PAGE  
1

SPECIAL DELIVERY

Written by

Michael Skelton

Copyright August 2, 2005

Michael Skelton

1.STREET. EXT. NIGHT.

A beat up old rust bucket, so beaten and rusty it is hard to identify which make and model it once was speeds down a suburban road. Looking through the windscreen we see that behind the wheel is LARRY, a tall, dim looking guy in his late twenties. Next to him is TONY, a small, quiet, unassuming man of around forty. Both are wearing the standard burglar uniform: dark clothes and black balaclavas rolled up on their heads like beanies. We notice on the back seat an open bag containing a five litre plastic drum, full of petrol. Stuck on the side of the drum is a handful of putty, which has wires attached leading to an alarm clock. The clock shows 11:50. TONY looks over his shoulder at the clock.





TONY




Ten minutes.

MAIN TITLES

1. BANK. INT. DAY

LARRY runs into a bank, carrying a backpack. There is one teller working with two customers lined up at her queue. LARRY runs past the customers to the teller.





LARRY




Righto. Give me the cash-

A male customer busts in.





CUSTOMER




Oi, dickhead. There’s a queue, you prick.

LARRY looks at him, and then stands in the back of the que. After a short wait, a second teller opens her window.





TELLER




Can I help you, sir?

LARRY runs over to her and pulls out a pistol.

LARRY




Give us the cash.

The teller starts to giggle.





LARRY




What’s funny?





TELLER




Aren’t you missing something?





LARRY




Shit! My disguise!

He runs out of the bank.

2. STREET. EXT. DAY.

  LARRY running out of the bank looks around the shops       that surround the bank. He sees a stationary shop. He bolts towards it.

3. STATIONARY SHOP. INT. DAY

LARRY runs in, past the attendant behind the shop counter and grabs a Nikko pen. He runs to the counter.





LARRY




I’ll be back with the money for this.

He runs out.

4. STREET. EXT. DAY

LARRY runs up to car and takes off the lid of the Nikko. Using the car window as a mirror he precedes to draw on his face, around his eyes.

5. BANK. INT. DAY

LARRY enters the bank “in disguise”. He has used the Nikko pen to draw on a pair of sunglasses, a handlebar moustache and a big tattoo of an anchor on his forearm. He pulls out his gun again and approaches the teller.





LARRY




Okay! Cash, now!

The teller shakes her head in disbelief.





TELLER




You idiot!





LARRY




Hey! I’m holding you up-





TELLER




-without a barrel on your gun.

LARRY looks at his gun. Sure enough, it has no barrel.





LARRY




Shit!

He thinks quickly. 





LARRY




It still has bullets in it. See!

LARRY points the gun to the ceiling a pulls the trigger. The gun explodes in his hand. He throws the gun down, his hand a burnt and bloody mess. He looks at the teller in disbelief.





TELLER

Who should I call first, the police or an ambulance?


LARRY

Ow!

LARRY runs out.

6. PARKING LOT. EXT. NIGHT

LARRY and TONY are sitting in the car, in a deserted       car park.






TONY




I think we’re lost.





LARRY




We’re not lost. 

They both sit quietly. A long shot reveals they are in the car park of a closed shopping centre.





TONY




   (voice)




We’re lost.

A shot of the clock reveals it is 11:52.

7. LARRY’S FRONT YARD. EXT. DAY

A police car pulls up outside LARRY’S house. DET-SGT. COPPER, an old fashioned, beer gutted, head kicking cop gets out and walks up to the door. He pounds on it.





COPPER




Open up.

LARRY sheepishly opens the door. His face is black from an ill-fated attempt to wash of the nikko.





LARRY




Officer?





COPPER




Been near the bank today, son?





LARRY




How did you find me?





COPPER

Son, I’ve been a cop for thirty-two years. I have a sixth sense when it comes to tracking down fuckwits.

  LARRY stares blankly at him.





COPPER

I followed the blood trail. Now come with me.

COPPER turns non-chalontly to walk back to the car. LARRY seeing an escape opportunity, grabs a crowbar from behind the door, hides it behind his back and follows COPPER to the car. COPPER opens the back door.





COPPER

You in the back. The crowbar rides in the front.

COPPER holds out his hand. LARRY gives him the crowbar and gets in the car.

8. POLICE INTERAGAITION ROOM. INT. NIGHT

LARRY sits at a long steel table, lit by a single swinging light bulb, staring at the wall. COPPER enters, carrying a stack of files under his arm. He bangs them on the desk hard to startle LARRY. LARRY does not bat an eyelid. COPPER picks up a file and throws it at LARRY’s head. LARRY redirects his gaze at COPPER.





COPPER




Wake up, sunshine.





LARRY




Huh? What?





COPPER

Right-o boy. Out with your story. 





LARRY




I have ADHD.

COPPER stands and rummages through his files.





COPPER

ADHD? The disease that turns boys into fuckwits.


LARRY

Yeah, I think that’s right but I wasn’t really listening.

  COPPER changes his tone, like a concerned parent.


COPPER

Well, I’m sorry. I will try to hold your interest more. I thought we could have a nice little chat before your lawyer gets here.


LARRY

That’d be nice.


COPPER

Well, that’s good then. So, son, you made a right meal of this bank hold-up didn’t you.


LARRY

Oh, yeah. I was fairly disappointed with my performance.


COPPER

That’s too bad, mate. What went wrong, d’ya reckon?


LARRY

I dunno. I don’t think things through enough before I do it, y’know.


COPPER

Oh yeah, I know what you mean. That’ll be that ADHD stuffing you around.


LARRY

It does that.


COPPER

If your interested I know a drug free cure for it, son.


LARRY

What’s that?


COPPER

Nah, you don’t want it. ADHD will be a good defence for your misbehavior won’t it?


LARRY

Give it to me anyway.

COPPER picks up the local phone book and smashes LARRY across the face with it. LARRY breaks momentarily from his usual dazed look. COPPER holds up the phone book. It is only about 50 pages thick.




COPPER





(looking at book)




We have gotta get more people in this



town.





LARRY




Can I go now?

COPPER hits him again with the book.

COPPER



     Your lawyers here, fuckwit.


10. JAIL CELL. INT. NIGHT


LARRY’S lawyer, CONRAD VAN HORTON, a slick looking man of around 45 walks in and sits in front of LARRY’S cell.





VAN HORTON

Well, someone’s been naughty, eh? I’m Conrad Van Horton, your lawyer.

    LARRY stares blankly at him.





VAN HORTON

Oh right. You’re jumping on the old ADHD bandwagon, aren’t you? My brother has that, too. That’s why he’s a transsexual. Ugly, ugly woman. But, hey, I can’t tell him that can I, after all he is the New Zealand Prime Minister.


LARRY

Are you gonna get me off?


VAN HORTON

Well, Larry. This is a very complicated case, y’know. But I am confident of winning.

LARRY

Really?


VAN HORTON

Sure. Because I’m the only lawyer in this town, I’ll be representing the defense and the prosecution. I’m bound to win. Y’know since moving here I’ve won 58 from 58 cases. Mind you, I’ve also lost 58 cases, but I don’t put that on my business card, you know what I mean.


LARRY

No.


VAN HORTON

You’re a cracker, Larry. We should get together and do karaoke sometime. Ok, well, the good news is they are letting you go home because they have to de-flea your cell, so we’ll see you in court on Friday. 

   VAN HORTON turns to leave.





VAN HORTON

Oh and hey Larry. If that prosecution guy tries to talk to you, tell the handsome devil to bugger right off, ok!

   VAN HORTON laughs hysterically.





VAN HORTON

I’m only joking, really. See you, Larry. Now, where the hell can I get a Red Bull around here?


COPPER (off)

I dunno, fuckwit.

11. CAR. INT. NIGHT

A shot of the clock reveals it is 11:54. LARRY drives         slowly, eyeballing every street sign.                





LARRY




They should make them signs easier




to read. Put lights on them or somethin’.





TONY




That’d cost too much.





LARRY




They pay for streetlights don’t they?

  TONY thinks for a moment.





TONY




Yeah, they do!





LARRY




Where the hell are we?





TONY




Buggers me. I can’t see too well at 



night.





LARRY




Why not?

FLASHBACK:

12. CONSTRUCTION SITE. EXT. NIGHT.

A building is rigged for demolition. TONY stands holding the trigger. His FOREMAN is standing next to him.





FOREMAN





We ready to go.





TONY




Yep.

FOREMAN puts on a set of goggles. TONY doesn’t.





FOREMAN




You putting your goggles on?



`

TONY




Oh, yeah.

TONY pushes the button. We see a flash of white light. When we can see again, TONY is only just putting his goggles on. Dust clears. 






FOREMAN




Lets get to work, boys.

FOREMAN walks off. TONY follows, walking straight into a pole.

13. CAR (MOVING). EXT. NIGHT.

The car starts coughing and shuddering.





LARRY




Geez this road’s crap





TONY




I don’t think it’s the road.

LARRY pulls up. The car shakes, and then stops.





TONY




You’ve run out of petrol.





LARRY




That was your job.





TONY




No, I remember my job.

14. TONY’S HOUSE. INT. DAY

TONY is seated at the kitchen table. LARRY paces behind him.





LARRY

I can’t go to jail, Tone. I need your expertness.


TONY

What for?


LARRY

I’m gonna blow up the courthouse.


TONY

Why would you do that?


LARRY

No courthouse, no court. No court, no trial. No trial, no jail. No jail, no cellmate named Bubba.


TONY

My dads name is Bubba.


LARRY

I’ve never met him. Where does he live?


TONY 

In jail.


LARRY

All I need you to do to build a bomb and help me deliver it.

15. CAR (STATIONARY). EXT. NIGHT

Same as scene 7.





TONY

You said nothing about filling the car. I only had just enough money to fill the bomb anyway.


LARRY

The bomb is full of petrol?


TONY

Yep.


LARRY

Unleaded?

16. STREET. EXT. NIGHT.

TONY and LARRY lug the bomb onto the street. LARRY opens the fuel tank and puts a hose into the bomb’s tank. He starts to suck then puts the hose into the fuel tank. The bomb starts to siphon into the car. The level of bomb petrol goes right down until there is only a bit left. LARRY removes the hose.





LARRY

That should be enough to get us there. Throw the bomb in the car.

They pick it up.





TONY

Hang on. This is too light. It’s not gonna blow much up.

They put the bomb down and think.





LARRY




There’s petrol in the car.

LARRY opens the fuel tank and sticks the hose back in.

SCENE BREAK.

He siphons the petrol back into the bomb. It is full again.





LARRY




Righto. Shit. We only have three minutes.

They pick up the bomb. Then TONY puts it down.





LARRY




What?





TONY

If my maths is good, then there is no fuel in the car.


LARRY

Is your maths good?


TONY

Not usually. I have learning difficulties.

LARRY

So it’s the car or the bomb. 



TONY

Yeah.

They both think. The bomb ticks over to 11:59.





TONY

We could put some in the car and leave some in the bomb.


LARRY

Will that work?


TONY

I think so.


LARRY

I hope so, cos I don’t think we have enough time to carry it to the courthouse.


TONY

I dunno. Its only across the road.

The camera pulls back to reveal the courthouse opposite    TONY and LARRY.





TONY




We should hurry.

They pick up the bomb and run toward the courthouse. Seconds tick down... Doves fly John Woo style. They hurl the bomb. The boys dive for cover. The bomb hits the window and ricochets back, landing next to them. They brace themselves. The bomb ticks over to 12:00. It doesn’t explode. TONY and LARRY lay there for a while, eyes tightly shut.

LARRY




What the…?





TONY




Something’s wrong with it.





LARRY




Why didn’t it smash the glass?





TONY




It’s bullet proof.





LARRY




But we threw a bomb at it, not a bullet.





TONY




The timer’s wrong.





LARRY




Can’t be. I set it myself.





TONY




I already set it.





LARRY

I fixed it cos you had it wrong. You had it at 12 a.m. Night is p.m.


TONY 

Not after midnight. That’s what a.m. stands for.


LARRY

Bet your wrong.

LARRY grabs the clock and starts to adjust the time.

It gets to 12 a.m. and starts to beep. The screen goes black.





LARRY




What’s the beeping?

BANG!

THE END

