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FADE | N:

EXT. CTY SKYLINE - DAY ( PRESENT)
SUPER: "Long Beach, California"

| NT. RESTAURANT - CONTI NUQUS

In an el egant dining room waiters set up for the evening
nmeal .

Kl TCHEN

is a mael stromof activity. COOKS and ASSI STANTS feverishly
prep food anongst the din of clattering pots and a torrent
of yelling.

KLAUS, the burly head chef, oversees the nmadness, barks
commands. He pushes a thin BUSBOY struggling with a heavy
crate of produce.

KLAUS
|'ve seen gl aciers nove faster.
Move!

BUSBOY

Yes, Chef Kl aus.
The busboy noves on.
PREP TABLE

ED CURTI S, a sturdy, young sous chef, skillfully debones a
duck carcass. LENNY, an ancient w ne steward, | ooks on,
appr oves.

LENNY
Ed, |'ve got the perfect wne to
recommend with that duck

ED
"' mnot surprised. How |ong have
you been a wi ne steward, Lenny?

Lenny shrugs, briefly | ooks up, thinks.

LENNY
It feels like a thousand years.

ED
Real | y? Ever serve Abe Lincoln?

LENNY
Oh, sure, plenty of tinmes. Lousy
ti pper. He belongs on a penny.

Ed | aughs. Kl aus approaches, inspects Ed's work. Kl aus
scow s, waves off Lenny, who departs.



KLAUS
Curtis, you call that deboning a
duck?

ED

That's what they called it at the
Culinary Institute and I've had no
conplaints fromthe duck

Kl aus, indignant, puffs.

KLAUS
Wth those knife skills, you'l
never W n.
Ed pauses at his task.
ED

Wn? At what? |s deboning ducks
repl aci ng the hot dog eating
contest at Coney Island this year?

Reserved TOM REYNOLDS, proprietor, approaches the nen,
straightens his tailored suit.

REYNOLDS
['lIl take it from here, Kl aus.

KLAUS
Yes, M. Reynolds. (then to Ed) You
better not screw up.

Kl aus sneers, departs.

REYNOLDS
Ed, lets talk in ny office.
| NT. OFFI CE
Reynol ds and Ed enter the small, well-appointed office. |Its

wal | s bear nunerous framed awards. Reynolds sits on the
desk' s edge.

ED
What's eating Kl aus?
Reynol ds smrks, lights a cigarette.
REYNOLDS

Who knows? Sonet hing's al ways
eating Klaus. That's what nakes

hi m a good head chef -- never
satisfied, always on a hair
trigger.

ED

Okay, what did "win' refer to?



REYNOLDS
You famliar with that cable TV
program Pressure Cooker?

ED
Yeah, | saw part of one episode a
year or so ago. Conpeting chefs
wor k agai nst the clock, make di shes
of their choice froma limted
pantry, sweat |ike pigs. Not ny
i dea of sonmething to unwind to.

Reynol ds extingui shes the cigarette, stands, folds his arns.
REYNOLDS

Well, you're going to be on it,
representi ng Reynol ds' Restaurant.

It'"l1 have huge pronotional val ue

when you win -- and you will w n.
ED

|s today April Fool's Day?
REYNOLDS

Look, I can't spare Klaus, plus

he's too abrasive. That's not the
image | want to convey on nationa
television. | want the audience to
view us as a friendly, approachable
pl ace for fine dining. And let's
face it, you look a lot better than
Kl aus.

ED
So does the duck | was butchering.
Tom |I'mnot into conpetitive
cooking and, frankly, I'mjust not
confortable wth the whol e idea.

REYNOLDS
First prize is $25, 000.

Ed' s eyes w den.

ED
It's sounding better.

Reynol ds takes his seat behind the desk.

REYNOLDS
I"'mwilling to let you keep ten
percent of that.

Ed wilts.

REYNOLDS
Renmenber, you woul dn't have the
opportunity to win even that nuch,
( MORE)



REYNOLDS (cont' d)
if you weren't working here.
in two weeks, filned in L. A
text you the particul ars.

It's
11

I
ED
So, | don't have a choi ce.

Reynol ds | ooks down, peruses busi ness papers on his desk.

REYNOLDS
You' re needed back in the kitchen.

Ed exits the office.
CORRI DOR QUTSI DE OFFI CE

Ed pl ods back towards the kitchen, stops, retrieves his
phone, nmakes a call, sighs.

I NT. AN OFFI CE - SECONDS LATER

A large, professional sign on the wall reads: "MCuire Food
Anal ytics."

CARMEN BADI LLO, an attractive Latina in business attire,
sits, holds a clipboard, wites. Her smartphone rings; she
answers.

ED/ CARMEN CONVERSATI ON - | NTERCUTTI NG

ED
Hey, it's ne.
CARMEN
You sound awful. \Wat's wong?

Carnmen puts down her clipboard, raises a forkful of chopped,
sauce-| aden neat to her nose, sniffs. She wi nces, eats it,
di spl ays di sgust, swallows, forces it down.

ED
Bad news. This is a day
over-ni ghted straight from hell

CARVEN
M ne has yours beat.

Carnmen attenpts a second forkful, can't doit. O's., a dog
barks. The small pooch junps on the table, devours the food
of f the fork.

ED
They have you counting dog farts
agai n?



CARVEN
Wrse, if that's possible. Now
t hey have ne eating dog food, too.
But, please, tell nme what's wong
with "your' day.

ED
' mgoing to be on TV.

CARMEN
Then | definitely have yours beat.
What's so bad about being on TV?

She gives the dog the entire plate of food.

ED
Reynol ds is forcing me to be on
Pressure Cooker.

CARMEN
The cooki ng ganme show?

ED
Ri ght, and he expects ne to w n.
And if | do he'll only give nme ten
percent of the prize noney.

CARVMEN
That sucks, but it's not the end of
the world. Wth your skills,

you'll nail it. | believe in you
baby.

ED
Thanks, that hel ps, hearing you say
that. | | ove you, Carnen.

CARMEN

| love you, too, Ed.
O 's., the sound of a squeaky dog fart.

ED
Was that you, or the dog?

CAVREN
Bot h, bye

END OF PHONE CONVERSATI ON
| NT. SET OF PRESSURE COCKER - NI GHT (TWD VEEKS LATER)
The red light atop a television canera turns on. Standing

to the canera's right, the DIRECTOR point to the show s
host, GORDON HOLLOMAY



GORDON

smles broadly. Forty, convivial and well-fed, he turns on
t he charm

GORDON
Wel come to Pressure Cooker -- let's
turn up the heat! Qur judges today
are renown Sout hern chef, Stephanie
Di ggs.

JUDGE' S STATI ON

STEPHANI E DI GGS, young, black and exuberant, waves to the
0.s. cheering crowd.

BACK TO SCENE

GORDON
And-

Booi ng, jeers, o.s.

GORDON
Forner Harvard educated chem st
turned food critic extraordinaire,
Jeff Cow .

JUDGE' S STATI ON
JEFF CONL, portly, gray-haired, wears an ascot, angrily
S.

| ooks over the top of his | owered reading glasses. O
t he booing intensifies.

BACK TO SCENE

GORDON
And now let's neet our two
conpeting chefs. First, head chef
at Cafe El Supreno, in Irvine,
California, Alonzo Cadiz. Al onzo,
tell us alittle about yourself.

TWO COOKI NG STATI ONS, SI DE BY SI DE

ALONZO CADI z, fifty, tall, confident, gives a quick wave,
humbl e sm | e.

ALONZO
Thank you, Gordon. 1've been head
chef for twenty-five years. |
pride nmyself on precision and
creativity. Cafe El Supreno is a
two-star Mchelin restaurant, | am
proud to say, because | amdriven
t o succeed.

O 's., audience appl ause.



BACK TO SCENE

GORDON
Al onzo, your conpetitor is sous
chef Fred Curtis from Reynol ds
Restaurant in Long Beach. Tell us
about yourself, Fred.

ED
stares into the canera, freezes up, sweats.

GORDON (O S.)
Fred?... Fred?

Ed can't find the words.
TOM REYNOLDS' OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

Reynol ds, glass of scotch in hand, sits in his dark office,
glares at the wall-nmunted TV.

REYNOLDS
Say sonething, you idiot! Plug the
god- damed rest aur ant!

BACK TO SCENE

ED
I'm |I'"mEd, not Fred. |[|'m Ed.
Honestly, | really didn't want to-

GORDON (O. S.)
Al'l right then! Let's get started.
You have thirty mnutes to create
an appetizer using the ingredients
of your choice fromour nystery
pantry. Gentlenmen, get going --
t he pressure cooker is on!

Al onzo races to the pantry, takes a quick glance, pulls
ingredients fromthe shelf. Ed takes two steps, slips,
stunbles to the floor, rises. He sprints to the pantry,
bunmps into Al onzo, who shoulders himinto the shel ves,
knocki ng one over.

CARMEN S APARTMENT - CONTI NUQUS

Car men whoops and hollers as she watches TV, junps up and
down, grabs and throws pillows fromthe couch

CARVMEN
Move that cute tush, Eddie! Do it
for nme, baby!

Carnen's phone rings. Annoyed, she picks up, listens.



CARMEN
I"'mtelling you, |I paid, you
parasite! Stop calling!

She ends the call.
BACK TO SCENE
COCKI NG STATI ONS

Al onzo chops, m xes, adds spices. Ed's station is vacant.
He finally arrives, drops ingredients on the floor, one of
whi ch breaks. He npans, runs back to the pantry for nore.

JUDGE' S STATI ON - M NUTES LATER

STEPHANI E
Alonzo is noving |ike a man
possessed. He is focused. Dam!

JEFF
And then there's poor Ed. | was
about to say he | ooks like the
proverbial deer in the headlights,
but instead |I'd say he's al ready
under the vehicle.

COOKI NG STATI ONS
SUPER: A countdown cl ock runs down the remaini ng seconds.

GORDON (O. S.)
Time is slipping away, gentlenen.
The pressure cooker is about to
bl ow

Al onzo, cool and nethodical, assenbles his culinary
mast er pi eces, adds finishing touches. Ed, settled in, gets
food on the plates as the final seconds tick down. Al onzo,
finished, steps back.

GORDON (O S.)
Three, two, one-

O's., the sound of high pressure steam being rel eased,
foll owed by a siren

GORDON (O. S.)
Drop whatever that is you' re doing,
Fred, and step away.

Ed, as if startled froma dream |ooks up, drops his pan and
spoon on the floor.

JUDGES & GORDON
GORDON

Al onzo, present your dishes to the
j udges and-



JEFF
Why even bot her going through this
charade? Gordon, just cut Alonzo a
check and call it a wap. Ed, or
Fred, or whatever his nane is, is
deader than a pickled Brazil nut.

O s. booing. Jeff gives the audience, the 'up yours'
gesture.

GORDON
Wil e both chefs deserve a fighting
chance, perhaps it would be best if
Fred goes first, so the show at
| east ends on a high note.

ALONZO
ALONZO
Sure, sure, first or second, |
don't care. No way | |ose.
BACK TO SCENE
GORDON
Very wel |, Ed, present your...

creation.

Ed approaches the judges, places his appetizer in front of
them Stephani e | ooks down, evidences pleasant surprise.
Jeff purses his lips, shows disdain. Gordon | ooks on as
St ephani e tastes. Jeff hesitates.

GORDON
Ed, please describe your appetizer.

ED (O S.)
My appetizer is poached cl aw
| obster nmeat served over polenta
i nfused w th-

JEFF
| don't need you to tell me what it
is. It is self-evident.
O 's. booing, jeers.
TOM REYNOLD S OFFI CE
REYNOLDS

OCh, shit.

Reynol ds | owers his head onto his desk, noans. Kl aus
enters.

KLAUS
How s Ed doi ng?



10.

REYNOLDS
Like the Titanic -- get out!

Kl aus exits.
BACK TO SCENE
GORDON

Patience, Jeff, please. Stephanie,
your i npressions.

St ephani e takes another small bite, smles, gently |ays down

her utensil.

STEPHANI E
Ed, | have to say | held out little
hope for you when this conpetition
began.

She nods approvingly. Jeff, exasperated, shakes his head.

STEPHANI E
First and forenost, your |obster
i s-

JEFF

Tougher than advanced cal cul us --
anyone with half a brain only has
to |l ook to know.

St ephani e, angered, glares at Jeff.

JEFF
It's awful and you know it,
Stephanie. If | left this slop at

the curb, a starving rat woul d piss
on it, rather than eat it.

AUDI ENCE

Ri | ed audi ence nenbers stand, make threateni ng gestures,
yell, throw cups, crunpled paper

CARMVEN S APARTMENT
She throws pillows at the TV screen.
CARVEN
You're the rat, you over-stuffed
pobl ano pepper!

Carnmen' s phone rings again. She |ooks at it, spits, does
not answer.

BACK TO SCENE

Gordon raises his arns, signals for silence.



11.
JEFF CONL

raises his plate, dunps the contents onto the floor in front
of the judge's station, tosses it away.

ED
turns crinson.

ED
You ponpous sack of sauteed shit!

Ed rips off his snock, charges the judge's station, dives
over it, tackles Jeff, westles himto the ground.
St ephani e | ooks on, |aughs, take another bite of |obster.

STEPHANI E
It's dam good.

TOM REYNOLD S OFFI CE

Reynol ds turns off the TV, starts to pour another glass of
scotch fromthe decanter on his desk. He pauses, puts down
the glass, drinks fromthe decanter.

BACK TO SCENE

Ed pins Jeff down, scoops |obster neat off the floor, jans
it into Jeff's nouth.

ED
You really need to taste it before
judgi ng, Jeff!

Security guards rush to Jeff's rescue, drag Ed away.
EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS

In a darkened al |l eyway, a heavy netal door bears a sign:
"Studio 16H -- No Adm ttance." The door bursts open.
Security guards throw Ed out, slamthe door shut. He
stands, dusts off his clothes.

ED
So, did | wn?

Ed's phone rings. He sits on a nearby crate, answers it.

REYNOLDS (V. Q.)
VWhat the hell got into you?

ED

REYNOLDS (V. Q.)
It was a rhetorical question,
idiot. You're fired.



ED
| figured as much, Tom

REYNOLDS (V. Q.)
You figured. Did you figure I'm
going to sue you for inpairing the
val ue of ny business and ny good
name?

Ed gul ps.

ED
Un .. No.

Call ends. As he puts the phone away it rings again.

answers, deep in anger.

ED
You don't have a good nane to
def end, asshol e!

ED/ CARMEN PHONE CONVERSATI ON - | NTERCUTTI NG

CARVMEN
| know it went badly, but you don't
have to take it out on ne, Ed.

Ed slaps hinself on the side of his head.

ED
Sorry, Carnen -- God, when things
go wong -- | just got off the
phone with Tom Reynolds. He fired
ne.

CARMEN
That's not too surprising. You're
lucky he didn't threaten to sue
you.

Ed sighs, hesitates before he responds.

ED
Carnmen, this is it for nme. |I'm
done with the culinary world. It's
over. |'m poison now, no one wll

ever hire ne.

CARVEN
That sounds a little rash. You' ve
wor ked so hard at it. Maybe you
j ust need a break.

ED
VWhat | need is a drink, or ten.

12.

Ed



13.

CARVEN
Okay then, let's cel ebrate what
conmes next -- whatever that m ght
be.

ED
Sure, what the hell. Meet ne down

at the Long Beach waterfront, the
bar district down by Low ands Bank.
You know where | nmnean.

CARVEN
Gve ne forty-five mnutes. Love
you, baby.

ED

| love you, too.
END PHONE CONVERSATI ON
EXT. LONG BEACH WATERFRONT - NI GHT (ONE HOUR LATER)

Near the waterfront is a branch of Low ands Bank. Across
the street fromit is Mrth, a conedy club

This late-night district is busy with young people mlling
about. Ed |eans against a guard rail, |ooks out over the
wat er .

ED S POV

Bl ack water shinmers with reflected nmoonlight. Across the
wat er, five hundred yards away, office lights are on

There, along the water's edge, a new tourist attraction, the
USS Hayes, a 1970s submarine, basks in floodlights.

BACK TO SCENE

Unseen by Ed, Carnmen stealthily approaches, places her hand
on his shoul der.

CARVEN
Looking for a good tine, fella?

Startled, Ed turns around, smles, kisses Carnmen. He points
to the sub.

ED
Yeah, baby, ny sub just pulled in
and |'ve been at sea for six |lonely
nmont hs. Sone of ny shipmates were
starting to | ook way too appealing.

CARMEN
Oh, really?

He hugs her, kisses her again.



ED
Uh-huh, so | figured I'd head to
the waterfront and | ook for a | oose

woman.
CARVMEN

Well, sorry to disappoint you,

sailor. I'mstrictly into fighter

pi |l ots.

They both |augh. He briefly | ooks back at the sub.

ED
The USS Hayes is quite an
attraction. Mght be fun to take
t he tour soneday.

CARMEN
Thi nking of enlisting in the navy?
| think you' d | ook pretty sexy in a
uni form

ED
Not sure I'mthe mlitary's type,
unl ess they offer the rank of
Coward First O ass.

He wraps his armaround Carnen's wai st. They wal k.

CARMEN
Way don't we check out that conedy
club? We could both use a | augh.

ED
"' mout of work. You have any
cash?

They cross the street. The front of Low ands Bank is
visible and the enpty store next door.

CARMEN
Yeah, just got sone. Frigging
Low ands Bank's ATM slipped ne a
ten, mxed in wth four twenties.
They are the worst. No way | can
prove it, either.

ED
Bastards, |'ve never heard one good
word about them They once charged
me fifty cents for using one of
their pens. Let's see what's doing
at Mrth.

EXT. M RTH
The run-down edifice doesn't keep people away. On the

contrary, it's a hive of activity. Os., intermttent
| aught er emanates from i nside.

14.



15.

A podium outside, is tended by a YOUNG WOVAN col | ecting
cover charges. Ed and Carnen approach

YOUNG WDAVN
Ten-dol | ar cover, |adies get half
off their first drink.

ED
(to Carnen)
That's not such a great

deal .

They step aside. ANOTHER COUPLE steps to the podium pays,
enters. A third couple, DAVE and CHERYL, approaches. About
to pay, Dave recogni zes Ed, points.

DAVE
Cheryl, that's the guy, the crazy
chef. The one | told you about.

Ed, surprised, |ooks in Dave's direction.

CARVEN
(to Ed)
You know hi nf?

Dave and Cheryl advance to Ed and Car nen.

DAVE
This is the guy who slugged the
food critic on Pressure Cooker.

Curious, a crowd gathers around the foursone. At first
unconfortable, Ed warnms up to the attention

CARMEN
Looks |i ke you' ve become sonet hing
of an instant celebrity.

ED
That's cool. Yeah! Yeah, that's
me. |'mthe guy who belted Jeff
Cow !
Dave | oses his smle.
DAVE
Jerk.
ED
Jerk? What do you nean?
DAVE
You blew the twenty-five grand,
dude.
CARVEN

What the hell are you talking
about ?



16.
Cheryl chews gum pauses, blows a bubble, pops it.

CHERYL
Al onzo, the other chef, was
di squalified. He used an
ingredient that wasn't fromthe
pantry.

CROAD MEMBER
They had vi deo show ng hi m dunpi ng
a hidden packet of MSGinto his
sauce.

DAVE
You woul d have won, dude, if you
j ust kept your cool.

Cheryl blows and pops anot her bubbl e.

CHERYL
Schnuck.

The crowd nunbl es, disperses. Ed and Carnmen exchange woef ul
| ooks.

CARVEN
Hey, at least you didn't have to
eat dog food today.

She gives Ed a light punch to the shoulder. He perks up,
waves his hand under his nose.

ED
Which rem nds nme, | neant to say
sonet hing to you about your breath.
What were they serving today, plow
horse florentine?

They | augh, take a few steps, stop and | ook at an A-frane
sign set up near the curb.

SI GN

The sign is an advertisenent for stand-up conedy cl asses
held at Mrth. It reads: "Taught by Stan Laffer. Six-week
class costs $200.00. Starts noon tonorrow." (there is no
photo of Stan)

BACK TO SCENE

ED
Interesting, | haven't heard Stan
Laffer's nane in a long tine.

CARMEN
He used to be on late night talk
shows once in a while.



17.

ED
| think he had is own special on
cabl e about ten years ago.

A PASSERBY stops, reads the sign, makes the nuffled sound of
a bonb going off.

PASSERBY
The guy sel f-destructed.

The passerby noves on.

CARMEN
You' re not seriously thinking of -

ED
Sure, why not? It's only $200. 00.
St and- up conedi ans make good noney

right off the bat. [|I'msure of it.
CARMEN

| wsh you'd think about it a

little nore.

Ed ki sses Car nen.

ED
| have. We can get by on your
income. You'll see.
| NT. M RTH - NOON (THE NEXT DAY)

Ed, coffee in hand, cautiously enters the dingy club, |ooks
about .

ED S POV

A raised, sem-circular stage at the back of the roomis
three feet above ground level. |Its facade has several |arge
wrought iron gratings, one every six feet.

Tabl es and chairs are heavily worn.
BACK TO SCENE

Ed sniffs, grimaces at the rooms aroma. He sits at a snal
round table, a short distance fromthe stage.

MAGGE E O ROURKE, a thin, wry, angry-looking woman, sits
al one at the next table. Two other people are seated

i ndividually: ABNER SWANSON, a husky man in his forties,
and VANESSA KOYAMATSU, a very |arge Asian wonman.

Ed | ooks in Maggie's direction, weakly smles. She does not
| ook up from her paperback book.

ED
H, I"'mEd. You here for the
cl ass, too?



18.

Mag
b

gi e serenely cl oses her book, slanms it down onto the
t abl

[
e.
MAGA E
Wiy the fuck el se would | be
sittin' in this stinking gin mll
at noon on a fucki ng weekday,
readi ng fucking Finnegan's Wake?
Christ! You nust be the fucking

nost oblivious person on two
fucking feet.

ED
No, |'m Ed.

MAGA E
"' m Maggi e O Rourke and yes, |'m
here for the fucking stand-up
cl ass.

ED
Wel |, good luck. Hunor seens to
conme naturally to you

Maggi e grabs her book, resunes reading. Ed sips his coffee,
abruptly stops, stares at his shoul der.

SHOULDER
A smal|l orange cat, KIRBY, claws at Ed's knit shirt.

BACK TO SCENE

ED
(to Kirby)
You here for the class, too, little

guy, or the mce?

VANESSA (O S.)
Kirby! Kirby, you stop this
instant. How did you get away?

VANESSA' S
floral munmu flutters as she bounds and bounces her way to

Ed's table. She plucks Kirby fromhis shoulder. Ed stands,
greets her.

VANESSA
| amjust so sorry; | don't know
where to begin to apologize. It's

not like Kirby to cause trouble, or
wander off. We're inseparable.

ED
That's quite all right. 1'mEd
Curtis. Pleased to neet you and
Ki r by.



19.
She grabs Ed's hand, shakes it vigorously.

VANESSA
And |'m Vanessa, Vanessa Koyamat su
|"m so excited about starting this
class! M stomach is churning,
feels like it's full of a thousand
butterflies caught in a tornado.

ED
|''m eager to get started, too.

MAGGE E (O S.)
Oh, Jesus Christ, why don't you two
get a roonf

O's., a heavy snoker's cough precedes Abner's
self-introduction. Vanessa and Ed turn, |ook in Abner's
di rection.

ABNER

jowy, with a gray crewcut, is in a full blown flop sweat.
He nervously grins, shows several gold teeth. Abner tightly
gri ps a paper bag.

BACK TO SCENE

ABNER
Abner Swanson, fornerly Seaman
Second Class, US Navy. N ce to
meet you folks. (to Maggie) Sane
to you, Mss Maggie; sorry to
i nterrupt your reading. That
Fi nnegan's Wake is quite a book.

Maggi e, astounded at Abner's remark, stands, joins the
gr oup.

MAGA E
"Quite a book?" You're famliar
wi th Janes Joyce's Finnegan's Wake?

Abner, caught fl at-footed, sputters.

ABNER
Uh, | meant it has a | ot of pages.
It's quite a 'thick' book.

MAGGE E
Not as thick as your fucking head!

Abner, perturbed, snaps the red suspenders overlaying his
sweat - soaked white shirt, inadvertently sprays a m st of
perspiration. Aghast, repul sed, the others back off, shield
their faces.
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VANESSA
Ecch!  You got sonme on Kirby. (to
Kirby) That's okay, Kirby, just
make believe it's rain -- snelly,
salty, greasy rain.

Maggi e shudders, shakes off her book. Ed wi pes down his
shirt, then his hands on his jeans.

ED
Damm! Elton John should do a song
about you: Sweaty & the Jets.

Abner's face reddens with enbarrassnent. He lowers his
gaze. A tear rolls down his crinson cheek. Maggie goes to
him produces a tissue, w pes away the tear.

MAGA E
Oh, such a sensitive soul. Poor
lad -- you're fucking dooned in

t hi s business! You know that,
don't you? The hecklers are going
to shred you |ike fucking cheddar!
You bl ubberi ng-

ED
kay, okay, that's enough, Mot her
Ter esa. Performa mracle, |ike

shutting your trap.
Maggi e stonps, returns to her table and book.

ED
So, Abner, what's in the paper bag?

Abner produces a handkerchief fromhis pocket, w pes his
nose, conposes hinself.

ABNER
" mnot ready to show what |
brought just yet. 1'd kinda |ike

to wait until M. Laffer arrives.

UNI DENTI FI ED VO CE (O.S.)
Well, your wait has ended. Let's
all find out what's in the bag and
get this stand-up class started.

ED S AND OTHER STUDENTS' POV

Standi ng just inside the doorway to Mrth, the man presuned
to be Stan Laffer wal ks towards and joins the group.

He is short, in his early thirties and has thick, dark,
curly hair. He wears a neoprene wetsuit top, shorts and
flip-flops.
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VANESSA
It's an honor to neet you, M.
Laffer. (she presents Kirby) This
is Kirby, ny cat.

" STAN'
Thanks so nuch. So that's a 'cat.'
| ve al ways wondered what they | ook
like.

Ed is perpl exed.

ED
You | ook awfully young to have been
on tal k shows ten years ago.

"Stan" nervously coughs, takes a few steps back.

" STAN'
Well, there's a very good
explanation for that. You see..

UNI DENTI FI ED VO CE #2 (O S.)
And I'd love to hear it!

Everyone stops, |ooks around.
EVERYONE' S POV

No one at the front entrance, bar or onstage. Suddenly, one
of the metal gratings on the stage's facade is kicked off
fromthe inside

STAN LAFFER, | anky, disheveled, pint of vodka in hand,
crawm s out fromunder the stage. A sneer on his angul ar
face, he stands, strides to his inposter.

BACK TO SCENE

Stan goes eye-to-eye with the nmuch shorter man, pokes himin
the chest. The remining students, frightened, step back.

STAN
| liked that -- it was original.
What's your name?

The nystery student, MALI BU GREENBERG breat hes a sigh of
relief, regains his color.

MALI BU
" m Mal i bu G eenberg.

Stan instantly gives Malibu a second, harder, poke in the
chest .

STAN
Nev-er do that again!

Stan turns serene, addresses the group.
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STAN
Al right, let's get down to
busi ness. | need a signed check

right now, fromthose of you who
want to go through with this
insanity.

Everyone but Malibu funbles, produces a check, hands them
over. Malibu points at Kirby.

MALI BU
(to Stan)
Vanessa's cat ate ny check

No one | aughs. Stan places his open palmin front of
Mal i bu's face.

STAN
Check.

Mal i bu reaches into his wetsuit, produces and deposits the
check into Stan's hand. He stashes the checks in his filthy
j eans.

STAN
kay then, if you haven't figured
it out yet, I amwhat's left of
Stan Laffer -- washed-up stand-up

conedi an, sonetinme witer and
currently the guy who lives under
the stage at Mrth, a second rate
comedy club with as little hope for
i nprovenent as the Republican
Party.

Maggi e chuckl es.

STAN
No, I'"'mserious. | live under the
goddamm stage. | have a hot plate,
a flashlight and a mattress under
t here.

ED
Wy ?

Stan paces, stops, gives the question thought while rubbing
t he back of his neck.

STAN
| could say it's because the new
frescoes in ny French chalet are
still wet, or | could also say it's
because living under the stage
affords nme the opportunity to | ook
up the skirts of aspiring female
performers, but... the truth of the
matter is that, at the nonent, free
rent is all | can afford.
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Stan takes the cap off his bottle of vodka, takes a | ong
swi g, exhal es.

STAN
G ad | was able to squeeze in
br eakf ast .

Stan caps the bottle, stashes it in his shirt.

STAN
"1l know better how to conduct
this class after | get alittle
peek at your souls. So |I'm going
to ask each one of you to
i ndi vidually get up onstage, say a
few words about why you decided to
go into stand-up, and then do one
mnute's worth of inprovisation,
just to see if you can squeeze out
a laugh fromthe rest of us. GCkay?
Sound |i ke fun?

STAN S POV
Fi ve stunned student faces.
BACK TO SCENE

Each student will perform There will be | NTERCUTTI NG
bet ween each performer and those observing.

STAN
Perfect! Vanessa, you | ook prined
and ready to go. Get up on the
stage. The rest of you, a little
sugar for Vanessa! C non!

Stan appl auds. The other students weakly follow suit.
Vanessa clings to Kirby, tentatively ascends three steps,
ambles to the mc, her eyes like ping pong balls. Her lips
qui ver.

STAN
So far so good, Vanessa. | sense
greatness. Ckay, why'd you decide
on stand-up?

VANESSA
turns her head to the left, doubles over, vomts.
BACK TO SCENE
Stan is unfazed; the others recoil, horrified.
MALI BU
Vanessa, were those french fries

fromFrank's Diner? They're the
best .
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STAN
Vanessa, | said | wanted a peek
into your soul, not your digestive
tract. But, seriously, that was,
inits owm way, awesone, totally
unexpected. To the rest of you, a
| esson to be |l earned: the el enent
of surprise is crucial in stand-up.
You'l | get your best | aughs when
t he audi ence has no idea what's
com ng up next.

Vanessa, humliated, steps away fromthe mc.

STAN
No, no, Vanessa, back to the mc.
You can do this. Take a deep
breath and regroup. Believe it or
not, puking is the best thing you
coul d have done. It'll only get
easier from here.

Vanessa strokes Kirby, goes back to the mc.

VANESSA
|, uh, decided on stand-up because
| want to be rich and conedi ans
make a | ot of noney. Wen |-

STAN
Of the stage, Vanessa.

Vanessa fights back tears, conplies.
STAN
| ooks around, peruses his pupils, points at Mggie.

STAN
Maggi e, sweet Maggi e O Rour ke, our
fragile flower fromthe Enerald
Isle -- show us what you've got.

Maggi e, book in hand, rises fromher chair, springs to the
steps. O's., the others clap. WMggi e speaks before
reaching the mc

MAGG E
You can all go fuck yourselves six
ways from Sunday.

STAN
That's the spirit, Maggie. Way to
W n over your audience.

Maggi e grabs the mc stand, drags it away fromthe puke.



25.

MAGGE E
A bit about nyself and why | signed
up for this class. For the past
few years |'ve been a substitute
English literature teacher in L. A
It's a subject that's been near and
dear to ny heart since-

STAN
Stop! Get to the verb, Maggie.
Why st and-up?

MAGGE E
For the fucking noney, obviously.

Stan wraps his arns around his head, noans.

STAN
Exit the stage, Maggie.

She grunts, slaps the mc wth her book, |eaves the stage,
joins the others. Mlibu puts his arm around her shoul der.

MALI BU
Ni ce, job, Maggie. Uniquely
hi | ari ous.

Maggi e savagely el bows Malibu in the gut. He doubles over.
Stan appl auds. Vanessa high-fives the air, as Maggie
refrains.

STAN
(to Mali bu)
kay, hotshot, get your butt
onst age.

Mal i bu gets his wi nd back, hobbles up two steps, falls to
his knees, crawls to the mc.

STAN
Interesting, interesting. Can't say
|"ve seen this before. |[If you find

a quarter, it's mne
Mal i bu topples the mc stand, speaks fromthe fl oor.

MALI BU
|"'m Mali bu Geenberg. | live
around here, hang out at the beach
nost of the tinme. Al Kkinds of
cool things wash up here in Long
Beach, nore so than beaches outside
of California. Sinply put, we have
a better grade of garbage. For
exanpl e, nost of the food packagi ng
that washes up is for stuff that's
vegan and non-GMO. That's
sonet hing to be proud of.
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Abner lets out a belly laugh. The others stare at himin
di sbel i ef.

ABNER
You gotta admt, that was pretty
funny.

MAGA E

Hey, G eenberg! You lie on the
ground like a piece of trash
yourself. Is that what nakes you
an expert on garbage?

Vanessa and Ed | augh.

STAN
Okay, settle down. Malibu, you can
stop right there. Wat's your
reason for going into stand-up?

Mal i bu, still on the floor, speaks as he crawl s back to the
st eps.
MALI BU
Well, after the previous two
replies, | didn't want to say |I'm

doing this for the noney. But,
after giving it some thought, it
doesn't change the fact that, yeah
' m gonna make a quick mllion
bucks doi ng stand-up and then head
back to the beach

Mal i bu slithers down the steps, stands, joins the others.
Stan opens his pint of vodka, shakes his head in disgust,
drains it.

STAN
And the torture continues. Abner,
your turn, big guy. See if you can
di ssuade ne fromswall ow ng a razor
bl ade when this day is over.

Abner gul ps, tightens his grip on his paper bag. He goes
onstage, rights the mc stand.

ABNER

A waterfall of sweat cascades down Abner's forehead. He
turns bright red, funbles with the bag, pulls out a small,
crudely made ventriloquist's dummy depicting a young, busty
blonde. Its head and left armfall off. Abner stoops,
retrieves the pieces, reattaches them

O's., how s of |aughter.

The head back in place, an eyeball pops out.

Stan | aughs, w pes away tears.
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Abner, what's the dumy's nane?
MALI BU

Hey, Laffer, | saw her first!

She's pretty hot. Abner, what's
her phone nunber?

MAGA E
Answer qui ck, Abner, before al
that's left of you is a fucking
puddl e.

27.

Abner nonmentarily raises the dumry above his head. One |eg

falls off.

ABNER
This here is We-Tina. She's a
sassy country girl fromGuthrie
County, lowa and not you, M.

Mal i bu, nor anyone el se is gonna be

datin' her.

MAGA E
Too bad, |ooks like you struck out
agai n, G eenberg, and she's your
type -- inanimate.

STAN
So, does We-Tina talk, or is she
just with you for noral support?

Abner reattaches the leg, struggles to insert his hand into

t he dummy' s back.

VANESSA
Congratul ati ons, Abner, you're
al nost inside your first wonman.

Abner fights to ignore the insult.

ABNER
O course she talks, but it's
really me doin' it. | just change
ny voi ce.

Abner is amused by his revel ation.

STAN
Amazing. Let's hear from We-Ti na.

Abner clears his throat, arches his eyebrows,
shrill voi ce.

ABNER
(as Wee-Tina)
My nane is We-Tina. Abner based
ny | ooks on his high school
( MORE)

takes on a
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ABNER (cont' d)
sweet heart. Truth is though, she
jilted himat our senior prom and
went with his best friend instead.

ABNER
Wee-Tina, she did what?

Wee-Tina stares at Abner

ABNER
(as Wee-Tina))
You didn't know? She lied to you
about having cooties on prom night.
She went with Lester Schultz.

Abner, livid, pulls out his hand, slans the dummy on the
ground. It fractures into a dozen pieces.

STAN & THE OTHER STUDENTS
are nout h- open astoni shed.

Abner hyperventilates, drips sweat as he retrieves the
pi eces, deposits themin the bag. He steps to the mc,
takes a deep breath.

ABNER
|, uh, forgot to nention -- and |
know you don't want to hear this,
M. Laffer, but I"'min this for the
noney, as well.

END | NTERCUTTI NG
BACK TO SCENE

Stan shrieks, falls backward in his chair, explodes with
mani acal |aughter. Ed and Malibu rush to his aid. Stan
waves themoff, crawls, | aughs.

Exhaust ed, he pulls hinself back up, turns serious, picks up
and throws a chair. He notions to Abner to step off the
stage, rejoin the group

Surrounded by his students, Stan draws themin close.

STAN
"1l give you all one nore chance.
How many of you maniacs are in this
for the noney?

STAN' S POV

Abner's hand slowWy goes up, followed by Vanessa's, Maggie's
and Malibu's.
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BACK TO SCENE

Stan turns to Ed.

STAN
You, the Conor McGregor of cooking,
you in this strictly for the bucks,
t 00?

Ed nods. Stan silently assesses, shakes his head.

STAN
|"d give you all your noney back,
if I didn't need it for crack.

Maggi e cackl es.

STAN
If you intend to stick with
stand-up, get the dollar signs out
of your heads, people. You want a
st eady paycheck, go work for
Amazon.

ED
Don't | get a chance to go onstage?

STAN
Unfortunately, my blood vessels
aren't made of Kevlar, so no. You
can go first at the next class.

ED
That's not fair; | paid ny noney.
| deserve a chance.

Stan ignores Ed, stands on a nearby chair, raises his arns.

STAN
This class is over. At our next
nmeeting be prepared with two
m nutes of material -- and | want
you to cone up with an original
character. You will do your two
m nutes as that character.
Goodbye.

The di spl eased students nmunbl e as they disperse.
MAGGE E
What a fucking dick. (to Stan) |
meant that in a nice way.
Vanessa pets Kirby, holds himup, |ooks into his eyes.

VANESSA
This was worse than work, Kirby.

Abner opens his bag, peers in.
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ABNER
Sorry, Wee-Tina. But really,
Lester Schultz? For Christ's sake,
he's got a honmenmade gl ass eye.

MALI BU
(to Vanessa)
| think | nailed it. Wasn't | the
best ?

VANESSA
You ranked hi ghest in body odor,
G eenberg, that's all.

They all depart, except for Ed, who | ooks at Stan, still
upon the chair. Ed, silent, |lowers his gaze.

STAN
You want to be in this business,
you better develop a thick skin,
Ed, otherw se you won't |ast a
nont h.

Ed turns, |eaves.

Os., a deep nale voice. It belongs to BORIS RODVAN, owner
of Mrth.

BORI S
Quite a group of |osers you have
there, Laffer. You' ve got your
wor k cut out for you.

Stan steps back, tilts the chair until it tips, strikes the
floor. He turns, faces his boss.

STAN' S POV

Boris Rodman, bald, built like a westler, is dressed in
bl ack, wears an abundance of gold jewelry.

BACK TO SCENE
Stan converses as he approaches Boris.

STAN
Most of them belong in straight
j ackets, Boris, not conedy.

Bori s nockingly |aughs, points at Stan.
BORI S
Look who's tal king. How many tines
have you been sent to the funny
farnf

Stan reflects, silently counts on his fingers, shrugs.
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BORI S
That last guy -- | was sure he was
going to slug you.

STAN
Yeah, he really took the bait.

Boris toys with one of his show rings.

BORI S
Bait?

STAN
| intentionally pissed himoff.
Just a hunch, but that guy may have
sonet hing going for him The tine
to test his resolve is now

After a nonment's reverie Stan regains focus.

STAN
I'"d like to talk to you in your
office. Got a mnute?

BORI S
Barely. Make it quick.

The two nen head for the nearby hallway.
| NT. BORIS RODMAN' S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

Boris enters the darkened roomfirst, foll owed by Stan.
Boris opens the blinds, turns on the desk | anp.

The roomis a |large, paneled square. Al the walls, except
for the one behind the massive desk are decorated |like a
hunter's trophy room Stuffed heads of a variety of |arge
beasts silently oversee what transpires.

Boris takes his seat, quickly flips the pages of an
autonpbi |l e brochure. Stan notices, leans in for a closer
| ook.

BORI S
|"d offer you a place to sit, but
the chairs are being reuphol stered
with alligator hide. You sober
enough to stand?

Stan briefly stands on one foot, nods, |ooks at the brochure
agai n.

STAN
Maserati, nice.

BORI S
This is their top of the line. |
need sonet hing for weekends.
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STAN
| conpletely understand. Driving a
Mer cedes seven days a week can get
awf ul | y nmonot onous. And you j ust
t ook delivery on the new yacht,

right?

BORI S
Uh- huh, it's noored out by the
Hayes.

STAN
Busi ness nust be good.

BORI S
Some of ny businesses are doing
better than others. | can't say
much for this place, but then
again, | only purchased it for the

operating losses it would provide
at tax tinme.

Boris checks his wistwatch.

BORI S
Look, |I'm expecting a delivery.
You obvi ously have sonet hing on
your mnd -- spill it.

STAN
It's noney, of course, and not just
for nyself.

Stan picks up the stuffed raven fromthe desk, gives it a
cursory | ook, nakes the sign of the cross. Boris rocks in
his seat, nmotions for himto set it down. He does.

STAN
First, | would like an extra ten
percent of the comedy cl ass

tuition.
Bori s shakes hi s head.

STAN
And I'm al so asking you to start
payi ng a token anount to the comcs
who conme in for open-mc night.
They coul d use a few bucks to help
make ends neet and stay notivated.
You know, an incentive.

Boris opens his desk drawer, pulls out a small jewelry box.
He opens it, renoves and admres a ring, puts it on, |eans
forward
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BORI S
Not a chance in hell, Stan. You
think 1'"mgoing to pay these bozo
wannabes even one dollar, to line
up and nake fools of thenselves in
front of a bunch of half-drunk
strangers? That's a crock of shit
and it's not going to happen.

Stan, subdued, taps the raven's head.

STAN
So your answer is: "Never nore."

BORI S
What? | don't get it.

STAN
"' m not surprised.

Stan exits Boris' office.
EXT. M RTH - CONTI NUQUS

Stan casually exits the building, stops, lights a cigarette,
di spl ays no urgency to nove on. A tap on his shoul der
startles him He turns in its direction.

STAN S POV
Ed, still bitter, is the source.
ED AND STAN

Stan steps back, leery of Ed's intent. He clenches his
fists.

STAN
If you plan on doing to ne what you
did to Jeff Cowm on Pressure
Cooker, | think it's only fair to
warn you that I"'mskilled in the
art of Fung Ku.

Ed waves Stan off, gives a weak smle. Stan relaxes his
fists.

ED
You saw it, too? | don't know if
' mever going to be able to live
t hat down.

STAN

You may not want the public to
forget it. Cow's a scunbag,

bel i gerent and affected. Mbst
peopl e hate him You took hi m down
-- that makes you a hero to a | ot
of peopl e.
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Ed di spl ays anbi val ence.

STAN
kay, so if you weren't waiting out
here to crack ny skull open, why
were you?

ED
It wasn't to piss and noan about
you passing over ne today.

STAN
Good to hear. If you started in on
that shit again, | was going to pop
you one.

ED

VWhat's on my mind is the
uncertainty of making the
transition fromone profession to
another. | worked |like a dog at
the Culinary Institute and at every
cooking job I got afterwards. |
had to prove ny worth by working

t wel ve- hour days for nonths w t hout
a single day off.

Stan listens attentively, slowy works his way to the curb.
Ed foll ows.

ED
The point of all this is, by the
time | got to be nunber two at
Reynol ds | knew who | was,
professionally. | knew | had
earned nmy stripes. | knew | was a
chef. How am | going to know when
' ma conedi an?

Stan sinmul taneously grabs Ed's shirt and with his free hand
hails down a nearby taxi. He opens the car door, slides in,
pulls in Ed.

| NT. CAB
BACK SEAT
Ed, stunned, is silent as Stan speaks with the o.s. CABBIE

CABBIE (O S.)
VWhere to?

STAN
Pacific Avenue, Wigley
nei ghbor hood. You know where t hat
i S?
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STAN S POV
The bearded cabbie briefly shows his face, is tense.
CABBI E
| do, but I don't like going there,
even during the day.

BACK TO SCENE

STAN
Near the corner of 27th Street and
Pacific is a bar, Blake's -- that's

where we' re headed.

ED
VWhat t he-

Stan raises an index finger, silences Ed.

CABBIE (O S.)
Just not ny day.

EXT. STREET OUTSI DE OF BLAKE'S - M NUTES LATER

The taxi comes to a halt outside of Blake's, a dingy bar
wWith rusty steel grating over the front w ndow. Several
staggering PATRONS exit, one of which flushes his sinus into
a nearby trash can, before stunmbling on.

Ed and Stan exit the cab. Ed gives the nei ghborhood a | ook,
shudders. O's., a gunshot and siren.

ED
How is getting nurdered going to
answer ny question?
Stan, silent, resolute, heads for the entrance, Ed in tow
| NT. BLAKE' S

The filthy, dimestablishment is crowded. At the ancient,
wooden bar, tough blue-collar workers, elbow to el bow, pour
down bottled beer and shots of whiskey.

Gray plunes of cigarette snoke waft upward, hover overhead
in a thick cloud. Behind the bar, TONY, Bl ake's form dable
bartender, chews furiously while keeping glasses full.

ED AND STAN

a few steps in, gingerly step over a sleeping CGerman
shepherd.
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BACK TO SCENE

Wthout saying a word to Ed, Stan squeezes in between two
gruff patrons, grabs the bar's brass rail, vaults hinself
onto the bar.

A few nurmurs, then the bar quiets down. Everyone is
focused on Stan.

TONY

bottle in hand, takes a step back, casually spits on the
fl oor.

BACK TO SCENE

Stan coolly peruses the patrons, opens his denimjacket,
speaks.

STAN
Aren't any of you investnent
bankers due back at the office?

Laughter erupts. Stan's enthusiasmbuilds, his eyes w den.
He junps up and down on the bar tw ce.

STAN
C nmon, c'non! You bankers can't
very well dream up new ways to
screw over the public if you're
spongi ng up the sauce at Bl ake's.

PATRON VEARI NG KNI T CAP
downs a shot of whiskey, |aughs, coughs.
KNI T CAP PATRON
W're entitled to a three-martini
[ unch, you know. It's in our
contract.
ED

| aughs, reacts wth amazenent. O s. patrons add to the
| aught er.

THE GERMAN SHEPHERD
stirs, stands, barks.
BACK TO SCENE

Stan takes a step, nods, then shows disgust, waves his hand
in front of his nose.

STAN
Hey, Tony, it's pretty ripe in
here. 1s Blake still using

shit-scented Swiffers?
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TONY

nods, | aughs.

ROW OF PATRONS

| aughi ng, pounding the bar with fists, beer bottles.
BACK TO SCENE

STAN
| don't see any of you guys wearing
Covid masks, but | get it. That
fucking virus couldn't survive ten
seconds in this toilet. Ever see
the kitchen in this place? No?
Neither has the city health
i nspect or.

O's. laughter builds. Stan bends, picks up a plate with a
partially eaten sandwich on it, inspects.

STAN
Speaking of toilets, this lunch
nmeat | ooks the same going in as it
does com ng out. They don't give
you napkins with it -- they give
you toilet paper. But that's okay,
| hear the cook is adhering to new
cl eanliness standards -- he only
spits on the hanburgers once.

. laughter fills the room crests. Stan, pleased, gives

O's
a qui ck wave

STAN
Thanks, guys, | appreciate it. And
remenber, 1f you drink, don't drive
on the sidewal k.

Stan junps down fromthe bar, is patted on the back by
custoners. One hands hima shot, which he throws down.
St an approaches Ed, who applauds with the others.

Stan signals Ed to head to the door. They exit.

EXT. BLAKE' S - CONTI NUOUS

Qut in front of the bar, Ed approaches Stan, who fusses with
his jacket.

ED
That was-

Stan instantly turns serious.
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STAN
-what you have to learn to do! And
when you can do that, w thout
hesitating, then you are a

conedi an.
Stan retrieves his phone, looks at it. Ed silently
acknow edges the lesson learned. O's. sirens blare.
STAN
We need to get out of here -- right
away.
ED
You said it.
STAN

Not for the reason you think.
Stan opens his jacket, pulls out a bottle of rum

STAN
| stole this fromthe bar.

Tony exits the bar, shakes his fist.

TONY
Laffer, give nme back that bottl e!

Ed and Stan run. Tony pursues.
EXT. LONG BEACH - THE SAME AFTERNOON

A small office building has a sign near its entrance. It
reads: "MQ@iire Food Anal ytics."

| NT. CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS
Carnmen storns out of one of the doors. A gray-haired,

suited man, in his forties, JACK MGU RE, pronptly follows,
attenpts to catch up

MCGUI RE
You better not start spreading
fal se runors, Carnmen. | wl

defend McQuire Food Analytics until
| draw ny | ast breath

Carmen stops, turns to face McQuire. He catches up.
CARVEN McGUI RE - | NTERCUTTI NG
CARMEN
M. MQ@ire, that day can't cone

soon enough. How could you do such
a thing?
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MCGUI RE
Not hi ng happened!... It wasn't
i ntentional .

CARVEN

You can't have it both ways, Jack.
VWhich is it: a non-event or
uni ntenti onal ?

McGui re, exhausted, sl ouches.

MCGUI RE
Uni ntentional, sort of.

CARMEN
There' s not hi ng uni ntentional about
sneaki ng dog food into the
cafeteria' s entrees and secretly
fil mng enpl oyees' reactions.
That's si ck!

MCGUI RE
It's your word agai nst m ne,
Carnmen. You have no tangible
pr oof .
END | NTERCUTTI NG

Carmen wal ks away from McCuire, speaks. McQuire foll ows.

CARVEN
| eat dog food, |I'menbarrassed to
say, as part of nmy job. | know the
snmell, | know the taste -- and it
was in the chicken tetrazzini. The

cafeteria is filmed and bugged.
That's common know edge.

McGuire stops, Carnen keeps wal ki ng, reaches the building' s
exit door, pauses.

MCGUI RE
No need to pause, Ms. Badillo. You
can keep wal king. You're fired.
You cone back on the prem ses, |'l|
have you arrested.

Carmen opens the door, turns, faces MQuire.
CARVEN
I"d tell you to eat shit, Jack, but
your breath tells nme you al ready
do.

Jack, surprised, checks his breath as Carnen exits.
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| NT. CARMEN S APARTMENT - EVEN NG
Kl TCHEN

Ed sits at the table, wites hunched over an open notebook.
He pauses, picks up a sandw ch, sets it back down, checks
the tine. O's. the sound of the door opening and cl osing.
Ed stands, wal ks to the living room

LI VI NG ROOM

Carmen tosses down her purse, flops onto the couch, buries a
fist into the cushion. She stares off into space.

ED
Anot her stellar day at McQuire?

CARMEN
A real gem How about yours? Your
stand-up class go well? You sign a
mul ti-year contract to headline at
t he Wnn?

Ed sits down next to her.

ED
It's an interesting... unusual
group, four other students besides
me. Stan Laffer is a real piece of

work: intense, enotional, you
never know what he'll say or do
next. And to answer your question,
no, I was not offered a contract by
the Wnn, or anyone else. It's
going to be a while for this to pay
off. Until it does, at |east we

can count on your horrible job.

Carnmen stands, goes to the wi ndow, peers out through the
bl i nds.

ED
| forgot to nention: Laffer is a
bit eccentric. He actually lives
under the stage at Mrth. Can you
bel i eve that?

CARVEN
Awesone. Has he got roomfor two
nor e?

ED
Huh?

CARVEN

Not hi ng. Ed, you sure you want to

conpletely give up the restaurant

busi ness for stand-up? You worked
( MORE)
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CARMEN (cont' d)
so hard at it. Wy not do
sonething part tinme? You know,
just to have sonme cash coming in

She steps away fromthe w ndow, goes to the close-by bar
cart, pours a glass of w ne.

ED
It's crossed ny mnd, but | really
believe | should fully commt to
just one career at a tine.

CARMEN
You could work for my Uncle Steven.
He's doing well, always | ooking for

part-tinme help.
Ed stands, goes to Carnen.
ED

It's not exactly fine dining,
Carnmen. He owns three cotton candy

st ands.

CARVEN
And he's doi ng okay, better than
us. |Is that job beneath you?

O 's., hard knocks at the door. Ed goes to answer it.

ED
It's not that. It's just that I
don't want stand-up to becone a

hobby.
Ed opens the door.
ED S POV

HARVEY DEUTSCH, a slovenly man in his [ate twenties, brushes
a remant of cole slaw fromhis jacket's |apel, chews on a
cheap pen. He flashes his business card.

HARVEY
The nane's Harvey Deutsch. |'m
wi th Scorpion Collection Agency.
Not surprisingly, it's a division
of Low ands Bank, and not a
custoner friendly one, either.

BACK TO SCENE
ED

Well, that's your problem \What do
you want ?
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HARVEY
It's not you |I'm|ooking for, pal.
It's Carnmen Badillo. May | cone in
for a second?
Wthout waiting for a reply, Harvey enters.

LI VI NG ROOM

Car men pounds her glass onto the bar, approaches Harvey and
confused Ed.

CARVEN
You've called three tinmes in the
past twenty-four hours. Now you
invade ny home. Wiat is it with
you peopl e?

Harvey chuckl es, pokes hinself in the chest, takes the pen
out of his nouth.

HARVEY
You think I |ike hounding you,
| ady? Well, to be truthful,
actually do. You run up all Kkinds
of bills and-

ED
"All kinds of bills?" What the
hell are you tal king about? (to
Carmen) What's goi ng on?

Carnmen swal l ows hard, toys with the end of a |long strand of
her bl ack hair, |ooks away.

HARVEY
Oh, | see. It's tinme for the
classic 'big revelation.'
absolutely | ove these. o ahead,
Carnen, bring your boyfriend here
up to speed.

ED
| don't |ike your attitude,
Deut sch.

HARVEY

Nobody does; that's how | got this
fucking job. Please continue,
Car nen.

Harvey jans the pen back into his nouth, chews away.

CARMEN
Alot of the bills are for gifts,
for famly, friends... Unh, then
there's... others.
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ED
Tell nme about the others.

Carmen squints, |ooks for the right words.

CARVEN
| get cash advances on ny credit
cards and, um use the noney to buy
lottery tickets, lots of lottery
tickets.

Harvey, jubilant, raises his arns.

HARVEY
You gotta be in it to win it, baby!

ED
Tone it down, Deutsch. (to Carnen)
How nuch are you in debt for?

HARVEY
Brace yourself.

CARMEN
Thirty-seven.

ED
Hundred? Thirty-seven hundred?

HARVEY
Large. Thirty-seven |arge, bro.

ED
(to Carnen)
Thirty-seven t housand?

Carnmen nods, sits on the couch, grabs a large pillow,
squishes it into her face. Miffled crying is heard. Harvey
pull's fol ded papers fromthe inside breast pocket of his
sweat - st ai ned sports jacket. He gives thema quick | ook,
snmells them grinaces.

HARVEY
Sorry about the snell and the sweat
stains on these docunents. They've
been in ny pocket all day and | run
ki nda hot .

Carnmen |owers the pillow, sniffs, w pes her eyes.

HARVEY
"1l save you from aski ng what
t hese docs are all about.
Basically, until the debts are paid
off in full -- at 21%interest --
we own you fromscalp to heel
| ady. There's a paynent schedul e
included. | highly suggest you
stick to it.
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Carmen raises the pillow back to her face.

ED
What a bunch of bl ood-sucki ng
bast ar ds.

HARVEY

What do you expect? The agency's
name i s Scorpion, not Daffodil.

ED
| f you're done, get the fuck out of
her e.

HARVEY
Sur e.

Harvey starts for the door, stops, turns and faces Ed and
Car nmen.

HARVEY
OCh, | alnobst forgot. As a division
of Low ands Bank, they require ne
to recite their jingle. Pardon ny

singing voice. "Low|ands Bank --
we're up, up, up... for you!"

ED
Isn't it really: "We're up, up, up
-- fuck you?"

Harvey gi ggl es, takes the pen out of his nouth.

HARVEY
Y' know, actually that's the way we
sing it at the office.

Harvey tips his hat, exits. Ed closes the door, heads back
to the kitchen.

Kl TCHEN
Ed takes his seat, resunes witing. Carnen enters.

CARMEN
What are you witing?

Ed | ooks up.

ED
Material for Thursday's cl ass.

CARVMEN
At atine like this?

Ed |l owers his head, continues witing. Carnmen funes, |eaves
the kitchen. O's. the sound of the door opening, slamm ng
shut .
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I NT. M RTH - NOON (TWO DAYS LATER)

In the otherwi se enpty club, Maggie and Ed sit at the sane
table, await the others and Stan. Maggi e reads her book.
Ed shuffles through his notes, sets them down.

ED
Conme up with an interesting
character for today's class,
Maggi e?

Maggi e cl oses her book, stares at Ed.

MAGA E
Do you teach this fucking class?..
Do you?
ED
| was just-
MAGA E
What ?! What were you fucking
doi ng? | know what you're fucking

doing. You're trying to steal ny
fucking material, that's what.

ED
| had no intention of stealing
anything. It was a sinple- | was

j ust maki ng conversation, dam it.
You don't have to junp down ny
t hr oat .

Ed stands, gathers his papers. Maggie reopens her book,
| aughs, | ooks up at Ed, grins.

MAGGE E
Gotcha. Have a seat, you gullible
bast ar d.

Ed smrks, sits back down.

MAGA E
| think 1've got the whole bitchy
Irish character down at this point.
Wbul dn't you agree?

ED
You own it.
MAGA E
Thanks, but | still won't tell you

t he new one |'ve cone up wth.
will tell you that |I showed up here
| ast night for open-mc night.

ED
That's great! Good for you. How d
it go?
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Maggi e rolls her eyes, closes the book.
MAGE E' S FLASHBACK
I NT. MRTH - THE PREVI QUS NI GHT
STAGE

The club's MC, drunk, sways at the mc, shuffles through

i ndex cards bearing stand-up's nanmes, pulls one out, drops
others. O's., the roomis noisy with patron chatter,
background nusic, assorted barroom noi ses.

MC
Ckay, our next victim (he burps),
excuse me, our next aspiring
conedic talent, is fromright here
in Long Beach. She's a
cabbage-eati ng harpy who, at the
age of five, kicked Ronald MDonal d
in the balls, just to see himgrab
his McNuggets. Let's have a round
of apathetic applause for (snorts,
| ooks at the card again) Mggie
O Rour ke.

O's., weak applause is drowned out by the club's anbient
noi se. Maggi e, hol ding her book, approaches the mc, which
is set far too high

She wedges the book into her arnmpit, tries to adjust the
hei ght, but can't. Repeated attenpts fail. The audience's
pati ence ends; the heckling starts.

HECKLER #1 (Q.S.)
Conme back when you grow six inches!

HECKLER #2 (Q.S.)
Next tinme bring a | adder and a
wr ench!

HECKLER #3 (O.S.)
The circus is in town. Wy don't
you run over and see if they'll
| end you sone stilts?

Maggi e turns pale, frantic, looks in the MC s direction, the
book still wedged in her arnpit.

MAGE E' S POV

The MC talks to a cocktail waitress, glances in Maggie's
direction, shrugs, resunmes conversation wth the waitress.
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BACK TO SCENE

HECKLER #1 (Q.S.)
Maggi e, is that short for naggot?

HECKLER #2 (Q.S.)
Hey, if that book of yours didn't
stink before, it does now.

HECKLER #3 (O.S.)
What's that you' re reading, The
Pits and the Pendul un?

Maggi e gives the audience the finger, storns off the stage.
END OF FLASHBACK
I NT. M RTH - CONTI NUOUS

ED
So, otherwise it went well?

MAGGE E
A performance nearly as bad as ny
ex- husband' s on our weddi ng ni ght.

Ed shakes hi s head.

ED
Not exactly a confidence buil der.

Ed and Maggi e | ook about.
ED AND MAGE E' S POV

St andi ng cl ose-by, Vanessa, Abner and Stan have been
listening.

VANESSA
That's shocking; | had to cover
Kirby's ears.

ABNER
You got ne sweatin' just listenin'

STAN
|'ve heard worse open-mc stories,
but kudos to you for having the
guts to try.

BACK TO SCENE
Stan | ooks around the room

STAN
W seemto be down a man. M.
Mal i bu appears to be M A Screw
him let's get started.
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Vanessa grabs a chair, starts to sit down. Stan noti ces.

STAN
Don't get confortable, Vanessa. Up
onstage. Show us the character you
canme up with and give us a few
m nutes of material .

Vanessa takes a deep breath, pets Kirby vigorously, silently
wor ks her way onto the stage, proceeds to the mc.

MAGGE E (O S.)
And don't puke!

VANESSA

bends her knees, straightens up, repeats the notion, fully
extends her arns, with Kirby on her shoulder. Her nouth
open, eyes w de, she appears to float in air, then spins
around several tines.

MAGGE E
| eans back in her chair.

MAGGE E
What the fuck is she doing?

STAN

pl aces his hands on either side of his face, rests his
el bows on the table, is incredul ous.

STAN
Vanessa, this is stand-up. Ballet
i s taught six doors down from here.
G ve us a clue, sweetheart.

BACK TO SCENE

VANESSA
| "' m aboard the International Space
Station. |'m Captain Debbie
Bright. In ny six nonths on board,
|'ve gained forty pounds -- nervous
eating, you know. Now ny space
suit doesn't fit. NASA says |

can't cone back until | |ose the
weight. |I'mthe first fat-assed
ast r onaut .

STAN (Q S.)

Keep going with this Vanessa. See
where you can take it.

VANESSA
It started with the dehydrated
space chili. | couldn't get

( MORE)
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VANESSA (cont'd)
enough! At first | added water,
i ke you' re supposed to. Then
found nyself just ripping open the
bags and eating it dry. [It's nice
and crunchy.

ED, MAGE E AND ABNER
grow fascinated with Vanessa's performance.
BACK TO SCENE

VANESSA
Well, that was just the start.
stole food fromthe other
astronauts while they slept. The
Japanese guy had dehydrated sush
-- not the best -- it kept
unraveling in zero-g. But we had
an Italian astronaut, who brought
fettucine alfredo that was to die
for -- and | nearly did when he

caught nme.

STAN (Q S.)
You' re fading, Vanessa. Get back
to funny.

Fl ustered, Vanessa steps away fromthe mc, is at a |loss for
wor ds.

STAN (Q. S.)
C non, Vanessa. The fettucine?
You found a hair init, a curly
one. You had your Italian friend
contact the restaurant from
space... run with that.

Vanessa shakes her head, wal ks off, joins the others. Stan
goes to her, pats her on the back.

STAN
You're getting there, but you can't
freeze up like that in front of an
audi ence. You'll never get them
back.

MALI BU (O S.)
So the restaurant owner says

they' || replace the fettucine, no
charge, but the delivery fee is
$800 nmillion.

Mal i bu joins the group, is proud of his remark. Stan is
st one-faced.
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MALI BU
Pardon ne for being fashionably
|ate. Can | be next?

STAN
Sure, of course, go right up there.
Let's see what you' ve got, tiger.

ED
di sappoi nted, | owers his head, crunples his notes.

ED
Jesus H. Chri st.

BACK TO SCENE

Mal i bu strides to the stage's edge, vaults up onto it. He
pulls the mc fromits stand.

MALI BU
My character happens to be an
astronaut, too. And he's got this
eating problem He-

STAN (Q S.)
St op!

STAN

runs to the stage, junps onto it, bolts to Malibu. He pulls
the mc fromhis hand, drops it, shoves Greenberg. Os.,
appl ause fromthe rest of the class.

STAN AND MALI BU

STAN
You piece of shit. You cone in
here late and then blatantly steal
Vanessa' s i dea?!

MALI BU
Sorry about being late, but | can't
do anything about traffic, Stan.
As far as the character goes, |
just wanted to give ny version of
it.

STAN
Get the hell out of ny class.

Mal i bu starts to reply, but before he gets a word out, Stan
tackles him stands, drags Malibu to the stage's edge by his
bare foot.

BACK TO SCENE

Ed joins the conbatants, pulls Stan off Malibu.
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MALI BU
| paid |like everyone else. | have
a right to be here.

STAN
Subject to nmy rules, first and
forenpst of whichis, if I don't
i ke your fucking attitude, you're
out -- so you're out!

Stan pulls away from Ed, junps off the stage, grabs and
throws a chair at Malibu, msses. Mlibu huffs, clenches
his fists, junps off the stage, too. He marches towards the
club's front door

FRONT DOOR

As Malibu reaches out to push open the door, it opens. He
stunbles. Boris enters, gives Milibu a condescendi ng | ook,
as he departs. Boris steps to one side, quietly observes.

BORI S POV
Stan dusts hinmself off. The others take their seats.
BACK TO SCENE

STAN
Ed, your turn. It better be good.

Ed takes one |l ast |look at his notes, head for the stage.
Bori s approaches, stands behind Stan, quietly nakes his
presence known.

STACE

Ed picks up the mc fromthe floor, places the stand behind
hi nsel f, smles.

ED
H, I"'mEd Curtis. How are you al
doi ng today?

STAN
pounds the nearby table with his open hand.

STAN
Never open that way, Ed. You've
j ust wal ked on, you've got your
audi ence focused on you, and you
ask them how they are? Wat's
funny about that? Are you a
conedi an, or fromthe fucking World
Heal th Organi zati on?

BACK TO SCENE
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Ed steps back, conposes hinself, steps forward, hunches
over, takes on the the facial expression and voice of an old
man.

ED
Pl ease to neet you, |'m Lenny, the
ol dest wine steward in the worl d.
l"'mso old | once served wine to
Jesus Christ. He drank half,
turned the rest into water and
clainmed he didn't owe anything for
It.

O 's. laughter.

ED
Abe Lincoln was soneone el se |
served. Lousiest tipper ever --
t he man deserves to be on a penny.
Speaki ng of cheap-

STAN (Q. S.)
You're rushing, Ed, slow it down.
It's not a hundred-yard dash. o
at a pace where you think you're
going too slowy -- and then sl ow
it down nore.

Ed acknow edges the suggesti on.

ED
Speaki ng of cheap-

BORIS (O S.)
Hol d up there, guy.

ED
VWhat the hell is it now?

BORI'S AND STAN

BORI S
Stan, your little class is going to
end early.
STAN
Wy ?
BORI S
Scheduling conflict. | arranged

for the place to be fum gated weeks
ago, so clear out.

STAN
That's what | |ike about you,
Boris. You treat everyone the sane
-- like shit. | want you to see

sonet hi ng.
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Stan turns to his students.

STAN
By a show of hands, how many of you
t hi nk com cs shoul d be paid
sonet hing for open-mc night?

STAN S POV
Al'l four inmmediately raise their hands.
BACK TO SCENE

STAN
(to Boris)
What do you think of that?

BORI S
| f your goal was to humliate ne,
it failed. |If it was to piss ne
of f, you succeeded.

Boris steps away from Stan, plays with one of his rings,
defiantly points at the class.

BORI S
You four, plus any future students
of Stan Laffer are officially
bl ackl i sted from perform ng here on
open-m c night and, as an added
bonus, I'm going to contact other
conmedy clubs in Long Beach and get
you all blacklisted there, too.
Now cl ear the hell out of ny club.

The students silently assenble their bel ongings, start to
file out. Stan approaches Boris, pats himon the shoul der.

STAN
It's a shane you didn't go into
banki ng, Boris. You've got the
perfect personality for foreclosing
nort gages on wi dows and or phans.

EXT. QUTSIDE OF M RTH - M NUTES LATER

Abner, Vanessa, Maggie and Ed m || about. Stan exits Mrth,
notions for themto gather.

STAN
Fum gation. He needs it nore than
t he buil di ng.

ABNER

Sounds |ike we're finished as
conedi ans before we even got
started.

Maggi e pulls a face at Abner's remark, pokes him
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You best be careful, Abner. If you
quit, that little wooden sperm bank
of your m ght run out on you.

ED
Yeah, she m ght |eave you for a

bi gger dunmy.
Abner chokes up, reddens. Vanessa conforts him

STAN
Nobody's quitting -- that's
bull shit. Boris blows his stack
nore than the Queen Mary. W're
scheduled to neet in tw days and
that's exactly what we're going to
do.

VANESSA
Kirby and | don't feel confortable
with Boris around. He's got it in
for us now.

ABNER
No way we'll ever get on his good
si de.

STAN

He doesn't have one. Look, | ook
across the street.

Stan points.

EVERYONE' S POV

54.

Next to the corner |ocation of Lowl ands Bank is an enpty

storefront.
BACK TO SCENE

ABNER
A bank? W're going to neet in a
bank? They won't |ike that.

MAGA E
Fucki ng wake up, Abner. He neans
the enpty store next door.

STAN
That's where we'll neet in two
days. | knew the owner. It was a
bookstore. | used to help himout

on holidays. Anyway, Low ands Bank
called in his inventory |oan two
weeks before Christmas. They put
hi m out of business, gouged out his
eyes on his birthday, too.
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ED AND OTHERS
VWhat ?!

STAN
Well, not the last part, but they
did put himout of business.
still have a key. Thursday, 8 p.m
Use the all eyway door.

O's., a noisy truck engine draws everyone's attention.
EVERYONE' S POV

A large, black panel truck bearing the name "Ato Z
Fum gation" rolls past, turns into the alley on the side of
Mrth.

BACK TO SCENE

STAN
There's the fum gators. They nust
be gi ving away those bl ack panel
trucks. That's the third service
Boris uses that's driving them

ABNER
So what's our assignnent for
Thur sday?

STAN

Come up with... Cone up with, um
three to five mnutes of. ..
observational materi al .

St an saddens, becones apat heti c.
STAN
Yeah, that or whatever else you
feel like. Anything.

Stan sul ks, wal ks away. D scouraged, Abner, Vanessa and
Maggi e quietly go their own ways. Ed follows Stan.

Mal i bu steps out fromthe alley alongside Mrth.

MALI BU
Thursday, 8 p.m kay.

EXT. BAR - DAY (THIRTY M NUTES LATER)

Stan throws open the door of a dive bar, enters. Ed sneaks
to the bar's front w ndow, peers in.

ED S POV

Stan takes a seat in the enpty, dreary place, pulls crunpled
bills fromhis back pocket, slams themon the bar. He
shouts sonmet hing unintelligible.
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A m ddl e- aged, haggard fenmal e BARKEEP, bottle and glass in
hand, approaches. She fills the glass to the brim Stan
grabs it fromher, downs the contents in three sloppy gulps.
She refills the glass, grabs the cash.

BACK TO SCENE

Ed goes to the door, enters.

I NT. DI VE BAR - CONTI NUOUS

Ed takes the seat next to Stan, who only takes a quick
gl ance, then focuses on his gl ass.

STAN
|"d offer to buy you a drink, but
then there'd be |less for ne.

ED
Don't want one. But | would like
to know the reason why you stood up
for us in front of Boris, gave us
hope inside the club, and then,
out si de, showed conpl ete apat hy and
| et everyone down.

Stan takes a swi g, shrugs.

ED
Did you see the expression on
everyone's faces?

Stan reaches for the glass. Ed swipes it away, throws it on
the ground. Stan turns to Ed.

STAN
No, | did not see everyone's
expressions. And | don't need to
because | fucking know what they
| ook like. |'ve been through this
scenario many tinmes -- and from
bot h sides, teacher and student.

The barkeep arrives, sets up another glass, fills it.

BARKEEP
Two bucks for the glass. The next
one you break, you eat.

Bar keep departs.

STAN
This profession, it bolts fromone
extrene to the other, back and
forth, like some crazy netronone,
bet ween being gl ori ous and

( MORE)
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STAN (cont'd)
catastrophic. And it eats ne up
that |' m encouragi ng nai ve hopeful s
to expose thenselves to it.

Stan pounds the bar top.
ED
And you do it with such
I i ght heart edness.

Stan sni ckers; they both | augh.

STAN
When | think back about how t hings
were ten years ago... | nean, |'m

bl own away, conpletely staggered
that it cane crashing down so hard,
so fast.

ED
And who was to blanme for that?

Stan taps his forehead.

STAN
| can't deny ny own role. |
couldn't handl e the noney, the
pace, pressure. The noney nade
everything | knew was bad,
accessible. And | was weak.

ED
Human.

STAN
Thanks, M. Spock.

Bar keep returns.

BARKEEP
(to Ed)
You're taking up a seat. Oder
sonet hi ng.
ED

"1l have a beer. Do you have-

Bar keep pounds a bottle onto the bar, twsts off the cap
with a dirty rag she pulls fromher cleavage, departs.

STAN
Getting back to the noney. Wen
things got a little tight, sonme VP
from Low ands Bank, who |iked ny
act, said they could I end nme enough
to finance ny lifestyle against
future earnings.
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ED
And you took the bait?

STAN
Li ke a great white shark com ng off
Wei ght Wat chers.

ED
Let nme guess, it ended badly.

STAN
Al'l you have to do is | ook at ne
once to know.

Ed gives Stan a long, hard | ook fromhead to toe.

ED
Total devastation

Stan and Ed sip their drinks.

ED
Y know it's a strange thing, alnost
everyone | neet has sonme horrible
story to tell about Low ands Bank.

STAN
"Alnmost?"  Try to find soneone who
doesn't. I'll show you. (to

Bar keep) Mabel, cone on over.

The barkeep will now be called MABEL. She wal ks over, picks
her teeth with the edge of a matchbook cover.

MABEL
Yeah?

STAN
Mabel , ever have trouble with
Low ands Bank?

Mabel picks up Stan's enpty glass, smashes it on the fl oor.

STAN
You owe yourself two bucks for the
gl ass.

MABEL

Low ands Bank. God-damed bunch of
sui t-wearing donkey fuckers.

She grabs two nore gl asses from behind the bar, smashes them
on the floor.

MABEL
They repossessed ny car at nmy noms
funeral. Tow truck cones right

into the cenetery. (breaks nore
( MORE)
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MABEL (cont'd)
gl asses) Everyone's head turns to
wat ch, including the guys |owering
the coffin. They drop it! It
cracks open. Mmflops out, into
the mud. (throws a bottle) |
finally get home, check the nmai
-- there's a fucking ad from
Low ands telling nme | qualify for a
car loan! (smashes a tray of
gl asses)

Mabel opens a beer for herself, wanders off, nutters.

MABEL
Lowl ands Bank... fuckers.
STAN
(to Ed)

Anot her satisfied custoner.

ED
Yeah, nobody would shed a tear if
Low ands was robbed.

STAN
Long Beach woul d probably throw a
par ade.

ED

Coul d be a subject for all of us to
work on, as a group. Sone sort of
sketch comedy project.

STAN
Keep going with that. What do you
have in m nd?

Ed thinks a mnute, finishes off his beer. Stan lights a
cigarette.

ED
A sketch where a group of stand-up
conmedy students rob Low ands Bank.
Vanessa with her cat, Abner with
that fall apart dummy of his.
M ght be a good way for all of us
to...

ED S POV
Stan, lost in thought, |ooks straight ahead.
BACK TO SCENE

ED
You don't seemto be |istening.

Stan turns to Ed.
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STAN
| heard every fucking beautiful
word. | bet we could pull that
of f.

ED
So you think it would be a good
sketch?

STAN
Fuck no, not a sketch -- that
blows. |'mtalking about a real
hei st.

ED

What ?! What do you nean?

Stan grabs Ed's sl eeve, pulls himclose.

STAN
Do you have noney probl ens?
Ed nods.
STAN
So do I. So does everyone in the

class. And we've all been fucked
over by Low ands Bank. Ed, it's
time to nmake an unaut hori zed

wi t hdr awal .

ED
We're not professional crimnals.
W' ve got no experience robbing
banks. W hardly even know each
ot her.

Stan rel eases Ed's sleeve, takes a drag on his cigarette.

STAN
You' re negl ecting the biggest thing
we've got in our favor.

ED
VWhich is?

STAN
Begi nner' s | uck.

ED
Oh, yeah, beginner's |uck. How
could I have overl ooked the nost
powerful force in the universe?

STAN
Okay then, let's bring the idea up
at Thursday's class. W'Ill put it
to a vote.
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ED
Denocracy at work.
| NT. COFFI CE - DAY (THE NEXT MORNI NG - WEDNESDAY)
In a small, well-lit nmbdern office, FRANK KLOTZ, a thin nman

wearing an ugly suit, reads aloud froma handwitten note.

FRANK
"And so, M. Klotz, with ny husband
now permanent |y di sabled and both
of ny children in intensive care, |
ask that you pl ease consider
wai ving the $800.00 in penalties
and additional interest | was
charged for being one day late in
paying nmy $32.00 credit card
bal ance. "

He pauses, |ooks around the room straightens his necktie,
sneers, | ooks back at the note.

FRANK
Crybaby. Request deni ed.

He stanps the note with a rubber stanp, presses the button
on his intercom

FRANK
Suzi e, cone in here.

SUZI E enters. Frank hands her the note.

FRANK
Turn this over to Harvey Deutsch in
Col l ections. He's going to |ove
this one. Tell himnot to drool on
it.

SUZI E
Yes, M. Klotz.

FRANK
OCh, and send it what s-her-nane.

Suzi e nods, exits. Carnmen, dressed in business attire,
enters, stands before Klotz. He |ooks up fromhis conputer

screen, |likes what he sees, notions for her to take a seat.
FRANK
Very nice to neet you, Ms. Badill o.
CARVMEN
Li kewi se, M. Klotz.
FRANK
| glanced at your resune... So,

how does taste testing dog food
( MORE)
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FRANK (cont' d)
prepare you for working at Low ands
Bank?

CARMEN
It nmade ne good at swallow ng crap
and not conpl ain about it.

Frank, thunderstruck, bursts out |aughing. He slaps the top
of his desk, spins his seat conpletely around.

FRANK
| like that, Carnmen. My | call
you Carnmen? | like that a |ot.
You' ve got the right attitude. You
are Low ands Bank material. | can
tell.

CARVEN

Awesome, when can | start?

FRANK
Thi s weekend.

CARVMEN
Thi s weekend?

FRANK
Uh- huh. Weekends, eveni ngs.
You' re going to have shit hours and
lots of them It's our way of
sayi ng wel cone to Low ands Bank.

CARMEN
And what exactly will | be doing,
initially?

FRANK
Sendi ng out fines, processing
complaints. I'll go over it in
detail, personally, when we start
on Saturday night.

CARMEN
So, I'll be working directly under

you?

Frank | asciviously licks his lips.

FRANK
| like your choice of words. Yes,
you'll be directly under ne, M.
Badill o, at our waterfront branch.
W' || bang away at things all night
if we have to.

CARMEN
And this is across fromMrth, the
conmedy cl ub?
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FRANK
Precisely, at 11 p.m See you
t hen, and wear that sane outfit...
and perfune.
EXT. LOALANDS OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - CONTI NUQUS
Carnmen exits the building, shudders.

CARMEN
| need a shower.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NI GHT ( THURSDAY)
Maggi e and Abner silently acknowl edge each other as they
approach the alley door of the enpty store next to Low ands
Bank from opposite sides.

ABNER
Shoul d I knock?

MAGG E
No, lick the fucking doorknob.

ABNER
How woul d-

Maggi e gives the door three solid raps, stews.
ROOF OF EMPTY BUI LDI NG

Mal i bu crouches at the flat roof's edge, peers down over the
si de.

MALI BU S POV

Maggi e raps again, kicks the door.

BACK TO SCENE

The door opens. Ed notions for Maggi e and Abner to enter.
| NT. EMPTY STORE - CONTI NUOUS

Abner and Maggi e cautiously follow Ed through the di mroom
He leads themto a |it storeroomwhere Stan and Vanessa sit

on two of five folding chairs. Ed, Maggi e and Abner join
t hem

ABNER
I"d like to go first tonight,
M.Laffer. | wote sone really-
STAN
Abner, chill. There's sonething we

need to discuss first. Ed's cone
up with an idea for a group project
and we wanted to run it by all of
you.
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ROOF
Mal i bu finds an air conditioning duct, pulls off a panel.

He clinbs inside, lights a small flashlight, puts in his
nmout h.

| NT. DUCT

A tight squeeze, Mlibu struggles, forces his way through
ductwork. He pauses, listens. O's., nuffled voices are
audi bl e.

ROOF

Three rats enter the sane opening.
STOREROOM

STAN
Go ahead, Ed.

Ed stands. About to speak, he and everyone el se | ook up at
t he ceiling.

CEl LI NG

Runbl i ng emanates from exposed ductworKk.
BACK TO SCENE

The noi se ceases; attention returns to Ed.

ED
What I"'mgoing to talk to you about
started out as an idea for a sketch
we could all work on.

MAGA E
Fuck working in groups. Some
asshol e al ways does | ess than his

shar e.
STAN
(to Maggie)
Thank you, Peter F. Drucker -- now

hear Ed out.
Kl RBY

meows, becones restless in Vanessa's |ap.

VANESSA
Cal m down, Kirby. There's no mce
or rats here -- at l|least | hope
not .

ED

So, it's a sketch about robbing a
bank, specifically, Low ands Bank.
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ABNER
That's not bad, could be fun. It's
actually a fantasy of m ne.

MAGGE E
Try not to get a boner over it,
Abner. Look, as long as it
i nvol ves robbi ng fucking Low ands,
|"minterested. Those pricks
signed me up for twenty-six credit
cards wi thout nmy perm ssion.

VANESSA
| hate them too. They won't |et
me bring Kirby in. He only peed on
ateller one tine.

Stan, encouraged, stands, joins Ed.
STAN
And how woul d you all feel about
it, if it was for real, not a
sket ch?
| NT. DUCT/ I NT. STOREROOM - | NTERCUTTI NG
Mal i bu's eyes widen at the revel ation.
RATS
scurry through the duct.

Vanessa, Maggi e and Abner rise fromtheir seats. Abner
pulls Wee-Tina froma paper bag, hoists her in the air.

ABNER
(as Wee-Tina)

Fuck yeah! Me and Abner, we're in!
MAGA E

" mon board! Try to fucking stop

ne!

Vanessa, overwhel ned, resists puking, nods that she's in.

MALI BU

Holy shit, they're going to rob

Low ands.

The rats catch up with Malibu, junp onto him He shrieks,
drops the flashlight, flops and tunbl es.

The aspiring bank robbers | ook back up at the ductwork.
END | NTERCUTTI NG
DUCTWORK

runbl es, buckles. Screanms pour fromwthin it.
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STAN (Q. S.)
Sounds |i ke we have conpany and |
think I know who it is.

MAGA E (O S.)
It isn't fucking Mke Rowe.

The ductwork breaks open. Malibu slides out, grabs the
duct's edge, dangles with rats clinging to his clothes. He
lets go, falls to the floor. The rats scatter.

BACK TO SCENE

Vanessa fights to hold onto Kirby.

VANTESSA
Ch, ny god, rats!

ED
Two- | egged and four - egged.

Stan and the students run to dazed Malibu, who swats his
cl othes despite the rats' departure. Stan grabs him gives
Mal i bu a hard shake.

STAN
How nuch did you hear?

Mal i bu settles down. Stan releases him

MALI BU
Enough, | know what you're
pl anni ng.
Ed | aughs.
ED

VWhat we're planning? You got here
| ate, Malibu. W were rehearsing a
sketch about a group of stand-ups
who get an idea for a sketch to rob

a bank.

STAN
That's right, a sketch within a
sket ch.

ABNER

You just happened al ong at the
wong tinme, M. Geenberg.

Mal i bu stands, weighs the expl anation, shakes his head.
MALI BU
Even a dope |ike nme knows that's
conplete bullshit.

Maggi e pokes Malibu's shoul der, produces and opens a
swi t chbl ade knife drawn from her sl eeve.
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MAGA E
Then we' |l just have to to kill the
fucker right now and | eave him
here. The rats will eat himin a
week.

Ed and Stan restrain her, take away and cl ose the bl ade.

STAN
No! No! No! No one's killing
anyone -- not yet, anyway.

Mal i bu cowers; Stan pats himon the back.

STAN
Just kidding, Malibu. Relax, we
woul dn't do anyt hing so crude.

MAGGE E
That's right, we'd be nore
creative. Like maybe kill you with
a Navage filled with battery acid.

ABNER
Qoh, that'll clear your sinuses.

ED
(to Mali bu)
Wat's it going to take to keep you
qui et ?

MALI BU
| want back in. Let ne be a part
of it. | hate Low ands as nuch as
any of you.

STAN
Yeah? Wat's your horror story?

MALI BU
They signed nme up for twenty-six
credit cards w thout nmy perm ssion.

Maggi e kicks Malibu in the groin. He doubles over.

MAGG E
That's nmy fucking story! You did
it again! | don't fucking believe
it!

STAN

Al'l right, all right. Listen,
Mal i bu, we all hate you and you're
the stupidest fuck I ever net, but
we're going to let you be a part of
this because you're a persistent
dunb shit and there's sonething
positive to be said for that.
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MALI BU
Thanks.

Maggi e shakes her head in disgust.

ABNER
So what's the plan, Ed?

Ed gul ps; Stan buries his hands in his pockets, |ooks away.

ED
We don't really have one right now
That's why we're all here.

The ot her students nmpan. Abner kicks a chair |eg.

MAGA E
WIllie fucking Sutton is turning
over in his fucking grave.

STAN
Hey! We're here for input,
suggestions. You're all creative
types, sort of. Tap into that and
come up with sonething that won't
put us in the electric chair for
fifty years. Brainstorm Go
ahead, Vanessa.

Vanessa flops into her chair, strokes Kirby, thinks. The
others take their seats. Malibu sits on the floor.

VANESSA
How about this?

VANESSA' S | MAG NED ROBBERY - MONTAGE

| NT. LOALANDS BANK - DAY

-- The busy branch is interrupted when Vanessa and the

ot hers, in bakeshop garb, enter carrying boxes marked
"donuts.' Patrons and staff are drawn to them eager to get
one.

-- One box, opened, contains hundreds of frantic roaches
that instantly disperse. Al the other boxes are opened
with the same results.

-- Panic ensues as staff and patrons flee, many covered with
t he craw i ng bugs.

-- The robbers clean out cash drawers, depart.

END VANESSA' S | MAG NED ROBBERY
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| NT. STOREROOM

STAN
That's incredi bly gross, Vanessa.
"1l be sleeping with the lights on
for the next nmonth, no thanks to

you.
ABNER

The roaches would craw all over

us, too. | got the willies just

t hi nkin' about it.
Abner scratches hinself with both hands, withes, cringes.

MALI BU
| know where | can get a hundred
t housand roaches, no problem

MAGGE E
Yeah, your girlfriend s panties.

STAN
Stop it! Stop it already! W need
sonet hing bold, not gross. Think

bold. WMalibu, you' re so eager to
be in on this. Wat's your idea?

ED
And keep in mnd we're not in this
for drawer cash. W're after vault
noney.

MALI BU
Okay, here's ny plan.

MALI BU S | MAG NED ROBBERY

| NT. LOALANDS BANK - DAY

-- The busy branch is interrupted when Mlibu and the
others, dressed as pizza deliverers, enter, carrying stacks
of pizza boxes. Everyone present approaches to get a slice.

-- One box, opened, contains bees, which instantly take
flight in every direction.

-- Panic ensues. Patrons, staff scream head for the exit.
END OF MALI BU S | MAG NED ROBBERY

| NT. STOREROOM

EVERYONE EXCEPT NALI BU

i s dunbfounded. Malibu is baffled by their response.
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STAN
(to Mali bu)

Are you conpletely incapable of an
original thought?

MALI BU
It's original -- | thought of bees
i nstead of roaches.

ED
Bees, roaches, it's the sane
approach and neither one will work.
We want the public's praise for
sticking it to Low ands. If we
harm any animals we'l|l be denounced
by the Radical Aninml Mvenent.
Hal f of Long Beach belongs to it.

STAN
You're right about that. Those
R A M nenbers woul d defend the
rights of a tapeworm

VANESSA
We certainly would! |'m a nenber.

STAN
Okay, so no animals. Abner, you're
up, dude. Wiat's your idea? And

remenber -- bol d!
Abner thinks, puts We-Tina to his ear, listens.
MAGG E

Jesus, sonebody get a fucking
strai ght jacket.

Abner nods to We-Tina, gives her a light kiss on the head,
addresses the group.

ABNER
As | nmentioned on day one, | was in
t he navy, Seaman Second C ass.
MALI BU
Way brag about having second-rate
senen?
STAN
Mal i bu, seaman, as in 'man who
sails the sea,' not jizz, dipshit.
MALI BU
Oh, | see, man.
ED

Go on, Abner.
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ABNER
| served on a subnmarine, an old
one, just like the USS Hayes.

ED
The one tied up here.
ABNER
Yep. | served as a gunner's nmate.

And as a gunner's mate | know every
| ast thing about the five-inch gun
sittin" on its deck

STAN
That's a good start, Abner. Gve
me nore. Be bold.

The rest of the class, attentive, npbves closer to Abner.

ABNER
Well, that there five-inch gun
woul d bl ow open the biggest bank
vaul t, except for maybe the one at
Fort Knox. It would just take one
direct hit.

MAGA E
So you're proposing to use the one
on the Hayes? How do you know it
even wor ks?

ABNER
Ch, | know. |'ma nenber of the
navy veterans group that's going to
be firing it.

STAN

Firing it? Wen?

ABNER
Yeah, firing it in a public
denonstrati on on Sunday afternoon.
It won't be a live round, of
course. |It's a blank. Lots of
smoke and noise for the tourists,
but no projectile.

VANESSA
But if it's firing blanks it's
usel ess.

MAGG E

Thank you, General Patton, for
stating the fucking obvious.

ABNER
There's also |live anmunition
aboard. |'ve seen it.
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A long, silent pause in the room Vanessa covers Kirby's
ears.

VANESSA
That's fucking bol d.

ED
There's one big problem though.
The Hayes is out of position.
There's no direct |ine of sight
between it and the bank.

Abner sighs, stands, sticks his free hand deep into his
pants pocket.

MAGGE E
Jerking off won't solve the
probl em Abner.

He rolls his eyes, pulls out a set of keys, raises and
jingles them

ABNER
Even a sub has keys. These are the
ones to the Hayes. W nove her
into position and we're good to go.

MALI BU
Holy fucking shit. It's not a
sketch! Right?

MAGGE E
(to Malibu)
Keep running it through that eight
kil obyte brain of yours, Einstein.

You'll figure it out, eventually.
STAN
We'll need a practice run. W

can't just do it cold. Can you
show us what has to be done in one
ni ght ?

ABNER
Yep. They design and build these
t hings for idiots.

MALI BU
That's us!

Everyone scrutini zes everyone el se.

VANESSA
"' m bringing Kirby.

MAGGE E
You gotta be fucking kidding. That
gun goes off, he's going to crap
out a turd longer than your arm
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VANESSA
He's good luck. | won't be able to
concentrate w thout him

STAN
In the name of grand | arceny,
pl ease don't bring him

VANESSA
Oh, all right.
STAN
W' ||l need to do our dry run
tonorrow, |ate.
ABNER
That' Il do just fine.
STAN

Good, that will sync with your next
assi gnnment, peopl e.

MAGA E
What the fuck are you talking
about ?
Stan stands.
STAN
It's still a stand-up conedy cl ass.

Just because we're planning on
stealing a submarine to blow up a
bank vault, doesn't nean there
won' t be honewor k.

Col |l ecti ve npbans ari se.

STAN
|'ve arranged for you aspiring
conedi ans to do a few mnutes at an
open-m c night at Corcoran's.

VANESSA
Didn't M. Rodman say he's
bl ackl i sting us everywhere?

STAN
Not Corcoran's. The owner hates
Boris' guts. Be there at 11 p.m,
tomorrow. \When we're done, we'll
head over to the Hayes for a crash
course in submarine operations.
Ri ght, Abner?

Abner salutes with the hand hol ding We-Tina. The dumy's
head falls off.

ABNER
Aye, aye, captain.
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EXT. PIER - N GHT (ONE HOUR LATER)

A U S. Navy supply ship pulls up al ongside the Hayes.
SAILORS fling ropes, tie on.

SH P' S BRI DGE
An OFFI CER approaches the ship's CAPTAI N, sal utes.

CFFI CER
W're tied on, sir. Ready to
unl oad the tactical nukes. They'll
be put in storage, below, with the
ot her ordnance. Shouldn't take

| ong.

CAPTAI N
Very good, I'Il notify the USS
Ronal d Reagan. They'll pick them
up Monday.

CRANE

Sailors operate a crane carrying two projectiles towards the
Hayes.

PRQIECTI LES
The two tactical nukes have tips painted in yellow.
BELOW DECKS

The nukes are placed next to the Hayes' other shells, which
have red tips.

EXT. CORCORAN S - 11 P.M (FRI DAY NI GHT)
The neon sign on the building marquee flashes erratically.

| NT. CORCORAN S - CONTI NUQUS

Stan, Vanessa, Abner, Malibu and Maggie solemly sit at one
table cromded with enpty beer bottles and shot gl asses.
O's., the noise level frompatrons in the packed roomis
deaf eni ng.

STAGE

Ed stands at the mc, ducks as a half-full nug of beer
streaks over his head.

BACK TO SCENE

STAN
That's zero-for-three.
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MALI BU
But they're getting closer.

Abner rubs a bl ack eye.

ABNER
Wsh ny set went as well.

VANESSA
(to Stan)
Way did you bring us here?

STAN
Mostly for the anbi ence.

Maggi e wiggles a tooth, pulls it out, inspects.
MAGA E

Never thought a | enon slice could
knock out a tooth.

STAN
It was thrown hard enough
ED
still at the mc, cautiously |ooks around, conposes hinself,

takes the mc fromthe stand. O's. crowd noise is at ful
bl ast.

ED
I f you're going throw beer at ne,
at least make it an inport.

The crowd quiets down.

ED
At first, | was disappointed about
com ng on |ast, but since you got
nost of your aggression out on the
previous sets, maybe it was for the

best. | started out as a chef at a
fancy restaurant, before going into
conedy. Wiat a racket -- they put

ten cents worth of lettuce on a
plate, splash it with vinegar, give
it a fancy nanme and charge you
fifteen bucks for it. M brother
went to prison for ten years for

| ess of a con job.

STUDENTS' TABLE

Mal i bu tries to say sonething to Stan, who is focused on Ed.
Wthout altering his gaze, Stan pours his beer into Malibu's
| ap.

BACK TO SCENE
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ED
| went to a well-known culinary
school for three years to prepare
for working in a fine restaurant.
Three very expensive years | earning
to prepare conplicated dishes with
exotic ingredients. Got out, ny

first job... slicing onions for
hanmburgers at Jack in the Box.

They told ne, if I lasted six
nonths they'd nove me up to slicing
pi ckl es.

O s. sone l|laughter erupts, draws Ed's attention. A |arge,
angry man, CORCCRAN, approaches Ed fromthe opposite
direction, takes away the mc.

ED
Jeez, am | ever going to get to
finish a set?
STAN
junps to his feet, points at Corcoran
STAN
Corcoran, what the hell are you
doi ng?
BACK TO SCENE

Corcoran replies, aggressively points back at Stan.

CORCORAN
"1l tell you what the hell I'm
doing, Stan. |'m kicking you and

the rest of your no-talent crew out
of here! Your boss, Rodman, let ne
know about your demand for pay for
amateurs. Now get the fuck out.

STAN

| eaps fromhis chair, charges the stage.

STACE

A nel ee ensues between Stan, Corcoran, Ed and two BOUNCERS.
Mal i bu, Abner, Vanessa and Maggie join in. Assorted debris
thrown by the o.s. crowd pelts everyone.

EXT. CORCORAN S - M NUTES LATER

Stand and his students hobble away from Corcoran's, stop at
a bench, nurse their assorted m nor wounds.
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MAGGE E
(to Stan))
| thought you said Corcoran was a
friend of yours.

STAN
He is -- this is the nicest he's
ever been to ne.

ABNER
We best be gettin' over to the
Hayes, everybody. Tine is
a-wastin'.

EXT. PIER - THI RTY M NUTES LATER

Stan and the others cautiously walk to the |ong ranp that
descends down to the Hayes. A single street |ight
illumnates the sub

Ed proceeds to the thin chain that bl ocks the ranp, undoes
t he sinpl e hook.

ED
Whew  Security's really tight
around here.

MALI BU
If this is how the navy protects
its ships, maybe we shoul d hijack
sonet hi ng bigger. You know, |ike
an aircraft carrier.

MAGA E
Brilliant, Malibu, you go do that
-- it's a one-idiot job.

ABNER
| assure you all, this sub is al
we need.

Abner steps in front of Ed, |eads everyone down the ranp.

DECK

As they wander about, inspecting and touching, Vanessa steps
too close to the edge, | oses her balance. Ed reaches out

wi th both hands, grabs her butt, pulls her to safety. She
turns to Ed, hugs him

VANESSA
Thank you, thank you, Ed! | can't
sw ma stroke.

MALI BU
Si nce you brought it up, neither
can |.



78.

MAGGE E
Same here; | swmlike a fucking
anvi | .

STAN

You three want to sign up for
sSw nm ng | essons, too?

Abner pulls We-Tina from his backpack, holds her high.

ABNER
(as Wee-Tina)
Everyone, please be careful and
foll ow Abner forward to the deck
gun.

DECK GUN

Al'l stand at the gun's breech, stare quizzically at Abner,
who still hol ds We-Ti na.

STAN
Abner, | think we're all going to
feel a lot nore confortable with
this gun deno if it cones from you
i nstead of a puppet whose head
falls off.

ABNER

(as Wee-Tina))
Real | y? How do you all feel-

EVERYONE
Do it as Abner!

Abner sighs, |owers the puppet.

ABNER
Well, shucks. Al right, then --
let's all |earn about this here

pi gboat .
MONTAGE - ABNER DEMOS THE GUN, G VES TOUR

-- Abner points out the shell feed, a | ever on the deck. He
m m cs, shows how when it is foot-pressed, a shell wll be
sent up from bel ow that nust be caught.

-- Abner opens the breech, shows where the shell would be
inserted, closes the breech.

-- Next, he shows Malibu and Ed how to rai se, |ower and
swi vel the gun. Abner points out the firing |lever, mmcs
an expl osi on.

-- In the conning tower, Abner points out the features of
t he steering nechani sm and engi ne controls to Vanessa,
Mal i bu and Maggi e.
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-- Bel ow decks, Abner points out the engine roomand the
ammuni tion room He explains MOS how to feed a shell into
the feeder. Yellowtip shells are shown next to red-tipped
ones.

END MONTAGE
DECK - M NUTES LATER

ABNER
And that's all thereis to it,
everybody. You're now qualified as
gunner's mates. Welcone to the
United States Navy.

MALI BU
How long till | start collecting ny
pensi on?

Stan gives Malibu a Iight shove. The beam of a flashlight
suddenly focuses on them noves to the others.

O.D MAN (O S.)
Who are you people? Wat are you
doi ng aboard the Hayes?

Stan turns, looks in the direction of the light's source.

STAN S POV
An OLD MAN with fishing gear stands in his small notorboat.

CLD MAN
You fol ks rehearsing for the firing
denonstration on Sunday?

BACK TO SCENE

ED
(quietly to his friends)
Don't you just love it when sonmeone
provi des an answer to their own
guestion, when you don't have one?

STAN
(to the old man)
Ri ght you are, sir. W are
rehearsing. Very observant of you.

ABNER
How s the fishin ?"

OLD MAN

sits, lays dowmn his fishing rod. He lifts the lid of an ice
chest, pulls out and opens a beer, takes a gulp.
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OLD MAN
Fishing? That's what | tell the
wife. | cone out here to get

pl astered. Who'd you fol ks say you
are? The cast of Ham Iton?

He finishes his beer, tosses the can, opens another, stands
and stunbl es.

OLD MAN
(to soneone i magi nary)
| do have a fishing |license,

officer. It's on the night table,
next to nmy G PAP machine. 1|'ll go
get it. You wait here with your
dol phi n.

He sits, starts the notor, sputters into the darkness.
BACK TO SCENE

STAN
Begi nner's | uck.

Everyone ascends the ranp, assenbles on the pier. Stan
| ooks to his right, points.

STAN S POV
The aft section of a |arge yacht bears the nane ' AVARI CE.'
BACK TO SCENE
STAN
If you're all wondering, that's
where the open-m c-ni ght noney that
you don't get ends up.

Everyone turns, | ooks.

STAN
The Avarice, that's Boris' new
yacht.

VANESSA

What happened to the ol d one?

MALI BU
The sails got winkled.

Ed raises his hand, gets everyone's attention.

ED
Let's decide on a tine for the
firing.

STAN

It's got to be |ate, when nobody's
around the waterfront.
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MAGAE E
Not even Malibu's nom the
i nsati abl e, toothless two-doll ar
hooker ?

STAN
|'d say, 2 a.m Sunday nor ning.
Everybody okay with that?

Heads nod.
STAN
Al'l right, that should do it.
W'll meet here at 1:45 a.m  See

you all then.

They start to disperse. Maggie stops, raises both fists
over head, shouts, stanps her foot.

MAGA E
Stop! Everyone wait a fucking
second!

VANESSA
VWy?  \What ?

MAGA E

Thi nk!  The gun goes off, hits
Low ands' vault, blows it open.

MALI BU
Yeah, your point?

MAGA E
Shit-for-brains Geenberg, the
noney is there, we're here. Wo's
gonna take the fucking noney and
run?

Abner scratches his ear.

ABNER
The getaway. Ooh, yeah, hadn't
t hought of that. That's pretty
i nportant.

ED
Maggi e O Rourke, crimna
masterm nd. You shoul d have
busi ness cards nmde.

STAN
Boris... Boris has an SUV back
behind Mrth, rarely uses the
thing. He's let ne borrowit once
or twice. The jerk keeps a key in
t he center console.
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ED
So that'l|l be our getaway.

STAN
Right. Malibu, you nove the SW
out, have it on the street, ready
to go before we fire. Bring sone
trash bags.

MALI BU
Bi odegr adabl e?

STAN
...Sure, sure, bio-whatever. Wen
the vault is blown, |oad up as mnuch
cash as you can in three m nutes
and take off.

MALI BU
For where, back here at the pier?

Maggi e kicks Malibu in the butt.

MAGGE E
No, you fucking paint-chip-eater
The entire Long Beach police force
wi ||l be here.

STAN
Take it back to my apartnent.
Ni nety M dl and Avenue, apartnent
twel ve. Here's a key.

Stan produces a keychain, pulls off a key, tosses it to
Mal i bu. He bobbles it, drops it.

KEY

bounces off concrete, falls into the water.
BACK TO SCENE

Col l ective npans. Maggie points to Mlibu.

MAGA E
Let's strangle this fucker right
now and | eave his body for the
pelicans. They'll eat him by
nor ni ng.

VANESSA
Pel i cans?

Stan calmy raises his hands, silences Muggi e.

STAN
"1l leave the door unl ocked.
There's never anyone around anyway.
( MORE)
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STAN (cont'd)
Lock it when you go inside and wait
for us.

Mal i bu gives the thunbs up.

STAN
Now | et's get out of here.

The group di sperses.
| NT. CARMEN AND ED S APARTMENT - ONE HOUR LATER
BEDROOM

Carmen fills open |uggage on the bed. She pauses at the
sound of the entrance door opening and cl osing o.s.

CARVEN
It's about tinme you got back; I'm
in here.

Harvey Deutsch, chewing a pen, enters. Carnen folds
cl ot hes, doesn't noti ce.

HARVEY
Nice of you to invite me in, but it
ain't gonna hel p you none.

Carmen | ooks up, releases a short, sharp yell.

CARVEN
You piece of shit! | didn't invite
you in. GCet the fuck out.

She throws a shirt, reaches for the nightstand | anp. They
both stop at the sound of the entrance door opening and
closing o.s.

ED (O S.)
Car nen?

CARMEN
In the bedroom

Ed enters, is stunned at the sight of Deutsch.

ED
What's he doi ng here?
(he notices the |uggage)
And what are you doi ng?

HARVEY
This is a really conplicated
situation, ain't it?
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CARVEN
(to Ed))
| was in here. | heard the door
open and cl ose, just before you
arrived. | assunmed it was you, not
jerk off.

Harvey straightens up, sticks his chest out.

HARVEY
M. Jerk Of to you. Nowto
business. First off, the super |et
me in, that's the how Wy I'm
here? Your credit card account
with Low ands is still delinquent
and I'mhere to collect.

CARVMEN

It's after fucking m dnight.
HARVEY

As |'ve nentioned, | work for a

di vi sion of Low ands, and |li ke a
shark, Low ands never rests.

CARVEN
So |'ve | earned. | start tonorrow
night -- the graveyard shift.
HARVEY

You, a fellow Low ander? Cone
here, baby, give old Harvey a hug.

Harvey spreads his arns, approaches Carnen. Ed grabs him by
the collar.

ED
You took a job with fucking
Low ands Bank? \Wy?

Ed, still holding Deutsch, |eaves the bedroom proceeds
towards the apartnent's entrance. Carnen speaks as she
follows. Harvey struggles to no avail.

CARMEN
| got fired; | needed a new job,
right away. | couldn't be choosy
and | saw the sign in Low ands'
wi ndow. Unlike you, | recognize
the need for a regul ar paycheck.

HARVEY
Qoh, she's really letting you have
it, pal. Boom Right in the nads.

Ed reaches the door, opens it, |ooks Harvey in the eye.
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ED
Next tinme | see you in here,
Deutsch, I"'mgoing to | et you have

it, and not just in the nads.
Ed tosses Harvey out, slanms the door shut.

HARVEY (Q. S.)
In case you didn't figure it out,
pal , her |ast comment al so expl ains
why she's packi ng.

ED
(to Carnen)
You' re really leaving? You're
wal ki ng out on me?

Carnmen storns back to the bedroom Ed follows. She resunes
packi ng.

CARVEN
Qoviously. Unless you give up this
ridi cul ous idea about becom ng the
next Jim Gaffigan.

She pauses, waits for Ed's reply, waits sonme nore.

CARMEN
Your silence says it all.

She cl oses the |uggage pieces, grabs them exits the
bedroom reaches the door. Ed grabs the doorknob, bl ocks
Carnmen's exit.

ED
| can't accept this as the way it
ends for us, Carnmen. | |ove you.

He places his other hand on her shoulder. She fights back
tears, |ooks away.

ED
| can't prevent you fromgoing, if
that's what you want, but please --
pl ease do nme one small favor
change your hours, or call in sick
t onor r ow ni ght .

She | ooks back at Ed.

CARMEN
Wy ?
ED
It's... it's an unlucky date. The

famobus Roman enperor, uh..
Conti guous the Great, was
assassi nated on that date.
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CARMEN
What ?!
ED
| can't go in details. Trust ne,
it's inportant.
CARMEN
It's ny first night, Ed. M. Kotz

would fire me.

Ed takes his hand from Carnen's shoul der,
t akes two steps,

door knob.
She speaks w t hout

Car men opens the door,
| ooki ng at Ed.

CARVMEN

Al right, 11

Carnen | eaves, closes the door.

ED

(quietly,
| don't believe you.

Ed pulls out his phone, nakes a cal

ED
Stan, it's Ed.
apartnment?... (ood,
"1l be right over.

| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT

STAI RWELL
Ed cones to the top of the |anding,

ED
This place nust get
in from Bl ake' s.

Ed proceeds down the hall way,
barking, o.s., conmes from one.
emanates froma second
heard. He conti nues.

DOOR TO APARTMENT 12

Ed notices the door is slightly open;

| NT. APARTMENT

A conpl et e shanbl es,
four walls and a dirty bare w ndow.

passes doors.
The bray of a donkey,
causes Ed to pause,

rel eases the
st ops.

find a way.

to hinself)

Are you at your
stay there,

(TVENTY M NUTES LATER)

stops, grinmaces.

its air piped

A dog's
0.S.,
guestion what he

he enters.

the gloony roomis the city dunp with

Eyes cl osed, Stan lies

in a broken bathtub in the mddle of the living room

The tub is hal f-ful
eye, sees Ed.

with enpty beer cans.

St an opens one
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STAN
Pardon the ness, the cleaning | ady
stepped out for a nervous
br eakdown.

ED
VWhen, in 19877

Stan laughs, clunsily extricates hinmself fromthe tub,
wobbl es.

STAN
Can | get you sonething?

Ed | ooks the place over.

ED
A haz-mat suit and sone penicillin.

Stan opens a beer, pulls a joint fromhis shirt pocket,
lights it.

STAN
"' mnot nmuch of a housekeeper.
guess that's why ny girlfriend | eft
ne.

ED
Are you sure she's gone? She m ght
be under one of these piles of
gar bage.

Ed kicks a nearby pile of garbage bags and damaged bicycle
tires.

ED
Stan, listen, we can't do the job
tonmorrow night. W've got to
re-schedule it or think of sone

ot her way.
Stan puffs.
STAN
You finally said sonething funny.
ED
| nean it. We haven't spent enough
time planning. It needs refining.

Stan stunbles his way to Ed, pokes his nose.

STAN
You're killing the beginner's |uck
vi be with your negative attitude,
Ed. | won't let you fuck this up.
The | ast ten years of ny life have
been hell, unmtigated hell. Now

( MORE)
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STAN (cont'd)
sonething finally comes al ong that
can change all that and...

ED
And?

Stan searches for the words in vain, takes a step back,
falls into the tub.

STAN
Lost ny train of...

ED
Thought. You need the noney right
away -- you, the guy who tells
people to get the dollar signs out
of their eyes.. That's what you
were going to say.

STAN
W all need it. Be t here.

Ed turns and | eaves, closes the door.
HALLWAY

Ed takes a few steps, stops.

ED
| can't let this happen.
| NT. LOALANDS BANK - SATURDAY NI GHT (11: 00 P.M)
OFFI CE

Frank Kl otz obsessively prinps, prepares for Carnen's
arrival. He opens a desk drawer, produces a bottle of

col ogne, sprays hinself once, tw ce, pauses and thinks, then
athird tinme, below the waist

He opens a closet in which sits a chanpagne bucket filled
with ice and a bottle. He rotates the bottle, gloats. An
0.S. knock on the door disturbs his reverie. He closes the
cl oset door, briskly exits his office.

BANK' S FRONT DOOR
Carnen, outside, knocks again just as Frank arrives. She

forces a weak smle. He lets her in, grins, glances at his
wat ch.

FRANK
Wel conme, Ms. Badillo. | admre
your punctuality. Shall we get

started?

She catches a whiff of his col ogne, coughs, gul ps.
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CARMEN
Absol utely, |ead the way.

Frank | eads Carnen past the massive vault door, which is
wi de open. She takes notice, stops.

CARMEN
Shoul d this be open?

Frank takes notice, is disgruntled.

FRANK
Everything gets left for Frank.

He closes the vault, locks it. They proceed to a cubicle
across fromhis office.

| NT. CUBI CLE

Two chairs occupy the cranped space. A conputer nonitor and
keyboard are on the desk, along with a tall stack of
docunents. They sit. Franks noves his chair closer still.

FRANK
Li ke two yol ks in the sane egg, ay,
Ms. Badill o?

Carnmen | ooks at the stack of paper, fans the top few inches.

CARVMEN
VWhat are these?

FRANK
Oh, letters of conplaint from sone
of our 'fussier' clients.

CARMEN
Fromthe | ast year?

Enbarrassed, Frank clears his throat.

FRANK
Fromthe | ast week.
CARMEN
Am | to work on solving their

probl ens?
Frank's eyes light up. He lets out a sharp | augh.

FRANK
Shit no! You newbies slay ne!

Frank turns on the conputer nonitor.
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FRANK
You' || be using our in-house,
proprietary program which is very
user friendly, to track down the
conplainant's other creditors.

CARVEN
And. .

FRANK
And notify themas to whomthe
troubl emakers are. Jointly, we see
to it that their credit ratings are
permanent |y i npaired.

CARVEN
Oh.

He points to the screen.

FRANK
Do you |like bears?

CARVMEN
Sure, | suppose.

FRANK

Great. There's a brief tutoria
hosted by an adorabl e cartoon bear

|"'msure you'll love. Run through
it and then start on the stack.
You'll see -- it's fun.

Frank stands, straightens his tie.

FRANK
"1l be in my office. 1'll |eave
t he door open. Stop over during
your break, in a few hours. W'l
chat .

Frank grins, exits the cubicle.
EXT. PIER - N GHT (1:45 A.M, SUNDAY)

Abner, Stan, Ed and Maggie, all dressed in black, assenble
at the scheduled tine. Vanessa, wearing a floral nmumu,
joins them garners stares.

ABNER
Vanessa, you headed to a |uau
afterwar ds?

VANESSA
Stan didn't say what to wear.

STAN
Al'l you had to do was Googl e ' bank
hei st attire.’



A mew ng sounds cones from her backpack.

MAGA E
The cat. She brought the fucking
fur ball. | knewit.
VANESSA
| couldn't find a sitter on short-
STAN
Everyone, shut up! W're wasting
tine.
Stan lights a joint.
ED
(to Stan)

You better call Malibu and et him
know he should get the SUWV into
posi tion.

MALI BU (Q. S.)
No need to call, I'"mright here.

Al heads turn in the voice's direction.
EVERYONE' S POV

Mal i bu, in black, casually approaches, waves, smles,
t he group.

MAGGE E
What a great fucking start we're
off to. W should have let the
fucking cat drive the getaway.

ED
Mal i bu!  You're supposed to get the
SWV.
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j oins

Mal i bu bl ushes, |ooks down, rubs his toe on the pavenent.

MALI BU
| just... | just wanted to show you
guys that | wouldn't run out on

you.

Stan grabs Mali bu, shakes him

STAN
Run!  Run, damm it -- |ike you've
got six legs, or we really wll
kill you.

MAGA E

Now you' re tal ki ng!
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STAN
Run and get to that SUV. You can
get there in fifteen mnutes if you
start now. Now

MALI BU
Okay, okay, I'll call you when I'm
there. And just to be clear, this
isn'"t a sketch, right?

Stan pushes Malibu in the right direction. He runs, waves.

ABNER
Let's get aboard.

ABOARD THE USS HAYES - M NUTES LATER
CONNI NG TOVER

Abner and Stan | ook over the controls, as the surprisingly
gui et engine cones to life. Stan turns on a flood |ight,
poi nts straight ahead, gets Abner's attention.

ABNER
Ch, no.

Stan takes a hit on his joint.

STAN
Didn't figure on that.

ABNER AND STAN S POV

Avarice, Boris' yacht, has drifted back, blocks the Hayes.
On its rear deck, his new Maserati sits on display.

BACK TO SCENE
Stan | aughs.

ABNER
VWhat do we do?

STAN
Ram the shit out of it.

ABNER
M. Rodman will be pissed.

STAN
That's the whol e i dea.

ABNER
This is the dammdest stand-up
conmedy cl ass.
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THE HAYES

| unges forward, splits the back of the Avarice. The
Maserati spills into the water

DECK GUN

Maggi e and Ed hold on at inpact.

THE AVARI CE

partially sinks. O's., everyone's cheers are heard.
MALI BU/ USS HAYES/ LONLANDS BANK - | NTERCUTTI NG

W nded Malibu pushes on along the waterfront path, cones to
a secured, self-serve bicycle rental stand. He tries to
shake one | oose.

H s phone rings; he ignores it, finally frees a bike. He
gets on the seat, peddles. The front tire falls off.
Mal i bu di smounts, yells, drags the bike, flings it into the
wat er .

Mal i bu resumes running, doesn't notice when his phone falls
out of his pocket.

CARVEN

bored, watches the aninmated tutorial, checks her watch,
sighs, checks it again. QO's. soft nusic gets her attention.

THE HAYES

now wi th room noves, angles away fromthe pier.
CONNI NG TOVNER

Abner speaks into the conmand phone.

ABNER
Vanessa, count to ten, then bring
her to a full stop. Next, insert
two shells into the feeder, just
like I showed you.

VANESSA (V. O.)
key-dokey. (cat newing follows)

BELOW DECK

Kirby on her shoul der, Vanessa counts to ten on her fingers,
shifts gear to full stop

AMVUNI TI ON BAY

Vanessa | ooks over the row of four-foot-long projectiles.
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VANESSA
Hm red and yellow. Let's do one
of each. Which color first, Kirby?

Kirby mews tw ce.

VANESSA
Red it is.
Vanessa grunts, l|loads the red-tipped shell into the feeder.
She picks up the nuclear, second shell, bobbles it, nearly

drops it, finally loads it.

VANESSA
Al nost dropped it on ny foot,
Kirby. Mght've ruined ny nice new
pedicure. Cnon, let's join the
ot hers.

MALI BU

hyperventil ates, stops, catches his breath, |ooks up.
MALI BU S POV

Still a long way to go.

BACK TO SCENE

Mal i bu wal ks, hol ds his | ower back.

CARMEN

grabs the top docunent fromthe stack, silently reads it,
pauses.

CARMEN
That poor old woman. How could a
Low ands vi ce president authorize
repossession of a heart-1ung
machi ne during her operation?
I nsensitive prick.

FRANK (O. S.)
Were you addressing nme?

Carmen, startled, |ooks up at Frank.
CARMEN S POV

Frank wears a red paisley silk robe, holds tw gl asses of
chanpagne.

BACK TO SCENE

CARMEN
No, no, not at all, M. Klotz.
I nsensitive prick -- that's a new

( MORE)



CARMEN (cont' d)
popul ar cocktail made wth prickly
pear juice. Could sure go for one.

Frank enters the cubicle.

FRANK
Well, Ms. Badillo, sadly I am al
out of prickly pear juice at the
moment. All | can offer you is
Vi nt age chanpagne.

He hands her a glass. She hesitantly accepts it.

FRANK
It's awfully cranped in here. How
about joining nme in ny office?

CONNI NG TOVER
Vanessa j oi ns Abner and Stan.

ABNER
Are the two shells in the feeder?

VANESSA
Loaded and ready, one of each: a
red-tip and a yellowtip.

Abner, perpl exed, scratches his scal p.

STAN
kay, Vanessa, join Ed and Maggie
at the deck gun

Vanessa exits the conning tower.
ABNER

You can join them too, Stan. [1'l|
come down in a mnute.

STAN
| noticed you didn't bring
Wee- Ti na.

ABNER
Yeah, she got her period.

STAN
That's got to be a |oad off your
m nd.

ABNER

You said it, brother. She m ssed
| ast nont h.

95.
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Stan exits the tower. Abner, still perplexed over the
shells, looks off into the distance.

ABNER S POV

A clear line of sight to Low ands Bank.

ABNER
Red-ti pped... yellowtipped..
ED (O S.)
Abner! Get down here; we need you.
ABNER
On ny way.
WATERFRONT

Mal i bu, exhausted, gasps, pauses at the alleyway next to
Mrth, looks to its rear.

MALI BU S POV
No SUV in sight.
BACK TO SCENE

MALI BU
Shit! VWhere is it?

He runs, stunbles to the alley's back. Malibu turns the
corner, sees and enbraces the SUV's bunper. He gets to his
feet, searches for his phone, realizes it's |ost.

MALI BU
Must have dropped ny phone. Maybe
| should retrace ny steps.

Unsure of hinself, he takes a few steps, stops, despairs,
tugs his hair.

HAYES' DECK GUN
ABNER
Al right, all right, 1'll go over
it again.

Abner reviews the gun operation wth acconpanyi ng gestures.

ABNER
A step on the deck's feed | ever
brings up a shell. The breech is
opened. The shell is |oaded. The

breech cl oses, trips the safety.
The gun is fired by hittin' this
here firing | ever.
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STAN
Got it. Okay, everyone, this is
it. Time to kick Low ands in the
| ove spuds.

Stan air-kicks. Ed breathes heavily, |ooks tense.

ABNER
| gotta aimthe damm thing first.

MAGA E
Go to it, second-class senen.

Abner gives Maggie a dirty | ook, starts his task.

ED
(to Stan)
Hey, what about Malibu? W haven't
heard fromthat pinhead. W can't
do this if he's not ready.

| NT. SWV

MALI BU
This can't be a sketch... Were did
Stan say the keys are?

He frantically searches, finds themin the center consol e,
starts the vehicle up, drives.

ALLEYVWAY

The SUV advances, scrapes the wall, noves to the street. As
the SUV reaches its position outside Low ands, it hits a
pot hol e.

SW' S FRONT VWHEEL

The chrone wheel cover pops off, rolls down the enpty
street.

BACK TO SCENE

Mal i bu exits the SUV, notices the wheel cover's path, gives
chase.

| NT. FRANK' S OFFI CE
Carnmen and Frank enter; he turns, faces her.
FRANK
Let's toast new begi nni ngs, shal
we?
They clink gl asses, sip.

FRANK
Do you enjoy dancing, M. Badill o?
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CARVEN
Uh, no, not really. | have two
left feet, the coordination of a
drunk with the bends. Plus, ny
ankles are as fragile as Venetian
glass -- | once broke one just
putting on a sock and-

Frank puts his index finger to Carnen's |ips, silences her.

FRANK
Well, you are in luck, Ms. Badillo.
For years |'ve taught ballroom
danci ng on Tuesday nights. |I'm
exceptionally proficient and
gentle. There's plenty of floor
space out near the vault. Let's
head out there and I'll teach you a
f ew t hi ngs.

She cringes. He takes her hand, guides her out of the
of fice.

DECK GUN
Abner | ooks away fromthe ai mng nechani sm

ABNER
She's all lined up.

Stan | ooks through the view finder.
STAN' S POV
Crosshairs on Lowl ands' darkened gl ass w ndow.
BACK TO SCENE
Stan puffs his joint.
STAN
You sure that lines up with the

vaul t door.

Abner nods.

ABNER
Absol utely, been in there a hundred
tinmes.

MAGA E

Abner, you're not sweating.

ABNER
Robbi ng banks rel axes nme, | guess.



99.
ED
We still haven't heard from Mali bu
There's no point doing this if he's
not there to grab the noney.
Stan takes hold of the front of Ed's shirt.

STAN
What's the real problen?

MAGA E
waves her hand in disgust over the bickering, stonps on the

deck's shell feed lever. The red-tipped projectile junps up
wi th unexpect ed speed.

BACK TO SCENE

Everyone else's attention is drawmn to her act.

EVERYONE' S POV

Frail Maggie grabs it md-air, holds it close, tries to
mai ntain her footing, stunbles about. She |oses her grip,
drops the shell. It hits the deck, rolls off into the

wat er .

BACK TO SCENE

Jaws agape, dunmbfounded, everyone's eyes bul ge.

STAN
What the fuck just happened?
ED
That's it! It's over! We're donel

Stan, enraged, spins Ed towards hinself, belts himin the
jaw. Ed, unconscious, slunps to the deck.

ABNER
What'd you go and do that for?

STAN
He wasn't going to sign up for ny
advanced cl ass.

ABNER
['min.

MAGE E & VANESSA
(toget her)
"' min.
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Stan charges to the deck's feed | ever, stonps it. The
yel l ow-ti pped shell pops up. Stan deftly grabs it. Abner,
brow knitted, tugs his earl obe.

ABNER
Yellow tip, yellowtip.

Stan jans the shell into the open breech. It closes,
engages the safety.

MALI BU
finds the hubcap on the desol ate street.
MALI BU

Got it. Don't want M. Rodnman to
t hi nk sonet hi ng happened to his
SUV.

Mal i bu turns, wal ks back to the vehicle.

THE DECK OF THE HAYES

STAN
So, who gets the honor of firing?

Ed stirs, groans.
CLD MAN I N H S MOTORBQAT

Asl eep, the old man's boat gently makes contact with the
Hayes' hul | .

BACK TO SCENE
MAGGE E
This isn't a fucking testinonial!
Just shoot the fucking thing!
CARMEN

observes as Frank, outside the vault door, prances about,
does a sol o denonstration of ballroom dance noves.

FRANK
My, ny, it's getting warmin here.

Carnmen feigns being inpressed.
END | NTERCUTTI NG
EXT. DECK OF THE HAYES - CONTI NUOUS

Maggi e, pissed, rolls up her sleeves, noves toward the
firing lever. Abner grabs her.

ABNER
No! Wait! That's a yellow tip!
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MAGGE E
So!

ABNER
It's a nuke! A tactical nuke! |
finally renmenbered.
Groggy Ed gets to his feet.

STAN
So what!

Vanessa noves to the gun's breech, blocks access to the
firing |ever.

VANESSA
So what?! Don't you understand?
It's a nuke. It'll blow up the

whole city. Kill thousands.

STAN
You make that sound |ike a bad
thing. This fucking world' s done
not hi ng but shit on us all our
lives.

He charges the gun, plows into Vanessa. Everyone, including
Ed, piles on to restrain maniacal Stan. The mass of
humani ty knocks into the gun's positioning controls.

DECK GUN

swi vels conpletely around twice, is msaligned.

BACK TO SCENE

Flailing arns and | egs acconpany grunts, cursing.

VANESSA' S BACKPACK

Kirby's head energes. He news, conpletely extricates
hi msel f, | eaps.

BACK TO SCENE

Kirby's |l eap draws everyone's attention. They freeze, watch
in horror.

VANESSA
Ki rby!  No!

Kirby lands on the firing |ever. The deck gun boons, fires
its projectile.

OLD MAN' S MOTORBOAT
The old man snores, rolls over, snores sonme nore.

BACK TO SCENE
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MONTAGE - THE SHELL'S TRAJECTORY

-- INT. LOALANDS BANK - NI GHT -- Ballroom nusic plays.
Frank, robe off, in his undies, holds the silk garnent to
his side |ike a matador's cape.

The shell instantly shatters the building' s plate glass

wi ndow, produces a three-foot-wde fiery hole in the robe,
exits the plate glass w ndow on the room s other side.
Frank petrifies, Carnen screans.

-- EXT. BORIS SUV - CONTINUQUS -- Smiling Mlibu, wheel
cover in hand, is within twenty feet of the SUV when the
projectile smashes through its door glass and exits the
opposite site. The vehicle blazes.

-- EXT. MRTH - CONTINUQUS -- The shell blasts through the
club's front door

-- INT. MRTH - CONTINUQUS -- The projectile screans through
the club, denolishes the door to Boris' office.

-- INT. OFFICE - CONTINUQUS -- It hits the back wall behind
Rodman' s desk, expl odes.

END MONTAGE
EXT. DECK OF THE HAYES - SECONDS LATER

Am d bill owy snoke, everyone lies on the deck. Kirby junps
of f the gun, rubs agai nst Vanessa.

MAGA E
Are we dead? | think we're al
fucking dead. You guys are decent,
but | wasn't planning on spending

fucking eternity with you.
They all rise, stir, |ook around.

VANESSA
This can't be heaven, they don't
| et you say 'fuck' in heaven.

ED
Abner, what happened? You said it
was a nuke.

Abner dusts hinself off, |ooks towards the bank.

ABNER
It was. It contains a conventional
expl osi ve, which went off, plus the
nucl ear part. The conventional one
i s supposed to trigger the other.
The nuke part nust have been a dud.
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STAN
So much for mlitary quality
control

O.D MAN (O S.)
Say, are you fol ks the cast of

Ham | t on?

MAGA E
The old drunk in the

STAN

boat is back

(to everyone on deck)

Look, we don't know i

there to grab the cash.
guy's got a notorboat.

there in two m nutes.
They al |
| NT. MOTORBOAT

ED
Yes! We're the cast
and we're late for a
performance. (He poi
Washi ngt on,

OLD MAN

Happy to be of service,
|"ve al ways been a fan

Ham | t on.
of the theater.

The ol d man stands, poses like
t he Del aware, guns the engine,

EXT. PIER - N GHT - CONTI NUOUS
The notorboat reaches the pier.
hand.
ED
Thank you, general.

Everyone pil es out,
smashed w ndow.

EVERYONE' S POV

Frank, dazed,
snol dering remmant of his robe.

j oy.

CARVMEN
Ed?... Ed!
She runs to the w ndow frane,

BACK TO SCENE

runs to the bank,

stands |i ke a statue,

f Malibu was
The ol d
We can be

run to the side of the sub, pile in.

of Ham | ton
comand

nts.) General

get us across at oncel!

M.

Geor ge Washi ngton crossing
takes off.

Ed shakes the old man's

| ooks in through the

still holds the
Carnmen sees Ed, glows with

steps through.
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Ed and Carnen enbrace, Kkiss.

MAGA E
VWho the fuck is she?
ABNER
Who cares? Look at the vault -- we
m ssed!
ABNER S POV

The vault is untouched.
BACK TO SCENE
VANESSA
We all saw an explosion. \Wat'd we
hit?
Everyone's head turns in unison.
EVERYONE' S POV

The snoking charred remains of the SUV crackle.

BACK TO SCENE

MAGA E
At | east we managed to take out
Rodman' s SUV.

ABNER
M. Rodman is not having a good
day.
VANESSA
Gh, no -- Malibu!
STAN
Hey, it's a Cadillac. Not a bad way

to go.
Ed | ooks off in a different direction.
ED
You' re all m ssing sonething.
Check out what's left of Mrth.
M RTH
is denvolished.
BACK TO SCENE

MAGA E
Let's get the fuck out of here!
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STAN
Wiy? We haven't done anything
illegal.

POLICE CH EF (O S.)
We beg to differ.

Everyone takes a sweeping | ook around thensel ves.
EVERYONE' S POV

@uns drawn, police, SWAT teans, firenen, mlitary police, a
Boy Scout troop, banner-carrying nenbers of the Radical
Ani mal Movenent and the old man surround the robbers.

A bl ack Mercedes joins the first responders, cones to a
screeching halt. Boris Rodman junps out, surveys the
wr eckage, is stunned.

BACK TO SCENE

The police chief, Boris and the old man, holding a can of
beer, approach Stan and his students.

CHI EF
You' re all under arrest for... (he
| ooks about) a crine beyond
descri ption.

BORI S
Ch, | can describe it, chief. That
charred SUV is mne. That snoking
rubble -- that used to be the club
| owned. As for the bank, |I'mon
t he board of directors.

ED
There's a shocker.
STAN
You left out your yacht, Boris.
ED
And your Maserati, parked on its
deck. It's now an aquarium

Ed points in the yacht's direction.

BORI S
VWhat ?!

Boris looks in the indicated direction.
BORI S POV

The aft section of the yacht and the car's rear stick out of
t he water.

BACK TO SCENE
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Boris lunges at Stan and Ed, is held back by the chief.

BORI S
God dam it! You bastards -- you
ruined ne! ['ll have you al
ground into chop neat!

OLD MAN
l"mnot so sure they're guilty,
chi ef.

BORI S

What the hell do you know, you
fucki ng derelict?

CHI EF
That's no way to talk to Mayor
Pal mer. Apol ogi ze.

The old man will now be referred to as Mayor Pal ner.

MAYOR PALMER
That' s okay, chief, no need for an
apology. I'll just consider the
sour ce.

The mayor finishes his can of beer, flattens the enpty can
agai nst Boris' bald head.

MAYOR PALMER
Chief, | gave thema ride over here
fromthe sub in nmy boat. They were
very polite. Did you knowthey're
t he cast of Ham I ton?

Ed, Stan and the other students snicker.

STAN
W may have exaggerated a bit, Your
Honor, though we are, so to speak,
i n show busi ness.

A mlitary police officer (MP.) steps forward, joins the
group.

M P.
So then you admit you were on the
Hayes. A shot was fired fromit --
there's still snobke com ng fromthe
barrel of the deck gun

ABNER
About that -- | am Abner Swanson,
sir and-

MAGA E

He has second-cl ass senen.

Vanessa pl aces her hand over Maggi e's nouth.
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ABNER
And we were onboard the Hayes.
was fornmerly in the navy and was
giving nmy classmates here a tour,
prior to tonorrow s public
denonstration

MAYOR PALMER
They coul dn't possibly have fired
the gun. M boat was right al ong
side and | didn't hear it go off.
It nust have been soneone el se.

CHI EF
(to the MP.)
Well, if the mayor is wlling to

vouch for these people-
Livid Boris screans, junps up and down.

BORI S
Sonmebody has to be guilty of
sonet hi ng!

MALI BU (Q. S.)
Oh, there's no doubt about that.

All heads turn in Malibu's direction.
EVERYONE' S POV

Hol di ng t he wheel cover in one hand and a rhino horn close
to his chest with the other, Mlibu emerges fromwhat's |eft
of Mrth, joins the others.

BACK TO SCENE
Mal i bu hands Boris the wheel cover.

MALI BU
| was able to save part of your
SW, M. Rodnan.

Stupefied, he accepts it, anxiously eyes the rhino horn.

A bl onde m ddl e-aged woman, DAWN, carrying a R A M sign
joins the group. She points to the horn, tears flow

DAWN
That's a baby white rhino horn.
They're nearly extinct and they are
expressly forbidden in this
country.

Vanessa puts her arm around Dawn. Dawn pets Kirby.
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VANESSA
H, Dawm. Sorry | couldn't join
the rest of you this norning for
t he wal kabout. | had a... prior
commi t ment .

DAV
That's all right, Vanessa.

CH EF
So both of you ladies, |I take it,
are nenbers of the Radical Ani nal
Movenent .

DAV
That's true, chief. W go out very
early on weekends | ooking for stray
or injured animals. W carry the
signs to get the word out about who
we are and what we do.

CHI EF
| know all about it; nmy wife joined
| ast week.

MAYOR PALMER
|''ma nenmber, too, | think.

STAN
Al'l this begs the question:
where'd you find it, Mlibu?

MALI BU
A secret roomin M. Rodman's
office. The shell blew it open.
It's | oaded with animal parts.
Cnon, I'll show you.

I NT. BORIS RODVAN S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

The chief, mayor, Boris, Dawn, Stan and the gang stand
i nside the bl own-open secret room Sone rumrage through
horns, heads and ot her parts of endangered species.

STAN
(to Boris)
Thi s expl ai ns why you constantly
cancel ed nmy cl asses on short
notice, and all those deliveries.
You were filling orders, you
m serable fart swal |l owner.

BORI S
Mrth couldn't pay nmy bills. The
sal e of one tusk brought in nore
than the club did in six nonths.
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DAV
Well, the fines for owning these
will be inthe mllions, to say
nothing of the jail time you'll do.
ED
Yeah, you'll be snuggling bones of

a different type in prison, Rodman.

MAYOR PALMER
Chi ef, get himout of ny sight.
need a beer.

The mayor wanders off. The chief cuffs Boris, takes him
away. The first responders and ot her onl ookers di sperse,

| eaving Carnen, Stan and his students. Carnmen and Ed ki ss.
They all wal k together, slowy.

STAN
(to ED)
Begi nner's | uck.
MALI BU
(to Stan)
Was it all just a sketch? | gotta
know.
Stan smrks, shrugs.
ED

So, did we all graduate?

MAGA E
Yeah, are we all now professional
fucki ng stand-up conedi ans?

Stan nods.
STAN
It's official. Sorry, but with al
the excitenent, | forgot to bring
t he di pl onas.
ABNER
We passed, but we're still
bl ackl i st ed.
MALI BU

And no one will hire us, either.
Maggi e taps Malibu's head.
MAGA E
That's what bl acklisted neans,
Captain Idiot.

MALI BU
Cool . Thanks.
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VANESSA
And we still don't have any noney.

They conme to a stop, | ook over their shoul ders.
EVERYONE' S POV

What's left of Mrth.

BACK TO SCENE

ED
That's one place we're not
bl ackl i sted, now that Boris is
gone.

MAGGE E
Uh, did you not hear the part about
us not havi ng any noney?

CARVEN
(to Maggie)
Ever hear of crowd funding? Mcro
| oans?

ABNER
Who' d gi ve us noney?

VANESSA
Plenty of people. W exposed a
scunbag ani mal parts deal er

MAGA E
And we bl ew up a branch of fucking
Low ands.
MALI BU
Holy crap -- we're doubl e heroes.
VANESSA

"1l ask Dawn to get the word out
to everyone at RA M Plus, she
knows a |lot of influential nedia
peopl e.

EXT. MRTH - N GHT

Customers file into the rebuilt club. A sign out front
reads: "Grand Reopeni ng, Now Under Humane Managenent”

SUPER: "SI X MONTHS LATER'

I NT. M RTH - CONTI NUOUS

The club is packed, noisy wth appl ause.
STAGE

Vanessa hol ds Kirby, bows.
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VANESSA
Thank you, thank you, you've been a
wonder ful audi ence. | know t hat

because you didn't make nme puke.
O 's. laughter.

VANESSA
Next I'd like to introduce Ed
Curtis. Ed is the fornmer chef who,
you may renenber, appeared on the
TV show Pressure Cooker, where he
i ntroduced the judges to his pig's
knuckl es -- and his bare knuckl es.

More o.s. laughter.
BAR
Carnmen, Ed and Stan stand at the end of the crowded bar.

Mal i bu, Maggi e and Abner approach, pat Ed on the back. Ed,
ready to perform Kkisses Carnen.

CARVEN
I"d wi sh you | uck, but you don't
need it. You'll do great.
STAN
(to Ed)
You better, we've got 1,834
creditors.
ED

What happens if we can't pay thenf

STAN
There's other banks in Long Beach.

Ed | aughs, runs to the stage.

FADE QUT:

THE END
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