EXT. STREET -- DAWN 1

A bright, early sunmer norning. Scraps of orange |ight
bounce fromthe high fresh | eaves of oak trees and filter
through to a peaceful street below. Birds chatter in their
predi ct abl e way.

A few fragnents of red plexiglass lying on the road seem out
of place -- alien jagged edges in a soft world.

Sinon and Garfunkel’s "Anerica" begins to play.

We follow the red pieces and discover a trail of debris.
Larger red and white fragnents, pieces of glass, tw sted
scraps of netal.

It’s the aftermath of a car weck. A pretty nasty one too.
A hi ssing sound, which was hardly audi ble earlier, nust be
the death knells of a ruined engi ne, puking coolant and oi

onto the grassy nedi an.

The driver lies on the hood, ejected fromthe w ndshi el d.
He is face-down in a pool of blood.

EXT. EXIT RAMP OF H GHWAY -- DAY 2
"Anmerica" continues to play softly

ANDY, slightly chubby and in his 20s, sits on the hood of
his 2001 Crown Victoria, which is parked off to the side of
a highway exit ranp. A nearby sign reads "Term nal B" and
poi nts forward.

Andy takes out his phone, glaces at it, clinbs into his
nmassi ve boat of a vehicle, and drives up the ranp.

EXT. NEWARK Al RPORT ARRI VALS -- DAY 3
From a di stant vantage point, we see Andy’'s car pull up to
the arrivals section of the airport. [|AN, skinny and al so
in his 20s, clinbs in and they take off.

EXT. NEW JERSEY TURNPI KE -- DAY 4
"Anerica" reaches a clinmax as the blue Crown Vic speeds down
the el evated section of the NJ Turnpi ke. Froma great

di stance, the car is alnpost lost in the vast sea of traffic.

We hear the line "Counting the cars on the New Jersey
Tur npi ke / They’ve all cone to..."

| an reaches over and turns off the car stereo. He pulls his

hand away fromthe dark plastic quickly, as if it is
unpl easant to the touch
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ANDY
VWhat? OCh ¢’ non!

lan stares forward, unflinching. He nakes no response.

ANDY( CONT’ D)
Cnon that’s the worst part to..
W’ re on the fucking turnpike..

| AN
Andy, how many tinmes have you
pl ayed this song..

ANDY
Because we’'re there! He says it!

| AN
Every tinme. Every tinme we cone
back fromthe airport.

The way in which the two speak so quickly, and interrupt
each other so often, belies a deep famliarity. But at

| east right now, that famliarity doesn't seemto be the
sane thing as friendship. Andy, at |least, sounds partially
jovial.

ANDY
You have no respect -- no respect
for tradition! Oh ¢’ non, say it
with ne. Tradition!

Andy takes on a deep base tone, and does his best inpression
of Tevye from Fi ddl er on the Roof.

| AN
Jeezus, the cheese Andy.
Sonetinmes... sometines it’s just...
ANDY
You know I’ m all about cheese.
| AN
XK fine. Never mnd. Put it back
on.
ANDY

No, actually I don’t think I can
now. You' ve viol ated the sacred
rules of tradition, and | am
devast at ed.

Andy’s tone is still fairly sarcastic, but his passenger

seens unwilling to play along. lan stares, stone-faced, at
North Jersey laid out before him
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ANDY
Jeez. Wel cone hone. Ya douche.

Titus Androni cus’ "Ecce Honp" blasts out it’'s raucous

openi ng. The punk tune is a far cry fromthe soothing

har noni es of Sinon and Garfunkel. As the yearning screamns
of Patrick Stickles drive onward, we see an extended nontage
of Andy and lan driving hone, and we glinpse the hapl ess
diorama that is their section of New Jersey.

A lot of pavenent |ies dom nated by tall sawgrass, while
i ndustry rises in the background. A web of highway exits
have tangl ed thensel ves into an inpossible concrete maze.
Andy’ s car zoons across the Parkway. An old man snokes a
cigar outside a restaurant. etc. etc.

EXT. BROAD STREET -- DAY 5

The car swerves violently into an open spot on the
shop-1ined thoroughfare of broad street. Scarcely before
the he’s even stopped, Andy vaults out, and runs across the
street, into a dingy storefront. The tacky awni ng reads
"Bl oonfield s Best" and depicts a sentient bagel, smling
and gesturing wildly with his unnatural appendages. "Ecce
Hono" continues to play.

Andy hops back into the car with a brown paper bag, it |ooks
heavy. He pulls out a plain bagel, and begins to chow down
in an alarmng way. He uses not just his nouth, but his
hands to rip the white bread-flesh of the bagel, devouring
half of it in nmere seconds. lan stares at the grotesque

di splay fromthe passenger seat. Wen the savage feast has
reached a fever pitch he interjects.

| AN
Coul d you take ne hone?
| an has broken the spell. Andy stops eating and the raging
musi ¢ halts abruptly.
ANDY
(nmuffl ed by bagel)
Mmhnms ?
| AN
I"’mtired. | want to see ny
famly.

Any | ooks surprised. He hoists the bagel sack into the air,
and his eyebrows raise inquisitively.
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ANDY
muuh mhoont mnmhaant ?

| AN
No. Just take ne hone.

EXT. AN S STREET -- DAY 6

lan exits the car, and begins to walk up to his front door.
Agai n Andy gestures to the bagel sack.

ANDY
You sure you don’t want one? Save
it for later?

| an pretends not to hear. He is already hunping his |uggage
over the threshold of his unassum ng yell ow house.

| AN
Il see you around, Andy.

ANDY
C non man, you know you want one.
How | ong has it been?

| an pauses, but still nakes no response. He closes the
front door and enters the conforting |owlight gloomof his
house.

I NT. 1AN' S HOUSE - - MORNI NG 7

lan rises from deep slunber, and proceeds to do pretty nuch
nothing. A note on the fridge is clear about the day’s
instructions. It reads "Car still in shop.” And
underneath, "Return tupperware to Turianos."

lan ignores it, nakes deviled eggs, watches TV, plays sone
vi deo ganes, and takes a nap on the couch. It is a subdued
nont age of | azi ness.

Lids and plastic containers clatter jarringly onto lan's
couched form

| AN S MOM
Look at you, how | ong have you been
up?

It sounds nore |ike an accusation than a question.
| AN S MOM ( CONT’ D)

What was the one thing I asked you
to do today?
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| an has scarcely noved since the initial inpact. A blue lid

still obscures part of his face.
| AN
H nomma.
| AN S MOM

Get your butt off the couch and
gi ve these back to N ck’s parents.

| AN
Monma, can you take them pl ease?
"1l do sonething else. [1’'Il go

get the car fromthe shop

| AN S MOM
Not until Wednesday you won’t.

lan rises and noans in desperation. Plastic storage
containers clatter to the floor.

| AN
Can you pl ease do ne a favor and
take then? It would nmean a lot to
ne.

| AN S MOM
Don't try to wiggle out of this
one. Did you know your friend Andy
goes down to see themall the tine?
You owe thema visit.

EXT. TURI ANO HOUSE -- DAY 8

The house is huge, and separated fromthe road by a | ong

i mmacul ate lawn. The di stance seens to stretch even
further, as lan takes ginger steps towards the entrance.
When he finally reaches the stately oak door, he bends down,
and sets a bundle of tupperware on the welconme nmat. He

mai ntains his | ow crouch and carefully attenpts to back
awnay.

From his low angle, a swish of curtains catches lan’ s eye,
and stops his novenent instantly. Ginning at the window is
t he nmug of Andy.

ANDY
Look who it i s!

lan is frozen, caught in the act.
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ANDY( CONT’ D)
Hey guys, | ook who decided to show
his face!

lan resigns hinself to his fate. He rises to his full

hei ght, and enters the house. Froma distance, we hear a

chorus of "Ayyyyy"s, and through the frame of the door, we
can see hugs and greetings given by a mddle aged man and

woman with enthusiasm lan’s acceptance seens hal f hearted.
The door finally shuts.

Andy and Nick exit the sane door, a while later.

ANDY
CK your ride cones with one
condi tion.

| AN
Don’t try...

But Andy is already running to the driveway, and banki ng
around the corner of a massive hedge. Flip flops in hand,
he tears out of sight. lan stands still, |ooking
predi ct abl y exasperat ed.

Fromthe around the bul k of the hedge, Andy’s car cruises
slowy into view. He isn't stopping.

ANDY
| " m not stopping.

| AN
Don’t you do this.

ANDY
How far is it to your house? 1It’s
gotta be a 20 m nute wal k.
A twinge of a smle brighten's lan's scow .

| AN
You ran over ny foot |ast tine.

The words are scarcely out of his |ips when he breaks into a
sprint -- Chasing the rolling blue sedan down the gentle

sl ope of the Turiano s |ong driveway.

Frominside the car, we see lan pull even. Andy chuckl es.

ANDY
You' re running out of driveway.
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lan is too focused to talk. Wth a great heave he throws
open the passenger door, and vaults hinself into the squeaky
pl eat her of the seat.

ANDY
Ahh, very nice. Judges give you an
8.

| AN

(panti ng)
You ass.

But there is a smle that has sprung up on lan’s countenance
-- the first full one we’ve seen fromhim It’s the kind of
smle that takes a couple seconds of conscious face
contortion to get rid of.

| AN
Just an 8?

ANDY
Hey, 8 is not bad. Especially when
you’' re out of practice.

Silence for a brief nonment.

| AN
They seemto be doing pretty well.

Andy gl ances over at lan. He actually seens a little bit
serious.

ANDY
Yeah, they’'re alright. As good as
t hey can be maybe.

| AN
You go over there a lot?

Andy shrugs, and hangs a speedy |eft through a busy
i ntersection.

ANDY
Yeah, fromtine to tine. You know
how it is around here.

| AN
You’' re going the wong way.

Andy smi |l es mschievously.
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ANDY
|"ve got a couple of errands to
cover first.

EXT. ANDY' S PORCH DAY 9

The two friends walk up to Andy’ s ni ce suburban hone. Wat
follows is a rapid-fire whirlwind interaction. Andy seens
totally at hone, but lan nostly stands apart fromthe
swiftly nmoving tide.

| AN
Just take ne honme after, alright?
ANDY
Oh please. You ain’t got shit to
do. Besides, this'll only take a
second.
| NT. ANDY’ S HOUSE -- DAY 10
They enter the house. Immediately the dog starts barking.
| AN

H Friar! Oh hey | mssed you too!

ANDY
Hey nmoml  Look who |’ ve got!

SUZANNE
Oh hey boys. AHH, 1an!

As Suzanne fusses over lan, Andy bolts up the stairs, two at
atine.

SUZANNE
(yelling up the stairs)
Andy, how was wor k?

Andy’ s words are acconpani ed by crashi ng and bangi ng, the
sounds of runmagi ng through a nessy room

ANDY
Good, Good! Not nearly as bad as
yesterday. | think the boss likes
me actually.

SUZANNE
Geat! You' ll be noving up soon
enough.

Andy rushes down the stairs and plants a running kiss on his
nonm s cheek.

( CONTI NUED)



11

CONTI NUED: 9.

ANDY
What ever you’' re cooking snells
wonderful and | regret that |
cannot be here to eat it.

SUZANNE
Oh that’'s alright sweetie. You two
go have fun

Andy begi ns shepherding lIan out the door

ANDY
Oh and also | mght be spending the
night at Christi’s.

SUZANNE
K bye hon! Just renenber 6
tomorrow for your father’s birthday
di nner!

Andy and lan are already out of the house and | oading into
t he car.

| AN
Wait you're still dating Christi?

ANDY
What, No! We broke up like 6
nont hs ago.

Andy pulls a pretty big bag of weed out of his waistband and
lobs it into the trunk.

ANDY( CONT’ D)

You were an excellent distraction.
| AN

Damm, Andy.
ANDY

Oh, that’s not gonna be nearly
enough. W' re having a party.

| NT. LUCY' S APARTMENT -- DUSK 11

Andy’ s car sits out front of a boxy red-brick apartnent
conpl ex sonewhere in Bloonfield.

lan rai ses his eyebrows, and backs slightly away at the
sudden offering of an enornous blunt. It cones from Lucy, a
shaggy sweatshirt-ed kid, probably about the sane age as

Ni ck and | an.
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| AN
Unhh, | actually have to go hone
after this. | don't want ny nom
to, uhh smell ne.

Lucy is totally unfazed by lan’s words. The rolled offering
remai ns outstretched. Some ash falls down onto her
surprisingly neat coffee table.

LUCY
It’s cool if you don’t snoke. You
didn’t snoke in high school, right?

Before lan has a chance to respond Andy cones in fromthe
kitchen and interjects.

ANDY
Lucy, you didn’t snoke in high
school either. And neither did I
And vyet. ..

Lucy dosen’t answer drectly in response to Andy, rather she
grunts, and finally turns away froml an.

LUCY
You got a plan for tonight, | can
tell

ANDY

Lucy, when do I not have a plan?
It’s Thursday night, do i ook |ike
sone kind of amature to you?

LUCY
Ni ck’ s house?

Her words are technically phrased |i ke a question, but Lucy
knows exactly what is going down. Andy nods in
confirmation. lan | ooks i medi ately unconfortabl e.

ANDY
(to lan)
It’s not nearly as weird as you
woul d t hi nk.

| an gl ances wordl essly at Andy, nouth slightly ajar.

ANDY
(to lan)
Don't worry, Nick’s parents are
fine wwth it. They re gonna be out
t oni ght anyway.
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| AN
(sputtering)
Do you guys... do this often?

LUCY
It’s a special occasion kinda thing

ANDY
A special occasion |ike, say, lan’s
triunphant return!

| an begins to formindignant words, but Andy has antici pated
this, he counters before lan can protest.

ANDY( CONT’ D)
Cnon lan, for old tinme’'s sake.
For N ck!

lan’s brow furrows, and he retracts hinself into his chair,
his arns crossed. Before he can formwords, a commoti on
erupts fromthe general direction of Lucy. She has risen,
rantod straight fromthe couch. Her red eyes are peel ed yet
she gazes only at the wall

LUCY
Tell nme you already went to Bottle
Ki ng.

ANDY
Chill Lucy We can still make it,
it’s only...

LUCY
It’'s 9:45

ANDY
Oh ny sweet Chri st

EXT. LUCY' S APARTMENT -- N GH 12

Andy, lan, Lucy, and Greg scanper out the door and through
the front lawn, their novenents inbued with an ultimte
sense of urgency. They sprint towards Andy’s car, but the
hul ki ng thing has been bl ocked in the driveway by anot her
vehicl e, parked just behind it.

ANDY
SHIT. Lucy, who's car is this? we
gotta get themto nove...

The situation devolves into chaos. Andy and Lucy begin to

argue about the car that’s blocking. Wile emts cries of
genui ne angui sh.
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GREG
AUUUUGH. WE' RE RUNNI NG QUT OF
TI ME.

lan is the only silent one. His back straightens, and he
cracks a smle of sly resolve.

| AN
C non!

|l an has hardly barked this guttural command when he takes
of f running down the block -- he is a fleet footed hernes,
sprinting unbridled, towards the pronm se of tons of al cohol.

The others turn swing their heads in response to lan’s
utterance, but he is already on his noble mssion. Wth a
chorus of whoops and hollers, nostly from Geg, the other
three give pursuit.

EXT. BOTTLE KING -- N GHT 13
Al four tear into the Bottle king parking lot. Falling over
each other, they squeeze through the still-open door.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET -- NI GHT 14

The four walk silently down the dark street, their booty in
hand. Bottles of liquor clink against each other in white
bags. Cardboard cases of beer heave and creak in tine to
their soft steps

| NT. TURI ANO HOUSE -- NI GHT 15
The party is in full swng. It’s not sone all-out

wr ecki ng-ball rave, with destruction and trash everywhere.

I nstead the vibe is nore subdued. |It’s an am able

gathering, with a heavy focus on getting fucked up. Most
peopl e seemto know each other, and they sit in circles,
drinki ng and snoki ng.

Sone dance in Nick’s i mmacul ate kitchen.

Andy drinks directly froma bottle of rumw th piercing
determination. He offers it to lan, who hesitates for a
second, and takes a pull

lan is talking to a Karen, a young woman about hi s age.
They nust know each other froma long tinme ago because they
seens to hit it off.

Later, Andy is incredibly intoxicated, slurring his words
and gesturing with the rumbottle, which is nore than half

enpty.
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Karen whi spers sonmething in lan's ear and the two | eave the
circle and head upstairs. They let out a few drunken

gi ggl es.

| an and Karen come across a dark roomon the second fl oor of
t he house. Karen pokes her head in and turns the |ight on.

KAREN
VWhat about in here?

| AN
Let's find sonewhere else, this
used to be..

lan trails off when he glances at the now illum nated space.
It is intensely nessy, and undoubtedly lived in. The bed is
unmade, and the floor is littered with clothes. A conputer
is switched on in the corner, downl oadi ng sone novie or

ot her.

Shocked by the ness, lan steps into the space, all traces of
drunkenness gone.

| AN
Has soneone been in here?

He begins to poke around in the sea of stuff, cautiously at
first, and then at a nore frantic pace.

KAREN
Was this Nick’s roon? C nmon we can
find sonmewhere el se..

lan has fixated on a set of pictures, taped to the wall. One
of themincludes lan, Andy and a third kid, with dark hair.
Anot her is of Andy and two m ddl e aged adults. The adults
ook a lot like Nick’s parents, the Turianos, who |an

gl i npsed through the wi ndow just that norning. lan picks
this photo fromthe wall and | ooks hard at the room around
hi m

Wt hout speaking to Karen, lan exits the room As we follow
hi m down the stairs and through the party, his pace quickens
to an urgent jog. He is brushing past people, searching for
somet hi ng.

He rounds a corner and finds it. Andy hardly knows what
hits him as lan |owers his shoulder hard into the poor
drunken fool’s solar plexus. They both topple to the
ground, but lan isn’'t finished. He grunts as his arm w aps
around Andy’s back and repeatedly punches himin the gut.
Through lan’s grunts and Andy’s npbans, we hear a voice of
frightening rage.
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| AN
Way are you living in his room
Andy?

ANDY
Uhhhh guhhhhh.

| AN
You little fucking scunbag. You
know what his parents have been
t hr ough?

ANDY
They wanted ne to..

| AN
And you snoke weed all day and
trash their house?

Some of the surrounding party goers finally pry the two
apart.

I AN
You | eech! You fucking scunbag!

An onl ooker gives lan a drink, the way one would offer food
to a starving man. |an accepts.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. NICK S HOUSE -- DAY 16

Andy peels his face off the sticky kitchen floor. The house
is not a terrible nmess, but crushed cans and enpty bottles
litter the furniture. Laboriously, Andy rises, and stunbles
t hrough the house to the door. He passes a sl eeping body,
entonbed in the couch.

Andy steps into the bright light of m dday. Wen his eyes
adj ust, he cones across Geg, lying on his back in the front
yard.

ANDY
Did Ilan...

GREG

Yeah he left...
(yawns)
a whil e ago.

Andy curses to hinmself, and shuffles off in the general
direction of his car.
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EXT. STREET -- DAY 17
It’s the sane street fromthe opening scene. Birds stil
chirp, sunlight still filters down, and the wecked husk of
the car still snokes and steans in its death throes. The
driver is still laid out on the hood, a pool of blood

obscuring his face. But his dark hair does look a little
fam liar.

As we swi ng around the weck in a large circle, lan cones
into view. He is standing on the curb, staring intently at
the spot of carnage. W continue to rotate in a sweeping
circle, now towards lan, and the weck |eaves the field of
view. Now we are behind lan, and the crash has di sappear ed.
Init’s place is only an ordinary street.

As lan | ooks on, Andy pulls his large car into the space
that the violent weck occupied only nonents before. Andy
| ooks unnaturally serious.

ANDY
C non, we shoul d probably talk.

| NT. DI NER DAY 18

lan and Andy sit in a wi ndow booth in an uncrowded di ner.
Andy is without any of his usual animted boi sterousness.
He | ooks genuinely concerned, and seens to search for
sonething to say.

ANDY
| know that... all that... was
probably a lot to take in.

| AN
Wll 1’71l admt | was surprised..

| an chuckl es at his understatenment. He does seemto be in
nore of an upbeat nood though. He | ooks Andy directly in
the eye, even though Andy’ s gaze tends to shift shyly
downwar d.

| AN ( CONT’ D)
...and I'"’msorry. | guess we're
both just doing the best we can
with this.
Andy | ooks up from his paper placenent with one eyebrow
raised in confusion. But lan is on a roll, and he doesn’t
i nterrupt.
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| AN ( CONT’ D)
But | shouldn’t have let his death
t ake away, well from being hone.
|’ msorry | haven't been back Andy.

ANDY
... 1 didn’t think you would take
it this well.
| AN
Vell it’s alittle creepy | guess,
but | see no reason to overreact...
ANDY
| don’t know... Don’t know how

could tell them.

As we see Andy’'s lips nmouth the words "tell them we are
violently transported to the dark, drunken world of |ast
night’s party. Andy’'s face is squashed agai nst the fl oor,
and our canted angle of view suggests that we are on the
floor near him Andy utters in a slurred whisper.

ANDY
|’msorry, I’"’msorry. | never told
them | took the note. | never
told you. I’'msorry.
We are back in the diner. 1It’s lights seem blinding and
sterile. lan’ s tone is a thousand pounds of steel anvils
| AN

What are you tal king about ?
Andy’ s eyes wi den, reflecting the cold Iight.

ANDY
Unhh, | dunno, what are you talking
about ?

| an uncerenoni ously | eaves. Andy’s nany | oudnout hed
pl eadi ngs fall on deaf ears, as lan wal ks calnly away.

"More Perfect Union" by Titus Andronicus begins to play.
The | ow droni ng bassoons and lilting tone acconpany the
surreal sequence that follows, as lan stunbles across town
in a sort of manic stupor.
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EXT. STREET -- DAY 19

It’s the spot where the car crash occurred. Ilan stares at
t he | andscape, and searches around.

| NT. MECHANI CS SHOP -- DAY 20

Wrdl essly, lan converses with a nechanic. He gestures and
points, and the nmechanic seens to understand. The man | eads
| an out back.

More Perfect Union continues to play.
EXT. STREET -- DAY 21

lan’s actions inply investigation. He exam nes the spot of
i npact and kneels, staring at the place where the car junped
t he curb.

EXT. MECHANI CS YARD -- DAY 22

| an cones upon the carcass of the wecked car. Devoid of
corpse or blood, it could be any other rusting vehicle.

EXT PARK DAY 23
A More Perfect Union abruptly stops

lan sits, straight-faced, on a bench. H's shoulders show a
slight sag, and he doesn’t turn his head, even when Andy
slides up next to him

| AN
So it was suicide huh?

Andy says nothing. He hides his head in shane.

| AN ( CONT’ D)
The people that took his car, they
said he probably didn't even hit
t he brakes.

Crushing silence. lan doesn’'t even seemthat upset, his
wor ds convey only nunbness.
| AN ( CONT’ D)
You know why he did it?
ANDY
H's note didn't say much. He was
just sick, | guess.
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| AN
And that’s how you hid it fromhis
parents? You took the note when
you found hinf

Wthout waiting for an answer, lan gets up to leave. Unlike
at the diner, there is finality and purpose here.

ANDY
| an, don’t go.

| an stops wal ki ng away, but he doesn’t turn around.

| AN
No nore of this. No nore hiding
fromthis. You ve got to tell his
parents.

ANDY
Yeah, OK, no nore hiding. So don’'t
you hide fromthis either. Don’'t
run away!

Andy gets up fromthe bench to follow. He takes a tattered
note out of his pocket. lan turns to him and aggressively
cl oses the gap between them

| AN
You gotta fix this Andy. You
fucked this whole thing right up.

Li nply, Andy gestures with the torn paper.
| AN ( CONT' D)
What, get that outta here! That’'s
on you Andy.

lan turns to wal k away, but reconsiders, and returns briefly
to Andy, who is rooted to the same spot.

| AN
G mre your car keys.
ANDY
What . . .
| AN

Gve themto ne.

Andy acqui esces quietly, w thout protest.
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| AN
Yeah that’'s right. You re wal king
home. Because you suck

lan turns again to |eave. In true desperation, Andy calls.

ANDY
Don't | eave.

|l an’ s shoul ders rise up and down, perhaps with a deep sigh.
When he turns to face Andy, his face is sharp, but not
unf or gi vi ng.

| AN
"1l be back. I
my head for a f
gotta fix all t

just have to, clear
ew weeks. You... you
his while I’ m gone.

| an wal ks a few paces towards Andy’s car

| AN ( CONT' D)
But yeah |I’'Il be back. You can’'t
get a good bagel up by school.

I NT. CAR -- DAY 24

The ending part of Titus Andronicus’ Ecce Honp plays once
agai n.

At the wheel of Andy’'s car, |an speeds down suburban roads.
EXT. NICK S HOUSE -- DAY 25

Andy wal ks past the massive house with his hands in his
pockets, he gl ances up, but continues on.

EXT. ANDY’ S HOUSE -- DUSK 26

Andy wal ks up to his own house, and sees his nassive car
parked carelessly on the front lawmm. He sits on the hood,
and stares at the tattered paper which he now holds in his
hands.

I NT. TRAI'N -- DUSK 27

The sun is setting through the grubby wi ndow of a train as
it chugs through the urban w | derness of Jersey. Witching
the sunset is lan, who sits eating a fresh bagel. There is
a brown paper bag in his |ap.



