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FADE IN:
INT. LARRY’S BEDROOM – DAY

SUPER: SOMEWHERE IN NEW JERSEY...

Billows of smoke rise up in front of a window into the bedroom. LARRY (30s) lies in a deep sleep under a lumpy mass of sheets and blankets. His heads pokes out from one end of the mass while his feet poke out from the other.

A football crashes through the window, ricochets off Larry’s head, and strikes an alarm clock on a night stand beside the bed. It goes off. The breaking glass fills the room with loud voices and the sounds of sizzling and scraping of culinary utensils.

Larry yelps as he leaps out of bed. He lands on the football, slips backward, and strikes his head on the side of the bed. The football lands in his lap. Larry groans as he examines the football.






LARRY




What the fuck?
Larry reaches out for balance as he rises. He grabs the alarm clock and hurls it against the wall. Its batteries scatter across the floor. As Larry regains himself, his eyes dart to the shattered window.

He clumsily hops on the tips of his toes toward the window in an effort to avoid the broken glass.

EXT. LARRY’S HOUSE – BACKYARD

A typical suburban house.

Larry pokes his head through the broken second floor window and peers down at a grassy lawn below. It is occupied by several men in stereotypical cowboy garb. Several of them huddle around a smoking grill. A smaller group stands beneath the broken window and look up at Larry.

Larry thrusts a pointed index finger through the window.






LARRY




Hold it right there!

Larry vanishes from the window. Frantic footsteps follow. In seconds, Larry bursts onto the lawn through a backdoor with his bed sheets wrapped around his body like a toga. He violently brandishes the football as he approaches the men.

HOSS (50s) turns around from the grill and approaches Larry with a bottle of beer and a burger on a paper plate. He wears an apron over his wide belly.






HOSS




Hey there, partner. What do you say to




a beer—

Larry slaps the beer out of Hoss’s hand. It empties onto the grass.






HOSS




Hey! That was a perfectly good beer...
Hoss glances at the beer.






HOSS





(laughs)




Sorry, partner. That’s a Miller Light,




isn't it? Name’s Hoss.

Hoss extends his free hand.






LARRY




Who the fuck are you people? What are




you doing in my...
Larry’s eyes dart to several saddle horses tied beneath the shade of a tree. Their hooves casually cleave the earth and send clods of dirt flying through the air.






LARRY




Are those horses? Tell me those aren’t




horses because my mind just can’t 




process horses in my backyard.






HOSS





(laughs)




What’d you want me to call them?






LARRY




Now you listen to me. Last time I 




checked, this wasn’t the Fourth of 




July and even if it was, I sure as hell 



wouldn’t invite you people—






HOSS




Why don’t you just hold your horses—






LARRY




No! You hold your horses! Wait a 




minute. Scratch that. You take your 




horses and get off my property before I 




call the cops!

Larry grabs the burger off Hoss’s plate and squeezes it. It crumbles in his hand.






HOSS




What’d you do that for? 






LARRY




That was your last burger, pal.






HOSS




That was your burger.






LARRY




You think I give a shit? Get the fuck 




off my property!






HOSS




What happened to “mi casa es su casa?”






LARRY




What happened to “mi casa es mi casa?” 




You think this is “su casa?”





(laughs)




This is Jersey, not The Good, The Bad, 



and The Ugly. Well, maybe The Ugly but 



I don’t see Eastwood around.

Larry hurls the football toward the Hoss’s chest. He catches it.






LARRY




Now saddle up your horses and get your



asses back to whatever Spaghetti 



Western you came from. This party’s 



over. You want to stick around, I’ll 




introduce you to some blue-suited 



friends of mine.

Larry stumbles over the hems of his bed sheets as he stalks off toward his house.






COWBOY



What do you reckon that was about?






HOSS




I guess Barry didn’t tell him about




renting out the backyard.

Larry gasps and whirls around. The bed sheets fly off his skinny boxer clad body.






LARRY




Barry’s responsible for this?





HOSS




Yeah. I thought you knew. You’re the 




roommate, aren’t you?

Larry snatches the bed sheets off the ground, hoists them up around his torso, and turns around.

INT. HALLWAY

Larry proceeds down the hallway and passes the entrance to what appears to be a dining room. The room is filled portable plastic tables draped in table cloth. Cowboys sit at the tables eating breakfast food.

Larry stumbles, grabs the side of his bed sheet outfit, and whirls around.

INT. DINING ROOM

Larry appears in the entrance and places both hands against its sides.






LARRY




Alright, I’m giving you people the 




count of ten to get the fuck out of my 




house before I...

Several men turn toward Larry. A few of them snicker and return to their meals. The majority ignores him.






LARRY




What is this, Breaking and Entering 




Day? That’s it! I’m going to find out




what's going on here.

Larry stalks off.

INT. KITCHEN

The cramped kitchen is filled wall to wall with cowboys dining at plastic tables. People in makeshift chef’s garb fry bacon, eggs, and sausages over a stove top.
Larry’s eyes pop out at the site in front of him before they dart towards a window looking out at his backyard. The barbeque remains in progress.






LARRY




Why isn’t anybody listening to me?

Larry proceeds toward a phone mounted on the opposite wall.

He picks up the receiver and dials a number. He shivers in discomfort as the ring tone sounds off in his ear. After several rings, a voice answers the phone.






BARRY (V.O.)




Hello.






LARRY




Barry.






BARRY (V.O.)




Hey you.






LARRY




Barry, what the fuck is going on here?






BARRY (V.O.)




Not much. You?






LARRY




“Not much?” Have you lost your fucking 




mind? What do you mean “not much—”






BARRY (V.O.)




Cool.






LARRY




Barry, are you listening to me?





BARRY (V.O.)




You know, I think you better stop 




talking to yourself. This is Barry. 




Leave a message.




(beeps)

Larry slams the phone repeated against the wall, hangs it up, and dials 911. The phone doesn’t ring once before a hand reaches forward, takes the receiver out of Larry’s hand, and places it back on the wall.

Larry turns to face a POLICE OFFICER.






POLICE OFFICER




It’s alright, Larry. We got the 




invitations.

The police officer gestures to a table of other police officers who wave back at him.






POLICE OFFICER




By the way, you might want to put some




clothes on, son.

The police officer pats Larry’s shoulder and walks away.






LARRY




Invitations?

EXT. LARRY’S HOUSE – FRONT LAWN – DAY

Larry emerges from the front door of his house to face a typical suburban front lawn. A newspaper at the end of a concrete path. Larry scans his surroundings for a moment before he shrugs and proceeds down the path to pick up the newspaper. Larry turns back to his house and freezes.

A massive wooden billboard adorned with Christmas lights has been crudely constructed over the front door. It reads in bold painted lettering BARRY’S EAST COAST SALLOON and below in smaller lettering MI CASA ES SU CASA. A NOW OPEN sign hangs from the end of the billboard.

A window opens above the NOW OPEN sign. BARRY (30s) pokes his head out and waves at Larry.







BARRY




Hey Larry.

Larry grits his teeth. His fingernails tear through the plastic wrap of the newspaper and into the paper itself.






BARRY




Well, what do you think? You like what 



I’ve done to the place?

Larry throws up his hand and shakes the paper violently.

EXT. BACKYARD – DAY

Hoss and several others are engaged in conversation around the grill. 





LARRY (O.S.)




Barry!

Larry’s voice pierces the air from the other side of the house. The men turn toward its origin.





COWBOY




A little rough around the edges, that 




one. I reckon it’s that Jersey stench 




Barry’s been telling us about. What do 



you think, Hoss?





HOSS



Nice guy.
Hoss brings a beer to his lips.
FADE OUT.

THE END
