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FADE IN:

EXT. HIGH RISE BUILDING – MORNING

A high rise city building. 

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – MORNING

Eight men in black suits sit around a conference room table in a city office. They are: HARVEY (42), STEVE (38), EDDIE (50), MICHAEL (40), TIM (38), QUIN (34), CHRIS (34) and the big boss LAWRY (60). Quin is telling a long and involved story about the movie “Pulp Fiction” Lawry scrolls through his mobile phone’s address book. 

QUIN

In Pulp Fiction it was Marcellus Wallace’s soul inside the briefcase.

EDDIE

No it wasn’t. The contents of the briefcase were never revealed. It was probably just drugs.

QUIN

Whoa…whoa…time out Greenbay. Tell that bullshit to the tourists.

Lawry scrolls through his mobile phone directory.
LAWRY

Tobies…when did we last eat there? Toby…Toby…think…think…think

QUIN

It’s not about drugs. Granted that’s what “True Romance” is about. No argument about that.

TIM

         Which one is “True Romance?”

CHRIS

You don’t remember “True Romance?” That was with Christian Slater and Patricia Arquette. It wasn’t a big ass box office hit, but it’s one of Tarantino’s best films. Shit, I’m no film buff but, I’ve at least heard of “True Romance”

TIM

Look, asshole, I didn’t say I ain’t heard of it. All I asked was which one was it? Excuse me for not being the world’s biggest Tarantino fan.

EDDIE

I like his early stuff. You know, Reservoir Dogs, Pulp Fiction-but from “Jackie Brown” onwards, I don’t know, I tuned out.

QUIN

Hey, fuck all that, I’m making a point here. You’re gonna make me lose my train of thought.

Lawry continues staring at his mobile phone with a puzzled look on his face.

LAWRY

Oh fuck, last year’s end of year lunch.

HARVEY

What’s that?

LAWRY

I’m trying to remember where we had last year’s end of year lunch. I was thinking of making a booking for today.

QUIN

Where was I?

TIM

You said in “True Romance” they were carrying drugs, but in Pulp Fiction they were carrying around Marcellus Wallace’s soul.

QUIN

Let me tell ya, in Pulp Fiction the first shot of Marcellus Wallace was the back of his head with a band aid stuck to his neck. Then remember the combination of the briefcase was 666. Now in the bible it says whenever the devil takes your soul he takes it from the back of your head.

HARVEY

No shit?

QUIN

Yep, Wallace had sold his soul to the devil and wanted to buy it back. The three kids that Jules and Vincent paid a visit to were the devils helpers, and remember when that kid came out of the bathroom with a hand cannon Jules and Vincent were not harmed because they were saving a soul. It was divine intervention.

LAWRY

(still looking at his phone) 

Chew? Toby Chew? No.

STEVE

I got two problems with that. One: nowhere in the bible does it say that the devil takes your soul from the back of your neck. And two: according to “Tarantino A to Zed: The Films of Quentin Tarantino”, Tarantino has admitted that there is no official explanation behind the briefcases’ contents, and that it was just written into the script as an intriguing McGuffin. So, Eddie was right.

            Eddie smiles and winks at Quin.

LAWRY

Wong?

QUIN

Fuck you, wrong, I’m right! What the fuck do you know about it anyway? You’re still watching Steven fucking Seagal movies.

LAWRY

Not wrong, dumb ass, Wong! You know the Chinese fucking restaurant.

Harvey snatches the phone from Lawry’s hand.

They fight, but they’re not really mad at each other.

HARVEY

Give me this fucking thing.

LAWRY

What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Give me my phone back.

HARVEY

I’m sick of fucking hearing it Lawry. I’ll give it back when we leave.

LAWRY

What do you mean; give it to me when we leave? Give it back now. How the fuck are we gonna leave, if we don’t know where we’re going for lunch?

HARVEY

For the past fifteen minutes now, you’ve just been droning on with names. Toby…Toby…Toby…Toby Wong…Toby Chung…fuckin Jackie Chan. I got Marcellus Wallace’s soul out of my right ear, and Toby I don’t-know what, outta my left. Can you stop thinking about stuffing your face for five fucking minutes?

LAWRY

What do you care?

HARVEY

When you’re annoying as hell, I care a lot and anyway, I’ve already booked us in at the Turkish joint in the mall. We’re all having fuckin shish kabobs.

LAWRY

Give me my phone.

HARVEY

You gonna put it away?

LAWRY

I’m gonna do whatever I wanna do with it.

HARVEY

Well, then, I’m afraid I’m gonna have to keep it.

MICHAEL

Lawry, you want me to fire him for you?

HARVEY

Shit, you fire me in a dream, you better wake up and apologize.
CHRIS

Have you guys been watching the Sopranos?

QUIN

Yeah, it’s fuckin great isn’t it?

CHRIS

That Christopher fucking cracks me up. Did you see the episode when he made his friend from the NA meeting pay his gambling dept to him, by giving him his car, and when the guy said he felt bad about it, Chris told him to call his sponsor?
The guys laugh.      

TIM

I haven’t watched it since the fifth season. I’ll have to get the sixth on DVD.

CHRIS

When I was coming down here I actually realized that Tony’s uncle wasn’t Jewish.

EDDIE

What the fuck are you talking about?

CHRIS

Well, I’ve been watching the show for six fucking years and I couldn’t work how a Jewish guy could be a boss in the mafia. But then it dawned on me that Tony was calling him Uncle Ju, short for Junior, not Uncle Jew.

The guys laugh. A female office worker opens the door and looks in.
OFFICE WORKER

Are you guys nearly finished? Another group has booked the room for twelve.
LAWRY

Yeah, we’re gonna be hitting it.

She nods and closes the door.
LAWRY

I gotta take a piss. While I’m gone I want you guys to work out who’s going to be running the football tipping comp this year. Once you’ve done that I want everyone to chuck in ten bucks for the prize pool.

(to Harvey)

And when I come back, I want my phone.
HARVEY

Sorry it’s my phone now.
LAWRY

Mike, fire this piece of shit, will ya?

Michael shoots Harvey with his finger. Harvey acts shot. Lawry exits.

CHRIS

Okay, everybody cough up some green for the tipping comp.

Everybody whips out ten bucks and throws it on the table. Everybody, that is, except Steve.
CHRIS

C’mon, throw in ten bucks.

STEVE

Uh-uh. I don’t tip.

CHRIS

Whaddaya mean you don’t tip?

STEVE

I don’t believe in it.

HARVEY

I love this kid; he’s a madman, this guy.

MICHAEL

What, you don’t follow football?

STEVE

No, I never really got the football thing.
EDDIE

You don’t have to like football to join in. It’s a bit of fun. It gives the office something to talk about.
STEVE

Don’t give me that. You’ve got nothing to talk about; you should just concentrate on doing your fucking job.

Everybody laughs.

MICHAEL

So you don’t go in tipping comps ever?

STEVE

I don’t go in tipping comps just because society says I should. I’ll tip if I want to, but this tipping automatically just because everybody else is doing it, that shits for the birds.

Look, we just finished making small talk about the movies two minutes ago, that’s not a very long time. Surly we’re comfortable enough with each other to sit in silence rather than engage in another trivial conversation, especially one about football of all things.

MICHAEL

What if we’re too busy to talk about it later on?
STEVE

The words too busy shouldn’t be in our vocabulary.  (to Tim)Hey, pour me another coffee.

CHRIS

Excuse me Steve, but the last thing you need is another coffee.

They all laugh.

STEVE

Do we really need another excuse to talk about football? Don’t guys talk about football enough? Anyway, why should I chuck in ten bucks for something I’m not really interest in?

CHRIS

Ahh, now we’re getting down to it. He’s a cheap bastard.
MICHAEL

Don’t you care that there are some people who are too shy to talk about anything serious? They count on football conversations to break the ice.

Steve rubs two of his fingers together.

STEVE

Do you know what this is? It’s the world’s smallest violin playing just for the socially challenged.
MICHAEL

You don’t have any idea what you’re talking about, you should know as well as anyone that we need something to add a little levity to our day, we bust our ass here, it’s a hard job.

STEVE

So is working at McDonalds, but you don’t see them running football tipping competitions. They’re in a workplace they should have a football tipping competition too, but no, society says we should have tipping competitions in offices, but not fast food outlets. That’s bullshit.

TIM

People in offices work harder than kids in McDonalds.

STEVE

Oh yeah, I don’t see anyone here ever cleaning fryers.
QUIN

Some of our co-workers have nothing else in their life other than their football team. When you reduce their opportunities to talk about football, your taking away opportunities for them to have conversations.

MICHAEL

After the weather football is the most popular safe conversation topic in this country. It’s one topic people can talk about without having to fear that they’re going to say something politically incorrect.
STEVE

Fuck all that.

They all laugh.
STEVE

Hey, I’m sorry nobody can talk about anything real in the workplace these days without it turning into a shit fight. That’s fucked, but that ain’t my fault. You show me a paper that says society shouldn’t be like that, I’ll sign it. Put it to a vote I’ll vote for it. But what I won’t do is play ball. I got four words for people who only want to talk about safe topics, grow some fucking balls, cause if you’re expecting me to help out and talk about things I’m not really interested in, you’re in for a big fuckin surprise.

TIM

He’s convinced me. Give me my ten dollars back.

Everybody laughs. Lawry comes back into the room.

LAWRY

Okay ramblers, let’s get to rambling.(looks at the table) Wait a minute who didn’t throw in?

TIM

Steve.
LAWRY

(to Tim)

Steve?

(to Steve)

Why?

TIM

He don’t tip.

LAWRY

(to Tim)

He don’t tip?

(to Steve)

You don’t tip? Why?

TIM

He don’t believe in it.

LAWRY

(to Tim)

He don’t believe in it?

(to Steve)

You don’t believe in it?

TIM

Nope.

LAWRY

(to Tim)

Shut up!

(to Steve)

Cough up ten bucks, ya cheap bastard, I bought some of that fucking chocolate from your kids chocolate drive last week.

STEVE

Because you bought the chocolate, I’m going to throw in for the tipping comp, but don’t expect me to talk about football around the water cooler every Monday morning.

LAWRY

Whatever. Just throw in your money and let’s move.

(to Michael)

See what I’m dealing with here. Infants. I’m fuckin dealing with infants.

The eight men get up and exit the conference room talking amongst themselves. 
THE END  

 DIE

e the briefcase. Marcellous Wallces soul the movie "e phone, looking for the number of a chinese  Tim (38) black shirt ora

