Breakfast at Noon Copyrighted 2002

EXT. COLLEGE.  HELICOPTER'S POV -- NIGHT

A late spring evening in Troy, NY.  A party is raging at an apartment that lies at the end of a road.  

EXT. APARTMENT. -- NIGHT

Various costume party goers severely enjoying themselves.

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- NIGHT

Pandemonium.  Music blaring.  No one has a care in the world except for one male STUDENT.

Amidst the drunken stupor he is searching for someone.  Everyone he stops points to someone else.  

He finally comes upon LISA (19) sitting on KAMAL'S (21) lap, both inebriated.  

Kamal, a normally flavorless dresser, proud and pasty, is in a full lion's outfit while Lisa is not shy about being donned in only leaves a la Eve.

STUDENT

Hey man do you live here?

After looking around confused for a moment,

KAMAL

Yeah.  Yeah I do.  

STUDENT

Some guy is outside demanding to come in.  He says he owns the place.

KAMAL

Am I getting punked?

STUDENT

I don't think so. 

KAMAL

(beat)

Find Samir, he'll know what to do.

After taking a step,

STUDENT

Wait, who's Samir?

KAMAL

He's my fucking brother, bucko!  Roar!

Still clueless, the student continues his search.

Everyone points him towards the back of the house.

INT. APARTMENT. KITCHEN. -- NIGHT

After getting through a crowd of people, the student is stopped by the old school, overweight hick, JACK (21) who is dressed as Shakespeare.

JACK

And where would you be going?

STUDENT

Do you live here?

JACK

As a matter of fact, yes.

STUDENT

Good.  Who's Samir?

JACK

He's my egocentric maniacal roommate, why?

STUDENT

Because a guy is at the door looking for someone that lives here and everyone tells me to find Samir.

JACK

How come no one ever looks for me?

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. BASEMENT. -- NIGHT

Jack and the student descend the stairs as CHEERS get louder and louder in the semi-dark basement.

Ten students are betting on cockroach races which occur by shining flashlights behind the cockroaches as they run the other way.

Donning a tuxedo, the Arab-American elitist with a sweating problem, is SAMIR.  He is clearly the ring leader.

Jack storms up to Samir.

JACK

Samir, we have a situation.

Samir raises one finger in Jack's face as he concentrates on the race at hand.

JACK

Samir, I am not fucking around.

Samir doesn't budge.

JACK

I think Mr. Bertelli is here.

Cool and calm, Samir watches his cockroach lose.  He then slowly turns around, heads up the stairs with Jack in tow.

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- NIGHT

MR. BERTELLI, a fiery senior citizen is yelling at anyone in his way to get out.  Kids are scurrying left and right, exiting the house in any way possible.

Kamal is pretending to be part of the mass as he runs into Samir and Jack walking into the living room and simply turns back around.

Jack and Kamal stand behind Samir who faces Mr. Bertelli practically by himself.  

Music is blaring from behind a closed door next to them.

SAMIR

You know Mr. Bertelli, had you worn a costume I would have invited you to this party.

MR. BERTELLI

Well it's my house and I say that there is no more party.  

SAMIR

We are the legal tenants for another month.  Technically we can do whatever we want as long as we keep paying our rent, and fix up the place when we leave.

MR. BERTELLI

Listen here, Tarbash if the four of you

(beat)

Where is that Ringo sounding one?

Kamal and Jack quickly gaze around the room while Samir fires,

SAMIR

You mean Harlow?  He's at a meeting for the "Students Fight for Life" assembly.  It's a non profit organization which helps raise money for cancer patients.

MR. BERTELLI

At least one of you has some class.

Just then, the door next to them comes flying open and a naked girl runs out holding her clothes.

The four men in the room quietly watch her leave as techno music now fills their ears from the room.

After an awkward moment of silence, chiseled and sporting a cowboy hat over his shaved head, a naked HARLOW comes out into the room with arms spread and eyes closed.

In a thick English accent,

HARLOW

Who's next?!?!

KAMAL

Dude, that's my room. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. APARTMENT. STEPS. -- NIGHT

Mr. Bertelli SLAMS the screen door and descends the steps.

MR. BERTELLI

I can't be here anymore.  One month.  One month and then you are out of here.  And after that, I hope you kids rot in hell!  Rot in hell!  Do you hear me?!?!

He pauses looks disturbed and sickly but continues,

MR. BERTELLI

Rot...In...

Clutches chest, grabs railing,

MR. BERTELLI

Help..  He..lp…  Hel...

Mr. Bertelli, wincing in pain, stumbles down the remaining steps to the sidewalk in front of the apartment and dies.

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT. -- LATER THAT NIGHT

Paramedics, fire trucks, cop cars show up as Mr. Bertelli gets carted away.

A local female NEWSCASTER interviews Harlow who is still wearing the cowboy hat along with some clothes.

NEWSCASTER

Could you fill us in as to what happened before Mr. Bertelli had his heart failure?

In a thick English accent, 

HARLOW

Me?  Oh we was just relaxing in our ​des res munching on some grub when the old codger came storming in all beastly for no reason once again.  And I thought, "Well blow me", you know what I mean?  Totally naff.

The Newscaster smiles in confusion.

HARLOW

So he just cleared off and then collapsed down the steps and it was pear shaped after that.  The bobbies came, you chaps came, and Robert's your father's brother.

(beat)

If you don't mind I want to get back inside, spend a penny, then continue getting rat arsed off my bottle of whiskey.  Cheers gorgeous, good day.

Harlow spins around and floats confidently towards the apartment while the Newscaster is left by herself in astonishment.

NEWSCASTER

Well there you have it.

News cameras turn off. 

NEWSCASTER

What the fuck was that?  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. THREE WEEKS LATER. -- DAY

Samir is on the phone while simultaneously sifting through the mail, trying his best to be quiet.

SAMIR

No.  No.  No.  Why do you always say that?  We’ll be fine!  We're going to make this work.  We have to make this work.

(beat)

I'm a minority.  Someone will hire me, don't worry.  Jen, let's not do this on the phone right now.

Halfway through the mail, he tosses the rest on the couch.

A letter addressed to "Tenants" goes unnoticed.

SAMIR

Jen, I need you more than you know. -  I can make anything work. -  Ok I will.  Bye.

At the other end of the room Jack and Harlow squabble. 

HARLOW

Oh, that is just pants!

JACK

Pants?

HARLOW

Yeah, Rubbish!!

JACK

Half of the proverbial rubbish that comes out of your mouth is incomprehensible and I'm Cum laude in English!

HARLOW

Yeah English, not American!

JACK

Yeah!  English!  Not rubbish!

Samir walks over to Harlow and Jack.

SAMIR

Hey hey.  What the hell is going on?

JACK

I have a disturbing feeling this plan of yours is going to have brutal repercussions.  I just know it.

SAMIR

This is a sound investment, Jack.

JACK

It is a bet on a horse race Samir, not an investment. 

SAMIR

We're not betting on a horse race.  We are allowing Jorge Chavez to double our money, just like that.

JACK

Oh fuck Jorge Chavez, Samir!

HARLOW

We took a vote Jack and the "aye's" had it.  That was final.

SAMIR

Fuck Jorge Chavez?

JACK

Votes?  This is not TRL, Harlow.   

SAMIR

Fuck Jorge Chavez?

HARLOW

Oh have some bollocks Jack, you're such a little wanker.

SAMIR

Ok Harlow, go find his weed.

JACK

No no no no.  Not this time you bastards.  We're going to have this conversation THC free.

Harlow's cell phone RINGS.

HARLOW

That me blower?

Harlow answers his phone.  

HARLOW

Yeah - Hey old bugger!

He steps aside and walks out of the room.

SAMIR

Come on Jack.

JACK

No Samir!  I'm not going to let you pressure me into this like you do to everyone else.  We don't even know who has the rights to this house.

SAMIR

Jack, this is not the Gracie Mansion.  If anyone cared about it we would have heard by now.  And do you think that after all this time they are going to nickel and dime us for 2 months rent anyway?  We’re golden!

JACK

You don't know that!  There are policies, Samir!

SAMIR

Made by the same people who make drugs illegal.

Jack sighs.

JACK

If they knew how good this shit was it would be on the food pyramid and anyways, it's not the same thing.

SAMIR

It is the same thing.  

(beat)

Jack, when Lucifer himself died on our front steps, we were granted a gift.  Combine this fact with the return of Jorge Chavez to Saratoga and now suddenly it's Christmas in May.  The way he ran at Del Mar last week was angelic.  Starting in gate 5, he'll be out in front for good by the 1/2 mile post.  Coming down the back stretch he'll ease up with a 10 furlong lead and give a salute to the Saratoga faithful.  His line is 2-1 for God’s sake.  He would win this race on a mule.

JACK

Well what if he does lose Samir and what if someone does own this house, huh?  What happens if those facts combine?

SAMIR

Look at it this way, say Chavez miraculously loses and someone comes in here saddled up, guns blazing to get our money, you are still going to make almost two grand off your weed tonight, right? 

JACK

It is not a sale until something is sold!  Why are you so concerned with what I do with my money anyway?  

SAMIR

Because I want you to open up a little bit.  I know what you are thinking Jack.  I do.  What if?  What if?  What if?  But you can't keep living life like that.  I mean look at Harlow, the man's major is botany for God's sake.

SAMIR

He is here for one year to run track then he goes back to wherever the soccer brawls take him.  This is nothing to him.  You should learn from him.  Not breaking bottles on people's heads, but  you know, live a little.

JACK

Selling $2000 worth of the finest marijuana this side of Columbia and turning my back on the drug altogether isn't living a little?

SAMIR

In that case, what better day to start a new hobby? 

JACK

(beat)

What does Kamal think?

SAMIR

I am the shepherd and the adopted one is my sheep.

(beat)

Come on Jack, I want to go win my friends some money.

JACK

Promise me this will work.

SAMIR

I don't make promises, I make guarantees.

JACK

Well give me a guarantee then.

SAMIR

I just did. 

Jack let's out a sigh in surrender.

CUT TO:

EXT. SARATOGA RACETRACK. ESTABLISHING SHOT. -- DAY

A beautiful sunny day.  The stands are filled to capacity.

Horses are being led to the gates.  Chavez is on "Happy Day."

EXT. SARATOGA RACETRACK. -- DAY

Samir, Harlow, Kamal and Jack are alongside the track.

Samir has his sunglasses on and the track book in his hand.

Kamal and Harlow are eying up a beautiful middle-aged woman while Jack is high, trembling and eating a hotdog.

SAMIR

You boys ready to make a quick two grand?

HARLOW

So when do the people start chanting?

SAMIR

Only when they score a goal, Harlow.  Ok fellas, here we go.

JACK

I think I'm going to vomit.

Jack places his half eaten hotdog in his pocket.

RACE SEQUENCE:

The horses leave the gates and then settle in to a pack.

SAMIR

Chavez is going to pull out front.

ANNOUNCER

Chavez pulls out in front.

Chavez is in first and increases his lead. 

SAMIR

He's got ten lengths already.

ANNOUNCER

And Chavez's lead is ten lengths!

SAMIR

I told you so.  I told you so.  I told you so.

JACK

Come on you bitch.  Come on you bitch.

HARLOW

Ole ole ole ole...ole..ole.

"Happy Day" is 8 lengths ahead coming down the home stretch but "Turkish Lira" is catching up.

SAMIR

Shit.  Shit.  Shit. 

ANNOUNCER

Turkish Lira on the outside.  Happy Day on the rail.  And down the stretch they come.   

Harlow reaches in his pocket and pulls out a large battery.

ANNOUNCER

It's neck and neck as they approach the wire.

Harlow rears back and hums the battery at "Turkish Lira" but misses and hits Chavez in the head.  

Chavez veers off to the right and before he hits the rail, "Happy Day" stops, sending Jorge Chavez over Samir, Harlow, Kamal and Jack and crashes on some people in the front row. 

Without moving a muscle to see if Chavez is ok, the four boys remain frozen as the subsequent horses finish the race.  

Chavez's horse stands motionless in front of them.

Jack begins to vomit.

Samir turns to Harlow and stabs him with his eyes. 

HARLOW

Oh bloody hell.  Me was trying for the Turk.

Samir's glare seems to deepen.

ANNOUNCER

What in the world was that?  I have never seen anything like that in all my years.  We've had a win, place, show and throw. Chavez being launched like a limestone rock out of a trebuchet into the crowd here at Saratoga.  My oh my...  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. APARTMENT. PORCH. ONE WEEK LATER.  -- DAY

Samir and Kamal are plopped on a 3-seater couch facing the street, hungover.  Kamal is smoking a cigarette.

A calendar on the wall behind them that is in May with the first 14 days crossed out.

A large stack of newspapers sits to the right of them.

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- DAY

Jack is completely passed out on a couch with the cushions dismantled, still-packed bong in hand and huge stash of weed on the coffee table.

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT.  -- DAY

A small car limps up to the apartment.  The driver, 30, has a thick mustache and a deep Serbian accent.  This is DIMITRI.

DIMITRI

It is to have a beautiful day, hey comrades?

Samir and Kamal wave and Dimitri tosses a newspaper to Kamal. 

SAMIR

Dimitri, it's midday!  This is old news by now.

DIMITRI

Sorry.  Maybe you like historians today then, ya?  But I must go now.

Dimitri pulls away BEEPING his horn.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- DAY

BEEPING horn awakens Jack abruptly.

He wipes the drool off his face and assesses the situation.

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT.  PORCH. -- DAY

Kamal glances at the newspaper but quickly hands it to Samir.  

The cover title reads: " 'BIG LOU' MAIN SUSPECT IN MULTIPLE MURDERS; ANOTHER POSSIBLE INDICTMENT."

SAMIR

Jesus.  I heard this guy killed somebody once for short changing him at McDonald's.

To the right of this headline in the paper is a smaller headline, "Drug Ring Investigated Here in Troy, NY."

Samir concedes to his bewilderment and hurls the paper on the pile.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- DAY

Jack reassembles himself and the cushions only to find the aforementioned letter to 'Tenants'.  Without even glancing at it he tosses it onto the coffee table.

He inches to the front door, bong in one hand while the other is down the front of his pants.

He slings open the screen door and steps onto

EXT. APARTMENT. PORCH. -- CONTINUOUS

Kamal and Samir turn to look at a disheveled Jack.  

JACK

(beat)

You got something to say?

Samir chuckles at the threat.   

SAMIR

No.  Not aloud anyway.

JACK

Good, it's probably better for you.

Sensing an uncomfortable moment,   

KAMAL

So Jack, what did you do last night?

JACK

Went to sleep 3 hours ago.

KAMAL

Sounds kind of like our night.

Inside the house the phone RINGS.

SAMIR

(beat)

Oh don't sweat it guys, I'll get it.

Samir, farthest from the door, stands up, and goes inside.

After a moment, 

KAMAL

You should have seen this chick I was grinding on last night.  I mean I was almost ready to blow it all in my pants.

JACK

That's mature. 

KAMAL

(beat)

Samir was working on some girl as I left the bar too.

JACK

Didn’t he just patch things up with Jen?

Kamal nods.

JACK

Who was she? 

KAMAL

Never seen her before.  But she looked like she had a keen eye for the buffet line, if you know what I mean?  

(beat)

I wouldn't go as far as seating her at your table but let's just say that she was well fed, how's that?

JACK

You and your brother are monsters.

KAMAL

Samir maybe.  The ladies just love my Mediterranean charm.  

JACK

Must be the olive skin.

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- DAY

Harlow is coming around the final bend well out in front during a practice race when a shotput lands on the track just a couple feet in front of him.

Harlow stops and shoots his eyes to the shotput pit where DESMOND ST. JEAN and his crew giggle.

St. Jean is an oversexed bully, 21.

HARLOW

Oh, you have a lot of bottle, you pillock.

ST. JEAN

Looks like I missed my mark.  I think you're lucky I didn't hit you.

St. Jean's cronies laugh.

HARLOW

From what Samantha tells me, you rarely hit bugger all.

ST. JEAN

What the fuck did you say?

St. Jean stumbles as he waddles up to full speed toward Harlow with his gang of teammates right behind him.

Harlow doesn't budge and cracks his knuckles.

The runners/sprinters on the team stand behind Harlow and the lifters, shot putters/javelin back up St. Jean.

Seeing the commotion, the COACH, 65, stampedes onto the field whistling and screaming.

COACH

You cocksuckers!  Three hours before our biggest meet and you sallies are all out here kicking each other in the shins.  Why is it every time I turn my back, one of you screw ups are out here fucking up my team?  St. Jean, it seems to me that you and your boys have some extra energy.  2 laps.

ST. JEAN

Coach!

COACH

Move it!

Shot putters disperse, distance runners remain.

COACH

Now for the rest of you, I should make you fucks run 10 Indian ladders and 50-meter sprints but we'll save it for after the meet.

Players moan.

HARLOW

After today the season is done.

COACH

(Whispering intensely in Harlow's face so no one else can hear)

Oh is that right?  You think so Fish and Chips?  Wrong motherfucker.  The season is over when I say it is.  It's over when I send the school the piece of paper that says you were a member of my team for the year so you can take your scholarship money across the pond.  

(beat)

And what is it with you and St. Jean?  I thought the English were supposed to be tough.  All semester of this shit and you haven't knocked him out yet?  You pussy.  

The Coach turns and saunters away.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DAY

QVC is on TV.

Kamal and Jack are on the couch.  Jack is holding the controller.  Samir can be heard in the shower singing along with the radio.

KAMAL

If I wanted to shop I would go shopping.  Change the channel.

JACK

You just don’t have the neural network to handle QVC, do you?  I'm too tired to even put it into words right now.  

KAMAL

I can’t even put into words how bad your channel changing decisions are.

JACK

You want to discuss bad decision-making?

KAMAL

Oh God!  Let it go!  It was an accident.  Get on with your life!

JACK

I'm not alluding to the assault with a battery, I’m referring to the choices that led us to a horse race to begin with; aka, your brother tricking us with his smoke and mirrors.

KAMAL

It wasn't just Samir.  We all agreed! 

JACK

I mean does he program you?!  Did you know that your so called brother called you his sheep?

KAMAL

Fuck you, Jack.  If you'd sold your weed that night, you'd be here playing video games, engorging yourself to obesity with a smile on your face.  But instead, you dwell on the one mistake that you were a part of too.

JACK

Mistake?  Kamal, putting a $2000 bet on whether or not a midget on a horse will beat other horses around a track is outlandish and I regret ever being a part of it.  People reneging on a large marijuana sale is just the way it goes sometimes.  Now, breaking up with your girlfriend just because your brother and his girl broke up only to find out that, whoops, they’re trying to work it out, is a mistake.

KAMAL

(beat)

Have you even finger banged a chick?

Jack turns away from Kamal and eyes the TV once again.

KAMAL

You’re fat.

Kamal's eyes wander around the room and find the "Tenant" letter on the coffee table.  He picks it up nonchalantly and carries it out of the living room.

CUT TO:

EXT. BATHROOM. -- DAY

With letter in hand, Kamal approaches the bathroom where Samir is still singing along to ACDC in the shower.

KAMAL

Yo Samir, stop beating off and open the door.

SAMIR

What?

KAMAL

I gotta drain the 15-inch!

Samir UNLOCKS the door and Kamal walks into

INT. BATHROOM. -- CONTINUOUS

KAMAL

When are mom and dad coming back from the motherland?

SAMIR

Next week I think.

Kamal places the letter on the sink, steps towards the toilet, unzips his pants and starts peeing when suddenly he pulls off his pants, slams the seat down and has a liberating bowel movement.

KAMAL

You think I rush decisions Samir?

SAMIR

Well it feel like you rushed that question, why?

KAMAL

I don't know.

SAMIR

So why are you asking?

KAMAL

Just curious with what you thought since you're my brother.

(to himself, quietly as he reacts to the diarrhea)

Ahhhhhhh.  Jesus.  

SAMIR

Well, it's tough for me to say since you are not blood related.  I didn't even know you actually thought out decisions.

KAMAL

Very funny.  

(beat)

Do you think I should have done it?

SAMIR

Elaborate.

KAMAL

Broken up with Lisa.

SAMIR

(beat)

Are you dropping a number two?

KAMAL

Well by the sound of it, it is more like a one and a half, but seriously.

Samir takes a couple more reluctant sniffs for good measure.

SAMIR

Oh my Lord!  

KAMAL

I know dude.  I have had a little "rrhea" lately.  Just keep talking.

Sweat dripping from his face, Kamal grabs a wad of toilet paper, vehemently squeezes some moisturizer on it and wipes.

SAMIR

No!  Get the fuck out Kamal!

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. KITCHEN. -- DAY

Samir, with his hair still wet, has a sandwich in one hand and talking on his cell phone with the other.  

Jack has his hands in the fridge, wolfing down slices of American cheese.

SAMIR

I'll be over later today.  Love you.

Samir hangs the phone up.

JACK

You're pathetic.

SAMIR

What?

JACK

I heard about last night.

SAMIR

Oh Kamal told you?  I know.  I know.  Sometimes you just have to do what you have to do.  

JACK

That’s been working out real well for all of us lately, huh?

Jack continues to throw squares of cheese in his mouth as he mopes out of the kitchen.

Samir sighs, walks over to the filthy sink, rinses out a glass and puts it in the dishwasher. 

Before he walks away, he catches a glimpse of the garbage can which is bustling over the top with the garbage.

SAMIR

Terrific.

Samir attempts to shove the garbage down with his hands and ultimately his feet.

It gets down to a workable level and he ties the bag.

After struggling a bit, he yanks the bag out in the air.

The slack disappears.  The bag rips, spilling all of its contents on the kitchen floor.

SAMIR

FUCK!

Samir grabs a new garbage bag in one hand, a dishtowel in the other hand and shovels things into the garbage bag.

Amidst the trash and textbooks he comes across "the letter".

SAMIR

What the hell is this?

Samir places the towel and garbage bag down, stands up, opens the letter and begins to read.

SEYMOUR WATSON

To Samir George, Kamal George, Harlow Smith, and Jack Ridnour of 1000 Bleeker Ave, my name is Seymour Watson of Watson and Co. and I am the legal representation of Louis "Big Lou" Bertelli.  The recent passing away of Mr. Bertelli's uncle was a tragic one as I am sure you can agree.  Louis was left the apartment in his uncle's will.  Having reviewed your lease and past payment records it has come to my attention that after the death there were no more checks sent.  If the books are correct, you owe Mr. Bertelli 2 months rent.  That adds up to be $1,928.  

CUT TO:

EXT. SARATOGA RACETRACK.  FLASHBACK. -- DAY

Jorge Chavez flying over the boys and landing in the crowd.

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT. PORCH.  FLASHBACK. -- EARLIER THAT MORNING

The calendar on the wall signifying that today is the 15th.

SEYMOUR WATSON

Mr. Bertelli has a lot of important business to tend to this week but would like to collect the money in person.  He's heard from his uncle before about the relationship he had with the four of you.  We realize that there may have been some sort of mix up so he will be there one week from today, May 15 at 8PM to acquire the payments.  This should give you more than enough time to get the money together.  I hope I am not underestimating your cooperation.  

Samir's face is in terror as sweat builds.

Images of the newspaper cover and BIG LOU killing people.

ON SCENE 

SAMIR

On the road of life we were on a horse and karma just heaved a battery.

Kamal enters the kitchen.

SAMIR

How did this happen?

KAMAL

(beat)

We eat a lot.

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DAY

Jack is playing Contra as Samir and Kamal swoop in, both sweating now.

SAMIR

Jack.

JACK

Hold on.

SAMIR

No, now Jack!!!

JACK

Hold on!

Samir kicks the Nintendo which now blinks on and off.

Jack beholds the sweat filled brothers.

JACK

Oh this can't be good. 

SAMIR

Jack, we've got a problem.

(holding up the letter)

We have to have two grand by 8PM!

Jack starts to chuckle but Samir is statuesque.

JACK

Oh wait, are you serious?

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- AFTERNOON

Harlow drops the baton in a practice walk through. 

COACH

Smith!  What the hell is the matter with you?  At this rate, we'd lose to a one-legged man in an ass kicking contest!

St. Jean walks by Harlow.

ST. JEAN

Nice work Harlow.

HARLOW

Eat my ​ass.

Harlow's gaze suddenly fixates on Samir's pickup truck in the parking lot which is beeping excessively.

Harlow jogs over to the truck.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- MOMENTS LATER

With his hands on the side of the door, Harlow ponders.

Kamal is wearing a sport warmup suit, holding a basketball in one hand and a water bottle in the other.

Samir is wearing shorts, t-shirt and basketball shoes.

SAMIR

What about your folks, can they help?

HARLOW

I don't know where they are.

(beat)

No, this is dog's bollocks.  This is the sign I needed.

SAMIR

Dog's buttocks?

HARLOW

I mean, it's not tickety-boo but it's not all sixes and sevens either.

Harlow looks back at the track to see St. Jean and his boys picking on one of the runners.

HARLOW

I hate those fucking tossers.  It's time once and for all to put paid to St. Jean's antics.

Harlow turns back to a confused Samir and Kamal.

HARLOW

What?

SAMIR

Nothing.  Just don't kill anyone.

HARLOW

Who says those cheeky bastards will die?

SAMIR

I don't know, but you got that look and God help me trying to understand you.

HARLOW

Don't worry about me.  But you chaps look bloody awful though.  

(beat)

What is Jack doing?

SAMIR

Well after accusing me of being the master mind for 9/11 again, he specified that he was a weapon of mass destruction right now.  He said his parents were unreachable so I told him to man the phone and try to sell the rest of the weed he had.  Then we got the fuck out of there.

HARLOW

Make sure to have butchers on him because if he loses it, that will really throw a spanner in the works.  Keep phoning him and keep your peckers up cause this is a real dog's dinner.  Well, give me a bell soon to let me know what you boys are up to.

Harlow walks away focused as a glazed Samir and Kamal sit dumfounded, staring at their crotches and each other.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

There are broken things everywhere including the coffee table. 

Jack, on the phone, sits on the couch with his bong on the side table while breaking up some of his weed.

JACK

I know. I will.  I have enough to last me until -- Yeah.  Ok.  Should I just bring some home?  Well I'm not going to transport it all at once due to the sheer mass and stench of it. -- I'll wrap it in something.  Haha.  I know mom.  We're college guys.  We don't do our laundry on a weekly basis.

On the ground are Jack's belongings: clothes, jackets, suitcases, sheets, etc.

JACK

-- Actually I'll be home tonight around six. -- My finals finished earlier than I had thought.  No, I'm fine.  Thanks anyways. -- Love you too.

Jack leans to hang the phone up but tips his bong.  He catches the falling bong, but does not properly hang up the phone.

Jack packs the bong, takes a rip, and enjoys QVC.

CAR HORN.

CUT TO:

EXT. SAMIR’S PICKUP TRUCK. -- AFTERNOON

The stoplight is green. 

Samir releases the horn.

Four misunderstood Hispanics in their late 20's, JOSE, MIGUEL, ANTONIO, and JUAN stand in front of the truck.

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- AFTERNOON

Samir remains gazed on the road while Kamal has his head out of the window.

KAMAL

Well this is just Spic-tacular fellas!

JOSE

What did you say ese?

Samir reverses the truck a bit and pulls around them.

KAMAL

You picked the wrong day to fuck with us.  

JOSE

How about if we just kill you?

Jose lifts up his shirt to reveal a gun. 

KAMAL

You'll have to beat someone else to it bucko!!

Samir continues driving as he peers into the rear-view mirror.  The four guys give the truck the finger as it pulls away.

Kamal giggles but Samir is not amused.

SAMIR

Are you for real right now?

KAMAL

What?

SAMIR

Do you think this is a joke?

KAMAL

Um, no I do not. 

SAMIR

Then why are you complicating things right now?

KAMAL

For the shit our people put up with, they can take a little joke.  

SAMIR

Our people?  Have you had a look in the mirror, Kamal?  People aren't going to wait for you to explain your life story to validate your supposed quasi-Middle Eastern heritage.  I am the Arab here.  You just happen to live with some.  

KAMAL

Samir, mom and dad are not Hezbollah so just relax.  You're a fucking second generation Lebanese-Christian and your brother knows more Arabic than you do.

SAMIR

That doesn't matter to everybody else.  It's all about appearance.

KAMAL

Don't worry, I always got your back.

SAMIR

Oh you got my back?  Great. 

KAMAL

Like the time when Kyle McCalahan made you eat dirt for being a sand monkey, who came to your rescue?  Huh?  Who?  

SAMIR

Kamal...

KAMAL

Samir, I'll be there, alright?  I mean we've been doing the same thing all our lives!

SAMIR

(beat)

Even breaking up with our girlfriends.

KAMAL

What the fuck does that mean?

SAMIR

Nothing.  It just came out.

KAMAL

You think I shouldn't have broken up with Lisa, don't you?  I knew it.

SAMIR

It just seemed...

KAMAL

Seemed what?

SAMIR

It just seemed a little impulsive considering the circumstances, don't you think?  I mean you had been saying that you were going to marry this girl and then just like that, three days ago you end it?

Samir pulls into a parking lot.

Kamal relaxes for a bit, thinking.

SAMIR

All right look, Johnny Irrational will take a tire iron to our head if we don't get this money.  So let's focus on what is important right now.

KAMAL

Well no, Samir.  Lisa is important!

SAMIR

She was important to you!  Today we cannot change that.  So now we move on to what is important to us!

Samir puts the truck in park.

SAMIR

Making some fucking money to extend our lives past 8PM. Anything else is not an issue!  

(pointing ahead)

This is what's important now.

Kamal and Samir gaze out of the front windshield.

CUT TO:

INT. LOCKER ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

Harlow packs his locker and then snoops around.  

At the other end of the room he finds St. Jean's locker with pants hanging, a cell phone, palm pilot, jewelry, etc.  

In the back pocket of those pants he takes out a wallet which holds a lot of cash.

Harlow smiles and puts it back.

HARLOW

I'll be back for you later guv'nor.

He shuts the locker and runs outside.

CUT TO:

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. ESTABLISHING SHOT -- AFTERNOON

About 10-15 inner city kids are playing 3-on-3 basketball.

EXT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- AFTERNOON

Kamal and Samir take off their windpants, etc.  

With his eyes intently on the game,

SAMIR

Ok, we'll throw down like $150 on the first game and see how that goes.  

(beat)

But let's play possum and go under the radar, ok?

Samir looks back at Kamal.

SAMIR

Ok, that's ridiculous.

Kamal has on a Duke jersey, headband, high socks, sagging shorts and brand new sneakers.

KAMAL

You know what?  I don't give a shit what you think.  I'd take these guys in my underwear and ski boots.

Samir and Kamal touch fists and walk up to

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. -- AFTERNOON

Where a game has just ended.

KAMAL

Who's got next?

Laughter breaks out as the crowd behold Kamal.

Kamal tires to go along with the joke. 

KAMAL

Ok. Ok. I get it.

BASKETBALL PLAYER

You got it alright.  But nigga you can't buy your game at Foot Locker.

Samir even laughs while Kamal is left livid.

KAMAL

Alright you fucks.  $150 says that we'll beat any two of you.

The crowd responds with a resounding "Ohhhhh".  

Samir pulls Kamal over.

SAMIR

I said under the radar, not into it!

KAMAL

Hey fuck your radars, Samir.  You have to be intimidating with these guys like me.  

(beat)

What time is it?  Game time!  Hooo!

Kamal turns to face his opponents with money in hand.

KAMAL

You guys got $150?

OPPONENT #1

Yeah we got it bitch.

KAMAL

Bitch?  I'll make you my bitch, bitch!

Again there is a reverberating "Ohhhhh" as Samir seethes.  

This starts the

BASKETBALL SEQUENCE:

During the game, Samir and Kamal get blocked, dunked on, the whole nine yards.

The manual scoreboard under the hoop quickly flips to 11-1.

When the game is done, Kamal and Samir are hunched over, breathing heavy, with their hands on their knees.

Everyone else is cheering and high-fiving the winners.

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. -- CONTINUOUS

SAMIR

(to Kamal)

You're intimidation was remarkable.  

OPPONENT #1

You guys want some more?  We'll take your money all day!

Kamal turns cold and eyes Samir who shakes his head.  

OPPONENT #1

Yo crackas!  You done?

Kamal does not stand for that.

KAMAL

Crackas!?  You think any self respecting Arab is going to allow someone to refer to him as white and not receive his challenge?

GUY

Nigga, you white!

KAMAL

When I put my check mark down next to race on the form, I put other!

OPPONENT #1

Listen here powder, are we running this back or what?

Kamal turns to look at Samir who continues to shake his head. 

KAMAL

Yeah, we'll run it back. 

OPPONENT #1

Double or nothing?

KAMAL

Double the fun.

The crowd cheers again and the basketball player takes the money out of Kamal's hand.

Kamal walks back to Samir.

SAMIR

What the fuck are you doing?

KAMAL

What?  I thought that head shake was like a "Oh hell no they didn't just call us white."  Our people have been fighting for centuries and they call us crackas?

SAMIR

Shut up!!  Shut up!!

KAMAL

I'm not letting them get away with that shit.  

SAMIR

Oh that's brilliant.  Do you remember that rushing decisions thing?

KAMAL

Lisa?  Come man, focus!

Kamal hugs an uninspired Samir and then walks away.

SAMIR

(to himself)

Adopted.  Adopted.  Adopted.

OPPONENT #2

Ball in.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

A busy signal REVERBERATES.  Jack is passed out on the couch.

The phone is off the hook. 

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- AFTERNOON

Harlow hangs up his cell phone.

HARLOW

Jack, what in the bloody hell are you doing?

Harlow dials in another number into his cell phone.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- AFTERNOON

Samir's phone RINGS.  In the distance,

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. -- CONTINUOUS

Samir and Kamal get dunked on.  A fan runs into Kamal.  Kamal pushes him.  Three guys push back.  Samir breaks it up and they go back to playing basketball.

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- AFTERNOON

Harlow slams his phone shut.  The Coach yells from afar,

COACH

God damnit Harlow!!  Get off that phone before I wipe your ass with it!  Start stretching out!

Harlow inhales deeply, places his phone in his bag and runs back to the rest of the team.

FADE TO BLACK:

KAMAL

No!!!

FADE IN:

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. -- LATE AFTERNOON

The OPPONENTS have just scored.  

The scoreboard below the hoop is flipped to 14-14.

On all fours, Kamal pukes and then dry heaves.  

Samir hyperventilates and sucks down water from Kamal's water bottle at the same time.

KAMAL

Samir, I'm done.  I can't do it.

SAMIR

Hey, you got us in this mess, don't quit on me now.  Next point wins.

Teary eyed, Kamal locks gazes with Samir.

SAMIR

Oh Jesus, don't cry on me.

KAMAL

Two hours.  We've been playing for two hours.  That Captain Morgan was not the fountain of youth last night.

SAMIR

(beat)

C'mon whitey, let's do this.

With vomit still dripping from his lips, Kamal cracks a smile amidst the tears.

Samir offers Kamal his arm and pulls him up.

BASKETBALL SEQUENCE:

Samir and Kamal are on defense.

Samir deflects a pass, saves it from going out of bounds and somehow gets it to Kamal.

Samir gets the ball back.  

Kamal sets a screen for Samir and then rolls to the hoop.

Samir lobs a pass to Kamal.

Kamal looks up at the ball with joy and even cracks a smile.  

Samir and his defender can only watch.  

Kamal trips and the ball hits him in the face.

As the ball is in midair, Kamal's defender flies in, catches it and dunks it into the basket.

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT. -- CONTINUOUS

The crowd bum rushes the court and celebrates.

Samir lays on his back on the court off to the side.  

Dodging the celebrators, a dejected Kamal brushes himself off and attempts to help Samir up but Samir refuses the aid and gets up on his own.  

OPPONENT #2

You niggas finished yet?  We can do this all day, whatever the sport.

OPPONENT #1

Even that crock-wet shit you crackas play.

Wheezing, Samir mouths 'crock-wet' to himself, finally understanding.

SAMIR

Two things.  One, I refuse to play with my partner anymore and two, now I don't mean to put words into your mouth but I believe the sport you were looking for was Cro-quet --qroquet -- ok?

OPPONENT #1

Nigga, you know what I mean.

SAMIR

Well, whatever.  We're done.  Kamal, unless you want to take them on in a crying contest let's go, now.

Samir turns to Kamal who is hunched over, shakes his head at him in repugnance and walks towards his car with fervor.  

Dragging his feet, Kamal follows.

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Harlow's race has just finished and his relay won.

Harlow's running shorts are extremely short and snug. 

COACH

It's about time you showed up today Smith!

HARLOW

(Sarcastically)

Blimey coach.  You always give it welly when motivating.

COACH

Oh and Smith, find a pair of looser shorts for Chrissake.  We're going to have to take team photo and I don't want it to be NC-17.

Coach walks off. 

HARLOW

Oh come on coach.  It's alright.  This is how we Brits like it.  Nice and snug, yeah?  

(Louder)

Cause when you're hung like me, you can't have it flopping around like pendulum when you run!

Harlow catches eyes with a shocked mother and her young son.

HARLOW

Sorry.

Appalled, the mother walks her son away. 

Harlow looks at the clock which reads 4PM.

HARLOW

Oh bloody hell.

Harlow gathers his stuff together quickly but St. Jean steps in front of him.

ST. JEAN

Well well well.  About time you did something for this team.

HARLOW

St. Jean, I don't got time for this sweet fuck all right now.

ST. JEAN

Is that so? 

HARLOW

Look, I don't fancy you.  You don't fancy me.  You're a thrower, and I'm an athlete.  We're as different as chalk and cheese.  So if nothing else, piss off.

ST. JEAN

You know Harlow, that gibberish makes me want to just smash your face in.  After the meet we should settle it once and for all.

HARLOW

Careful what you wish for, St. Jean.  My season just finished so you never know when I'll throw a wobbly!  If you're really off your trolley we can tussle right now and toss your scholarship away, it's quite all right.  I'm easy.

Harlow smiles at him and CHEWS his gum loudly.

Not intimidated, St. Jean glares at Harlow.

Harlow laughs at St. Jean and then jogs to the locker room.

St. Jean's eyes follow Harlow but turn back to the track when Coach screams his name.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir and Kamal drive down the road.

SAMIR

What are you fucking nuts?  Your ego just robbed the rest of our money back there and now you want me to go along with this plan?

KAMAL

Ok, so the second game was a mistake.  

SAMIR

Look, sending you to your ex-"ball of hysteria" to try and get money from her doesn't sit well with me.

KAMAL

What, do you think I'll bring up our relationship?

SAMIR

Do I have to?!?  Please tell me you don't plan on acting on whatever ideas you formulated on the shitter this morning.

KAMAL

No!  I'm not.  Relax.

SAMIR

Relax?

KAMAL

Yeah, what are you so concerned about?  

SAMIR

What am I so..?!  Let's ask Lisa!  "Hey Kamal.  Thanks for dumping me out of nowhere three days ago and sure, here's a thousand dollars.  Want to do me in the ass too while we got five minutes?"

KAMAL

Ok, that's a little far fetched.  You know she's never let me do that.  

(beat)

Samir, you can rant and rave all you want but the bottom line is that we need to get this money somehow.

SAMIR

I know Kamal!

KAMAL

Currently, we have no other ideas short of robbing a bank.  And that idea of yours, that, you and your marketing degree can handle on your own.  I know you.  I mean God knows what the fuck Harlow is up to?  By the look in his eyes earlier today he's probably sprinting out of a bank right now.

A long pause as Samir tries to physically rub the headache out of his sweat-filled head.

SAMIR

Ok, you go in there and as civilly as possible, explain our situation.  If she tries to bring up you and her just tell her that you can talk tonight, tomorrow, next week, whatever.  

(beat)

Kamal seriously, don't turn this into a soap opera.  You know how emotional this girl gets.  And don't mention anything about last night to either of them.  I don't need that getting back to Jen right now.

KAMAL

Ok. What are you gonna do?

SAMIR

Those Boyscouts are my only option.  Look, you call me the second you have the money.  Get it and run for all I care.  I'll come get you.

CUT TO:

INT. LOCKER ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON

After leaving his bag on the floor Harlow makes sure he is alone, then proceeds to St. Jean's locker.  

He removes the cell phone, watch, and palm pilot from the locker and slyly returns to his bag, putting the items in.

Making his way back to the locker, he is whistling "God Save the Queen".

He grabs a large wad of money from St. Jean's wallet.  Before he can count it, voices approach.

He jams the money in his shorts.  Just as he does, Coach and another teammate carry JIMMY into the locker room.

Jimmy can only put pressure on one of his feet.

JIMMY

Coach, I am so sorry.

COACH

It's not your fault.  We'll get someone to run that race for you.

As Jimmy is being taken into the office, Harlow remains frozen in one of the aisles with his hands still on his groin.

After they pass, Harlow sneaks towards his bag.

As he turns the corner he runs smack into Coach. 

COACH

Smith!

HARLOW

Coach!

COACH

What the hell are you doing in here?!?!

Coach looks at Harlow's hands that are covering his groin.

Harlow stands up straight.

HARLOW

Nothing.  I just had to waz but I reckon I was dribbling a bit.

COACH

Well we need you to run the 400-meter.  

HARLOW

Ummm -- right -- ahhhh -- I just

COACH

You just need to get your ass out there right now!!  We need this!

Harlow eyes his bag on the floor over the Coach's shoulder.

COACH

Smith!

HARLOW

Coach.

COACH

Now!!

HARLOW

Right.

Harlow turns and runs outside, carefully.

CUT TO:

INT. LISA'S APARTMENT. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Kamal enters subtly into the kitchen through the back door.

He stops suddenly and takes a few whiffs.  

KAMAL

(to himself)

Oh, it smells like poop.

He removes his shirt and wraps it around his face.  

He spots potpourri air freshener on the counter and sprays half the bottle, everywhere including on himself.

KAMAL'S POV

Down the hallway are the back of JEN and AMANDA'S heads as they are watching television in the living room.

Jen and Amanda are your average girls in their 20's.

ON SCENE

Kamal puts the potpourri down, leans his head on the hallway wall and listens in to the conversation.

JEN

Lisa is dying because Kamal just left her out of nowhere like it was fifth grade.  I'm surprised he didn't fold up a note like a paper football and hand it to her.

AMANDA

Yeah well Kamal doesn't exactly radiate 007.

JEN

God, she loved him

(beat)

For whatever reason.  All he had to do was talk with her if there was a problem.  That's all she wanted.  That's all we ever want.

AMANDA

So how did he break the news to her?

JEN

Same thing that Samir told me a few weeks back. Something about wanting space because he felt closed in and he needed to find himself which is bullshit since he's the one riding her leg like a dog everywhere they go.  Personally I think Kamal's just a little pussy and he's the one that put those ideas in Samir's head out of jealousy.

AMANDA

Jealous of what? 

JEN

That his brother loves me more than him.

Kamal is almost in tears when a toilet FLUSHES in the bathroom and it takes him completely off guard.

The door swings open and closes after MICHELLE walks out and moves towards the living room. 

Michelle enters

INT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

MICHELLE

God, that was the biggest shit I have taken in my life!  Jen, do you have any air freshener?

JEN

Yeah in the kitch...

Jen turns to point to the kitchen only to see Kamal.

Michelle and Amanda turn around to look.  After a thunderous silence Michelle, completely embarrassed, grabs her stuff and runs out of the front door.

JEN

Michelle wait!

Amanda chases, slamming the front door shut behind her.

JEN

Nice work Kamal!

KAMAL

(taking the shirt off his face)

Oh come on!  You can't smell that?  

JEN

She has a bacterial infection!

KAMAL

What, the Bubonic plague!?!

JEN

How long have you been here?  How did you get in?

KAMAL

Oh I used my laser watch to cut the lock.

Jen sighs.

JEN

What are you doing here, Kamal?

Kamal puts his shirt back on. 

KAMAL

I need to talk to Lisa.

JEN

You think so?

Jen stands up and walks towards her room.

JEN

She should be back in a little bit.  She is getting a bite to eat.  Don't hurt yourself out here, prick.

KAMAL

Hey hold on.

Jen stops, turns around and glares at Kamal.

KAMAL

What was that shit you were saying about my brother?  Do you think,

JEN

You're an asshole and a dress like an idiot?  Yes.

KAMAL

No, seriously.

JEN

No, I'm serious.  You hurt Lisa more than you can imagine and now what words could you so smoothly weave?

KAMAL

I just really need to talk to her.

JEN

Elvis has already left the building.

Kamal pauses in contemplation.

KAMAL

What the fuck does he have to do with it?!

Jen enters her room and shuts the door.

KAMAL

(to himself)

Cunt.

Kamal places his cell phone on the coffee table and plops down on the couch.  He changes the channels with the remote.  

After picking his nose he wipes a booger under the table.

EXT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir's watch reads 4:30 PM. 

He is still in his basketball gear but has his shoes off.

There is a group of ten Boy Scouts around the age of 12, each with a white fundraiser box.

One of the boxes is open on the ground with its contents shuffled around.  The box contains anything from sponges to windshield wipers.

The Boy Scouts are yelling, and Samir is at wit's ends while holding a pornographic film and a baseball bat.

SAMIR

Ok Ok Ok!!  I'll give you Debbie does the Barnyard, my baseball bat, and my brand new shoes for the boxes, and that's final.

The Boy Scouts huddle up for a second to discuss and then,

BOYSCOUT

Ok.  It's a deal.

The Boy Scouts leave their boxes and take the spoils.

Before the Boy Scouts can walk away,

SAMIR

So where is the best place to go with these, Oak Ridge?

BOYSCOUT

You think the Benoit's on Oak Ridge would ever buy a sponge?  They got their maids to clean their shit.  I know they don't need an ice scraper for their car since they got a heated driveway.  But the people on 12th Street on the other hand, now they're probably using the dog as a mop and a plunger as a wet-vac.

Samir holds up the scouts symbol with his two fingers.

SAMIR

You guys really are prepared.  Thanks.

The kids walk away, excited about the swap.

Samir reaches in the truck and grabs an ugly pair of old beat up, over-sized work boots that have no laces and begins to put them on, looking at the Boy Scouts walking away.

SAMIR

(to himself)

And they gave me a marketing degree?

CUT TO:

INT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

Kamal is on the couch still watching TV.

The front door fires open and in comes LISA and CELESTE, 21 passionately making out.

They do not see Kamal.

KAMAL

Whoa!!  What the fuck is this?!

Lisa and Celeste stop kissing and look at Kamal.

KAMAL

What!  What can you possibly say?  'Oh! This isn't what it looks like?'  Cause from this angle it looked like a 68 on a scale of 69.  Out to get a bite to eat!?  Whad'ya have?  Pink Tacos and bearded clams?

Celeste is devastated.  

Lisa turns to her.

LISA

Look, I'll talk to you later.

Kamal stands up and storms around the room, animated.

KAMAL

No, hey!!!  Why don't you stay?  I mean I can just sit on the floor while you guys go snorkeling together on the couch!  Fuck!  I mean, at least she could have been named Ben or James or something or at least had a penis!

(to Celeste)

Wait, are you a hermie?! 

Celeste turns around practically crying and leaves.  Lisa tries to grab her but fails to stop her.

LISA

Celeste wait.

The front door has already shut.

KAMAL

Celeste?  Celeste!?!?  Where did you meet her?  Are you guys shooting a fucking porno?!?!

LISA

Shut up Kamal!  You are such an ass!!

KAMAL

What's it called? Boxed Lunch?  Can I come to the premiere or is she going to be sitting on your face?

LISA

Look, if you don't remember, you were the one who wanted to break up.

KAMAL

Space, ok.  I wanted some space.  And that was 3 days ago!  I didn't think you would find a new teammate in 3 days, let alone, switch locker rooms!!

LISA

I just don't think you and I are going to work out anymore.  

KAMAL

No!  Really?!?!  I could have sworn we were like Bogart and Bergman in Casa-fucking-blanca!
LISA

You brought this on yourself.  I just can't handle your roller coaster of emotions anymore.

KAMAL

Roller coaster?  I'm like the the spinning tea cup compared to you!  

LISA

We have nothing to talk about right now.  Can you just leave please?

Kamal breathes deeply and relaxes as best he can.

KAMAL

I can't.

CUT TO:

EXT. WILSON'S HOUSE. -- AFTERNOON

Samir is standing before the front door holding one of the fundraising boxes, quickly wiping the sweat from his forehead.

MRS. WILSON opens the front door.  She is a sweet, old woman, probably a grandmother by now.

MRS. WILSON

Yes?  How can I help you?

SAMIR

Hi, Mrs. Wilson I presume?

She nods. 

SAMIR

My name is Samir.  I must apologize for my attire but I was wondering if you would like to help me out and purchase some items that I was selling for a fundraiser.

MRS. WILSON

Ohhh!  Come on in.  Would you like something to drink?

SAMIR

A glass of water would be fine.

Mrs. Wilson turns around and leads Kamal into

INT. WILSON'S KITCHEN. -- CONTINUOUS

MRS. WILSON

You know?  I just saw some Boy Scouts doing the same thing earlier today with their fundraising boxes.  You must have beat them too it.

Samir cracks a smile.

SAMIR

Actually, they are probably beating something else, ma'm.

MRS. WILSON

Oh Samir, it's not a race.  Everyone is on the same team in this game.

Mrs. Wilson hands Samir water and sits at the kitchen table.

MRS. WILSON

Ok, let's see what you have.

SAMIR

Thanks.  Yeah let's do that but why don't you look through it while I make a quick phone call.

MRS. WILSON

Ok. 

SAMIR

And do you have any Tylenol or anything?  I have a killer headache.

Samir grabs the box and places it on the kitchen table.

MRS. WILSON

In the bathroom cupboard, sweetheart.

CUT TO:

INT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. -- AFTERNOON

Kamal's phone VIBRATES on the coffee table.

Kamal and Lisa are in full argument unable to hear it.

CUT TO:

INT. LOCKER ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

Harlow's phone RINGS in his bag but no one is there to answer.

CUT TO:

INT. BOYS APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- AFTERNOON

A BUSY SIGNAL overlays Jack, passed out in the same position as before, phone still off the hook.

INT.  WILSON'S BATHROOM. -- AFTERNOON

The busy signal RINGS in Samir's ear as he hangs up, annoyed.

After regaining his composure somewhat, he opens the cabinet above the sink and sifts through it.

SAMIR

Zantac...Claritin.... Motrin... Tylenol, nice.

Samir grabs the bottle of Tylenol and finds it only has 3 pills left.  He immediately downs them with sink water.

Samir searches the cabinet again, grabs the Motrin bottle and puts 3 pills in his pocket.

The opposite side of the bottle has "Viagra" written in pen, unbeknownst to Samir.

Samir walks back into 

INT. WILSON'S KITCHEN. -- AFTERNOON

There are products all over the kitchen.  Mrs. Wilson is playing with new windshield wipers.

MRS. WILSON

Now tell me again, what cause is this for?

SAMIR

(beat)

It's pretty embarrassing but actually.  The fundraising company hired us.

Mrs. Wilson puts down the windshield wipers.

MRS. WILSON

How does that work?

SAMIR

Well, this particular company is going out of business due to the lack of sales.

MRS. WILSON

Oh that is awful.

SAMIR

Yeah it is.  This is where the process gets a little different.  What we are supposed to do is actually try to sell you the box straight up for $50 cash.  The contents are actually worth over $100 so it's a steal.

MRS. WILSON

Well I'll take it for $50 then.

SAMIR

Really?

MRS. WILSON

Well, Mr. Wilson is actually going to pay for it.  Shhhh.  Don't tell him though.  He hates these things.

Mrs. Wilson walks over to the counter and grabs a coffee jar, takes out $50 in various bills and gives it to Kamal who puts it in his pocket.

MRS. WILSON

Gosh, I mean that is just awful to think that people would not give them enough money to stay afloat.  What do people do with their money?

SAMIR

Mind boggling, isn't it?

Just then, MR. WILSON enters the kitchen.  He is a bitter man, wearing his age-old pajamas.

MR. WILSON

Hey kid. You wanna help me for a second over here?

Samir points to himself.

MR. WILSON

Yeah you.  

MRS. WILSON

Hank, where are your manners?

SAMIR

Oh don't worry about it Mrs. Wilson.  It's no problem.

MRS. WILSON

(to Samir)

It’s probably that damn Viagra that’s messing with his head.

SAMIR

(to Mrs. Wilson)

Ohhhh, but I bet the goods outweigh the bads.

Samir winks and Mrs. Wilson smiles, embarrassed.

Samir walks towards Mr. Wilson and reaches out to shake his hand but Mr. Wilson spins around and leads the way.

MR. WILSON

What in the Sam hell kind of outfit is that?

INT. WILSON'S GARAGE. -- AFTERNOON

Mr. Wilson and Samir enter the garage.

Large bags and buckets of golf balls.  The garage door is open and water funnels out of the garage from a previous use of a hose.

A set of flippers and snorkeling gear off to the side.

Part of a large golf ball pyramid is behind Mr. Wilson.

MR. WILSON

Ok, sift through that bag over there and give me the best balls you can find.  If they need to be cleaned, hose them off.

Samir is completely bewildered but goes into the bag and hands Mr. Wilson golf balls occasionally hosing off the dirty ones.  This exchange continues.

SAMIR

Well that is a very impressive golf ball pyra...

MR. WILSON

(interrupting)

So what the hell are you trying to sell my wife?

SAMIR

Oh there are just some household items in the box.  All those things that you always need but always forget to buy.

MR. WILSON

And for which wonderful cause do I thank for taking her money?  It better be for a damn good cause like multiple serossis [sic] or something.

SAMIR

The money is for charity.

MR. WILSON

What charity?

SAMIR

The...American Society for...  Underprivileged Inner-city... Paraplegic Golfers.

MR. WILSON

What the fuck is that?  I have never heard of that in my life?

SAMIR

Well it's a start up company, sir.

MR. WILSON

Who the hell even fits that description?

SAMIR

Well.

MR. WILSON

You fundraisers are all the same.  Ghetto paralyzed kids?  Golfing?!  The government is behind all this shit.  First you tax us and then you bring these fundraisers all over town for things that they should be funding in the first place!  Why don't you just take my wallet?

SAMIR

With all due respect sir, I, I don't work for the government.

MR. WILSON

Well you might as well you little shit!  Uncle Sam fucks us before he goes to bed and then wakes us up before the alarm goes off and gets in another quickie.  Then I go off to work where he plows me all day only to look outside and see Andre in a wheelchair hitting a Goddamn five iron!  Now I don't give a shit what my wife buys but you ain't getting a penny out of me.  And you tell those damn Boy scouts to stay away from my house too!

SAMIR

Sir, I can assure you, they will not be bothering you.

Samir gets a little too excited and presses the trigger on the hose which blasts the pyramid, dislodging all of the golf balls.

Mrs. Wilson enters the garage.

MRS. WILSON

What is all the yelling about Hank?

SAMIR

You know what?  I'm just gonna go so I don't get in your way anymore.  Mrs. Wilson, thank you so much for your help.

Samir, sweating like he stole something, nervously places the hose on the ground and tries to place the golfball in his hand on what remains of the pyramid.  

Mr. Wilson stands there in fierce anger.  

Samir quickly moves out of the garage towards his truck.

MRS. WILSON

Your welcome Samir, good luck.

MR. WILSON

Oh for Chrissake?  You actually gave money to this thief?  Don't tell me you bought that crap about those crippled golfers?!

MRS. WILSON

What golfers?

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- AFTERNOON

Samir fumbles his keys around and finally starts his truck.  He hits the gas and sees hundreds of golf balls come bouncing and rolling out of the garage followed by Mr. Wilson running.

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Harlow stretches out before he gets in his block.

It looks as if Harlow has the largest member of any man, as what nature gave him as well as the money are pressed against his shorts.

As he really exposes his groin area, the crowd reacts loudly but Harlow doesn't even realize it.

CUT TO:

EXT. BLEACHERS. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Two men are watching him stretch.

MAN #1

It's like he has a third leg.

MAN #2

It's the most flawless thing I've ever seen on a man.

The starter's gun fires commencing Harlow's 400-meter race.

CUT TO:

EXT. TRACK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Half way around the track, Harlow leads as a few bills fall out of his shorts unbeknownst to him.

With about 100 meters to go, Harlow feels some cash creeping down his leg so he tries to put his hand there and continue.

Harlow looks very goofy with one hand around his groin area as he tries to continue sprinting.  His legs are flailing everywhere.

The other racers pass him as he comes around the final turn.  Harlow's teammates are speechless as he runs by.

CUT TO:

EXT. BLEACHERS. -- LATE AFTERNOON

MAN #1

It must have come unsheathed or something.

MAN #2

Imagine trying to run with a baby's arm hanging from your crotch.

CUT TO:

EXT. BLEACHERS. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Harlow is staggers to the finish line as he tries to hold the money that is falling out of his underwear.  

He finishes dead last.

The Coach walks over to him.

COACH

What the hell is the matter with you?

Harlow limps towards his teammates.

HARLOW

Don't reckon I know, coach.

(breathes heavily)

Something tightened up.

COACH

I'll say!!  You better hope it's torn or I will fuck on your ass!

Some fans in the stands are taken aback at that comment.  

FAN

That can't be pleasant. 

Harlow limps back to his teammates.

HARLOW

I'm sorry chaps.  It's just hard lines.

Harlow's teammates remain speechless.

TEAMMATE

(to another teammate, quietly)

Hard lines?  Is that cocaine?

His running teammates pat him on the back as he limps back to the locker room holding the money in his pants while others (throwers) just walk away disgusted.

On the track, a RUNNER who happens to be gay, picks up the bills that had fallen out of Harlow's pants.

CUT TO:

INT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. -- LATE AFTERNOON.

LISA

Well how much money do you need?

KAMAL

Wait hold on, I want to talk about this for a second.  If you were just experimenting with her, did you ever think of having a threesome with me?

LISA

God, your life is on the line and all you can think about is sex?

KAMAL

Yeah well, it's sex with two people though.

Lisa is not amused one bit. 

KAMAL

Ok, we'll get back to that.  But right now I need

(beat)

2000 dollars. 

LISA

Kamal that is a lot of money!

KAMAL

Lisa, come on!  This is a bad time to be cheap.

LISA

This is not my problem!  Aren't the other guys getting money too?

KAMAL

Yeah, but God knows how much those delinquents can get.  

LISA

All I have is an ATM card that will get you about $1000.

Kamal sighs. 

KAMAL

Ok ok ok.  I'm sorry.  

(beat)

God you're the best. 

Kamal returns her cold gaze with warm eyes.

LISA

Don't press your luck.

KAMAL

No seriously, considering the past few days, you are still here for me.

(beat)

Maybe we could talk and try to...

LISA

Kamal, this was your decision remember?  I don't want to play this game.  I'm trying to move on and now you want to crawl back?

(beat)

I can't be with someone that makes life-altering decisions on a whim.  What do you expect me to do?

Kamal weeps like a little kid.

CUT TO:

EXT. LOCKER ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON

As Harlow hobbles out of the locker room with his bag on his shoulder, his teammates and the Runner of the other team stride towards him.

ST. JEAN

Harlow, you seemed to have dropped some money out of your shorts.

Harlow "winces" in pain.

HARLOW

What?  Why the bloody hell would I have cash in me pants?

RUNNER

No, I saw it.  It came out of your shorts.  At first I thought it was your testicles because your shorts were so high but then money came out.  I must say that part of me kind of wishes it was your testicles because...

ST. JEAN

(interrupting)

Ok get the fuck out of here!

The Runner tries to hand Harlow his phone number.

RUNNER

Call me.

St. Jean slaps the number out of his hand and the Runner prances off in fear. 

Harlow starts to snicker but the group of guys standing in front of him are not laughing.

ST. JEAN

Harlow, what the fuck is going on?  

(beat)

Hey faggot, I am talking to you!

Harlow's face gets more intense.  He looks left, sees his coach and then glares right at St. Jean.

Harlow releases a haymaker and punches St. Jean in the face, snatches the money in the same motion and turns and darts at full speed to the parking lot, obviously not injured.

After a brief pause the "throwers" begin to chase Harlow.

Harlow reaches his old muscle car, gets in, starts the car and peels out down the left hand side of the road.

St. Jean’s Cronies arrive just as he pulls away.  They throw whatever they can fire at his car.

With a bloody nose, St. Jean shoves people out of the way.  He jumps in his Range Rover and pursues Harlow.

CUT TO:

MONTAGE:

The past hour of Samir's day.

EXT. HOUSE. -- AFTERNOON

SAMIR

Hi.  My name is Samir and I'm with the National Corporation of Tax Dodging.

The WOMAN, 35, on the step is extremely rich and pompous.

NEW SHOT AT DIFFERENT HOUSE.

SAMIR

Hi.  Would you like to help out the Booze-Is-4-Us Foundation?

The MAN, 45, in the house is excessively intoxicated and proceeds to burp in Samir's face.

NEW SHOT AT DIFFERENT HOUSE.

SAMIR

I work with the County's Association of Semi-Vegetative Senior Citizens. 

The OLD WOMAN, 90, facing Samir has a movable IV hooked up to her, seemingly asleep standing up.

SAMIR

Ma'am?

NEW SHOT AT DIFFERENT HOUSE.

SAMIR

It's for the fight against breast cancer.

The LARGE MAN at the door has huge breasts.

CUT TO:

INT. SAMIR'S PICKUP TRUCK. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir sits in his parked truck on the side of the road, elated, finishing up counting the money in his hand.

SAMIR

350, 370, 390, 400.  Nice.

Samir puts the wad of money in his pocket, relaxes for a second, then gets the three "Motrin" and swallows them.

Samir dials a number on his cell phone.

SPILT SCREEN between Kamal and Samir.

Kamal is in Lisa's room and Lisa is sitting on the bed as he answers his cell phone.

KAMAL

Hello?

SAMIR

Kamal.

KAMAL

Yeah?

SAMIR

Are you crying?

KAMAL

No, no man.  I'm just a little congested, what's up?

SAMIR

Did you get the money?

KAMAL

The wheels are churning.

SAMIR

What the fuck does that mean?

KAMAL

It means the wheels are turning.

SAMIR

I've seen wheels turn in the mud but that doesn't mean anyone's going anywhere.

KAMAL

Samir.  

SAMIR

Is everything alright?

KAMAL

Samir, I'm handling it!

SAMIR

Well hurry up and get out of there.  Talk to anyone else?

KAMAL

I tried calling home but I keep getting a busy signal.  What the fuck is that kid doing?

SAMIR

I don't know.  I haven't reached him.  Harlow called but it was breaking up and I couldn't hear him.  

KAMAL

What about you?

SAMIR

I got $450!!

KAMAL

Nice.  Any boxes left?

SAMIR

Two. 

KAMAL

You should take them to Chris and Ron?  They would love that stuff.

SAMIR

Not a chance in hell.

KAMAL

Why not?

SAMIR

I'm not going to the bike seat sniffers' house right now.

KAMAL

Bike seat sniffers?

SAMIR

They're gay. 

KAMAL

I understand that they don't swing from the same tree but where the fuck does "bike seat sniffers come from, Samir?

SAMIR

I don't know its Latin origins, ass.

KAMAL

You know, for claiming to have most things figured out in this world, you have a real elementary view of homosexuals.

SAMIR

I just don't like being around those two.

KAMAL

God you're so childish.  Grow up!

Kamal hangs up the phone and turns to Lisa.

KAMAL

Samir.  So childish sometimes.

SAMIR

That piece of shit.

END SPLIT SCREEN

CUT TO:

EXT. CHRIS AND RON'S HOUSE. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir's finger presses the doorbell which RINGS.

For a second there is no response and Samir turns around.

From inside the house, FOOTSTEPS down stairs.  

Samir unwillingly turns back around to face the front door. 

CHRIS

I'm coming I'm coming.  Hold on.

To himself,

SAMIR

Oh, he just had to say it like that. 

Samir takes an apprehensive deep breath.  

CHRIS opens the front door with style.

Chris, 30, confident and openly gay about his mannerisms, is wearing a robe.  In the kitchen RON, 30, has a robe on as well, getting something to eat.

Samir is far from relaxed.

CHRIS

Well hello young man, how can we help you?

SAMIR

Hi, I am with the Boy Scouts of America.  I'm selling fundraising boxes.  Would you be interested?

CHRIS

Haven't I seen you before?

SAMIR

I hope not. 

CHRIS

(beat)

Mmm, Boy scouts huh?  Great. Come on in.  What happened to those cute little tan uniforms?

SAMIR

Today happened.

Chris poses against the door as Samir walks into

INT. CHRIS AND RON'S HOUSE. --  LATE AFTERNOON

Ron looks up for a second but continues to look in the refrigerator.

Samir moseys forward very hesitantly with the box in his hand and places it on the kitchen table.

Chris looks through the items and Ron joins him.

Samir, paranoid, looks around the entire room.

THIS STARTS THE HALLUCINATION SEQUENCE:

Samir sees a cucumber on the counter and has a mental image of Ron running it along Chris's arm in a romantic setting.

He shakes that image out disgustingly and continues to look around the room.

His eyes look down the hall to the closed door at the end.

His imagination takes him down the hall.  

He hears intimate SOUNDS coming from behind the closed door.

Things get more and more intense as his imagination takes him closer and closer to the door.

He now tries to stop from moving towards the door but he is drawn closer.

The door opens up and only he sees what is happening inside.

CHRIS

Come here.  Come here. 

Samir is traumatized.  He closes his eyes it continues.

CHRIS

Come here.  Don't be scared. 

HALLUCINATION SEQUENCE ENDS.

Samir comes back to his senses in the kitchen.  

Chris and Ron are looking at him.  A lot of the items in the box are on the kitchen table.

CHRIS

Come over here.  Why are you over there?  Don't be scared.  Come here.

Samir is confused, breathing heavy, sweating, and sporting a gigantic erection, which he doesn't realize yet.

SAMIR

Huh?  What?

CHRIS

Why are you standing over there?

Samir looks around.

He is standing all by himself at the other end of the kitchen.

SAMIR

Yeah, yeah.  Sure.

Chris and Ron spot the bulge in Samir's shorts and each let out a smirk that Samir notices, as they continue to sift through the goods on the table.

Before walking over, Samir acknowledges his erection, much to his dismay.  He very quickly tucks it underneath the waistline of his shorts and shuffles over to the table and sits down.

Ron puts his arm on Samir.

RON

Are you feeling ok, you're sweating?

Samir looks at Ron's arm and then at Ron himself.

SAMIR

Yeah, I'm fine.  I just had a little fever this morning.

CHRIS

Temp the only thing on the rise today?

Chris smiles while keeping attention on the merchandise.  

Samir is terrified.

RON

I'll fix you up something.  You know they say that cucumbers are very good for a fever.  I get them all the time.

SAMIR

No No!  I'm fine.  Really.  I'm ok.

CHRIS

Are you Italian?

SAMIR

No, Lebanese.

CHRIS

Mmm.  Just love that tabouli and that hummus.  So juicy.

SAMIR

Yeah, it's something. 

Chris fumbles around with some stuff on the table and picks up a giant spoon and examines it.

CHRIS

What do you think Ron?  This could be fun.

Chris slaps Ron on the ass with it and then sticks it up Ron's robe, but Ron slaps his arm away.

RON

(embarrassed)

Oh would you stop it!

Samir remains semi-controlled at the moment, all the while his hands on his groin.

CHRIS

What is this thing anyway?

SAMIR

Um, it's a spoon I think.

CHRIS

What can I use it for? 

SAMIR

You can use it as a serving spoon or whatever it is you need to mix I guess.

CHRIS

(quietly)

Wonder if it can toss a salad?

Chris hits Ron and they start to playfully fight at the table.  Ron's pelvis ends up hitting Samir in the shoulder for a second or two and Samir can't take it.

Samir slides his seat back a little bit, completely disturbed.

Chris and Ron stop flirting and look at Samir.

CHRIS

What's a matter?  Nervous?

SAMIR

No, it's not that.  It's just...

CHRIS

Just what?

SAMIR

Just that I don't think you need to talk and play like that in front of a guest that you have in your house.  I really just came in to sell a box of goods, not have someone's balls pressed against my arm!

CHRIS

Well, part of you seems to be pretty excited.

SAMIR

Look.

(sighing)

That is not because of you guys, ok?  It's been a long day.

CHRIS

He wasn't standing at attention when you walked in the house.  You know most guys don't even know they're gay, they kind of trip over it.  In your case, almost literally.  Do you have a brother?  They say that increases your chances.  

SAMIR

No I don't and no I am not gay.  

(beat)

Look, are you going to buy this stuff or not?

CHRIS

That depends.

SAMIR

On what?

CHRIS

Well, say you aren't gay.  Do you feel freaked out by us?

SAMIR

Freaked out?

CHRIS

Yeah, you said that you didn't appreciate people acting affectionate for each other in front of you.  Would you feel the same way in front of a lesbian couple?

SAMIR

I don't think it's polite of people to be playing around in front of someone trying to sell them something.  Let alone the fact that they've just met.

CHRIS

Yeah but would you be freaked out?

RON

I don't think we need to have this conversation right now.

CHRIS

No no no Ron.  I just want to know if sweat boy here, would be aghast by lesbians hooking up in front of him while he was selling them something.

Chris walks towards Samir in his seat, spoon still in hand.

SAMIR

Well it wouldn't be appropriate.

CHRIS

Yes, but would you be freaked out?

Samir thinks for a moment.

SAMIR

Honestly?

CHRIS

Yeah, honestly.

SAMIR

I'd probably have a bon...

CHRIS

A what?  A boner?  Even bigger than the one you have tucked in your waistline right now? 

Chris reaches Samir in his seat.  Samir stands and backs up.

SAMIR

Ok, I don't know where this erection of mine came from today but it's here, alright?  Happy now?  Maybe it's just one of those rogue woods that come without notice at the worst possible moments, I don't know.  But the boner I would have watching lesbians grope each other would be of pure unpollutedted joy.

(beat)

Do I hate gay men?  Absolutely not.  Do you guys freak me out?  Yeah, you guys freak me out.  I just really don't appreciate you two repeatedly paw at each other and make references to eating each other's asses out in front of me.  But that's just me, you know?  Maybe the average heterosexual man doesn't mind having another man's testicles pressed against his body, however I do!  But don't feel bad.  A lot of things freak me out.  Maybe I'm just shallow.  People with one eye freak me out.  People with webbed feet freak me out.  Hell, even people with prosthetic limbs kinda freak me out.  I'm a fan of the norm.

Chris's prosthetic limb (spoon still in hand) comes flying at Samir.  Samir fumbles it and proceeds to dry heave.

CUT TO:

EXT. CHRIS AND RON'S HOUSE. -- LATE AFTERNOON

The front door flys open and Samir storms out with a half opened fundraising box, items sticking out, and some falling out in the yard.

Samir pauses in the front yard, trying to catch his breath.

He surveys the situation for a couple of seconds and then addresses his penis.

SAMIR

What the hell is wrong with you, my God!?

(beat)

Am I gay?

Samir looks at the neighbor’s driveway and sees Dimitri's car and two dirty pickup trucks.

SAMIR

Let's ask Dimitri.  

Samir grabs the poorly packed box and walks across the yard to the neighbor's house.

He gets to the front door and RINGS the doorbell.

Dimitri answers the front door and Samir smiles.

His smile is quickly returned with horror by Dimitri as GUS grabs the door from the inside and swings it open.  Gus is a deadbeat Caucasian man in his 30's and he's holding a gun.  

On the couch are 2 other Caucasian men in their late 20's, BRUCE and ED.

There are high-grade drugs on a coffee table in front of them.  Three more firearms can be seen on the table as everyone is now staring at Samir.

Samir looks at the guns, the guys, and then locks eyes with Dimitri who is filled with sorrow.

GUS

Who the hell is this?

Samir pretends to be blind.

SAMIR

Oh hi.  I'm with the school of the blind.

GUS

You're blind?

DIMITRI

Yes, he has blind. 

SAMIR

Yeah, it's our final exam.  No dogs or canes and we have to sell these fundraising boxes.  You guys interested?

(beat)

Ok, great!  Maybe next time. 

GUS

How did you know there were other people here?

SAMIR

Oh, I got that sixth sense thing.

Gus points his gun at Samir's face and Samir almost crumbles.

SAMIR

Ok, I'm gonna get going now.

Gus reaches for Samir's arm but Samir pulls it away.

SAMIR

Oh God.  Don't kill me man.

Samir drops the box and puts his hands in the air, lifting his shirt above his waistline exposing his tucked-in erection.

CUT TO:

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Harlow is parked on a side road in the middle of nowhere.

He takes out his cell phone just as the reception goes from two bars to one bar.  

He is at the end of his rope.

HARLOW

Oh leave it out!

(Harlow dials)

Come on.  Come on.  Come on.  Grab your mobile, Samir.

(beat)

Samir I got $500!! 

The cell phone BEEPS and Harlow looks at it.

The low battery light is blinking and the reception goes from one bar to no bars.

HARLOW

Oh this is all bloody squiffy!  Hello!

Phone BEEPS once again and Harlow looks at it as it reads, "No Service" and the low battery light is blinking as well.

Harlow tilts his head back and closes his eyes in rage.

He slowly drives his car out of the side road onto one of the main roads constantly looking around.

He keeps looking down at his phone as he tries to get service.

HARLOW

Come on.

Harlow has two bars on his reception now.

He stops his car abruptly on the side of the road and turns the right blinker on.

HARLOW

Cracking!

Harlow presses redial and as it is ringing the phone beeps again and Harlow looks at it.

HARLOW

Low battery my a…

Phone shuts off due to low battery.

HARLOW

Stupid bloody mobile phone!!!  The only time in my life I fucking really need you and you diddle me.  30 quid a bleeding month simply for the convenience of being fagged and the one time.  The one time!!!

Harlow pauses in trepidation and then bashes his phone on the dashboard completely destroying it.  

He then sits in his seat quietly.  The sound of the BLINKER is the only thing that is heard.

CUT TO:

INT. GUS'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir is squeezed, sitting in the middle of a three seater couch with Ed and Bruce on the outer seats.

Samir's phone is ringing on the table in front of them.  No one even moves.

CUT TO:

INT. LISA'S ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON.

Lisa is sitting on the bed and Kamal is standing up pacing.

KAMAL

Baby I know.  I know.  But I want to fix everything.  I jumped to a conclusion because I got scared.  I think we can work everything out.

LISA

I don't know Kamal.  I mean, I feel like we are being like Samir and Jen.

KAMAL

Oh don’t even compare me to my brother.  I am not a whore!

Lisa stands there confused.

LISA

What does that mean?

KAMAL

Nothing.

LISA

Tell me!

KAMAL

It’s nothing.  It’s nothing.

LISA

You called him a whore for a reason.  

KAMAL

Lisa, it's just a metaphorical...

LISA

Tell me! 

KAMAL

(beat)

We were out last night and we were talking about you guys and I couldn't stop thinking about you.  I couldn't even look at other girls.  Samir had said that Jen and he were fixing things up but when I left he was all over this one girl.

LISA

Who?!

KAMAL

I don't know who she was.  Some fat chick.

LISA

I can't believe him!

KAMAL

Ok she wasn't fat but she was no model.

LISA

That's not the point Kamal!

KAMAL

I know I know.  Ok ok.  But let's not worry about what Samir did, let's worry about us.  I'll stay here all day until we get this right.

Kamal sits on the bed closer to Lisa.

KAMAL

Lisa.  Lisa.  Lisa.  Forget about my classless brother or whatever issues he and Jen may have.  Put that out of your head right now.  Let's take care of our issues.  I know we can.  I'm not leaving until we do.

LISA

Kamal, don't you have something more important to take care of right now.

KAMAL

Nothing is more important than you.

Lisa ponders for a second, half smiling and half crying.

KAMAL

Baby I was a fool and I think you needed Celeste because you felt that everything was wrong in your life.  You felt that you needed to be rebellious and have a "screw everyone" attitude.  Not just members of the opposite sex but literally, everyone.  But I want to bring you back to me.  Back to the way it should be.  I was clouded but you are my ray of light.

Lisa laughs and grabs a hold of his hand.

LISA

I need some fresh air.  

(beat)

Why do you smell like dirty potpourri?

CUT TO:

INT. GUS'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir is still on the same couch with Dimitri next to him.  Bruce and Ed are on the other side of the room.  Gus is pacing back and forth with a gun in his hand.

Samir is doing all that he can to act smooth and hide his enormous erection.

GUS

I fucking told these bastards 6PM sharp did I not?!?!?

(glances at his watch)

It's almost 6:30!  

Gus continues to pace back and forth nervously.

GUS

We're sitting with our thumbs up our ass, drugs galore, a stack of cash in the bedroom and some fruitcake on the couch.  Shit!

Samir raises his hand.

GUS

What the fuck do you want?

SAMIR

Actually, I just came from my girlfriend's house and well, never mind that.  Ok, you may not believe it but I am in a little predicament myself and, and, and it would really benefit me if I could just check my voice mail.  I don't need to make a call, I just need to check my calls.

Gus thinks for a second.

DIMITRI

Just let him to call, Gus.

GUS

(beat)

No.  It's too dangerous.  No phones whatsoever.

Gus walks out of the room.

SAMIR

Dimitri what the fuck is going on here?

DIMITRI

I just the driver.  I need extra money.  I sorry.

SAMIR

Couldn't you have done something a little more legal?

DIMITRI

I needed a lot of cash quickly for my family back home.  And besides, a Serbian man is not most wanted in work place.

SAMIR

Family?  I thought you lived here with your family?  

DIMITRI

In Serbia, my wife's brother have family.

SAMIR

Wow, you're risking your life for your brother-in-law?

DIMITRI

Of course, anything for my wife. 

SAMIR

(beat)

I am not made like that.

DIMITRI

You mean you like to smoke the penis?

SAMIR

What?!  No!

DIMITRI

I just say because you have in your pants uh...

Dimitri pounds his fist in his other hand. 

SAMIR

No no.  I'm not gay.  Let's not talk about what's in my pants right now.  What I mean is that I would never be a drug runner to make money for my extended family let alone my adopted brother.

DIMITRI

Family is family, no matter what.  

SAMIR

I think you go beyond the call of duty.

DIMITRI

I think I just normal.

As Samir ponders that statement, there is a knock at the door and Gus enters the room.

GUS

That's them.

Gus walks slowly to the door and carefully opens it up.

Jose, Miguel, Antonio, and Juan enter.  Jose is holding the steering wheel to Samir's truck.

As the guys are walking in, they don't see Samir on the couch.

JOSE

Hey do you guys know those kids who own that truck across the street?

GUS

No, why?  

JOSE

They are a bunch of punks.

Jose, Miguel, Antonio, and Juan see Samir and vice versa.

SAMIR

Well this is just spectacular.

Samir hangs his head.

CUT TO:

EXT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Harlow's car pulls up to the apartment complex.

HARLOW

Come on chaps.  Be here.  Be here.

After looking for a bit, he is dissatisfied and stops his car on the side of the road.

HARLOW

Bugger.

He scans his surroundings and suddenly sees Kamal and Lisa flirting and kissing on her balcony.

HARLOW

Well this takes the biscuit.

Harlow vaults out of his car leaving the engine running.

HARLOW

Kamal!  What in the bloody hell are you doing?

Kamal looks around for a second then finally finds Harlow.  Harlow shrugs his shoulders at Kamal.

HARLOW

Kamal we got a real spanner in the works.  I got to chat with you now!  Where is...

Kamal holds up his index finger to Harlow.

HARLOW

(to himself)

Has he gone mad?

(beat)

Kamal get the fuck down here right now!

CUT TO:

EXT. BALCONY. -- LATE AFTERNOON

KAMAL

(to Lisa)

Ok look, I'll come over tonight as soon as this is over.

LISA

I feel so bad for Jen now.

KAMAL

What can you do?  It's not your fault.

Harlow is holding his HORN down.

KAMAL

I have to go.

LISA

For God's sake be careful and call me as soon as you can.

She hands him the ATM card. 

KAMAL

I will.  What's the pin number?

LISA

My birthday. 

KAMAL

Love you. 

LISA

Bye.

They kiss.

CUT TO:

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- MOMENTS LATER

Kamal glides into Harlow's car.

Harlow stabs him with his eyes but Kamal is eying Harlow's shorts. 

KAMAL

Dude, put that thing away!  What in God's name are you wearing?  

HARLOW

I'll do the querying.  Tell me where Samir is and why you smell like a bloody ferry?

KAMAL

Samir's out getting money, why?

HARLOW

While you're bonking that slag?

KAMAL

I had to get her ATM card!  She's got $1000 in there and by the way, she's my girlfriend again.

HARLOW

Oh bloody hell!

KAMAL

Well, what good have you done?  Probably nothing since you are here flipping your lid looking for me and Samir.  What's the matter, find an endangered plant you need help with?

Harlow does not answer because he is locked in his rear view mirror.  

St. Jean's SUV coming around the corner towards him.

HARLOW

Buckle up.

Before Kamal can even react, Harlow floors it.  

This starts the

CHASE SEQUENCE:

Harlow has about a 100-yard lead as he hits the gas.

Kamal is screaming at the top of his lungs.

Harlow weaves through some roads taking random turns.

After his first couple of turns, St. Jean is still with him in the rear view mirror.

Finally after five or six turns and on a straightaway now, Harlow peers in his mirror and sees no one and smiles.

He looks again in the mirror to find a police car with its lights on, accelerating towards him.

HARLOW

Oh, Bugger!

Harlow slows his car down to a stop and the police car comes to rest about 20 yards behind him.

Kamal is pretty much stuffed under the dashboard and has to peel himself out.

INT. OFFICER'S CAR. --  LATE AFTERNOON

A short rookie OFFICER, 30, and CAMERAMAN, 45, are in the car.  There is a "POLICE!  Rookie Week" sticker on the side of the camera.

OFFICER

Want to join me on my first traffic stop?

CAMERAMAN

Hey it's my first traffic stop too.

They step out of the car. 

CUT TO:

INT. GUS'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- LATE AFTERNOON

Samir is off to the side, sitting on the floor with Jose in his face while Gus, Bruce, Dimitri, Antonio, and Juan are finalizing their deal.

MIGUEL

You little fucking puto

(Waves finger in Samir's face.)

You think it's funny to disrespect me and my boys for no fucking reason?  You punks thought you were big and bad with your truck, driving away like that.

Samir sits uneasy with his hand covering his erection.

SAMIR

You know, I told my friend to shut his mouth and I really feel that your issue is with him and not with me.  If I wasn't in a jam myself, I'd invite you over to beat his ass.

MIGUEL

Well you were the one pressing the horn.  You think that is gonna go unpunished?

SAMIR

Unpunished?  I beeped because you were crossing the street when our light was green.  As for the comments made by my passenger, I can,

MIGUEL

Ese, you're in no position to to make points, comprende?  But if you insist 

(pulls his knife out of his back pocket and brings it close to Samir's face)

I'll be happy to make some.

SAMIR

(Closes his eyes)

Ok you're right.  I should have never pressed the horn.  I agree, I agree.

Miguel laughs but then sees Samir's erection.

MIGUEL

What the hell is that?

Just then Ed enters in a hurry holding a bag of "weed".

ED

Gus!  Gus!

(pauses)

The trees are bogus!

GUS takes out his gun immediately and points it towards Jose.

GUS

What the fuck is he talking about Chavez?

JOSE

Gus, I can explain.  My wife's cousin is sick and she needed money for the operation.  So we took the cash and bet it on a horse race but my uncle's horse lost but we can get the money back.  We just need some time.

Samir is totally stunned.

GUS fires his gun.   

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. APARTMENT. -- DUSK

A very lavish car pulls up next to the apartment and stops.

Out struts BIG LOU, 60, who fixes his classy suit and stares at the apartment.

BIG LOU

Look at this shithole.

He saunters to the apartment's front steps.

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM -- DUSK

Jack is just waking up.

He looks outside then hesitantly turns around to see the clock: 7:30 PM.

As the doorbell RINGS, Jack pops out of his seat.  

Outside of the front door is the silhouette of Big Lou.

JACK

(to himself)

Oh sweet Jesus.

Jack shoves his bong, weed, lighter, weed paraphernalia, etc., under the couch.

JACK

One second! 

He SPRAYS a ton of air freshener around the room as he trips on the Nintendo, broken tables, couches, etc.

He lights four candles and then runs to open the front door.

Big Lou progresses into the living room calm and completely in control.

BIG LOU

You trying to hide the smell of a dead body or something?

Big Lou starts laughing and SHUTS the front door.  Jack laughs reluctantly.

BIG LOU

I'm Lou.  I'll make myself at home.

Big Lou throws his jacket on the couch.  He cackles at the presentation of the apartment.

BIG LOU

You know?  You kids better have this place fucking cleaned and fixed up by the time you leave here or there will be problems.

JACK

Oh, yes sir.  We will, sir.  We have some time.  This coffee table was mine though, sir.

Big Lou approaches Jack, and puts his hand on Jack's shoulder.

BIG LOU

Relax relax relax.  I believe you.  Now sit down.  You are making me nervous with that look on your face.

Big Lou pats Jack on his cheeks and the two of them sit down on opposite couches.

BIG LOU

You watching this?

JACK

Uhhh -- no.

Jack fumbles with the remote and eventually shuts QVC off.

BIG LOU

Thank you.

Big Lou points at Jack's packed bags.

BIG LOU

You going somewhere?

JACK

Well as soon as this is taken care of I have to run home...to my family...mom and dad...and little brother...and dog...and goldfish.

BIG LOU

So where are the rest of your boys?

JACK

They should be back any minute now.

BIG LOU

I'm in kind of a hurry.  Are these boys reliable?

JACK

Yeah, absolutely.  You know they aren't from this country so sometimes they don't understand that 8PM really means 7:30 that's all.  Immigrants!  

BIG LOU

Well, we'll wait until eight then. 

JACK

That's a great idea, sir.

Big Lou surveys the room.

BIG LOU

Ohhh.  You kids.  All this marijuana.  I remember those times.  Nickel and dime bags left and right.  I used to smoke in college but that stuff made me so stupid!  But those days were fun.  Girls so high that you could sleep with any of them.  It's good to be an American ain't it son?

JACK

Actually I'm Canadian sir.

BIG LOU

Canada's not a state yet?

JACK

No, not yet.  Hopefully soon though sir.  We're trying to beat Puerto Rico.

BIG LOU

I'm guessing that you smoke the reefer, son?

JACK

Only because my friends force me.

BIG LOU

I stopped smoking years ago because I couldn't get high anymore.

JACK

(beat)

I bet I could show you something that would get you high.

BIG LOU

Is that right?

Jack slowly reaches under the couch and pulls out his enormous bag of weed.

BIG LOU

Whoa!

Big Lou sits next to Jack to examine it and Jack pulls out the pre-packed bong, lighter, etc.

BIG LOU

Tell you what.  I like you kid because you are honest with me.  I'll just take a couple of hits before your friends come.  I doubt this will even do anything to me though.

Jack hands Big Lou the bong and lighter.

JACK

See for yourself.

Big Lou takes a huge bong rip.

CUT TO:

EXT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

Cop lights are shining off houses in the neighborhood.

The officer talks to Harlow and Kamal while the cameraman tapes diligently.

HARLOW

You have to understand that we had to leg it because there is a blinkered septic full of beans, chasing us!

OFFICER

Sir, I have no clue what you are talking about.  Septic tank full of beans?

HARLOW

No!  I told you!  This man thinks I knocked off something of his, other than all the chicks he has been attempting to shag, and he is really cheesed off.

OFFICER

Why don't you just stop and talk through it?

HARLOW

Bobby, you cannot haggle or barter with a cave man.

CAMERAMAN

Hey Ricky, say something to the camera.

OFFICER

Well as you can see, we're making a routine traffic stop.  Our little British friend here was travelling a bit too fast.

CAMERAMAN

Pull your gun out and point it at them!

OFFICER

I can't do that!  We're on TV.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

HARLOW

(to Kamal)

You fancy we're getting punked?

EXT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

St. Jean's SUV pulls up and parks behind the cop car.

HARLOW

Here he is guv'nor.  So cheers mate, it would be bees knees for the lot of us if we go, alright?

After the cop is done playing to the camera,  

OFFICER

You're not going anywhere! 

Harlow grips the steering wheel tightly as he looks at the open road in front of him.

CAMERAMAN

Oh this is good. 

St. Jean gets out of his car and walks over intently towards the Officer.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

KAMAL

Harlow, what the hell have you gotten us into?  You were supposed to get some money, not fuck with the police!  I don't know what kind of laws you have in England but we in this country have rules against robbery and police evasion.

HARLOW

Oh, save it!

EXT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

ST. JEAN

Officer.  Thank you.  This guy stole my money and personal belongings and I'm going to whoop his ass if you don't mind.

CAMERAMAN

Woohoo! 

St. Jean tries to move by the Officer as they have met at the police car but the Officer stands in his way, nervous.

The Cameraman doesn't know what to film.  He is constantly trying to get a new angle on the whole scene. 

OFFICER

Whoa whoa whoa buddy.  Relax.  We are going to settle this like human beings.

ST. JEAN

Sir please!  This doesn't concern you.  This little pansy ass faggot and I will settle this on our own.

St. Jean looks over the Officer and points at Harlow who he can see in the side mirror.

ST. JEAN

You're mine motherfucker!

HARLOW

You see what I mean?  Take a gander.  He is completely off his trolly.  I'm gonna stop pissing around and split.  Mail me my...

OFFICER

You are not going anywhere!  Just sit tight for a minute!

Harlow again grips the wheel tightly.  Kamal is silent but is staring at Harlow who does not even acknowledge him.

ST. JEAN

Why don't you step out of that car Harlow?

OFFICER

(to Cameraman)

Should I call in some back up?

CAMERAMAN

How the fuck should I know?

The Officer has his hands on St. Jean, pushing him back.

OFFICER

Relax. Relax, son.

ST. JEAN

Get your hands off me.  Do you know who I am?  I'll have my dad get you removed tomorrow, buddy.  Harlow, get out of the car.

OFFICER

Back up son!

St. Jean hasn't taken his eyes off Harlow.

ST. JEAN

(to Harlow)

Oh you are fucking dead you piece of shit!  Look at me!

OFFICER

Look I don't want to have to arrest you so I suggest for the last time, back up to your car please.

ST. JEAN

Arrest me?  Arrest me?!  Are you insane?  That guy right there stole money and jewelry from me, and you are going to arrest me?  That is some shit.  I'd like to see you try to arrest me you, you little bitch!

As St. Jean continues to violently berate Harlow,

OFFICER

(to Cameraman)

What the hell should I do?

CAMERAMAN

I don't give a shit what you do but this is great!

The Officer freaks, whips his gun out and fires a shot in the air.

The cameraman throws his camera and hits the deck screaming,

CAMERAMAN

Shots fired!  Shots fired! 

Harlow flinches but slams on the gas at the same time as Kamal releases a high pitched screech.

The Officer turns frozen to see Harlow peeling away then spins back to meet St. Jean's fist which knocks him out cold.  

St. Jean dumps him in the cop car, rips his radio out and shuts the door.

St. Jean runs back to his Range Rover, gets in and begins to chase Harlow again.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

KAMAL

If you get me killed, I will kill you!!  You hear me Harlow?  I will

HARLOW

(interrupting)

Belt your bleeding mouth Kamal!!  You are really starting to piss me off!

KAMAL

Good, I'm glad!  Cause you have fucking lost it!

HARLOW

I was out trying to save our arses while you were out bonking that whore!

KAMAL

Don't call her that, she is my girlfriend!

Kamal punches Harlow in the arm.  Harlow punches Kamal back and they scuffle.  Suddenly, Kamal sees something in front of the car and let's out his high-pitched squeal again.

Harlow looks up and slams on his brakes.

HARLOW

Oh fuck!

A THUD on the hood can be heard.

CUT TO:

INT. GUS'S APARTMENT. BEDROOM. -- DUSK

The window is open.

There is yelling going on through the house and there are bullet holes sporadically placed in the room.

Samir is laying on the floor with some blood on him.  He is terrified but still sporting an enormous erection.

Gus is in the same room, reloading his gun, covered in blood himself, some of it being his own.

GUS

Andre, you ok?  Andre?

(beat)

Bruce?

No Answer.

GUS

Those motherfuckers.  Couldn't get their weed because they bet on their uncle's horse race!?!?  I'm fucked!

Gus continues to reload his gun, breathing heavy as he contemplates his next move.

His eyes then come to rest on Samir practically shaking.

GUS

God damn gay sex freak.

Gus becomes even more maddened as he looks at Samir and begins to walk over to him.

GUS

You know what?  I can't let you live.  You have seen my face, you have seen all of this. 

Enraged with spit coming out of his mouth, Gus points his gun at Samir.

SAMIR

Whoa, whoa, whoa!  Hold on!  Hold on!  I can help.  I can help.

Samir takes the $400 out of his pocket and hands it to Gus.

SAMIR

Here take this and at least let me talk.  Just hear what I have to say.

GUS

Go on. 

SAMIR

You said you needed this weed tonight for your boss, or you were in trouble.  That is pretty much your predicament, right?

GUS

That's right.

SAMIR

Well if you can believe this, a friend of mine has the weed I think that those guys were supposed to get and sell to you.  

Gus lowers his gun slowly.

CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DUSK

Jack and Big Lou are laughing in a smoke filled room.

CUT TO:

INT. GUS'S APARTMENT. BEDROOM. SAME AS BEFORE. -- DUSK

GUS

Where is this friend of ours?

SAMIR

1000 Bleeker Ave.

GUS

He’s got all of it?

SAMIR

Yeah, he'll have it.

GUS

What does he look like?

SAMIR

He'd be the jolly big fat guy.  

Gus pauses a minute and points his gun back at Samir.

GUS

Thanks Nancy.

Just as Gus is about to shoot Samir, Dimitri steps in.

DIMITRI

Don't do it Gus.

Gus turns around quickly but Dimitri fires first and hits Gus in the shoulder, forcing him to the ground.

DIMITRI

Run Samir! 

Dimitri bolts down the hallway out of the front door.

Samir looks around, trys to run out the door but Gus grabs his leg.  He shakes him off and crawls out of the window with as much quickness as he can possibly muster and

EXT. GUS'S APARTMENT. -- CONTINUOUS

Hits the ground hard.

He gets up and sprints away from the house while his oversized work boots and burly erection are slowing him down.

He runs across the street and as he does, he meets Harlow's car in the middle of the road with a THUD.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- CONTINUOUS

HARLOW

Oh fuck.

All three look at each other in disbelief for a second. 

KAMAL

Harlow, if he's hurt I'll kill you.

Kamal gets out of the car.

EXT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- CONTINUOUS

Kamal grabs Samir off the hood.  Samir is in serious pain.

KAMAL

Are you ok, man?  

(beat)

Why do you have a boner!?

SAMIR

Never mind that.  We gotta get out of here.

KAMAL

No shit!  The cops and St. Jean are on our ass because of warchild over here!

SAMIR

What?!?

Samir is entering the back seat with the help of Kamal.

HARLOW

Who's fucking blood is that?!?  What the fuck are you wearing?!?

KAMAL

(to Harlow)

What the fuck are you wearing! 

HARLOW

I told you to shut the fuck up!  Samir, what in the bloody hell is going on?!?!

Gunshots can be heard from the house.

SAMIR

Just go go go!!  Punch it!

Harlow hits the gas and speeds down the road.

CUT TO:

INT. JEN AND LISA'S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DUSK

JEN

He what?!

LISA

Kamal told me this afternoon.  He didn’t know who she was though.

Jen ponders in extreme anger.

JEN

Let's go.

Jen grabs her keys and walks towards the front door.

LISA

Jen!

INT. BOYS APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DUSK

Jack and Big Lou are high as can be.

JACK

You know what I like man?

(pauses)

I love certain scents.

BIG LOU

Like what?

JACK

Like, like, for instance, I think one of the best smells is a fresh new container of tennis balls.  I mean right when you open it up.  It's amazing.  They should bottle that in an aerosol spray.  If I sprayed that after coming out of the bathroom, you would think I had "set point" instead of the runs.

Big Lou and Jack crack up.

CUT TO:

EXT. 7-11. -- DUSK

Harlow's car and the attendant's car are the only ones in the lot.  Kamal is at the ATM on the outside of the store. Harlow is walking into the store.

KAMAL

Where are you going?

HARLOW

Have you had a butchers at Samir's ankle?  He needs ice.

KAMAL

You should put some pants on before you go in there. 

Kamal continues to punch away at the ATM.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

Samir is lying in the back in extreme pain.

EXT. 7-11. -- CONTINUOUS

Harlow walks out of the 7-11 with a bag of ice in his hand.

HARLOW

Kamal, let's go.

KAMAL

One sec.

Harlow walks towards the car, shaking his head.  He reaches the car and opens the passenger door.

HARLOW

Here you are, chap.  You got quite a stonker in your pants Samir.  Jolly well that your naughty bits are still working, hm?

Antonio and Miguel are approaching the 7-11.  They have guns that are not concealed too well.

Somehow they don't see Kamal who is punching the ATM machine.

Samir sits up and grabs the bag of ice and his eyes wander then lock in on Antonio and Miguel, now in the 7-11.

SAMIR

There's no way.

HARLOW

I'm just a little gobsmacked at the timing of the bugger, that's it.  It's just a stiffy.  Be chuffed you can get one so easily.  Sometimes it takes me a fortnight to get a good hard one.

SAMIR

No Harlow, those are the guys from the house I was at!

Harlow quickly turns around.

HARLOW

Kamal.

KAMAL

Hold on.

HARLOW

Kamal get it sorted and get over here, now!

Miguel pulls a gun on the cashier inside the 7-11.

HARLOW

Kamal leave it be!

Samir sticks his head out of the window.

SAMIR

Kamal, get in the car right now.

KAMAL

One second!  I can't remember Lisa's birthday!

SAMIR

Kamal, the guys in the 7-11 would like to kill us!

SHOTS ring out inside the 7-11

Harlow runs over to the driver's side door.

Kamal sprints back towards the car and dives in the passenger door as Harlow peels out.

Antonio and Miguel run out of the 7-11 with a bag of money.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- MOMENTS LATER

Harlow looks at Kamal as much as he can without completely taking his eyes off the road.

KAMAL

Cool out man.

HARLOW

Cool out?  Samir and I almost get executed while you're stonking Lisa to get money from her but you can't remember her birthday and you want me to cool out?

SAMIR

What were you doing to her?

KAMAL

(beat)

We worked things out.

SAMIR

How'd that happen?

KAMAL

Don't worry about it.

SAMIR

I am going to worry about it.  I want to know how Johnny Delicate did the impossible.

KAMAL

Why are you so concerned with my business, Samir?

SAMIR

Because I want to know if you mixed my business with your business?

Kamal doesn't respond. 

SAMIR

Oh no no no!  Don't even tell me you said something about last night!

KAMAL

Look, desperate times led to desperate measures.  I had to say something to get Lisa on my side.

SAMIR

Oh, you

KAMAL

(interrupting)

Spare me Samir, ok.  First of all you tell me to get the money in any manner and

SAMIR

(interrupting)

You didn't even get the money!!

KAMAL

Let me finish.  

(beat)

You want me to get the money in any manner and then I'm supposed to feel bad because you were hooking up with some chick last night after conning Jen into getting back together with you?

SAMIR

You told Lisa I was hooking up with some chick?!

KAMAL

Don't even put this on me.

SAMIR

That girl from last night is Jen's cousin!!  I was simply kissing ass.  She is getting me a job but only if Jen and I are together because she'll "do anything for Jenny's man"!!  Holy shit!!  I can't believe you!

KAMAL

Well you should have told me that.  I'm sorry man but it was the only way for me to get the ATM card.

SAMIR

(beat)

And you don't even know the fucking pin?!?!

After a small pause, Samir attacks Kamal as best as he can from his lying position in the back seat.

Kamal tries to fend him off.

HARLOW

Hey.  Hey.  Hey.  I feel like a gooseberry around you lovebirds.  Look at you two.  We are currently in the midst of quite the biggest crisis in our entire lives and yet, you tossers are more concerned with the ladies.  Stunning.

SAMIR

You just don't understand Harlow, I told him to

HARLOW

(interrupting)

Well I don't reckon you are understanding me.  We have $500 between us, thanks to me.  I have just skivied a bobby who fancied giving me a speeding ticket.  I was speeding because I just nicked St. Jean of his worthwhile possessions.  And the only reason I was able to flee this officer is because St. Jean was threatening his life.  And all this seems bugger-all compared to almost making a pavement pizza out of you after you had just fled a war zone with a giant stiffy in your pants.  Then you tell us about this wee drug ring that Jack may be a part of only to have a fluke meeting with part of that ring shooting up the 7-11.  I'd say that the situation is a bit wonky at the moment. With our luck, if we fell in a bucket of tits right now, we'd probably come out sucking our thumbs.  Don't mistake me Samir, I want to toss Kamal down a ravine myself but have a gander at the situation.  We need to hide out right now.

Samir sits up from his lying down position.

SAMIR

Wait a minute.  Harlow we have to turn around and get home!  We can't get a hold of Jack and it's past 8PM.  Big Lou is either there or very close to getting there.  God knows if Gus is even alive and you said yourself that St. Jean doesn't know where we live.

HARLOW

No.  I said he didn't know precisely where the flat was.  He knows the general region.  All I am saying is that the bum chum and the police will be near by when we get home; brassed off and gutted by that point as well.  Look, I am quite sure Jack has the situation all under control.

SAMIR

That's funny because I am not sure of anything right now!  I don't know who my family is.  I don't know who my friends are.  I can't even figure out why I have had a pulsating boner for the past hour when I've only been surrounded by men!  Things are not tickety-boo right now! 

Harlow stops the car and he and Kamal turn to stare at Samir.

EXT. ROAD. -- DUSK

Harlow does a 180-degree turn in the road.

HARLOW

Alright, there's no sense in really taking a butchers on the day's happenings right now.  But if shite goes arse over elbow at home, you chaps need to bloody help me out.  I reckon I can handle St. Jean but you blokes might need to jump the bobby.

INT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- CONTINUOUS

As calm as possible, 

SAMIR

Harlow, you just smashed me with your car and now you want Kamal and I to assault a police officer in front of our own house?

HARLOW

Well, if it needs be done, yeah.

SAMIR

Should I throw a battery at him?

Harlow gathers himself.

KAMAL

Don't take it out on him Samir, this is all our faults. 

SAMIR

(to Harlow)

Ok, you have a volunteer.  Johnny Noble will help you.  Or wait, he'll probably just backstab you too.

KAMAL

Backstab?  Hey fuck you man.  I never backstabbed you.  And if you're going to say something about me say it to my face.  Stop treating me like an outcast?  

SAMIR

Well you were adopted.

KAMAL

That's not my fault and I can't change that.  Does it burn you that much that you're mom and dad are my parents too?  You've had a chip on your shoulder your whole life because you had a mustache when you were nine and you think myself and everyone else owes you something because we don't know your struggle.  What you are too arrogant to understand is the struggle of being butt white having to explain to people why I call myself an Arab.

SAMIR

No one's going to mistake me for shit.  You can escape ridicule at any moment by simply calling yourself anything non-Arab while I took the heat.

KAMAL

No I can't.

SAMIR

Oh don't tell me you can't because you know you can.

KAMAL

Well I won't!

SAMIR

How do I know that? 

KAMAL

Because I'm your fucking brother!  You've been mine my whole life and I've been dying to be yours for just one second!

Silence fills the car.

CUT TO:

INT. BOYS APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DUSK.

Jack and Big Lou are extremely high.  They both have their heads back with their eyes closed.

QVC is on the TV.

BIG LOU

It feels like someone is stirring my brain with an eggbeater.

(beat)

Ok Ok Ok.

(excitedly)

Think about your left big toe.  You feel it tingling?

JACK

Yeah!

They both start dying of laughter.

JACK

Man, that is really cool.

(beat)

Think about your penis.

BIG LOU

Wow!  That is amazing!

CUT TO:

INT. OFFICER'S CAR. -- DUSK

The Officer and his cameraman are out driving the roads, clearly shaken up.

CUT TO:

INT. ST. JEAN'S RANGE ROVER. -- DUSK

St. Jean is driving slowly through the neighborhood.

ST. JEAN

Where are you, you piece of shit?  

EXT. ST. JEAN'S RANGE ROVER. -- DUSK

St. Jean drives right by the house where the boys live, passing Big Lou's car, and then the sign for BLEEKER AVE.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREET. -- DUSK

"1000 Bleeker Ave." on a piece of paper that Gus is holding.

Gus is wearing a jacket and looks like hell.

CUT TO:

EXT. HARLOW'S CAR. -- DUSK

Harlow's car pulls up to a stop next to the apartment.  

The guys get out of the car, Samir is hopping on one foot, in extreme pain.  Not knowing what to say, the solution is presented to him.

SAMIR

That must be Big Lou's car?  

Kamal and Harlow stop in their tracks.

A few seconds later, Jen and Lisa arrive in a screeching halt in Jen's Dodge Neon.

SAMIR

Why wouldn't this happen right now?

The girls get out of the car.  Jen accelerates to Samir.

SAMIR

Hey honey.  How you doing?

JEN

You lying bastard!!

Jen punches Samir in the face and he stumbles to the ground.

KAMAL

Whoa.  Whoa.  Whoa.

Kamal steps in and defends Samir as Samir's erection is exposed once again.

JEN

(to Kamal)

Get out of my way asshole!

LISA

He's not an asshole.

JEN

Oh wake up Lisa!

HARLOW

(to himself)

And the Yanks call us hooligans?

KAMAL

Jen, whatever you heard about Samir last night wasn't true.  That was my fault.

Samir slowly reassembles himself to a standing position with no one's help.

SAMIR

Kamal, leave it be.  You don't have to lie for me anymore. 

LISA

(to Kamal)

Honey, did you get the money?

Kamal stands frozen, unable to answer.

SAMIR

(beat)

Yeah, he got it.  But we still fell short so if you would excuse us, we have to go inside and get shot.

Samir turns and hobbles towards the steps, passing Jen on the way and giving her a nod as if nothing was wrong.

SAMIR

Jen.

JEN

Fuck you Samir.  I've been banging Ryan Peters anyway!

Samir shakes his head and keeps hobbling up the steps.

KAMAL

Jen, you got some nerve.

JEN

Shut the fuck up Kamal.  No one wants to hear you talk.  I'll do whatever and say whatever I want to Samir and you're not going to do a thing about it because you're nothing but a little pussy.

Samir stops in his tracks and turns to face Jen.

SAMIR

Jen, say what you want about me, call me whatever names you can think of, punch me in the face, and bang that walking STD Ryan Peters all you want.  But if you talk to my brother like that ever again, I'll fucking kill you.  

(beat)

No metaphors or anything.  I'll fucking kill you.

Samir shoots Jen a smug grin and then all of a sudden,

EXT. APARTMENT. NEW ANGLE. -- DUSK.

Big Lou kicks open the front door and steps outside, completely stoned.  He has a check in one hand and a paper bag in the other hand.

BIG LOU

Hey!!  You guys missed the party!

Big Lou stumbles down the steps past Samir.

Harlow has yet to move away from the driver's side door.

BIG LOU

You know, that friend of yours in there?  We're gonna write a science book together.  

(beat)

Did you know that it's impossible to lick your own elbow?

Big Lou pats Kamal on the shoulder as he walks by.

BIG LOU

You kids take care now.  

(beat)

Oooo!  Hello ladies.

Big Lou walks pass Harlow on his way to his car and tries to give him a friendly air punching combo to his stomach.

HARLOW

Easy ​ol' chap. 

BIG LOU

Oh.

(in his best English accent)

Top of the morning to you ma'ate.

Big Lou clicks his heels together as if he was in the military and gives Harlow a British salute before turning and continuing to his car. 

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT. DOWN THE STREET A LITTLE. -- DUSK

Gus is approaching 1000 Bleeker Ave.

Big Lou reaches his car that is about 20 yards from the boys on the front steps.

Harlow is still leaning on his car from the driver's side while everyone else is on the sidewalk.

Big Lou throws the package in his back seat and struggles to take off his coat jacket, laughing hysterically in the process.

HARLOW

Well blow me down.

Gus is getting closer to Big Lou now.

Samir sees Gus and ducks down.

GUS

(to himself)

Jolly big fat guy.

Gus reaches Big Lou, takes his gun out discreetly, grabs Big Lou and turns him around.

GUS

I heard you have something I want.

Gus freezes in his tracks.

GUS

Lou?

An ACCELERATING vehicle can be heard followed by SCREECHING tires and the sound of an ACCIDENT as Gus flinches but Big Lou doesn't.

FADE OUT:

INT. APARTMENT.  LIVING ROOM. -- TEN MINUTES EARLIER

Jack opens his eyes and puts his head upright and focuses on the TV as Big Lou is mesmerized by anything at all.

There is an open bottle of whiskey on the table. 

JACK

You know, when I watch QVC, I can't help but feel like a fish you know?

BIG LOU

No.

They both laugh again.

JACK

Well it's like always the same background on QVC. ​Just like a fish in a bowl you know?  And then these things that they are selling you; it's like, it's like food, man.  And sometimes you're hungry for the food so you stop and watch and sometimes man, you are just not hungry so you keep flipping.  But they know, they know, that you will be hungry for some food again.  That's how they stay in business.  No matter how tired of them you are, you're just like a fish in a bowl: sometimes you just gotta eat.

Big Lou opens his eyes and looks directly at Jack.

BIG LOU

That is fucking amazing.  You should write a science book or something.    Have you told anyone else about this discovery?

JACK

No Lou.  But I got a whole lot of food up here.

(points to his head)

It's just that the world isn't always hungry, you follow?

BIG LOU

Wow.  You're giving me the chills.  Say kid, you shouldn't be smoking all this ganja.  That shit will affect your powers.

JACK

Well if four Puerto Ricans hadn't stood me up, I would have sold this stash a week ago.

BIG LOU

Tell you what, I'll take this ridiculous pile of herb in front of me in place of the rent money if you agree to write a science book with me.

JACK

(serious and composed as possible)

Ok, I have an idea.  How about you give me a check of $2000 for the weed and I will give you a check of $2000 for the rent.  Otherwise, you may wake up in the morning, forget what happened, be happy that there is a quarter pound of weed next to you but still come back here and shoot our asses.

(Chuckles)

BIG LOU

Why would I shoot you?

JACK

No reason!

Big Lou lays his head back on the couch and closes his eyes.

BIG LOU

Ok, go get your checkbook.  I got to get out of here and meet my friend Gus, before I pass out.  He's supposed to have some stuff for me too.

CUT TO:

INT. ST. JEAN'S RANGE ROVER. -- DUSK

St. Jean turns the corner and then sees what he is looking for and steps hard on the gas.

ST. JEAN

There you are you little shit.

CUT TO:

INT. OFFICER'S CAR. -- DUSK.

The cameraman is filming the Officer. 

CAMERAMAN

Man that guy laid you out like a fucking rug.

OFFICER

Are you allowed to talk to me like that while recording?

CAMERAMAN

Hey man, you got your ass sacked.  I'm going to say whatever I want.

OFFICER

This is absurd. 

Just then the cop sees Harlow and the rest of the boys standing outside of their house.

CAMERAMAN

That's the guy. 

The Officer accelerates towards everyone.

ACCIDENT SEQUENCE:

St. Jean and the Officer reach the intersection simultaneously.

Harlow has no time to react.  His eyes are fixated on Big Lou and Gus.

Just as St. Jean is coming through the intersection to smash Harlow, the Officer's car gets in his way and St. Jean tries to swerve to the right and miss the cop car.

St. Jean ends up hitting the back end of the cop car and his SUV goes airborne as the cop car spins around and hits Harlow's car in the back.

Harlow jumps to safety as the others dive on the ground.

Big Lou hasn't even turned to look at the SUV but Gus looks up to see it crash down on top of them.

END ACCIDENT SEQUENCE. 

SAMIR

There's no way that just happened.

Jack runs out of the house, high and drunk out of his mind only to see the aftermath of the carnage.

The check that was in Big Lou's hand comes falling out of the air in front of Samir's feet and he picks it up.

Everyone looks at the other in disbelief.  

Samir sits down and passes out.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT. BOYS APARTMENT. ESTABLISHING SHOT. -- NEXT DAY

Beautiful sunny day.

INT. BOYS APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. -- DAY.

Clock reads noon. 

Jack and Kamal are playing Dr. Mario on Nintendo.

Samir and Harlow walk up to the house.  Samir is on crutches.

JACK

Well I’m not getting near weed ever again I can assure you that.  I don't even care how much its touch relaxes me.

Kamal sees Harlow and Samir outside. 

KAMAL

They're here.

Jack and Kamal get up and go out onto

EXT. PORCH. -- CONTINUOUS

KAMAL

Hey Hey!  How's the human road block doing?

SAMIR

Fractured foot.  6 weeks.

KAMAL

That ain't bad.  Are you still gay?

SAMIR

Well a female nurse actually aroused me this morning so that's a start.

Samir and Harlow make their way up to the porch and Samir plops down on the couch.

SAMIR

So Jack, Harlow tells me that you saved the day?

JACK

If you're referring to narcolepsy, then yes.  

All four guys chuckle.

KAMAL

Harlow, you check in on the cop?

HARLOW

Yeah he's bees knees.  He told me to just keep the stuff I nabbed from St. Jean for collateral.  However, I gave him all the cash and jewels and wished him best of British.  As for St. Jean, he will be locked up for giving the bobby a knuckle sandwich when he gets out of the hospital.  Apparently he's always been shirty with the police and they hated him and his bloody father.

KAMAL

That guy Gus is dead?

Samir nods. 

SAMIR

And Big Lou has a lot more to worry about than this house when he gets out of the hospital.  The cops are stationed outside his door.

KAMAL

Wow.

HARLOW

(beat)

Samir I was thinking, I have a bit of a plan.

SAMIR

Why does the word "plan" make my head start to hurt?

HARLOW

This plan is tidy.  I think you'll fancy it.

SAMIR

I'm gonna go ahead and say, no.

HARLOW

Even though punching St. Jean saved my scholarship, I fancy the idea of keeping the check.  We can splash out on something dear.

Samir shakes his head, while Jack is about to have a nervous breakdown.   

SAMIR

Relax Jack, I'll handle this.  

(beat)

Harlow, whether you like it or not, that money is Jack's and he can do whatever he wants to do with it.  

HARLOW

He was going to bolt!

SAMIR

But he didn't.  And the last time we had a plan, we all almost died or had a gun to our head!  Including you Harlow!  I think we've all done enough living for the past 24 hours don't you think?  The only thing I'm going to be doing right now is looking for a new job.

(beat)

That is unless Jack wants to see if Chavez can redeem himself this week starting from post four?

After a slight pause Samir smiles at Jack which loosens everyone up. 

PAN OUT away from the apartment.

Kamal walks to the other end of the couch. 

KAMAL

Samir, before we continue this conversation, Dimitri dropped this off ten minutes ago.  

JACK

There is no conversation that needs to be continued, Kamal.  

Kamal grabs a steering wheel from behind the couch.

SAMIR

Holy Shit!

KAMAL

He said that he was going away for a while and told me to tell you to just be normal.  Let me guess.  He thinks you're a fag too?

Samir laughs. 

SAMIR

Yeah my brother, something like that.

KAMAL

You can tell us over breakfast.  I'm starving.  

They begin to move inside.  

FADE OUT
