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BLACK:

JOE: Nobody knows me like my teachers don't know me. 

PAUSE. 

TEACHER: Nobody knows me like my students don't know me. 

FADE IN:

SCHOOL/ESTABLISHING SHOT. (5-7 seconds)

INT. Classroom-DAY

A teacher sits at a table reading to himself. Several People file in. They are Jack, Cheryl, Dave, and Joe. They sit down in chairs across from the teacher. 

Shot of Jack

SUBTITLE: Jack Asimov

Jack Sits down behind Cheryl and Joe. He throws a paper ball at him. Jack is an odd-sized, punk-grunge style dresser. He has a thin mustache, showing him on the verge of masculinity. He has furry, thick eyebrows. Jack is a Jack Ass, you can tell from spelling out his name. 

Shot of Cheryl

SUBTITLE: Cheryl Smith

CHERYL looks at Jack the way one stares at a mass murder on the chopping block. She chews her gum like a cigarette addict. She is wearing a frumpy, bright colored outfit. She is gorgeous when we first meet her. We get the sense of celebrity while around her. 

Shot of Joe

SUBTITLE: Joe Peterson

Joe twiddles his thumbs compulsively and makes odd hand movements. He has a calculator watch on and thick glasses. He has a bright checkered shirt and plain khakis. He’s the nerdiest of the bunch. There is a terrifying look in his eye. 

Shot of Dave

SUBTITLE: Dave Avary

Dave is the alternative rocker of the group. Emo. Stands for all things Hendrix. And the Ramones. And the Clash. Dave is a darker personality all together. We are unsure of his plans at first. 

DAVE SITS DOWN NEXT TO JACK.

WIDE SHOT OF ENTIRE CLASS.

DAVE AND JACK SIT NEXT TO EACH OTHER. 

DAVE: Jack, right...I'm Dave. 

JACK: Welcome to summer school, what did you do? 

DAVE: I pick pocketed the principal's wallet. 

JACK: I cut the principal's brakes. 

DAVE: I cut the principal's tires using only my teeth. 

JACK: I believe there's a common enemy at place here. 

CUT TO JOE. HE IS TRYING TO GET A CUP OF WATER, HE CHOOSES OUT A STACK OF CUPS. THE CUPS FALL AND JOE LUNGES FOR THEM, MISSING EVERY SINGLE ONE OF THE CUPS AS THEY TOPPLE. WE CUT BACK TO JACK AND DAVE. 

DAVE: What about him? What's his problem?

JACK: That's Joe. He's a kleptomaniac. He'll steal anything. Last year, he walked away with a whole desk. The books were still in it. 

BEAT

JACK: You've got to learn one thing...we all have our problems and difficulties. 

HISTORY MONTAGE:

CHERYL: A teacher caught me smoking in the bathroom, she said that if I continued, I'd never be able to quit. All I have to say is, quitting is easy, I’ve done it hundreds of times. 

JOE: I was caught stealing a teacher's dentures right out of her mouth. She didn't even notice until she took a bite out of her peanut brittle...that was some hard peanut brittle. 

JACK: I'm afraid of butter. 

DAVE: I need help. 

TEACHER: (OVER ENTHUSIASTIC) I may be a mild mannered teacher during the day, but at night, I'm a tutor. 

ALL: WE NEED HELP!!!!!!!!

INT. CLASSROOM-DAY

THE TEACHER WALKS FROM HIS DESK UP TO THE STUDENTS. SHE'S READY TO PREACH. JUST MISSING A BOOK. 

TEACHER: All right, children, there is a reason while all of you are here today. You, Dave, you are here because you failed to present your science project properly and in doing so ignited the parish hall. 

DAVE: It was an accident. I don't deserve this. 

TEACHER: You turned three old ladies into ravenous fireballs. And these were the nice type of old ladies, the brownie making type. What do you think you deserved if not this? 

DAVE: A time out may have been suitable. 

TEACHER: You! Jack, you injured three people during a field trip. What do you have to say?

JACK: When I see a group of angry men stabbing an innocent man in the middle of Central Park with hundreds of spectators watching and still doing nothing, i have to act. 

TEACHER: It was a Shakespeare in the park production of Julius Cesar! You injured three actors! 
JACK: Well, they must have been good ones. 

INT. CLASSROOM-DAY

THE FOUR BORED KIDS SIT QUIETLY. TEACHER DRUMS HIS DESK SLOWLY WITH HIS PENCILS. WE SEE THAT HE IS READING A COMIC BOOK UNDERLINING A MEDICAL TEXTBOOK. THE TEACHER GETS UP. 

TEACHER: I'm going to step out for a few minutes. If you kids do anything, I'll make you my own personal hand puppets. 

JOE CRINGES. CHERYL RAISES HER HAND. 

TEACHER: What now? 

CHERYL: I've got to go to the bathroom. 

TEACHER: No you don't. You just went five minutes ago. 

CHERYL: I have to go again. I have a rare disorder: IBS, Irritable Bowel Syndrome. I can't control it. 

TEACHER: You're lying. 

EXTREME C/U ON CHERYL'S EYES

CHERYL: What if I wasn't? 

TEACHER: That's a risk I'm going to have to take. 

CHERYL: Well, that's a shame, you know. After all, these chairs are just so...clean. 

TEACHER: You're not going, and that's that. 

CHERYL: Well, then, could you leave me some Lysol and some paper towels? Things could get a little messy around here. 

OUTSIDE THE BATHROOM: A FLUSH SOUND IS HEARD. 

WE CUT TO THE CLASSROOM. CHERYL WALKS DOWN THE STAIRS. SHE SITS DOWN NEXT TO JOE. 

JOE: Hey, do you really have IBS?

CHERYL: No, but my uncle does. 

JOE: So...umm...what is it...exactly?

CHERYL: I'm not too sure. All I know is that you shouldn't walk behind him while wearing new shoes. 

CHERYL WALKS OUT OF FRAME. JOE SITS STUNNED. 

BLACK. 

TEACHER TAPS HER PENCIL AND GETS UP. SHE ADDRESSES THE CLASS. 

TEACH: Don't try anything funny. 

SHE LEAVES. EVERYONE WAITS EAGERLY WHILE SHE LEAVES. WHEN SHE'S GONE, JOE RUBS HIS HANDS TOGETHER. 

JOE: All right, let's get to work. 

JOE STARTS RIFLING THROUGH HIS TEACHER'S DESK. HE OPENS A DRAWER AND FINDS AN ACTION FIGURE AND A COMIC BOOK. HE HOLDS THEM UP FOR THE CLASS TO SEE, LIKE ANTHONY MICHAEL HALL HOLDS UP THE PANTIES IN SIXTEEN CANDLES. 

JOE: I don't think that this is the proper curriculum, do you? 

EXT. STREET-DAY

THE TEACHER RUNS AROUND THE STREET. 30 SECOND SEQUENCE, WITH 80'S MUSIC PLAYING. 

LATER IN THE SEQUENCE. SHE STOPS. PULLS OUT A BOX OF SMOKES. SHE TAKES ONE. LIGHTS IT UP. 

INT. CLASSROOM-DAY

THEY SIT. JOE AND CHERYL. 

CHERYL: Hey, you got a girlfriend? 

JOE: (PULLING OUT SNAPSHOT) Yeah, take a look. 

CHERYL: (LOOKING AT PICTURE) ...hmm...

JOE: What's wrong? 

CHERYL: Nothing, just that, when the light hits her in just this way, she resembles Joseph Stalin. (Hands him back picture)

JOE: (taking it back, stuffing it in his pocket) How do you figure that?

CHERYL: You know, with the moustache and all. 

JOE: Are you trying to tell me to get a new girlfriend? 

I'm in love!

CHERYL: Change is inevitable, except from a vending machine. 

SHOT OF CLOCK. 

INT. CLASSROOM-DAY

DAVE AND CHERYL SIT. 

DAVE: What's a smart girl like you doing in summer school? 

CHERYL: Well, I was thrown in here after the school issued some dumb questions after the supposed offense. 

DAVE: What kind of questions?

QUESTION MONTAGE:

TEACHER: How many times have you committed suicide?

TEACHER: Were you alone or by yourself? 

TEACHER: How far apart were the cars when the collision occurred?

TEACHER: Were you present when your picture was taken? 

TEACHER: Isn't it true that if someone dies in their sleep, they don't know about it till the next morning? 

TEACHER: You were there until the time that you left, is that true? 

TEACHER: How many fingers am I holding up?

TEACHER: Now, these stairs that went don to the basement, did they also go up?

EXT. BATHROOM-DAY

The teacher stretches outside the bathroom. A man opens the door. The teacher is oblivious of him. The teacher continues, same music playing as before. The man stops and shakes his head solemnly. Man leaves. 

CLASSROOM. 

Teacher stands in front of the class. A dry wipe board says Life Goals. 

TEACHER: Nowadays, when kids wear rags, they call it self-expression, back in my day, we call it the depression. Everybody has a photographic memory. Some just don't have film. Two boll weevils grew up in South Carolina. One went on to become a famous actor. The other stayed and never left the cotton fields. Naturally, the second was the lesser of the two weevils. Now, just by looking at you all I can already tell you that you are never going to achieve any goals you set for yourself. So, it is my job as your respectable teacher to rid you of any goals that might give you any self-esteem what so ever. 

The students look bored. 

TEACHER: Let's go around the room now. Jack, what do you aspire to be? 

JACK: Actually, I would like to never die. You know, I would like to experience what it's like to live, just, on and on...forever.... abd just never die. 

JOE: I think I'm starting to know what that feels like. 

TEACHER THINKS A MINUTE ABOUT THIS. 

TEACHER: I think I'll just put down "Unemployed."

SHOT OF CLOCK. 

CLASSROOM. 

Teacher has written several words on the board. The words are PUBLICITY, ANTIQUE, AND EX-KING. 

TEACHER: David, I want you to define these words. 

DAVE: 

PUBLICITY: The art of putting the most money into the worst ideas to receive acclaim.

ANTIQUE: Something no one would be caught dead with if there were more of them, but do to the fact that there's only one, everyone wants to have it. 

EX-KING: One who comes out of the reign. 

CLASSROOM. 

Brown bags unroll. Joe checks his watch. 

JOE: 11:45. 

Cheryl opens her lunch, a Tupperware container and a soda. She exits. Joe immediately stuffs the Tupperware (contains pizza) and a soda into his shirt. Steps to the side. Cheryl comes back and finds her bag empty. 

CHERYL: Who took it?

THE CLASS LOOKS INTENT UPON CHERYL'S QUESTION. A PIZZA SLICE AND A COKE FALL OUT OF JOE'S SWEATSHIRT AND ONTO THE FLOOR. 

LATER

JOE IS ON HIS CELL PHONE

JOE: Hello? Harry? Come pick me up. Well, something went a little wrong with my grades. Yeah, my grades, they're underwater. Underwater, you know, under C-Level. This is not the time to say hello. Well, of course I like to say hello. Of course this is a friendly call, I just need you to come pick me up. I had a little accident. No, not that kind of accident. Just pick me up. Ahhhhhhhhhh. No, not that kind of accident either. Yes, I assure you all my sheets are clean...I guess I can't say the same about the floors...is the living room clean?! Let's be real now, how could I have been able to drink that much? 

CLASSROOM. 

The teacher falls asleep in her chair. She suddenly wakes up. 

TEACHER: Lasagna! 

SHE GOES BACK TO SLEEP. SHE STARTS TO SUCK HER THUMB. CUT TO THE KIDS. MEANINGLESS CHATTER. CHERYL STANDS NEXT TO THE DOOR. Harry, Joe's brother, opens the door violently, crushing Cheryl. 

HARRY: I've got the car around back. 

JOE: That's my ride, guys. See you all in the next lifetime. 

JACK: What about the teacher? 

INSERT: The teacher is sound asleep, sucking her thumb, snoring. 

DAVE: I don't think an atom bomb can wake her up. 

THE ESTABLISHING SHOT. 

CLASSROOM. 

THE BOARD Reads EARTH SCIENCE. 

TEACHER: All right, let's talk about Earth Science. 

The students groan in hatred. 

TEACHER: Now, as you know, we live hundreds of miles from the equator. Those miles are made up in temperature. The closer you are to the equator, naturally, the warmer it gets. That's why it's warmer in Southern California as opposed to Northern California. 

DAVE: Ah, Southern California. That's the place for me. Sunshine 24 hours a day. 

JACK: Somehow, I really don't see the point in moving all the way across the country to a place where the only benefit is turning right on red. 

TEACHER: The point is, the warmer you get, the closer you get to the equator. Is that understood?

CHERYL RAISES HER HAND. 

TEACHER: Yes. 

CHERYL: (pulling out huge notebook) Yeah...some questions. 

LATER

Teacher stands. 

TEACHER: I have grown to know you over the past few hours, and I can only say what my dearest spot in my heart tells me...I all hope you all stew in the boiling pot of a cesspool that is your life. AND YOU CAN ALL ROT IN-

ON THE STREET

DAVE, cheryl, and JACK WAIT OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL. 

DAVE: So, what to do now?

Fade Out:

FADE IN:

HISTORIES SHOWN WITH A FREEZE FRAME OF THE PERSON BEING TALKED ABOUT. 

JOE: Theft Charge. SING-SING PRISON, 2012-2024

JACK: Enlisted in the army June 7, 2008

Killed by his own troops June 10, 2008

DAVE: Became a Missionary. Contracted Leprosy in 2010. 

CHERYL: Currently Adam Ant's Loving Husband

TEACHER: Remained Teacher from 2006-2028

On Government Welfare from 2006-2028

END CREDITS. WITH OUT TAKES. 

THE END

