Allison and t}re dnu
aajorettes aarch the lead and tuirl ttrelr flaling batons. The
band plays a Sousa-fied version of nl{e l{ill Rock Yourr relying
heavily on the little guys in the percussion section.

The band uarches out of fraue, revealing the background.
Behind the chain lin* fence, Bobby and Danny sit in Dannyrs
parked Ie }lans.

INT. DA}INYIS CAR

The red and ye1low pagers lie atop the daslrboard betveen the
tuo boys. lhe boys stare off into space, silent.

cLoSER oN Bobby as he stares at Allison--suddenly he blinks
and sits taller in his seat.

E)CT. FOOTBALL FIELD

The uarching band executes a ros-by-row turn vith Allison and
the marjorettes leading the uay. Allison is nou larching
tosard Bobbyrs side of the field.' Allison turns her head
slightly and stares at Bobby as she ruarches. They lock eyes.

INT. DA}INYIS CAR

Bobbyts cheeks start to burn, but he forces hiuself to keep his
eyes on Allison. The mouent stretches--tine stops. Bobby
gives Allison a tentative little smile, a huge effort for hiu.
EXf. FOOTBAI,L FTELD

Allison and her uajorettes lead the band tovard Bobby. Allison
smiles watoly at hin, then executes a perfect turn at the
fence. The plumed hats of the uusicians reflect in the carrs
windshield.



69

INT. DA}{NYIS CAR

Danny turns and stares at Bobby, a crooked grin on his face.
The pagers on the dashboard beep loudly. Bobby and Danny jerk.
I{e hear LeVonrs recorded voice broadcast out of the pagers.

LEVONTS VOICE
Yourre late. I knor vhere you live.

Bobby nunbly sets his pager back on the dashboard. He reaches
into the back seat, finds his Zippie srnock and shrugs into it.
Danny starts the engine, his lip treubling.

DA}OTY
Irve seen enough gangster novies
to know uerre dead.

Danny reaches behind hin for his snock and pulls it on, too.

E)M. HIG}II{AY

Dannyts car slows to rnake the turn into the Zippiers parking
lot. It pulls to a stop in the foreground. We canrt see the
store at all--just the glowing Zippiets sign reflected in the
windshield.

Bobby and Danny stare through the sindshield, vide-eyed.

E)M. ZIPPIE I S

The heretofore enpty parking lot is nov bustling. Cars filf
the spaces and a stream of PEOPLE enter the store. A banner
hangs under the gable--it says 'rBUY TIiO I0TIO TICKETS, cET OIIE
FREE!!---(Hith the Rrrchase of a Tsunani or Burrito).n

INT. DA}I}rY'S CAR

The boys are amazed.

BOBBY
Hers oood.

I

I
I

I



69-A

EXT. ZTPPIEIS

LeVon nakes his uay through the crosd to the Zippiers door.
He grlns at Bobby and Danny and spreads his arrs proudly, ES
if to say rcheck this out! r

rIIT. ZIPPIE'S--IATER

cIrSB ON a big crystal bovl of red and. green pistachios placed
by the door--a sign tells us they are free. C(STO!'IERST hands
chunk into the bovl, grabbing fistfuls of nuts. I{e pan to...
...Bobby, Darury, and Paco, uorking fast to ring up custouers.
The register line snakes the lengrth of the store.

CIISE ON Darury at the cash reglster, frantically rorking the
keys and flipping over ltens, searching for the price tags.

DISSOL\IE To Bobby uorking the register, punching nurnbers just
as frantically as Danny did--neither boy is used to having this
Eany custouers. Bobby tries to tear a ro11 of quarters uith
tvo hands. Paco shovs hin hor to crack the ro11 one-handed.

DISSOLVE TO Paco uorking the register--faster than tlre boys.
Paco punches nurnbers uithout looking at the lcelpad, and even
Danages a saile to the custouers.

LeVon stands at the back of tlre store out of evelyoners ray.
IIe folds his arns, satisfied. He DurDurs to hinself.

LEVON
The store is full of people...
La tienda esta llena de gente.

LeVon slips on tiny llalknan headphones. Be practices a taped
Spanish lesson aloud as he strolls into the stockroou.

CIOSE ON the lottery ticket dispenser--tickets nachine-grnn out
ten at a tiue. The huge ro11 of tickets spins and spins...

SI'T{ DISSOLVE TO:

Sare angLe--the huge ro11 of tickets is gone. The dispenser
coughs out its last ticket, and is nou visibly eupty.

E)M. ZIPPIE I S--SI'NSET

Bobby and DarurYr on stepladders, take the lottery ticket barurer
dovn frou the gable. Inside, LeVon tapes a big sign to.the
vindos. The sigm says nOut of lottery tj.ckets--Sorrl! i
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I}TT. ZIPPIE I S--IATER

Rrrple tvilight shovs through the glass. The store is guiet
again--devoid of custoners, but littered vith pistachio shells.

LeVon leads Bobby and Danny on an aisle-by-aisle tour. I{e
track lov ahead of thea. They hunker dovn to follov the trail
of shells uuch like a trunter follows the sPoor of big gaDe.
Paco follors a pace behind theu, his hands in his pockets.

I.EVON
I{eIl , oC course itrs against state las
to offer diseounts on Iottery tickets...
ftrs ry nature to break the lav--tlratts
vhy f ra in DfISgn.

BOBBY
Yeah, but...once you get caught, yourre
gonna lose your Jsb...at the very least.

Lg\roil
Itn not here for tlre 9l.gS an hour.
tftren itrs uhat you love, itrs vorth
tie risk.

This strikes a chord vittt Bobby. IIe considers it carefully.
LgvON

You need cojones--shether the uoneyrs
).egal or illegal. Thatrs four-fifttrs
of a goog businessuan. Coiones.

L€von roiues grabbing his crotch. Shells crrrnch under his feet
as he Boves atread. Bobby stares at,IeVon, deep in thought.

IeVon lead,s the three to tlre front aisle of the store, tlre
aisle that is ne:<t to the plate glass and is visible frou the
parking lot. LeVon hunkers and points to the handful of
colored shells on ttre tile floor.

Lgr/oN
Note ttre ttrin distribution of shells
on this, the uindou aisle of the store.

(to boys)
What does this tell you?

BOBBY
Very few custoners uere on the
front aisle today...
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LEX/OH
Wlry?--

BOBBY
Ua...because therers nothing on this
aisle but Hefty bags, light buIbs...

Boring stuff
LEX/ON

Sundries. t{hat do we do about that?

Bobby and Danny glance at each other. Danny shnrgs.

BOBBY
Oh. . . I{e Bove ttre best-selling itens to
this aisle, because it's the front aisle!

LE\TOH
No. I{e leave it just like it is...
lltry?--

Bobby and Danny donrt knov. LeVon stares at his uatch.

LEIION
Tick, tick, schoolboys. . .

The boys glance at Paco for he1p. Paco turns to LeVon.

PACO
Because...Zippiers is a convenience store.
People drive here knorring vhat they yanna
buy--they donrt coae to vindov-shop.

(addressing boys)
If ue stock the high-turnover itens uay
in the back, where people have to hunt
for theu, chances are theytll see sonething
else theyrll iupulse-buy before they find
shat theyrre looking for...

Paco shoots LeVon a little srnile. Bobby and Danny are relieved
to be off the hook. A big Rlrder tnrck pulls up outside.

PACO
However--if you reallv vanna get fancy,
you stock by optical weight. That means
you arrange iteus based on size and color,
in order to drar the shopperts eye
preciseJ.y vhere you vant it. (!iORE)
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PACO (CONT'D)
(to LeVon)

Or, we could randon-stock every uonth.
That uay, regular customers vould never
get used to shere things yere...

Paco trails off as LeVon silently puts a finger to his 1ips.
'L,EVON

Do you uind?--Ict the kids have
their joy of discovery.

The door chine beeps. A raisin-eyed PtlIK pulls a handtnrck
through the door. Tbe handtnrck is loaded vith cartons of
llarlboros. The punk glances around nelr/ously. LeVon saves hiu
to the stockroou in back. Paco and the boys eye the punk.

r.eVon steps to the counter. He opens the register and grrabs
the tventies. He counts out a big stack of Doney as a SECEND,
YOt NGER PUilK wheels in another loaded handtrrrclc.

LEVON
oh, rrh...neu nrle. The back roou
is off-liuits fron nor on.

DA}{TTY
But. . .the bdthroours back there!--

r.evon points the wad of rnoney at Paco and the boys and grins.
LEVON

Coiones, boys... HeIp reu unload.

r.evon disappears into the stockroou. paco and the boys glance'at each ottrer, then turn to the sindov. outside they see one
Dore Pt lrK toss cigarettes and other boxes out of trre rentedtrrrck, turloading frantically.

FADE OUT.

E)ET. ZIPPIE'S-.DAY

crosE oN zippie the Elf on his gable--ve crane dora to uatch
Bobby and Danny hoist the Iotto banner back into place.
I}IT. ZIPPIE I S

r-evon tears through the frane, dropping a wrapped bundle of
uagazines on the counter behind Paco. All around-the store are
stacked cartons of ltarlboros, stacked to the ceiling.
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LEVON
Ptrt ren in the rack. Tiue to stock
sone uagazines that actually Eove.

Paco's eyes widen at the title.

PaconHustlera)--

LEVON
Knov your custouers...

LeVon sticks his head out the door, yells up to Bobby and Danny
on their ladders.

LE|VON
We got selling to do!--

The boys hustle. LeVon tears ttrrough the eupty store toward
the stockroorn. He calls back to Paco.

IJ\/ON
Push the cigarettes. Hard.

I}l:r. ZIPPIEIS STOCKROOI,T

CIDSE ON LeVonIs hand chunking an audio cassette into a tape
deck. He hits the play button.

LEVON (V. o. )
You vanna sell then, play their music...

I{ONTAGE SET TO IICAI,L I,TE TTIE BREEZEX

The storets parking lot DISSOLVES fron enpty to bustling fuII.
The bright sun glints off the cars and tnrcks.
Inside the store, a huge nev ro11 of Lotto tickets spins,
dispensing at a high rate of speed.

Bobby, Danny, and Paco burry to keep up vith the line of Lotto
ticket ctsTol,tERs. Paco vorks the regrister. A blinker has been
installed ne:<t to the register--a blue light special fron an
old K-l{art store.

The light blinks. LeVon's voice boons through a p.A. speaker.
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LEVON (FTLTERED V.O. )
Attention, shoppers.. . for the next
fifteen uinutes, 9et a free tvelve-ounce
Snorjob or fajita with the purchase of
a carton of llarlboro cigarettes.. .

The customers EurEur. People duck out of line for cigarettes.
Bobby and Danny are iupressed.

CIISE oN bright ribbons of Snowjob thundering into cups thunked
dorn side by side--cherry, cola, and lemon-liue.

CLSE ON a carousel full of sreaty faj itas rotating under ttre
nuclear light of the uicrowave oven.

Customers buzz the flashing blue aisles. I{e track through theu
to the closed stockroou door--LeVon I s eyes stare through the
doorrs slit rindov, checking out the croud.

Inside the darkened stockrooD, LeVon grabs his P.A. uicrophone.
A blue light built into the nikers base flashes.

LEVON (FTLTERED)
Buy a carton of Harlboros along rrith any
smokeless tobacco product and receive a
free Confederate flag, while supplies Iast...

LeVon grins and vaves a tiny Confederate flag on a stick.
CIOSE oN customerts lrands grabbing tins of chaw and snuff from
the snokeless shelves out in the store.

CIISE oN the cigarette cabinet being opened and closed--
customerst hands grab cartons of ,Marlboros. The cabinet
shrieks I'Thank you for..:...reKIrelt over and over again,

r,gvoN (FILTERED V.O.)
Shoppers...did you know ue nou carEy
a vide assortuent of fireworks?
Stock up today--itrs July Fourth
souevhere in the uorld. You can light
those babies vittr your cigarett€S...

A sulling TEENAGER steps into line sith an arrnload of I{-8Os,
Rouan candles, and flying saucers.

I{e track frou back to front along the serpentine line of
customers waiting to pay for their purchases. The line snakes
up and down aisles. The uood is festive, the people happy.
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A IARGE I,IAN thunks down two bottles of Virginia Gentleuan in
front of Paco and Bobby at the register. The man is beaning.

IARGE I.TAN

I didnrt know yarll could sell bourbon!

PACO
(aside, to Bobby)

t{e neither.

Bobby and Danny pause their frantic Pace to stare overtrhelued
at the crosd. They glance at each other. A reluctant suile
slowly creePs across Bobbyrs face.

fnside the stockrooD, I-eVon valks in and out of frame carrying
his nicrophone. He is walled in by boxes of llarlboros.

L,g\roN (FILTERED)
llhatts in a llarlboro? Wby, only the
finest broadleaf tobaccos grrolrn right here
in the South. Grosn by your neigltboES...

QUICK DlssoLvE--the uall of cigarettes is half the size it sas
before. Levon steps into frane fron the other direction. He
flicks his Bic, but it wonrt light. He spits out his r:n1it
cigarette and intrales deep into the uike.

LE\ION (FItTERED)
t{DrnD--nothing beats that first dragt...
Except this: &ry four cartons of
llarlboros, get the fifth carton frc.

QUICK DISSOLVE--the cigarettes are aluost gone. LeVon sits
atop his des)< in the storeroou. He Lifts an unopened six-pack
of t{eister Brau into frane. He clicks on the uike and grins.

LEVON (FILTERED)
Achtung, Damen und Herren:
Cigarettes and beer--they go together
like rveinern and nschnitzel.tr
So together, letrs take a trip down
the Rhine...

outside the busy Zippiets, cars coDe and go on the old highray.
They honk as they pass. We pan over to reveaI...
...Danny standing on the roadrs shoulder. He wears knee socks,
Iederhosen, and a Bavarian AIps hat. Ee holds up a sign that
says 'TWUNDERBAR!--CIGARETTES UND BEER! ! r
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tEvoN (ECHoING V.O.)
Wir haben ein bier extravaqanzal--

Danny waves glunly to honking passers-by.

Back inside at the register, Bobby studies an fD. The custoner
is an obviously-underage BOY vho hugs a twelve-pack of beer.
Bobby slrakes his head and holds up the scissors.

leVon svoops into frame behind Bobby and sticks his finger
betveen the scissors just as Bobby statts to strt ttre ID card.
Bobby freezes. LeVon tosses the card to the boy, then thunks
a carton of ltalboros atop the beer. LeVon grins.

Lg\rON
Dontt forget your smokes!--

CI.OSE ON the soda fountains, jetting out Super Tsrrnanis.
CIOSE ON the dials on the gas puIrps outside, spinning up
gallons and profits at high speed.

CI-SE ON the cash registerrs digital display, adding up the
glowing blue nuubers lightning fast.
CIOSE ON LeVon and Bobby in ttre parking lot, staring up into
the slqz. They stand at the controls of a rented cherrlpicker.

tgvoN
Thisrll grab the blpass traffic.
Send rer up!--

Grinning, Bobby thunks the lever fomard. Hydraulics vhine.
The lighted fiberglass zippie sigrn--foroerly nounted on a short
stanchion out by the old road--rises ,into the sky, nov uounted
atop the cherry.picker. It rises alongside the neu over?ass.

As seen frou atop the busy overpass, the big zippie head slovry
creeps up into vier, peering over the highvay gmardrail likaKilroy. It rises higher and higher, finally revealing a sign
vhich says iEREE IT4II\3 TIX! i

Back on the grround, r-evon hands Bobby his cordless ricrophone.
Be nods supportively.

LEVON
Do it just like I told you...

Bobby clears his throat. He's self-conscious and nesrous, but
also excited. He hesitates a beat, then clicks on the nike.



76

BOBBY (FILTERED)
Attention, sboppers. . .

Bobby pauses to hear his volce echo through the parking lot.
Itts not so bad. He continues, grrotring Eore confident.

BOBBY (FILTERED)
As our vay of thanking you for your
kind patronage thl.s afternoon, uD.. .
Enjoy a refreshing Coke or Coke product
half-price! Also, our reraaining
stock of ltarlboro cigarettes is priced
to satj,sfy at elghty-nine cents a pack.

teVon nods his approval. Bobby glances around, not quite happy
sith the lack of exciternent his announceuent generated. As
I-eVon is about to take ttre aike, Bobby snatches it back and
broadcasts a quick afterttrought.

BOBBy (PTLTERED)
A1so, there is a fifty dollar bill
hidden souewhere on the prenises...
Find it, and itrs YOIIRS!

This gets their attention--a near-riot suddenly brens inside
the store. A FeRI.lgR punping gas borls past LeVon and Bobby on
his vay inside. LeVon blinks in surlrrise. He grins and nods,
ver:f iupressed.

LeVon snaps a fifty frou his pocket and jogs into the store.
Bobby suil.es, feeling suart and energized.

We see a birdts eye vieu of the entire Zippiers--it looks like
a used car lot. Ctrstouers pour in, and out like arny ants.
The elfrs hat casts its long, purple shador.

CI6SE ON the lottery ticket dispenser--it coughs out its last
tso tickets, and is eupty.
oCall Ue The Breezert ends, and ue slowly FADE OIJII.

ETTD OF I{O![TAGE.

E}CT. ZIPPIEIS--EVENTNG

The sun is set. In the store, the blue light no longer blinks.
Only a fev custoners are 1eft. TWO I,{IDDLE-AGED WOI.IEN man the
counter. The store looks savaged; eleaned out. The woDen
euployees stare in wonder at the barren shelves.
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We track away frou the windos and reveal Bobby, Danny, L€Von,
and Paco waiting in the dark and quiet parking 1ot. AII four
sit on the curb under the streetlight. Somehow tonight they
seeD like a team--and LeVon knoss it.

LEVON
Whatrs your vord there? rSoo. I

Yarll vould nake a good posse...

LeVon glances at his watch, then looks out at the quiet road.
He wears Bobbyrs .R-Braves caP. Be looks content and proud.
Quietly, h€ whistles a tune--ott€ he seeus to be inventing.

LeVon vhistles in fits and starts, trying to find a certain
note. Paco satches the quiet highvay and lights a cigarette.
Bobby and Danny sit motionless, dog-tired.

I.EVON
(quietly singing)

ZLp in, zip out--ltts that convenient,.
Our coffeers fresh, our prices lenient--

Bobby and Danny peek sideuays at LeVon. Paco blovs suoke and
scratches at his face. LeVoD eats soDe pistachios frou his
enployee smock. He shoots a glance over at Bobby.

. IEI/ON
I heard you talking about your
dad today.. .

Bobby points at hiuself. LeVon nods and chevs his pistachios.

BOBBY
UD. . .I Yas telling Darny ttrat uy
folks Yere going to a trade show
tttis ueekend...

LEVON
Whatrs your dad like?

BOBBY
Hers okay. f rean, hers uy Dad.
I love hiu. Eers olcay...
Hets a businessran. Sort of like yoo,
except. o o..not really...

LeVon thinks. He points a finger at Danny.

LEVON
Whatts your dad like?
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uh...you knou.'oil:T= cool. uu...
He bought ne Ey car. He lives about
a half hour frou ue. I see him every
couple of uonths. He sells veal to
restaurants--hers got like, this route...

LeVon chews his lip and nods. He turns to Paco.

LEVON
I{hat about you? Ilhatts your dad like?

Paco bloss suoke and thinls.
PACO

When I vas eight years o1d,
he taught ne all about capitalisu.
r sas bored, so he built ne this
leuonade stand and uade rne vork ttrere.

(beat)
Sorne parents uake their kids practice
the piano--Dy Dad nade De tnan this
lemonade stand for four hours a day.
He uade ue buy Dy oun supplies--frou hiu.
He charged ue rent. He rnade le put half
my profits in a bank account for college.
But I didnrt have any profits...ve lived
on a cul-de-sac. Ehe big Eoney Yas
across ttre highuay. I was like, rDad! --
Iocation, location, location!i, but he
wouldntt let De cross the highra!...

Paco suiles faintly at tbe Deuory. Bobby and Danny have been
listening closely, surprised to hear,these things frou Paco.

LEI'ON
Did you go to college?

PACO
Harnrard. !fBA.

L€Von nods slorly, looking very interested--and uaybe a little
envious. Ee uhistles the tune he vas rorking on before.

LEVON
This corporation needs a good jingle.
Sornething catchy...vith a good beat.

(to others)
f rve been thinking...help ue out here.
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IeVon sings the first line. He glares at Paco and the boys,
who remain silent. Weakly, Paco and the boys begin to sing
along. CI6SE ON Bobby, uho blushes at.the grround as he sings.

with evet?one singing, the jingle sounds half-assed and
wretched. LeVon puts up vith it for a tine, then finally stops
theu, shaking his head in disgrust.

LEVON
Ietrs all try singing the same damn g.g!!g1.
Sing vhat I sing. And Bob--yourre
just uoving your lips. Stop acting so
goddan sel.f-conscl.ous all ttre tine--
aintt nobody gorura laugh at you.

LeVon starts, and evet?one sings again--a whisper at first.
This tiue, slorly but surely, the song starts to take shape.

Bobby looks uncoufortable, but this tire he actually sings.
Ttre jingle actually vinds up pretty hip and Teuptations-like.
Paco rous t}re others, as he is by far ttre best singer.

E\IERYO}IB
ZLp in, zip out--itrs that convenient,
Our coffeers fresh, our prices lenient.
ZLp in, zip out all night and day--
Our EIf sants you to enjoy your stay!

Before the song is finished, the familiar prison van appears,
pulling into the lot. LeVon stands up, conducting. All four
hold the last note, Bobby and Danny pretty much enjoying
theuselves. The van driver taps his horn.

The song finished, LeVon takes off tbe R-Braves cap and thunlcs
it onto Bobbyrs head. Bobby stares at hin, surprised. LeVon
grins at tlre boys, then turns and strolls into the vanrs
headlights, bis hands in his pockets.

Paco turns his back to the van. He kicks Bobbyrs foot, getting
the boysr attention. Paco speaks lov and fast.

PACO
Hers not your friend, Eers S.nvo1ving
you in souethj.ng crininal. Just oreit.

Paco jogs to the honJ<ing van. The boys stare after hiu, and
vatch as the van pulls out. Bobby coues back to reality.
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BOBBY
A11 those cigarettes today...they had
to be stolen. WC uere selling theu.
That nakes us involved.

(hard choice)
We should...naybe call the police.

DA}{}{Y
CalI John Lar? You nut3?-- LeVonrs
got a posse. He knovs shere ve live.

(voice cracking)
l{an, Ye canrt even quit.

Bobby stares at the pavenent. Eers not sure vhat to do about
LeVon--hers not even sure hos he should feel about hiu.

E)CT. CEX{ETERY--UORNING

The Creaaerrs yellov pickup slovs and pulls off onto the edge
of a ceaetery car path. Bobby years his R-Braves cap and a
worried face, and slouches in the pickup bed. His rnom and dad
clinb out of the cab.

Bobby t s dad tmdges into the cemetery vithout a yord. Bobby r s
EoE pauses ne:<t to Bobby, vho renains in tbe tnrck bed.

BOBBY
He still uad at De..?

URS. CREA}TER
I thought you uere nad at hin.
The haircut thing, right?

Bobby shakes his head and cliubs vearily out of the tnrck bed.

T.TRS. CRE.trIITER
Whatrs the uatter, boney?

BOBBY
(uuuble)

Just vanted to hang out sitb you...
Before you left

lrtrs. CreaDer is a.little surprised. The tvo of theu follow
Bobbyrs dad through the headstones.

EXT. FN,IILY PIOT

They catch up to Bobbyrs dad, at a plot much like all the
others. The pink granite headstone is engraved rCreanern. One
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side says nRobertrt, and the other, tRuthr. Both 1940rs birth
dates are engraved, but the death dates renain b1ank.

Bobby and his parents stare at the headstone. Bobby is
uncomfortable with ttre uorbidness of the situation--his parents
arentt. They frorrn at the brand neu grave next to their plot.

I,TR. CREL},fER
You see, this is why a suile and a
handshake just donf t cut it anlmore...
When I bought this plot, they told ue
specificallv they were gonna plant
a shade tree here on ttris side of us.

(toeing at grave)
Who is this guy? Wtrere|s our damn tree?

URS. CRE.LI'IER
(reading neu grave)

Arthur Christopher Adolph. . .

I{R. CREAI,IER
Irn couplaining to sonebody.
Better Business Bureau, or somebody.
Irm not eating shit on this.

Bobby breaks into a grin despite hinself.

BOBBY
Geez, Dad--rhattya vant?
Want tem to bring a backhoe out here
and pull the gruy up?

I{R. CREAI,IER
I{hen youtre try age and.yourve rorked
your whole life, youtII understand.
I bougrbt this on the pretense I . d
have a tree right here. Nov rhat--
fru supposed to go through eternity
next to soue giuy vho reminds ue of
Hitler?

I'IRS. CREAI.IER
Irn sure he ras a good peison...
I nean, the point is the tree.

!tr. Creamer makes a confused face at Bobby.

}TR. CREAMER
Why did you coue here with us?
You hate being sith us.
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BOBBY
I donrt hate being uith you!

Bobby fingers the pager on his belt. He shnrgs at the ground.

BOBBY
I just figured you're leaving on
your big trip today, and I wonrt
see you for arbile, so...

(quiet)
Thought...hang out with you...
But I figrured you'd be shopping or
soaething. Visiting your oun
grrave is tuisted.

HR. CREAITER
Itrs an investnent. You gotta keep
track of your investuents.

BOBBY
Yeah, vhatever. Look, uD...I wanted
to talk to you about something...

}lrs. CreaDer carefully paces off the sidth of their plot,
walking heel to toe like sbers on a tightrope. She counts
under }rer breath. When she reaches the n6w grave, she frowns.

BOBBY
(dif f ictrlt)

Itts about the store vhere I vork...

ITRS. CREAUER
You knou. . .I donrt think there I s
enough roon for us here now.

l,lr. Creamer steps over and paces off the plot just like his
sife did. Bobby shoves his hands in his pockets and eyes his
dad. Ur. Creaner finishes, then shakes his head in disbelief.

II[R. CREAT{3R
Nau. I{ait a uinute...
Thls canrt be right.

BOBBY
It looks right... You got roou.
Dad--I rlas like, talking...

Bobbyrs parents pace the plot again, pacing together this tine.
They Dove their lips as they count.
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I{R. CREAI,TER
Christ. What are they gonna do--
stack us?

Bobby sighs and steps behind the headstone. He spreads his
arES as wide as he can.

BOBBY
Look--this equals about six feet.
Thatrs enough right there, and you got
uay Dore than six feet here...

tl[R. CRE.N{ER
You need nore than sl.x feet. Geez--
Hos vide do you think a casket is?
Not only a casket, but outside of tlrat
you got a concrete, ufi... The thing...

URS. CREN,IER
A vault. I doubt vet1z nuch ttrat
six feet is enough for tuo of theu.

trlr. Creamer sguints at the plot. He uotions to his vife.
I,TR. CREAITER

Here--lay dorn with ue for a second.
(then, to Bobby)

Okay. . .u€rre going to do sonething
yourll consttrre as enbarrassing. S.gry,.

Bobbyts dad oofs and lies dorn under bis naue on tlre headstone.
Bobbyrs Born hesitates, looking to Bobby for his reaction--one
ve assuDe will be extreue embarrassuent.

Bobby stares at his dad for a beat.' Then, tre surlrrises us.
He snorts and gives a crooked grin. He shnrgs to his uon.

BOBBY
Go for it.

Bobbyrs folts are pleasantly taken aback. }lrs. Creaner goes
ahead and lies dorn nort to her husband. He checks to see hor
uuch roon theyrve got. Bobby spreads his atns vlde again.

BOBBY
A1right. See? You fit.

I.IR. CREAMER
Yeah...I guess so. Good call, Bob.
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I,{RS. CREN{ER
What tras it you were gonna say, honeY?

Bobby hesitates, then gives a little shnrg and shakes his head.

BOBBY
Nothing--dontt vorry about it.

Just then tno cenetery I{AI}ITENANCE tlEN shuffle ttrrough the
frame carrying gasoline veedtrirnmers. The Den narrou their
eyebrous at Bobbyrs folks. Bobby scovls at then.

BOBBY
Whatrre you looking at?

EXT. BOBBY I S FRONT YARD--N@N

C[;QSE ON an old set of luggage--pea green hard-sided stuff that
dates back to the early sixties. lfbe nauetagrs say nCreaoerr.
The luggage is stacked in the bed of the pickup truck. Bobby
hefts the last suitcase over the side and into the bed.

t{r. and t{rs. Creaner sit in the tnrck cab--}Irs. CreaDer is
behind the vheel. She smiles up at Bobby.

XRS. CRENTER
I left a sheet of paper by the phone.
it I s got all the infor:uation on it--
vhere verre staying, phone numbers

Bobby nods and toes the gravel, not really listening. Ee looks
at his dad, who is studying ttre road uap.

BOBBY
Hey Dad...you ever thought to...
do a floor traffic study in your store?
So you could rearrange your stock
and uake it seIl Dore efficiently?
llaybe arrange the items by ttreir...
optical veight?

l{r. creamer thinks, then ansuera brightly.
XR. CREAIi{ER

No. .

l,tr. Creamer shnrgs and sroiles. !lrs. Crearner looks from her
husband to Bobby.
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I,IRS. CREAMER
Honey, you gonna be alright by
yourself for four days?

Bobby nod.s, distracted.
UR. CREAI{ER

(grin)
Sure her1l be alright...hets been
looking foryard to this, I knou.

BOBBY
Sure.

}TRS. CREAI.IER
Alright then. l{etll be at the Paduca}r
Sheraton--nunberrs by the phone.
Just call us if you need us.

Mrs. CreaDer reaches her aro.s out the sindor. Bobby kisses his
uon goodbye. l,l[rs. Creaner backs dorn the driveyay as goodbyes
and waves are exchanged.

Ttre tnrck picks up speed on the residential street, zoouing out
of sight. Bobby looks lone1y vatching it go.

As the tnrck is driving aray, a UPS delivery van uotors into
frame froil the other direction--it pu1ls into Bobbyrs driveuay.
The DRI\IER steps out and hands Bobby a long, thin package.

Bobby thanks the driver, uho cliubs in his v.rn and tnrndles
off. Bobby looks the package over closely--it is peppered yith
nFragilei stickers and Chinese rriting. It cones fron Taiuan.
Bobby puzzles for a uouent, then realizes what it is.

BOBBY
Oh, Ean.

INT. BOBBY I S DINTNG ROOI.T--LATER

CLSE oH the package, lying unopened on ttre dining roon table.
lse puIl back to reveal that Bobby and Darury sit at opposite
ends of the table, both staring at it. Bobby leans fomard,
resting his chin in his hands.

BOBBY
I should do it, right..?

The boys are silent for a beat or two, just staring at the box.
Bobby looks up at Danny, sniles a veak but hopeful snile.
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BOBBY
Like LeVon says...coiones, right?

Danny sniles back at hiu and nods. Bobby pushes back his chair
and heads into the kitchen.

BOBBY
Will you drive De over there if I
give her a call?

DA}INY
You knor it.

IITT. BOBBYIS KITCEEN

Bobby picks up the phone. He pauses a beat, steeling himself,
then he dials a nunber.

EXT. CREA}iER PROSTHETIC III.TB T BRACE

The ttCIrSEDtr sign is in the vindov. The lights turn on inside
ttre store. The tiny parking l.ot out front is enpty--ee yatch
as Allisonrs car pu1ls into frane and parks in it.
Parked across tlre street from the prosthetics store, Danny
vaits behind the nheel of his Le!{ans, giving Bobby soue roon.
He reads nOutlav Bikern uagazine vhile he uaits. He looks up
to watch Allison approach the store.

Allison raps gently on the door. Bobby appears, frrubles sith
ttre lock, and srings open the door. They suile at each other
nerlrrously.

AT.T.ISON .

' Urn...your folks arenrt here?

BOBBY
Theytre out of tovn. It just carne in
today--I figured you night not sant
to vait, so...

Bobby gives a little shnrg. Allison is very pleased.

AT.I.TSON
Thank you, Bob.

He holds open the door and she steps inside. DISSOL\IE TO...
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It{r. SHOWROOII

Behind the counter, Bobby stands at the bench grinder, goggrles
over his eyes. He finesses a snall steel piece, and sparks
fly. He concentrates hard on his vork.

Bobby euts off the grinder. He attaches the piece to souething
shich lies atop the counter--we still havenrt gotten a good
look at it yet. He uorks fast, uaking final adjustnents.

IIflT. FITTING ROOI{

Allison sits at a sroall fitting table. She waits anxiously.'She looks up as Bobby enters the rooD.

Bobby cradles A}lisonts realistic neu arn--it has finally
arrived. Allison finally gets to sei it, and is Eore than
happy uitlt ttre results.

Here ue go. .. 
B.BBY

Bobby carefully fits Allison vith her nes myoelectric linb.
He works gently and accurately. Ee is a little bashful, but
so is she. They hardly look each other in the eye as he works.

BOBBY
(qtriet)

There...tr1z that...
Allisonrs new-hand opens and closes like itts real. Her eyes
gros with delight. the rets out a littre squear and squeezes
Bobbyrs hand. He grins, happy for her.

Ar&rsolr
ftrs vonderful! Ahan* you Eg uuch!

Allison sni}es at her ner hand, vorking it open and crosed
She leans across and gives Bobby a quick peck on the lips.
Allison quickly grances at Bobby to see shat his reaction is.
He slowly leans foryard in his seat. The uoment lingers--itstarts to look very like1y they rill kiss again.

Just then, the pager on Bobbyts belt goes off, startling theu
both and ending the monent.

LEVON r S VOrCE
;Donde esta usted?--
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INT. ZTPPIEIS

Slouched across the register counter, LeVon checks his watch
as he speaks into the Phone.

TEVON
coEe to vork, poE favor...

Aside from Paco uanning the register, there is no one in the
store. The shelves are nostly eropty--the Zippiets badly needs
restocking.

Paco frowns at LeVon|s back as LeVon hangs up the phone. Paco
clears his throat and tries to sound nonchalant.

PACO
teVon? ttlaybe you should just let
tbe kids quit...

tte hear a faniliar trrrck rtnble into the parking lot. LeVon
valks to the front of the store carrying a handnade sigm.

LEVON
Hor do you say in Spanish--trl knos uhere you live?r

LeVon tafes his sign to the glass door. It says iSORRY!--
cfpSED FoR RESTOCKINGn. It fills the frane, blocking our viev
of LeVon and Paco.

EXT. ZIPPIE ' S--IATER

The Ryder trrrck ue remeuber frou an earlier scene is backed up
to the front door of tbe Zippie's. A steel-belted radial vith
a price tag on it rol1s out of the back of the tnrck and
bounces on the pavement. Bobby catches it vith an oof.

The raisin-eyed punk we renenber frou earlier is alone in the
trnrck, rolling out tires. He vears a stained Zippiets smock,
as if hers trying to pass as an employee. Bobby, Daruty, and
Paco look askance at the punk as they bucket-brigade the last
of the tires inside tbe Zlppiers.

LeVon stands nearby, checking off inventory on a clipboard.
IIe wears his I{alhan and counts to hiuself in Spanish.

PT'}IK
Ainrt nobody cotre to a convenienee
store for tires. I donrt see how
you gonna Bove reE.
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TEVON
(cocky)

I can Dove anvthinq.

A car pulls uP nearbY. LeVon Pulls
and saves at the DRMR.

down his headphones, smiles

LEI/ON
I t m sorry. . .se I re teuporarily closed.

The punk hangs out of the tnrck and nenrously .eyes -the car as
it puffs avay. He checks the highvay in bottr directions before
he hisappearl back inside the ttrrck. I{e hear hiu straining.

CIpSE ON the tailgate--the punk slides a narrow rooden crate
out of the shadows and into vieY.

PUTK
tlight need a dolly for this one...

Bobby and Paco lift the crate to the ground, straining their
backs. They load it onto a Eoverrs dolly. LeVon checks a
sticker atop the crate that says isoda fountain partsr--he nrbs
dovn a corner of the sticker that has popped up-

tEi\ION
Just ro11 it into the back room.

(disaissing theu)
I give you p€nuission.

Paco and Bobby uanlrandle the dolly into the store. LeVon slips
on his earphones and flanboyantly resumes his Spanish lesson.
He checks. something off on his clipboard.

INT. ZIPPIEIS

The store has undergone a change--big columns of auto tires
are stacked by the vindows. Cheap silver jeuelry and Chia Pets
are for sa1e. Beach towels hang like tapestries frorn the
ceiling--rDogts Playing Pokern is vell-rePresented.

Bobby and Paco hunker over the crate as they slowly roll it
through the store. Danny follows theu carrying black velvet
paintings of clowns and uatadors. The three speak low.

PACO
You shouldnrt have coDe.

BOBBY
Yeah...like werve got a choice.

Go.

I

I

I
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I
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DA}INY
Yeah, uan--he vonrt let us go.
He keeps beeping us!

(svallor)
You think that guy out front
is part of his posse?

They dontt know. Bobby backs into a ros of big plaster Elvis
busts, breaking one. He stares at it.

BOBBY
f am not paying for that.

Paco kicks ttre pieces aside and opens the stocltroon door.

INT. BLCK ROOtlt

Paco and Bobby ro11 the crate into the back roou. They linger,
glancing around. Aside frou books on Spanish and travel gruides
to Costa Rica and Argentina, ttrerers not uuch different.
Paco stares at the crate on its doIly. He gives it a kick.
Danny steps into vieu, peetcing in ttre open doonay.

BOBBY
I{hat do you fignrre this really is?

Paco squats dorn and gently pulls off tbe sticker tbat says
nsoda fountain partsn

CIOSE ON the Suittr & wesson logo underneath the sticker--
stenciling reads n.357 COUBAT I,LASTERPIECE--BLUED, 50 COUIITi!.

Bobby and Danny are vide-eyed. Paco carefully puts back the
fake soda fountain stic[er. tle stands up and faces the boys.

PACO
Wetve gotta quit...aII three of us.

Bobby takes a deep breath. He and Danny slowly nod.

EXf. ZIPPTEIS

IeVon counts out fifties, hands the bills a thousand dollars
at a tine to the punk, who recounts theu. The punk keeps an
eye on the highsay.

I,EX/ON
I need that other inventorl.

I

I
I

I
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PUNK
f rm shorthanded. l{y two guys got
pinched last night on a drunk-in-pub1ic.
f cantt make the pickup uithout teu.

LEVON
I need it todav. I{orking here is
a sweet arrangernent--but it ron t t
Iast forever.

(thinking)
luo guys. . . What do they need to do?

PT'}IK
(shnrg)

I,IainIy keep ttreir nouths shut.

Bobby, Danny, and Paco exit the store, returning the dolly to
the tnrck. LeVon stares at the boys.

LgVON
Bow long vill you need theu?

PUNK
Three, four hours. .. Why?

LeVon presents Bobby and Danny to the punk.

LEvON
Eerers your gfuys.

The punk peers at the boys. Bobby and Danny turn to LeVon.

BOBBY
To do what?--

The punk considers. LeVon turns to the boys.

LEITON
You tso are gonna help hil nrn
a little errand. No big deal...

Bobby and Danny look at each other, shalre their heads.

BOBBY
No.. .uh uh. Seriously. . .

DA!{NY
No thanks, Ean.



92

LEVON
Not like frn asking you to do it
for free... Eovts fifty each sound?

LeVon peels off tuo fifties, offers then to the boys. The boys
shake ttreir heads no, so LeVon slides the bills into the breast
pockets of the boyst Zippie suocks.

I,E\TON
Go ahead...get in the truck.

The boys refuse, backing avay. Paco speaks up.

PACO
LeVon--forget about it.

LEVON
(igmoring Paco)

Get in the tnrck.
BOBBY

No vay! --
LEX/ON

Get...in...the tnrck.
PACO

No they vonrt. I{erre quitting.

LeVon glances at the punk, rho checks bis satch and looks
uncornfortable. I€Von fixes Paco with a fearsone gaze.

LSI'ON
Go inside, Ilatlrard.

Paco svallows hard. He stands bis ground.

PACO
Werre quitting.

LeVon strides tonard Paco, backing hiu tosard tbe store. LeVon
stabs a flnger at Pacors cbest, seeD:s to push hin rittr it.

BOBBY
(veak)

Leave hiu alone.

L,,eVon propels Paco bacJcwards through the door, into Zippiers.
He holds up a warning finger, ending all furttrer discussion.

I
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INT. ZIPPIEIS

The glass door svings closed, separating Paco fron LeVon and
the others in the parking Iot. LeVon herds the boys tovard the
tmck cab. The boys argue, the sound nuffled by the glass.

Paco and Bobby glance at each other through the glass--the boys
need help. Paco steels hiuself. He backs auay frou the door.
Keeping an eye out for LeVon, he slips into the back room.

II'T. BACK ROOU

Paco opens the door to ttre bathroon and flips the lock. He
shoves tlre crate of pistols into the bathrool and slarne the
door, locking ttren inside. He grabs the phone on the desk.

E]M. ZIPPIEIS

LeVon flings open ttre tnrck's passenger door. He has Daruty by
the earlobe, leads hin to the eab. Danny yells and pulls free.
Danny and Bobby dance around, staying out of LeVonrs reach.

IeVon vorks to keep his sang-froid. He refuses to chase after
the boys, or even raise his voice.

LSVON
Get. . . in. . .the ttltck.

BOBBY
No!--

ttteanwhile, the punJ< heads off a car entering the 1ot. The punk
nerrrously eyes his vatch, then trots back to LeVon.

PT'ITK
llan--forget it. I need enthusiasu.

LE\,ON
rhey,re "".?H:i;ir".
You love life--dontt yotr, boys?

Danny dances around and holds his ear. He blinks fast and
chokes up--hers about to cr1.

DA}TNY
Yourre rigged, nan! First cigarettes,
then a load of freakint cmns!
th uh! Uh uh, man!--
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Bobby }ooks frou Danny to LeVon. LeVonrs eyes narrou.

PT'NX
(scared)

These two vontt keep quiet!--
Darury realizes hets said the vrong thing. He starts backing
up even before LeVon advances on hiu.- Just then tlre punk sees
sbmething out of the corner of his eye--he turns and points.

PT'NK
What the hell? LeVon?--

LeVon--then ttre boys--Iook at Zippi€ts. A brilliant red strobe
light is flashing silently--ttre strobe is attached to an alato
box on the front of the store, an alatrn box ve probably haven't
paid uuch attention to until nor.

Without a vord, LeVon strides into the Zippi,e's. Bobby follovs
hiu, as does a reluctant Darmy. The punk yanks shut ttre cargo
door on his ttltck.

Later...
IIIT. ZIPPIEIS

LeVon ducks under a nDogs Playing Pokertr beach tovel and checks
tlre register counter--the phone is on its hook. He heads for
the back roou. The boys folIos. Tbrough the plate glassr u€
see the punkrs tnrck roar out of the parking lot.

BOBBY
Be cool, LeVon--

rltlf..BACK Rooll

IeVon flings open the stockroou door. Paco turns and sees hin.
Staring at LeVon, Paco uunbles into the phone.

PAC!
Please hurry.

Paco hangs up. He slowly stands up frou the desk.

LeVon stands uotionless' in the doonay, staring at Paco. His
e:<pressioh is unreadable. Betrind hiD, Bobby and Danny peek
their faces into view. Tense silence. Finally, LeVon blinks.

PT'NK

I

I

I

I

I
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LEVON
(pointing)

Get out.

Paco hesitates. He holds his breath and sidles past LeVon,
never turning his back on hin. I-eVon lets him pass.

Once Paco exits, LeVon stands on tiptoes and pokes out a square
of the suspended ceiling. .A grlm bag fa1ls into vier. LeVon
also grabs his Fodorrs gruides to South America.

INT. ZIPPIEIS

LeVon punts an Elvis head out of the uay and hurries to the
checkout counter. Paco and the boys stay out of his vay as he
cleans out the registers, d utping ttre cash in his grla bag. The
bag i-s already packed uith rrapped, wads of biIIs.

BOBBY
(seeing the uoney)

PACO
I|u sorry, LeVon--you didntt
give De a choice.

. LEf,'ON
(to boys)

Gi-"te ny hundred bucks.

Bobby and Danny come to life and yan* the bills out of ttreir
breast lrcckets. LeVon shoves thea in his bag. Paco and the
boys follov LeVon outside into the parking Iot.

what are you 
"Hi3"uo,

EXI. ZIPPTEIS

LeVon strides to Dannyrs car, the only car in the eupty parking
Iot. Ile sets his bag on ttre carrs roof and checks bis watch.

LEVON
Car keys.

Danny looks at Bobby and Paco. LeVon snaps his fingers. Danny
tugs the car keys frou his pocket and tosses theu to LeVon.

DA}INY
Yeatr, sure. . .whatever.

Jesus...
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I-eVon ualks around and unlocks the tnrnk. He throws out a larrn
chair and a spare tire, making rootr.

BOBBY
LeVon. ..uaybe you ought to stay
here and vait for the police.
I think theytd go easier on you if--

This thought is lost when LeVon suoops onto Paco. He neatly
grabs up Paco and craus hiu in the tnrnk, slaros it shut before
ttre boys can react. He crouches, hands on his knees, and
bellors into the keyhole.

Lg\rON
cRoss !E? IEE? ! You rvY r,EAGt E PUNK! ! --

Bobby and Danny are thunderstnrck. LeVon lets out a breath and
instantly regains his conposure. He shoves past Bobby and
Darury, opens the driverrs door.

Bobby and Danny yank on the trunk Iid, straining to oPen it.
Inside the tnrnk, Paco thuups the lid--his yells are muffled.

BOBBY
Let hiu out, LeVon! --

Let hia out !

Bobby and Danny shut up rhen ttrey see LeVon produce a suall
pistol frou his g1ra bag. He sticks it i.nside his Zippie I s
snock, then cliubs behind the vheel. Bobby runs to LeVonls
vindor, scared.

panrni!--let hif:iI.
.LeVon reactres out the windou and casually takes a handful of
big lapel, pulls Bobby face-to-face vith hiu.

I,EYON
lfell the cops uerre heading norttr.
NEElb. You overheard ue saying f
got fanily in Nev York.

(including Danny)
Thatrs the story--got it, fat boy?

Bobby and Danny swallow hard. Paco thumps faintly in the
background. We hear sirens in the distance, getting louder.
LeVon lets go of Bobby and starts the engine.

I

I
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LEVON
Wetll be in touch.

BOBBY
What are you gonna do to Paco?--

LEVON
You worry rhat frll do to you
if you cross ue and my posse.

LeVon heads for the lotts exit. Bobby runs alongside the car,
slaps a hand on ttre tnmk. Paco is still yelling and thunping.

ret hiu p!-- 
BoBBY

L€Von drives as cool as he acts--he putters down the eupty
highvay in the direction of the approaching sirens. The boys
satch lriu drive out of sight.

After a beat, police cars tear into vier, apparently having
just passed Levon. The police cars screech into ttre Zippiets
Iot, lights flashing--they eonverge in a semicircle around the
frightened boys.

CIISE ON Bobby and Darrny--they stare at the police surrounding
theu. Blue lights sweep across their faces.

CIPSER ON just Bobby--he stares out at the eupty highray. The
sounds of sirens and rnayheu fade asay...his mind is elseyhere.

To the police, Bobby robotically points his am--opposite the
direction that LeVon just took. Ne:rt to Bobby, Danny hesitates
and svallovs, then does the sane DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SEDN{--AFTERNOON

CIOSE ON Bobbyts face--his thoughts are still elsewhere. He
is riding with Danny in the backseat of a car. I{oods and
suburban houses recede behind theu. Danny stares at his knees.

After a beat of silence, a loud sniff is heard fron tbe front
seat. Urs. Kelbick, Dannyts DoE, ls driving the boys in her
Volvo. Her eyes are teary, and she nutters into her Kleenex.

URS. KELBICK
cod--I just yish I could get uy hands
on those two characters. I could
uurder theu for the way they terrorized
you tuo! Hunt theu dovn like--
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Mrs. Kelbick catches herself before she says nanimals.r Danny
glances uneasily at Bobby, Yho looks grim.

IitRS. IGLBICK
Bobby...I really feel I should
call your parents.

BOBBY
Uu. . .I r 11 call theu. f rd rather be
the one to tell theu, if thatrs okay.

ttrs. Kelbick sniffs and nods.

UR.s. KELBICK
Please te}I thern to call ue after
you talk to theu.

Bobby stares absently out the windon, uatching the trees pass.

E}TT. BOBBYIS HOUSE

The Volvo glides to a stop in front of Bobbyrs house. Bobby
clinbs out of the back and stands at tlre roouth of his enpty
driveuay. He glances around--nothing looks out of place.

ITRS. KELBICK
(pouers dorn rindou)

I reallv wish youtd come hone sith us.
I donrt like the idea of you here alone--
espeeially vith those two thugs loose.

DA}ITY
Yeah--cone on over, Dan. ..

BOBBY
Thanks... But I kinda feel the need
to be in uy ovn house tonight.

Bobby and Danny share a look. Danny starts to insist, but
Bobby gently shuts the carrs bacl< door on hin.

tltrs. Kelbick honks ber nose into a fresh Kleenex and atteupts
a faint suile at Bobby--shets barely holding it together.

I'IRS. KELBICK
Werre down the street if you need us,
or if you just nant to talk. I nean it.

Bobby linply waves goodbye. trtrs. Kelbick pulls away. Bobby
and Danny stare at each other through the carrs back vindor.
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fhe Volvo disappears up the street. The neighborhood is quiet.
Ihere are no neighbors in sight. Nothing seetrs out of p1ace.
Bobby crunches up the driveuay, fishing for his house keys.

Bobby is heading for the front door when sonething catches his
eye. He backtracks, slowly hunkering down to study the handle
at the bottom of the garage door--sonetlring is auiss.

cIrSE ON the bottou of the garage door--paint chips and bits
of wood lie like confetti, and therets a tire iron-sized dent
underneath the latch. The door has recently been pried oPen.

As Bobby reaches to touch ttre brolsen latch, the doorrs lotor
suddenly rattles to life, atartllng hiu back a step. Ee
ratches-as the garage door slowly raises, revealing the grrill
of Dannyrs stolen car.

CIoSE oN Bobby, looking uP at sooeone just offscreen. A
silhouetted hand rises into frane--a finger beckons Bobby
inside. As Bobby steps inside the garage, the door iunediately
starts to close again.

The sound of a phone starting to ring carries over to...
IlIr. BOBBY'S KITCEEN

the kitchen is enpty. I{e track in on ttre salI phone as it
rings. CIOSE ON the phone as the ansvering machine picks uP.

BOBBYIS DADIS VOICE
Ilello! --Youtve reached Crearner
Prosttretic Liub and Brace! P1ease leave
a Eessage...and think of us for all
your orthopedic and hone nursing needs !

The answering uirchine beeps.

DANNY I S VOICE
Bobby, Ean, pick up--I need to taLk.
My trlon is freakincr. I rm Like,
six years old again--she practically
uants ue to ro11 uy bed to ber rooE.
And she is rolfing dovn the Butisol.
Bob--you there? Pick up already.

(nernrous beat)
Da'nrait--I tm calling John Lav,
you donrt pick up.

A hand picks up the receiver. I{e viden to reveal LeVon bloving
on a hot cup of coffee--the Dug says nOrrer The Hi1lr.
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LEVON
Call trJohn Lann and fIII uear your
ass for a hat.

LeVon hangs up. He exits the kitchen, sipping his coffee.

INT. BOBBYIS LIVING ROO}[

The shades are drawn. Paco slumps on ttre sofa in the darkened
roou--his atas are trrrssed. Duct tape covers his mouth.

Bobby reaches to pull off the tape, but freezes shen LeVon
enters the rool. LeVon shakes his head no, and Bobby stops.

BOBBY
(to Paco)

You okay?

Paco nods. He and Bobby glare up at LeVon.

BOBBY
I{hy are you h'ere?

I,EI,ON
Sit tight--vetll be gone soon enough.

r.evon studies tlre decor--antique vooden legs accent the roon.
An antique wheelchair sits in a corner. LeVon snorts.

LEVON
I{hors your decorator?

BOBBY
(under his ^breath)Bite ue.

The doorbell rings, startring the tlrree. r.evon produces tbepistol frou underneath his zippie suock. paeots eyes go vide.
Bobby startq to get up--LeVon puts a finger to his lips,glaring at the boy. r.evon silentry Doves to the nearby do6r.

r.e-tIon peers through t{: peep_hole in- tie front door, his gun
aiued at the uood. Bobby and Paco sit frozen and, sc-ared.

r.evon suiles. He sets his pistol on a lanp tabre ne:rt to hin,then opens the front door.

Hello, heIlo, -Yon
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we see a slice of a unifotmed COURIER--LeVon stands in the
half-bpen doonray, blocking the Dants vies of Bobby and Paco.

Bobby and Paco huddle on the sofa--they both stare at LeVonrs
pistol, uhich lies ten feet auay. Cou1d Bobby junp for it?

C]CURIER
Hello--I have a C.O.D. delivery frou
Ace Printingr' for a t{r. Eugene Funston?

tgvoN
Thatrs ue!

@URIER
ftrs cash due--tuo thousand dollars.

LeVon already has his cash out, is counting out a horserad of
bilIs. He hands the rad to the Dan, vho guickly recounts it.
LeVonrs pistol beckons to Bobby. CITSER ON Bobby as. tre stares
at the gun. Paco nudges Bobby, nods at the pistol. Bobby
hesitates, trying to work up his courage.

LeVon shoots a glance over his shoulder at Bobby. LeVon hands
the courier an e:<tra fifty and takes the aanila envelope.

Thank you, =i=ml* " nice day!--

LeVon nods and shuts the door. He suiles knowingly at Bobby,
then picks up his pistol and puts it back inside his suock.

I.ET'ON
Smart choice

LeVon tears open his package. Paco qfroans, and Bobby looks
like hers been kicked in the grut--he lissed his big chance.
L€von scrrrtinizes the contents of the package--tro passports.

I.EI'ON
Nice work. Loots real...

LeVon holds one of the passlrcrts out to Paco.

I.EVON
This oners yours. I changed your
naDe to lglesias--tcause apparently
you love to sing.

(beat)
Theserll get us out of the country.
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BOBBY
What do you Eean, rout of the countrlz?r

LEVOH
(ignoring this)

All se need now are passport photos
Got a carnera in the house?

Bobby grlares at LeVon, not ansuering.

IlIf . BOBBYTS BEDROOI'I--IATER

LeVon sguints into a 35un vlesfinder--he ains tlre canera at us.

I,EVON
Say icheesei, Julio.

LeVon snaps the picture, blinding us rith the fl.ash.

Paco sits on tlre edge of Bobbyrs bed, posing reluctantly.
Pacots atlrns are still trrrssed, but the duct tape is gone.

LeVon vinds the caDera. He and Paco both year clothes from
Bobbyrs closet. Bobby stands behind I€Von, vatching.

BOBBY
Whatts it for? Where you going?--

LEVON
(taking pictures)

Irve found nyself a vhole nev larket:
Up-and-coning South Anerica. I canrt
say vhere...but itrs a litt1e country
vittr big NAEIA dreaus and no ext,radition
laus. Iru gonna bring cutting edge
retail techniques to people eager to
part vlth their hard-earned pesos.

(big grin)
If u going to bring theD...Dy very oun
houe shoopinq DesreIE.

Bobby and Paco glance at each otber. lfe can tell frou Bobbyrs
face that he is at least begnrdgingly iupressed by the idea.

PACO
Jesus. I{hat do you need ue for?

LEVON
You speak Spanish better than I do.
Your Harnrard ltBA canrt hurt...

I

I

;
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PACO
f I rn not a career crini-nal ! --'

LEVON
Yourre not flvsoeck since you
crossed me. Be grateful I need you.

(oninous)
Enjoy it while it lasts.

Paco sbuts up.

BOBBY
LeVon--theyrre gonna catch you.
?urn yourself in. Thros yourself
on the Derc1l of the court and al}.
Donrt uake this rorse than it is...

I"EVON
Just give uyself up.

BOBBY
Yourre this genius businessuan.

(quietly sincere)
Ird speak on your behalf.

r.evon believes hin, and his expression softens just a littre.
LEVON

Irn a free-uarket capitalist--f rve
gotta be free. fru not going back
to prison. No natter vhat.

r.evon pulls Paco up off the bed, then sits down in his prace.
He hands Bobby the canera.

I,TVON
Nov take Dy picture.

Bobby stares at the cernera as he uulIs things over in his head.
He finarry snaps the picture--the flash rhites out the frane.
IIIT. GARAGE--IATER

A bare lightbulb groqs -bright white--se are looking straight
up at the garage ceiling. r-evonts face syeeps into frane
upside-down, looking down on us.

LEVON
Cheer up--no Dore prison food.
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Paco lies tied up in Dannyrs tnrnk, tape again covering his
mouth. He stares wide-eyed as the trlnk lid is slarnned lhut.
We hear hin kicking his feet inside the locked tnrnk.

LEVON
Shut up.

Paco doesnrt. LeVon thunps the tnrnk.as he heads back inside.
rNT. BOBBYIS KITCHEN

LeVon studies the shot ro11 of filu as he talks on the phone.

LEVON
Hi, do you offer one-hour developing?
Super. Thank fou...

leVon hangs up. He drops the filu in his pocket and exits.
INT. BOBBYIS IJVING ROOI,I

Bobby sits in !h" antigue vheelchair--his arns and legs are
individually tied to the chair. Bobby yanks at the ropes,
rattling the chair. IeVon enters the roou.

IJ\/ON
I just called Dy lrosse. Theytre
gonna be around, keeping an eye
on you and your friend Danny for the
next couple of ueeks--just tiIl I
get settled dosn south of tbe border.
So you tro play it suart and keep
your uouths shut...you hear?

Bobby stares at LeVon a beat, uninpressed and bitter.
BOBBY

Your pE. Ctrt the crap already.
If you had one, vhy rould you need us?

r.evon gathers his ttrings, preparing to reave. He double-checks
his bag of uoney. Ee gives a llttle shnrg at tbe floor.

LgVON
f had a posse once. We got busted,
and they all turned staters evidence
against ne. I uas the only one vho
vound up doing tine...

(sneer)
I seetr to have that effect on people.
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Bobby considers this soberly. LeVon rips a piece of duct tape
off its roll.

LEVON
Anyway. . .

r.et Paco *r --*"""
LeVon gently Presses the tape over Bobbyrs uouth. As Bobby
stnrggles, f.eVon notices the pager he gave ttre boy, still
clipped to his belt. LeVon takes the pager fron Bobby, Iooks
it over, 'then sticks it in his orn 1rccket.

LEVON
Vaya con Dios...

LeVon grabs his grlm bag full of noney and exits. Bobby gnrnts
and strains at the ropes till hls face goes red.

EXT. DRIVEWAY

The garage door rattles open--inside, LeVon sits behind tlre
vheel of Daruryts car. He cranks the engine and pulls out. The
old Le.Irlans sgueals out of the driv":.y, out of sight.

Once LeVon is gone, Danny pokes his head into view frou behind
a tree. He runs across the street to Bobbyts house, glancing
over his shoulder to check lf LeVon is conlng back.

IilTT. BOBBYIS LIl'ltNG ROOI.I

CIOSE ON Bobbyts rrist as a steak knife saws through the ropes
holding it to the wheelchair. Bobbyis atiu coues free. Danny
cuts loose Bobbyrs other arD. Daruryrs hands are shaky.

DAIIT{Y
Jesus, Ean--f didntt knor vhat vas
going on over here. The shades uere
dranrn...I uas totally fudging!
I nean--oh uan, Bobby. ..

BOBBY
Thanks. . .

Bobby unties his leg. Danny stolos out of the rooD.

rru carlinn *3Hs ! --
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Bobby thinks. 'His eyes go vide and he junps out of the chair,
dragging it behind hin by one 1eg.

BOBBY
I{ait! Donrt touch the phone!--

Bobby hops on one leg, frantically untying hinself.

IIIT. BOBBY'S KITCHEN

CIOSE ON the redial button as Bobby punches it. He presses the
receiver to his ear and listens as it rings.

t'[a]Irs vorcE (rrLTER)
Hi, l,lall Foto Ksik...may I help you?

Bobby hangs up the phone and turns to Danny.

BOBBY
Hets heading for ttre mall.

DN{NY
Alright! CaIl John Law!--

Bobby turns to Danny. He sheepishly shakes his head no.

BOBBY
I donrt want to call the police.

DANTY
Why not?

Bobby tries to think of a reason not to.
BOBBY

I donrt knos. I just...
(shnrg)

I donrt vant to caII theu on LeVon.
Iru afraid ittLl end badly.

DA}TI{Y
So nov vhat?

BOBBY
Gonna need your Domrs car.

Bobby heads out the back door. Danny chases after hin.
DA}INY

Huh? Crnon, uan! Bobbv?--
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EXT. I{ALL PARKING I'T--IATE AFTSRNOON

The red sun floats over the horizon--it glors across acres of
parked cafs. SHOPPERS stroll to and frou the huge rna1l.

Dannyts motherrs Volvo drifts into frame, passing us--se see
its faniliar bumper stickers. lhe Volvo cnrises slowly.

rNtr. vol,vo

Danny drives. Bobby rides shotgnrn. Bobby stares fiercely out
the uindows, scanning the parked cars. The radio is ons tfe
coDe in right in the liddle of a neus report, read by the saDe
female announcer rerve heard ttrroughout the rovie.

ANNOT'NCER
. . .controversial prison rork-release
prograu. Police continue ttreir search
for an iruate uho, earlier today, escaped
fron the locaI convenience store to rhlch
he vas assigrned, stealing an anployeers
car and taking anottrer nan hostage.

DA}ITY
(groan)

Oh Dan. ftrs a good thing uy l{outs
zon*ed out bn tranquilizers...

The announcer goes on to nane LeVon and Paco, and give Dore
details on the criDe. Bobby points out ttre uindshield.

BOBBY
Over there!

Bright red and blue flashing lights slovly crnrise through the
sea of car roofs. Ttro police cars are converging on a spot in
the distance ahead.

BOBBY
L€trs 90... L€trs 90, denrrnft!

Danny reluctantly presses on tbe accelerator.

E)M. PARKTNG IPT

Here auong all the other cars is Dannyts old Ietrlans, parked and
eupty--one of the two police crrrisers crosses the rTn behind
it, blocking it in. The second cnriser parks nearby, lights
flashing.' faro no-nonsense COPS approach the LeMans, hands on
their holsters.
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The Volvo rolls into fraue twenty feet away--fron the car,
Bobby and Danny watch the police peer into the rindows of the
eupty Leilans. other SHOPPERS stand around gavking, and other
cars slov to look, so Bobby and Damy dontt really stand out.

rll1r. voLvo

Through the vindshieldr u€ ratch a third ClP stride over to the
tettani, sifting through a giant steel ring of automobile keys.
As the first cop reports ln on hls radio, the nan vith the keys
unlocks the door in short order.

BOBBY
(urder his breath)

Open ttre tnrnk...
The second coP searches the interior of the Lellans, a4d the
third cop goes to rork unlocking the tnrnl<. Without even
thinking, Bobby clilbs out of tbe Volvo and takes a couple of
steps tosard the lellans, craning to see.

DANTY
Bobbv--

EXT. PARKING IPT

The latch clicks, and the tntnt< lid rises oPen. Bobby edges
closer still, trying to peer aroturd the third cop. Finally,
Bobby r s POV--the tnrnJc is enPtY

The ttrird cop slans shut the eupty tntnlc, turtts and sees Bobby.
The officer has no idea vho Bobby is, but is annoyed by his
presence.. He vaves hia asay. 

,

Nothins to =".T:I3,?:r. . .

Bobby stands his ground as tlre coPs step past hin. They leave
their crrrisers idling shere they are and split up--one searches
the parking lot, tvo head for ttre uall on foot. lfe can hear
one of tlre uen calling on his radio for reinforcenents as he
departs. Danny hl.sses at Bobby, vavlng hir back to the Vo1vo.

Paco uust b" i*?31 vitrr revon.
ltaybe he vas uaking too uuch noise
locked in the trunk...

DAI,INY
I€trs just get out of here...okay?
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Bobby turns to Danny, serious. He slowly shakes his head.

BOBBY
I cantt let it end like this.

DAl{rrY
Bobby--the cavalryrs here! Itrs ended.

Bobby turns and looks at the roall--already, other police cars
are uotoring into viev, lights flashing. They are pulling up
in front of the uall entrance.

BOBBY
Ievon saLd he souldn r t give up.
I{hat I s gonna happen then?

I{ith that, Bobby heads tovard the uall on foot, first va}king,
then brealing into a run. Darury sighs and lets his head drop
baclc on the headrest. He vbeels the Volvo into the nearest
parking space, then jogs after Bobby.

I}TT. MALL FOOD COI'RT

Ttre uallrs entrance is one long, high e)q)anse of plate glass.
Go1den sunset backLights Bobby as he flings open the glass
doors and strides into the nallrs crowded food court area.
Danny catches up vith hiu just inside the roaIl.

Bobby and Danny skirt vide around tvo nes COPS, uale and
feuale. Bottl the boys and ye notice the Bug shots the tvo
officers refer to: Black and rhites of LeVon and Paco printed
on shiny fax paper. The cops are actively looking for LeVon.
Bobby and Daruty edge past theu netrrously.

BOBBY'(sotto)
Bead for the Foto Kuik.

Danny nods. In the uiddle of the food court, the boys pass a
promotion for a local radio station: A D.J. broadcasts live
before a 'groving crosd. The centerpiece: A brand-neu black
Cornrette sIovly revolves atop a big lazy susan (uaybe se aay
a banner for this pronotion outside in the nallts parlclng lot).
The D.J. ts anplified voice echoes through the food coutt. He
points to a se:(y l,IoDEL in a tight radio station T-shir!--the
uoDan presents seven identical Conrette keys, dropping theu one
by one into a racing helnet and shaking it vith a flourish.
The D.J. talks fast and excited, really selling it.
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D.J.
One of those seven keysrll start that
nighty 425 horsepower engine. . .pick
the right key, that car is g,s. Irn
gonna call one naDe frou the crowd every
ten rninutes, and verll keep going--live--
until soDe lucky Richnonder cranks trpthis bad boy and drives...it...houe!
The ZR-1 giveaway--only on Z-1O3! !

This spiel follovs Bobby and Danny as they board the uP
escalator, heading for the upper level of the uaIl.

DAIIXY
Damn, nan--giving avay a Conrette...

Yes. r knos. 
B.BBY

Bobby shoots one quick, pained glance back at the free ZR-1.

rNT. UJIT.T. UPPER LSVEL

cIrSE oN the landing of the up escalator--itrs the place Bobby
lost his new shoe. Bobby and Daruy spill onto the landing,
then jog along the balcony through the crowd of shoppers.

Bobby stops and leans against the railing, looking out across
the uall at the far balcony opposite hin--on the far side ve
see the bright nFoto Kvilcln sign glouing over a storefront.
Through the vindow of the store re can see Paco and LeVon.

BOBBY
There they are.

Inside the Foto Kwik, Paco is operating a newfangled uachine
tlrat allovs custouers to print tbeir orn photos. LeVon stands
behind hiu, one hand in his jacket pocket--leveling his grno .

Darmy taps Bobbyrs shoulder--Bobby glances left and right.
POIJCE OFFICERS--Dug shots in band--are doing a door-to-door
search of the ua1l. T\ro cops enter the store innediately to
the left of ttre Foto Kwik...Dore cops sork to the right of the
cailera store, showing yogurt sbop EI{PIOYEES the uug shots.

LeVon is unaware that he is flanked by police, and the police
donrt knotr hets there either--yet. At a glance, Bobby sees the
situation, and his eyes go wide. The Foto Kwik is the long w'ay
around the balcony, and tine is short.
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DA}INY
Oh uan--not good.

Bobby glances around frantically, looking for souething that
can help hin. He does a double-take, then suiles hopefully:
A dozen yards auay sits an ear-piercing kiosk--inside, uith her
back to us,. is Allison Peabo.

Allison is about to do the earlobe of a grung:f l,lALE CUSTOIT{ER.
She steadies a pneuDatic piercing gun to his ear. Bobby runs
to the kiosk, slaps a hand on ttre countertop phone.

BOBBY
lley .LIIison...

Allison turns around, sees Bobby and is pleasantly surprised.

AI,,LISON
Bob?--

tle hear a loud pneuuatic TIIUP and an nOr r! i Allison uhirls and
apologizes to her strstoner, handing hiu a gauze patch.

BOBBY
(breatbless)

How you doing? Can f use your phone?

Before Allison has tiue to nod, Bobby starts dialing like a
uadman. Darury sidles up behind Bobby and gives Allison a vave.

DA}GTY
Whatts up? Like your neu arD...

Allison thanks hin, keeping one eye on Bobby. Bobby vhispers
sonething in the phone, then hangrs it up. Ee raves to Allison,
then runs back to tbe railing to peer across at the poto Krik.
IIf,T. FOTO KT{TK STORE

r.evon I s face fills the video screen of the print-o-Ir{atic
uachine. Paco presses the nprintr button, and motors start tovtrirr. rcvon is irpressed--bers been in prison a long tirne.

T,E\TON
I{hat r 11 they think of next?

A uuffred beeplng sounds ln r.evonrs pants pocket. He pulls out
Bobbyrs old pager and quickly ratchets down the volu:ne. He and
Paco listen as Bobbyts voice broadcasts in a fierce whisper.
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BOBBY IS VOICE
You got police left and right--
head for the back rioht now.

LeVonrs eyes narros. He and Paco turn and look out the windov.
They see Bobby and Danny staring at theu from across the nalI.
Bobby nods vigorously at then, uouths the word [Go.n

Souettring in his eyes uakes LeVon believe hin. LeVon smoothly
steers Paco to the back of the qrriet store. The TEENAGER
behind the counter talks on the phone--he doesntt pay the least
attention as the tvo convicts disappear into tlre stockroou.

JUST AS leVon closes the stockroor door behind thea, tvo Bfc
CoPs enter the Foto Kwik store and head toward tbe counter.
CIOSE ON the door--it opens Just a crack. LeVon peers out.

cIoSE OX ihe deserted Print-O-t{atic machine at the front of ttre
store--a big sheet of vallet-size photos of LeVon ctrugs out of
the slotr on display for anyone eho walks in or out ttre door.

Illlf. I,IALL UPPER LE|IIEL

Bobby and Danny watch all this play out fron their safe
distance away. Bobby steels hirself.

BOBBY
Wait here. No sense in both
of us going...

Bobby heads for the Foto Kwik store. Danny hangs back a beat,
then finally lopes after Bobby, lad at hirnself for folloving.
tle pull back to find...
...Allison in her ear-piercing booth; applying pressure to ber
custouerrs earlobe. AII the uhile she is staring intently at
Bobby and trying to f igrure out nbat he I s up to.
I}IT. FO[O. KI{IK

Bobby enters, feigning interest in the Print-O-Matic. He palus
the prlnts of leVon and slides tbea under his shirt.
Bobby leads the uay--he and Dann head tovard the counter ubere
the teenage euployee talks to ttre cops. The employee holds his
hand over the phone--his call internrpted--and shakes his head
at the grainy uug shots the first cop holds out to hiu.

EX.TPI'YEE
Is that hair, or is he vearing a hat?
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Danny slips by on his ray to the back of the store, virtually
unnoticed-. Bobby audaciously stops to peer at the uug shots.
The cop holds it out so he can see it better.

FIRST COP
Have you seen either of these uen?

BOBBY
th...veah. I think so. Both of theu.
About ten uinutes ago, down in Penneyts.

FIRST COP
Yourre pretty sure?

Bobby shnrgs and nods. The cops thank hin and jog for the
door, the first one calling on his radio as he exits.

The teenager behind tbe cor:nter resumes his phone conversation,
pretty uuch lgmorl,ng Bobby as he tells his girlfriend alrout tlre
exciteuent tlrey Just had in the store. Eobby ueanders to ttre
stoc)crooro door, shere Danny is saiting for hiu.

Bobby pauses rith his hand on tbe doorknob--the boys exchange
a meaningful glance. Theyrre bottr scared.

BOBBY
(appreciative)

You dontt have to do this.
DAX}IY

Neither do you. CrDon already.

Bobby leads the way into the stockroom.

It[T. STOCKROOU

This storage roou is small and diuly-lit. Bobby and Danny step
inside and cone face-to-face rith a deadpan LeVon. lle has hls
pistol out and ready, though he doesnrt point it at theu.
Darury shrinJ<s back, but Bobby forces hinself not to.

BOBBY
Since rhen do you need, ttrat?

LeVon doesnrt ansuer. Paco steps fomard out of the darkness,
Iooking confused, and a little betrayed.

BOBBY
You okay, Paco?
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PACO
What the he1l you doing, sending the
cops the other vay? Iru a hostaoe here.

BOBBY
Not anlzuore.

(to LeVon)
Iru gonna do you one gigantic favor--
But first, youtre gonna let hin go.

LEI/ON
Yeah?

BOBBY
Yeah. You donrt have a cboice
Therers a dozen cops looking for you.
ErrerTone in the uall r s gorura knor
rho you are. No vay youtre getting
out of trere vitbout uy help.

LE|ITON
Wtrat I s in it for you?

BOBBY
No one gets hurt.

(holds out a hand)
Give De your glln.

leVon is iupressed, uaybe anazed, by Bobbyts villfulness.
Bobby continues to hold his hand out, not budging--Paco and
Danny are. quietly anazed by hiu, too.

BOBBY
You canrt be planning,to shoot
your vay out of here--yourre too
srlart for that. Give Ee your gun.

Lg\TON
(to aII ttrree)

Yourre not gonna trT and screw De,
are you? Send ttre cops after me?

Danny and Paco shake their heads. Bobby edges fomard.
BOBBY

LeVon--the last thing any of us
rrant to do is nake vou uad.

Bobby, though nerr/ous, is clearly in charge of this situation.
LeVon considers, then finally hands hin the pistol butt-first.
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DA}INY
Oh nan.

LEVON
(adniringly)

Yourre a born salesman, kid...

Bobby holds the grun like itrs Dade of uraniun. He disposes of
it in a huge dnru of developer--no uay to get it back nou.

LeVon Eoves to the door and peeks out through the crack. Paco
sagJs uith relief, BS does Danny...and as does Bobby hinself.

PACP
(heartfelt)

Ihanks, Bob. That uas.. . Whew.

Levon glances back at Paco, sizing up his Bood.

LEVON
(nonchalant)

I can still use you in South America.
Big money to be uade. Leqa1 Doney.
You can still coDe along.

Paco makes a noise of sheer disbelief.

PACO
Kiss Ey ass, I can cone along!
Irn going back to prison, LeVon.
I{ithout your itrll be Club t{ed.

LeVonrs eyes flash. Bobby heads ttrings off , handing LeVon the
photos he suuggled in under his shirt.

BOBBY
Here, LeVon--finish your passport.
Yourre gonna need it, right?

LeVon takes the photos, still eyeballing Paco. He finds soue
scissors on a shelf and goes to vork cutting out his picture.

Darury is concerned. Ee leans cl6se to Bobby, speaking quietly.

DAI$TY
Bob--hos you gonna do this?

Bobby steps to the back of the stockroom--he studies the back
door, which is used for bringing in stock. LeVon looks up froa
hi.s work and points tris scissors at the door.
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LEVON
f already checked--it. s a serrrice
hallway. It just leads back
into the rnall.

(points at Paco)
Nor, what about hiu? If he yants
to give hinself up, he canrt do it
tiII f fn out of here.

Bobby looks to Paco. Paco gntdgingly agrees. Danny speaks up.

DAl.lrY
Irll take care of Paco.

Paco looks askance at Darury. LeVon finishes his passport.

LEX/ON
So--hov do you get ue of here?

Er/e!-!rone looks to Bobby, vaitj.ng to hear. Bobby thinks.
BOBBY

Itm gonna ro11 you right out
ttre front door.

III1T. I.{ALL UPPER LEVEL--IATER

LeVonrs POV--ve track lov through the nall concourse, cleaving
a path through the crovd. Shoppers occasionally glance dosn
at us as they pass. This tracking sbot is kind of bunpy.

LsrroN (v.o. )Great. Real incogrnito. . .

Bobby pushes LeVon in a vheelchair. LeVon sears a big couboy
hat and wraparound sunglasses--he looks like a black Richard
Petty. IIis legs are pulled up under a blanket that still has
its pricetag. LeVon uutters out of the side of his nouth.

I.tVON
I{hy dontt you just stick a big sign
on Dy bead--rsuepicious Charaster.?

BOBBY
Itrs working, alright? Just relax.

LeVon and Bobby are equally ner/ous. From behind, ue see the.
wheelchair is obviously a courtesy loaner: The back is
stenciled TTPROPERTY OF SOUHTFIELD UALL." LeVonf s all-iuportant
g1a bag rests on his lap.
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LEVON
This thing rides like an ox cart.

BOBBY
(preoccupied)

ftrs an o1d WheelKing 3000--their
aluninru spokes tend to warp...

IeVon raises his eyebrous. Bobby realizes hon geeky that
sounded, and catches hiuself.

BOBBY
!l,an, Just deal vith it.

They both suddenly clau up. Bobby ualks on eggstrells as tro
Dore ney COPS stride right past ttren, keys jingling and radios
squauking. Bobbyrs head suivels around, uatching then pass--
then he sees sonettring ahead shich scares hin even Dore.

Up ahead is tlre faniliar ear-piercing kioslc. Allison stanrds
at ttre counter talking to a CoP vho shovs her the uug shots of
LeVon and Paco. The copts back is to us--Allison is staring
right at Bobby as he approacbes ber.

Bobby slows his pushing. Ee can hear the cop asking Allison
to study the uug shots closely. She is instead closely looking
over LeVon in his sheelchalr, her eyebrous narrowed--then she
looks again to Bobby

I.EI/ON
(sotto, to Bobby)

Get us uovinq--

Bobby and Allison stare ueaningfully into each ottrer's eyes--
Bobby gives an aluost luperceptible shake of his head, sending
her a clear ueisage. Allison looks quickly dovn at ttre aug
shots vhen the cop glances up at her.

AI,LISON
Is be dangerous?

@P
Not to scare yo[, but. ..8b.

Behind the cop, Bobby vigorously shakes his head no--LeVonrs
not dangerous. Erren LeVon hiuself gives AlLison a contrite
shake of his head. Bobby looks pleadingly at Allison.
Allison natches this out of the corner of her eye.
she shrrrgs at the cop.

Finally,
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ALLISON
Sorry. Havenrt seen ten.

Relieved, Bobby swiftly ro1ls LeVon past the kiosk and out of
fraue. The cop asks Allison to keep an eye out, then valks
off in the other direction.
Allison turns and satches Bobby, concerned.
booth and takes a fev steps after biu.

She exits her

Bobby glances back over his shoulder at Allison as her kiosk
recedes in the distance. Cops coDe and go in the background.

LEI'ON
What the heIl uas that about..?

Suiling faintly, Bobby falls in behind a group of IrIALLI{AIiKERS:
Elder1y ren and uoDen vho pouervalk for exercise. Bobby uses
ttrel for cover as he and LeVon pass several Eore officers.
Bobby Eanages a friendly nod to the nearest officer, who seeDs
to be watching hiu closely,. After an antsy beat, the cop turzrs
bis attention elseuhere. Bobby keeps pushing along.

tlitbout thinking about it, Bobby does souething out of sheer,
unself-conscious nervousness--he sings to hinself. l{e can
barely hear hin. ft takes us a rhile to figure out vhat hers
singing is the theue frou iThe Du*es of Hazzard[ T'V shov.

BOBBY
Just tvo good old boys...
Never neaning no hair. . .
Beats all you ever saY--
been in trouble uitlr the lav
since the day they vas born.

As be sings, Bobby p'eels off frou the llallsalkers and backs
IeVon into an open, eupty elevator.

INI. ELSI'ATOR

The doors dlng closed, and thelf have the ear to tie;selves.
LeVon absently joins in vitb Bobby--they stare up at the floor
nulbers as they sing.

BOBBY I LEIVON
Straightening tlre eurnres. . .
Flattening the hills...
Soueday, the uountain uight get reu
but the lar never wiII.
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They finish, sniling, as the elevator reaches the ground floor.
The doors ding open, and Bobby pushes out the uheelchair.

I}IT. I'WER LE\IEL-.FOOD COI'RT ARBA

Bobby speeds LeVonrs wheelchair into the food court. He slows
it to a stop in the foreground--he and LeVon see soDething in
tlre distance ttrat Eakes their hearts sink.

Alread, The Conrette giveavay is still going onr but past all
the hub-bub stands a K-9 OFFICER vith a police dog on a leash.
The tvo seeD to gruard ttre glass doors into the parking Iot.

cIrsER oN the X-9 officer--he holds a torn strip of zippie
suock, getting the dogr to snlff it good. The dogr reacts rith
a jerk, pulling left and rigbt and snuffling the ground,
working to pick up ttre scent.

LeVon tilts dorn his dark glasses, getting a better vies.
I.EI/ON

They got ny Zlppiers uniforD...

The dog seeDs to be catching on to the scent. He sorks in a
ride zLg-zag, half-dragging tlre officer behind hirn. The dog
is slowly working touard ttrem--itts only a uatter of tiue.

BOBBY
Is there soDe vay to fool a dog?

LETION
I{e could nrn t}rrough a strean,
uaybe. Other tban tbat...!!gElg.

Bobby glances around ttre food coutt, trying hard to think vhat
to do. lhe Conrette prorootion is in full-swing: I{e hear ttre
D.J. call another naDe out of t.be croud.

D.J.
l,tr. Niles. . . . .!91(!q;f$!y! Did I
say ttrat right? Iftrere are you, Niles?
There yrar--stlon up here and see
lf you can start this puppy!--

A ltN{--apparently, Niles Padofsklz--sidesteps LeVon and Bobby
in his excited dash for the stage. The crowd applauds.

LeVon wheels his chair around, looking for another route of
escape. IIe and Bobby see another K-9 OFFICER vith another
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police dog, working their way tosard LeVon frou the other
direction--LeVon and Bobby are boxed.

LEVON
shit.

Bobby guicXly wheels L€Von through the crowd and behind a fat
column, affording theu a little privaey. Bobby peeks around
the colunn at the approaching K-9 officers.' LeVon tosses off
his blanket, hat, and sunglasses

LE\,ON
Itu Just gonna run for it.

BOBBY
You I 11 never uake it--

LEI'ON
I{hat choice do f have?--

Bobby tries to thinr. Suddenly, therers the deep, throaty
runble of a souped-up car englne sparking to life: Niles
Padofsky has apparently picked tbe right key. The crowd
screams and cheers vildly.
Bobby peeks out froa behind ttre colunn, staring at the scene.
A slos, satisfied suile crosses his face. He turns back to
LeVon, "T= his head at the rerrving Conrette.

There you go. 
B.BBY

LeVon stares at Bobby J.ike hers crazy--tlren he thinks about it,
and se can tell frou lris face that it starts to sound good.

r}flT. UPPER LE1IEL

Allison leans against the raillng of the ba1coDy, peering down
into the food court, searching for Bobby--she doesnrt see hiu.
She turns and heads back to vork. She sees Danny, who hoofs
past her in the opposite direction, practically valking on histip-toes. He drops a hank of rope in tlre nearest trashcan.

DAIIT{Y
(under his breath)

Just. ..play.. .g!Elgg!S[. ..
Allison frowns at Danny, puzzled. She continues the ten feet
to her kiosk--once there, her eyes siden vith surprise.
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rNT. 8AR-PIERCING KTOSK

Paco lies hog-tied on his belly on the floor of the kiosk.
Duct tape covers his mouth. He glances uP at Allison, nodding
at her as if to saY nDo it. rr

Allison stares down at Paco, deadpan. She sighs and takes a
guick glance around--then SCREAI,IS at the top of her lturgs.

rNT. FOOD COURT

LeVon is out of his uheelchair and sans his disguise--he and
Bobby rork their ray ttrrough tbe tlrick crosd torard the
platform that holds the revolving, idllng Corrrette. Itey look
up upon hearing Allisonrs screa!...everyone el'se does, too.

BOBBY
Therers your cue.

LeVon vatches one or tuo cops Jog past, heading for the screan.
LeVon suiles at Bobby--he gtrickly e:<tends his hand.

LETION
Have a nice life, Bob--yourre aLright.

Bobby hesitates, then shakes LeVonts hand. IIe sniles back.

BOBBY
Good luck.

LeVon nods, then rades through the crowd, leaving Bobby behind.
He leaps up onto the platfotil, his gpm bag in hand.

The D.J. leans into the open driverts side vindou, holding his
nike to the uadly-grirming face of vinner Niles Padofsky--
before either knows vhatrs happening, LeVon smoothly pulls theu
bottr out of the way and clirbs behind the wheel of the ZR-I.

A confused mumur goes up frou the crond. LeVon powers closed
ttre vindows and pover-locks both doors.

It[I. CIRVHTTE

We see the aalI revolving through the rear sindow behind LeVon.
The yells of Niles and the D.J. are uuffled. The Den bang
their fists on the windou, but LeVon pays thern no nind.

CI-SE oN LeVonrs hand turning a second, engine governor key
its switch--he clicks it frou nVALETfi to 'TPERFORI,IANCE. 

n

stomps his foot on the gas.

in
He
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CI0SE ON the tach--the needle smoothly pushes up to redline.

INT. FOOD COT'RT

The ZR-lrs l{erCtrtiser revs high, rattling the soda cups in the
Taco BeIl booth--the decibel Ievel rises to that of an F-15 on
fuIl afterburner. The crovd scatters, visely sensing danger.

I{e look up at Bobby, standing his grorlnd anidst the chaos--
above hiu, Allison reappears at the railing of the upper level
balcony. She is flanked by a handful of cops.

The Conrette revolves on its lazy susan, e:rhaust Jetting out
its trln plpes. Headlights cliclc on. Cops are co!1n9. Nlles
and t-he D.J. figure i.tts a.bout tiue to bail out.

Itrr. coRvErTE

Lgr/oN
(super caln)

Five. . . . four. . . .three. . . .tro. . .
LeVon saits patiently for ttre lazy susan to clock back around
facing the uall entrance. Through the vindshj.eld, ue see Bobby
revolve into frane--Danny jogs into frane behind Bobby, joining
hiu. I{e see ttreir hands go up in a tiny little yave.

LeVon stares at theu, sniling crookedly. He gives then a vink.

IT[I. FOOD COUR:I

The car revolves into firing position--facing ttre ride glass
entranceway dead-on. Just as a flying ving of cops coues
charging up onto the platfor:a, LeVon drops it into first gear
and lays on the horrr.

CI0SE ON the rear tires--the fat Gatorbacks spin to life,
cheving down tlrrrr Astroturf and pllzrood like belt sanders.

The ZR-l launches off the platfora, scattering the cops. It
squeals across ttre eupty food court and bashes through the
plate glass of ttre nall entrancevay, blasting Lt to atoDs.

The ZR-l beelines across the parking lot, accelerating straight
into the big red sunset shich squats on the horizon. Flashing
cop cars tear off after it, but itts already out of sight.
A11 thatrs Left of LeVon is the waning roar of his engine.
Hunlcs of plate glass fa1I and crash like icicles.
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Bobby and Danny, and Alllson above theu, stare ln total aye.
Danny looks to Bobby, then back to tha parklng lot.

DANTY
Spo.

The boys stand silhouetted by the sunset. lhe song rDanger
llani starts to play as ue.. . FADE TO BIACK.

FADE UP OIT:

EXT. ZIPPIEIS--DAY

lte fanlllar store is vacant, its storefront csnered vlth
sbeete of plyuood. I{eede grou Urrough ttre asphalt. A blg
realtorrs sl.gm by tlre qulet hlgbray aays rFor Sale or L€aset.

FADE TO:

EXT. PRISOX--DAY

Tbe big front gate of the fanlllar Goochland Correctlonal
Center slides open. Paco, vearlng hle ovn clvl1lan clotbee,
erlts tbe prlson--a free ran. Ec lc ellllng bl,g ae he beads
for a valting taxi cab. ft la a beautlful day.

FADE SIO:

E)(T. \TTDEO STORE.-DAY

Dannyrs Le t{ans is parked in ttre ihployee of the l{ontbr space.

II(8. VIDEO STORE

Danny kict<s back behind the courter in tbe busy store. On a
big chalkboard behind Dannyrg head: TCRJAPPY l,lOVIE HEEK.. . .Rent
A Crappy l{ovie For Less--Angl lou Donrt Bave 8o Reuindllr

Underaeattr is a long list of Ofliclal C?appy Iovles (rade-up) .
Damy grins at the business here gettlng.
Ife see the rest of the video store--a healthy nulber of
ct STO}IERS nills the aisles. Red and green pistachio shells
litter the fl,oor in definite trafflc patterns.

Danny pops a plstaehio in hle loutb. l, blg borl of tbel sl.ts
on tlre corurter. Danny clurrks a copy of rRobot lloneterr lnto
a higb-s1-ed reyinder.

FADE TO:
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EXT. BOBBY I S HOUSE-.DAY

Bob jogs dovn the ateps, slillng. Hls crev cut has groun out.
He has keys ln hls hand, and uears a brlght icornrette- r-shlrt.
He heads touard a lone sllver car ln hls driveuay. t{e can only
see enough of the car to knos itts a car--not yhat kind lt 1s-.

Bob adnlres hlg vehicle, then cllnbs into the drl,verrs seat.
lfe pull back to see that lt ls a 172 EL Cauino pickr.rp--si1ver,
but freckled vith gray Bondo. Bob cranks it, but has trouble
startlng tlre engl,ne.

EXI. CREAI{ER PROSIEEIIC IJ}IB & BRACE--DAY

A tovablc outdoor elgm sits ln the dltch, pointing lte bllrrlrlng
arrff at thc rtorc. Itc algm 3ays rA EULL IJIIE Of EOXE NURSITIG
PROIXTqlt; FOR IOUR OXB-SIOP COXTTEIIIENCBT. TG track ln on the
store I s plate glass Yindfi. . .
Inside, Bob and hls dad put tlre finishlng touches on a yindou
dlsplay they are bullding. A aale aannequin dressed as a Tour
De Pranc€ racer elts ln a uheelchalr, fists clencbed over his
head ln vlctorT.
Bob stretches finish ll.ne tape acrosa tlre rarrneguinre chest.l{r. crearer places a big slgn that aays iRitcB to lor prl.ces on
Errerest lflbeelchalrelr Bob lotlong for hie dad to love the slgmto a better spot. The tvo york together uell.
FADE TO:

IIIII. TELS\ISION STSDIO

The studio is dark, and the video caneras are oLd-fashioned.
A sllhouetted STAGE UNIAGER uears a bultsy beadset and counts
dovn to zero in spanish. I{e polnts to soreone out of fraue,
and the stage lights bLaze to 11fe..

crrsE oN a video lonitor--color bare give ray to r.evon r s blgsniling face.

I.El'ON
Buenos Dlas, Venezuela!--

rcvon has uade hls drear a reall,ty: Ee has hls very oyn houe
glropptng channer. Be geta-rlgbt dorn to selllngr- apeakingfluent Spanish--ue uatcb hll for a beat. &lt then-. . .

The canera videns to introduce...!gL3|1e, seated next to hiu.

.t
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PA@
Hola, Aulgos! HoIa, Venezuela!--

LeVon and Paeo both speak rapld, perfect Spanlsh, and they play
off each otber vonderfully as they sell, sell, sell. there are
no subtltles, but ve donrt need ttreu--ue can easily discern the
phrase icublc zlrconlulr. The products are all shot through
a cheesy, rotating rstarbursti filter.
LeVon--and Paco--are as happy as rerve seen theD.

FADB TO3

IITI. Ilt&L BIN.PTERCIIIG KIOSK

Ittr a buetllng day ln ttre rall. tle track tbrough the crord
of SBOPPERS to tbe fallllar ear-piercLng kloels. Inslde tbe
klosk, Allison grrlne at a nervoua Bob as ahe srabs hie earl.obe
vlth anr r"'l cobol prep pad.

Bob and Alll.gon lean close and joke around together. lEhey are
colf,ortable vlth each otlrer--allre rlght uith the uorld.
Alllson raises ttre pneumtic piercing grrn to Bobts earlobe.
The songr rDanger ![ani €nds. ..

AI,LISON
Hold still .nou...

CITSER, CIPSER ON Bob as he vinces and sucks in his breath.
Ttre frane cuts to black--then ve hear a loud, pneunatlc THtrP.

THE END

):

)
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