Pilot Writing in Various Forms.

By Tony Paletta

EO1 - “A Very Honors Thesis”



THE SUMMERTIME (64 pgs.)

Ten years ago a notorious crime lord stashed millions of dollars
in a secret location somewhere in Southwest America.

For ten years Ulysses Moss has kept himself and his family safe
by remaining “in hiding” of sorts. “Hiding” in a maximum-
security penitentiary. And he thought he was doing just fine
until the whereabouts of his wife and child were stumbled upon by
an old friend. Now the world’s pretty much after him.

Welcome to THE SUMMERTIME, A BAD MAN'S ODYSSEY, a 24-episode,
hour-long miniseries that puts a dark and contemporary spin on
Homer’s epic poem.

*k*k

This is an idea that took a tremendous amount of outlining
before I was able to get anything down on paper initially, aside
from the first few pages. I would pitch it as a modern-day
Odyssey, but revolving more around *“bad guys”.

It’s a very serious piece, not much like anything else I’'ve
written, but I think combining elements of humor with a very dark
atmosphere can really add depth to the world I’'ve attempted to
put together.

As a whole, I tried to represent virtually all the main
characters seen in the original epic poem. I chose to replace
the actual Gods by incorporating the media as a character that
runs throughout the series. They will advance the plot, alert
characters of important events, and inspire the story in a number
of other ways as well.

Without a doubt, the narrative structure on this is the most
complicated I have attempted to date. The use of four different
storylines in the first episode provides for not only more
tension for the audience, but I believe that it was also the best
way to illustrate the idea of The Odyssey coming to life in an
entirely different way.




THE SUMMERTIME

Book I

by Tony Paletta



FADE IN:

EXT. DESERT ROAD - MORNING

Hot and dry in the Arizona desert. A beat up white NEWS VAN
rambles down the middle of nowhere.

INT. NEWS VAN

At the wheel,

PETER KANE (40s)

True artist. Pop-culture idol. Not afraid to wear a beret

out in public. He’d also tell you he’s a homosexual, but at

this point in his life Peter Kane transcends sexuality.

He pulls out a pair of oversized, thick-framed glasses; puts
them on and turns to:

THERESA TORRES (mid-20s)

His sidekick. Former pageant winner, prom queen, weather
girl, etc.; a beautiful and talented up-and-comer.

She fidgets with her blazer, looks a little uncomfortable.

KANE
This feels good for you, yes?
THERESA
(looks at him; confused)
I’'m not sure. What that means.
KANE

My look. Does it set the right
tone. I’ve been thinking of taking
a very *“angular” approach with this
piece.

(looks in rearview mirror)
Of course it’s appropriate, Peter.
Don’t be an idiot.

THERESA
Uh-huh.
(beat)
So you’re planning on being on
camera, then?

KANE
Well, the thing is-



BOOM! A tire blows as the van hits a random pothole and
starts fishtailing. Theresa shrieks as Kane

JERKS THE WHEEL in either direction. Equipment in back flies
everywhere. A microcosm of what’s to come.

KANE (CONT’D)
Oh shit!

They spin out. It’s complete chaos; screeching of tires,
screaming. Raw fear.

Then in a heartbeat it’s all over. They come to a stop on
the side of the road. Order is restored.

Kane gives a little chuckle after a tense quiet.

KANE (CONT’D)
Well that was something.

He gets right back to business.

KANE (CONT’D)
I am not planning on being in front
of the camera Theresa, no. But
see, it’s “planning” that ruins
these kinds of experiments in the
first place. We are producing
“progressive” journalism.

Since she’s still too in shock to move, Theresa can’t really
respond. He puts a hand on her shoulder.

KANE (CONT'D)
What’s wrong?
(beat)
Theresa, if you can’t do angular,
I'm sure we can figure out
something-

She finally snaps back to reality. Turns toward the desert.
THERESA
No, no, it’s not that. Angular’s-
Fine. 1It’s good.
She shrugs. Couldn’t define “angular” to save her life.
THERESA (CONT’D)
I just have this weird feeling.
That we might be killed. Or badly
hurt. Or something...

A condescending nod from Kane.




KANE

True journalists live for that
feeling, Theresa. I wake up with
that feeling every single day of my
life. Do you know what I call
something like-

(epiphany)
Wait. This wasn’t your first near-
death experience, was it?

She shakes her head. Not sure if there’s an appropriate
answer. Kane only smiles and unbuckles his seat belt.

KANE (CONT'’D)
Brilliant. This is just going to
be a weird day. I feel it coming
on a mile away.

He squeezes his passenger’s shoulder. Looks her in the eye.

KANE (CONT’D)
Theresa. I love weird days.

He gets out to check the flat. From his open door, Theresa
sees their ultimate destination; a blurry, grey set of
buildings reasonably far down the road...

KANE (0.S.) (CONT’D)
And I'm telling you, there’s no
reason to be afraid about what
we’'re going to see today! It’s
just raw humanity! Frankly, I
couldn’t be more excited. Think
abut it, Theresa...rapists,
murderers, and thieves all thrown
into a pit together and taught how
to survive. Truly a marvel of
mankind...

She gets out of the car and walks around to Kane’s side, sees
that he’s practically salivating over the thought.

Also, she sees the tire has been completely blown out.

KANE (CONT’D)
...Just grab the handhelds, would
you. I don’t mind the walk. Only
five or six miles.

Although she can’t believe what she’s hearing, she obediently
opens the trunk and starts digging for the cameras.




EXT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX

A closer look at the concrete fortress surrounded by fences
and sniper towers.

PRISONERS on the yard play basketball, 1lift weights. Guards
patrol on foot. Not many smiles. It’s prison.

INT. WARDEN’S OFFICE
WARDEN JOEL BLAGG(50s)

A barrel-chested disciplinarian. Snakeskin cowboy hat atop
his wrinkled head. Sifts through a file at a cluttered desk.

Across from him:
ULYSSES MOSS(40s)

A rugged S.0.B if there’s ever been one. Salt-and-pepper
hair, full set of teeth; looks pretty damn good for a guy
carrying a life sentence, if you discount the fact that he
appears to have very recently had the shit kicked out of him.

- He bites at a nagging hangnail and looks around the office.
Eventually the warden closes his file and looks up.

WARDEN BLAGG
How was your holiday, Uly?

ULY
(biting nail)
Oh, you know. Did some shopping.
Turkey. Presents. Most wonderful
time of the year, they say.

Success. He spits the nail onto the floor.

ULY (CONT’D)
You know. Cause of the song.

Warden decides to play along.

WARDEN BLAGG
Mmhmm. Very good. That’s how you
spend your Fourth of July’s out
east, then? Gift exchange and a big
turkey?

Uly starts scratching his greasy hair.



ULY
Hell, is that what month it is?
Guess I got my calender all screwed
up again.

INTERCUT FILASHBACK:

THE HOLE
A GUARD looks down with pleasure in the dark concrete cell.

Has a FOOT FIRM ON ULY'’S BLOODY FACE while two colleagues
work at his body with a night stick.

END FLASHBACK

WARDEN'’S OFFICE
Uly casually rubs the same area the foot occupied.

ULY
I get migraines, ya know?
Blackouts sometimes.

WARDEN BLAGG
Those can be tough, I’ve heard...

ULY
Oh they’re alright. We all got our
problems, warden. Just look at
homosexuals. They’ve got it pretty
terrible, all things considered.

The warden can only shake his head at Uly’s insolence.

WARDEN BLAGG
Now how do you figure that.

ULY
Oh, I dunno. What with all the
viruses and discrimination.

He sits up straighter, looks kind of happy to be somewhere
with natural light.

ULY (CONT’D)
So what’s up, warden? You call me
up here just to crack open a beer
and commemorate our nation’s
independence?

The warden stands up and sighs. His smile is gone.



WARDEN BLAGG
‘Just please. Tell me, Uly. Buddy.
You’ve been here long enough to
know that dickin’ me around can’t
do you any good...

ULY
Well, that’s not entirely the
case...

WARDEN BLAGG
I just need to know. if you maybe
heard anything a guy like me’d be
interested in? Got any plans for
anything? Maybe something that
might disrupt the order around here
that I'm so obliged to maintain?
Particularly anything relating to
violence of any kind?

ULY
You know I’m not much for violence,
warden.

Blagg nods, but doesn’t like it.

ULY (CONT'D)
So what would make you think I’'m up
to no good? Just passing time and
that. No agendas here.

WARDEN BLAGG
For some reason I don’t believe
you.

ULY
Is that right?

A pack of Marlboros land in Uly’s lap. He removes one and
puts it in his mouth.

WARDEN BLAGG
Anything now?

The inmate leans far back in the seat. Yawns.
ULY
God honest truth be told, I haven’t
heard much of anything in
particular lately, warden.

He returns the cigarettes to Blagg. Real gracious-like.



ULY (CONT'D)

Unless, of course, you're
interested in the sound of my shit
falling into a tin pail, in which
case you might consider clearing
your afternoon schedule.

(eyeing warden’s desk)
Got a match around here?

The warden stays calm. He lights him, but still expects some
kind of elaboration from his prisoner.

ULY (CONT'’D)
(off Warden’s look)
I've been locked down in the hole
for months, man! What do you
expect me to tell you?

WARDEN BLAGG
You tell me what the Hell you’re up
to.

Uly shines a toothy smile.

ULY
If you ask me, somebody’s been
watching too many of those prison
rape show documentaries.

He blows a cloud of smoke into Blagg’s face. The warden
slowly starts to roll up his sleeves.

WARDEN BLAGG
I'm not an idiot, you know. I keep
you locked away from people for
four months and there’s not a sign
of violence or disorder anywhere.
Everybody’s happy. But as soon as
you come up again I know something
terrible might happen at any
moment.

ULY
You’re blaming me for the fights,
warden? In a prison?

He has a hearty laugh.

ULY (CONT'D)
Pardon my language, but that
doesn’t make a lick of sense.
(yawns again)
I'm just trying to stay protected.
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Warden Blagg has now begun stretching. Empties his pockets.

WARDEN BLAGG
What the do you mean, “protected”?

ULY
Got lots of enemies out there. You
probably wouldn’t understand if I
told you the real story.

WARDEN BLAGG
You’re a bad man, Ulysses. A bad
man with a life to think about what
you’ve done. Why can’t you just
admit that and talk to me like a
normal person for one second.

Uly seems to be in his own world. Blagg wants a response,
but is pretty positive he won’t get one.

He waits. Uly finally goes for it.

ULy
If there’s not anything else, I
really should be getting back.
There'’s actually this little old
shank I’'ve been meaning to sharpen,
and-

Blagg snatches the cigarette out of Uly’s mouth,

ULY (CONT'’D)
Hey! That was-

BASHES HIM REPEATEDLY IN THE SIDE OF THE HEAD with a stapler.

The warden needs to take a drag of the smoke himself to calm
down. Then he politely hands it back.

By his reaction you’d think Uly was just hit with a snowball.
Blagg leans close and examines the wounds.

WARDEN BLAGG
They dinged you up pretty good down
there, huh?
Uly spits out a front tooth onto the floor.
Blood pours from the new gap when he smiles again. It’'s a
different smile now. Whole different kind of handsome. The
ugly kind.

He continues:




ULY

See warden, the thing about shanks
is: when they’re dull, what good
are they, ya know?

(chuckles)
I mean, might as well use a stick
of butter at that point, am I
right? But I guess I’'m not the one
who would know, really, since -

The warden stays expressionless as Uly goes on and onj;
eventually he picks up the stapler, cocks back his arm, and -
EXT. BALL FIELD - DAY

CRACK! Louisville slugger meets hanging curveball, crushes
it into right field as PRE-TEEN PLAYERS scramble all over.

In the bleachers, PARENTS cheer the BATTER and RUNNERS on.
UNDER THE STANDS

GROVER MOSS(17)

Shaggy hair, bloodshot eyes, hasn’t slept in a while.
Hands a dime bag over to a NERDY TEEN.

GROVER
Fifty.

NERD
What? Chris told me it’d be thirty
on the phone!

Grover'’s annoyed.

GROVER
Why don’t you go holler at Chris
then? I don’t have any time for
your Jew haggle shit, friend. I'm
busy.

He reaches for the bag but the nerd pulls it away. Pockets
the drugs and forks over the cash.

GROVER (CONT’D)
Way to think clearly.

As he shoos the nerd away, a TALL RENT-A-COP emerges, dgrabs
him by the collar.
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RENT-A-COP
Something going on over here?

He panics, same as any good nerd would. Grover smirks.

GROVER
Nothing unusual. Officer.

RENT-A-COP
Oh yeah?

He searches the nerd’s pockets, pulls out the bag.

GROVER
(faux-shocked)
Aww damn. Busted. Too bad. Bet
you’re in for it now.
(beat)
Uh-oh. Wait a minute, officer. He
looks like a minor to me.

Grover pats the nerd on the shoulder, begins to walk away
until the rent-a-cop gets a hold of him in a similar fashion.

RENT-A-COP
Just a minute. Let’s have a look
at what you’ve got on you.

Grover turns out every pocket. Even goes as far to remove
his jacket and turn it inside-out.

RENT-A-COP (CONT'D)
Backpack.

He promptly unzips his bag and dumps everything out. Just a
book, some pens, and gym shorts.

GROVER
All in order.
(clears throat)
Officer. Now if you’ll excuse me,
I'm late for play rehearsal.

He gathers his things, walks away a second time.
The ret-a-cop turns his attention back to the trembling nerd.

FOLLOW Grover as he makes his way through the gates to-

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET

He turns a corner, just out of sight from the ball field.
A car is waiting for him.
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INT. CHRIS’ CAR

CHRIS LOWRY (18)

A good-timer. At least 350 lbs in his XXXI, Hawaiin shirt.
Maybe a little neurotic. Maybe more than a little sometimes.

Smoking a cig behind the wheel. Grover looks pissed.

GROVER
Why’d you tell him it’d be thirty?

CHRIS
Um. because it is usually thirty,
isn’t it?

GROVER
It’s not usually anything. Think
about inflation Chris. Tough
market out there. We need to make
adjustments and shit.

CHRIS
(nodding)
Adjustments. Word.

As Grover buckles up, the Rent-a-Cop taps on the window.

GROVER
(rolling down window)
Way to sell it, bro.

The Rent A Cop hands the nerd’s weed bag to Grover in
exchange for a twenty.

RENT-A-COP
Can’t you kids just make your money
by selling drugs the real way?
Like everyone else your age? A lot
of people around here are starting
to not like you.

GROVER

Just being economical, boss. If
you don’t want to deal with it we
can just go down to the shore and
cut you out of the whole thing.

(smug)
But hey, you’re a cop, right? Wwhy
don’t you just start an
investigation or something.

The rent-a-cop puts the money in his pocket, seems
disappointed in himself.
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GROVER (CONT'D)
Take care now, bro.

Grover rolls up his window.

CHRIS
Why are you being mean to Gordon?
He's T-T-T-True G.

GROVER
He extorts us.

CHRIS

He gives us the bud back after he
busts the kids! And we are
breaking the law, you realize...

(settling down)
Just sayin’.

(beat)
It’s not very nice to make fun of
him just because he couldn’t make
it through police school. Are you
having a bad day or something?

Deep breath.

GROVER
Just a little on edge, is all.
You’re right, though. I’'m cool.
Thanks, buddy.

A blank stare from Chris.

They drive off.

INT. PENNY'S HOUSE - DAY
CLOSE ON the leathery, make-up caked face of
PENNY MOSS (late 40s)

A cigarettes and hard liquor kind of gal. Probably has tried
crack at some point, but recently she’s doing her best at
being an acceptable member of society.

PENNY
I don’t have any God damn
information. If I did, I would
relay it to you. First thing I’d
do. Every single time you ask. I
can’t help him being quiet, can I?-

A HAND sporting several golden rings suddenly



13.

LATCHES ONTO HER THROAT
silences her. We move up the arm to see the face of
ANTONIO FLOREZ (40s)

a demon-eyed Colombian. He’s of a more important stature now
than he was ten years ago, when Penny last saw him.

Penny is having none of it, though; smacks him away

PENNY (CONT'’D)
Like I told you the first time,
don’t your slimy hands on me.
(beat)
Seriously, there’s something sticky
on them. Hair gel, or...I dunno.
Something, though.

Antonio sits back in his chair. Wipes his hands on the arm
rests. Penny hates it.

ANTONIO
How are you sure he’s not dead,
even? It’s been a decade now!

PENNY
Barely a decade. And let’s not
start overthinking. He’s alive.
I'd have been told otherwise.

Longing silence.

PENNY (CONT'D)
The only important point to be made
here, whether he’s alive or dead is
this: How could I have any idea
what he’s doing right now, no
matter what it is? I don’t have
magic eyes. For all I know he went
all religious and took some vow of
silence or something.

ANTONIO
I never really considered him much
of a religious guy. Always was
more of an instigator...

PENNY
Yeah, well you’d be surprised.
He'’'s a complicated man.

ANTONIO
This, I do know.
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Antonio looks around the room like he’s just realizing
something.

ANTONIO (CONT’D)
You know it’s rude of you to not
offer a guest coffee. Or at least
something to drink.

Penny gets up and moves toward the kitchen without a word.
Antonio looks around her filthy, almost unlivable house.

For the first time notices the broken front window.

ANTONIO (CONT'’D)
And you ought to get some people in
here to clean this place up.

PENNY (0.S.)
That would be something, huh?

ANTONIO
I have many friends in that
business. I could call in a favor.
Maybe bring in a decorator even.

She returns, mug in hand. Hands it over.

PENNY

Who the Hell are you, Mr. Antonio?
ANTONIO

You know you have a lovely new

accent?
Penny Moss is not the woman who likes to be put on.

PENNY
I do know that, yes. And you sir
have a very mediocre new moustache.

The Colombian instinctively touches his face.

EXT. DESERT ROAD - DAY

Theresa carries both cameras while Kane looks over his
shooting schedule.

KANE
It’s even more exciting on foot, I
swear. Can you even believe this?
We can tell everyone that to make
the film we had to wander the
deserts alone.
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Although exhausted, Theresa still takes comfort in the idea.

THERESA
So who are we meeting here again?
Some friend of yours?

KANE
Don’t know yet. I talked to a PR
person through email, and she set
up something with a staff member
who gives tours to anybody trying
to get an interview or make a movie
or whatever.

THERESA
Sounds pretty cookie-cutter. Do
you think you’ll get the energy you
want?

KANE
It’s prison, sweetie. There is no
cookie-cutter here. Cookie-cutter
here involves raping.

She shudders at the thought. Kane takes one of the cameras
from her and turns it on.

POV CAMERA

Looking out at the desert and the gigantic structure they’re
heading towards. Off to the right,

A LONG LINE OF BIKERS comes into view from over the horizon.
Single file, all dressed alike.

KANE (0.S.) (CONT’D)
(behind camera)
Whoa! Check it out!

We JUMP UP AND DOWN WITH KANE.

KANE (CONT’D)
(yelling to bikers)
What’s up Easy Riders! Woooo!

Just as quickly as they’re coming, they’re going. And gone.
Back over a hill and out of sight. Theresa enters the frame.
Looks into the camera. Sounds of Kane catching his breath.

THERESA
Have you ever been to a place like
this before?
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KANE (0.S.)

Only in my imagination, I’'m afraid.
But now it’s really happening!

(giddy)
All of the evil minds in the
universe just brewing together.
Writing books that will never be
published. Hatching schemes that
could doom humanity. But here they
are, all sealed away.

He turns the camera toward his own face.

KANE (CONT’D)
Have you ever even thought about
it?
(Australian accent)
It’'s a known fact that the
criminal is one of the smartest
creatures on the planet...

Examples:

INT. CHRIS’ CAR - DAY
Grover thumbs through a wad of bills in the passenger seat.

CHRIS
...and that shit made me and Eddie
both barf, so I’'ve been telling
everybody not to go there for
seafood anymore.

Grover has no interest in any kind of positive small-talk.

GROVER

Wow. Go figure.
CHRIS

How much did we make today?
GROVER

Not as much as we normally do.

(beat)
And it’s about time for a re-up,
you know. Last crop went faster
than ever. We'’re pretty popular in
this area now.
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CHRIS
I'1l make a call, t-tonight
then...hey I'm not trying to be
weird or anything here, but how
would you feel if I ate dinner at
your house tonight? I can bring my
own dinner if that'’s an issue, but
I'd really just think the best way
for us to sit down and figure out
how we’re going to-

Chris’s rambling has got Grover nervous.

GROVER

Chris! Slow down. You can eat
dinner at my house. And I don’t
even give a shit about why you
would just out of the blue make
some kind of ridiculous request
like that, so you don’t have to
explain it to me...and you don’t
have to bring your own dinner.
Obviously.

(beat)
Damn you’re messed up, man.

Relief flows from Chris like a river.

CHRIS
Thank you, Grover.

INT. PENNY'S HOUSE

Silence aside from Antonio’s gratuitous coffee slurps.
Penny’s on the sofa.

ANTONIO
(looking up, smiling)
I usually make the person who
served the drink take the first
sip, you know.

PENNY
You really got the whole criminal
boss thing nailed, don’t you?

He chuckles. She doesn’'t.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Look are you almost finished with
whatever it is you came here for,
Antonio? I’d like to get on with
my day if you don’t mind.
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He abruptly sets down his cup and stands.

ANTONIO
Sure, sure. I'm going. I’'m gone.
You just remember to call me when
you might happen to hear something,
huh? We look out for each other,
you and I.

He pats her on the leg, a little too intimately, and she
pushes him away with force once more. After a hard stare
down, Antonio eventually turns away.

ANTONIO (CONT’D)
(back turned)
And who knows, maybe he’ll get in
touch with you very soon.

He intentionally knocks his mug to the floor on his way out.
Coffee spills everywhere.

PENNY
Yeah, maybe.

- EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY
Chris and Grover on their way back to Chris’s house.

CHRIS
And seriously, I just kept barfing
and barfing until-

Grover stops walking.

GROVER
Chris! Cut it out right now, do
you hear me? You will not tell one
more story about puking tonight, is
that clear?

This hurts.

CHRIS
(bad stutter)
Aw, are you k-k-kidding me. G-
Grover? My pukes are my b-bread
and b-, b-, b-,
(beat)
butter. You know that.

Grover grabs him by the collar.
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GROVER
I don't care. I'm sick of hearing
about it and I don’t want my mother
thinking that I’'m spending all of
my time with some kind of retard!

Chris is stung hard. Probably harder than a normal eighteen
year old kid should be when he’s told not to talk about
puking. He closes his eyes.

CHRIS
(frantic, under breath)
Sticks and stones. Sticks and
stones. Sticks and stones...

His attempt to keep from crying is barely working.

GROVER
Hey! Come on now.
(pats shoulder)
You’'re alright, Chris. You're
alright now buddy.

Grover has to steady Chris to keep his panic attack from
consuming him. Luckily, the big man is able to come back
down to earth. Now Grover’s the relieved one.

ANTONIO (O.S.)
Ah, it must be little Grover! How
great to see you, my friend!

Grover turns around to see Antonio walking out of his house.
ANTONIO (CONT'D)
I was just talking some business

with your mother.

Grover'’s look suggests that this man is no family friend.

GROVER
Uh-huh. And who are you again,
sir?

ANTONIO

(big Colombian smile)
Ah, my boy. I remember watching
you run around everywhere in your
baby shoes and asking me to throw
you up in the air! Did you know
that?

Chris steps into the spotlight and extends a hand to Antonio.



CHRIS
Chris Lowry, buddy of Grover’s.
(rehearsed line)
I helped him be better at math in
school and he got me my lifelong
crush to become my g-g-g-
girlfriend.

Antonio nods like it makes sense.

20.

They keep shaking hands until Antonio has to pull away.

ANTONIO
(rubbing wrist)
So listen, Chris.
(beat)

You know a couple pals of mine have

been asking me about you.

GROVER
Oh yeah? What’re they asking?

ANTONIO
(serious)
Maybe you better drop by sometime.
Find out for yourself.

Grover tries hard to be a tough guy. It seems like Chris
wants to be Antonio’s friend until he sees Grover'’s angry,

then he immediately gets mad, too.

GROVER
You know what, Antonio, why don’t

you tell your pals that you saw me,

and that I had nothing to say.
(beat)

Because you and your pals are

thatinsignnificant to me.

They head inside. Antonio calls after him.

ANTONIO

You know I think I don’t think it’s

really a good idea to brush me off
so quickly. Maybe they might come
and talk to you on their own
sometime.

Grover slams the door as he enters the house.
to everything. Seems a tad uneasy.

Chris

listens
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INT. PENNY’'S HOUSE
Penny'’s scrubbing the stain. Smiles when Grover enters.

PENNY
How was school, babe?

GROVER
Fine.

He turns and looks out the window, makes sure it’s clear.

GROVER (CONT’D)
Who was that guy? And what was he
doing here?

Penny stops working; stands up.

PENNY
Oh the usual. Trying to screw me.

The thought makes Grover wince.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Hey you have any squares left?

He hands a cigarette to his mother, still reeling from the
last comment.

GROVER
You don’t have to be disgusting,
you know.

PENNY
(accepting cigqg)
I know.
(beat)
He’s just an old friend of your
fathers. Found my name in the
church directory, he said.

GROVER
Mmhmm.

Penny notices Chris for the first time.

PENNY
(lighting up)
And you are?

CHRIS
(extends a hand)
Chris Lowry, a friend of Grover’s.
(rehearsed line)
(MORE)
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CHRIS (CONT'D)
We’'re doing a stand-up comedy act

together.

PENNY
Uh-huh. Well, I hope ya brought
dinner!

He turns to Grover, horrified.

CHRIS
What the Hell, man!

GROVER
She’s just kidding, Chris. Go
upstairs for a minute, would ya?
I'll meet you.

Chris heads upstairs. A judgemental look from Penny.

PENNY
What kind of car he driving?

GROVER
That’s not the point, ma.
(lowers voice)
The point is he’s a fine driver.
And he’s loyal. Now that’s a best
friend if I’'ve ever heard of one.

PENNY
Sure, sure. Always a fine driver
in any friendship.

Grover heads upstairs after Chris.

EXT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX - AFTERNOON
THE YARD

Prisoners entertain themselves in the open courtyard.
Weightlifting, chess, basketball, etc.

Kane and Theresa each carry a camera, stand behind the
anxious and all-too enthusiastic

GUIDE (21)
trying hard to sound like a good company man.

GUIDE
Here is our recreational area.
You’ll notice it’s very organized.
(MORE)
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GUIDE (CONT'D)
Our inmates spend about 4 hours a
day out here and-

Kane’s not into it.

KANE
Uh yeah, quick two-part question.
How often do inmates get in fights
here and what kind of fights are
they usually? Race wars?

GUIDE
(shaking head)
No, no I'd say it’s generally a
positive atmosphere, really. We
actually haven’t had the slightest
sign of violence in this area for a
solid four months now. All the
inmates here want to get better.

All of Kane'’s hopes for this trip take a pretty steep dive.

THERESA
Do you think maybe there a chance
we could take a deeper look inside
the prison complex? Perhaps some
more “private” areas? If you know
what I'm referring to?

She flashes a cool smile, and it suddenly seems that the
guide would go out of his way to do anything she asks. This
is a power she’s learned to harness over time.

GUIDE
I'1ll have to get permission from
the warden, but I don’t imagine it
being a problem. He'’s actually my
second cousin. But more
importantl, publicity’s never a bad
thing, he likes to say.

Kane’s proud of his protege. Sees her eyes drift to
something going on off-screen.

THERESA
What'’s that happening over there?

She points to a group of men in the center of the yard, all
different ethnicities. They appear to be answering
questions from an assembly of other assorted inmates.

It looks like things are getting pretty heated.
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GUIDE
Some of our inmates are elected
into the positions of
“spokespeople” for different intra-
prison groups. Almost like a
tribal council. Are you familiar
with the show Survivor?

She doesn’t answer, instead has pulled out a notebook and
begun writing everything down. Kane glares in her direction
for not following through with the guide’s question.

KANE
She is. We both are.

THERESA
(eyes on group)
Are these meetings always so tense?

The guide tries to cover with a corporate answer.

GUIDE
They’'re just expressing their
feelings. Just because they’re in
prison doesn’t mean they don’t have
opinions.

Constant professional that she is, Theresa chugs right along.

THERESA
Intra-prison groups? Can you
elaborate on that please?

Kane’s turn.

KANE
There’s thousands of convicts
locked up in this place, Theresa.
And not too many guards. Think
about it. There has to be some
kind of order kept by the members
of the asylum or else all Hell
could break loose when two
different races decide they want to
start a war with one another.
Think about world politics.

He'’s proud of his explanation, looks to the guide for
approval. Thumbs up. Kane silently thanks him as they walk.

INT. PENNY'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

GROVER'’S ROOM
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Grover counts several wads of bills, then places them into a
shoebox on his desk. Chris stands over him.

There’s a knock at the door. Penny enters. Chris raises his
hands like the jig is up.

CHRIS
(panic)
Oh my G-G-G-G-.
(hard swallow)
Hello, Mrs. Mo-Moss. We were just-

Grover runs over to Chris to calm him down.

GROVER
Hey! Snap out of it, buddy it’s
alright. sShe’s fine. She knows.
She’s okay.

Chris has to sit down on Grover’s bed. He'’'s okay.
Penny waits for him to recover then gets back to business.

PENNY
So how was the haul today?

GROVER
Nothing special. Maybe a little
less than usual. Chris here’s
gonna pickup tonight and we’ll be
back on the horn tomorrow.

Penny may not think Chris is the right guy for the job.

PENNY
You sure about that now? Grover?

GROVER
Sure about what?

PENNY
You sure you shouldn’t be the one
going? You know. Maybe both of
you even. Narcotics is notorious
for being a dangerous industry.

CHRIS
She’s right, you know.

Grover doesn’t like being double-teamed.
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GROVER
That’s enough from you, then Mom.
Since you aren’t really involved in
this operation whatsoever.

PENNY
Oh is that so? Well maybe I’1l1l
just call the police and let em
know I got criminals in my house.

GROVER
And you’'re one of them, idiot!
PENNY
Don’t talk to your mother like that
boy.
Chris agrees.
CHRIS

She’s right, Grover. Don’t call
people n-n-names.

A silence after Chris’s words. Penny cools off.

PENNY
Are you sure you’'re okay?

GROVER
Yeah, yeah. I’'m fine. Just give
us some privacy for a little while
please, alright? 1I’'1l1 take care of
everything.

She stops. Now looks even more concerned, but leaves anyway.
INT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX
CAFETERIA

Kane and Theresa stand behind a bulletproof glass barrier
separating them from the convicts in the crowded eatery.
Things look good, but almost too orderly for a prison.

The guide keeps on.

GUIDE (0.S.)
Our cafeteria is another reason why
we are considered the most
efficient rehabilitation center in
all of the Western United States.
Always clean, in every capacity.
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Kane’s a sad puppy looking through the glass. He raises his
camera up to his face, recording as he speaks.

POV CAMERA
Turned toward the inmates.

KANE (0.S.)
Could we get in there, maybe? Talk
to a few people, see what the
action is?

We turn to the guide, who immediately turns to two guards by
the door, who promptly shake their heads “No”.

Kane turns off the camera.
KANE (CONT’D)
(under breath)
Damn.

Contrary to Kane, Theresa appears genuinely interested.

THERESA
What'’s the menu like?

GUIDE
Well, we have a tremendous
selection of balanced...

Kane groans.

INT. GROVER'’'S ROOM

Chris sits on the bed. Suddenly Grover gets up from his desk
and goes to his closet. he has an idea.

GROVER
Chris I got something for you to
take to the deal tonight.

Removes an object wrapped in a cloth. His breathing nearly
stops as he slowly unravels it, revealing

A SILVER MAGNUM PISTOL
Chris’s eyes twinkle.

The handle is carved with a strange insignia. He puts it
into his friend’s hand.

GROVER (CONT’D)
You ever shot one before?
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Chris is frightened.

EXT. PRISON - TOPIARY

THe guide leads Kane and Theresa through a large area of
greenery.

GUIDE
And here we have-

KANE
Are you fucking kidding me?

He kicks over a pot. Screams.

KANE (CONT’D)
A Fucking TOPIARY?!

INT. PENNY'S HOUSE
Penny’s sucked into the television. Grover and Chris appear.

GROVER
I’11 be back later?

PENNY
(without looking)
Go nuts.

GROVER
Should I be back by any particular
time?

She doesn’t hear.

GROVER (CONT'’D)
(louder)
Do you need me for anything?

PENNY
(annoyed)
Don’t need anything, Grover. Off
you go, now.

He grumbles to himself. Penny finally turns to him just as
he’s about to walk out.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Actually, we do need something...

She has to think about it. Pulls some singles from her
pocket and throws them in Grover’s direction.
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PENNY (CONT’D)
Cigarettes.
(beat)
Where you going, anyway?

GROVER
Got some errands to run.

PENNY
Together?

GROVER
That’s right.

Chris gives a hearty wave.

CHRIS
It was nice meeting you Miss Moss.

Penny’s eye has caught the TV again. Back in the trance.

PENNY
Uh-huh. Bye then.

He doesn’t pick up the money when they leave.

INT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX
A SECURE ELEVATOR
Is going down as the guide yammers on with fun facts.

Kane holds his camera by his side, looking like he’s about to
die of boredom. Theresa does her best to take exceptional
notes.

GUIDE
...now, me personally, will only
come to the facility about once or
twice a week, for public relations
and things like that. But say if I
were a guard or somebody working on
maitenence you’d see me at least 35
hours, so-

THERESA
It sure is a long ride on this
thing. It’s been fifteen minutes
almost.
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GUIDE
Yes, that’s true. See this is an
armored security elevator, so it
travels at a slightly slower speed
than the ones you’re probably used
to. And we are also going pretty
far underground, so-

Too much for the bold director.

KANE
Look. Man. I'm not trying to say
that what you’re telling us isn’t
interesting at all, but we are
trying to make a film here. Can
you please give us something
exciting? Something sexy. It’s a
prison for Christ’s sake.

A wry smile appears on the guide’s face.

GUIDE
Well, sir. It just so happens that
I was getting to that. This next
spot on the tour is usually off-
limits, but it just so happens I
have a few powerful buddies.

He wants this to impress Theresa; she forgets to care.
The elevator doors open. They step out to:

THE HOLE

A musty, dark row of solitary confinement cells. Some of
them are occupied.

They head into the exact cell we saw Uly beaten in earlier.

GUIDE (CONT'D)
(patronizing)
This area is known as “The Hole”.
It’s a solitary confinement area
where-

KANE

(unimpressed)
With all due respect, bro. It’'s
2010. I think by now everybody'’s
familiar with the concept of “the
hole”.

(beat)
God, I hate it here.
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GUIDE

Well I'd like to take this time to
point out that we’ve actually only
been authorized to come down here
today is because the state of
Arizona mandates a very well-
regulated solitary confinement
quarter.

(beat)
You wouldn’t believe how humane a
place like this really is.

INTERCUT FLASHBACK:

In the exact spot the guide was standing,
ULY’S PUMMELED BY GUARDS until he collapses to his knees.

END FLASHBACK

Theresa has begun to examine one particular cell.

THERESA
What’s this? Blood?

Kane and the guard go over for a better look. Theresa’s bent
down, looking at some kind of dried up liquid on the floor.

KANE
Wicked...

GUIDE
No, it’s probably not blood.
Although these places do tend to
attract our more disruptive
criminals, they’re usually leveled
out or unconscious by the time we
get them down here, anyways...

INTERCUT FLASHBACK:

CLOSE ON ULY’S BLOODY HEAD as it’s repeatedly bashed into the
exact spot on the floor the tour is now looking at.

END FLASHBACK

GUIDE (CONT'D)
More likely that it’s just some
spilled food. Ketchup or
something. We have ketchup here,
you know. This way, please.

Kane is once again bummed. They exit the cell.
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THERESA
How many people are locked up down
here right now?

GUIDE
Not sure.
(eyes guard)
Let’s see if we can find out, shall
we?

They mosey over to an unkempt and half-asleep FAT GUARD, also
in a daze watching a tiny TV.

GUIDE (CONT'D)
Excuse me, sir. We were just
wondering how many people you’ve
got in solitary today?

The guard turns up his television. Keeps his eyes on it.

FAT GUARD
Just one. Our old resident.
(chuckles)

And he ain’t even down here right
now. Seeing the warden.

Kane’s having a terrible time. Theresa’s writing.

KANE
This place is the worst.
(looks at TV)
Hey, what are you watching?

Theresa lets him go, as she’s much more interested in
exploiting the guide.

THERESA
Meeting with the warden. 1Is that
common among prisoners? Does he
meet with a lot of people?

GUIDE
Oh yeah. Warden Blagg’'s a very
“hands on” kind of guy. He’ll talk
to inmates, guards, the
press...even employees!

THERESA
(Wwry smile)
Family?

GUIDE
(blushing)
Maybe.
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That prom queen/weather girl has shown up again. Twirls her
hair in that sexy way dumb guys haven’t figured out yet.

THERESA
Do you think he might be able to
take some time out of his schedule
to talk with us?

The guide quivers, firmly under Theresa’s spell.
In the background Kane tries to stay cool.

KANE
I was getting a little hungry, but
okay, sure, whatever...

EXT. FIELD - AFTERNOON
Grover, aims his magnum at something off-screen.

FIRES THREE SHOTS followed by the sound of breaking glass, He
gives the smoking barrel a satisfied blow.

REVEAL his target, an abandoned warehouse. It’s got about 50
windows, and about 48 of them are completely busted.

CHRIS
You did it!

He extends the gun, handle first, toward Chris.

GROVER
It’s easy.

Chris is reluctant, but Grover insists. Extends more.

CHRIS
Why do I need to do this again?

He pushes the magnum into his partner’s chest.

GROVER
In our line of work, we are going
to inevitably be dealing with some
narrow-minded individuals, Chris!
Just take it, okay? I can’t have
you getting killed on me!

These words have an effect on Chris, but Grover’s not sure if
it’s the one he intended. He accepts the gun and nods, deep
in thought.
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GROVER (CONT'D)
Hey. You alright? 1I’'m just trying
to be your friend here, man.
You’re valuable. And it’s
important that you have protection.

Chris keeps nodding; he’s not even listening to Grover,
though. 1It’s as if he’s just had an epiphany.

CHRIS
Protection. Word.

GROVER
(checks watch)
So you’re going to meet him now,
then, I guess?

CHRIS
Uh-huh.

GROVER
Okay. Good then.

INT. WARDEN’'S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

CLOSE ON Uly, unconscious on his back. Blood is caked in his
hair, on his shirt, and all around him.

He comes to and starts coughing when A BROWN LIQUID suddenly
splashes all over his face.

REVEAL Warden Blagg, coffee mug upside-down, looking pissed.
When Uly regains his bearings, Blagg flips up the bird.

WARDEN BLAGG
How many fingers am I holding up?

ULY
There’s no need for a medical
evaluation, warden. I’'m okay.

He receives a hard kick to the ribs.

WARDEN BLAGG
My ass there isn’t. It looked like
a butcher’s back room in here. I
had to spend the entire morning
cleaning up after you.

ULY
I apologize.



35.

He feels for new bumps on his head.

WARDEN BLAGG
You been out for a good five hours.

ULY
That all?

WARDEN BLAGG
My Lord, Uly. What are we gonna do
with your stubborn ass? No matter
how many times your head gets
stomped you still manage to go out
of your way to bother everyone.

ULY
Now you know that’s not true
warden. I’'ve always felt that you
and I have always had a special
connection of sorts.

INTERCUT FLASHBACK
Six hours earlier...
Blagg pounds an already passed out Uly with a stapler.

END FLASHBACK

Uly smirks at the fond memory.

WARDEN BLAGG
How do you do it? I thought I’d
seen guys like you a million times
before. Sassy talkers. Firm
resolve and all that. Always
givin’ it to everybody straight and
catching an ass whoopin’ for their
effort.

Rising to his feet, Uly dusts off the front of his uniform
and takes a slight bow.

WARDEN BLAGG (CONT’D)
But they all break at some point.
Turn violent. Throw tantrums. The
system eventually breaks everybody.

A nostalgic smile on both their faces.

WARDEN BLAGG (CONT’D)
Fact is, we all expected you to go
crazy a long time ago.

(MORE)
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WARDEN BLAGG (CONT'D)
But here it’s been ten years now.
Ten years and you don’t give up.

ULY
I don’'t know what you may have
heard about me, warden but-

The warden PUNCHES ULY hard in the face, breaking his nose.
Right back to calm.

WARDEN BLAGG
Did you know I’'ve been researching
you, Uly? Old-fashioned detective
work and the 1like.

The prisoner starts hacking up blood onto the floor. Warden
hands him a handkerchief, which he holds to his gushing nose.

ULY
(tilting head back)
And what’d ya learn, Prune Face?

WARDEN BLAGG
I learned that even though you’ve
pretty much spent a good portion of
every week in solitary for the past
ten years, every single act of
group violence- Not most of them,
not a high percentage -but every
single violence report over the
past ten years has your God damn
name in it! Right there in the
stats.

ULY
(heavy panting)
Well... I’'1ll be...danged.

WARDEN BLAGG
But that isn’t even the strange
thing, Uly. The strange thing is
the reports we make the inmates
file. They got your name in them
for some weird shit. Not for
fighting, cause shit, Ulysses Moss
don’'t fight. He'’s a real
pacifisting motherfucker, ain’t he?
Whoop his ass all you want and he
won’'t do a damn thing! 1Isn’t that
you, Uly! A little tiny pacifist
bitch!
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Still gasping for air, Uly nods to this question. Gets
kicked again. Blagg straightens up. Picks up some papers
from his desk.

WARDEN BLAGG (CONT’D)
Look at what the others write down.

His fury crescendos each time he mentions Uly’s name.

WARDEN BLAGG (CONT’D)
(flipping through pages)
I Hate Uly Moss; I did it because
of Uly Moss; get me away from Uly
Moss. Uly Moss. Uly Moss. Uly
God Damn Moss!

ULY
Some people...like me.

The warden throws the papers on the ground. Losing it.
WARDEN BLAGG
Nobody likes you! Why are you
doing this? Just a funny bad guy,
are you! Just tell what to Uly and
we can work something out! Just
stop acting like a damn baby!
Be kicks him again.

Uly rolls onto his side, takes a few huge breaths as if he’s
contemplating the warden’s words.

Then:

ULY
GOO...g00...JA¢e e s~

Before the final “ga” Blagg kicks him in the side of the
head. And he’s out.

Blagg’s boots click as he heads to his desk.
WARDEN BLAGG
(buzzes intercom)
Somebody take this man back down
where he belongs please?

He shakes his head at Uly’s still form. A damn shame.

INT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX - OFFICES -~ AFTERNOON

Theresa and Kane sit in a waiting area.



THERESA
(looking around)
Not really getting a lot of
positive energy in here.

KANE
It’s the corporate end of a prison.
Go figure.

She gets it. Smiles.

KANE (CONT'D)
It’'s good to see you’re more
confident now that you’ve managed
to get our PR guide to fall in love
with you. Although I could’ve done
that too if I wanted to.

THERESA
I didn’'t get him to do anything!
Have you considered I'm a good and
likable person?
(beat)
Although he has been in the
bathroom for a while now...

KANE
(sighs)
Don‘t be crass.

He sees the door opening.

KANE (CONT’D)
Okay this might be the warden.
Turn on the bullshit.

38.

She gives Kane an angry look before turning on the bullshit.

When the door opens, though, rather than the warden, we watch

as TWO GUARDS carry a PUNCH-DRUNK ULY away.

He leaves a trail of blood dripping behind him

Kane practically jumps with excitement when they pass.

ULY
(to guards; slurring)
I like you guys. You can be
anything you want to be.

KANE
Oh my God. Look at him. Beaten to
a pulp.
(hypnotized)

(MORE)
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KANE (CONT'D)
It’s beautiful. Tough. Raw.
Never give up. That’s it.

THERESA
How do you know that?

KANE
Only a guy who doesn’t give up can
get beaten that bad.

INTERCUT

Extremely fast cuts of all Uly’s beatings.

RETURN TO

THERESA
He must be the resident that fat
guard was talking about.

KANE
Ooh, yes, that s him. Looks like a
real stick, doesn’t he?

Theresa has never heard the term “stick” in that context
before, but she nods anyway. Peter Kane says what he wants.

He takes her close, turns her towards the door and points.

KANE (CONT'D)
That is who we need, Theresa. That
is what’s going to get us to the
next level.

She believes every word.

KANE (CONT’D)
Screw the plan. New plan. From
here out, we focus on that
beautiful big ugly monster of a
man.

They both straighten up as somebody emerges from the rest
room. Maybe a little more out of breath than he ought be.

GUIDE
(big smile)
Okay, we all set, then?

Awkward.
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INT. PENNY’'S HOUSE - DINNER

Grover and Penny sit next to one another on the couch, eating
frozen macaroni and cheese. Their eyes are glued to the TV.
Deal or No Deal blasts over their silence for a good while.
Grover finishes his meal. Goes to the kitchen with plate.

PENNY
(on TV)
Should’ve taken the deal.

The sound of the sink running. Grover reappears with a soda.

GROVER
I gave Chris dad’s gun.

Penny'’s gaze goes to him only for a moment. But then right
back to the TV.

PENNY
20! 20!
(beat)
Dang it!
GROVER

Did you hear me?

PENNY
Yeah, I heard you Grover.
(eyes him again)
You could’ve got me a soda, you
know.

It takes a moment for the boy to process his mother’s words.

GROVER
Do you have anything to say?
PENNY
About what?
GROVER
The gun!
PENNY
You know how I feel about guns,
Grover.
GROVER

You carry a gun.

PENNY
You know how I feel about myself.
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He does.

GROVER
(reassuring)
Dad would think it was the right
thing to do. Chris is a loyal
friend. He’ll be okay.

He knows he’s only talking to himself at this point, but
Penny feels obligated to chime in, anyhow.

PENNY
I'm sure.
(beat)
But it’s dinner time. You know the

rules.
(to TV)
15! You idiot!

She laughs at the losing contestant. Just when Grover'’s
completely given up, she looks back to him.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Your father isn’t a superhero,
Grover. He did abandon us, don’'t
forget. That’s an important part
of a person’s character.
Reliability.

She notices her blunt reality is bringing her son down.
PENNY (CONT'D)
Guns don’t have much to do with

anything.

Penny’s words are not helping Grover. Instead he looks more
worried than ever.

In one movement, he grabs the keys from a back table.
PENNY (CONT'D)
Hey you aren’t supposed to be
driving!
He leaves out the front door.
Penny'’s absorbed back into the TV.

CLOSE ON Howie Mandel, about to deliver his timeless quote:

HOWIE (V.O. TV)
Deal?



INT. WARDEN'S OFFICE
CLOSE ON Blagg, head in hands.

KANE (0.S.)
Or no d-

Blagg raises a hand.

WARDEN BLAGG
Absolutely not a deal.

REVEAL Kane and Theresa, looking at first very hopeful,

very quickly disappointed.

KANE
Listen pal, I'm offering you the
opportunity of a lifetime here.
Just six months is all we need and
I swear to God I can turn this
prison into the Neverland Ranch.
In terms of media popularity. Not.
Other stuff-

42.

then

He cuts himself off when he realizes who he’s speaking to.

KANE (CONT’D)
Sorry.
(beat)
But seriously, it will be good for
this place’s publicity. You have
my word on that.

WARDEN BLAGG
I don’t know what that idiot told
you on that bullshit tour he gives,
but that’s not the kind of
publicity we are interested in.
I'm trying to get local funding for
my staff and residents, sir. Not
turn this place into some kind
of...0zzy Osbourne house.

Kane and Theresa cringe at the poor reference.
WARDEN BLAGG (CONT’D)
And besides, I'm gonna go ahead and
say right now that we got all the
publicity we need over here.

INTERCUT

OUTSIDE THE WALLS
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The biker gang from before have reappeared. Something’s up.

KANE (V.O.)
Could we at least get an interview
with him today, then? An hour or
so is all we need.

BACK TO WARDEN'’'S OFFICE

Blagg gets dramatic. He'’s sweating. Sounds almost like
begging at this point.

WARDEN BLAGG
I'm telling you. In all
seriousness, you don’'t want to talk
to him, you don’t want to go near
him. You don’t want anything to do
with him...

INTERCUT - ULY’'S CELL

The guards carrying him throw him back into his solitary cell
and slam the door.

He falls to the ground upon entering.

WARDEN BLAGG (V.O.) (CONT’D)
You should just forget that you saw
him. I wish that you hadn’t.
The last thing the world needs is
to be introduced to something as
dangerous as Ulysses Moss.

BACK TO WARDEN'’s OFFICE
The warnings only seem to make Kane want him more.

KANE

Listen warden. I didn’t want it to
come to this, but when I saw that
man I noticed two things.

(beat)
Number one: He’'s a celebrity.
Whether any of us like it or not.
Number two: he had fresh cuts on
him, and we were waiting out there
a pretty long time. To be more
specific, longer than it takes for
blood to clot.

(very quickly)
Number three you’re quite sweaty.
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THERESA
(also very quickly)
Four: we’ve got camera footage!

She shines her camera on the sweaty Blagg.

POV CAMERA

Sweaty Blagg.

CAMERA OFF

A quick wink from Kane to thank her for the reinforcement.
INTERCUT

— OUTSIDE THE PRISON WALLS

A bunch of bikers are circling the prison. Most hold some
kind of melee weapon. Looks like they’re on a mission.

Over the horizon we see more of them. A lot more. Flowing
toward the big metal structure like ants. Angry, angry ants.

KANE (0.S.)
So what it comes down to, I guess,
is the fact that all the footage I
have now would only make for a
piece on how you beat up people.
Which could get ugly.

(beat)

But all I really want to do is a
simple character piece on some
regular old inmate. Like those
cable shows do all the time.

BACK TO WARDEN'S OFFICE

THERESA
I just watched a special on a
prison in Guatemala where a man and
his prison family had to eat other
prisoner’s garbage.

Kane’s expression this time let’s her know she’s missed.
Blagg stands up.
WARDEN BLAGG
You’re trying to threaten me now,

Mr. Kane? 1Is that correct?

INTERCUT - ULY'S CELL




The collapsed Uly raises his head.

CLICK CLICK CLICK CLICK. A sound is coming from just beyond

his wall. 1It’s subtle, but he hears it. And he
not going to be good.

He crawls over to get a better listen.
BACK TO WARDEN”S OFFICE
Kane’s leaning on Warden Blagg’s desk. Smug.

KANE
Oh, don’'t act so shocked, warden.
It’s a prison! Frankly I'm
surprised I didn’'t see more of this
kind of behavior when I first got
here. Maybe it’s hidden by all the
time greenhouses and vegetable
gardens and whatever the Hell else
it is I saw today.

WARDEN BLAGG
(shaking head)
I don'’t know what’s wrong with
people today.

Kane pats him on the shoulder. He sympathizes.

KANE
Nobody knows, friend.
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knows it’s

There’s a long stare between them. Blagg’s pleading eyes
can’'t match the crippling gaze of the almighty Kane.

He knows it’s over. Tries to salvage some dignity.

WARDEN BLAGG
I can give you ten minutes with
him.

Theresa is about to object but the more knowledgable Kane

quickly silences her with a hand. He takes over.

KANE
We might only need five, warden.

Kane winks as his counterpart. Lesson learned.

WARDEN BLAGG
And you will of course need
surveillance. This place is
nothing without order.
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KANE
Of course.

Kane’s happy.

INT. ULY'’'S CELL - CONTINUOUS

Uly’s got his ear to the concrete. The CLICKING continues.
He works himself up to his feet and heads to the door.
FROM OUTSIDE THE DOOR

ULY (0.S.)
Guard? I got some kind of sound
coming from my wall. Seems a
little off to me. Might want to
check her out.

The fat guard from earlier makes his way to the door.

FAT GUARD
What’s that, Moss?

IN THE CELL
Uly’s actually nervous. His eyes drift towards the sound.
CLICK CLICK CLICK.

ULY
Something happening, sir. I don’t
mean to brag, but I sat in this
hole a long time. I know when
things ain’t supposed to sound.
(beat)

I truthfully think it’d be a good
idea for one of you to have a look.

The guard slides open a small panel on the door.

FAT GUARD

(not interested)
Uh-huh. Truthfully, ya say?

(beat)
Maybe you ought to rest a little,
first, Uly. Doesn’t seem to me
like a man should be beaten so much
in one day.

He closes the panel. Uly'’s worried.
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ULY
It can’‘’t be. Now? No, not now.

It’s go time. He goes to the door of his cell again. Cracks
his knuckles.

ULY (CONT'’D)
(warming up)
Guard! I’'d really just feel better
if you’d check this for one second,
please!

Footsteps coming towards him. The CREAK of a cell opening.

FAT GUARD (0.S.)
You just never get tired, do ya
Uly?

Looks like Uly’s just about getting his second wind.

EXT. PENNY'S CAR - EVENING

Ever the determined driver, Grover speeds towards an unknown
destination. He dials a cell phone, waits for an answer.

GROVER

(into phone)
Hey dude, it’s me. Wanted to know
if you could maybe meet up real
quick before the deal, just wanted
to say...

(beat)
Wait, what?

INT. ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX
Theresa and Kane step into
SECURE ELEVATOR
where our great GUIDE is waiting for them. Kane’s not happy.
GUIDE

Pretty exciting stuff. If you

don’t mind I actually have a few

questions of my own.

(off their blank looks)

You know. For PR reasons.

No response from Theresa.
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KANE
This could have been a huge
mistake.
DING! The door closes.
If he only knew.

BEGIN ACTION CUT-UP

EXT. STREETS - EVENING

Grover parks his car, then takes off running down a pouring
suburban street.

INT. PENNY'S HOUSE - BATHROOM

Penny gives herself a hard look in the mirror. Opens the
medicine cabinet.

EXT. PRISON WALLS

As the sun lowers in the sky, almost an army of bikers have
assembled. They wear bandanas and trench coats. Some carry
large aluminum cases.

EXT. SNIPER TOWER

Through binoculars, a guard sees what’s going on in the
distance. Picks up his radio.

GUARD 1
(binoculars to face)

Yeah this is station 3, just

putting word out there that.
KABOOM!
His tower is completely destroyed before he can even finish.
PENNY'S HOUSE
Penny cuts a line onto a mirror.

ELEVATOR

DING! Elevator reaches sublevel 2. Theresa starts to feel a
light rumbling.
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THERESA
What’s going on?

The guide can’'t feel it yet.

GUIDE
Excuse me?

PRISON WALLS

A group of bandana-wearing BIKERS nod to one another after
the first sniper tower goes up. More buttons are pressed,
and nearly half of the entire prison is blown to smithereens.

A LEADER steps forward.

BIKER LEADER
Find him or kill all of them!

They charge the gates like an army from Middle Earth.
They'’re looking for only one person.

ULY'’S CELL

Uly’s huddled in a corner. He rocks back in forth, covered
in blood again, but not his this time.

REVEAL the remains of the fat guard. Literally beaten to a
bloody pulp. Been a while since Ulysses Moss got violent.
He’s in a dark place, momentarily.

PENNY'S HOUSE

Penny lies on the couch, spaced out, TV on.

STREETS

Grover is out of his car now. He'’s getting soaked, but
doesn’t seem to mind. He keeps dialing his cell phone, but
not getting any answer.

He moves down a random road.

DING!

INT. WARDEN'’'S OFFICE

Blagg’s at his desk when he hears the first explosion. He
rushes over to a window.

WARDEN BLAGG
What in the world?
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Blagg’s POV

Literally hundreds of men are coming over walls and through
holes they’ve created with explosives.

Complete disorder as men are blowing themselves up, tossing
grenades, launching missles, while convicts and guards are
all involved in massive close combat.

The warden gets under his desk. Takes a rosary from his
drawer and begins to pray.

PRISON

Inmates join in one massive brawl with the invaders.
Nobody’s really on a side, just trying to make it out.

From the looks of it, none of them were able to so far. Even
the invading men are being cut down by savage inmates.

ELEVATOR
DING! Sublevel 5.
The shaking’s pretty crazy now.

KANE
What’s happening out there?

The guide braces himself in the corner of the elevator.
Still trying to cover everything up.

GUIDE
This happens now and then. Since
the prison’s run almost entirely on
solar energy, we do experience the
occasional turbulent elevator ride.
It’s worth it, I think. Carbon
foot prints and that.

ULY’'S CELL

Uly’s not crying anymore. He stands over the lifeless guard,
says a prayer and mumbles something to himself. He seems to
be battling some real anxiety at the moment.

DING!
STREETS
Chris is trembling, drenched from the rain. He has a

backpack over one shoulder and Grover'’s pistol in his right
hand. He stares ahead vacantly.
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Grover approaches him, takes the gun and puts an arm around
the wet friend. He can’t take his eyes away from something
off-screen.

Chris breaks down crying almost immediately.
PENNY's HOUSE
CLOSE ON FRONT WINDOW

CRASH! A brick flies through the front of the house, right
at the foot of the couch where we just saw Penny.

STREETS
Grover holds Chris, who can barely breathe through the tears.

CHRIS
I didn’t know what to do. He knew
my name.
(beat; sobs harder)
I thought he was gonna kill me,
Grover!

Grover has no idea what to do.

GROVER
It’'s okay. It’s okay, buddy. Just
go home. Go home and take a nap.
(eyes off-screen)
It’s not your fault.

REVEAL the body of a RIVAL COLOMBIAN TEEN DEALER, lying face-

up in a puddle nearby. Soaked from the downpour.

GROVER (CONT'’D)
Do you have the drugs?

Chris doesn’t understand how that’s appropriate.

CHRIS
Do I what-?

GROVER
Chris, listen to me. You gotta
give me the weed. Right now.

Grover rips Chris’ backpack from him.

GROVER (CONT'D)
Papers?

CHRIS
Yes.
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By now Chris is ready for all of Grover'’s instructions.
Pulls a pack of rolling papers from his pocket.

GROVER
(deep breath)

Okay. Now please tell me you have
the gun still.

CHRIS
I do. 1It’s right-

GROVER
Just go home. Get the Hell out of
here. Hide it somewhere that
nobody but you could ever find it.
Act normal about everything. I’‘11l
call you later.
Before Chris can even respond:

GROVER (CONT'D)
Go! Now!

He takes off running. Grover walks with the drugs in the
opposite direction. Takes one last look at the dead body.

Notices for the first time what appears to be a puddle of
puke, next to the corpse.

GROVER (CONT’'D)
Shit.

PENNY'S HOUSE
She’s passed out. Wind blows through from the busted window.
PRISON

Things have settled down. Except now nearly 2/3 of the
prison has collapsed and pretty much everyone is dead.

The few surviving invaders roll out as quickly as they came.
Almost like they were never there at all.

They seem a little disappointed. Like they shouldn’t be
leaving empty handed.

STREETS
The rain has stopped. It’s been an hour or so.

Grover’'s got a joint rolled. Puffs casually as he walks down
the street with a backpack full of weed over his shoulder.
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He looks far more exhausted now. Running on fumes.
When the sirens roll up behind him he almost feels at peace.

END TENSE ACTION CUT-UP

ELEVATOR
CLOSE ON Kane; silly look on his face. It’s all quiet.

Eventually:

KANE
...Yeah, gun violence would
definitely be at the top of my
list...then drugs, probably...

Behind him, his colleague crosses her arms knowingly.
DING! Bottom floor. No sign of the chaos we just witnessed.
The door starts to slide open.

GUIDE

(turning around)
Seriously, you two. I don’t know
where you’ve been doing your prison
research, but I can assure you that
contrary to popular belief, drug
use is not running rampant through
the prison systems. And as far as
guns go, I’1ll just say that there’s
absolutely no way that any of our
prisoners are carrying-

HALF OF HIS FACE is blown into oblivion by a GUNSHOT; it and
splatters all over Theresa. She screams.

REVEAL ULY behind him, holding a handgun. He’s worked
through his demons for the moment.

Smiles at Kane as he points the gun at him.

BUT IT’'S JAMMED. Uly curses his luck, but moves on from it
rather quickly.

Theresa and Kane are both paralyzed with fear.

ULY
Lucky this ain’t my gun, I suppose.
(beat)
That’s fate though, huh?
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He fiddles with it to try and get it working, points it at
Kane and pulls the trigger again. No good.

ULY (CONT’'D)
Yep. It’s a sign from the good
Lord, alright.

He drops it onto the fallen. Looks down.

ULY (CONT'D)
Sorry if that one was a buddy of
yours.

KANE
He wasn’'t. No worries.
(under breath)
Jesus, he’s absolutely perfect.

ULY
Hey, you two got an automobile by
any chance?

Kane nods so fast it’s impossible to tell whether he’s afraid
at all anymore or just way too excited.

Uly brushes Kane’s face lightly with the gun barrel. Makes
him quiver.

ULY (CONT'D)

I'm gonna need your keys then, you
do realize.

He feels around for the keys. Then remembers something.
Kane points upward.
KANE
(stammering)
I...had to...it’s...with guards.

Theresa decides it’s best to speak for him.

THERESA
We had to leave all of our personal
stuff up front.

ULY
Well shit.

Theresa, who’s still unsure as to what’s going on, tries to
slow the pace down a bit.
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THERESA
Wait. Whatever exactly is going on
right now. Up there.
(beat)
You're saying it’s happening
because of you?

He pushes them back in the elevator, guide at their feet.

ULY

(fiddling with gun again)
They must’ve of found something to
use against me. Thought I had a
perfect hiding place figured out.

(beat; sudden smile)
No matter, though. Best to not
dwell, ya know? That’s a lesson
only experience can teach you.

BANG!
Uly smiles at his new comrades.

ULY (CONT'D)
There she goes.

DING!

INT. COP CAR - EVENING
Grover, in back of the cop car hunched forward. Calm.
Up front TWO COPS are having a ball with him.

COoP 1
Real James Dean of you, kid.
Carrying a big bag of weed out of
the rain.

COP 2
Poetic almost. Did you expect us
to not find you? We aren’t idiots,
you know.

Just then, the POLICE RADIO comes on.

Grover gets his smile from someone we’ve met before. He’s
not afraid anymore for some reason.
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COP 2 (CONT’D)
You think it’s funny to be be
smoking weed wherever you damn well
please? Not today, buddy. Not in
my town.

CoP 1
You kids think you can get away
with anything these days.

The boy’s attention turns to the rain hitting the window.
The cops don’t like it one bit.

INT. VISITOR CHECK-IN

This room is just as ruined as everywhere else. Uly guards
the door, Kane searches under a dead receptionist.

THERESA
I don’t understand...

ULY
Not much to understand.
(beat)
They must not have known to check
the hole.

KANE
(searching)
Classic mistake.

ULY
Hurry up over there, will yal!
Don’t have all day, I dunno if
you’ve realized.

A JINGLE sound, then Kane tosses the keys to a grinning Uly.

ULY (CONT’'D)
Okay, I'm ready now.

Only takes Kane a moment to realize that he fucked up.

INT. HOLDING CELL - EVENING

Grover’s tossed into a holding cell alongside some junkies.
He looks dazed, as though he doesn’t know what’s going on.

GUARD
There ya go, tough guy. You're
lucky the transport bus already
came tonight.

(MORE )




GUARD (CONT'D)
Maybe you’ll find a new supplier in
here.
(snicker)
Sleep well, now.

He knows that he will.

INT. VISITOR CHECK-IN
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Uly’s got Kane in a tight sleeper hold. He’s about to lose

consciousness.

KANE
(choking)
Please...please wait-

ULY
Ain’t nothing personal, partner.
Just don’t need both of you to show
me where your car is. It’s for
practicaly sake, really.

Changes his grip a little. Gets a conversation kind of grip.

ULY (CONT’D)
You know I’'ve actually been trying
the whole non-violence thing.
Thought it was working, too. And
Hell you’d think that after ten
years they’d give up on a guy like
me. Maybe even forget about all
the wrong things I’ve done. I seen
it happen before.

He looks at Theresa, as well as the all around him, silently

noting the fact that everything has been destroyed.

ULY (CONT’D)
Suppose that ain’t the case now
though.
(beat)
Shit, I just as well should’ve gone
for a music career. Wasted a bunch
of time in this shit farm.

Kane’s just about done for.
THERESA
Please don’t kill him! I’'m begging
you. He only wants to help you!

Uly’s surprised she’s finally speaking at a coherent

rate.
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THERESA (CONT’D)
Really. Don’t kill him. It’ll be
made worth your while. I promise
you that.

It occurs to her that he might not be the guy who wants help.
Uly still slightly lowers the pressure on his hold, though.

And there’s that hideous smile again.

ULY
I'm not entirely sure you know how
much my while is already worth.

She’s so terrified that she talks to Uly like he’s a caveman.

THERESA
(points to Kane)
He just wants to...make you famous.
(alternates between Kane
and herself)
We. Want to make you famous. And
he can. We can. We’re powerful.
(gaining steam)
Maybe get to work on that music
career?

Uly’s not affected by her moves like other people are. Too
many years in the hole. But he lets go of the hold, anyway.

THUMP.
Kane’s body falls to the ground in a heap.

ULY
Famous you say?

He falls into deep thought. Considers his options.
Then he kicks up some dirt, looking a little frustrated.

ULY (CONT'’D)
Aw, Hell. I’'m not ready for this
just yet. It was easy on that
guard, all things considered. He’s
beaten me enough to deserve it.
But it takes some nerve to work
back up to the innocent young
people killin'...

(beat)

Maybe fame is the answer.

The girl’s marginally disturbed by this revelation.
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THERESA
(looks down at Kane)
He’s not dead, is he?

Uly nudges him lightly with his boot to ensure he’s alive.
Looks up at the girl.

ULY
He'’s good.
(beat)
Alright new plan.

She’s barely able to nod. Uly extends a hand.

THERESA
I’'m...Theresa. Torres.
(beat)
That’s Peter Kane.
(trailing off)
We were here making a film and just
looking for-

ULY
Great. Ulysses Moss. You can call
me an entrepreneur of sorts. But
not now. Now we gotta go. Fast.

He slings Kane over his shoulder like a bag of soil. Motions
for Theresa to follow him. She does so.

ULY (CONT'D)
Your car nearby, then?

THERESA
Not too far...

She winces. Doesn’t think it’s the right time to bring up
that the car is miles away. And has a flat.

ELEVATOR

DING! Top floor. Kane’s still unconscious over Uly'’s
shoulder.

They’re about to head right, but Uly suddenly stops.
He drops Kane to the ground again. Turns to the girl.

ULY
You’re actually gonna have to wait
here for just a minute. I just
gotta check on an old buddy of mine
real quick.
(cracks knuckles)
(MORE)
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ULY (CONT'D)
Wouldn’t want him to sleep through
something like this, ya know what I
mean?

He winks. Turns and runs the other way.

Theresa finds herself in a full-fledged panic, as she really
could be murdered at any given moment.

Hysterical tears run down her face as she attempts to find an
adequate hiding place for herself and Kane’s body.

INT. HOLDING CELL - THE NEXT MORNING
CLOSE ON GROVER, sound asleep. As happy as we’ve seen him.

MAN’S VOICE (0.S.)
Moss. Grover moss. Grover Moss.

He slowly opens his eyes and looks around him. An OFFICER
stands by the open cell door.

OFFICER
Let’s go, Moss. You'’re out of
here. I haven’t got all day.

GROVER
(rubbing eyes)
Right.

CUE MUSIC - JANIS JOPLIN - *“SUMMERTIME"
Grover'’s world slows down. He’s being led down a hallway.

They reach the front of the station, where an old 16” box
television has gathered the attention of nearly every member
on the police force.

Headline reads: “DEADLY REVOLT IN ARIZONA STATE PRISON” as a
NEWSCASTER gives the details over the music.

Listening in,

NEWSCASTER (V.0. TV)
-with what initial reports are
calling perhaps the most violent
terrorist attack in American
history. And it happened to a
prison...

A few OFFICERS standing nearby weigh in.
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OFFICER 1
Well Ho-ly Shit!

OFFICER 2
They're saying emergency crews are
just arriving to the scene now!

OFFICER 3
Bet it’s a real picnic for the guys
in Arizona...

Back to the TV.

NEWSCASTER (V.O. TV)
There are still few details as to
what started the riot, but we’ve
received word of over 750 confirmed
deaths so far, and these numbers
are climbing by the minute.
Sources tell us this all began when
earlier today, the maximum security
Complex was first attacked from the
outside, followed by members of an
currently unidentified terrorist
group invading the prison, engaging
in a huge melee with the survivors
inside.

(beat)

For those watching with young
people at home, we apologize for
the graphic nature of what we’re
about to show.

CLOSE ON the TV as the broadcast continues. Fire, dead
bodies, just outright carnage.

BEGIN ENDING CUT-UP

- PENNY'S HOUSE

She watches the broadcast. Trashbag over the broken window.
She’s afraid.

- ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX

CLOSE ON Theresa, daintily walking over piles of bodies.

- CHRIS'’ CAR

Chris giggles and smokes a joint in an empty parking lot,
listens over the radio.
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NEWSCASTER (V.O. TV) (CONT'D)

And again, residents of
Southwestern Arizona are advised to
take all necessary precautions, as
it is highly likely at least a few
convicts were able to escape this
massacre.

— STREETS - THE NIGHT BEFORE

Grover, covered in filth, trudges through the rain with a
body over his shoulder.

— ARIZONA STATE PRISON COMPLEX

Uly, covered in blood and adorned in brand-new cowboy boots,
with a body similarly slung over his shoulder.

— GANG HIDEOUTS

Various gangs, mobs, and crime syndicates tune into the news
to hear about the riot. Some gangs are overcome with
excitement, others like it might be the end of the world.

— STREETS

Grover loads the body into the trunk of Penny’s car.

— JUST OUTSIDE OF PRISON

Uly and co. continue to walk through the mess. Debris, fire,
and bodies every which way.

One INMATE is not quite dead, yet, Theresa notices. He'’'s
nearly blown in half, but still tries to army crawl his way
away from the once impenetrable jail.

She bends down to try and help.

DYING INMATE
Please...please...

Uly comes over puts him down right away. Theresa merely
looks on in terror, but Kane may as well have a hard-on.

— STREETS

Rain. Grover pulls the car into the garage. Takes his
backpack from the passenger’s seat and locks it up.

He closes the garage behind him as he turns and begins
walking out onto the dark street.

Lights up.
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- EXT. DESERT

The badly cut up and snaggle-toothed Ulysses Moss smokes a
cigarette in the darkness. He'’s illuminated by the prison
just miles behind him, almost consumed in flames.

He flashes what by now is his trademark smile. He’s enjoying
freedom for the first time in ten years. But he’s haunted.

And at least know now that it takes more than an army of
troublemakers to knock him off.

ON KANE
Rubbing his hands, overflowing with great vision.

Theresa thumbs through her notebook, tries to get the drying
bits of the guide’s brains out of her hair.

NEWSCASTER (V.O. TV)
Please, try not to leave your homes
if possible. These men are to be
considered extremely dangerous.

END CUT-UP
BACK TO GROVER
Still watching pictures of damage at the prison.
ANTONIO (0.S.)
So he definitely is not dead then!
How joyous!
Grover’s things are handed to him by none other than the
jewelry-laden Colombian himself. He has no time to be
surprised because of what’s on the TV.
Antonio joins him in watching.
ANTONIO (CONT'D)
You know you shouldn’t walk around
with so much pot, Grover.
It seems Antonio knows a little too much. Grover’s quiet.
ANTONIO (CONT'’D)
That dad of yours is just one
constant surprise after another,

isn’t he?

He steps in a little tighter.




GROVER
Listen. It’s time we had a talk,
friend. I like to say that we are
“friends” now, huh?

Grover goes back to the TV one last time, his eyes widen
the last image:

ON TV

A white wall. The words GO NOW SON smeared in red, next
an INSIGNIA identical to the one on Grover’s handgun.

Above the letters hangs a familiar snakeskin cowboy hat.
Pinned there with a knife still dripping red.

ON GROVER

Definitely his father’s smile.

His eyes turn to Antonio. The music cuts off.
TO BLACK

Or better yet, off. Like a TV.

ANTONIO (V.O.)
(laughing)
And now the real fun begins, eh?

THE END
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HERE COME THE SHINE BOYS (28 pgs.)

Sean Sherman and his only two friends are stuck in a rut.
Coaching Little League sucks. If only there were a better team
coming their way..

Well, there isn’t. In fact, there isn’t even Little League
anymore. That gets taken, too.

But LORD, HERE COME THE SHINE BOYS, and they’'re part of Southern
Florida’s proud tradition of Senior Citizen competitive softball.
No steroid or corked bat issues with them, no sir. Their only
problem might be having too much heart!

Seriously, some of them might have enlarged hearts. They’'re old.

*k*

The idea of elderly people playing softball just appealed to
me. It almost came in a weird kind of vision. When I was
writing, Hope, actually, is when I first thought of the idea, and
this is just what came of it.

I liked the idea because I think that the possibilities for
a “Little Rascals”-type organized group of 9 interchangeable old
people is pretty much endless. I didn’t think baseball or
softball really had to be the root of the show at all; I
considered a softball league a good way to get a finite of
characters onto the page, so that the audience would eventually
develop an affinity for them all.

At it’s core, this show is a comedy, but I imagine some
elements of love and friendship shining through. I would not say
it’s in the same category really as my last two scripts, which go
much more out of their way to stretch the limits of reality.
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FADE IN:

EXT. BALL FIELD - MORNING
CLOSE ON
SEAN SHERMAN (30), head coach, in deep concentration.

He observes his SUNNYDALE RAYS from the dugout. Scoreboard
shows bottom of the seventh, Rays up one, two outs.

SHERMAN
Alright, Bobby! Get it done now!

CLOSE ON the golden boy of the opposing team, a barrel-
chested 1l0-year old, as he steps into the batter’s box.

UMPIRE (O.S.)
Time!

The home-plate UMPIRE runs to the mound. He removes his
mask, reveals the handsome face of

GABE PORTER (26). The conniving, heartthrob type.
Leans close to a teenage PITCHER.

GABE
(whisper)
Feelin’ okay, are ya?

PITCHER
Think I still got a couple left-

GABE
Uh-huh. Uh-huh.

Gabe'’s eyes turn to the kid up to bat, then back to pitcher.

GABE (CONT'’D)
Okay let’s break down the batter
for a minute. He’s a naturally a
beautiful young man. Probably has
a personal trainer. He got dropped
off in a Benzo this morning. 4-for-
4 on the day. Everybody in
attendance today knows he’s gonna
crush whatever trash you throw at
him, probably win it for his team
and be carried off the field.

Looks back to pitcher.




GABE (CONT’D)

You, on the other hand? Look like
shit. I'm gonna go ahead and
predict that this could be the
biggest moment of your life to
date. If you don’t make a move
soon then those days are probably
never going to come. So the way I
see it, right here and now you have
two options.

He puts his hand on the pitcher’s shoulder.

GABE (CONT'’D)
You can try to play fair and throw
one over the plate, so this kid can
inevitably take a piss on
everything you and this team have
worked for today...

The pitcher’s getting nervous. Gabe’s practically drooling.

GABE (CONT’D)

Or you can make something of
yourself right here and now. You
can be a hero. You can hit that
son of a bitch so with the ball so
hard he will never want to get back
up again, let alone play sports.

(beat)
Also, check out the wiener on deck.

He points to a FRAIL KID in glasses, barely able to hold a
bat.

GABE (CONT'D)
Think about it, junior. All I'm
saying.

The pitcher looks determined. By now, Sherman has made it
over to the mound.

SHERMAN
You gotta quit stopping the game,
Gabe! 1It’s suspicious.

GABE
Got it covered, dude. No worries.
REVEAL DEAN PORTER (27) at the opposing dugout.

He’s Gabe’s equally handsome, but far less professional older
brother. Also a convenient 3rd base umpire.




3.

He’s in the middle of settling down the upset OPPOSING COACH.

DEAN
Part of our job description is to
ensure safety of these kids, coach!
Pitcher’s mom told us he’s had
issues with low blood sugar.

OPPOSING COACH
I just don’t think it should be
taking this long, is all.
(thinks)
And aren’t three umpires supposed
to be calling the game?

Their heads turn to the outfield, where
KENNARD (34), a vagrant, is passed out face-down.
Dean takes a moment to assess the situation.

DEAN
Low blood sugar.

OPPOSING COACH
(looking behind Dean)
What’s he doing now?!

Dean turns to Gabe on the mound, in the middle of trying to
smear pine tar on the back of the pitcher’s hand unnoticed.

DEAN
Alright, I'll take care of this,
coach. Be easy now.

As Dean starts toward the mound, wiener kid approaches coach.
FRAIL KID
What’s happening? Is the game
over?
VISITING COACH
I don’t know, I guess there’s just
some problem with one of their-

He looks to the mound once more:

Gabe'’s showing an effective pitching motion, Dean
demonstrates the proper way to dip tobacco.

Sherman can only shrug toward the wvisiting dugout.




VISITING COACH (CONT'D)
(sighs)
...let’s start loading up the bus.

The sound of a dull thud off-screen, followed by jeers from
the crowd.

EXT. BALL FIELD PARKING LOT - MORNING
Gabe and Dean load their equipment into Sherman’s car.

Sherman, in a silent rage, approaches and throws two huge
Gatorade jugs in the trunk. Dean seems not to notice.

DEAN
Way to want it more out there
today, big gquy.

GABE
It seems stupid to drive that far
if they’re just gonna forfeit in
the end, anyway. I’d start looking
for more professional competition
for these kids.

Sherman slams the trunk closed.

SHERMAN
I'd wager that you guys played a
substantial part in their forfeit.

DEAN
I disagree.

SHERMAN
(annoyed; turns around)
They said that little boy is
probably going to need stitches.

DEAN
Hey man if the sport was easy
everybody’d be playin’ it..

Gabe puts a hand on Sherman’s shoulder.

GABE
Listen, with all due respect, you
do seem to be taking this a little
too hard. All we did was lock you
up for the championship on Sunday.
(smirks)

Which we will also happen to be
calling.




The bros slap five. Sherman shakes his head.

SHERMAN
It’s truly a dark day for baseball.

DEAN
Hasn’t been too bright in baseball
for a while now, buddy. Get real.

They start getting into the car.

SHERMAN
Just...no cheating in the
championship, alright? The kids
deserve a fair game.

GABE
Yeah. And a fair game they’1ll
receive.

DEAN

Fair as Hell.

TITLE SEQUENCE: “HERE COME THE SHINE BOYS”

EXT. BALL FIELD - MORNING

3 days until championship...

Sherman’s team has taken a knee around him in the outfield;
Kennard still lay unconscious in the same position.

Sherman’s wrapping up his big motivational speech.

SHERMAN
...and the most important thing to
remember is this: just play with
confidence and have fun out there.
You can beat these guys if you just-

Out of nowhere, a BEAT-UP JEEP CRASHES THROUGH THE BACKSTOP,
SCREECHES to a halt right in front of Sherman’s team.
Dean and Gabe step out of the wvehicle.

DEAN
Well Sherman, we finally did it
this time.

SHERMAN
We’re in the middle of practice,
guys, can it wait?




GABE
Uhh. No, obviously. We drove our
car onto the field.

Dean nods his agreement.

SHERMAN
What are you talking about?

DEAN
Buckle up boys and girls. Because
it’s time to meet-

SHERMAN
There aren’t any girls on this
team.

DEAN

(opens back door)
The new pitcher of the Sunnydale
Rays!

Out steps REYNALDO LOPEZ (20)
He's greasy, Cuban, and wearing a fast food uniform.

SHERMAN
Jesus Christ.

GABE
(to children)
Now I know what you’re all asking
yourselves. Do we really need a
new star pitcher at this point in
the season? Will this have a
negative affect on our chemistry?

DEAN
The answer to both questions, I'm
afraid, is yes. Bobby just wasn’'t
getting it done. But Reynaldo here
is a true winner. And frankly,
none of you are any good at all.
In fact if it wasn’t for my brother
and I, you’d be lucky to reach
double-digits in the wins column.

GABE
More like single digits, you mean.
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