The Crash





EXT- HOUSE WITH PARTY-NIGHT





A WILD party is going on inside. TIM and BELINDA walk out, 





followed by a stumbling ARNOLD.





ARNOLD: Why are you going now?





TIM: Sorry Arny, have to home for the wedding.





ARNOLD: At lest take a drink!





TIM: No. No drink, I have to drive. See. 'Shows keys'





ARNOLD: You want a drink? 'Belinda'





BELINDA: I may have to take over.





ARNOLD: What I am thinking, why did you come in the first place?





TIM: I didn't want to be rude.





ARNOLD: Really?





TIM: Bye Arnold. 'Walk off with Belinda'





ARNOLD: Please. Don't go. 





BELINDA: See you at school next week.





ARNOLD: You don't have a wedding, you can stay. I want you bad baby.





TIM: Go away.





ARNOLD: Your are not my friend anymore! I mean it!





JENNY pops her head out the door.





JENNY: Arnold, what are you doing?





ARNOLD: Nothing, just seeing Tim off. See you Tim, bye Belinda.





TIM and BELINDA Ride off in the car.





JENNY: What did you say to Belinda?





ARNOLD: No no, I was talking to TIM! Sometimes you just don't get it.





JENNY: Doesn't this lock the door?





ARNOLD: No!





JENNY locks the door.





ARNOLD: Hey, bitch. Let me in. Open the damn door. God, Jesus.





INT-CAR ON HIGHWAY-NIGHT.





TIM and BELINDA riding along the road.





TIM: Can you get the flask out of the glove? 'Belinda'





BELINDA: The green one?





TIM: Yeah, could you pour it out for me too, that would be nice. Thanks.





TIM takes a drink.





TIM: I can feel the life in me already. Thanks.





BELINDA holds the flask. TIM drives along and starts to fall 





asleep. He slaps his face.





TIM: Say awake sleepy head. I must fight it.





BELINDA: Want another drink?





TIM: Yes.





TIM takes another drink. He then turns on the radio to a rock 





station and starts to head bang. H stops and holds his head.





TIM: No that doesn't work, it hurts my head.





BELINDA changes to another statuion with pop.





BELINDA: Do you mind?





TIM: No, I like this song.





TIM starts to sing along.





BELINDA: Please don't. Sorry but, your no good.





TIM: I know, sorry.





TIM just listen's and drifts off some more.





BELINDA: Tim!





TIM: What? Oh, almost did it again.





BELINDA: You sure you don't want to switch over?





TIM: No, I can do it. Just wait.





TIM starts to bump his head on the steering wheel, looking up 





at the road in between.





BELINDA: Stop that. What are you doing.





TIM: Seeing if pain will keep me awake, I shall never sleep again.





BELINDA: Please don't do that again, I don't like to see you hurt.





TIM: I know, never again.





TIM Has another drink of the coffee and leaves the flask open 





in BELINDA'S lap. TIM find's himself falling off to sleep 





again has a battle to keep his eyes open. He rubbs his eyes, 





stretches them open and pulls his hair. He losses consentration 





and swerves out of the way from the side of the road. BELINDA 





spills the coffee all over TIM'S lap.


   


TIM: Hurt! Hurt! Pain! Ow! Yow!





BELINDA: Sorry, I didn't mean it.





TIM: Not your fault. My pecans are boiling off.





BELINDA: I'll clean you.





BELINDA gets some tissue from the Glove compartment and starts 





to whip down TIM'S pants. She then as quoted by Broderick "Have 





a cunning plan"





BELINDA: I know what will help you, and keep you awake.





TIM: What?





BELINDA Undoes her seat belt and bends over TIM'S lap. A zip 





is heard then TIM  eyes go wide.





TIM: That's it! That's the one. Yes, yes I think you hit the jackpot. Hell if I go to sleep, I promise to kill myself. Oh...





EXT-SIDE OF HIGHWAY-NIGHT





After a trail of bent reflectors, signposts and scraped highway 





dividers is the wreaked remain of TIM'S car, literatly wraped 





around a pole. 





On the scene is a rescue team, police and ambulence's. Rescue 





team is trying to open the car. Police are guiding traffic.





The CHIEF staring at the traffic Chaos. A SARGENT walks up 





from the Crash.





SARGENT: How you doing Chief?





CHIEF: Better then you I hope. Some one has to make sure you kids don't go into frenzy.





SARGENT: I'm not the type to go into a frenzy.





CHIEF: I don't mean you. How is it going?





SARGENT: We definatley know they are young.





CHIEF: Shit.





SARGENT: And we know they were not drunk. No bottle's, no 


smell. But doesn't prove anything.





CHIEF: Drunk or not, they're dead.





SARGENT: I don't think there is a need to be that hard, Sir.





CHIEF: That's your oppinion.





A call from the car sends the two running over as they pry open 





the squashed car door. The Rescue COMMANDER is helping pull it 





open. He then bends in and has a look around.





CHIEF: What's it look like?





The COMMANDER comes out trying to supress a laugh.





COMMANDER: Sorry...but...just have a look for your self.





CHIEF: You think this is funny?





COMMANDER: Just have a look.





The CHIEF bends in and has a look. He comes out with a grin.





CHIEF: Look at me.





He skrunches up his face to try stop laughing. The COMMANDER 





still has a grin.





CHIEF: No one else look in until I say. On the report, make sure you note they were drunk. And tell the parents they were happy when they died. Take over Sargent.





The CHIEF walks off with a hand to his face. It is hard to tell 





if he is laughing or crying. SARGENT shows a confused look and 





bends over into the car.





					THE END. 











 


