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FADE IN: 

BLACKNESS. SLOWLY PULLING SACK, the blackness is revealed 
to be a sunglass lens. PULLING BACK FURTHER, another lens 
and, then, the partial face of a seventeen-year-old, 
JULL si i"jii.iLinir~ Slowly, a fuller portrait,. His pensive 
features, bathed in shadow, remain darkly dramatic. His 
face is still, but smoke swirls from a dangling cigarette. 
His lips move. 

The dream is always the same — 

2 EXT. HOUSE - "^SSTTS w.. _..IL«U» - DUSK 

A typical middle-class home. Traditional architecture. 
Swirls of leaves blow across a wide expanse of roidwestern 
lawn. It's getting dark. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
,—*.( Instead of going heme, I go to 

/«WN J the neignbor's. 

Joel turns his bicycle into his driveway and packs it. He 
jumps a small hedge and moves to the neighbor's r.ouse. 

3 EXT. NEIGHBOR'S- HOUSE - FRONT DOOR 

The door is slightly ajar. Lights are on inside. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I ring, but nobody answers. But 
the door's open, so I go inside. 

He enters. 

4 INT. HOUSE - ENTRY AND LIVING ROOM 

FOLLOWING Joel as he looks about. We hear a shower running 
upstairs. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I'm looking around for Che people, 
but no one seems to be around. 
Then I hear this snewer running. 
So I go upstairs to see what's 
what. 

i 
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4A CLOSE SHOT - SIDE TABLE * 4 A 

Ta^eemnmife, lit cigarette and ashtray. 

4B CLOSE SHOT - COFFEE TABLE • 45 

Spiral notepads, pencils, reading glasses. 

4C CLOSE SHOT - MANTLE » 4C 

Half cup steaming coffee. 

5 INT. HALLWAY - JOEL 5 

moving cautiously .past the bedrooms. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
All the doors in the place are slightly 
ajar. 

He continues down the hall, glancing into each room. 
At the end of the hall, he enters a bedroom. Nobody 
is there. It leads to a bathroom from which the 
SHOWER SOUNDS emanate. 

Joel peeks inside. 

5A INT. - BATHROOM * 5A 

. . JOEL'S VOICE 
And then I see her — this girl — 
in the shower, in all her natural 
loveliness. What she's doing there, 
I really don't know because she 
doesn't live there. But it's a 
dream, so I go with it. 

The girl turns her head and sees Joel standing halfway 
in the doorway. She speaks while continuing to soap herself. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
'Who's there?' she says. 
•Joel,' I say. 
•What are you doing here?' 
'I don't know what I'm doing 
here. What are you doing here?' 
'I'm taking a shower,' she says. 
So okay, I can see that 
I give her, 'Do you want me to 
go?' 
•Mo,' she says, 'I want you to 
wash my back.' 
So now I'm getting enthusiastic 
about this dream. 

• •yy. j. ̂.' i.m *'i 
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CONTINUED: 5 A 

He begins to move toward her, slowly at first; but she 
keeps fading away, as if the entire side of the bathroom, 
shower stall and all, is pulling away from him at every 
step. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I go to her, but she's hard to 
find througn all the steam and 
stuff and I keep losing her. 

He quickens his pace, but the side of the room pulls 
away at an equal rate. He tries to close the gap. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Finally I get to the door — 

He reaches for the shower door and --

— enters a room packed with students taking tests. 

rO s c _ s , = m d 0 _ . 
JOEL'S VOICE 

— and I find myself in a room 
full of kids taking their college 
boards. I'm over three hours 
late. 

He surveys the room in a panic. Everyone's about 
finished. He looks at the clock. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I've got two minutes to take the 
whole test. I've made a terrible 
mistake. My life is ruined. * 

Trembling, he sinks back against the wall. 

7 OMIT ' 7 

8 • OMIT * 3 

9 OMIT * '3 

10 OMIT ' -J 

11 OMIT " il 

"!TTT 
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12 INT. BARRY'S BASEMENT - NIGHT 12 

Barry's face appears through a thick blue haze. A huge 
bomber cigar is clamped between his teeth. 

Alright, here's the game. Five 
card draw with a spit, anaconda, 
high-low, pass two to the right, 
one to the left, dueces, aces, 
one eyed faces wild, guts to 
open. Ante ap, **mmmm» 

12A WIDER ANGLE - POKER GAME 12A 

The guys are grouped around a card table, puffing up a 
storm on identical cigars. MILES DALB* tosses in his 
ante and turns to Joel. Barry starts to deal. 

(to Joel) 
So what happened? 

JOEL 
Last night? 

MILES 
y e a h . W i t h ^ B B H H ? . 

JOEL 
She was babysitting down the 
street — 

MILES 
We know that. 

JOEL 
So I went over there — 

13 INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT • 13 

JOEL (V.O.) 
I get in, the kids are still 
H>. She's reading to them 

* 

<» \EI*'. ' — • *" •' • H» • » 
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Nancy Kessler reads """ • S S w ~" ~ "iTf • uifaVt SSwfeD to a 
couple of small KIDS on the floor. Nancy's fully 
developed, even a little heavy. Joel sits at the 
breakfast table, constructing A U M M M M forms, waiting 
for Nancy to put the kids to bed. 

13A INT. POKER GAME 

You guys playing or talking? 
Fifty to >^Zmafr, 

Joel examines his hand. Tosses in some chips. Miles 
dees the same. 

MILES 
I'm in. 

The game continues. 

So? 
MILES 

JOEL 

— two hours 
of that shi^ and I'm going 
out of my mind. Finally — 
she takes the kids up. 

14 INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Joel paces the kitchen anxiously. He plays with the 
faucet, turning it on and off. 

JOEL (V.O.) 
Next thing I know, she's back 
in the kitchen wearing one of 
those shortie nightgown jobbies. 

Nancy leans against the doorframe wearing such an article 
of clothing. She smiles sheepishly. 

»̂ »- „,. ̂ ,» ••-,»•• .i •i^-^twmm*^' wiff̂ iwŵ ^̂ —̂̂ y«'" ̂  . m • pyi»"i»»̂ -
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15 INT. POKER GAME - NIGHT 15 

BARRY 
(getting interested) 

Hew short? 

JOEL 
(indicating) 

Like this. So I say, 'What's 
all tnis?' Turns out she was 
giving the kids a bath and hit 
the shower by mistake and ail 
her clothes are drying upstairs. 

GLENN 
Tell me about it. 

JOEL 
So she plops down right there 
on the kitchen floor — 

BARRY 
In the kitchen? 

JOEL 
,\ We're under ."TT . ' i . i and 
J / • she says — 

15 INT. KITCHEN 15 

Nancy's on the floor, looking hot and available. We 
can't hear her, but the words that form on her lips 
are quite clear. 

JOEL (V.O.) 
'I think I'm in the mood.' 

Joel stands next to her. Scared shitless. 

15A INT. POKER GAME - NIGHT * 15 

BARRY 
She said that? 

JOEL 
I'm telling you — 

BARRY 
What did you say? 

/S*K 
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^ - N i cA CONTINUED: 

0 

JOEL 
I didn't say anything. 

GLENN 
What did you do? 

JOEL 
What do you tnink I did? 

GLENN 
What do I think you did? 

JOEL 
Yeah. 

GLENN 
I think you got the hell out 
of there, ran home and wnacked 
off. 

I think so too, 

JOEL 
) (sarcastically) 

' J . Right — 

MILES 
I disagree. 

Joel turns hopefully to Miles. 

MILES 
Did you have your bike there? 

JOEL 
Yes — 

MILES 
I think you jumped on your 
bike, pedalled home and whacked 
off. 

JOEL 
That's what you think — 

OTHERS 
Yeah. 

• I-M. •. • I »., . .-- i .... ... , - ... — in I . i .. ,, I I 1 • I • » , ., j ,,, 



JJAH^V, 

ISA CONTINUED: ISA 

JOEL 
Went home — „ 

OTHERS 
Yeah . 

JOEL 
With Kessler lying there like that? 

Yeah 
OTHERS J 

CONTINUED 
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loA CONTINUED: i'J-

Joel slinks down in his chair. Revealed, ashamed, 
defeated. 

JOEL 
My life is really depressing. 

17 EXT. BARRY'S HOUSE - NICKT 17 

The game is breaking up. The guys are leaving in 

Joel and Miles talk privately on the lawn. In dress and 
manner, Miles is looser and nipper than Joel. 

MILES 
No guts , <ffWTMWtty. 

JOEL 
I know. Only when it came 
to a crunch, I just wasn't 
attracted to her. 

MILES 
/f«s, ) Should never scco you. 

f > JOEL 
She seemed coo big. 

MILES 
Could've worked out. 

JOEL 
I figured I would have gotten 
into trouble, somehow. 

MIL3S 
Sometimes, you gafcta say, 'What 
the fuck.' Make y«ur move, 

JOEL 
That's easy for you to sn 
You' re probably going cc* 
You're all set. I don't want 
to make a stupid mistake. 
Jeopardize my future. 

—1 M*.V " -««^^^^^- • — • • • ii • m^mm^T^m'M • • • .̂tW'T •rŵ Ŵ Ŵ ™̂ ^̂ * i_̂—»•••• 
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17 CONTINUED: ' L7 

MILES 
Joel, want to know something — 

JOEL 
What? 

MILES 
Every now and then, say 'What 
the fuck.' 'What the fuck' 
gives you freedom. Freedom 
brings opportunity. Opportunity 
makes your future. 

JOEL 
You know this for a fact — 

MILES 
Believe it. 

Glenn's car stops on the street, honking for Miles. 

MILES 
Be right there! 

.-. (to Joel) 
f^ j I hear your folks are going 
' •" . out of town. 

JOEL 
Yeah. Tommo row. 

MILES 
And you got the place to yourself. 

JOEL 
Yeah. 

MILES 
(challenging) 

What the fuck. Huh? 

Joel contemplates tne possibility. 

MILES 
If you can't say it, you can't 
do it. 

Miles joins the guys in the car. They pull off. Joel 
moves to his bicycle. 
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3 i?A ANGLE DOWN THE STREET - JOEL ON BICYCLE 17A 

pedalling into the darkness, becoming a small figure. 

JOEL 
(sotte voce) 

What the fuck...what the fuck... 
what the fuck... 

13 INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT 12 

Joel is back with Nancy the babysitter. She's standing 
in front of the breakfast table. 

NANCY 
I think I'm in the mood. 

Joel clears the table of -JffnTerToŷ !̂ ' He guides her * 
onto the table. She pulls him toward her. Her eyes 
close; her lips apart. 

The room is enveloped by a RED FLASHING LIGHT and an 
amplified VOICE. 

VOICE THROUGH BULLHORN 
' - Airight. Gcodsen, we know you're 

in "there! 

JGEL 
Oh Christ! 

Joel panics. Tenses. Nancy, terrified, grabs his hand. 

NANCY 
What is it?! 

JOEL 
Someone's out there! 

He inches forward to peek through the curtains. 

18A HIS POV - THE FRONT YARD 13A 

rroucned behind dozens of police vehicles. A, 
with searchlight blazing. A fta_'_-"""r" '"^^inging national 
guard reinforcements. Some wear gas masks 

..p., IM.J l 
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13A CONTINUED: le.: 

Joel's parents joined by a swarm of concerned neighbors. 

DETECTIVE WITH BULLHORN 
Joel, the house is surrounded. 
Do exactly as we say and no one 
gets hurt. Get off the baby
sitter, put on your pants, come 
out with your hands up. 

19 INT. KITCHEN 1$ 

Joel and Nancy, frozen in terror. 

20 EXT. FRONT YARD 20 

Joel's mother speaks into a bullhorn. Her voice 
shakes. . 

Please, Joel, do what they 
say. Just get off the baby
sitter. Don't- throw away your 
life li:<e this! 

A WILD MAN gracs the horn. His wife clutches at his 
side. • -

Listen, you goddam punk, 
You'll never have a future, 
not if I can help it! Got 
that! No future! 

21 PULLING BACK - INTO KITCHEN 

JOEL 
Who was that? 

NANCY 

22 INT. JOEL'S BEDROOM - MORNING 22 

NANCY'S FATHER (V.O.) 
(fading out) 

No future, no future, no future... 

Jarred by the nightmare, Joel sits up in bed, sweating, 
breathing hard. 
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23 

24 

* 25 

25A INT. GOODSEN KITCHEN - JOEL'S POV - HIS MOTHER * 25A 

She is grabbing a quick roll and coffee near the sink. 
She addresses THE CAMERA. 

23 

24 

25 

OMIT 

OMIT 

OMIT 

Joel, did you get your SAT 
scores yesterday? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Yes. 

MOTHER 
Well, how'd you do? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
math, 560 verbal. 

His mother conceals her disappointment. His fathe: 
enters, taking a roll. 

MOTHER 
Can you take them again? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
I guess. 

Joel, I want to show you something. 

25B JOEL'S POV - FCLLOWINC HIS FATHER 255 

through the dining room. 

MOTHER (O.S.) 
Honey, did you pack my^HMw 

FATHER 
It's in your cosmetic case. 

-- and into the living room. We arrive at a rack of 
highly sophisticated ^ggguestmmww*gy i n mil •*in.* 
Tinc-ir. r-Ls^i He turns up the volume somewhat. 

^rrm^vi . . i. * m m "' "i" :^m* • " ^ *m ' " " y^ '" >•—'^•»«mv ••»—w^^f 
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25B CONTINUED: 25u 

•> 

FATHER 
Joel, do you hear something 
odd? Something unpleasant? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Ho. 

FATHER 
A preponderance of bass perhaps 

JOEL (O.S.) 
No. 

FATHER 
Is this the way I left the 
equalizer? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
No. 

FATHER 
T h i s i s n o t some t o y f o r 
you and your f r i e n d s . I f 

• y o u c a n ' t u s e i t p r o p e r l y , 
"N y o u ' r e n o t t o u s e i c a t a l l . 

J My h o u s e , my r u l e s . 
• ^^ 

Father e x i t s ^ ^ c a m e . - CAMERA ( J o e l ) DRIFTS to m a n t l e , 
where a . £dMdHEQE££££3! !S^ ' s h i g h l i g h t e d by two s m a l l 
s p o t l i g h t s . J o e l ' s nands r e a c h o u t , p l a c i n g aTS*Btt> 

^«#B«feS»"«?wf"»w^it, a s i f on a h e a d . 

MOTHER ( O . S . ) 
J o e l ! T h a t ' s n o t f o r p l a y i n g 
w i t h . 

Thej t f i f t^auickly l e a v e s t h e frame. 

25C INT. GOODSEN STATION WAGON - JOEL'S POV - HIS PARENTS 

From t h e back seat ._ 

FATHER 
J o e l , I s p o k e —* —-'IVM T I M I V - - • " - • ' -
and i t t u r n s oafa 

JOEL ( O . S . ) 
I ' l l n e v e r g e t i n t o P r i n c e t o n . 
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CONTINUED: -t5C 

FATHER 
Well, I already arranged for an 
interview — Friday night — the 
4 th. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Aww, Jesus — 

MOTHER 
Tell them about your involvement 
in 

FATHER 
They look for that kind ct thing. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Forget it. I'll never get in. 

25D ? HTRTm ' - THE ESCALATORS - JOEL'S PARENTS - HIS POV 25* 

Joel's mother hands him a pink envelope stuffed with 
cash. 

. _ MOTHER 
There's fifty for food, which 
should be more than enough, another 
fifty for emergencies and an extra 
twenty-five, just in case. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Okay. 

FATHER 

Joel, don't forget to water the plants 
around the patio. At least twice. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
I won't. 

FATHER 
Plus the ficus in the dining 
room. 

MOTHER 
I wrote all that down. It's 
on the refrigerator door. 

o 
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iSD CONTINUED: 250 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Dad, want me to start your car? 

FATHER 
The car'11 be fine. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
For the battery, I mean. 

FATHER 
(emphatically) 

Joel, please, you're not 
to use my car. You're not 
insured for it. Use Mom's 
car. 

MOTHER 
Use my car, honey. 

FATHER 
Joel? Do we understand each 
other? 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Okay. 

They reach the terminal floor. 

FATHER 
Be good now. 

Joel shakes his father's hand. 

MOTHER 
As far as the house is concerned, 
use your best judgement. You know * 
we trust you. 

She moves to hug him. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Have a great time. 

MOTHER 
We will. You too. 

They move off. CAMERA PULLS BACK, revealing Joel. 
They wave. He returns it. 

• • m «• •»'' ̂«> 
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26 EXT. KENNEDY EXPRESSWAY - THE STATION WAGON 

Joel is cruising back home. 

27 EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE - THE GARAGE 

Joel pulls in next to H5?^?B«*w^^^!Wi^S^?B«E5r7!g 
—' i Hiiimrini »28 As Joel walks past the Porsche, 
he notices a smudge on the rear deck, 
and wipes it clean. 

He takes a rag 

26 

27 

27A INT. JOEL'S HOUSE - KITCHEN * 2"^ 

The pink envelope is placed on the counter. 

A27B SHOT - A REFRIGERATOR DOOR - NIGHT A27E 

A handwritten list of chores is taped on. The freezer 
door is opened, a frrr~~- " i~ ~"^" ~iri — 'jr-ji;/ 

-rfSTOV J 

273 / SHOT - OVEN DOOR 

The dinner slides in. 
f 

27BB| SHOT - OVEN 

being turned on. 

27C \ INT. DINING ROOM 

Joel sits down to a candlelit supper. He reaches off 
frame for a B*&*!m^*fmmSsmmmtmmiie£$±. He pours a tumbler 
full. Takes a slug. 

VOpens the foil on his dinner. Takes his fork. The whol* 

turkey-stuffing-gravy section comes out in one piece. 
Frozen. He tries the vegetables. Same story. He licks 
at it like a popsicle. 

* 27H 

* 27! 

27; 

27D INT. LIVING ROOM 

CLOSE SHOTS - DSUIPIIBliBi - AFTER DINNER 

A switch is flicked on. A power light glows. Meters 
come to life. Tape rewinds to start. His arms slide 
the entire equalizer up - high. 

27C 

-J 
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27E FULL SHOT - THE LIVING ROOM 27E 

Joel is quite ripped, standing in his jockey shorts in 
the middle of the room, feeling very free and sexy. 

He bops and struts around the room in a manic dance 
to freedom and privacy and generaL lewdness. • 

27F EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE w 27F 

As Joel dances to music. FADE OUT: 
23 OMIT 23 

# 

Joel and his friends snacking after school — Barry, Glenn, 
Chuck, and Nancy Kessler. 

GLENN 

BARRY 
Shit. 

NANCY 
He must've aced his beards. 

GLENN 
Seven-eighty verbal. Seven-
sixty-five math. 

BARRY 
Shit. 

GLENN 
You know what a Harvard MBA 
makes? First year? Thirty 
grand. 

NANCY 
I've got a cousin. Went into 
dermatology. First year --
over sixty thousand. 

BARRY 
Just for squeezing zits. 

A/K*\' £ 
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GLENN 
Why don't you try it, 
You've got the experience 

BARRY 
Thank you. You're very kind. 

Barry's hand goes defensively to his face. 

JOEL 
Is there anyone here who wants 
to accomplish anything? Or do 
we just want to make money? 

The group pauses for a moment. 

NANCY 
Just make money. 

BARRY 
Yeah. 

CHUCK 
Make money. 

GLENN 
Make a lot of money. 

NANCY 
What about you, Joel? 

JOEL 
(thoughtfully) 

Serve ray fellow mankind. 

Joel's hit with a barrage of flying franch fries 

JOEL 
Key! Cut it out! Come on! 
Just kidding! 

The words "free enterprise" and "profit motive" are 
written on a chalkboard. A LECTURER speaxs to a semi
circle of students. 

/0*^.. 
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2SB CONTINUED: 2 55 

LECTURER 
Free enterprise. The system 
that permits individuals to 
organize business for personal 
profit. 

28C PANNING STUOENTS 23C 

The freshly-scrubbed, serious faces of would-be capitalist-:. 

LECTURER 
Profit motive. That unique 
feature of ours that makes us 
the most competitive people 
on earth. Now — for those 
of you who are serious about 
staying competitive, you snould 
be well into your second week 
of marketing and sales. Is 
there any company that still 
doesn't have a product in 
production? 

END PAN ON JOEL AND BARRY 

They exchange a.look that says that don't have a product 
in production. They're the only ones. 

BARilY 
(to Joel) 

It's 'almost ready. 

Joel looks skeptical. 

BARRY 
Don't worry. 

29 INT. ENTRY - WIGHT 29 

Joel opens the door for Glenn. 

GLENN 
Hi. 

JOEL 
Hi. What's up. 

GLENN' 
I heard your parents were away — 
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29 CONTINUED: 

JOEL 
Yeah. 

GLENN 
I thought maybe we could borrcw 
a room. 

Glenn's GIRLFRIEND steps up behind him. 

JOEL 
Barry's here. We're working. 

GLENN 
We won't bother you. 

GIRLFRIEND " 
We don't have anywhere to go. 

. CLEMN 
You know how it is. 

JOEL 
(acquiescing) 

Alright. Take my room. 

They enter~ 

GLENN 
Great. 

GIRLFRIEND 
Thanks, Joel. 

30 INT. DINING ROOM - CLOSE CM MEMO-MIMDER 

It's a note pad attached to a wooden base. A toggle 
switch and red diode protrude from the top of the frame. 

BARRY 
I call it the iMtoMMMii 
Let's say a call comes in, it's 
for your mother, and it's fairly 
important. You write the message 
here and hit this switch. 

(he does sc) 
Now you got the light. 

The red light flashes. 
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30 CONTINUED: 

SOUNDS of lovemaking filter into the room, making Joel 
and Barry a little nuts. They look toward the ceiling. 

BARRY 
Okay, so another call comes in 
and this one's for your father 
and it's really important and 
you'll get your ass kicked in 
if he misses it. So you write 
down the message and hit position 
two. 

He pushes the switch another notch and the memo-minder 

i MEMO-MINDER 
Memo...memo...memo ... 

BARRY 
' $1.86 in parts. We'll sell 
1 it for 59.95 and make a fortune, 

LOVEMAKING SOUNDS intensify. 

JOEL 
T can't concentrate with this. 

BARRY 
It's ceally annoying. 

The SOUNDS intensify. 

JOEL 
Shit, I'm getting out of here, 

31 INT. STAIRWELL - NIGHT 

Joel yells up. 

JOEL 

Lock the door when you leave, 
okay? 

No response. 

JOEL 
If you read me, grunt twice. 

He gets two exaggerated grunts, 

I^^J JOEL 
Thank you. 
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32 EXT. JOEL'S GARAGE - NIGHT 

The electric door slowly flipping open. Inside, the 
sj 

An engine starts. It's the^ateB»u&ec*Sd$»s!«&s^>h£UM 
eI •• ^T-m^m it cautiously backs down the driveway. 
Jhe"car stalls. Joel restarts it. 

£MB»M<" Dark, pulsing, a little bad. 

32A THE PORSCHE - MOVING' - NIGHT 

Joel and Barrv cruising the town. High adventure. 
i mil Hlhiiid miff-*"̂  Joel props his left arm on the doer 
and relaxes a bit. 

BARRY 
I can't believe Glenn, bringing 

'over like tnat — 

JOEL 
Why? 

BARRY 
'Cause he boffed apapssajcy 1~-gl 

i week. 

/$^*^*' »*' 

JOEL 
He did? 

BARRY 
Yeah, then after the game, 
Saturday he fucked her. 

JOEL 
Barry — 

BARRY 
What? 

JOEL 

Boffing and fucking are the same 
thing. 

Barry thinks a moment. He's a little embarrassed. 

BARRY 
They are? 

^ i 
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iJ 32A CONTINUED: 3 2A 

JOEL 
What did you think it was? 

BARRY 
I thought it was something else. 

(another beat) 
You're sure on this? 

JOEL 
Positive. 

BARRY 
(still pondering) 

Shit. 

I /$$**\ J 

jflSBfcy 

33 ^Wff^TTF^'I i^Vi '* - NIGHT * 3 3 

Impressing girls in front of the theatre. 

33A i || || Mill asSBHOBgy- MIGHT * 33A 

_Turning a few donuts in parking lot whera three 
school busses are parked. 

33B Effl^-wflaqpwdVieflgagsa - MI GHT ' 3 33 

At a red light next to some guys in a ratty Datsun 
sedan. The Datsun guns its engine. The guys jokingly 
adlib challenges. 

34 -^SBiXBBiBBBaBBSS&Stt^ MIGHT " 3 4 

The road twists and turns sharply for a quarter mile or so. 
Joel stops the car. T^,PLvmU«Hr^i«sj«usgE^Checks his 
rear view mirror. 

35 INT. CAR 35 

JOEL 
Say when. 

BARRY 
(punching a stopwatch) 

Hit it.. 
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j^ 35A ANGLE - THE PORSCHE 35A 

Roaring by, slipping into the 1st turn, tires squealing. 

36 OMIT 36 

37 OMIT 37 

37A INT. KITCHEN - CLOSE SHOT - LIST OF CHORES - N E X T D A Y '» 37A 

Joel's finger moving to his next responsibility. 

38 EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE - DAY * 3 3 

Joel is raking leaves and shoving piles into plastic 
containers. 

MILES 
Okay, good, you've done the 
old man's car bit. That's a 
good start. Now try this on 

• for size. 

He pulls out a sex newspaper. 

MILES 
(reading) 

The Leather Castle. Chicago's 
finest dominants and submissives, 
Fully equipped dungeons. 
Beginners welcome. 

JOEL 
(facetiously) 

Sounds great. 

MILES 
Here's one: 'My daddy used to 
spank my bare bottom. Now he's 
gone.' Will you take his place? 
Call Misty.• 

They laugh. 
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38 CONTINUED: 38 

MILES 
Ca'mon, Joel, you gotta take 
advantage of this. They come 
right to your house. '^"''"trv 

JJ^ue seeks young submissive 
witiflar^e ankles.' Joel, how 
can you miss? 

39 INT. JOEL'S KITCHEN 39 

T h e y ' r e . d r ink ing b e e r s . Mi les i s s t i l l working on J o e l . 

MILES 
Okay, t h i s i s t h e o n e . 'For a 
good t ime i n t h e p r i v a c y of your 
own home, c a l l 1|ffTnlyfTrh7Tir^fr^lM'-s-jr 

S u c c i n c t , t o t h e p o i n t , down 
t o b u s i n e s s . What do you 
t h i n k ? 

JOEL 
I f you want t o c a l l , c a l l fo r 

> « N — \ y o u r s e l f . 

•^ ' - MILES 
A good time, Joel. In the 
privacy of. your own home. What 
else can you ask for? 

JOEL 
I'11 make my own calls, thank you. 

MILES 
Then call. 

He pushes the phone toward Joel. 

JOEL 
Forget it. 

' MILES 
Alright, I'm calling. 

Miles starts to dial. 

MILES 
Someday you'll thank me for 
this. 
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JOEL 

Better not mention me. 

MILES 
(on phone) 

Hello, Jackie?...oh... 
(to Joel) 

Answering machine. 
(waiting, then 
very fast) 

Hi, Jackie, this is Joel 
Goodsen, 3 45 *4MMHFr Glencoe — 

JOEL 
ASSHOLE! 

39 

~ ) 

Joel lunges for the phone, but Miles twists away, 
shielding it with his body. 

MILES 
(still on the phone) 

I'd like a good time in my 
home tonight. Bye, 

Joel punches-away at Miles' arm. Miles retreats, 
laughing. 

JOEL 
Give me the number. I'm calling 
her back. 

MILES 
What number? There's no number. 

Miles rips the number from the newspaper. 

JOEL 
(advancing) 

Give it, goddammit! 

MILES 
I'm telling you — 

Miles shoves the scrap of paper into his mouth. 

/SSSBs, 
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MILES 
— there's no number. 

JOEL 
Shithead. Get outta here. 

MILES 
Gotta go. Check you later. 

Miles exits. He's still amused. 

JOEL 
Shithead. 

£. I 
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39 

40 EXT. PATIO - AFTERNOON 

Joel watering the potted plants, 

40 

0 
40A OMIT 

41 EXT. DRIVEWAY 

Joel lugging plastic lawn bags to street. 

40; 

41 

42 INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT 

Joel pulls the foil off anoth&rMfraz.en dinner, 
pours a glass or mux. 

He 

42 

43 INT. JOEL'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Joel at his desk, studying the apex lines of racing 

He hears an automobile pull into the driveway. He 
tenses, sits up rigidly, listens. A motor idling. 

JOEL 
Oh God. 

u 

/SfS^K . S»»i 
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4 4 EXT. THE HOUSE - NIGHT 44 

A *^ai-*is parked in the driveway. A * 
rear door opens. A FIGURE emerges, bathed in shadow. 
We cannot distinguish her features at all. She 
starts toward the house. 

45 INT. JOEL'S ROOM . 4 5 

He's still at his desk. Frozen. Ears pricked forward, 
listening for every sound. 

A45A EXT. HOUSE - FOLLOWING JACKIE *' A4 5.-

to the door. 
i 

A45B ON JOEL " * A4 5B 

His heart is thumping. Maybe it's not her. Maybe 
she'll go away. 

DOORBELL RINGS. Joel doesn't move an inch. Maybe he 
won't* answer it. Maybe she'll go away. He turns off 

^ ~ His desk light. Sits in the dark. 

SECOND RING. 

JOEL 
Oh. God. 

PERSISTANT KNOCKING at front door. * 

45A FOLLOWING JOEL , '5.-

going downstairs, toward the entry. He pauses in front 
of a mirror. Adjusts his hair. 

46 INT. ENTRY 46 

Deep breath as he reaches for the door. Opens it. 

JACKIE 
Hello, Joel. I'm Jackie. 
How are you this evening? 

>iBiPft*jj ^ < 
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45 CONTINUED: 46 

Jackie is black. Jackie is neither distinctly male ot 
female. Her voice is two octaves lower than anything 
Joel would be comfortable with. Jackie has very broad 
shoulders and severe mustache shadow. She wears a lime 
green dress accented with a magenta scarf. 

JOEL 
(polite, but quick) 

Hi, Jackie. Nice to meet you. 
I'm not Joel. Joel stepped 
out for a moment. If you can 
wait one minute, I'll go call 
him. Joel. Thank you. Be 
right back. 

Joel gently, but firmly, closes the door, leaving 
Jackie outside. 

4 6A FOLLOWING JOEL - AROUND HOUSE 45; 

Furiously, he kicks the walls and tosses seme pillows. * 
("̂  —\ He picks up a remote phone dials. 

JOEL 
Ca'mon, ca'monI 

MILES' VOICE 
Yeah — 

JOEL 
Get over here, Dalby! 

INTERCUT 

47 INT. MILES DEN - NIGHT * 4 7 

The guys are in the background taking a break from 
poker. Pizza is passed around,5fe0lSB"ff are poured. 

MILES 
How'd it go? 

JOEL 
You better get over here J * 

/&&&< . ^ j 
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J 

MILES 
I'm playing cards, Joel 

JOEL 
Just get over here! 

MILES 
Is she there? 

JOEL 
She's waiting for you. 

MILES 
She's not waiting for me, Joei, 
She's waiting for you. 

JOEL 
(hostile) 

Are you coming? 

MILES 
No. I'm playing cards. 

JOEL 
You're not coming — 

MILES 
NO. 

JOEL 
You're really not coming — 

MILES 
No, 

48 EXT. GOODSEN HOUSE - FRONT DOOR 

Jackie is getting impatient. She starts ringing the 
doorbell. 

JACKIE 
Hello? 

The peephole opens. Joel's face fills the view. 

43 
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48' CONTINUED: 4 3 

JOEL 
Hi. Sorry about the misunder
standing. 

48A REVERSE ANGLE -OVER JOEL'S SHOULDER * 4 8P-

Jackie's face in the peephole. 

JACKIE 
.Joel — be a courageous person, ', 

' open the door, that way, see, 
I can call a cab. 

JOEL 
Sure. Absolutely. No problem. 

He opens the door. 

49 INT. KITCHEN - LATER 49 

Jackie hangs up phone. 

J • JACKIE 
Thev'll be a few minutes — 

JOEL 
Again, I'm really sorry. 

Jackie cools her coffee with tap water. 

JACKIE 
Long as we come to an arrangement, 
I'm in no mood for complaining. 

JOEL 
Of course. 

JACKIE 
I mean, when you put your good 
money down, you gotta gee what 
you went after in the first place, 
know what I'm saying? 

Joe l nods 

J'-»-

JACKIE 
I mean, when you buy a TV, you 
d o n ' t buy Jcuj ' »i»i •yatr> *»<m 
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49 CONTINUED: 49 

JOEL 
That's right. 

JACKIE 
I mean, r know we could get along 
real nice, but, hey, it's your 
hard-earned dollar. Am I right? 

JOEL 
(total agreement) 

Hey — 

JACKIE 
This way, we make an arrangement, 
everybody comes out right. 

JOEL 
You had car fare. 

JACKIE 
A long ride, Joel. I don't 
ever come out this far. 

JOEL 
/^*/~\ And your time — 
[ y 

JACKIE 
My time, my effort, my infinite 
patience and understanding — 

JOEL 
Thank you. 

JACKIE 
Seventy-five dollars. 

JOEL 
(gulp!) 

Fair enough. 

50 EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT ' 50 

9BM*»waits in driveway. Joel and Jackie move in front 
of the headlights. He pays her from the pink envelope. * 

JACKIE 
Joel, I'm going to give you 
a number. Ask for 

(/£H"?S 1 



-" - • —— 

33 

0 

50 

51 

Rev. 5/3/82 

CONTINUED: 

She writes on the envelope. 

JACKIE 
It's what you want. 

JOEL 
(not really interested) 

Thank you. 

JACKIE 
What every white boy off the 
lake wants. 

JOEL 
Fine. Hey, thanks for coming. 
You're a great person. 

They shake hands. 

I know. 

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT 

Joel taking a shower. 

JACKIE 

52 INT. JOEL'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

J o e l ' s s t e r e o i s on. iffsiS&t&aeu?jcg^£ij£Op2.. He 
s l i p s i n t o bed under a l i g h t s h e e t . Tucks h i s arms 
behind h i s head. Thinks . 

A * •raiMiiitwaafttagiwfiiggm'i.fB^light i n t o the room. 

His hand s l i p s down to the middle of h i s body. There 's 
a l i t t l e movement beneath the s h e e t s . 

His eyes c l o s e , then open q u i c k l y . He jumps out of bed. 

3^ 

52A 

523 

JOEL AT HIS DESK 

l—rfiiiiinrnri".^!!!^ IIM'"H»''""'> w a a a i Hiili Basra on " m m the 
one with the piece ripped out. 

offering up endless combinations of eccentric sexual 
activity. 

52A 

52!; 



r i B u w ^ d M ^ m l w a ~ - - i~i iT~- i« f t *rV^V"\i 

j 52C 

5 2D 

Rev. 6/3/32 

CLOSE ON JOEL 

methodically crossing off ad after ad. He circles two 
possibilities, but rejects them after a second thought. 
He tosses the whole newspaper in the trash. 

On the side of his desk, he notices the pink envelope. 

CLOSE ON PINK ENVELOPE 

There's a phone number and a name, "Lana." 

5 2C 

52E ON JOEL 

making a decision. He reaches for the remote phone. 
Dials quickly. Heart thumping. 

* 52E 

1 

JOEL 
H e l l o , S S H S S S a S B ^ l g r ? 

He hangs up. Waits. The phone rings. He picks it 
up. Doesn't say anything. 

Hello? 
LANA'S VOICE 

Joel offers a throat-clearing sound. To show that 
he's there. 

Hello? 

Yes. 

Hello. 

Lana? 

LANA'S VOICE 

JOEL 

LANA'S VOICE 

JOEL 

LANA'S VOICE 
Yes' 

JOEL 
I'm a nice kid and I'd like to 
meet you. Tonight. 
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52E CONTINUED: 5 2; 

Jcel chokes again. 

Great. 

Hello. 

Yes. 

LANA'S VOICE 

(beat) 

JOEL 

LANA'S VOICE 
where are you? 

JOEL 
Glencoe. 

LANA'S VOICE 
What's your name? 

JOEL 
Joel. 

LANA'S VOICE 
Joel, may I have the address? 
Make things easier. 

LANA'S VOICE 
Joel? 

JOEL 
Yes? 

LANA'S VOICE 
I'll see you tonight. 

53 INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT 53 

Joel pours himself a stiff scotch. 

54 INT. BATHROOM 54 

Joel prepares. Combs hair; applies aftershave.. 

/f$$¥&\ 



' - ^ • * - i ijrtn " " " * i . - ' - - • . . . . - . _ r , - - . . ^ 

yt!$*^\ 

yrf^S, 

5 

^ 

36 
Rev. 6 /3 /32 

55 INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 5 5 

Joel settles on the couch, picks up a--̂ <WfcM£q̂ 4î a&&lN£3 * 
sips drink. He can't concentrate enough to read. He 
puts his hands behind his head. Waits. 

56 EXT.HOUSE - RUSTLING TRESS - NIGHT 

The wind off the lake is picking up. 

56A A BICYCLE * 56; 

is blown over. 

56B LEAVES * 56i 

swirl across the lawn. 

Shifting moon shadows. 

57 INT. LIVING ROOM - VERY LATE 57 

Joel's sleeping on the couch. The doorbell is RINGING. 
Someone's trying the lock. Joel doesn't stir. We hear 
FOOTSTEPS, moving along the side of the house. 

57A OMIT " 5 7: 

57B INT. - EMPTY DINING ROOM * 5"! 

SOUNDS of the back door opening 

57C INT.- EMPTY ENTRY H?LL " 5 7; 

FOOTSTEPS in the house 

57D INT. LIVING ROOM - ON JOEL • 5 7: 

A WOMEN'S VOICE is close at hand. 

LANA'S VOICE 
(a whisper) 

Joel? 

Joel stirs, opens his eyes. 

JOEL 

Yes? 
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5 7S ANOTHER ANGLE - TO INCLUDE LANA 5 7E 

She's standing in the archway. She even looks good in 
the dark. 

LANA 
Are you ready for me? 

JOEL 
Uh-huh. 

Lana steps past the couch, moving toward the window. She 
places her purse on the window seat. She starts to remove * 
her shoes. 

Joel watches her. He's still groggy. The soft moonlight, 
her voice, the vision of her elegant body at the window — 
it's all very dream-like. 

Joel steps from the couch. He moves to her, stepping behind 
her. He places his arms around her, caressing her through 
her dress. She arches back. He drinks in her fragrance. 

Joel lifts the hem of her dress high and kisses her back. 

The FRENCH DOORS blow open. * 

Wind and leaves rush through the room. • 

Standing so, facing the window, he pushes against her. 
They begin to make love. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

58 INT. HALLWAY - A WALL - SAME NIGHT 53 

CAMERA TRACKS SLOWLY, picking up var ious franed.^kbiAiiiidM 
traces of J o e l ' s l i f e — a charcoa l c a r i c a t u r e , age e i g h t , 
bought a t a l o c a l a r t f a i r ; J o e l age f i v e , with the 
^^q^^jf^Qgjff^t-tjwmii*^^ rjT-aHnafi ng f rom e ighth grade, 
grandparents at his side; a class picture, kindergarten. 

PANNING FROM BALCONY to the floor where Joel and Lana 
are erotically engaged on the hallway carpet. 

5 8A INT. KITCHEN - CLOSE ON REFRIGERATOR " 53. 

* BLACKNESS, until the fridge opens. 

Joel takes a slug of *6j££££5£» 
DISSOLVE TO: 
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59 INT. DEN - STILL THAT NIGHT 59 

MOVING ACROSS SHELVES, a series of mementos — ftuue 

family ?*£**&, Joel and his father with a soap-box car. 

MOVING across the room to a leather Eames chair where 
Joel and Lana are wrapped together. They are still quite 
active. As we MOVE CLOSER we — 

DISSOLVE TO: 

60 EXT. HOUSE - MORNING 60 

A newsboy flips morning •nuyutj from th« 
wagon. His mother drives.J 

?!(/- MORNIN 51 EXT. BACX YARD - THE ?ATI<J - MORNING 51 

Joel steps from the back/door. Lana has set coffee, 
grapefruit and OS5S5B3S$S£3r on a small table. She 
wears jeans and a sweatTer. 

He moves toward her. He's nervous. He didn't expect 
someone near his own age. 

JOEL 
Good morning. 

LANA 
Hi.>. Beautiful place here. 

JOEL 
Thanks. 

LANA 
Is this all yours? 

She indicates the yard. 

JOEL 
Yeah. My folks', really. 

LANA 
Great. 

(beat) 
Your folks out of town? 

JOEL 
Yes. 
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LANA 
What is this? Half acre? 

JOEL 
A little less. 

LANA 
Do you know what it's worth? 

JOEL 
No, not really. A lot, probably. 

LANA 
Uh-huh. Real estate's great. 

They look at the real estate. 

LANA 
I'll need three hundred dollars, 
Joel. 

Joel continues to- stare at the real estate. His face 
is frozen in one position. 

JOEL 
(finally, weakly) 

You're kidding. 

LANA 
No, I d o n ' t b e l i e v e I am. 

JOEL 
(stammering, shaking 

his head) 
Can I send it to you? 

LANA 
I don't believe so, Joel. 

JOEL 
'Cause I don't even have chat 
much. Here. In the house. 

Cfi**^>V 

LANA 
How much do you have? 
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JOEL 
(exiting) 

I'll check. 

LANA 
(to herself) 

You do that. 
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51 

62 OMIT 52 

D 

63 EXT. BACK YARD 

Joel exits the back door. 

JOEL 
(brightly) 

Fifty dollars! 

He offers it. She doesn't even acknowledge the gesture, 

LANA 
What do you think we should 
do about this, Joel? 

JOEL 
(thinking fast) 

I have a savings bond. At 
the bank. 

LANA 
I'm not real good at 
waiting for people. 

63 

JOEL 
I '11 be quick. 

LANA 
Be sure, 

64 OMIT 

Ksmn^a^ 

65 INT. VAULT AREA 

Joel enters. 

& AS5A CLOSE ON SAFE DEPOSIT BOXES 

A bank employee removes Joel's family's box. 

65 

AS 5. 
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^ A65B THREE PRIVATE ENCLOSURES " A65«. 

One door swings shut. 

65A PRIVATE ENCLOSURE 65.-

Joel opens the box. Thumbing through some family docu
ments, he comes upon his U.S. bond. He opens the 
envelope. 

653 CLOSE ON BOND 6 5: 

It's dated May 5, 1966, his date of birth. Attached 
is his^^i£Jferi&*ofefcfc*£Ms£*. A note laced with lilacs 
reads: "May your life be filled with happiness and 
joy. We love you. Crancin^ *"•-> ----inr i "--i i in-r" 

65C CLOSE ON JOEL 65C 

Reacting to the note. He's reluctant to cash it. 

66 EXT. JOEL'S BACK YARD - DAY 66 

Joel moves to yard. He has the money. * 

~"\ JOEL 
-y • - I'm back — 

Lana is not at the patio table. Her dishes have been 
cleared. 

67 INT. KITCHEN - DAY 67 

JOEL 
I'm here — 

No one else is. The dishes have been rinsed and placed 
in the drainer. 

JOEL 
Hello? 

(beat) 
Okay for you. 

68 INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY 5 8 

/flN"'' 3 

Joel drops back on the couch, pulling the cash from his 
front pocket. He examines it. He looks up, staring 
across the room. Something is wrong — 
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68A HIS POV - THE MANTLE 53; 

'• ii'n-»- c-r,.,Kan ni*ss eacL ifi missing. A circle of 
light highlights its aOsence. 

53B ON JOEL . 631 

rising, going to the mantle. 

JOEL 
Oh no. No. No. 

(fiercely) 
No! 

69 'WiE. •JcJrJ) JV9nS - JOEL AND MILES - AFTERNOON 69 

MILES 
Just tell your mother it 
broke. An accident. 

JOEL 
This pisses me off. 
Y j l l il'I'MI i w l i a . _ . d > . c j « , J 

MILES 
' ' NO. 

JOEL 
. More than S300. I'm sure. 
I .am pissed! 

MILES 
What're you going to do? 

JOEL 
Get it back. Want to help? 

MILES 
Sure. When? 

JOEL 
Tonight. 

MILES 
Can't tonight. Cot a trig 
mid-term. 

O 
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^ 69 CONTINUED': C9 

JOEL 
Hey, Mr. what-the-fuck. what 
about exploring the dark side. 
What about ail that. Or was 
that all just bullshit? 

MILES 
That was just bullshit, Joel. 
I'm surprised you listen to me. 

JOEL 
Jerk. 

Joel exits and returns. 

JOEL 
So, are you coming or what? 

70 SiiT. TUB n i T » C!.'.iU.T-a» - NIGHT 70 

A luxury hotel in Chicago's Water Tower Plaza. 

^ — • ^ 71 INT. RIT2 CARLTON LOUNGE - NIGHT 71 

* J A vast, open space with greenery, running brook, ar.d 
oianist behind a white Steinway grand. Chicago's 
answer to The Waldorf's Palm Room. The lounge borders 
the lobby of The Ritz. We're on the twelfth floor. 

71A JOEL AND MILES 7L-" 

are seated at a small table, their backs to a wall of 
glass overlooking the Loop. They both nurse hot choco
lates. Miles studies a ̂ ••wwww** Joel scans the room. 

MILES 
How do you know she'll even 
be here? 

JOEL 
I called Jackie. She said, 
try the Ritz. 

„ Miles checks out the tab they've been building. 

1 
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7 LA CONTINUED: 71A 

MILES 
This was a great idea, Joel. 

uwtfW^igSga^our--'- dollSrs ? 

JOEL 
She's here. 

MILES 
Where? 

JOEL 
Elevator. 

7IB THEIR POV - BANK OF ELEVATORS 7IE 

Lana steps frcm one, crosses the lobby, and meets a 
distinguished gentleman. They chat. 

A71C ON JOEL AND MILES ' * A71C 

[ ) MILES 
' "" Jesus, she's fantastic. 

JOEL 
Yeah. 

71C ON LANA 7IC 

Looking past the gentleman, she glances into the lounge. 
She spots Joel. Without changing a muscle of her 
expression, she meets Joel's stare. The gentleman 
continues to address her. 

71D ON JOEL AND MILES 71Z 

MILES 
God, she's looking right at us. 

JOEL 
Yeah — 

/"iSr^WV, o 
MILES 

She knows we're here. 

Joel raises one finger, as if to say, "found you." 
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71E LANA 71S 

breaks off the staring contest, turning her full attention 
to the gentleman. They exchange a few words and move 
toward the elevator. She doesn't look back. 

7IF JOEL AND MILES 7IF 

watch her disappear. Miles turns to Joel, waiting for 
him to act. Joel doesn't know what the. hell to do. 

MILES 
That's it? 

JOEL 
I don't know. I guess so — 

72 EXT. STREET OUTSIDE HOTEL - NIGHT 72 

Joel and Miles exit and move toward their car. 

MILES 
He came all the way here for that? 

JOEL 
(defensively) 

Well, she's knows that I'm on 
to her. 

MILES 
(sarcastically) -

She must be terrified. 

They approach Joel's Porsche. We hear a voice behind 
them. 

LANA 
Joel! 

Lana is running toward them, wearing a thin dress, 
clearly not dressed for the cold. She's in a hurry. 

LANA 
Do you have a car? 

JOEL 
Right here. 

LANA 
Let's talk, okay? 
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72 . CONTINUED: 

JOEL 
Okay. 

; LANA 
I I n t h e c a r . I 'm f r e e z i n g . 

73 INT. PORSCHE - NIGHT 

They pile in. Miles in the back. 

LANA 
Will you do me a favor? 

JOEL 
You want me to do you a favor? 

LANA 
I j u s t n e e d a l i f t . 

<D 

74 EXT. SIDEWALK - NEARBY 74 

^•009 exits the hotel, moving quickly toward the car. 
He's a stocky, little guy in a trendy Armani soortcoat. 
He's angry about 'something. 

75 INT. PORSCHE - NIGHT 75 

JOEL 
I want the egg back. 

LANA 
Fine. you got it. Let's go. 

JOEL 
When? 

Lana spots Guido who's net more than five yards away 
from them and closing fast. •'"-"•'-v-

LANA 
Joel, please, start driving. 

JOEL 
(unaware of any danger) 

When do I get it back? 

Miles has an eye on Guido and begins to size up the 
situation. 
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•̂  75 CONTINUED: 75 

MILES 
Uh, Joel, better get moving. 

INTERCUT: 

75A EXT. PORSCHE - NIGHT « 75, 

Now Guido has his face against Lana's window. He reaches 
for the door. It's locked. 

(to Lana) 
Get outta the car! 

Guido starts pounding on the roof of the car. 

LANA 
Please. Start driving! 

MILES 
Joel! 

' - GUIDO 
Get out! I'm telling you! 

Guido pulls a small caliber pistol from his pocket. 
He taps it on the window. * 

MILES 
Fuck Joel! 

GUIDO 
Don't do this to me! 

75B CLOSE ON GUN - SLOW MOTION * 75; 

.,,..,... ^ making contact with the window. ,- ...-& 

75C CLOSE ON IGNITION KEY - SLOW MOTION * 75< 

r) 

Joel's so nervous, he misses the ignition. 
He keeps trying. Finally, Lana's hand helps 
guide it home. 
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75D EXT. PORSCHE * 75C 

as it pulls away. 

Guido charges after the car. 
Then, he veers off toward the hotel garage. 

75E INT. PORSCHE * 75£ 

JOEL 
Who was that guy? 

LANA 
My manager. He aets a little 
crazy sometimes. 

Joel makes a right on Michigan Avenue and heads north. 

76 EXT. MICHIGAN AVENUNE - NIGHT 76 

The Porsche joins traffic moving toward the Outer Drive. 

•—̂  77 EXT. HOTEL GARAGE - NIGHT 77 

^••WPrt'^^SSrSfSS^roars cut of theindoor garage, cutting 
off a cab, racing toward Michigan Avenue. 

78 INT. PORSCHE - NIGHT - MOVING 73 

As Joel settles into traffic. 

JOEL 
(to Lana) 

This is my friend Miles. 

Lana lights a cigarette and glances into the back. Miles 
appears a little pale. 

LANA 
You like excitement, Miles? 

MILES 
[ (subdued) 

Love it. 

o 
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78 CONTINUED: 7G 

LANA 
Good for you. 

JOEL 
Where do you want to go? * 

Lana sucks on her cigarette, slowly letting out the 
smoke. 

LANA 
(sarcastically) 

I don't know, Joel, I haven't 
given it a lot of thought, you 
know? 

JOEL 
Well, then tell me this — 
am I going in the right 
direction? 

Lana takes a long direct look at Joel, a look that says 
nothing in particular, but succeeds in intimidating the 

z*^ hell out of him. 

• - LANA 
This is a wonderful fucking 
direction, Joel. You're doing 
great. 

79 EXT. OUTER DRIVE - NIGHT 79 

The Cadillac changes lanes. He's not more than three 
car lengths behind the Porsche and he's closing the gap. 

80 INT. PORSCHE - NIGHT 80 

Lana sees it coming. 

LANA 
Shit, he's coming at us — 

JOEL 
(scared) 

Who? That guy? Your manager? 
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30 CONTINUED: 80 

LANA 
Yeah. The white Cadillac. 

JOEL 
Maybe he's not following us. 

LANA 
(are you stupid?) 

What? 

JOEL 
Maybe he's not following us. 
I'm pulling off. 

81 EXT. OFF-RAMP 81 

Joel takes the Fullertcn St. exit. The Cadillac follows. 

82 INT. PORSCHE 32_ 

JOEL 
• - I'm pulling on. 

33 EXT. OUTER DRIVE 82 

Joel takes the on-ramp. The Cadillac follows. 

34 INT. PORSCHE 3 4 

Lana's head pops up through the sun roof. * 

LANA 

Big man, huh,4£sSE9>! Big man 
with a gun! You think you ' re 
so b ig , huh! What're you gonna 
do, shoot us a l l ? Huh, Big man? 

LANA 
(for Guido) 

Moron. 

Miles looks like he's about to throw up with fear. 

r3 
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84 CONTINUED: 9"* 

LANA 
(to Miles) 

How you doing back there? 

MILES 
Fine. 

JOEL 
This Guido, he's your manager — 

LANA 
That's right — 

JOEL 
— or your pimp? 

Lana sends Joel another of her patented looks. 

LANA 
That's quick, Joel. Have you 

• - always been this quick or is 
this something new?-

MILES 
(weakly) 

I don't believe this. I've 
got a trig mid-terra tomorrow 
and I'm being chased by Guido 
the killer pimp. 

JOEL 
Miles is going to Harvard. 

LANA 
Hopefully. 

85 EXT. SHERIDAN ROAD - THE PORSCHE AND CADILLAC - NIGHT • 85 

The beginning of Sheridan Road. A series of high-rise 
- condominiums. 

~J 
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Neither car exceeds the speed limit. 

85B L'.'.. • gS ..M JD:.J*C • 855 

still moving north. 

86 INT. PORSCHE 3S„ 

JOEL 
What's he doing? 

Miles is sitting sideways playing lockout. 

MILES _ 
Still coming, ^tL!.VI*j^«K^?t?T' 

LANA 
What a moron. 

86A EXT. TRAIN TRACKS - CENTRAL AVENUE « 35A 

Crossing gate lowers, blocking the Porsche. 
Cadillac pulls up behind. 

87 INT. PORSCHE * 37 

JOEL 
Miles — 

MILES 
Yeah ~ 

* 

JOEL 
I think I can take him. 

87A THEIR POV - THE GATE * 37A 
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y^?^*?fcy 

3 

90 CLOSE ON JOEL 

t e n s i n g w i t h c o n c e n t r a t i o n . 

JOEL 
Here we go — 

Joel stands on the accelerator. 

9 1 THE .PORSCHE 

lurches forward in a cloud of chick blue smoke. H 
flies across the tracks making a hard left. 

92 THE CADILLAC 

follows suit, squealing tires in a surge of power. 

90 

91 

92A THE PORSCHE 

zips beneath a viaduct and hits another left turn. 

9 2; 

93 OMIT 93 

94 OMIT 94 
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95 INT. PORSCHE - FAVORING JOEL '->5 

He's working hard, but he knows the area like nobody's * 
business and he's got a good feel for the car. His 
adrenalin is pumping. A small smile creeps across his 
lips. 

95A VARIOUS SHOTS - PORSCHE AND CADILLAC * 95A-

Joel leads Guido into a tight circle. 

The Porsche roaring out of blind alley, making 
another tight left. 

The Cadillac breaking awkwardly into the turn. 

953 PORSCHE - POV * 95= 

Accelerating rapidly into a straight. 

95C INTERSECTION ---•'TiiiT" •"- n"? m * 9 5C 

A blind corner. Suddenly a sedan appears, Joel 
whips the car around. A near miss. 

95D INT. PORSCHE » 95: 

- .... reacting. 
Joel, Lana, Miles * 

95E THE CADILLAC * 95E 

Failing to negotiate a turn, scraping a fender. 

9 5F JOEL'S MOVE ' 95i 

On the third circle, Joel takes an extreme right 
turn from the alley, zipping into a dSS2Ssa»«*' 

^ He kills his lights and disappears at a 
"a high rate of speed. 

95G MOMENTS LATER - THE CADILLAC 

Shoots out of the alley, heading left, staying 
with the same pattern. 
Wrong direction. 

/?S£*?V ^ \ 
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97 OMIT 97 

98 OMIT 93 

99 INT. PORSCHE - OUT OF DANGER 

Joel is slowing now. Miles is on the floor in tne back. 
Lana leans toward Joel, dropping an admiring hand on his 
leg. 

LANA 
Hey, you're good. You're 
really good. 

Joel takes a relaxing breath. He turns slowly to her. 

JOEL 
(with authority) 

i~a— There is no substitute. 

99 

J FADE OUT: 

FADE IN: 

100 INT. DINING ROOM - NEXT MORNING 

Joel's at the dining table on the phone with his parents, 

JOEL 
Wai t , l e t me w r i t e t h i s down — 
S a t u r d a y . " " " ^ i TI : j i ~ ' ' " 
T h r e e - t h i r t y . Righ t? 

101 'TlT amSASa iiiilTlT - OUTDOOR PATIO 

Joel's parents are eating a lavish breakfast on white 
linen. Behind them, bathers romp about en some tropical 
beach. A warm breeze ripples through their striped 
umbrella. 

MOTHER 
And everything else is ckay? 
You've got enough money? 

100 

101 
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10 2 INT. DINING ROOM - ON JOEL 

JOEL 
Well, it never goes as far 
as you think it'll go. 

A woman's hand pushes a plate of eggs and toast in front 
of him. 

JOEL 

Yes, I know, I'm learning. 

A woman's hand pours his juice, 

JOEL 

So y o u ' r e having a good t i m e , 
t o o . And how's_AnnamJitf^? 

He holds the phone away, feigning sleep. Lana seats 
herself across the table. She wears Joel.'s old 

(' ^ ̂  JOEL 
(still on phone) 

Good. I will. I will. Alright. 
Good. See you then. 

He hangs up. Looks at Lana. 

JOEL 
My folks. 

LANA 
And how are they? 

JOEL 
My folks? 

LANA 
Yeah. 

JOEL 
T h e y ' r e f i n e . 

LANA 
And Aunt Tudi? 
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102 CONTINUED: 10 2 

JOEL 
Oh, she's fine too. Her hip's 
much better, thank you. 

(beat) 
You were telling me about Guido. 

LANA 
Yeah, well, I quit Guido. 

JOEL 
How come? 

LANA 
He thought he owned me, you 
know. Nobody owns me. Problem 
is -- I owe him for some clothes 
and hospital bills and stuff. 

^ " JOEL 
( —\ You were in the hospital? J 

LANA 
Yeah, I had this big pain 
here. 

(hand to chest) 
Thought it was a heart condition. 

JOEL 
What was it? 

LANA 
Heartburn. 

(examining spoon) 
Nice service. What is this — 

A HORN HONK outside. 

JOEL 
Look, I've got to go to school, 
so you'll have to leave. 

Lana falls quiet. Injured. 
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102 

LANA 
Y o u ' r e k i d H i n q . 

JOEL 
Mo, I ' v e r e a l l y g o t t o g o . 

LANA 
You w o n ' t l e t me s t a y ? 

MORE HONKING. 

JOEL 
I would, but vou might walk 
off with something big — 
like a wall or the fireplace. 

LANA 
A few hours. Is that too much 
to ask? Make a cew phone calls 
I'm not going to take anything. 

CONTINUED 
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/^. JOEL 
I'm sorry. J 

10 2 

PERSISTENT HONKING. Joel gets up. Lana stays seated. 

JOEL 
I'm sorrv. 

LANA 
No, I'm sorry. . 

Silently, angrily, she begins to clear the table. 

JOEL 
I'll be right back. 

103 EXT. DRIVEWAY - MORNING 10 3 

Miles and Glenn are in {Ss^saoe^-^^y waiting. Joel •moves * 
to them. 

JOEL 
Co ahead without me. 

MILES 
She's still here? 

JOEL 
• .. Yeah, and she won't leave. 

Joel runs back up the driveway. Miles and Glenn watch 
with envy. 

MILES 
She won't leave. 

GLENN 
Is that bad? 

104 INT. KITCHEN - MORNING 104 

Joel enters. Lana is rinsing che dishes. 

JOEL 
Look, I jusc wane che egg back, 
I wane my house back, I've got 
Iocs of work co do. 

3 
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104 CONTINUED: 104 

LAMA 
Did vou have a good citne lasc 
nigh'c? 

JOEL 
You mean after we got back here? 

LANA 
You know what I mean. 

JOEL 
Yes. I had a greac cime. 

(beat) 
Don'c tell me I owe you another 
$300? 

LANA 
Did I say you owe me anything? 

JOEL 
Mo. 

LANA 
I don'c remember saying you owe 

• - me anything. You're really 
getting me upset. 

A brief stalemate. ; 

JOEL 
What abouc Che egg? 

LANA 
You're che one who's going co 
college. You figure ic out. 

Joel cakes a deep breach. Shakes his head wich fruscraeion. 

JOEL 
How long do you need? 

LANA 
Long enough co make a few 
phone calls. Figure ouc how 
co gee my scuff back. Guide's 
probably goc me locked ouc of 
che aparcmenc by now. 

yjffiii^\ 0 



a) 

oO 

Pev. 6/3/32 

104 CONTINUED 1° 4 

Joel gathers his books and papers. 

JOEL 
Okay, but will you do me a 
favor? 

'LANA 
Anything, cookie. 

JOEL 
Don't steal anything. 
And don't call me cookie. 

(beat) 
If anything's missing 
when I getback, I'm 
going to the police, 
I don't care what happens. 

LANA 
Joel, go tc school. Gc 
learn something. 

^J Joel leaves. 

105 7"" ITT Hi 'I I i1 I - PARKING LOT - DAY 10 i 

uncrr. T U ; r ^ ; .ffr,ui, ,__• T , • i •-

Joel runs coward che encrance. Nobody's around. He's 
lace. 

106 INT. HALLWAY - DAY LOo 

Joel races pasc a hall marshall. 

MARSHALL 
(wichouc conviccion) 

May I see your puss? 

He's long gone. She goes back co her reading. 

107 T1IT "' ••-̂ •--' - DAY l07 

A teacher passing out cescs. ro 
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TEACHER 
I'm sure you've all read chapters 
six through eight by now, so 
here's a little pon quiz to 
confirm it. All books on the 
floor please — 

107A MOVING CLOSE ON JOEL 10"A 

clearly not prepared for this. 

108 INT. JOEL'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY• 10 2 

Lana surveys the room, the artwork, some c1 the vases. 
She stoops*down, rolls back a corner of the oriental 
rug and examines the quality o* the weave. 

108A INT. MASTER BEDROOM - CLOSET • 108A 

Lana examines Joel's mother's wardrobe. J 
Finds something of interest. 

109 •fliilwiirillH - WRESTLING ROOM - DAY * 10 9 

Joel and Miles stalk each other in full wrestling 
gear 

JOEL 
You didn't tell anyone, did 

"^ you? 

MILES 
No. 4C3fafr knows. 

JOEL 
I know. What about Barry? 

MILES 
He knows too. 

JOEL 
just don't tell anyone. 

MILES 
I won't. 
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INT. JOEL'S HOUSE - DAY 

Lana looks over an antique hall'tree in the entry. She's 
wearing an article of clothing of Joel's mother ever her -
pajamas. Lana checks out the china and silverware in the 
kitchen. Above the counter hangs a bulletin board with 
eyehooks and an assortment of keys. 

A familiar-looking Porsche slips into a space in the 
commuter parking lot. Lana exits the car and travels 
up the stairs to the station. 

She moves to the platform that is designated, "from city." 
There, she lights'a cigarette, paces somewhat, and waits. 
In the distance, we hear the sound of an approaching 
Chicago & Northwestern commuter train. 

112 INT —fTftgc ~ DAY 1*-

3 

D 

Joel's waiting anxiously for the final 3:30 bell, lie 
looks at the clock. It says 3:29. 

TEACHER 
Lab reports should be on my 
desk by tommorrow afternoon. 
I won't accept any that aren't 
typed. 

Joel looks, at the clock. Still 3.-29. 
• •-

The train leaves the station, revealing Lana i « ? 
Vicki carries plastic covered clothing over her 
shoulder. 
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\^/ ;12A INT. DAY . 112A 

TEACHER 
Don'c forgec. Term papers are 
due on Friday... 

The clock again. Scill 3:29. Seemingly scuck. 

TEACHER 
....They'll counc for fifty 
percenc of this semeacer'a 
grade, so make Sure chey're 
in on cime. 

yHH^\ 

3 
113 

CLOSER ON JOEL. CLOSER ON CLOCK. Now ic says 3:2a! 

JOEL 
• Come on, goddammit I 

He speaks a bit coo loudly. The class curns. 

The BELL SOUNDS. They're off and running. 

EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE - AFTER SCHOOL - DAY 

Joel scops his scacion wagon midway up che driveway. 
Miles is hanging ouc in che fronc yard. Joel goes co 
him. '-

LU 

Hi Joel. 
MILES 

JOEL 
Uhac's going on? 

MILES 
I'm waicing for Glenn. 

Where is he? 
JOEL 

MILES 
Inside 

y^X ^^ 3 
JOEL 

In che house? 

MILES 
He wanced co meec her. 
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JOEL 
(not oleased) 

Whac is chis? 

Joel goes coward che house. Glenn exica. He SDorcs a 
wide grin. 

JOEL 
Whac'r« you doing? 

GLENN 
I was inside. 

JOEL 
I can see chac. 

GLENN 
(vamping awkwardlv) 

So...you're home now... 

Someching is definicely UP. 

JOEL 
Yeah, I live here, remember? 

Joel curns co look ac Miles. Conveniently, Miles is 
tracing che screec, his back curned co them. 

JOEL 
Is Lana still here? 

CLENN 
She's inside. 

JOEL 
Tell me you didn'c do anything 
wich her --

GLENN 
Who? Lana? 

JOEL 
Yeah. 

CLENN 
No. Moching.' I jusc mec her. 
She's nice. 

JOEL 
You're sure. You didn'c do 
anything wich her. 

CLENN 
Yeah. I swear. 
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112 CONTINUED: 113 

Joel looks biick ac Miles. He's holding back a chuckle. 

JOEL 
You fucked her, didn'c you? 

CLENN 
No. I told you. 

• ' JOEL 
•Yes. You did. 

CLENN 
(indignancly) 

t did noc fuck her, duel. 

JOEL 
(afcer a beat) 

Ckay. 

GLENN 
Ask me abouc Vicki. 

JOEL 
Uho's«fl£3&? 

A VOICE from che fronc door. 'Ic comes from a call blonde 
on a racher large frame. VICKI'S abouc eighc hard years 
older than Lana. 

Are you Joel? 

Glenn punches Joel's arm gracefully. 

GLENN 
Owe you one. 

Clenn joins che mirch-ridden Miles. Joel moves inco che 
house. 

VICKI 
Nice place you goc here. 

JOEL 
(flatly) 

Where's Lana? 

VICKI 
Den. 

He moves pasc her. 

VICKI 
I like your friends 
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Joel enters with a smoldering look of determination. 
Lana is on the phone. 

1H 

JOEL 
Cec out. I'm not kidding. 

LANA 
Whac's your problem? 

JOEL 
Jusc leave -- please. 

3 

Vicki encers. 

VICKI 
We're noc exactly ripping you 
off or anything. Here --

She holds ouc a fifcy dollar bill. 

JOEL 
Whac's chac for? 

LANA 
Ficcv goes co che house. You're 
che house. 

JOEL 
I'm noc che house. Jusc leave. 
I mean ic1 

LANA 
He's mad, Vicki. 

VICKI 
Already? I jusc goc here. 

LANA 
I chink he wanes us co go. Do 
you wane us co go? 

Thank you. 
JOEL 
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J 115, 115A, 115B, 115C OMIT 

A115A EXT. GARAGE - JOEL'S POV - THE GIRLS 

They amble down the driveway carrying the plasti". 
covered clothing. 

The garage door closes. 

116 INT. JOEL'S BEDROOM - LATER 

Joel at his desk, studying. He hears SHOUTING 
from the street. He moves to the window. 

* All: 

116 

116A, 116B, 117, 118, 118A, 119 OMIT 

/iftf^rsy 

3 

119A JOEL'S POV - THE STREET AND YARD 

i^wwa^S^aaj^i ac in the driveway. Guido and the girls 
are at curbside, engaged in a vitriolic argument. 

120 EXT. STREET - DAY 
Guido starts to slao Lana. 
Vicki attempts to pull him away. He goes after 
her. Lana attacks from the open fian<c. 

119.-

120 

121 EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAY - MOMENTS LATER 

As Joel appears, the girls make a break for freedcm, 
sprinting up the lawn and driveway, passing Joel, 
and disappearing around the side of the house. 

Guido follows them in a slower, measured pursuit. 
He comes face to face with Joel. Joel's arms are 
folded across his chest, bravery style. 

« i - ! 

CONTINUED; 

3 
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121 CONTINUED: - 1 2 i 

JOEL 
What can I do for you? 

Guido looks him over. 

GUIDO 
Who're you? 

JOEL 
Joel. 

GUIDO 
You the kid I chased the other 
night? 

JOEL 
What can I do for you? 

CONTINUED: 
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121 CONTINUED: 121 

<*P GUIDO 
You should never drive like chat. 
People get hurt, all che cime. 
Ic's scupid. You a smarc kid? 
I mean, you look like a smarc kid. 

JOEL 
I'm okay. 

GUIDO 
Where're che girls? Inside? 

Cuido moves co che fronc door. 

JOEL 
I'm afraid I'm going co have co 
ask you co leave. 

Guido cries che door. Ic's locked. 

GUIDO 
Joel, che door's locked. You're 
acarcing co give me a scomach ache. 

3 

1 

Lana opens a second scory window. 

LANA 
Coodl I hope ic hurcs!-

CUIDO 
Joel, you gonna unlock this door 
or whac? 

LANA 
Co home, CuidoI We don'c need 
you I 

CUIDO 
You shuc your mouch! 

LANA 
Yeah? Well maybe we don'c work 
for you now! 

CUIDO 
Yeah? Then who you work for, you 
don'c work for raeV 

LAMA 
Maybe we work tor Joel now. 

She shucs che window. Cuido acrucinizes Joel. 



J 
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121 CONTINUED: 121 

JOEL 
S h e ' s j u s t k i d d i n g . 

GUIDO 
I hope s o . 

121A THEIR POV - STREET * 121A 

Three small nieghborhood kids watching the action. 

1213 BACK TO SHOT * 1213 
GUIDO 

I think you're a smart kid, 
so I'm going to tell you 
something which I'm sure 
you'll understand. You're 
having fun now, right? 

(no response) 
Right, Joel? Time of your 
life? 

(still no response) 
In a sluggish economy, Joel — 
never, ever, fuck with another 
man's livelihood. 

(let's it sink in) 
Now, if you're smart like I 
hope you are, you won't make 
me come back again. 

Guido starts walking toward his car. 

GUIDO 
Beautiful lawn. 

122 INT. DINING ROOM - THAT MIGHT 122 

Vicki looks down i n t o 3WTgT7*"ila.. . isai PLJJ.HLJJ » Lana 
r e g a r d s h e r -ifaiasJ^—I^"" ffniaij S*mwm J o e l ' s at 
of t h e t a b l e witt^timmqaumMmmmiim^mimAoaam 

LANA 
Thank you, J c e l . 

VICKI 
Very decent of you. 

JOEL 
J u s t so we u n d e r s t a n d each 
o t h e r . One n i g h t , r i g h t ? 
And then y o u ' l l f i n d a p l a c e 
t o s t a y . 
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122 CONTINUED: 1 T) 

(~* . LANA 
Soon as we get in tough with 

Je'll have a olace. 
(to Vicki) 

Did you try her again? 

VICKI 
She's still out. 

JOEL 
And my mother's egg? 

LANA 
See, if I can get my stuff 
back, I can get the egg. 

JOEL 
And then you'll leave — 

LANA 
And then we'll leave. 

VICKI 
I don't know, Lan, he's get 
such nice friends — polite 
and clean and quick. I think 
there's a real future here. 

J Joel suddenly stops chewing. 

123 INT. JOEL'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Joel at his desk, working en his memo-minder project 
Lana peeks in. 

LANA 
Want to go out? Have some 
fun? 

JOEL 
I can't. 

She steps behind Joel, peering over his shoulder. 

LANA 
What are you studying? 

JOEL 
It's a workshop on free 
enterorise. 

Lana leans over the desk to read something. 

LANA 
'My daddy used to spank my bare bottom...' 

JOEL 
That's something else. 
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123 

/$&>\ 

Oh. 

She's close to him. He can feel her breath. 

JOEL 
We make these memo-minders and 
try and market them. 

LANA 
You make a lot of money? 

JOEL 
Noc really. 

LANA 
No? 

JOEL 
We learn how free encerorise 
works. We compece wich ocher 
scudenc companies. 

LANA 
(a 3lighc crace of 

-̂  sarcasm) 
) . . Uh-huh. 

She lighca a joinc. Blows a liccle smoke Joel's way, 

JOEL : 
Ic's very compecicive. 

LANA 
Uh-huh. 

(beac) 
You ever gee high. Joel? 

JOEL 
Oh sure, all che cime. Can'c 
you cell? 

LANA 
I was asking because me and 
Vicki were chinking of geccing 
high, maybe going ouc for ice 
cream, someching like chac. 
Wane co come? 

1 CONTINUED: 
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a 123 CONTINUED: 12 3 

JOEL 
Righc now? 

Lana nods. 

Joel chinks a moment; looks at his work. 

JOEL 
Sure. I could use some ice cream. 

124 OMIT .124 

3 

l/tSPf\ 

-3 
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124A OMIT 

125 EXT. THE PORSCHE - NIGHT 

Turning down a dark and narrow road that leads to 
the lake. 

1J3 

EXT. PARKING AREA - THE LAKE - NIGH: 126 

Joel parks on a downhill slope overlooking Lake 
Michigan. A short, rickety pier juts out ever the 
water. 

The girls exit the car on one side, the guys on 
che other. 

Everyone has ice cream cones. 

y^N 

.3 

BARRY 
(to Joel) 

Are you stoned? 

JOEL 
flo-, I do not believe so. 

Barry pulls 

BARRY 
I think you're really 
wasted. 

JOEL 
This is not wasted, 
Barry. 

(beat) 
This is definentiy 
not wasted. 

-*rom the car, 

JOEL 
Bar — 

BARRY 
Yeah — 

CONTINUED: 
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CONTINUED: 

JOEL 
I'm a little wasted. 

BARRY 
I know. 

JOEL 
Don't let me do anything stupid, 

BARRY 
Don't worry. 

Barry puts a comforting arm around Joel. They move 
to the girls. 

3 

12SA ON THE PIER 

Lana offers Joel a joint. 

LANA 
The lake's great. I go 
all the time in the winter. 
When nobody's around, ycu 
know. You get that 
real private feeling. 

12< 

> 

They watch the breakers 

Yeah, 
JOEL 

In the distance, we HEAR B« Wicki. 

CONTINUED; 



126A CONTINUED: 

/$$&•. 
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LANA 
And che fronc part gees frozen and 
you walk ouc uncil che ice scares 
cracking under you --

JOEL 
Uh-huh. 

LANA 
And you cake a few more baby seeps --
boop, boop, boop -- see whae'll 
happen. You ever do chac? 

JOEL 
Couple cimes. 

LANA 
Didn'c like ic, huh? Too scary? 

JOEL 
Ic was okay. 

LANA 
Yeah, I'm a real fan of che lake. 
So. how do you like living ac home? 

JOEL 
Ic's okay. I'll be ouc nexc year. 

LANA 
I'll bet your folks are nice. 

JOEL 
We gee along. 

LANA 
Thac's nice. "And they're gone 
cil Sunday --

JOEL 
Yeah. 

126r 

CONTINUED; 
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126A CONTINUED: I-T. 

LANA 
'Cause I wa3 chinking -- afcer 
your friend came over yescerday -

JOEL 
Clenn? 

LAMA 
Yeah, Glenn. I couidn'c believe 
ic. Kid our age walks in with a 
hundred dollars, you know. Just 
like chac. 

JOEL 
Ic's incredible. 

LANA 
Yeah, where do kids our age get 
chac kind of change? 

JOEL 
I don't know. 

LANA 
He said he cashed a bond. 
You people have a lot of bonds. 

1263 EXT. PORSCHE * 126E 

They sit on the hood. 

LANA 
I was thinking — 
if we ever got our friends 
together, we'd make a 
fortune, you know. 

Joel laughs, taking the notion as a joke. 

CONTINUED: 
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126B CONTINUED: * i 2 ° -

JOEL 
Yeah — you're rlghc. 

LANA 
(smiling wich him) 

Wanna do chac? 

JOEL 
Whac? 

LANA 
Gee our friends cogecher. Nexc 
couple days? 

JOEL 
(noc caking her 
seriously) 

No, I don'c chink so. 

LANA 
Make some money, take a lesson 
in free enterprise, be a 

3 JOEL 
T..— •"-

LANA 
Be whatever you want. 

(beat) 
What if I said I'd be 
your girlfriend next 
few days — no charge. 

Joel smiles uncomfortably. Kicks some sand around. 
This girl's a little off-center. 

LANA 
I'm not pushing you on the idea 
or anything. It's just that my 
mind keeps working all the time. 
Nothing I can do about it. Just 
keeps working and worKing --

Lana moves to the side of the Porsche. 

3 
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126C INT. PO^SCH - ON LANA " l - * c 

She r e a c h e s a c r o s s t h e f r o n t s e a t f o r a s w e a t e r 
and a c c i d e n t i y Knocks t h e g e a r s k i r t i n t o n e u t r a l . 

126D EXT. PORCHE * 1 2 5 D 

As' Lana s l a ins t h e c a r d o e r and r e j o i n s J o e l on 
t h e hood 

JOEL 
Kow come you l e f t home? 

LANA 
Why? 

JOEL 
Just wondering. 

LANA 
I left home because my stepfather 
kept coming on to me. 

JOEL 
Oh. 

LAMA 
See, he kept coming on to me and 

/&**> there was this big competitive 
—*• thing with my mom. So it got N 

• - kind of unpleasant, so one of us 
had to yo. Can you understand 
that? 

Joel nods a serious yes. Lana's tone is changing. She ' 
no longer has a need for him. 

JOEL 
You have any brothers cr 
sisters? 

LANA 
I've got a brother. I really 
love him. 

$ JOEL 
You ever see him? 

LANA 
Of course I see him. I told 
you -- I love him, 

JOEL 
What's he do? 

3 

m /s?̂ <S?V LAN/ 
1 if He ' s s tudy i.-rj to be a v e t . 

r-i- .urn-r* tr, t? — 
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126D CONTINUED: 126D 

JOEL 
You ever think of going to school? * 

LANA 
I'm not my brother. 

Long, tense silence. Lana lights a cigarette. 

LANA 
Look, cookie, nobody gave me 
the pretty family or house, 
or pretty schools and clothes. 
So okay, this is life, you 
play out the cards you're 
dealt. But don't go laying 
these little judgements on 
me while you're leaning on 
your Daddy's forty-thousand-
dollar car. 

(beat) 
I'll see you around, huh? 

She turns and walks away. Joel watches her for a 
few beats. 

JOEL 
Hello? 

She's gone. 

CLOSER ON JOEL 

He gets off the bumper and moves to the side of 
the car. 

JOEL 
Did I say something? 

Behind him, the Porsche starts to roll, very slowly, 
toward the lake. 

JOEL 
Shitl 

Joel races after it. He grabs hold of the driver's door. 
It's locked. 

JOEL 
(screaming) 

YOU LOCKED THE DOOR: THE 
KEY'S INSIDE! 

3 
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\i5 L27 ° N THE BLUFF - LANA L-7 
s t o p s to view t h e ejccicemenc. 

128 ON JOEL 12$ 

He braces all his weighc againsc che door handle, pushing 
che car back, buc che Porsche creeps stubbornLy onward. 
Ic's close co che parking ioc's edge. 

JOEL 
Scop. Please scon. 

The car's geccing away from him. He rushes co che back, 
seizes oncu che rear bumper, digs in his heels. He'3 
dragged hopelessly forward. 

Joel cakes a lasc desperate accion. He posicions himself 
in fronc of che car, backpedalling wildly, pushing againsc 
che beasc.. 

The Porsche ceecers off che parking loc. Joel lunges 
upon che hood co avoid being run over. 

The car careens down a shore, sandy beach and, miraculously, 
hies che aging, pier wich boch sees of cires riding che 
edges. The weachered wood creaks and groans and splir.cers 
under che incense weighc. 

The car is slowing down now, buc ic's only a few shore 
feec from running ouc of pier and hiccing che drink. 

Joel is spread-eagled on che hood. 

JOEL 
(big panic) 

STOP I 

A128A THE FRONT' OF THE PORSCHE A126A 

inches from disaster. Then, magically, due to' the angle 
of the pier — i t stops! 

3 
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12 8A ANCLE ON JOEL 128/ 

freezing for a momenc, chen sliding off che hood. He 
holds a wooden mooring for supporc. 

JOEL 
Thank you, chank you --

128B THE PIER I23L" 

collapses complecely. The Porsche is dumped inco che 
lake. 

JOEL 
AAAAHHHH! 

128C THE MOORING 123c 

also gives way, catapulting a screaming Joel inco che 
wacer. 

129 GN LANA 129 

3
wacching from che bluff. We hear 
Barry and Vicki running co Joel's rescue, 

SLOW DISSOLVE TO: 

130 ^regagmm* I* itmm^iUl••«»••& _ A PUDDLE - NEXT DAY * 130 

130A MOVINC TOWARD anocher, a larger nuddle. chis one wich a l 3 0 A 

fish floacing in ic. Upscream, a mini-pond, above 
which che Porsche sics in a wrecker's sling, like a 
beached whale, covered wich seaweed and kelp and ocher 
samples of Nepcune's garbage. Wacer drips from every 
orifice. 

130B WIDER ANGLE - THE PORSCHE DEALERSHIP - DAY 13C3 

We're at the entrance to the service department where a 
small group of highly amused mechanics, salesmen and « 
customers surround the car. 

MECHANIC 
Alright, watch your snoes now — 
careful — 

Having picked the lock, he opens a doer and a rush oc" 
Lake Michigan spills forth carrying a small family of 
mackeral. 

Th ;e delighted crowd offers applaus-3, whistles and cheers. 
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130C FOLLOWING MILES - INTO WAITING ROOM 130C 

past the crowd, past the service area, into a small 
waiting room. 

Joel sits silently on a plastic chair amid '^aiaiinia, 
He wears a death mask. Barry sits ne:<t to him. Miles 
enters. 

MILES 
You okay? 

Joel nods weakly. 

MILES 
Want an aspirin? 

Joel nods "no." 

MILES 
• Your dad own a gun? 

The SERVICE MANAGER, a chunky guy with jelly cheeks, 
enters with his clipboard and estimate. 

SERVICE MANAGER 
Who's the U-boat commander? 

Joel looks up, prepared to receive sentence. 

131 OMIT ' - .. 131 

131A INT DINING ROOM - DAY 

Joel sitting at the dining table. He fills a water 
glass with e«*^W*» Stares at it. Locks at his list 
of chores. Waters the ficus with the Scotch. 
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132 INT. NURSE'S OFFICE - CLOSE ON JOEL i J. 

JOEL 
You're absolutely right to 
respond this way. You're 
right, I did not have a 
doctor's appointment and if 
you'll just give me one 
minute, I'll tell you 
exactly what happened — 
you're still writing 
"unexcused." 

13 2A WIDER ANGLE - TO INCLUDE 132; 

3 

She's writing on an official-looking red slip. 
Behind her, two girls in gym suits on cots. 
Both sport thermometers. 

JOEL 
See," if you write "unexcused," 
I'11 fail two midterms and 
it'll wreck my whole grade 
point average. If you'll 
just stop for a minute, 
I'll tell you the truth, 
I promise. Please — 

JOEL 
Thank you. The truth of the 
matter is — my parents are 
away and I* met this girl, a 
call girl actually, and she 
came to my house --
you're writing again, j^^eyg^sed. 
Thisis not unexcused ,^3)3a2& 

OBSESS} believe me. If you'll 
just listen to me -- why won't 
you listen to me? 

She hands him the slip and waves, "bye-bye." 

/liffiEV 

3) 
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Joel oushes back INTO FRAME. 

JOEL 
See, it wasn't just the call 
girl, it was my father's 
car. I put it in Lake Michigan 
I had to get it fixed. Now 
is that excused or not? I 
mean, give me a break. 

She starts waving "bye-bye" again, infuriating Joe^ 
He strain's for control. 

. . JOEL 
Let me put it this way — 

He grabs her lapels. 

JOEL 
I spent the last four years 
busting my balls in this shithole 
and I'll be damned if I'm going 
to let you fuck me up now. 
Now I'm sorry, but I just don't 
think I can leave until • 
I get a little compassion 
here — 

Her granite face says he's going to be there a 
little while. 

76 

132A CONTINUED: • 132, 

JOEL 
Just tell me why you won't 
listen to me? 

Bolik moves to the next student. 

STUDENT 
(handing her a note) 

I had a doctor's aooointment. 
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133 EXT. STREET NEAR HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT * 133 

Miles and Glenn (on his bike) hanging ouc ac curbside. 
Barry joins chem. It's raining. 

GLENN 
Whac'd he gee? 

BARRY 
Suspension. Five days. 
Kicked him ouc of Junior 
Achievemenc, coo. 

MILES 
Shic, chey crashed his whole 
record. 

GLENN 
Whac's he gonna do abouc ehe 
car? 

Joel approaches from che school. They fall silenc. He 
looks cerrible -- shaky, unfocused, nauseous. He curas 
up che sidewalk. The guys follow. 

MILES 
You okay, Joel? 

Joel waves them away. Then, abruptly, he reverses his 
direction, as chough severely disorienced. He appears 
eicher close co cears or chrowing up. The guys change 
cheir direccion. 

Joel scops suddenly. 

JOEL 
(excremely upsec) 

I need a bikel 

MILES 
He needs a bike. 

JOEL 
Can I use a biket 

/i^"\ j 

Jesus, Glenn I 

C'mon Glenn I 

MILES 

BARRY 

GLENN 
Sure. Here. Take mine. 

Joel cakes Clenn's bike. He pedals inco che screec. 
The guys wacch helplessly. 
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(*** 134 VARIOUS STREETS - JOEL ON BIKE - . NICHT » 134 

Jj Pedalling like a madman through the rain, 

135 EXT. NORTHWESTERN TRAIN STATION - MIGHT * 13 5 

The big double-decker commucer crain approaches. Ic's 
jusc Joel and a group of whice-uniformed domescics 
waicing for che cicy-bound crain as rain drips off 
the roof. 

136 INT. TRAIN - NIGHT * 136 

Joel cries co gee his body under concrol. He can'c. 
Perspiration forms on his forehead. His breaching is 
shore and rapid. Through che window, che next town 
rushes pasc in a blur. 

137 EXT. CHICAGO SKYLINE - NIGHT » Ij7 

The crain winds ics way inco che cicy. 

J 

/^^\ 3 
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T>B INT. LASALLE STREET STATION - SKJ»T " 138 

A;I moves across che cavernous scacion, against che 
lasc flow of business-suited commucers. 

139 INT. PHONE BOOTH - NIGHT * 139 

Joel on che phone. He beacs lighcly against che glass. 

140 EXT. STATION - NIGHT * 140 

Joel running after a Yellow cab. 

141 INT. CAB - N I G H T - MOVING * 141 

Joel's head thrown back againsc che seat. 

142 EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - MIGHT * l42 

Following Joel inco the entry. Buzzing. Gaining 
entrance. 

12A FLIGHT OF STAIRS - JOEL * 142A 

A winding, exhausting trek. Three flights. 

1423 THE LANDING * 14 23 

Vicki's waiting for him. He looks awful. He moves 
past her into — 

142C INT. VICKI'S LIVING ROOM « 

Lana emerges from a bedroom. She wears jeans and a 
sweater. 

LANA 
Joel. 

He moves to her. Embraces her. Holds her tight. 
- Doesn't let her go. MUSIC PEAKS. 

FADE OUT: 
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FADE IN: 

_ / 143 jijiE^iJPiJSENCLAS^EGC U J 

be ing r e p l a c e d on J o e l ' s znancle. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I c was g r e a c -che way h e r mind 
worked. 

144 INT. CALL GIRL'S APARTMENT * 144 

two call girls putting on make-up at 
a mirror. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
No guilt, no doubts, no fear — 
none of my specialties. 

145 _ - BAND ROOM - AFTERNOON 145 -

The baadOBBvprnmn che risers. The tuba player looks 
across a couple of seats where the trombonisc cuiecly 
sees down his inscrumenc and exics che room. The band 
concinues playing. 

~ ) 
JOEL'S VOICE 

Jusc chis shameless pursuic of 
immediace material gracificacion. 
What a capitalist! 

The tuba player -1 i;- - J-•• •• He gathers his 
courage and music, and makes a move for the door. 

146 INT. ANOTHER CALL GIRL'S APARTMENT - CHICAGO * 146 

A call girl slips a dress over her head. 

g^^V^V^^-W^ JOEL'S VOICE 
She cold me I could make more 
money in one nighx Chan I'd 
make all year. 

0 



'-•i-* ~'i I ' I '- -\r"'-' • I'i'i— i -v • *" *— *• •'"" ---'-v-̂-- •••'- ~' J';; »••- •,----'.v—.:' t.t.i,. •.-"•:,.. • •_•>•. ....- ̂-*.j ..-•••r. ..•'te'.̂  .̂i-.•• 

Rev. 6/14/82 * 81. 

v) 
147 * ij-Ti T"T 'T'1TT -BASEBALL FIELD - AFTERNOON 147 

• • « 

T IIIJII i " ni i'' i i i i HI practice. They screak across 
che field, away from their teammates. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Enough co pay for my father's 
car. 

They hop inco a waiting car and speed away. 

148 EXT. CITY STREET 148 

A call girl, dressed for an evening ouc, hails a*WHHf 

JOEL'S VOICE 
She cold me she'd be my girlfriend. 

1 4 9 * - . ! • . • . j u a m i a j d i ? i " i a - A F T E R N O O N 1 4 9 

A teenager enters the bank. Five teenagers exit, cash 
in hand. 

* * JOEL'S VOICE 
• She cold me a Loc of chings.-

I believed chem all --

150 INT. JOEL'S HOUSE - ENTRY - NIGHT * 150 

SHOT - AN ATTRACTIVE CALL GIRL 

standing ac che door, FACIHC CAMERA. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
:So she introduced me co her 
friends «-_ 

(somewhat incredulous) 
Are you Joel? 

O 

3 
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150A INT. ENTRY - A SECOND GIRL at the door - NIGHT * 150A 

SECOND GIRL 
(looking around) 

Very nice --

150B INT. ENTRY - A THIRD GIRL at the door - NIGHT * 150D 

THIRD GIRL 
You goc an aspirin for me, hon? 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I few EM Hi rima a 1 ' i i r n miTuiknw-

150C INT. ENTRY - CHUCK at the door - NIGHT 150C 

dressed racher collegiacely -- spore coac. nice shirt. 
He's very self-conscious and overly formal. He holds 
ouc his hand for a handshake. 

CHUCK 
/»\ Hi. ^ttmAmmtttmm (\3 A call girl t3kes his hand. 

CIRL 
Wane co go upscairs, Chuck? 

CHUCK 
Thac would be greac. 

They scare co move. He's nervous, 

GIRL 
Wane a beer firsc? 

CHUCK 
Beccer .vec. 

( 
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150D INT. ENTRY - TWO SggffggWS . . J . J - J 1TJ30 iPili " '* - NIGHT " ^^QQ 

They share chin faces and black-framed glasses, ^ W 
pi..̂ L, ̂ "•-||11pi Fred smiles; Frank doesn'c, 

GIRL 
Want a drink, fellas? 

No thanks. 

iSOE INT. ENTRY - grrg*gfcC?RI?gg«Bgr NIGHT * l 3 0 r 

Drenched in nervous sweat. His sh i r t and face are soaked. 

GIRL 
Care for a towel? 

« 

151 INT. DEN - CLOSE ON ACCOUNTING ITEMS - NIGHT 151 

A bookkeeper's pad, a calculator, a pencil, neatlv being 
arranged next to a cash box. PANNING UP as Barry doffs 
a green visor and smiles contentedly. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
We made Barry our treasurer --

152 INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT I52 

Lana's on the phone, talking like a harried executive. 
Behind her, in che hall, people are moving between encry, 
living room, and bedrooms. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Lana did produceion. 

LANA 
(on phone, joccing 
noces) 
available? Who else? 

Jusc a tninuce --

LANA 
(conc'g; calling o.s.) 

Vicki! Whac's che linen sicuacion? 
Check ic ouc, will you? 

—^ "J < b a c k on phone) 
f S Yeah. Ic's geccing busv. 
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153 **Qm&^ttXUXS£JZ MIGW '.-'3 

s S S ^ & I S / r r s and a f r i e n d l i s c e n co J o u i o v e r a p i l e of 
hamburgers and f r i e s . 

JOEL'S VOICE 
I concenc raced on s a l e s - -

153A WIDER ANCLE - REVEALINC JOEL 1-5 3, 

He wears b i g b l a c k s u n g l a s s e s . A c i g a r e c c e d a n g l e s - f r o m 
h i s l i p . His t o n e i s a s s u r e d . 

JOEL 
A l r i g h c , you cook h e r co 
d i n n e r cwice . Whac'd t hac 
c o s t ? 

STAN ; 
About t h i r t y . 

JOEL 
• - Wich c in? 

STAN 
Maybe c h i r t y - f i v e . 

JOEL 
What abou t che m o v i e s . Any 
movies? 

STAN 
Three movies . 

JOEL 
Twency d o l l a r s ? 

STAN 
Roughly. 

JOEL 
P a r k i n g ? 

CONTINUED 

/tfF&K. \ 
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153A CONTINUED: 153A 

STAN 
I park on che screec. 

JOEL 
Gas . 

STAN 
Maybe six doLlars. 

JOEL 
Okay, you're in for sixcy-odd 
dollars. And whac happened? 

STAN 
She slepc wich jjc.'^.^'y 

JOEL 
(leaning back) 

Thac's all I'm saying --

154 .^SSe^aMSSKKSD* - NIGHT 

Joel and a KID as chey fill cheir cars. 

J • - JOEL 
You hear abouc Glenn? 

• 
KID 

Yeah. 
> JOEL 
• Know whac he said -- afcerwards? 
i 

KID 
No. 

JOEL 
He said che lady had knowledge. 
And he said he was glad co gee 
ic because college girls can 
smell ignorance. Like dogshic. 

KID 
I'11 chink abouc ic. 

JOEL 
Where're you going co school 
next year? 

KID 
Wisconsin. 
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L54 CONTINUED: 1 5^ 

JOEL 
Big school. 

155 INT. LIBRARY - NIGHT '^5 

Joel aics across.a cable from an extremely wimpy kid 
with a runny nose. 

JOEL 
(whispering, but 
frustrated) 

All I'm saying is -- walk 
like a man. 

156 EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE - NICHT - ^ 

More cars in che driveway. Some guys chrowing around a 
sofcball in che front yard. More guys arriving. 

157 INT. LIVING ROOM- CLOSE ON.ffl&attfifiB&liBAia'* l"j' 

A slick-looking kid in a tie and jacket. He caps a 
chrome microphone. 

ALAN : 
Good evening. We're che 
amaiw5sW5aadatt*»3aa£E±g and we 
believe in jazz. One, cwo, 
chree, four... 

157A WIDER ANGLE i5' 

as he and his bassist and drummer swing inco a jazzy 
rendition of 

157B FOLLOWINC JOEL THROUCH LIVINC ROOM 

which is becoming more congesced. Some of che guys are 
calking and drinking wich che girls. Ochers are dancing. 
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157C A HEFTY KID wich a baby face approaches Joel; shakes his 15 
hand. 

HEFTY KID 
Excelienc idea, Joel. Really 
excellent. 

157D FOLLOWING JOEL INTO DINING ROOM 157D 

Joel curns inco che dining room where Lana i.s selling 
«dH0SSE& from che buffec. A handsome kid, •NIji'n'iSL, in. 
a sporccoac is courting Lana's accencion over a scocch 
on che rocks. Joel leans inco Lana. 

JOEL 
Some of che guys have been 
waicing for over an hour. 
I chink we're going co need 
more girls. 

. .. LANA 
['••11 make some c a l l s . J o e l , 
c h i s id '+kkmmmmk. H e ' s from - -
where? 

Saws T j . L J w T 

Joel and Michael 3hake hands. The wimov kid from che 
library hies che bar, a racher buxom call girl in cow. 

WIMPY KID 
Two bourbon and cokes, please. 

Lana pours che^r^iUW*-

LANA • 
Six dollars. 

WIMPY KID 
(paying) 

Thank you. 

CONTINUED 
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1S7'J CONTINUED: 1«V 

The kid pacs Joel aporeciacively on che shoulder. Lana 
moves coward Michael. 

LANA 
Michael knows all abouc che 
scock market. He just sold 
some shares in- 'innmu . 

She puts an arm around him. 

LANA 
How many shares, Mike? 

MICHAEL 
Tan. 

LANA 
You hear that, Joel? Ten 
shares. 

JOEL 
/ s * , (deadly) 
( -s I'm impressed. 

MICHAEL 
Can we go up now? 

LANA 
Why not? 

Thev scare co move awav. 

JOEL 
(from'che bar) 

Uh, excuse me I 

He moves co them. 

JOEL 
I'm sorry. She's noc 
available. 

CONTINUED 
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157D CONTINUED: 157D 

LANA 
I am so available. 

MICHAEL 
She said she is. 

JOEL 
Well she's noc. How abouc 
someone else. 

MICHAEL 
I don'c wane anvone else. 

LANA 
I'm available. 

MICHAEL 
Sorry. She says she is. 

Michael cries co lead Lana ouc. Joel scons chem. 

JOEL 
Sorry. I say she's noc. 
My house, my rule3. 

A cense beac as fiscs begin co clench. 

LANA 
(co Michael) 

Will vou excuse us --

Lana and Joel move co che side of che room. 

LANA 
Whac's wrong wich you? 

JOEL 
I choughc we had a deal. 

LANA 
Whac? 

JOEL 
You were my g i r l f r i e n d . 

LANA 
Are you k i d d i n g ? 

CONTINUED 
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157D CONTINUED: »*• 

JOEL 
No, I 'm n o c . 

LANA 
Well, I am your girlfriend, 
Thac's why we're working 
cogecher. 

JOEL 
Noc chac kind of girlfriend. 

LANA 
Oh, you mean romancic girlfriend. 

JOEL 
Yeah. Thac. 

She smiles, amused by the simplicity and sincerity of 
the demand. 

LANA 
Come on. You're kidding. 

JOEL 
No. 

-\ 
) • - LANA 

c^"5 

Joel nods. 

Thac was che deal? Really? 

LANA 
(regarding him a 
bear) 

Okay. I'll be that. Sure. 

JOEL 
Thank you. 

LANA 
Noco problem. 

Lana crosses back to Michael. 

CONTINUED 
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LANA 
Michael, you still here? Cood. 
I apologize, but as ic curns 
out. I am unavailable due to 
the fact that I'm currencly 
Joel's romancic girlfriend. 
Buc lee's gee you someone you'll 
really like. 

She scares co usher him away. 

MICHAEL 
Buc I really like you. 

LANA 
Then you' 11 really likê rifSft̂  
She's fencascic. 

On che way ouc, Lana slips Joel a "girlfriend's" smile. 
He's extremely pleased. 

Joel and Barry., are waiting ac che placform. A crain 
approaches from che cicy. 

JOEL 
Here's whac I'm figuring --

BARRY 
You mean from a markecing 
scandpoinc --

JOEL 
Yeah. I'm figuring, a school 
like ours, any given momenc, a 
chird of che guya are desperace 
virgins looking co hie che big 
cime. I don'c care what 
says. 

3 
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153 CONTINUED: . 158 

BARRY 
<i.-,..,-.ypi l i k e s co s e l l magaz ines - -

JOEL 
Yeah. 

(serious reporcoriai 
voice) 

A recenc survey shows chac 
97™ of our youch lose chuir 
virginity ac chirteen. 

(own voice) 
They put that>^wi •?.e uu »o*> 

BARRY 
Gives a loc of sevenceen-year-
olds a bad scare. 

The crain scops. People disembark. Joel and Barry look 
around. 

JOEL 
Jimwwi'i'ii iull of shic. 

BARRY 
1 " - jpa l f j l p a c n ' r g 0 CO S ChOO I . 

JOEL 

Noc our school anyway. ; 

BARRY 

• 158A THEIR POV - THREE HOOKERS LiS 

scepping off che crain. (As discinguished from che call 
girls, che hookers are more sexually flamboyanc, tougher, 
and generalLy less attractive.) 

^ 

r*3 
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BARRY 
Uh-oh. 

JOEL 
Cet uown. 

159 INT. STATION WAGON - MOVING 159 

The hookers are in che back. Barry is curned parcway 
around, crying co make some form of conversacion. 

BARRY 
So -- who likes ch»— 5wa*ŵ w»d 

The girls are unresponsive. 

~^ BARRY 
' - Don'c follow baseball, huh? 

HOOKER 
(finally) 

T 1 "-V ": - -

BARRY 

Buckner! He's my all-cime 
favoriceI 

(turning back around) 
That's just great, 

(beat) 
Fancascic. 

The car falls back inco silence. 
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159A INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT * 159.-. 

A call girl admires rV ruj].'lilUOii."ir Joel moves to 
Lana who is rinsing out glasses. 

JOEL 
Some or the rjirls are wearing 
my mo th er' s c lo thi ng and ] ewe i ry . 
Will you talk to them? 

LANA 
What's wrong with that? 

JOEL 
I just, don'c want to spend the rest of my 
life in analysis. Just talk to them, 
okay? 

1593 INT. RUTHERFORD'S .gg£* MOVING ?OV - PARKED CARS 

f*^ _ Stretching half way u? the block. ?AN to driver, 
^\ RUTHERFORD, looking for the house. 
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160 EXT. JOEL'S HOUSE - NIGHT 160 

Ic's geccing crazy. Baskecball in che driveway and sofc-
ball on che lawn. Cars spilling ouc of che driveway, 
clogging che screec. Bicycles and mopeds liccer che 
ground. 

PTT* van parks near che curb. TJM "• H ~ J/JJl 
scare unloading rollaway beds and packages 

of linen from che back. 

moving ft imijmij;w iiflVhT mrnr 1 che driveway. Rutherford's 
in his Yacechir ties. He wears grey slacks, a blazer * 
and a sweater. He carries a briefcase. • 

Before scepping onco che fronc pach, he glances ac che 
baskecball game. 

160B HIS POV - THE GAME i50 

(**** ̂  One of che hookers scands. ac che cop of che key, swaying 
~̂  from side co side in high, scilecco heels. 

HOOKER 
Gimme chac sucker. 

They pass che ball co her. 

She underhands one. Ic bounces off che backboard, flips 
from rim co rim, rolls around once, and drops in. 

HOOKER 
Two poincs. 

The guys go crazy. 

160C ANGLE ON RUTHERFORD 160* 

Noc knowing whac to make of this, he continues toward 
che fronc door. 

3 
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O 1 6 L ^<T. BACKYARD - NIGHT Lb I 

Joel and Miles are engaged in a serious discussion. 

JOEL 
Ic's a personal decision. 

MILES 
I know. 

JOEL 
Whacever you wane co Jo. 

MILES 
Yeah. 

Miles look3 coward che house. Listens co che party sounds. 
Lana opens che back door. 

LANA 
Joel! Someone ac che fronc 
door for you! 

JOEL 
^ Be righc chere! 

) • . 
Miles lights a cigarecce. 

MILES 
Thing is -- I don'c have co 
pay for ic. 

I gee ic anyway. 

JOEL 
Look, I gocca go in. Whacever 
you wane co do. Okay? 

MILES 
Good. 

Joel scares for che house. He curns. 

JOEL 
It's no big thing — 
Either way. Really. 

Joel continues toward the house. 

0 
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161A CLOSE ON MILES 

Alone in the yard. 

162 INT, ENTRY - NIGHT 1£2 

Rutherford stands amid the comings and goings. * 
Joel enters. 

JOEL 
Hello? 

RUTHERFORD 
Are you Joel? 

JOEL 
Yes. 

RUTHERFOPD 
I 'm̂ »j*'*"'Rti''J*?J.1. iu«i»r Ji'irumn' r«fflnw»ee^ 
_^ni?" -=[_•• fT'm ! believe we had an 
interview scheduled. 

JOEL 
Yes, of course. Please — 

He's interrupted by W l P W - ,i n IVI 'M1,. . % and a s&d. • 

RENT-ALL MAN 

Careful. Coming through. 

The bed separates Joel from Rutherford. 

RUTHERFORD 
(over the bed) 

If this i3 in any way inconvenient 
for you — 

JOEL 
No. This is fine. Really. 

163 INT DEN - NIGHT 153 

B a r r y ' s coun t i ng and b i n d i n g l a r g e suns of cash a t the 
d e s k . J o e l and Ru the r fo rd e n t e r . 

JOEL 
Barry, could I have the room? 

^ P N -^ 3ARRY 
Sure. 

Barry hurriedly scuffs the cash ir.tc the mcn»v.- box, rarhers 
his le r.g.:r *.".• I e:•:i ta . 

\. < . i . . ~ * •- — i.' 

3 
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16 3 CONTINUED: l'".J 

JOi::L 
(to Barry) 

Thanks. And catch the phone, 
okay? 

Joel closes the door. Joel and Rutherford sent themselves. 
The sounds of the house — fct»«sigjgift!^ the pnone, tne partying, 
the thumping from upstairs -- penetrate the room. 

RUTHERFORD 
It is my understanding that ycu 
would like to attend Princeton — 

JOEL 
Well, I really haven't made a 
decision yet. 

RUTHERFORD 
That's fine, Joel, because, 
frankly — 

(a dry smile) 
— neither have we. 

The door whips open. Lana rushes to the desk. In 

r the doorwav,"one of the girls stands with a tail, 
-N skinny kid. 

' * CIRL 
Is this room — ch, sorry. 

The door is closed. Lana rummages around the desk. 

JOEL 
Lana. I'm in here. 

LANA 
Oh. We need the room. 

JOEL 
I'm in a meeting. 

LANA 
Be out in a sec. 

Rutherford pulls some papers from his briefcase. 

RUTHERFORD 
L e t ' s s e e , you've taiten your 

* SAT's a l ready . .7"5I' m...« . . . , _'.»«* 
v e r b a l . . . 

/m^^-^ The numbers are c l e a r l y d i s a p p o i n t i n g to J c e l . 

-" RUT!IERFO"D 
C o r r e c : mo i f my u i f o r x a l i o n i s 
i n a c c u r a c e . 
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15 3 CONTINUED: in 3 

JOEL 
I was planning on taking the tests 
again. 

RUTHERFORD 
Uh-huh. Your G.P.A. is 3.14, 
your class rank, 52, which places 
you in the 84ch percentile. Is 
that correct? 

Lana's ears take in the interview. Suddenly, two « 
faces at the window. 

KID AT WINDOW 
(muffled) __ 

Joel! This is my cousin S&Tben"" 
f rom •'SlBJemr Any chance he can 
get in tonight? 

JOEL 
Later guys. 

KID AT WINDOW 
He's got to be home by midnight. 

RUTHERFORD 
And you wish *to major in — 

"\ 
J ' " J0EL 

Business . 

RUTHERFORD 
Yes,- business. 

(looking at Joel's record) 
Your stats are quite respectable 
Joel, you've dene very solid work — 

(looking up) 
— but it's really not Ivy League 
now is it? 

Joel ponders the question. 

JOEL 
No. Maybe not. 

Lana turns to face them. 

LANA 
Excuse me, mind if I ask one 
question? 

RUTHERFORD 
Yes? 

> LAMA 
I don't know, I might be a little 
slow in the head or some thine, but 
are you saving cr.at you dcr.'t want 
Jcei at your scnool? I mear. even 
if he nava th~: mor.ev? '-.-v.-.-»•••=•-
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JOEL 
Lana — please --

RUTHERFORD 
I don't believe money is the 
issue here. 

LANA 
I mean, if it's money, I'm 
sure we can scrape it together 
for him. One good night. Bingo. 

Rutherford glances at Joel, then back to Lana. 

RUTHERFORD 
I assure you. It's not money. 

LANA 
Then what is it? I don't understand. 

JOEL 
Lana --

RUTHERFORD 
I t ' s based on one's qual i f ica t ions . 

. ; LANA 
You mean, is he smart •enough? 

Joel buries his head in his hands. 

LANA 
Is that it? Because I happen to know 
for a fact that he's extremely smart. 
So what's your problem? 

RUTHERFORD 
(to Joel) 

Do you want this to continue? 

JOEL 
(beat) 

Sure. Why not? 

RUTHERFORD 
The reality is, young lady, that 
we have a very limited enrollment 
and must choose among the most 
qualified. Don't you agree? 

\ 

LANA 
(to Joel; | 

This is such bullshit I'r. hearing, / 
mv ears are burning uo. 

/ 

COf!'?TTVT..? 

99. 
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•V*: 

3 

LANA 
( t o R u t h e r f o r d ) . \ 

Hey, who t h e f u c k a r e you t o e x c l u d e '. 
p e o p l e from a c h a n c e i n l i f e ? I mean , \ 
t h a t ' s a l l h e ' s a s k i n g f o r . You know *J 
w h a t I t h i n k ? I t h i n k t h i s i s ' n ' t a ! 
s c h o o l a t a l l ! I t h i n k t h i s i s a f u c k i n g 
c l u b ! 1 

RUTHERFORD 
And I t h i n k you d o n ' t know w h a t t h e 
h e l l y o u ' r e t a l k i n g a b o u t ! 

LANA 
Okay, I d o n ' t know w h a t I ' m c a l k i n g a b o u t — 
o k a y - - t h e n l e t me a s k you t h i s — 
Your f a t h e r go t o h i g h s c h o o l ? 

RUTHERFORD 
I d o n ' t u n d e r s t a n d w n a t — 

LANA 
( c u t t i n g him o f f ) 

S i m p l e question,,"afflSS3*- He go t c 
h i g h s c h c o l ? 

RUTHERFORD 
( s i m p l y ) 

Y e s . My f a t h e r v/ent t o h i g h s c h o o l . 

LANA 
He go t o c o l l e g e ? 

RUTHERFORD 
Y e s . 

LANA 
What c o l l e g e ? 

RUTHERFORD 
What d i f f e r e n c e d o e s i t make? 

LANA 
Did i t s t a r t w i t h "P"? 
Give us a h i n t . 

RUTHERFORD 
A l r i g h t , my +mmmmm**i r -mmOt 
-r i — - • - - i f t h a t ' s w h a t y o u ' r e 

g e t t i n g a t . 

LANA 
What a surorise. Now my father --

^•^.m^ (beat, emotionally) 
A c t u a l l y , I d o n ' t r e a l l y knew who 
my f a t h e r i s , b u t i f I r i n d c u t 
he wen t t o P r i n c e t o n , d o e s t h a t ^ e a n 
I g e t t o go t o ? 

She e x i t s . HOLD on J o e l and P u t h ^ r f e r r . . 
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164A EXT. BACK PATIO - LATER " 16 4, 

Lana, silent in the corner, still upsec. 
Joel enters. 

JOEL 
Lana? You okay? 

LANA 
I guess I wrecked things 
up for you? 

JOEL 
Let me put it this way. 
You didn't help. 

LANA 
Sorry. 

JOEL 
Here. This is for ycu. 

3 

j$ffi*y 

He holds out a package for her, 

. . LANA 
You're kidding. 

JOEL 
I don't think I'll be 
needing it. 

LANA 
(amused, touched] 

Joel — 

JOEL 
Sort of a gag gift. 

LANA 
Should I try it on? 

JOEL 
Sure. 

9 Lana pulls it over her evening wear. Vicki calls 
from the back window. 
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VICKI 
Joel! Telephone! 

LANA 
How do I lock? 

She's the embodiment of Joel's dream sweetheart — 
tĥ L .sweatshirt - the body beneath it. 

LANA 
Well? 

JOEL 
(finally) 

Scecial. 

102 
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165 

1 *" * 

loo 

INT.. HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Joel picks up che phone. 

JOEL 

io5 

Hello? 

' ** .. INTERCUT: 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT ac 

Joel's tacher sics on che edge of che bed, phone in hand. 

FATHER • 
Joel' 

JOEL 
Oh. Hi, Dad. 

Joel cups che phone, shielding ic from che noise in che 
hall. 

FATHER 
Who answered che phone? 

JOEL 
Oh. A friend. 

FATHER 
Do I know her? 
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JOEL 
No. I don'c chink so. 

Joel's mocher moves nexc ro his faCher 

FATHER 
(co mocher) 

He's goc a girl. 

His mother mouths the word, "so." 

FATHER 
Joel. Do I hear others there? 

JOEL 
There's a couple people here. 

FATHER 
It sounds like a party. 

JOEL 
It. does? 

S0R>S 

3 

FATHER 
I don't remember giving 
permission for a party. 

Roxy passes close to Joel 

(to ̂ joeiY 
I hope we get a break seen, 
'cause my pussy's starting to 
feel liha ••-••'••—r- "^-..a-

166A A SERIES OF CLOSE REACTION SHOTS - JOEL AND FATHEP 

Neither savs a word. Not one word. His father remains 
immobile, jaw tightly set, little drops of acid perforating 
his stomach lining. 

FATHER 
Joel --

3 

JOEL 
(raising his voice) 

Dad, this is a terrible connection 1 
I think someone else is on the 
line! 

Joel starts making crackling, static sounds. 

FATHER 

JOEL 
Hello: 
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3 FATHER 
I'd like to know exactly — 

JOEL 
What?! Hello! 

FATHER 
I'd like to — 

JOEL 
I'm sorry, Dad — 

Joel's mother takes the phone from his father. 

, MOTHER 
Honey, can you hear me? 

JOEL 
(a beat) 

I Yes. 

MOTHER 
' There's nothing wrong with 
' having friends over. Just use 
| your best judgement. We trust 

you. Now, remember, we^re cominq 
in tomorrow, ••ni-^ I f _^ - in m i n o r — n u . wmmmis^s-A _ ?_1 

• ̂  _ in tomorrow, mumn 
* J - (her voice fades) 

166B CLOSE ON JOEL loo3 
JOEL'S VOICE 

Trust. It seems to me, if there 
were any logic to our language, 
trust would be a four-letter word. 

167 INT. ENTRY - LATER 16 7 

Joel opens the door for Rutherford. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
The evening took a strange turn. 
Rutherford returned. He felt 
bad about Lana and his visit in 
general. 

158 INT. DEN 16a 

Rutherford and Lana talking. They shake hands 
and sit down. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
They resumed their talk in the 
den. 
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169 INT. KITCHEN i69 

People congregate around the doorway to the den. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Soon, others joined in on what 
turned out to be a very intense 
discussion — 

/0&\ 

') 

170 INT, DEM - THE DISCUSSION 

Very crowded and smoky. People sitting on cabinets 
and floor. Joel, Lana, Rutherford in the center cf 
it all. 

VICKI 
Isn't this all kinda backwards? 
I mean, the way it stands now, 
the best schools only take smart 
people, right? But smart people 
are already smart. I say send the 
stupid people to the best schools. 
They're'the ones that need it. 

RUTHERFORD 
A lot of what we're saying is based 
on the assumption that the world 
is a fair place. Nobody ever said that 
life is fair. 

BARRY 
Nobody here is saying that things 
are fair. But some of us are locking 
for a way to make thing-s mere fair. 
Unless you don't see any value in 
fair. 

Vicki pats Barry on the arm. "Good point." 3arry' 
in heaven. 

CHUCK 
I think we gotta get this economy 
back where it belongs — on top. 
And that means competition. If 
some people can't keep up, that's 
just the way it is. 

1 
3 

Will someone please tell me where 
all this greed came from? I mean, 
like today, every asshole with two j 
dollars in his pocket, all of a / 
sudden,has to get a German car. / 
I mean, is that it? That's what 
we live for? I mean, I don't even 
like German cars. I don't even j 
like Germans. j 

TV 

7 

170 



--VTr-i»'rfa-iiJ;-1:
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/""N 170 CONTINUED: 170 

ROXY 
The real problem is with the Fed. 
I've been saying that for years. 
Nobody listens to me anymore — 

JOEL'S VOICE 
All in all, the evening worked 
out well — 

17.1 EXT. FRONT YARD - NIGHT - LATER 171 

The ballgames have long ended. Most of the cars are 
gene. A few guys hang around, talking in low tones. 

171A INT. DEN - AT THE DESK - CLOSE ON MONEY » 171A 

Stacks of it, being sorted and counted by Barry's sure 
hands.. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
We had good cash-flow. 

172 EXT. BACXYAREf - MILES 172 

A brief shot, alone in the yard. He walks away. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Miles hung around for a long 
time, but never came in. Our 
friendship would never be the 
same. 

173 INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT 173 

Rutherford chatting with two girls. 

JOEL'S VOICE 
Rutherford said he would do his 
best for me. I'm sure he will. 

jt$f&\ 

3 

"A .. ' 

•*"**•*** 173A "" "ALLOWING JOEL - THROUGH LIVING ROOM * 172A 

The band's drummer carries out the last of his 
equipment. 

DRUMMER 
Good night. Great party. 

^

JOEL'S VOICE 

Finally, it was time to close 
shop. I was sorry to see it end. 
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INT. DINING ROOM 

Lana still wears J 
start to kiss. 

EXT MICHIGAN" AVENUE - MIGHT OR DAW 

The streets in front of the Lje-a;"'f̂ t̂ftf̂ -̂ -̂ g° deserted. 
Joel and Lana window-shop the mgh-pcice.: merchandise. 

A wind is kicking off the lake, blowing their hair. 
It's verv romantic. 

1?. 
nhick with cigarette smoke. StacKs oc cash on the table. 
Barry dividing the take. The girls lininq the room's 
fw»rimeter.. Vicki distributing earnings in white envelopes. 

Joel enters, putting his arm around Lana. She, in turn, 
drops her head on his shoulder. They gaze at the money. 

VARIOUS CLOSE SHOTS - THE GIRLS 

Tired faces, tired make-up. They stare at Joel with 
vacant expressions. 

FAVORING LANA AND VICKI 

Exchanging a long private look of some significance. 
Joel is unaware of it. 

ON JOEL 

Very content for the time being. In nover-neveriand. 

- NIGHT 

A window at-j£< , e x o t i c even ing gowns 

LANA 
Know what I l o v e more' than a n y t h i n g ? 

JOEL 
C l o t h e s 

177 

173 

LANA 
How'd you know t h a t ? 

ir.t.^v ^ - " "T ;YJYW- NIGHT 

They pass through a turnstyle. 

INT. SINGLE ELEVATED CAR - SERIES OF SHOTS 

Unrestrained passion against a window cf exaggerated 
romantic imagery. (To be devised) 

I7d 
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1 7 3 EXT. SINGLE ELEVATED CAR - NIGHT 17<i 

Moving through the city, passing station after 
station. Never stopping. 

CLOSE ON JOEL 

His face oddly blank, almost uncomprehending. Like the 
person whose car is stolen. "Did I park it somewhere 
olse?" 

SOUND of truck backing into driveway. HORN HONKS. 

ll-r 
180 EXT, ELEVATED STATION - DAWN 

End of the line. Joel and Lana emerge frcm the car 
holding hands. They move down the piatfccm. 

1 9 1 INT, DEALERSHIP - CASHIER'S WINDOW - DAY 1 J : 

Joel's counting out a wad of cash. The female cashier 
exchanges a concerned look with her office manager. 

1 3 2 " ^ a"?MMi"*gMiMi:'"T TT>c-'jV " D A Y 132 

The Porsche leaves the service area. 

1 3 3 EXT. SUBURBAN STREETS - THE PORSCHE - DAY 103 

^ Joel doing about four miles Der hour. Not takir.c 
,'' -^ any chances. 

— 13 4 I N T. HOUSE - FOLLOWING JOEL ig.-

Moving frcm the kitchen (still a mesa - glasses, 
bottles, ashtrays everywhere) down the hail, toward 
the entry. 
As he walks, he counts his remaininc 
cash. He still has a hefty banxroll. 

ANGLE BEHIND JOEL - TO INCLUDE LIVING ROOM 

He pauses, back to the living room, shuffling twenty 
dollar bills. He doesn't see it, but we do. The 
living room is completely bare, stripped of all its 
contents — tugs, furniture, stereo, the works. 
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CONTINUED: 

EXT. HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY 

Joel steps cut to find a huge£S£3B&9P»«uck j.n the 
driveway. The rear door rolls up, revealing Guide. 
He stands amid a pile of furniture, clothing, 
stereo, etc, much of it familiar to Joel. 

GUIDO 
Time of your life, huh, kid? 
Now if you're a smart kid like 
I thought you were but now I'm not sure, 
you'll get last night's receipts 
and I'll show you seme bargains 
like you won't believe. 

136 ^affia^BfesscSar D A * i S 6 

Joe l ' s parents stand a t a r r iva l s , their luggage at: 
• their feet , waiting for Joel . 

FATHER 
what time i s i t ? 

MOTHER 
4 : 1 5 . 

{** FATHER 
"^ . I ' m calling a cab. 

MOTHER 
Something must've happened. 

1C7 EXT. DRIVEWAY - DAY 137 

Some of Joel's purchases are spread out on the lawn. 
Guido's operating from the lift gate. He twirls the 
knob of Joel's 

GUIDO 
You like music, Joel? This 
is beautiful equipment. How 
about S300? Amp, speaxers, 
the works. 

: (A VOICE from inside the truck.) 

VICKI 
It's a bargain, Joel. You go 
downtown, anywhere, it'll cost 
double that. 

Joel counts out 5 300 and hands it up. 

GUIDO 
The kid likes music. Okay, 
•what else we got? The couch. 

JOEL 
I already bought the ccuch . roNT^VED: 
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VICKI 
187 T h a t ' s r i g h t . He d id , 

GUIDO 
The lamp we s o l d , t he r u g , the 
j e w e l r y . . . H o w about some women's 
o u t f i t s ? Something for your Mom? 

Yes. 

Uhac? 

Yes. I' 11 

JOEL 

CUIDO 

JOEL 
buy ic 

GUIDO 
I d i d n ' c g i v e a p r i c e yec , 
One and a q u a r c e r . 

JOEL 
Thank vou. 

Joel lays ouc more cash. 

VICKI 
Should fie her okay. 

CUIDO 
I chink Chac's ic. We goc 
everyching? 

VICKI 
Whac abouc chis? 

He holds UP che Sceuben glass egg. 

GUIDO 
Whac's chac? 

hots 

GUIDO 
How much you goc lefc, Joel? 

Joel looks ac his dwindling rolL. 
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CONTINUED 

JOEL 
Forcy dollars. 

Lmido shakes his head sadly. 

GUIDO 
I don'c chink I can p.o iTorcv 

Maybe chree-hundreJ-forcy. 
Whac d'you chink, vick? 

VICKI 
He's only goc forcy. 

GUIDO 
TeiL you what. We'll go 
chree-forcy. I'll spoc you 
che chree. You good for che 
cnree, Joel? 

JOEL 
Cercainly. 

VICKI 

I chink he is, coo. Here, 
cacch --' 

JOEL 
Nol Don'c chrow icl 

Too lace. 

slowly arcing, cumbling end over end '--
INTERCUT WJTK: 

139 ANGLE ON JOEL 189 

?ih^'^:-y?&ri 
Scrambling to his right, taking two desperate steps, 

:;..^v;^lunging across a bush, stretching his arms out — 

— a miraculous catch. He collapses on the lawn, 
exhausted. 

3 
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v/icki orives. Guide's' still in tn« back, no 

GUIDO 
-Here's wishing you 

good luck on your future us a 
businessman because, Cod knows, 
you're going to neeu ic. ialude. 

The truck rumbles away. 

131 CNT. CAB MOVING - DAY 

Joel's parents ride in silence. 

132 EXT. HOUSE - FRONT YARD 

Joel and Barry racing across che lawn with the 
living room couch. 

193 EXT. EDENS EXPRESSWAY - DAY 

The cab takes the Glencoe turnoff. 

194 INT. HOUSE - DAY 

A rush of crazed activity. 

Barry — stripping linen.* 

Glenn — kitchen cleanup. 

Joel and Miles — replacing furniture. 

135 INT. CAB - MOVING 

as it turns into Joel's street. 

19SA pAREMTS POV - THE HOUSE 

Everything appears normal. 

10-j 

190 

191 

15: 

193 

194 

195 

195, 
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19n INT. ENTRY - FOLLOWING JOEL'S PARENTS 19o 

as chey move inco che house. 

MOTHER 
Jucl'.' Iluney? 

A "surprised" voice from che living room. 

JOEL (O.S.) 
Mom? Dad? You're home? 

They look inco che living room. 

197 THEIR POV - JOEL 19 7 

siccing on che couch, casually thumbing chrough che 
uurrenc issue or Arch i^immLi• joi^e^tj He carefuLly 
places his sofc dx rn^,-5n acoascer "aiTu rises. 

The room is piccure perfecc. Everyching as ic was — 
co a decail. 

J ) 198 ANOTHER ANCLE 158 

a>j paretics encer living room. 

•FATHER 
Where were you? 

JOEL 
I was here. 

FATHER 
We called from che airporc. 

JOEL 
I musc've been ouc. back 

'-'-.;>.. wacuring. I chuughc you 
were coming home coroorrow. 

(hugging mocher 
and facher) 

Hi. 



3 

Ill 
193 CONTINUED: Rev. 6/17/82 * 19 = 

MOTHER 
I said che fifth. 

JOEL 
No, you said che sixth. I 
wroce ic down. 

Father looks ac mother. 

MOTHER 
I thought I said che fifth. 

FATHER 
Joel, how abouc a hand wich 
che luggage. 

JOEL 
Sure. 

Joel exits. His mocher looks around che room. 

159 INT. ENTRY AND LIVING ROOM - DAY * 199 

._) as Joel'encers wich a full load of baggage. 

MOTHER 
Joel? 

JOEL 
Yeah, Mom? 

MOTHER 
Whac happened co my 

She holds ic up. 

JOEL 

l§'|0^^$fe|f^^^;-4 
Whac? 

MOTHER 
There's a crack in ic. 

JOEL 
There is? 

(seccing luggage down) 
Where? 

•*g»N 

1 CONTINUED: 
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._. . MOTHER 
There. In che cencer. 

* FATHER 
(joining chem) 

Whac's wrong? 

MOTHER 
My egg is ruined. 

FATHER 
Whac happened? 

JOEL 
I don"C know. 

MOTHER 
(cighc and angry) 

You don'c know? 

JOEL 
(*** Maybe ic was chere before. 

A long, dark silence. 

MOTHER 
Joel, how could you lee chis 
happen? • 

-— JOEL 
I'm sorry. 

MOTHER 
This is so damned irresponsible 
of you. 

FATHER 
•:^^.yv^.'.^--^*v W e' n & e c anocher one. Joel'11 

*&^*^~f$*.*?«-tg&M• pay for i c . 
^H^r/-r-i:fyrm^^^ ••/•"..-• - JOEL 

Sure, I ' l l pay for i c . 

112 

» 2QQ 

••'&S&tMi ^^#^^#SgiOJo *••'" ' 

^3 

(CONTINUED) 
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* 199 CONTINUED: 199 * 

MOTHER 

Where will you get the money 
to pay for something like that? 

(beat) 
I'm sorry. I'm very disappointed 
in you. 

Angrily, she hurries upstairs. 

FATHER 

She'll be alright. Why don't 
you put in a little yard work. 

His father follows his mother upstairs. 

* 200 OMIT 200 OMIT • 

201 EXT. BACKYARD-- DAY 201 

( ^ Joel raking leaves, slowly, methodically forming 
small piles. A breeze sweeps across the yard, sending 
more'leaves, swirling down. 

MOVING CLOSER INTO JOEL 

He pauses, pulls sunolasses from pocket, slips them 
on. He lights a cigarette. Joel the outlaw. 

/0&K^ 
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Joel and Lana at a table overlooking the city. 
Lana admiring the dark-suited businessmen sarounding 
them. 

LANA 
Look at these fjuys.They 
probably eat here everyday. 
Isn't this a great place? 

Joel nod: 

LANA 
You're so quiet today. 

JOEL 
I was just thinking — 
we probably won't see each other 
again for a long time. 

LANA 
I Knew. 

jrtljim*\ 

J 
JOEL 

I was wondering where we 
might be ten years from 
now-

LANA 
Know what I thinic? 
I think we're both 
going to make it big. 
I'm very optimistic. 

'rL. 
';ii*f£w 

Lana nods. 

^ > , 

JOEL 
Can I ask you something' 

JOEL 
(beat) 

Were you in with Guido 
and Vicki? Did you set 

A'̂ .̂ V-L,̂  ..;,• .-,„v,me. up̂ .co pay ihim,back?• 5, . .. •,? /,,-.;,., 
ferl^/^ff^as^our ^higntlcb^etHer^'^^^f^^ 

Long pause. An exchange of looks. 

40WS $1$0! $££**»•• »>« ft IV ?>- v ••'':£&:••$&$;• -v~i&£ r- • LAW A *v;; 
No. 

. i, ., ,j - • -••'..•;, •(• » ..:.;; v ^ v ^ . ^ i ^ f e 

CONTINUED; 

1 
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203 

204 

205 

CONTINUED: 

Another s i l e n c e . 
LANA 

You don ' t b e l i e v e me, do you? 

Bright l e t t e r s of golden g l i t t e r read, ^ ^ • ^ • • • • • ^ w p ^ ^ d , 
APPLAUSE. In the darkened auditorium, a large audience , 
barely v i s i b l e . A s p o t l i g h t s h i f r s from banner to podium, 
A teenage STUDENT/ blue bus ines s s u i t , speaks . 

STUDENT 
My name i s GfcasREtefEB&aBBSiAfftt? 
I'm from .iitoaBBBwa^^'. Our 
product is a paper towel holder 
that sells for ?fl.95. We made 
a profit of $850 last semester. 

APPLAUSE. 

INT RESTAURANT - BACK ON JOEL AND LANA 

JOEL 
I just don't want you to get hurt. 

INT. AUDITORIUM - 2ND STUDENT • 

2ND STUDENT 
My name is * • 

decorative planters for $7.00 
We made a'profit of 3500 last 
semester. 

ir: 

20? 

204 

206 

APPLAUSE 

INT, RESTAURANT - JOEL AND LANA 

Hey, Joel. Why does it always 
have to be so hard? You get so 
tired sometimes... 

205 

X^mmy 
whv'. 

/tf&H\ 

3 JOEL 
Come here — 

Lana moves to the next chair 

CGNTTNLTD 
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206 CONTINUED: 

JOEL 
Come here. Come closer, 

She doesn't move. 

!0t> 

JOEL 
Closer — 

She moves to Joel's lap. She places her head on 
his shoulder and rests. He gently strokes her 
hdir. 

PULLING BACK 

JOEL'S VOICE 
My name is Joel Goodsen. I 
deal in human fulfillment. I 
grossed over $8,000 in one night. 

(beat, sardonically) 
I s n ' t l i f e grand? 

D 

MORE APPLAUSE 

VOICE OF M.C. 
Let's hear it t n "Hli i im.i *i '.'__ 

• finalists — iT i n i nr ' n'- : f ; 
Thank- you. 

(fading) 
Thank you. Thank you. 

FADE OCT 
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THE END 
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