FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM- MORNING

The sun has come up.  The room is small and 

comfortable.  White sheets, white curtains, white 

pillows.  A rather youthful looking room for the middle 

aged couple that rests within its walls. 

A man, STEVE (46), emerges from the connected master 

bathroom.  He adjusts his piano key tie.



STEVE


How in the holy hell can we not get 


Martin Luther King day off?  The guy's 


a national wonder- the liberator of 


the African American race.  I think 


that's a damn accomplishment.  Worthy 


of a day off.

A head pops out from underneath the sheets- his 

wife's.  She is EVE (42), average looking.



EVE


File a complaint with your boss.



STEVE


I'm on the edge Eve.  One more screw 


up from me, and I'm out of a damn job.



EVE


You're not exactly helping your case 


with that repulsive tie.



STEVE


What's wrong with my tie?



EVE


It's ugly.



STEVE


It adds personality.



EVE


It cries for attention.



STEVE


It doesn't. 


(focuses on tie; timid)


Does it really?



EVE


Yes it does.  Just try not to get 


fired, okay?



STEVE


I should get the hell outta here then.

He kisses his wife on the forehead.  On his way out, 

she stops him.



EVE


Wait.  Are you picking up Billy today?



STEVE


From where?



EVE


At his school.  He's coming home from 


band camp tonight.  Remember?

Steve stands ridiculously postured with a clueless 

expression.



STEVE


Is that where he's been?



EVE


It's been a week!  You haven't noticed 


that Billy's been gone for a week?



STEVE


(sighs)


What time does his bus come in?



EVE


Five.  Five-thirty?



STEVE


Okay.  Yeah, of course- no problem.

Steve exits.




CUT TO:

INT. OFFICE- DAY

Steve enters the office, looking confused, sporting his 

piano tie.  Oak chairs, oak furniture, and an oak 

desk.  Plaques of accomplishment on every wall.  Very 

corporate-esque.



STEVE


You wanted to see me sir?



BOSS (O.S.)


Steve.  Yes, come in.

Steve approaches the desk.  He sits across from the 

boss, whom remains disembodied.

FRONTAL SHOT OF STEVE- MEDIUM



BOSS (O.S.)


You were late this morning.



STEVE


I know sir.  My alarm clock didn't go 


off.  The wife was nagging me until 


three in the morning about me not 


putting the socks in the right drawer-


so I just tuned her out.  Then she 


comes up- 


(forgetting himself)


Sorry sir.  Um- did you need 


something?



BOSS (O.S.)


Well- Steve, as you know, we're 


cutting some extra fat around here.  


Corporate is going through a rut and 


we need to let some people go.



STEVE


Are you telling me what I think you're 


telling me?



BOSS (O.S.)


We're gonna have to let you go.  It's 


not quite working out.



STEVE


It's not "working out?"  I've been 


here for twenty years!  I'm twenty-


four years older than you!



BOSS (O.S.)


No need to get rude.



STEVE


You're twenty-two years old and 


bossing me around.  You damn 


privileged kids.



BOSS (O.S.)


It's not that I don't like you- I just 


think your personality type doesn't 


really fit in around here.



STEVE


(sighs; calm)


Okay.  So tell me.  What's so damn 


wrong with my personality?  So wrong 


that you have to fire me.  Me- a man 


with a family.  A hardworking-



BOSS (O.S.)


(interrupting)


Spare me the sob story.  I'll be frank 


with you Steve.  You're a nice guy.  


Personally, I like you.  But you're 


just not gettin' it.  I mean, look at 


that ridiculous tie.

Steve subconsciously strokes his tie.



STEVE


What's wrong with my tie?



BOSS (O.S.)


There's nothing physically wrong with 


it.  It's just... stupid.  I guess 


that would be the one word to describe 


it.  Unprofessional.  For this line of 


business.



STEVE


You listen to me asshole, I'm not 


gonna let a punk kid boss me around.  


You can't fire me.  Cuz, I quit!

Steve gets up to storm out of the room.  He trips on 

the chair; his limp body landing heavily onto the 

carpet.  He hurries out after recovering.




CUT TO:

EXT. DRIVEWAY- ESTABLISHING

Steve's car pulls into the driveway.  His dilapidated 

house sticks out sorely in this upper-class 

neighborhood.  He exits his vehicle and walks towards 

the entrance of his home, his head hung low.




CUT TO:

INT. STEVE'S LIVING ROOM- DAY

A cozy place.  Steve enters.  He immediately kicks off 

his shoes and drops his briefcase.  From the silence, a 

MUFFLED sound arises.  

Steve searches around him for the source.  After one 

quick scan around the room, he dismisses it.  Before he 

can take take another step, the SOUND arises again.  

This time it is continuous.



STEVE


What the hell.

A trail of clothes leads into the hall.  Steve steps 

into the hall.  The trail leads directly into the 

master bedroom.  We can hear his wife's voice in the 

distance.

He follows the trail into the room.

INT. BEDROOM- DAY

Steve enters the room to see two bodies rolling around 

in his bed.  One of which is his wife, Eve.  The other, 

PEDRO THE GARDENER, kisses Eve on the neck.  Her eyes 

are closed in ecstasy. 

She finally notices Steve standing there.  She 

immediately dashes to cover up.



EVE


Steve!  What are you doing home?



STEVE


They fired me.

Steve looks around the room and sees undergarments 

strewn about.



STEVE


(softly)


Hey Eve?  Who's this clown?



EVE


They fired you?  I told you not to get 


fired!



STEVE


(still softly)


Eve?  Who's this clown?



EVE


I can't believe you lost your job!



STEVE


(exploding)


Eve, who the fuck is in my bed!  


(observing closer)


Is that Pedro?  The gardener!  Jesus 


Christ!  What the hell is wrong with 


you woman!



PEDRO


(accent)


You should not talk to the misses in 


that way.



STEVE


Pedro.  Get out.  Get out or I call 


the cops.

Pedro doesn't budge.



STEVE


Did you hear me?

He remain resistant to Steve's threat.



STEVE


Get the hell out or I'll call 


immigration on your ass. 


(beat)


See... I went through your wallet 


while you were taking a break last 


Saturday.  I admit it- I needed some 


more green to spot myself on that bet 


I lost.  But the most interesting 


thing about your wallet- I didn't see 


a green card.

Without a moment to spare, Pedro grabs his clothes and 

darts out of the room, leaving Steve and Eve alone 

together.



EVE


Steve.  I- I don't know what to say.



STEVE


There's nothing to say.  It's pretty 


evident.



EVE


Steve.  I want a divorce.



STEVE


I'm gonna go pick up Billy.

Steve turns his back to leave.



EVE


Did you hear me Steve!

He continues his defiant walk and leaves.




CUT TO:

INT. MOVING VEHICLE- DAY

Steve drives.  His son, BILLY (17), sits in the 

passenger's side.  Billy wear all black.  His hair is 

messy and his goatee grows out rebelliously.  He looks 

like a bum.



STEVE


So.  Son.  How was camp?



BILLY


It was okay I guess.



STEVE


(false enthusiasm)


Yeah?  That's- that's really great.  


It's really- really great.



BILLY


Yeah.  It's really great.

An awkward silence.



STEVE


So?  Make any new friends?



BILLY


I actually met someone.



STEVE


Really?  That's great Billy!  What's 


the name of this lucky lady?



BILLY


Sam.



STEVE


Samantha.  Me and your mother were 


actually thinking about naming you 


that if you came out a girl.



BILLY


Not Samantha.



STEVE


Son.  


(laughs)


How many names start with "Sam?"



BILLY


Samuel.



STEVE


Son.  That's a boy's name.

Steve erupts into laughter and pats his son of the 

shoulder.  Billy isn't humored.



STEVE


You see, Billy.  Samuel- that's a 


boy's name.



BILLY


Dad.  I'm gay.

Steve's laughter is disrupted instantaneously.  He sets 

both hands firmly on the wheel and remains silent.




CUT TO:

INT. ROOM

UPPER BODY SHOT OF STEVE

Steve sits on an aluminum fold-up chair.  His piano key 

tie is ruffled and loose on his chest.  He rants his 

problems to unseen persons.



STEVE


I mean- my life is going down the 


drain.  Spiraling down that damn 


hole.  That- that damn black hole.  I 


came home earlier today to find my 


wife having- 


(sigh)


-relations with Pedro.  He's our 


gardener.  He works for low pay; 


that's really the only reason we can 


keep him.  He's illegal, and not 


nearly as physically attractive as me.

He pauses for a moment to gather his thoughts.



STEVE


Losing the wife isn't so bad.  Part of 


me knew she was having an affair.  But 


I guess I was too naive- y'know- to 


notice.  Then later, I go pick up my 


son Billy who just came home from band 


camp.  He comes completely outta the 


closet and tells me that he's not one 


of us "heterosexuals."  God knows I 


love my son, but I just can't accept 


the lifestyle he has chosen to- chosen 


to pursue.  And I'm not getting 


younger.  I'm forty-six years old- too 


old for a mid-life crisis.  Too damn 


young to just give up on life.  I'm 


just outta options here.  That harpee 


is gonna want half of my life and I 


guarantee she'll want full custody- 


which, honestly, isn't such a bad idea 


because I really don't want to meet 


his new boyfriend.  I just- I don't 


know.  I just.  Don't.  Know.  


(sighs in relief)


Thank you all.  Thank you for 


listening.  I really appreciate it.



WOMAN (O.S.)


That's a very interesting story.  But 


I'm not sure you're in the right 


place.

PULL BACK

The room is filled with men and women sat in a close 

circle.   A large poster on the back wall reads 

"DEALING WITH YOUR HOMOSEXUALITY."



STEVE


Isn't this "considering suicide?"



WOMAN


That's across the hall.  You just 


wandered in here and started talking.



STEVE


Did I?



WOMAN


Yeah.  You interrupted Ron in the 


middle of his story.  On how his 


mother couldn't deal with his 


homosexuality and tried to poison his 


cup-o-noodle.  You interrupted him and 


that was rude.

The WOMAN has extremely short hair- boyish.  Her upper 

lip hair is noticeable at this distance.  

Steve slides out of his chair, his cheeks turning an 

apple red.  He backs out of the room with slow steps 

without another word.




CUT TO:

INT. CHUCK-E-CHEESE- NIGHT

The place is packed.  There are games everywhere.  Kids 

at each and every station.  

Steve plays at the basketball game.  He shoots with 

frustration as the backboard slides back and forth.  He 

puffs on a cigarette.



STEVE


Why.  The.  Hell.  Can't.  I.  Win!

There are eager children waiting behind him for the 

game.  A line has formed.  His plastic cup of tokens 

runs dry.  He puts in the last two.

Not 20 seconds later, he has lost once again.  Children 

behind him sigh in relief.  He is out of tokens.  Steve 

anxiously turns around and nudges a kid, KID ONE, on 

the shoulder.



STEVE


Hey kid.  Here's five bucks.  Can you 


put that in the machine over there?  I 


gotta win this game.



KID ONE


You've been on there for forty 


minutes!  



STEVE


Please.  You don't understand.  I'm 


having a shit day.  Just go do it- 


please.



KID ONE


No!

Steve braces at the sound of the kid's squealing 

voice.  A second kid, KID TWO, passes by.  Steve 

snatches his cup of coins.



STEVE


Kid.  I'll give you twenty dollars if 


you give me these coins.



KID TWO


There's only six dollars worth of 


coins in there.



STEVE


Take it or leave it.

Kid Two walks away with a smile and an apparent sense 

of satisfaction.

Steve sticks out his tongue at Kid One, whom throws a 

violent tantrum and leaves the line.




DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CHUCK-E-CHEESE- LATER

Steve continue his assault on the kiddy basketball 

game, but to no avail.

A BLACK MAN, and his small brother stand behind him.



BLACK MAN


Excuse me.  Can you let my brother 


take a few shots?  We've been waiting 


for like ten minutes.

Steve turns around slowly, an "are-you-talking-to-me" 

expression on his face.



STEVE


Didn't hear you?



BLACK MAN


Can you let my brother take a few 


shots?

Steve's left eye begins to twitch as he takes another 

puff of his cigarette.



STEVE


You think just because it's black day 


that you have priority?  Huh?  You 


think just cuz it's "Martin Luther 


King Day," you think that you rule the 


world?  Well- you see- I've lost 


complete respect for that man.  Do you 


know why?

The black man remains silent.



STEVE


Oh, you don't know why?  Because this 


has been the shittiest day of my 


life!  If only Mister Martin Luther 


fucking King could see me now.  If 


only that fraud could see me now.



BLACK MAN


I don't think you should speak about 


M.L.K. that way.  For your health.



STEVE


(mocking)


Oooooooo- my health?  Are you gonna do 


something big boy?  King is a fraud.  


What kind of damn "reverend" cheats on 


his wife?  Yeah- I bet you didn't know 


that.  Or the fact that his master's 


thesis was plagiarized from Gandhi.  


Well- before you give the guy too much 


credit, make sure you do your damn 


research.  Because frankly, this day 


sucks.

Steve turns back around to continue his game.  But the 

time limit has expired.



STEVE


You cost me two coins you darn 


pickaninny.



BLACK MAN


What the hell did you just call me?

The MANAGER emerges from within the crowd.



MANAGER


Is there a problem here?

Steve starts a new game, ignoring the confrontation he 

has gotten himself into.



BLACK MAN


Yeah.  This guy has been on that game 


for at least an hour.



MANAGER


Sir- would you mind giving up the 


machine to let some of the other kids 


play?

Steve ignores him.



MANAGER


And would you put that cigarette out?

Steve gently takes the cigarette from his mouth.  He 

smashes the butt onto the game's metal cage.



MANAGER


Sir- I'm definitely going to ask you 


to leave.



STEVE


(sarcastically)


Oh.  Am I hurting business?  I'm sorry 


if I'm hurting business-

Steve focuses in on the manager's name tag. 



STEVE


-Dan!  You see- I already told this 


guy here that I've had the worst day 


of my life.  And I've been shooting 


hoops for the past hour.  I mean- I'm 


just trying to unwind here.  Maybe get 


enough tickets to buy that beebee gun 


I've wanted since I was a kid- even 


though it costs around a hundred 


thousand tickets.  It's pretty damn 


impossible to reach that feat.  How 


the hell do you sick people expect 


kids to be able to get one hundred 


thousand tickets!  That's some rotten 


shit man.  To get a hundred thousand 


tickets- you'd have to spend about 


eighty or ninety dollars.  You crazy 


corporate clowns.

The manager and the black man stare at him with 

confounded expressions.



STEVE


Listen.  Let's compromise.  Just let 


me get enough tickets for that beebee 


gun, and I'll never set foot in this 


piece of shit establishment again.




CUT TO:

EXT. BEHIND CHUCK-E-CHEESE- NIGHT

CHUCKEE, the mouse, pulls a struggling Steve through 

the back door of the restaurant.



STEVE


Let go of me you dirty rat!

The costumed person tosses Steve onto the pavement.



CHUCKEE


Stay the hell out you miserable old 


man!

Steve furiously gets up and dusts himself off.  His 

piano key tie is now somewhat discolored and slightly 

torn.




CUT TO:

INT. CHURCH CONFESSIONAL- DAYS LATER

Steve looks like hell.  His beard stubble has grown in 

uncontrollably and sloppily.  His eyes are bloodshot 

from the apparent lack of sleep.  His thinning hair 

remains uncombed. Yet- the tie hasn't strayed from his 

neck.  He speaks to the PRIEST, whom remains unseen.



PRIEST (O.S.)


What is it my child?



STEVE


Well father.  My name is Steve.  The 


last few days of my life have been a 


living hell.  I've been living in this 


alley downtown the past couple of 


days.  The homeless there have been 


letting me use their boxes- but, they 


wanted my shoes.



PRIEST (O.S.)


And why have you been sleeping on the 


street my son?



STEVE


Well.  I'm having trouble returning 


home.  Just the thought of it makes me 


want to kill anyone and everyone I 


see.  It's not pleasant- to say the 


least.  


(sighs)


I woke up this morning.  I had such a 


foul taste in my mouth- that I had to 


get it out.  Somehow.  So I licked the 


dirtiest curb I could find.

PAN RIGHT

The priest comes into view.  He listens to the story in 

awe and disgust.



PRIEST


(under breath)


What the fuck?



STEVE (O.S.)


And that's when I realized I needed to 


find God.



PRIEST


Is there anything else you need to 


confess child?



STEVE (O.S.)


Well.  Yes.  I just broke into the 


collection fund.



PRIEST


Collection fund?



STEVE (O.S.)


Yeah.  I saw where you put it.  The 


secret compartment in the third pew on 


the left.



PRIEST


You broke into my fund?



STEVE (O.S.)


Interesting enough though.  Money 


wasn't the only thing I found.  I've 


always wondered how the hell you 


priests stay celibate.  Now I know.

Steve presses a copy of "Jugs," onto the see-through 

platform.




CUT TO:

EXT. CHURCH- DAY

The priest drags Steve out of the church.  In Steve's 

right hand is the copy of "Jugs."



STEVE


Hands off of me!

The priest tosses Steve onto the pavement.  The girly 

magazine is freed from his grasp upon impact.



PRIEST


The catholic church does not take 


kindly to consciously avid sinners.

The magazine catches the priest's attention.  He grabs 

it and walks back into the church. 



STEVE


It doesn't matter!  You know why!  


Because I'm Jewish!

Steve produces a small Jewish hat from his back pocket 

and sets it on his head.  He strolls away, shoeless and 

bewildered.




CUT TO:

EXT. STREET- DAY

Steve continues to wander.  He continues his newly 

established nomadic lifestyle.  He comes to a crosswalk 

and a red light.

To his right is an old woman.  To his left is an old 

man.  The light turns.  They all start across.

Steve curses under his breath and falls behind.  Just 

then, a cab comes across and smashes into him as we-




CUT TO BLACK:

INT. BEDROOM- MORNING

Steve wakes up in a cold sweat.  His eyes are filled 

with fear and disgust.  He is in his bed.  Beside him 

is Eve.  She is more glamorous this time around- her 

face releasing younger vibrations.



EVE


What's wrong honey?

Steve tries to soak in the moment.  It was all a dream.



STEVE


Nothin.  Bad dream.  Just- just a bad 


dream.



STEVE (V.O.)


You see.  Sometimes, we as human 


beings forget to realize how wonderful 


life truly is.  We take it for 


granted.  And that's when the shit 


really hits the fan.



EVE


We need to clean the house today.  


Billy's new girlfriend is coming over 


today.



STEVE


(under breath)


Thank you God.

Steve grins widely and lies back in his bed, a smug 

look on his face.  He takes a look at his night stand.  

There lies the piano key tie.  He snatches at it and 

places it into his shelf- quietly.




FADE TO BLACK:
