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INT. JEFF'S LIVING ROOM -- MORNING

Close on JEFF, 20 years old. Unshaven. Good-looking but a
bit washed up and sad. He talks into a MINT-CALSETTE
RECORDER. Note the heavy sideburns, and bad, bad shaggy
gelf-cut hair.

JEFHE

{guietly, to recorder)
Watched Signs again last night.
Keeps getting better every time.
Essentially, his wife dies, so0
that she could save their kid from
the aliens later on in the movie,
And that was fate all along. That
‘was the way it was supposed to
happen. And even if you, like,
intervene and you say, "I'm not
gonna go here, I'm gonna go down
this other road®,.. It doasn't
matber. That wag your fate, The
whols time. You couldn't stop it
if you tried.

Jeff almost shudders from the thought. {’¥§
JEFF (CONT'D}
{to racorder)
Can't help but wonder about wy
fate, My destiny.
Click. The recorder shute off.

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: THE DUPLASS BROTHERS PRESENT

TITLE CARD OVER BLACK: JEFF, WHQ LIVES AT HOME

g TO:

INT. JEFF'S LIVING ROOM -~ MORMNING
Jeff, hunched over, gurgles from an extra large carbon fiber

marijuana BONG. His garvgantuan plaid couch consumes the
rest of the frame. ,

{(CONTINUED)
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TV {0.8.)
It's called THE GREATEST VITAMIN
IN THE WORLD. There's a reason
why you are watching this, right
now!
Jeff looksg up from the bong.
On TV, the ANNOQUNCER has much gel in his hair and falsely
tenned skin under a bright blue golf shirt with the
following logo - an enlavging raiobow sprouting frow a
golitary vitamin. He bends his neck. and re-cocks before
every sgentence.

TV {CONT'D)
Just pick up the phones and start
the new chapter of your life,

Jeff takes in the television content. He loocks at the
phone. .

The phone RINGS.

Jeff's bloodshot eyves open wide. He puts the bong down. He
ploks the phone up.

JHRF
Hello?

PHONE
Yo, Kevin,

JEPE

Mo. Thig is Jeff,

PEONE
Where XKevin at?

Jeff thinks,

JHEFEF :
T dent't know. He dossgan't live
hers,

EHONE
Huh?

JRFEF

Kevin doesn't live here.
The wysterious caller hangs up.

{CONTINUED)
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Jeff looks at the phone, and carefully hangs up.

INT, JEFF'S KITCHEN ~- MORNING

Jeff stands in the middie of his kitchen holding a half
eaten pop tart with a doubled napkin.

JEFFE
Kevin.
Jeff rakes a bite.

CUT TGC:

INT. JEFF'S LIVING ROOM -- MORNING

‘On a spiral notebook, Jeff doodles. The wowxd KEVIN in big

letters at the top, and the following words underneath.
VINEK, NEVIK, VINKE.

Jeff pauses. He writesa out K-N-I-V-E,

INT. JRFF'S KITCHEN -- MORNING
Jeff clangs through his silverware drawer, chucking butter

knives and spatulas out of the way. He lifts the plastic
gilverware bray. Nothing underneath. He stops and thinks.

Cur To;.

INT. JEFF'S KITCHEN -- MORWING

B large BUTCHER KNIFE slides from it's wooden sheath, and

Jeff twirls it majestically in front of hisg face.

The blade shines and gleans a reflection onto hie eye. He
flips the blade over and goes a little cross-evad looking at
it. Engraved at the base of the blade is the word, DELTA.
IND, JSEFF'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

Jeff bangs around in hisg little closet through footbhalls,
foam noodles, and winter costs,

{CONTINUED)
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He backs away with an old school Delta Airlines DECK OF
PLAYING CARDS.

Jeff removes the cards all at once with his right hand. He

places his left finger on the top card just about to fllp

dt-over; but he sgtopsg. - Then.

BMACK S

Jeff throws the whole deck back handed against the nearest
wall. He peers gingerly over the carner of his waterbed,
and examines the resultg of his divination.

Only one card is face up... ACE OF HERRTS.

JEFP
Interesting.

INT. JHFF'S LIVING ROOM -- MORNING
Jeff amokes a cigarette and jabs the butcher knife into the
belly of a TEDDY RBEAR, dlstﬂngu1qﬁed by a red HEART on his

tummy With a swift pull, he guts the entire animal and
aramines its intestines,

He pulls out a small plece of paper, not unlike thalt from a
fortune cockie. It reads..

INSPECTED BY NUMBER 12.

Jeff lifts the message up to the light and re-examineg lt$
contents., Pensive.

INT. JEHFE'S LIVING ROCM - MORNING

Jeff lays out flat on the dirty carpet, staring at thes
ceiling. WNothing,

JEFF
Don't fores it, Jeff. Chill.

The phone RINGS again,

Jeff bolts upright and scrambles for the phone. He picks it
up, but deesn't say anything. Silence. Jeff listensg.

SHARON (0.8.}
Hello?

(CONTINUED)
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JEFR
Mom?

INT. OFFICE - SHARON'S CUBICLE -- MORNING

SHARON, late 50's, works in this depresging cubicie
environmant. There's just a touch of gordgecus lefit to thig
woman who covars up her ghitty life with too much make-up,
poorly self-dyed halr, and a nasty temper. At least she
doean*t do the fake smile thing. :

SHARON
Jeff?

INT, JEFF'S LIVING ROOM/INT., OFFICE -- MORNING

Jeff is clearly disappointed.

JREFE
Yeah, it's we.

SHARON
¥You know you're supposed to say
‘hello' when you pick up the

phone.
AE

JEFF
Sorry. I thought you were someone
alse.

SHARON
What, you got a glrlfriend?

JEFF
Ho.

SHARON

That's a ghocker. What are vou
doing up this earily, anyway?

Silence.

SHARON (CONT'D)
{annoyad) _
You haven't gone to glesp yet,
have you, What do you do all
night, Jeffi? :

(CONTINUED)
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Here comes the temper.

JEFF
Mom, I'm kind of busy.
SHARON
Fine. ©Did you get the wood glue?
JEFF
What?
SHARON

The wood gluel

A nearby coworker is startled by Sharon's shrill, desperate
voice, He looks up to see her beet red face practically
swallowing the phone. '

SHARCN (QONT'D) .
I left you a note on the kitchen
counter! One of the shutters on
the pantzy door is broken and I
need you to Eix it

Jeff holds the phone away from hig ear. Painfully loud.

JEFE
Mom, T told you I'm in the wmiddle
of something right now. Can I
just- -

SHARCON
You lazy little shit! You sleep
and eat in my house for free! The
only thing I ask you to do 1s gset
me some god damned wood glue and
fix the ghutter and you wvan't saven
do that?! '

. JEFF
I'11 get te it, Mom!

SHAROM
Exactly! You get your ass off the
couch, get on the bus, you take it
to Highland Avenue, vyou gesb off,
vou go to the Home Depot, you get
the olue, you get back on the bus,
yvou come homs and yvou f£ix the
shutter, or you find another place
to live. ¥You got ig?

(CONTINGEDR)



{CONTINUED:
Silence. Jeff fumes like a little boy.

SHARON (CONT!D)
You got 1t?

JEFF
Yeah... I got ik,

SHARQON
Good.

Sharon slams the phone down.

SHARON {CONT®D)
Asahole. Lazy little asshole.

The coworker stares in digbelief. Sharon catches his eve.

SHARON {CONT'D)
What?!

Sharon lodks down at a hexr desk. A PICTURE of Bharon, Lwo
VOUNG BOYSE, and & smiling MBN. Sharon stares at it, then
knocks it over, '

EXT. DUPLEX -- MORNING

A brand new PORSCHE BOXTER sits in the driveway of a much
lower-income duplex. A sore thumb. ’
INT, DUPLEX -- MOENING

PAT, a short and balding man (5'3"?} in his wmid 30'm, wears
a tiny little suit. He's got juicy bage uander his eves.

He eate breakfast across from LINDA, same age. Birdlike.
Not happy.

Only the sounds of chewing are heard.

Thesse two don't talk very much and when they do it's,
well. ..

BAT
This is good.

LINDA
Good.

(CONTINUED)
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BAT
Thanks For cooking.

LINDA
You'lre welcome,

S8ilence. Pat smiles at hinda. She doesn't reciprocate.

FPat slams down his fork.

PAT
Are you gonna stay mad about this?

LINDA
Until you take Lhat thing back to
the dealership, ves.

PAT
I'm not taking it back, Linda.

LINDA
Pat, we talked about this. We
agreed we couldn't afford it,
Then, you went oubt and bought it

T anyway .
| PAT
so.
Linda, flabbergasted.
LINDA
So? You don’'t understand why I'm
mad?
PAT

I work hard. T pay the bills. I
deserve this,

LINDA
We can't afford it!

Linda takes Pat's breakfast away from him,

BAT
Gimme that.

LINDA,
Nol

(CONTINUED)
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PAT
Gimme my breakfast, Lindal

LINDA
You wanb it?

Iinda raises an eyebrow. She walks out of the kitchen,
straight out the front deoxn...
EXT. DUPLEX -~ MORNING

And dumps the remainder of Pat’s breakfast on the hood
of the Porsche Boxter.

L.INDA
Thera you go.

Linda strideas past Pat back intco the house. Pat stares at
his car, covered in eggs and ketchup.

PAT
Awesome.
INT. JEFF'S KITCHEN -- MORNING

Jeff picks up a five deollar bill, a set of house keys, and a
note from the kitchen table. The note reads:

TAKE THE BR-147 BUS ALL THE WAY TG HIGHLAND AVE.

Jeff pute the money in his pocket.

EXT. BUS 37T0P -~ DAY

Jeff, dressed in green basketball shorts, a blue and white
hooded sweatshirt, and 1¢-year old Reebok high-tops, wailts
at the bus stop. He listans to an extended jam f£rom Phish
on his cassette walk-man. -

The bus comes and Jeff holds the door opsn for TWO ELDERLY
LADIRS, They're pleased with this southsrn gentleman.

Jeff c¢limbg abcard.
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INT. BUS -- DAY

Jeff cruises along the streets of Baton Rouge. Strip malls
and construction don't seem to bother Jeff. He's having a
cgreat time.listening to hig . walkman.. ...

The bus stops and a crowd of people get on. One of whom is
a young, AFPRTCAN-AMERICAN KID with gorgeous eyes. He sports
a Knicks jersey and a cocky swagger as he swings himself
around a pole and into the first available geat. In doing
so, Jeff's eyes catch the back of thﬂs kid's dersey. In
bold white letters:

CLICK. Phishis extended jam stops as Jeff's thumb presses
the button on his walk-man.

bg the bus accelerates, Jeff watches Kevin intently. There
is something regal about this kid. He doesn't talk to other
pasgangers. He sits upright and stares slbraight ahead.

Then, without warning, Kevin turns around and cabches Jeff
gtaring at him. They lock eyes for a moment., EKevin's eyes
like the ocean. Jeff quickly loocks down at hig walk-man and
presses play.

Kevin looks away. Jeff conbinues to stare at the walk-man,
listening to the wmusic, grooving a little bit (faking it).

Jeff sneaks a furtive glance at Kevin, his back to Jeff once
again. ‘

DING. . Kevin reaches up and signals for the next stop. Jeff
“notices the digital bus stop display. "Seigen Lane" is
blinking. ‘“Highland Ave® ig stlll meven stops away.

The bus approaches the curb and Kevin is on his feet, maklng
his way to the front of the bus.

Jeff is trapped. One of the elderly ladies he helped onto
the bus eariier has the alzle seat, He wabtches through the
window as Kevin exits the bus and walks out of Jeff's life.

Jeff fidgets in his seat. The elderly woman sitting next to
him watchesd him nervously.

The hydraulics of the bus scund. The bus avcelerabtes and
the doors begin to ¢lose. Pub not bhefore Joff reaches out
te stop them:

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED :

JEFF
Hold onl!

Jeff stands up and the bus driver slams on the brakes,
knocking Jeff into the lap of the eldsrly woman seated next
te him,

JEFF (CONT'D)
Sorry. .. Excuse me...

EXT. BATON ROUGE STREETE -« CONTINUOUS

The bus accelerates once again and Jeff bursts through the
back doors of the bus, fumbling a bit as he hits the
pavenent: .

He gathers himself in just enough time to ses Kevin turn
down a side street.

Jeff breaks intc a guick jog.

EXT. BATON ROUGE INNER CITY -- DAY

An imner city neighborhood. Serateh that. A poor, crack- a
house infested inner city neighborhood.

Jeff follows Kevin, a good Ffifty yvards between them., He
passes a not so overt hercoine deal. He doesn't seenm to
notice how dangerous it is out here. He keeps his eves on
the prize: Xevin.

Jeff accidentally bumps intd an ANGRY MAN. Angry man,
annoyed, yells obscenities in Jeff's face. Jeff listens
intently, tChen keeps going.

Kevin ducks into a nearby CORNER STCRE. Jeff follows him.

INT. CORNER STORE -- DAY

Kevin peruses the chips and dips aisle as Jeff spies on him
from the neighboring aisle., He quickly turns around, as if
Kevin can feal Jeff's eyes on hin.

Jeff immediately drops to the floor. The store clerk stares
at Jeff suspiciously.

CLERK
Can I help vyou?

{CONTINUED)
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Kevin looks at the clerk, assuming he's talking to lim.
Jeff gets to his knees and takes a quick peek at Kevin. He
seas Kevin pogketing a bag of Chestos.

Kevin exits the gtore quickly and Jeff hides behind a nearby
posteard rack to avold heing seen. ’

CLERK (CONI''L)
Can-I-help-you?

EXT. DASKETBALL COURTS -~ DAY

African American males plaving baskethall really well.
Dunking. 3-pointers. An aggressive game with big guys.

On a bench nearby, Kevin waitsg with four or five other
prospective players for their turn,

Jeff looks on from behind a chain link fence.

A particularly aggressive CENTER goes in for a lay-up. A
snaller, unfortunate GUARD takes the c¢harge and is
immediately knocked te the ground, his head bouncing off the
pavement like a. racquet ball.

The players erupt. Some laughing. Some turning their syes
away in disgust. This guy’'s knocked out. He eventually
comes to and some players help him off ths court and onto
the bench.

Kevin 1s called into the game by one of the remalining
players.

Jeff makes his move, taking a seat on the players' bench.
Next to these ball players, you see how big Jeff really is.
He's not much smaller than the other guys.

Kevin, on the other hand, is small. But he's good. He
ghoots the 3's well from the outside. He also passes well,
a team player.

He takes the ball out from half-court, fakes a 3, and passes
it. But, the same center that knocked out the guard earlier
intercepts the pass. He charges for the goal. The new,
wiser guard stays out of his way and the center dunks the
ball furicusly. A fight breaks out immediately between the
guard and one of his teammates.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

TEAMMATE
You going to let him dunk that
bitch all day?

GUARD
You want to take the hit?

The teammate pushes the guard and it gets ugly pretty quick.
Punches and bad language. It breaks up and ths guard is
gent packing, furious. With only nine players on the court,
they turn to the hanch.

Kevin sees Jeff. Does he recognize him? He logks eyes with
him. Jeff doesn't turn away this time.

One of Kevin's teammates points toward a particularly
athletic looking guy on the bench, but Kevin swats his hand
away and pointa to Jeff. The rest of his tecammates crack

up.

Kevin whispers something to one of his teammates, The
teammate npds. And Jeff gests the call,

Jeff is hard teo read. Fear.,. Determination... He'a
definitely intenge, He takes off his walk-man and hisg
sweatghirt, places them on the bench and heads into the
game .

CUT TO:

EXT. BASEETBALL COURTS -- DAY

Jeff is incredible. 3's, ball handling ekills, driving the
lane. He can do it all. -

He works particularly well with Kevin, They continue to
lock eyes on the courk., Somethiag is happening with these
two. And when the agyressive center frowm the opposing team .
drives for the net, Jeff iz there early. He avoids the
charge, leaping instead, swatting away the intended lay-up.
The basketball xesls ocut of bounds.

The opposing team cracks up in laughter.
PLAYER #1

Got a little henkey love on that
cne’?

{CONTINUED)




CONTINUED

14,

PLAYER #2
Great white hope! Ureat white
hope!

The center is furious. Kevin is impressed, dJeff is elated.

COT TO:

BEXT. BASKETBALL COURTS - WATER FOUNTAIN -- DAY

Jeff and Kevin re-hydrate and plop down near the water

fountain.

KEVIN
Where does a white boy lsarm to
play basketball like that?

JEPF
I played in high school.

KEVIN
You should have played in college,
man.

JEFF

My coach benched we. He started
me my freshman year, I played
wall. Sophowore year he benched
me and I never playved again,

_ KEVIN
What happened?

Jeff takes a deep breath,

JEFF
Stuff. Things just got messed up.
KEVIN

Well, everything happens for a
reason, right?

Jaff looks Kevin in the eye.

Kevin pulls

JRFF
Right.

a one-hitter PIPE from his pocket.

{CON'TTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

KEVIN
Want to swcke a bowl?

Jeff smiles.

EXT., ALLEY -+ DAY

Jeff and Kevin walk away Frow the basketball courts down a
sacluded alley. They stop by a nearby dunpster, which
offers some visual protection. Kevin pulls out the pipe,
atuffg it, lights it, takes a hit.

Jeff reaches out, and Kevin hands it te him. Jeff lights
the bowl, and takes a monster hit.

: KEVIN
Woah. Easy, man.

Jeff exhales, happy,
Kevin takes back the pipe, reloads, lights, hite.

Jeff reaches out for the pipe,‘but Kevin hands it only half
way. He toys with Jeff, but dit's a little awkward. Jeff

smiles. /

JEFE
What?

Just then, two BIG GUYS appear behind Jeff. Kevin exhales.

KEVIN
Sorry, man.

Jeff turns around and ig immediately c¢locked din the face by
the larger of the two thugs. He goss down hard and the
other thug kicks Jeff in the side. The first thug then pins
Jeff to the floor with a knee to the chest. Jeff bleeds
from the wmouth, his face dirty.

JEPR
Kevin. ..

Jeff, the logk of betrayal.

Kevin ig almost sad. He reaches down, takes Jeff's walk-
man, his wallet, and his money. He discards the Home Depot
note. Xevin and his two friends guickly run off, leaving
Jeff writhing in pain on the ground, holding a presuwsbly
bruised zib. .
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BEXT. HOOTERS -- DAY

A crowded parking lot. A police officer writes a ticket to
a sllver PORSCHE BOXTER parked illegally in a handicapped
LEROR. e e

INT. HOOTERS -- DAY
Neastled in a gaudy booth is PAT, the little man.

PAT
80, yeah, fine. It was expensive.
We can't afford 1t. EI'll give her
that. Bubt she got what she
wanted... She guit her job and
she's a stay at home wife. You
know what I'm gaying?

Across the booth from Pat is &ILy a sour-looking pimple
faced boy no older than 18. He is not enjoying himself.

GLL
I don't think that's a healthy way
te lock at it.

Pat guickly chugs the rest of his BEER,

PAT .
Yeah, well you're just an
intern... Wait till you get
married. Bverything changes.

Gil shrugs.

PAT (CONT'D)
You want ancther beer?

Pat motions for the wailtress. His cell phone RINGS and he
chacks the display. : ’

PAT (CONT'D)}
Bhit. I gotta grab this. It's a
buginess call. Order wme & Coors
Lite, will you?

GIL
What 1f she cards me?

{CONTINUEL)
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BAT
Bhe won't, Just be confident.

Fat makes his way tc the waiting area and answers the phone.

INT. HOCTERS WAITENG AREA/INT. OFFICE -- hay

PAT
{into phone)
Hey, Mom.
SHARON

Hey, Pat, how va deoing?

PAT
I'm fine., What's up?

_ SHARON
I need to talk to you about Jeff,

BAT
Again?

Pat rollg his eyes,
PAT (CONT'D)

Look, Mom, I'm in the middle of a
buginess meeting right now.

SHARGHN
No, you're not,
BAT
Yaés, I am. How would you know,
anyway?
SHARON
Becauge you sell paint.
BAT
prle ¥y
SHARON

S0, you're lying to me and I'm
your mother,

Pat takes a deep breath.

PAT
Fine. Whnat is 1in?

{CONTINUEDR)
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Liar.

SHARCN
What did I do to deserve a son
that lies to me?

PaT
I - BOYEY e Tetls. stay on track. o -
herea,.. What's wrong with Jeff?
SHARON

You mean bemide the fact that he's
smoking marijuana and wasting his
life away and I have to fight him
to do one single thing around the
house? ’

PAT
8¢ what else is new?
SHARON
I need you to talk to him,
PAT
What am I going to say te him,
mown?
SHARON
He needs a positive male role
model .
PAT

He's almoght 301

SHARON
Yez. And ha didn't have an easgy
adolesgcent period.

PAT
Neither did I.

SHARON
You were older.

PAT
$0? If you'we an adult, you take
regpongibility for your life.
Loolk at me... I've got a job, I've
gott a wife, and I've got a
Porsche. And I am very happy.

{CONTINUED)
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SHARON
Look. I asked him to get gome
wood glue and f£ix the shutters and
1f it's not done when I get home
I'm going to loge it

PAT
Ckay, ckay. Don't lose vour
temper. I'll get the wood glue
and I'll fix the shutters.

SHAROHN
Nol Jeff haa to do it. It's his
regponsibility.

BPAT

Then what do you need me for?

SHARON
Talk to him. B8pend Lime with him.

paAT
RBe hate each other.

Pat looks outside the window and notices something
interesting. JEFF. He ambles through the Hootexs parking
lot, dabbing his bloody mouth with hig T-shirt.

PAT (CONT:!D}
Let we call you back, Mom.

SHARON
Fine, Asshole.

INT., QFFICE -- DAY
Sharon slams down the phone. Again,

Sharon buries her head in her hande for a moment, then looks
up and surveys her surroundings: a cramped cubilcle, a half-
eaten Whopper Jr. with a bit a special sauce dripped on the
keyboard. ’

SHARON
{under her breath)
This can't bhe my life.

Just then, a few rows over and many cubss away, an object
flies through the aiy wmoving gquickly. 1Is it a paper...
air?. ..

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
SMACKI

Tt crashes directly into Sharon's computer screen and lands
on her keyboard in front of her. A PINK PAPER ATRPLANE.

~Shareon. ghacks. out. the. cubes. around her. . No one...8he. ... ...
unfolds the pink airplane and inside is drawn in meticulous
pencilil, a FLOWER,
Sharon holds the ilmage. It's simple, elegant.

DING!

Sharon glances at her computer and an INSTANT MESSAGE WINDOW
opensg. It reads:

ANONYMOUS: Do you like flowars?

8karon examines the blinking cursor next to her potential
reply. She looks around one more time. 8till, no one is
there. ’

Sharon leans in and types.

SHARON: Who 1s this?

ANONYMOUS: No one.

SHARON: Come on.

ANONYMOUS: Let's just say I'm a secret admirer.

SHARON: Yealk, right. -

ANONYMOUS: Why do you say that?

SHARON: Because I'm old and I'm gebting flabby.
ANONYMOUS: I disagree,

Sharon smiles and quickly suppresses it.

SHARCN: How did you get onto my instant messzage?

The curser blinks for z second...

ANONYMOUS: I work here

Sharon shoots straight up out of her chair, looks around one
more time. Still no one.



EXT. HOOTERS PARKING LOT -~ DAY

Jeff frudges through the parking lot, looking lost and
tired. Pat charges through the front door of Hooters.

PAT
Jaff!

Jeff hears his name, looks up, sees Pat and smiles.

JEFT
Pat? Woah!
PAT
What the hell are vou doing here?

JERFE
Kevin beat we up. ¥ walked.

PAT
Who the hell is Kevin?

JeEf thinks aboub this.

Yat sighs,

JEFRF
Some kid I was following.
BAT
A kid? Why didn't you kick hisg
ass? .
JEFF

T don't believe in fighting, you
know that.

BAT
Right. TLook, ¥Mom just called and
she's plgsed. Did vou get the
wood glue?

JEFF
Kevin took all wy wmoney.

PAT
Do I have fo do everything around
hare?
{to Jeff}
Alright, get in the car,

(CONTINUED)
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JEFF
What?

PAT
I'm taking you to Home Depot to
—get -the wood-glue and--Itm kaking
your ass home.

JEFF
I didn't ask you to do that,

PAT
If you don't take care of this,
Mom is going to kick you oub of

the house.

JEFF
That's not your problem.

PAT
When she calls wme and vells at me
it is.

JEFRF
I'm an adult. I can take care of
mysgelf. )

PAT

Obviously not. Get in the car.
Pat grabs Jeff's arm, Jeff ehakes him off.
JEFF .
Hold on, dude. I'm kind of
conflicted here, alright?

Pat is at a loss.

PAT
About what?

JEFE
I was on a path this morning. ..
with the Kevins... And vou're here
now. .. This weird Hooters thing. ..

and I'm not sure what I'm supposed
to be doing right now and I nesd a
second to... reflact, ckay?

Pat stares at Jeff for a good five seconds.

(CONTINUED)
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PAT
Jeff. Youfre goddamn brain is
turning into catmeal, do you know
that?

) JEFF
Shut up.

Pat heads for the Boxster, still parked in the handicapped
spot. EHe notices the ticket on the windshield.

PAT
ghiti
INT. BOXTER -- DAY

Pat drives. He thinks he's Nightrider. Downshifting, the
engine ggueals., Pat's in his element.

JRFF
Thig car is ridiculous.

PAT
You just don’'t get it.

JEFF
I guess not.

PAT
Let we show you something.. .

Pat point through the windshield.
PAT (CONT'D)
You see where that traffic is
stopped up there?

JEFF
Yaah.

A hundred vards ahead, a traffic jam.
PAT
(coy)
I should prcbably stop pretty
socn, shouldntt I?

Pat smiles. He accelerates. The speedometer jumps from 40
toc 45 to 50 miles per hour.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

JEFE
Pat, slow down.

Pat smiles.
e AT
Just watch.
Pat gripe the stesring wheel, his eyes focus on the road.

Jeff putas a hand on the daghboard. The stopped traffic is
less than fifty yards away.

JEFF
Cut it out, dude! It's not funny.
PAT
Count to three and we'll stop on a
dime.
JEFF
Stop, dude.
PAT
Ona... two..

Just then, a 19823 Lincoln Town Car merges from a splde streel
and pulls out very slowly in front of Pat's speeding Boxter.

JEEFF
Look out!

Pat slams the brakes and skillfully maneuvers the Boxter
around the Town Car, onbo a side strest.  Unfortunately, a
parked car gites in their immediate path. A quick left turn
avoids the parked c¢ar, but confronts the Boxter with another
oncoming car. The horn blares.

A hard right from Pat. A hit too hard. He avcoids the
onconing car, skips the curb, crosses the sidewalk, and
smaghes head-on inte a 150-year old ocak tree on the lawn of
& 19508 suburban home. ' '

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD -- DAY

The ocak tree didn't budge. The front end of the Boxter did.
People stop and stare at the wreckage and smoke.



-

INT, BOXTER -~ DAY
Jeff and Pat are stunned. They stare straight ahead.

JEFPE
You okay?

. FAT
Shit!

Pat psers through the windshield, surveving the damage,

BAT (CONT'D)
Fuok!

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD/INT. (AR -- DAY

An ELDERLY MAN, comfused and angry, emerges from the house,
his WIFE not far behind.

PAT
Jeff, are you stoned?

JEFF
Yeah. Are you drunk?

PAT .
I think so. Let we handle this.
I'm going to try and grease them
over. Whatever you do, don't get
out of the car.

Pat quickly unravels a new pack of guwm.
The elderly man charges the cawr,

ELDERLY MAN
Are you on drugs?! What the
hell's wrong with you, boy?

Pat gets out of the car, chewing a wmasgilve wad of gum,

AT
Sir, I am gorry. There waz a
padestrian ¢hild in the streset,
In order to aveid hitting it, I
had to maneuver onto the gidewalk,
and unforrunately have collided
into your tree here.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ELDERLY WOMAN
We know that! We can sse that!
Do you think we're blind?

BAT

CNoE at all, maam. T just wARE boo e

apologize.
The elderly man points to the car.

BLUERLY MAN
Is he alxight?

Jeff gits stone-cold in the car.

BAT
He's fine, sir, just a bit
stunned.

The elderly woman makes her way to the passenger side door
and knocks on the window, Jeff doesn't respond.

ELDERLY WOMAN
I think this one's burt. We
ghould call the police.

PAT
No, he's Eine, matam.

ELDERLY WOMAN
But he's not wmoving. Burt, call
the police.

PAT
Wo! Het's okavy.
{to Jeff)
Jeff, Get out of the car.

Jeff turneg to Par for an affirmation. Pat nods and Jeff
alimbs out of tha car. He standg before the elderly woman.
Bhe locks up at him and almost smilaes.

BLDERLY WOMAN
You remind me of my grandson.

JEFE
Really? His name isn’t Kevin, is
it?

BLDERLY WOMAN
No, it*sg Brian, why?

{CONTINUED}
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CONTINUED:

JERPF
No raason.

On the driver’s side of the car, Pat leans into the elderly
gentleman,

PAT

{whisperineg)
Listen, um, do vou think there is
anyway we can take care of this,
you know, just between you and me?
I'm not really Interested in
spending all day here with the
police and everything, you know
what I mean?

The elderly man locks at the tree, Pat's car, and then turng
to Pab,

ELDERLY MAN
well, it looks like the only
damage dons here is done to your
car. I think the tree is okay and
gince no one is hurt. ..

Pat smiles,
BLDERLY MAN {(CONT'D)
Tell you what, just give me five
hundred bucks and we'll ¢all it
aven,

BAT
Excuges mef?

BLDERLY MAY
Five hundred dellars.

BAT
You're insane.

The elderly gentleman smiles.
ELDERLY MAN
And you'rs drunk. I'm letting you
off easy, bov.

The elderly man holds out his hand. Pat veluctantly reaches
for his wallet. He sifrs through the bills, frowns.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTIMNUED :

PAT
I got meventesn bucks.

The elderly gentleman breathes deep, licks his teeth.
T RELDERLY MAN
Not gonna cut it, kiddo.
{to his wife)
Get me the phone! Dial 911!

PAT
Alrightt Alright!

Pat slumps and reaches into his glove compartment.

PAT (CONT D}
You take checks?

ELDERLY MAN
Not & problem.

Jef¥ writes out a check and hands it to the Elderly Man. As
he does, he gess something across the strest.

A WOMAN with black hair in her early 30's is escorted by a
good looking MBN in his 307sg into a RED HONDA ACCORD.

He openg the door for her and ushers her into the passenger
seat, bt before he does he gives her a small KES8., &

. confuging kiss. Haif on her cheek and half on the left gide
of her lips. Friends? Loversg?

Pat watches inteatly.

Joff turns to see whal his brother is looking at just in
time to see the kiss.

The man jumps in the drivers sgeat of the Accord.

. JEFE
Is that Linda?

Pat ig epeechless.

JEFF (CONT*'D}
Who's that guy?
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INT. OFFICE - CONFERENCE ROOM -- DAY

Eﬁﬁﬁ, a balding wan in his mld-40's stands befors thirty
office workers., A large stack of pizzas towers behind him.

BAUL
And, I kunow this Sapperstein
account is killing ws all, Bug, I
dust want to say you're doing a
great jaob, so lunch is on me
today. Enjoy!

Lackluster applause from the co-workexs,
€U TO:

INT. OFFICE - COWFERENCE ROOM -- LATER

Sharon eats alone. She dabs the grease off the pizza and
pulls extra cheese off.

Her eyes wonder around the room, landing here and there on
the different male co-workers. None sesm to notice her.

A middle-aged co-worker pulls up a <¢halr pnext to Sharon.
This is ‘@AROL. :

CAROL

Looking for your mystery man?
SHARON

Hey, Carol.
CAROL

Who do you think it ig?

SHARON
- It's probably just a prank.

Carol takes a hite of pirza and looks arcund the conference
roowm. Her eves land on a MODEST LOQKING GUY in his late
50's with a moustache,

CAROL
What about Henry?

SHARON
He's married.

(CONTINUED)




CONTINUED:
Carcl shakes her head.
CAROL
S nailve. How long's it been
since vou've been in the dating
WOEEAD v o o e
Sharon considers this.

SHARON

Um... Not sgince Dan.
Carol Lrowns.
CAROL

Really?

Sharon nods.

CAROL {(CONT'D)
¥No wonder you're so plssed off all
the time.

SHARON
Thank you.

CARQOL
You need to get laid,
HEP. BATON ROUGEH STREETS -- DAY
The battered Boxter weaves in and ocut of cars,
bumper dragging and creating sparks.
INT. BOXTER -- DAY
Pat drives, furious.

JEFE
And you're gure it was her?

PAT
You saw her, didn't you?

JEFF

Yeah, but it was fast, It could
have been a mistake.

icts front

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

PAT
She golb into our car.

Jeff congiders this.

JEFF
Something big 1s happening here.

DAT
Yeah, no ghit Sherlock. My wife
is having an affair.

JEFF
We don't know thabt yet.

Jeff peers over the car in front of him, presumably looking
for the ved Accord. :

JERF (CONT'D)
Let's just follow this and see
wheare it leads.

BAT
You sgee Tem?

 JEFF :
Wo, I lost thewm. Damn! They were
right there,
EXT. BATON ROUGE STREETS -- DAY
The Boxter continuss to weave in and out of traffic. The

red Honda Accord is nowhere in sight. Jeff and Pat crane
their necks in séarch of the car.

IRT. BOXTER -~ DAY

PAT
I think they lost us. Slut!

Through the passenger window a red Honda Accord, parked at
the curb, flies by,

JERE
There they aret Pull over!

BAT
Whare?

{CONTINUED)
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JHEEH
To the right! Hurry up!

PAT
VX can't get over!

JEFE
Gun it

pat floors it.

EXT. BATON ROUGE STREETS ~- DAY

The ailing Boxter nimbly cuts off three lanes of traffic
onte a side street, Carg honk and swerve.

INT. BOXTER ~~ DAY

JEFF
- Nice move, Dude.

PAT
Thanks .
They look arcund for parking spots, but there are nonsg.
this iaz the swank Baton Rouge Cenbral Business District.
Over-priced bistros over-crowd the area.

JEFF
You want me to stay with the car?

PAT
No, I got it.

Pat gquickly pullg into another handicapped spot.

JEFF
bude, this is handicapped.

BAT

I got it.

Pat grabs hig parking viclation ticket from Hooters.

32,
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EXT. BATONM ROUGE - CBD -- DAY

Pat stuffs the ticket under his windshield wiper.
CUT TO:

EXT. BILTMORE BISTRO ~- DAY

Through the large glass windows of this swank bistro, LINDA
and STEVE: can be geen sitting across from each other in a
booth having a civil conversation.

Across the streeb, Jeff and Pat git cuiside a Subway
Sandwhich shop. Pat deces his best to disguise himself with
a Subway Fat Grams Guide while Jeff wunchesg a 12-inch
meatball sub. Their eyes are locked on Linda and Steve.

JEREF
(chewing)
Dkay. We've got a friendly lunch
here. Could be co-worker,.. long

lost cousin. ..

PAT
She doesn't work. And I know all
of hexy family.

Jeff rolls his eyes,

PAT ([CONT'D)
We need ta hear what they're

saying.

JEFF
Body language tells you a lot,
man.

Just then Steve reaches across the table and grabs one of
Linda's hands in his. S8teve delivers what sesms Lo be some
sort of witty quip as he and Linda crack up laughing.

Bat turms to Jeff with clenched teeth.

bPAT
You're goina in there.

JEFE
Me?

{CONTINUED)




CCNTINTED :

PAT
Yaah.

Pat looks around and finds an ATM MACHINE nearby. He

‘ JEFF
Why don't you just go talk to her?
This could all be a huge

misunderstanding.

AT
If I talk to her she's just going
to deny it.

JEFF
Why wouldn*t she tell you the
tiruth?

Pat rolls his eyes.

PAT
You have no idea how adult
relationships work, okay? You
haven't had a girifriend gince
" high school.

JEFEF
Bo?

PAT
S0 we have to find.out what's
going on first, and then I can use
it against her later!

Jeff stands, silent for a few saconds.

JEFF
Do you still love Linda?

PAT
Jeff, I dontt have time for this.
Will you just get in there and
find out whabt's goling on!

Pat grabs some cash from the machine, placing it in Jeff's
hands.

JEFE
Dudet She'g woning to ges me-

(CONTINUED}
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CONTINIED:

DAT
Not if you sneak in. Look, There
is an empty booth right next to
her. Get in there fast, sit down,
and order some food. And listen
and report-

Pat stops, mid-sentence.

PAT  (CONT D)
Wait. I got a better idea.

Pat reaches in his pocket and retrieves his cell phone.

PAT {COWT'D)
Remember when we usged to spy on
- the grass-cutbers with walkie
talkies?
JEERF
Pat, I really disagree with the
. way you're golng about this.
PAT
Jeff, will you please just shut up
and help met

Jeff aighs.

INT. BILTMORE BISTROC -~ DAY

A proper HOSTESS in her late 20s stacks menusg. Restacks
them. A lot of make-up.

DING!
The hostews looks up and swmiles big.

HOSTESS
Welcome to the Biltmore Bistro.

Before she can finish her standard greeting, her smile is
turned upside down.

In comes Jeff. BRasketball ghorts, basketball shoes, hooded
pweabghizrt. Jeff peeks around the restaurant. Business
suits everywhere. Jeff fixes his hair a little bit,

JEEE
I'd Like a table for one, please,

{CONTINUED)




CONTINUED:

HOSTESS
Bure.

The hostess fumbles for a menu, slowly. Stalling.
locks to her laft at the bar area, which is empty,

HOSTESS (CONT'D)
Right this way.

She leads Jefif into the bar area.

JEEEF
Un. .. Would it be ckay if I sat by
the window? :

Jeff points to the booth next to Linda and Steve.
his best to hide hie face.

. HOSTESS
I'm sorry. We normally reserve
our bocths for two Or more
patrons.

JERE
Right. Well, um, wy buddy... uh,
Patrick, is parking the car right
now, =80 therse's going to be two of
us .

The hogtess furrows. her brow,

BOSTESS
- 1 thought you maid "table for
onef .
JEFFE

I did. Bukt-- I mean, I said
veable for one® but I nmeant "table
for two".,. I jusk wasn't
thinking, so...

Then

He doeas

36.

They stand in silence for a few seconds. No one knows what

to do.

HOSTESS
I'm gorry. I Just-- I can't seat
vou there.

Jeff takes a moment. Then leans in closze, making the

hogtess uncomfortable.

(CONTTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
JEFR
What if I grease you?
HEGSTESS
Excuse me?
JEFF

If I give you some money will you
gazt me there?

Jeff pulls back and the hostess stares at him. He reaches
down and retrieves a £fifty dollar bill from hig sock.

EXT. BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Pat sess the hostess leading a gentleman to the booth next
to Linda and Steve.

INT. BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

That gentleman is Jeff, wearing s black dinner jacket two
gizeg too amall, holding a menu in front of his face. The
hogtess smiles and points to the table.

HOSTESS
How's this for you, six?

Steve looks up and notices Jeff. Jeff quickly scuttles into
the booth. Jeff ¢gives a thumbs up to the hostess,

EXT. BILTMORE BISTRC -~ DAY

Jeff now sits with his back to Linda, just a few inches of
booth between them. He turneg to the glasg and gives a
thumbz up to Pat. Pat, from across the street, returns the
thumbs up.

INT. BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Linda and Steve continue their conversation as Jeff leans in
from the meighboring booth.

LINDA
It's hard to explain... T just-
We've gotten very competitivae with
sach othar and- T just don't fesl
{MORE}

{CONTINUED}
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LINDA (CONT'D}
like wa're on the same team
anpymors, you know? I'fm not even
sure he sven likes me that much.

Steve. ghakes. his head. ... . .

STEVE
Well, -that's his problem. From
where I stand.,. there is plenty
te like.
Idnda smiles.
LINDA

Thank you, Steve,

Jeff winces,

EXT. BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Pat, at a pay phone across the street, punches numbers.

INT. BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Jeff is startled by the sound of a PHONE RINGING. Jeff
pulle a slim cell phone from his sweatshirt pockst and
gquickly anawers it.

PAT (0.S.)
Don't say anything, she might
recognize vour volce, If you can
hear mz, give wme thumbs up.

EXT. BILTMORE BISTRO -~ DAY

Pat sees Jeff raise hie thumbh., He waives.

INT, BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Jeff glouchss in the booth, awaiting further instructions,

PAT (C.5.}
Okay, the velume button is on the
l2ft side of rhe phone,

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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FAT (0.8.}) (CONTeD)
Turn it all the way up and Face
the talking part of the phone
toward the booth. But kesp it low
and make sure they don't see it.

JEEF
{whispering)
Fat, I don't think you want to
hear this--

PAT (C.8.)
Jefft She's geoing to hear you!
Jack up the volume and let me hear
what's golng onl

Jeff frowns, adjusts the volume and holds the phone in front
of him, facing Linda and Steve's booth.

EXY, BILTMORE BISTRO -- DAY

Pat jams the pay phone recelver against hisg ear. Linda and
Steve are barely audible.

LINDA (0.3,)
{through the phone}
Wea haven't had sex in three wesks
and. .. truthfully, T don't even
cara bazcause when we do, it's not
evan good anymore,

Pat mouths the F-word upon hearing this.
STEVE {0.3.)

Well, sex is sasy, Linda. Making

love is a whole other story.
Pat's face le baat read. His aves focus in on Steve, Pat
might kill him, Bub, a tow truck blocks Pat's view of
Stave, A tow truck towing -Pat's Boxter behind it.
Pat peevs down the side strest whers he was once parked.
The handicapped spot is now emplLy.

INT. BILTMORE BISTRO ~- DAY

Jeff listens intently to Linda and Steve's conversation.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINCED :

Through the window Pat can be seen dropping the pay phone
receiver and gprinting down the street after the tow Lruck,
frantically waiving his axrms.

Jeff dossn't notice.
A waiter approaches Jeff's table and takes in the sight of
Jeff sitting there, his head pressed against the vinyl bench

seal, holding a cell phone three inches in front of his
face.

WLITER
Can I get vou something to drink,
sir?

Jeff mouths the word "water.®

WATTER (CONT'D)
BExcuse me?

Jeff tries again, wmore slowly, mouthing *wa-tex.™

The waiter stands, confused. Jeff waives him in. And
whispers in his eax,

JEFE
(whispering)
Water 1lg fine. Thank you.

The waiter leaves, still confused. And Jjust as Jeff leans
back againgt the vinyl bench sealb, Linda stands right in
fromt of him, leans down, grabs her purse from the hench
geat, and locks syes with Jeff.
They've both seen each cther.
There's no way around this one.

LINDA
Jaff?

JEFF
Hi.

A few seconds For each of them to catch their breath.

LINDA
HWowl

JEFE
T know, right? Weird!

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Jeff immediately turns to the window and notices the pay
phone receiver dangling off the hook. He looks around
frenetically for Pat, then faces Linda and smiles.

JEFEF {CONT'D)
How are you?

LINDA
I'm great!

Steve stands there, awkwardly unannounced.
LINRA {CONT'D)
Uh... Jeff, my friend, Steve.
Steve, nmy brother-in-law, Jeff.

Steve leans in with a cold, clean handshake.

STEVE
Good to gee you, Jeff.

JRFF
Likewise, Steve.

LINDA
Stave is an old friend and... This
is so weird, huh? I didn't even
gsee you come in.

JEFF

T know! We've been sitting right
next to each other. Weird.

Jeff and Linda both gtudy each other,

LINDA
S, whai's up?

JEFF
Just, sating a little lunch, you
know? Bistro action. You?

LINDA
Uh, .. lunch. Yesah.

JEFE
Cool.

More silence, Painful.

(CONTINUED)
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LINDA
Well, guys, I'm going to take off.
Steve, did you want a ride back to
your car?
Sure.
LINDA
Ureat. If'm going to take Steve
back to his car, Jeff.

JEFE
Cool.

STEVE
Hell, enjoy your lunch, Jeft.
Nice meeting you.

Linda and Steve leave Jeff at the table,

EXT. BATON ROUGE - CBD -- DAY

Pat, sweaty and breathless, gives up on the tow-truck. He
takes a momant to catch His breath, then walks back toward
the Biltmore Bistro. .

Linda and Steve walk briskly toward the red Honda Accoxd.

Pat sees them and takes cover behind a nearby parked car.

Linda and Steve don't talk. They hop inte the car and drive
away.

Pat looks arcound frantically. He tries to hail & passing
taxi, but the driver already has a fare,

PAT
Taxil

Jeff ewmerges from the Biltmore Bistre, sang little dinner
Jacket,

JEFE
Where'd they go?

Pat continues walving his armg in the air.

PAT
Down Seigen. That wayl

(CONTINUED]
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CONTINUED,
JEFF
Come on, let's go!
PAT
What do you thinlk I'm trying to do
hera?
JEFE
Get the cari
PAT
Cartdg gone. We need a cab.
JEFF
What?
PAT

Help me get a cab, will you?!

But there are no cabs. Jeff giveg up as Pat continues to
frantically waive his arms.

JEFE
What happened to the car?
PAT
Nothing.
Silencs.
PAT {CONTD)

It got towsd.
Jeff Jlaughs. Pat doesn't like {hat.

PAT (CONT'D)
You think thig is funny?
JEFFE
Sorry. No.
Pat still looks for cabs, waving, helplegs.
JEFF (CONT'D}
Pat, they're long gone by now.
There's no way welre golng to
c¢atch them.

Pat wipes the sweat from hig brow, messing up his hair,
revealing how bald he really is.

{CONTINUED)
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PAT
I can't helieve this is happening.

Jeff pubs a sympathetic paw on Pat's tiny shoulderx.
e L PAT (CONTT'D)

What am I going to do?
Jaff looks around and sees a comfortable looking patch of
grass near the side of the road.

JEFE
I think we ghould go sit in the
ditch over there and wait.

2AT
Walt for what?

JEFE
A sign, dude.

BAT
Jeff! This isn't a joke!

JEFP
You think I'm joking?

PET
MY WIFE IS QUT THERE WITH STEVE!
I'm not sitting in a ditch with
vou, waiting for a goddamn sign.

JEFF :
Okay. Well lat's walk then.

PAT .
Jeff, cut it out, man. I am not
in the wood for this.

JEFF :
Okay, then what should we do, buh?

DAT
T don't know!

"The two brothers stand around, clusless,

INT. OFFICE - SHAROH'S CUBICLE -~ DAY
-Sharon 1§ or the phone.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTIRUED:
ANSWERING MACHINE (G.8.)
Hi, you'wve reached Sharon and Jeff
Hamilton. Please leave a messzage.
The beep.

SHARON
Jeff? What are you deoing? I told
vou to call me when you got the
wood glue. I'm at the office.
Bye. '
Sharon hangs up the phone,
DING!

On her computer sereen, the familiar instant message bhox
appears.

ANONYMOUS: I saw you at lunch today,

Sharon inmmediately perks up.

SHARCH: You were there?

ANONYMOUS: Yes. : - fte
SHARON: Why didn't you cowe talk to me? Why the secracy’?
ANCNYHOUS: Beéause I'm a SECRET admirer.

SHARON: That makes me feel like yvou're not real.
ANONYMOUS: I'm definitely real.

SHARON: COkay. Then prove it.

ANONYMOUS: How?

SHARON: 1 don't know.

Sharon iicks her lips, suwiles,

SHERON: Go to the water cooler. 5 minutes,

The curgor blinks next to 'anonymous' in the instant message
window. No responsgs.
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EXT. BILTMORE BISTRO -~ ALLEY -~ DAY

Jeff and Pat rummage through a dumpster. A lot of dirty
food in here, It smells bad. Pat digs furiously. Jeff

JEFF
Nasty.

PAT
Look, we find the credit card
siip, we find his last name, we
find his house, we go thers, and
we beat his ass.

: JEFF
Right. Sure.

PAT
Will vou just help?

JREF
I just want to be realistic., This
zeems ridioulous.

Pat rolls his eyes.

BAT
{sarcastic)
Okay, Fine. I had a feeling.
The universe Lold me it was in
here. ITt's.a sign., 2o dig.

JEFF
You don't have fo make fun of me.
I'm just trying to help.

PAT
Well what else can we do? You got
any better idsas?
Before Jeff can speak-

PAT (CONT'D)

Begides sitting in a diteh?
JEFE

Thiz just feels like a dead end.
{MORE)

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

JEFF (CONT!'D)
I feel like we've gotten off path
today... or I've gotten off path.
It's Jjust wrong.

Jeff stops digging. He stands up and locks sround, pensive.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Yeal, this is definitely wrong.

Pat: stares at him.

PAT
You know what? Fine. I'1l1l do it
myself. Forget it,

Fat. continues to dig, furiously. He's wearing himself out,
gweating. Jeff stares at him.

Pat reaches deep into a pile of wmugh and retracts his hand
guickly.

PAT (CONT' D)
shit1

Pat looks at his fingexr... SLICED., Bleeding. He wipes it
on hig shirt. Panting. Sweaty.

JETF
You okay?

Pat, dogsn't answer. He's exhausted himself,

EZT. BATON ROUGE NEIGHBORHOOD -~ DAY

Jeff and Pat strxoll through a middle-class suburb, Lost and
tired,

JEFF
I did hear her say that you guys.
£ight a lot and that she feels
neglacted.

PAT
Sounds like theyvire already
sleeping togsther,

JEEFE
It's possible.

(CONTINUED)




CONTINUED:

Pat looks up abt Jeff.

PAT
Don't get married, Jeff. It's not
worth it.

JEFF

I'd like to get married one day,
Have pome kids. Soundz beautiful.

PAT
It's not, Trust me,

Jeff and Pat approach a busy intersection. They stop
talking.

PAT (CONT'D)
T don't want to talk about this
ANYNOLE -

JREEFF
Okay.

DAT

I'mt tired of walking.

JEPF
Okay.

48 .

The two brothers locok around, a bit lost. Pat's eyes fix on

something acrossg the strest,

PAT
Huhl.

A lugh, green plet of land amidst the suburban neighborhood.

Ozklawn Cemetely.
Jeff notices 1t
JEFF
lg that it?

Iwi'. OAKLAWN CEMETERY ~- DAY

Jeff and Pat read gravestones as they walk the grounds.

peints to one and they stop walking, It reads:
DAN HAMILTON beloved husband and father 1844 - 1890,

[CONTINUEDR)
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Pat stares at it calmly, but Jeff is tenss and nervous.
JHER

Um, Itve never, uh... this is the
first time I've been back.

PAT
Well, vou were only fourteem,
8G. ..

JEFF
Tt's weird., It feels welrd, you
know?

PAT
Yeah, well. It all happened so
fast. :

Jaff's eyes remain fixed on his father's gravestonsa.

JEFE
Well. Bverything happens for a
readon. )

Pat watches Jeff for a moment as his comment sinks in.

PAT
Livae been having this weird dream
about Dad lately. I'm about five
vears old and Dad’'s a teacher and
therets a bunch of kids around and
he gits us all down and he gaye,
"What is the greatest day in the
history of the world?"

Jeff picke at the grass, listening to Pat.

BAT (CONT'D}
And all the kids start railsing
their hands and cone of them is
Like, "The day Lincoln freed the
slaves!" And Dad's like, "No.''
And another kidle like,
tChristmasi? Dad's like, "YNo,*
And when they answer wrong, they
have to leave the room. -

Pat locks away from Jeff now, at the gravestone.

{CONTINUED)
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PAT {(COWT'D)

And then the kids leave and it's
just me and Dad. And, he looks ne
in the eye and says, "Alright,
Pat, what'es the greatest day in

- the history of the world?" aAnd,. ..
I'm nervous so I tell him, "I
don't know, Dad." And, he smiles
at-me and he says--

JEFF
Todzay.

Pat looks at Jeff, a bhit taken aback.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Today is the greataest day in the
history of the world.

The two brothers stare at each other in dishelief. Jeff,
particular.

JEFF (CONT'D}
I - have - that - dream, Pat.
Except it's yvou and me and Dad in -
his car.

Jeff raisges his hands. He's disarmed, about to cry.
Pat blinks and leans back, resting on his hands.

PAT
Well, it's probably something bad
uged to tell us when we were
little... fleoating around
somgwhare in our subconscious. .
You know?

Jeff staress at his brother, disgusted.

JEFF
Youtfre unbelievable.

BATT
What?

JEFF

Pat, why ars you so unhappy?

paT
BECATUSE MY WIFE JI8«-

{CONTINUEZD}
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JEFF
T'm not talking about that.
Before today. Alwayg, I'm
talking about...

Jeff moves hie arme in gweeping circles.

JEFF (CONT'D)
. Thig! The fucking universe
and things that are important.
How can you live a life with no
awarenesgs of... things... and no
meaning and no purpose?!

PAT
Me?! You're doing to bhe thirty and
you're a fucking pot-head and you
live in yvour mom's basgement, I
have a wife. I have a job. I'm a
homeowner .

JEFF
Zxactly! Those are all wonderful
things, but you take it all for
granted and you just complain! Do
you have any fucking idea what
it's like to be alone? Do you?

Jeff's eyes catch something just past Pat's shoulder. A
WHITE DELIVERY TRUCK, hazards on, parked f£ifty yards away.
The decal on the side reads:

KEVIN KANDY

TJeff swallows hard.

JEFE (CONT'D)
T have bto go, Pat.

DAT
Where are you going?

JEFE
None of youlr business.

Pat turneg arcound and sgees the Kevin Kandy truck. Ha is
dumbstruck,

PAT
What is this Kevin bullshit?i
(MORE};

{CONTINUED)
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PAT (CONT'D)
What's wrong with you? Some
fucking delivery truck says Kevin
and you're just going to leave
ma?!?t I'm your brother, Jeff, I
oneed youl

JEFF
You don't need me. You're just
scared because you're a wmidgerable
person with nothing to believe in
and vou don't want to be alone-

That's the lagt atraw fox Pat,

He sprints at Jeff, wraps his arm around his walsf to tackle
him.

o ga. Jeffts like a brick house. He doesn't wove.

JREFF {CONT'D)
Stop it, Pat!

Jeff wrestles Pat to the ground, pute him in an intense
sleeper hold. Pat struggles to get out, furiocusly.

PAT :
You're twice as smart and talented
as T will ever be! You wasted
your life on fucking pot-hesad
bullghitc!
Suddenly, one of Pat's arms breaks looge and swats Jeff
across the face. Jeff immediately lets Pat go.

They sit on the ground, panting, staring at each other. Pat
is dmmédiately sorry. Jeff's eyes show hurt. He stands up.

JRET
You and Mom will never understand
e. You don't fucking gat me!

Jeff's eyes well up with tears. He can't hold it back.

JEFF (CONT'D)
T cannot live in a world where
things and peopls and life and...
{looking at the
gravestona)
Death. .. happen for no reason at
all,

{CONTINUED)
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The Kevin Kandy Employee driver hops into the truck. The
sound of gears grinding fifty vards away.

Pat. stares at Jeff, who is panting, crying.

Jeff takes ¢ff in an athletic sprint, crogsing graves
diagonally. Pat watches as Jeff exits the gravevard,
crogses the street, and leaps onto the back of the Kevin
Kandy truck.

The truck drives a long way down the street.

Pat glances back at his father's graves.

INT. OFFICE ~ KITCHEN COMMONS -- DAY

Sharon stares at something, biting her fingernail. The
water cooler,

A deep breath. Sharon atrides confidently to the water
cocler, grabs a paper cup, £illg it, takes a aip, her face
to the anoler, har back to the office.

VOICE (0.8.)
EBxcuse me?

Sharon turns around. & female co-worker holds a plastic cup
with inguisitive eyes.

FEMALE COWORKER
You mind?

BHARON
Uh, no, sorry,

Sharon steps aside. She turnsg her back toc the water cooler,
giancing around the kitchen common area. The female co-
worker leaves.

Sharon takes another sip of water, her back to ths water
cooler, She dosen't notice BARRY stepping up to the water
cooler. Mid-50s, still well-built, with a kind face.

Barry takes notice of Sharon. He smiles,

BARRY
Here's to your health.

He raises his water cup.

{CORTINUED)
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Sharon turns around, startled, noticing Barry fox the first
time.

SHARON
Ch. Um, chests,
Sharon ralges her cup as well., They knock plastic.
Sharen looks away awkwardly, as doss Barry. They stand
around the cooler for a tense moment.

Barry refills his water and looks back at Sharon. As he
doeg, Sharon turns back, catching Barry's eye. DBarry
smiles. A kind smile.

BARRY
I'm Barry. |

SHARON
Sharon.

BARRY

I know. I've seen you around.

Barry gives her a slightly knowing wink. Tt takes Sharon's
breath away. .
Sharon takes a deep breath, ¢loses her eves, opens them and
leang flirtatiously into the cooler, refilling her glass
within inches of Barrv's shoulder. She leans her head
slightly closer to hisa.
SHARON
(whispering)
You know, I do love flowers.

Barry ie silent, =till. His face ig hard to read. Then, he
smiles. A knowinyg smile.

Sharon returns the smile.
Then, Barry's smile turns to a confused smile.

BARRY
I'm sorry?

Sharon's face drops.

SHARON

{(CONTINUED)
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BARRY
pid yvou say you love £lowers?

Neo hint of recognition in Barry's eyes. Sharon is crushed
and embarrassed.

SHARON
Nevermind.

Sharon brushes past Barry.

BARRY
Ckay! Nice weeting you, Sharon.

8he rushes down the hall toward the ladies roowm. Carol,
Sharon's co-worker friend fxom lunch, ncotices.

INT. LADIES ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Sharon bangs through the door and firmly plantes both handg
orr the sink, staring at herself in the mirror.

SHAROH
Come on, Sharon. It's fine, And
vou'rs not going to oxy because
it's fine, okay?

But her eyes are already welling up. A few gquick athletic
breaths from Sharon.

SHARON {CONT'D)
Coms onr, Sharon, cut it outi

The doox opens.

Sharon, immediately sgelf-conscious, fixes her hair and turns
the sink on, washing her hands with no zoap.

CAROL (G.8.)
You okay, Sharon?

BHARON
Yeah, I'm fine.

Carol approaches Sharon, concerned. She grabs her wrists
and turms to face har,

CAROQOL
¥hat's wrong, Sharon?

(CONTINUED]
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SHARON
Nothing.

Sharonts lips are pursing.
e e CBROL e
It's ckay.
Sharon sgrunches her face., It's almeost laughable how wuch

she won't let herself cry.

CARCL (CONT'D)
Sharon. .. It's okay.

Sharon buriesg her head in Carol's shoulder and let's it all
go, Carcl rubs Sharon's back and comforts her.

Loud, funny sobs fzom Sharon.
CAROL ({CONT'D)
Easgy.
INT. LADIES ROOM -- LATER
Carcl and Sharon sit on the floor, their backs against the
wall. The right shoulder of Carol's blouse is smoaking wet
and gtained with make-up.

Sharon's face is a wreck. Tammy Faye-style. Sharon grabs a
roll of teilet paper and blows her nose.

SHARON
This ig not how I imagined my life
would be,

CARCL

How did you imagine it?

SHARDON
T don't know., Just stupld fantasy
stuff, I guess,

CAROL
Tt*s not stupid. Tell me.

SHARON
I wag a little girl.

CRRDL
207

(CONTINUED)
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Sharoen rolls her eyes and smiles a little bit.

SHARON
I wanted to be in the Peace Corps
and all that crap. You know? Me
and a guy in ths Peace Corps,
being all worldly and giving and
shit. Oiving in a hut, kissing in
the African rains... whatever.
Itt's stupid.

Sharon cabches sight of herself in the wirror, her face
stained with make-up, wrinkled and old.

SHARON (CONT*D)
I can't helieve how old T am.

Sharon lays her head on Carol's shoulder.

Carol strokes her, eventually leans in and glves Sharon a
sweet, but awkward kiss on the Forshead.

Then, ghe sktrokes Sharon's cheek with har left hand. When
Carol pulls her hand away, the sleeve of her blouse ig
pulled back just enough to reveal a TATTOO. The GARDENIA.

© Like the cone on the pink paper airplane.

Sharon notices the tattoo. Carel notices Sharon and pulls
her sleeve down., Sharon sits up guickly.

GHARON (CONT'D}
Oh, Carol... Um, I'wm sorry... T--

CAROL:
No, noel TItfs ckay--

SHARON
No, I just... I don't want you t¢
think that--

CAROL
Hoy, no, it's fina!

But, Shavon is up and out of there before Carol can stop
Ly,

Carol grimaces and punches the ground.




INT. CHILI'S RESTAURANT ~ BAR ~~ DAY

Pat 1s saddled up to the empty, depreéssing Chili's baxr. Two
empty jack and cokes in front of him, he throws a third one
down the hateh. L

BARTENDER
Cne moxe?
Pat checks his wabtch.
BAY
No... T gotta go howe,
BARTENDER
Tha old ball and chain?
PAT
Nope., She's screwlng somecns slsae

tonight .

The bartender laughs., Pat doesn't.

INT. CAB -- DAY

Pat ridea in gilence in the back seat of a taxi. He pulls
his cell phone from his pocket and dialg "HOME" from his
address book. The phone rings a few times.  The answering
machina picks up.

LINDA'S VOICE (0.8.)
Tt's Linda and Pat. Leave a
message !

Pat hangs up the phone. He gazes out the window. A mexican
restaurant, a dry-cleaners, an arcade go by.

An empty motel with a few cars in the parking lot catches
his eys. One of the vars is a Red Honda Accord.

A double take from Pat.
VAT

Stop the car. Pull the car over .
right now!

= "?‘-_\_A
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INT. VIDEC ARCADE ~- DAY

A Kevin RKandy Employee stocks the vending machine with
Snickers and Baby Ruths. He checks his cliphboard.

Jeff hides behind the Pop-A-Shot game, watching the
employese. The sound of video games ia deafening.

EXT. VIDEQ ARCADE -- DAY

Jeff scuttles through the front door and hops onto the back
of the Revin Kandy truck once again., He is followed by the
Kevin Xendy empleyee, eyes on his clipboard. Jeff iz well
out of view, his body plastered on the back of the truck,

CINT. MOTEL -~ OFFICE -~ DAY

Pat strides up to the motel counter and greats the MANAGER
with a smile.

PAT
Hil
MANAGER
Hello,
PAT
8o my... sister and her...
hugband. .. came in a little while

ago in that Accord out there,
And, I'm supposed to meet them...

EO. .,
The manager eyes Pat, suspiciousliy.

MANAGER
- Gkay.

The manager grabs the phone and dials a few pumbers., Pat
impediately plugs the receiver buttorn, hanging it up,

MAMAGER (CONT'D)
Is there a problem?

PAT

Yeah,
{MORE)

{CONTINUED)
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PAT (CONT'D}
TUh... see, I'm supposed to be a
surprise.,. visitor, you know?

8o, if you could just give me the
room nunber, that'd be great.

"MANAGER
We have a privacy policy, sir, I
can't give you the room number.

PAT
Well, I'm family so it's okay.

MANAGER
Sorry. I can call them, otherwise
I ecan't help you.

PAT
Yed, you can.

MANAGER
Ne. I can't,

Pat takes a breath, reaches for hig wallet, and slides a 320
BILL across the counter,

PAT L” ;
Yas, You. Can. -

Thé manager looks at the hill., Then at Pat.
_He reaches for the bill, and slidss it right back to Pat.
Pat slides it at hiwm one wore time.

MANAGER

Just stop. You're ewbarrassing
yoursgelf .

cut TO:

INT. MOTEL HALLWAY ~- DRY

Pat crouches down next to the ice machine.” He glanceg down
a hallway to his left. “There is no one. He glances to his
right, no one there either,

Over Pat's shoulder, through the glags door, we see a white
delivery truck pull up to the curb. '

{CONTINUED)
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KEVIN HKANDY.

EXT. MOTEL -- DAY

The Kevin Kandy Employee hops from his truck and as he does,
Jeff's head peers around the back cf the truck. Jeff
watches the employee walk through the glass doors into the
motel. .

INT./EXT. MOTEL ~- DAY
The Kevin Kandy Emplovee approaches the snack wachine and asg

he does, notices Pat crouched on the floor next to ths ice
machine.

BPAT
Hevy.
KEVIN KANDY EMPLOYEER
{eonfused)
Hello,

From behind the Kevin Kandy truck, Jeff watches the swployee
taking the inventory of the snack machine.

Jeff sneaks frowm behind the truck and hides behinds a nearby
post which offers a better vantage point. He peers again
through the glasg door and this time notices the Kevin Kandy
employee taking a dellar and handing a Snickers bar to Pat.

JEFE
What the...?

- Jeff laughs uncontrollably.

The Kevin Kandy Buployee exits the motel and .as he passes
Jeff's post, Jeff jumps directly in front of him.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Thank vou for averything.

KBVIN KANDY EMPICOYEE
fhe are you?

JEFF
I'm nobody. Just,,. thank you.

(CONTINUED)
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Jeff pats the Kevin Kandy Employee warmly on the shoulder,
leaving the guy stunnsed, as he bursts through the glass
doors.

. INT., MOTEL HALLWAY -- DAY

JEFF
Pat!

Pat turne arcund.

BAT
Shhhh!
(whispering)
Jeff, what are vou doing here?

JEFRF
(loud, excited
whigpering)}
bude! The fucking universe is
firing pistona! All pistons
firing!

PAT
" Shut up! Sit down...

JEFEF
Do you realize? I'm on the bruckl
The truck comes here! You're
herel Shit is aligned, dude--

PAT
Okay, #ine, just be guiet! she's
here in onge of these roows.

JEFF
With him?

PAT
Probably!l

Jeff sits next to Pat. He's giggling, bubbling over with
axcitement;.

Jeff hugs Pat.

JEFF
I'wm soryy T left you there at the
cepetery, dude, but don't you see
(MORE}

1
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(CONTINUED)
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JRFE {CONT'D)
We're gupposed to be hers,
together, today. It's beautifull

BAT
Jeff, my wife may be having sex
with another man in a motel room
right pow. Will you please shut
up?

JEFF
50rry.

The sound of a door opening.

Pat looks down the hall, Steve walks directly toward them
with an ice bucket in his hand.

Pat turng and ﬁaces Jeff.

PAT
Gal. Gol

He motions towdrd the exlt and he and Jeff harrel toward the
glazs daoor...

EBET. MOTEL -- CONTINUCUS

ind hide out of sight behind a wall.

. Jeff peers through the bottom of the glass door. Steve gets

icé, whistling, Then, Steve turns and walks back down the
hall.

Jeff opens the glass door.

PAT
Wait!

JEFF
We're clear. I got it., Just like
spying on the grass cutters.

Jeff geootg inside the motel, peeks around the corner, and
wakbches Steve enter ROOM 117, .

Jeff motions Pat forvward, G.I. JOE style. Pat saddies up

next to Jeff as they peer down the hall. Jeff calmly places
a hangd cn Pat's shoulder.

{CONTINUED)
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JEFF (CONT'D}
They're in Reom 117, dude. This
ig the moment of truth. What do
we do?

BT
I don't know. What should we--
What do you think?
JEFF
I'm just here to be available to
you in whatever way vou need.
Pat takes a moment to think about it.

bAT

We'lre going in. We're going to
gtop them.
JEFF
Tou sgure?
PAT
No. But... vyveah, I'm sure.
JEFF
Ckay.
PAT

How do we get in thera?
Good gquestion. Jeff and Pat are stumped.

JEEF ‘

What 1f I knock on the door and
say, VHousskeeping® and try to gst
them to open 1t?

DAT
No. If they're having an affaiy,
bhey'ra not going to open the
door.
{beat)
Do vou think vou could break it
down?

JEFE

I dontt know. I've never tried
it.

{CONTINUED)
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BAT
I think it's our best chance. Are
vou cool with thig?

JEFE
Whatever you want, man. Ifm here
for you today,

PAT
Alright, let's go.

Pat and Jeff joy gingerly down the hali. They reach Room
117. The moment of fruth. Jeff and Pat look at each other.
Jeff backs as far away from the door as he can,

JEFF
I wish I could ger, like, a
running start or something,

BPAT
Just go for it, man.
JEFF
Okay.
' : © PAT - [
Wait, walt, wait! Now this guy, :
Steve, wight... I kuow yvou den't

believe in fighting, but.,
Jeff nods.

JEFE
I'1l take care of it.

PAT
Thanks, man.

They bump fists. A tiny little wmoment for the brothers.

JEFF
Stand back.

Jeff leansa his welght on the wall opposite fyom Room 117,
planting his left foot in a sprinter's stance. He looks
maan.  And scary. He grite hig teeth and hiz wouth rumbles.

angd he's off,

(CONTINUED}
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Two Jeff-gized stepe and he throws the weight of his entive
body, concentrated in hisz left shoulder, directly into the

door of Room 117.

And the door deoesn't budge,

JeFE erumbles £oo the Flosp

STEVE (0.8.)
What the hell was that?

Pat panics.

PAT
Shit! Are you alright?

JEEE
Ow. Shit!

LINDA (0.8.}
Don't open it!

Room 117's door opens.

INT. MOTEL ROOM 117 -- CONTINUOUS
Jeif spills inkbo the room,

Pat sses Linda sitting at the edge of a king-sized bed.
Fully clothed.

A bottle of wine in the ice bucket, unopensd.

Pat and Linda logk eyes. And hers widen with terror.
grands. )

LTINDA
Pat! This ig not--

Pat races into the room, undernsath Steve'ls arm,
BPAT
Who is this, Linda® Who is thie?
Who is thisg fucking guy?
Before Linda can answer, Steve's got Pat in & headlock.
LINDA

Let him go, Steve!

(CONTINUED)
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STEVE
¥ou're golng to calm down or
you're golng to walk right out of
here, sir.

PAT
Gat off me, you fucking--

LINDA
Calm down!

But, SBteve ig choking Pab, who is now getting blues in the
face.

LINDA (CONT'D)
I.at him go, Steve, you're hurting
him!

Before Steve can release Pab, Jeff has Steve by the throat
and swashes him against the nearest wall,

JEFF
Don't. Move.

Pat hits to the floor. Linda rushes to hig side.

LINDA
Are you okay?

PAT
Don't touch mel What the hell are
you doing here?

: LINDA
Pat, just give me a second. I
will explain.

PAT
Who is this guy?

LENDA
He is a friend!

PAT
Why are you in a motel room with a
friend during the day?!
Steve gtruggles to get free of Jeff's grasp.

JEFF
I told you, don't move.

{CONTIHUED)




68.
CONTINUED:
PAT
Angwer wme! Why are you in this
motel?
Linda's at a loss for words,
BRGNS
Angwer me, god damn it!

LINDGA
I don't know!

EAY
pid you sleep with him?

LINDA
N

Pat ig almost in tears now.

PAT
Then what are you doing?
LINDA
e ‘ Jince when do yvou give a shit
e ‘ ' anyway?
PAT
You're wmy wife! BAnd I'm your
husband!
 LIKDA
Well, you don't act like it.
BPAT .
What the hell is that supposed to
mean?
LINDA

It mzang you wmake me Feal like a
used diaper.

PAT
That is not trus.

LINDA
Oh, please. Since when do you
give a shit about us, anyway?

(CONTTHUED)
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PAT
You think I don't give a shit
about you? Why didn't you say
anything?

LINDA
I tried! You don't ligten!
You're so andry. ..

PAT
Well, if I find my wife in a hotel
room with another man, I have a
right to be angry.

LINDA
Mo, I mean all the time. You're
an angry little man!

STEVE {0.8.)
Can I say somathing?

PAT
(Lo Steve)
You! Shui upl

steve 2till suffers from Jeff's death arip arcund his neck.
Not comfortable.

HSTEVE
I'd like to go home. T think you
should come with me, Linda.

Pat lashes oub for Steve, but Jeff holds him off.

- JEFF
Hold on, hold on, hold on,
Everybody calm down., Hold om...

LINDA
Steve, go homse. TI'll call vyou.

DAT
You're not Pucking calling himi

LIKDA
Shut up, Pat!

PAT
Oh great. Defend him. That's
great.

(CONTINUED)
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STEVE
You gsure you want me to go?
LINDA
Yes.
Cpap e

Good! Get out of here.

STEVE
{(to Pat) '
Watch yourself.

Jeff immediately steps in his path and escorts him out the
docr.

INT. MOTEL HALLWAY -- DAY

Jeff stands guard at the door of Room 117 and watches Steve
walk slowly down the hall.

IHT. MOTEL ROOM 117 -~ DAY

Pat paces and rubs his forehead. Linda sits on the edge of
the bed. .

LINDA
Pat, are you upset because vou
thought I was cheating on you? Or
are you upsst because you thought
your were going to lose me?

PAT
bori't ask me that. That's not a
fair gusstion.
LINDA
That is a fair and simple
question, Pat.
Idnda stares him down hard. Pat struggles.

BAT
What do you want me to say, Linda?

Linda hangs her head.

LINDA
Nothing, FPFat,

{CONTINUED)
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Linda shakes her head.
LINDA (CONT!D}
You know, you just don't get it,
Pat. This isn't going to work.

Linda stands, grabs her purse.

PAT
Linda-

LINDA
I think I'wm going to go stay with
wy wom for a little while.

PAT
You're jugt going to give up?
Just like that?

LINDA
You gave up a long time ago., I'm
just sick of trying.

Linda brushes past Pat and opens the door.

INT. MOTEL HALLWAY -~ DAY
Linda ¢loseg the door and smiles meagerly at Jeff.

LINDA
Goodbye,.Jefﬁ.

She walks down the hall.

INT. OFFICE - SHARON'S CUBICLE -- DAY

Sharon stares blankly at her computer screen. The instant
megsage window isg open.

ANGNYMOUS: Sharon?

ANONYMOUS: Hello?

ANONYMQUS: You there?

.ANONYMOUS: Will you say something? Please?

Sharon leans in slowly and presses her fingers to the
keyboard.

{CONTINUED)
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SHARON: I'm not gay.
ANONYMOUS: HNeither am T,
SHAROW: But you like wowen.
ANONYMOUS: So?
SHARON: 8¢ I like men.
ANONYMOUS: I used to like men, oo, But, when I got older,
I wanted someone with compagsion who really undarstood me
and my dreams. Don't you want scmeone who understands you
and your dreams? .
Sharon thinks about this for a second.

SHARON: Yes.

ANONYMOUS: And you deserve it. All of it, Africa, love,
yvalon. .. right?

SHARON: Yes.

ANONYMOUS: Okay. ..

Sharon watches the cursor blink in the instant message
window. 8She picks up the picture of her family that ghe
knocked down earlier. Sharon's youthful face in the
picture, happy.

Suddenly, an ALARM SOUNDS.

Within seconds, Paul, the boss, emerges from his office and.
addresses the workers.

PEUL
Perfect day for a fire drill,
right folks? Thabt's great. Thank
you very mich. Sapperstein’g
gonna love it, Uhhh... okay.
Single file to the fire sxwitsa...

Then, the LICGHTS GO OUT.

#And the exit signs light up. Co-worksars head for the exits.
Strange, but all is gtill under control.

Then, the SPRINKLERS GO OFF.

{ CONTIWUED}
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PAUL (CONT'D)
What the hell?! HNoill! Nolil!

The workers are now in a frenzy, hurrying toward the exits,
jackets over their heads. :

Wot Sharon. She remsing geated in her cubicle, the water
matting her hair,

Sharon looks up at the celling, drenched. It looks like
rain. :

Co-workers continue to pass by her cube inm a hurzy. Sharon
smiles and enjoys being wet. She twrmns and watches the
meyhem, wipes water from her face, pulls the clipg from her
hair, and cloges her eyes. 8She's loving this.

She opens her eyes and Carol is standing right there.

. CAROL
Close your eyes.

Sharon stares at Carol.

CAROL (CONT'D)
Itt's okay. :
Sharon suiles and c¢loses her ayes. Carol takes the picture
from Sharonns hands and sets it on the desk. She leans in,
a hand behind Sharon's neck, and they kiss. Timnidly.

Carol puts & hand on Sharon's arm, the kissg gets bigger.

INT', MOTEL, -~ RCOOM 117 -- DAY
Jeff knocks on the bathroom door Lightly.
JEFY
Bey, man. Youtve bean in thera
awhile., You alxight?

PAT (0.5.}
Yeah.

JEFV
Can I get vou anvihing?

PAT {(0.3.)
No.

{CONTINURED}
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JEFT
You mind if I come in?

Mo responge. Jeff tries the handls.

The door opens to reveal Pat sitting in the bathtub, his

legs dangling over the edge. There ip no water and he still

nas all his clothes on. He sulks.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Mind if I sit down?

Pat shakesz his head.

Jeff takes z geat in the tub right next to Pat.
and big man in the tub.

They sit in silence for a good while.

PAT
She's goihg to New Orleans to stay
with her mom.

Jeff npods.

PAT (CONT'D)
You know, sometimss I wigh I had
your Life.

Jeff ig stunned,

JEEF
You do?

PAT
Yeah. You're gingle, and free,
and you don't have a job and...
you believe in things. Your life
has meaning. Tiwm jusk... lost.

JEFEF
You don't want to be me, Pat.

Jeff is dark and guiet now.

JERF (CONT'D}
Pvar since Dad died, I've been
alone. I want to be normel. 1
want to get wmarried and get a job
and have kids. I really do.
(MORE)

Little man

(CONTINUEL)
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JEFE (CONT'D)
But, I hawve this coverwhalming
freling that Dad died for a reason
and that the universge ls speaking
to me. And I can't turn it off
until I figure oculb whalt it's
telling wme. And T way never
Figure it out. But I can't just
ignore it, .

Patr notices his brother's mood.

JEFF (CONT'D)
But, it lad us here today., and, I
think all of this has to do with
you, and your marrilage.

pAT
I just don't know what to da. I
wish we could tust go back ta the
beginning. I wish we could be in
love again., I want that so bad.

Jeff smiles.

PAT (CONT'D)
What?

_ JEFF
You think waybe Linda wishes vyou
guys were in lova again, too?

Pat considers this.

PAT
{Tavughing)
Frobhably.

JEFF

You think maybe you should tell

har that? -
PAT

¥=ah.

it dawns on Pat, suddenly.
PAT (CONT'D)
Yeah. That's it. I'm just gonna

tell her that.
{MORE}

{CONTINURD)




76.
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bAT (CONT'D)
I'm gonna tell her that right now.

I don't know what I'm gonna say to
her next, bub...

_Jeff places a band on Pat's shoulder. Pat hugs Jeff.

PAT (CONT'D)
Thanks, wman.

Jeff reiches for the phone on the wall and punches "0",
JEEFTFT
(to Pat)
Ne problem, wman. Just fulfilling
a little bit of my destiny,
Jeff smiles and winks at Pab.

OPERATOR (0.8.}
Front desk, may I help you?

JEFE
Can we get a taxi please?
EXT, BATON ROUGE - CBD -~ DAY
Soggy workerg exit a meager offilce building on the fringe of
the Baton Rouge CBD. They £ile to the front of the building

awalting instruction from Paul.

Carol leads Sharon by the hand as they sneak around the back
of the office to the parklng lot. They are socaked.

Carol filshes for keys and opens the deor to a tiny WHITE
HYUNDAI. She lcooks up alt Sharon.

CBEGIL,
Come on.

BHERON
flhere are we going?

ARG
I don't know. You tell me.

Sharon turns around., She sess Paul wrangling the soggy
workers . Depressing.

She turng back to Carsl,

{CONTINUED)
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SHARON
(co herself)
What the hell am I doing?
{to Carol)
TUh... Ckay. New Orxleans.

CAROL:
Interesting.

SHARON
I live sixty miles away and I
haven't been thexre in twenty
vears.

CAROL
Okay. Get in.
CUT TO:

EXT. BATON ROUGE - CBD -- DAY

In the front of the offices, Paul looks through the orowd of
workers,

PAUL

Okay... Has anyone dgeen Sharon
Hamilton or Carol Watson?

The co-workers locok around, confuged.

Carol's white Hyundai zipsg right past them, No one notices,

INT. TAXI -- DAY

The window is down in the back seat. Jefi's halr blows
everywhara. Pat's receding hairline is once again
uncoverad. But, they're both happy. It is a thrilling ride
as they barrel down I-10 at 70 m,.p.h. The college radie
station blares an ingpiring indie rock song.

Then, the taxi driver hits the breaks and turns the radio
down. Within ten seconds, they've come fto a dead stop.

Jeff and Pat look through the front windshield. & lins of
cars. I-19 iz a parking lob.

PAT
Shir,

{CONTINUED}
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Pat turnsg to Jeff.

PAT (CONT'D)

Zo. .. What does this mean?
. .. JEFF
Traffic. o
PAT
I know., But like, iz this...
ul. ..
JEFF
You mean, ig this a sign?
PAT
Or, whatever.
. JEFE
Could bea.
BAT

Or, 1t could just be a challenge,
vou know, to test me and wmy
regolve.

JEFF
Yeah. Could be...

Thig is really hard for Pat.
PAT
Well... What... How do I figure
out what T ghould be doing?
. JEEFF

It's a constant struggle. You

just have to go with your gut,
Fat looks down and ¢loses his eves,

AT
I'm going.

Pat opens the side door of the cab, but Jeff grabs his wrist
before he can leave.

JEFF

Hey. In case we don't raconnect
again todav... I'm proud of you.

(CONTINUED})
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Jeff lets Pat go and he's off and running down the center
stripe of a two-lane interstate highway.

Jeff smiles proudly, and then the smile fades.

TEXI DRIVER
What now?

Jeff considers this. He seems lost and a hit sad.

: JEFE
I don't know, Home, I guess.

TAXT DRIVEER
Watll have to waikt for this
traffic te clear.

JEEY
Sure.,

Jeff looks cut the window, somber. The taxi driver can't
help but notice Jeff's change in mood.

TAXT DRIVER
You okay, buddy?
. JREE
Yeal. T'm fine. It's just... you
ever fesl like vou wait forever to

discover your destiny and, in the
end, it'a not thabt exciting?

The taxi driver just stares abt Jeff,

INT. CARCL'S CAR -- DAY

Carol and Sharon sit in a traffic jam lisbtening to the =mame
indie rock song on KLSU. An swkward moment,

CRROTL .
Wsll, how's this for a Iittle bit
of a buzz kill, huh?
Sharon doesn't respond,

CARQL, (CONTI)
Segond thoughts?

SHARON
Uh.,. Jugt a little confused.

{CONTIHUED)
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Sharon is self-conscioug, fixing her hair. She pulls down
the gun visor. No mirror. She looks to the side-view
mirror.
A little man i sprinting up the cepter lane. Sharon takes
. a .cleser lock.. L -

EXT, HIGHWAY -- DAY

Pat whizzes by the Hyundal., He's sweating profusely, out of
breath, looking left and right, running out of steam.

PAT
Linda? Linda!

And there it ig, thres carg ahead on hig right: 7The red
Honda Accord,

Pat gives s final burst of speed and lunges for the drivert's
gide door, beating on the window, frightening the 16-YEAR
OLD MALE DRIVER in the process.
The driver scraaws.
PAT {CONT'D)
Chi I'm sorry! I'm sorry-
INT/EXT. LINDA'S CAR -- DAY

Linda sits in traffic, exhausted. The traffic i1s not movin
at all. Peopls are now standing outside thelr carg. ' :

tinda steps out the.driver's side door to survey the
tratfic, '

Pat geas hsr a hundred yards away.

PAT
Lindall]

Linda turns and sees hin running toward her.

LINDA

PAT

{CONTINUED)
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LINDA
What are you doing here?!

Pat reaches her, breathless, hands on his knees, sweaty,
about to pass cut.

PAT
Hold on.

He swallows big, stands.up, and looks her in the eye.

PAT {CONT'D)
I have something iwmportant to tell
You.,

Deep breath.

PAT (CONT'D)
I want ug te be in love again.

LINDA
What?

PAT
I want to be in love again. With
you. I don't know how we're going
o do it, buk T want to do it,

Linda notices Pat's sincerity. Physically, emotionally
rained. )

Before she can respond, the sound of clicking high heels.

SHARON {0.5.)
Fac?!

Pat turns and notices his mother running toward him up the
center strip. Carol's not far behind.

PAT
Mom? -

SHARON
Honey, what's wrong? wWhat's
happening?

PAT

What 're you--? {el in your car,
Mo !

{CONTINURD)
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LINDA
What the hell is going on?

PAT
I don*t know!
. SHARON
What are you doing out in the
middle of the road?

BAT
What am I doing here? What are
you doing here?

Linda ig flabbargasted. 'Then, she sees a MAN, SPRINTLING
toward them. Idghtening speed.

LINDA
JeEf?

SHARON
Huh?

Pat turns just in time to see JEFF fly by them on the
ghoulder of the road. A look of determination on his face.
Pat, Linhda, Sharon, and Carcl are speechless.

Their eyes [ollow Jeff. &aAnd, in all of this confusion, they
see for the first times the socurce of the traffic.

As they look far ahead, there is a BRIDGE with a crumbled
GAP in the side RATLING, A PICKUP TRUCK 1s turned sideways,
AMASHED against one side of the railing.

A HOND®A CIVIC iz almost fully submerged in the murky bayou
walber, 20 feet below.

People stare, confused. A woman s speaking with the police
on & ¢2ll phone,

TWO FISHERMAY are lowering a rope, tiad to one end of a
truck, into the water. They move slowly.

J=ff, sprinting, reaches the bridge and, without flinching,
JUMPS sloppily off the edge of the bridge through the gap in
the railing. 20 feet into the hrown water. Out of sight.

The Honda Civic is now fully submerged.

The water bubbles, people watch. There is no movement under
the walker. Just bubbles on the surface.

(CONTINUED)
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The Pisherman continue to lower themselves, steadily.

The goene plays exactly how it would feel 1f we were there,
watching it real time. No cuts, just a fly on the wall
pergpsctive.

Then, a MAN emerges to the surface, semiconscious. Jeff ig
carrying him. The FISHERMEN now jump in to help the
semiconscicus man to the muddy shoreline at the f£oot of the
bridge as Jeff heads back under water,

More silence and bubbles from the dirty water.

5 seconds.

16 seconds.

1B seconds.

The Fishermen have now gotten the semlconscicus man to
safety and they wade bagk in to the water.

Then, a YOURG GIRL emerges to the surface, coughing.

The two Fishermen swim towards here and scoop her up.

No sign of Jeff, though.

One Fisherman points to the other and points his finger
underwater., Filsherman #1 takes the young girl to safety as
the other PFigherman awlms underwater and reemergas with
ANOTHER YOUNG GIRL, a bit older than the firgt. He carries
her to safeuy. :
Still, no sign of Jeff.

Figherman #1 now wades back in the water and disappears,

5 seconds.

10 seconds,

15 saconds.

Mo sign of Jeff.

20 seconds.

1]
Py
rh

Then, the Fisherwan emerges with JEFF in a headlock, J
is unconscious.

{CONTIRNUED)
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PAT now runs into the water, yelling for Jeff. He helps the
fisherman drag Jeff to the shore, onto the mud.

Linda is there, guickly, and Sharon and Carel are not far
. behind,

Jeff is still unconscious.

The two little girls are there on the shoreline with their
father, who is now fully consciocus. They look on anxiously.

PAT
Call an ambulance! Hurry!

CARCL
Everybody out of the wayl

Immediately, Carxol is on Jeff. Pumping his chest. No
regponse.

Sharen is crying. She reaches for Pat's hand, squeezes it
hard. They share a look.

Carol works furicusly on Jeff, pounding his chest.

Sirens begin to scund in the distance, detting closer.
Jeff, though, is still unconscious.

Carol continuesz to work him, but there is no sign of life.
She pinches his nose and puts her mouth to his again and
again, Nothing.

Pat and Sharcon look on, anxious.

Suddenly, without warning, Jeff coughs.

Carol pulles away Just in time to avold a maseive upheaval of
Bayou water from Jeff's mouth.

Shaton coverd her face with hand.

Jeff takes a Jeff-sized breath and goes into a £it of
coughing as his sits upright,

Far shakeg his head vigorously, his eves bright and alive,
Jeff looks around, confused. He takes in the whole srene,

The bridge. The arriving pcelice and ambulances. The
wracked zars. His famlly seated around him,

(CONTINUED)
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JEFF
What happened?

2AT
Everything,
Sharon hugs Jeff, probably for the first time im 10 years.
Immadiately, she grabs Pat and wrangles him-into the hug.
She cries uncontrolizsbly, and Jeff and Pat try to comfort
her.

JEFF
I'm okay, Mom.

SHARON
Don't ever do that again.

Jeff and Pat laugh at thelr Mom.

Behind them, the two young girls reunite with their Dad in a
gimilar way. :

JEFEF
I want to go to Taco Bell.

SHARCN -
EAnytling you want.
EXT. SHARONW AMD JEFF'S HOUSH -- DAY

The white Hyundai and the red Accord axe parked out front.

TWT. SHARON AND JEFF'S KITCHEN -- DAY

Juep Cubts,

Jeff plays HAPPY BIRTHDAY on a large Digital Kevboard.

A birthday cake.

Sharon's face, 1lit by 5% candles.

Pat dips his finger in the uncut birthday cake. Befiore he
can taste it, Linda slaps his wriet and licks the dcing off

hergelf. Then, she kisses him on the cheek. Pat actually
smiles.

{CONTLHUED)
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Sharon openg a gift, Carcl watches expectantly.

uT TO

-

INT. JEFF'S LIVING ROOM -~ DAY

Jeff is mlone again, the television on, back ia his element.
But, there ls an aixr about him. Something different. He
eats a Pop Tart. Hie hand is heavily bandaged.

‘Iﬂ‘)’ (OAS~)
And coming up next, the story of
two girls, their father--
Jeff looks up and notices the TV,
On the TV Screen:
TV ANNOUNCER
--and the man who came out of

noewhere to save their lives,

The TV cuts to an interview segment. The father sits inside .
a living room on a couch, his two daughters on either side /

of him, L

YOUNGER GIRL
lonn TV}
and wa gobt hit and we wenh off the
bridge and then the man came and
broks the window and pulled us out
and then, um, vyveah, we wers saved.

The older girl chinmes in.

QLDER GIRL
fon TV}
ind the coolest part was after he
gaved us, he went back down to-
save our dad and he almost died
doing it.

Jeft pays olose attention to the TV now, as the cawmera
focuses in on the oldsr girl.

QLDER GIRL (CONT'D)
If our dad died it would have
changad our lives Forever.
{MORE)

{ CONTINUED)
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OLDER GIRL {CONT'D)
Really messed us up, you know?
Watre really lucky he was there.

The TV ctuts to commercial. The weight of the girls!
comments sinks in for Jeff.

He smiles and turns off the TV.

Jeff gets up off the wouch and'heads up the basement steps
into... :
INT, JEEF'S KITCHEN -- DAY

Jeff walks to the pantry door and loocks at an empty slot in
the wooden shutter, He removes a small tube of WOOD GLUE
from his pocket, along with the wmissing wooden panel., He
carefully applies glue to each side of the panel and places

it in the appropriate spot on the shutter.’

Jeff holds the panel on the shutter for a good 10 gaconds
until it dries.

Then, ha lets go.
The panel is Eixed.

THE END.




