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File preview

INT. JEFF’S PIECE OF JUNK CAR - NIGHT

JEFF WERNER, late 20’s, shudders awake with a BELT still

looped around his forearm.

An empty NEEDLE, SPOON, FOIL, and LIGHTER lie on the

passenger seat.

The CLOTHES, BOXES, and BLANKETS packed in the back seat

spell it out: He lives out of his car.

Blinking, Jeff pulls his SMARTPHONE from the charger and

checks his messages.

[TEXT FROM CRYSTAL]: “Hey, what’s up Jeff?”

He sets the belt aside, looks inside the wad of tin foil.

JEFF

Fuck!

Jeff begins texting a reply.

[TEXT TO CRYSTAL]: “I’m 100% out, you holding?”

CUT TO:

INT. LADIES ROOM, NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

CRYSTAL BISHOP, 20’s, wild green and purple haircut,

fishnets, heavy makeup. She applies black lipstick in a

graffiti scratched mirror as LIVE ROCK MUSIC BLARES.

Her phone VIBRATES, it’s Jeff. She hammers back a reply.

[TEXT TO JEFF]: “Getting some, Gotta make money tonight, but

later after I see Grey we can eat out.”

CUT TO:

Jeff get’s her text, smirks as he types his reply.

[TEXT TO CRYSTAL]: “Oh yeah? You know how I love ‘eating

out’”

He punctuates his lewd comment with a wink smiley face.

CUT TO:

Crystal pulls out a roll of condoms from her purse, tears one

off, slipping it into her bra as she types back.
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[TEXT TO JEFF]: “Prob not ‘going down’ tonight, I’m on my

rag. You’ll have to settle for 3AM Denny’s instead.”

CUT TO:

Jeff get’s her text, sighs.

[TEXT TO CRYSTAL]: “K, See’ya later girl.”

Jeff’s stomach RUMBLES. He looks out the window at.

EXT. 24-HOUR GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

Jeff climbs out of his beat up ride. One headlight missing,

dirty as hell, hubcaps long gone, on it’s last legs for sure.

Pulling on a CAMMO BALLCAP he strides toward the entrance.

INT. 24-HOUR GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

The store is mostly empty, Jeff flashes his charming smile at

the FEMALE CASHIER who blushes, he strolls into an isle.

INSERT: CLOSE UP MONTAGE OF JEFF STEALING FOOD

Jeff stuffs one cargo pocket with GRANOLA BARS, the other

with ORGANIC JUICE, then slips a family size package of BEEF

JERKY into his waistband, pulls his shirt down to cover it.

CUT TO:

Jeff sets a lone BOTTLE OF WATER on the checkstand, wears his

flirty grin for the cashier as she rings him up.

He pays .79 Cents in change, and is about to leave the store

when the CLASSIFIEDS catch his eye from a nearby news rack.

He picks up a paper, but as he scans the page, a STOCKY BALD

MAN wearing slick threads stomps up to the cashier in a rush.

STOCKY RICH GUY

I need a fifth of Patron, stat!

Jeff watches the cashier waddle over to the liquor cabinet,

get the PATRON, the man impatiently TAPS his foot.

STOCKY RICH GUY (CONT’D)

(under his breath)

Any day now lady...
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She rolls her eyes before turning around. The bald man pulls

out his WALLET revealing a thick fold of TWENTY DOLLAR BILLS

Jeff goes wide eyed as the booze is rung up.

FEMALE CASHIER

That’ll be 39.27 sir. Can I see

some ID?

STOCKY RICH GUY

Seriously? Do I look like a

teenager to you lady?

She blinks, stone faced.

STOCKY RICH GUY (CONT’D)

(looking over to Jeff)

Can you believe the customer

service here or what guy?

He opens his mouth to reply, but hesitates, looks to the

cashier, who smiles, she’s enjoying slowing this jerk’s roll.

Jeff snickers, and walks out of the store as the rich guy

digs for his ID.

EXT. 24-HOUR GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

Jeff hustles back to his car, dumps the stolen goods, then

pulls the brim of his hat low as he scans the parking lot.

He spots a sleek MERCEDES, double parked of course.

JEFF

(to himself)

Boom...

CUT TO:

His Patron in hand the rich guy storms out of the store

towards his mercedes. He uses the remote to unlock his car,

but as he approaches, Jeff jumps up from a crouched position.

STOCKY RICH GUY

What the fuck? You trying to break

into my car asshole?

Jeff says nothing, his eyes are steel. He withdraws a BLACK

STILETTO and SNAPS open the blade.

STOCKY RICH GUY (CONT’D)

(cocky)

Oh, I see how it is!
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JEFF

Your wallet. Now!

The rich guy sneers at Jeff. He calmly sets the liquor down

on the pavement, rolls up his sleeves.

Jeff did not expect this reaction.

JEFF (CONT’D)

I said give me yourSTOCKY RICH GUY

I know what you said shit-lips. I’m

saying no. Now, you got the balls

to come take it from me or what?

Jeff sets his jaw, lunges for the man.

Instantly his stab is parried, his wrist seized in a kimoralock, then as his arm is wrenched behind his back, a brutal

knee-strike finds his liver.

Jeff doubles over, his strength gone.

Using leverage, the man dislocates Jeff’s shoulder.

JEFF

Ahhrgh!

The blade is pried from his fingers, it drops to the ground,

and is kicked to SKITTER under another car.

Still holding the Kimura-double-wristlock the man sweeps

Jeff’s leg and he goes down, hard. THUD!

STOCKY RICH GUY

You picked the wrong guy tonight

pal! Next time bring a gun.

THUMP, CRACK! THUNDEROUS blows are dropped on Jeff, who tries

his best to cover up from the ground-and-pound onslaught.

RACK FOCUS TO: BUMPER STICKER ON THE MERCEDES.

It reads: ‘LOS ANGELES KRAV MAGGA”

CUT TO:
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JEFF’S POINT OF VIEW:

Blows rain down on him, then an elbow-strike separates him

from his senses.

CUT TO BLACK:

A WHITE LIGHT... JEFF’S ARM REACHES OUT TO TOUCH IT.

CUT TO:

JEFF’S POINT OF VIEW:

Jeff’s first two fingers briefly graze the man’s forehead.

The man goes limp, there is a FLASH in his eyes.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAY - 20 YEARS AGO

CHILD’S POINT OF VIEW:

A half dozen boys and girls surround us, mocking us.

They laugh and point as an older boy circles, fists up.

KIDS

(chanting)

Jew boy, Jew boy, stupid little Jew

boy!

A punch lands in our face. We stagger back, touch our nose,

our palm is red.

OLDER BOY

Time to teach you a lesson!

Another punch lands, then another, we curl up in a fetal

position, vision goes dark as the CHANTING echoes.

END FLASHBACK:

EXT. 24-HOUR GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

The stocky man hesitates mid punch, frozen. Tears stream down

his cheeks as he unclenches his blood spattered fist.
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Jeff is half-conscious on the ground, his face a wreck.

Silently the man stands up, gets in his car, drives off.

Jeff rouses, unsure of what just happened.

His eyes focus on the bottle of tequila next to him.

FADE TO BLACK:

CUT TO:

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY

In the mandatory wheelchair, a sullen-faced Jeff is wheeled

out the front doors by a NURSE.

He struggles to stand, but waives off the nurse’s help when

he spots the Jeep waiting for on the curb.\

INT. BILL’S JEEP - DAY

Inside is BILL WERNER, 60, Jeff’s uncle, retired cop living

on military and police pension.

Jeff climbs in, avoiding eye contact, pulls his sleeves down.

Bill’s gaze drifts from Jeff’s forearms back to the road, he

FIRES UP the engine.

They drive out of the hospital parking lot, Jeff scowling out

the window.

BILL (O.S.)

So how’ve you been holding up?

INT. BILL’S JEEP - DAY - LATER

They cruise down the road in the subuurbs.

JEFF

Same as last time you asked...

BILL

Well I worry about you. Ever since

your Mom passed, you just seem...

Jeff looks Bill in the eye.
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JEFF

What?

BILL

Look, it’s 80 degrees outside and

you’ve got long sleeves on... I

know you’re still using.

JEFF

Yeah, I ain’t gunna deny it. I’ve been

a shitbag junkie going on five years

now Uncle Bill. What else is new.

Bill pulls up into a driveway, shifts into park.

BILL

(sighs)

Jeff... It’s not my place to judge,

I’ve never walked a mile in your

shoes, but I hope you feel like you

can turn to your family for

support.

Jeff opens the door, hesitates before climbing out.

JEFF

I called you for a ride didn’t I?

INT. BILL’S HOUSE - DAY

Bill opens the door, Jeff follows him inside.

BILL

That’s not the kind of help I’m

talking about...

Bill walks into the kitchen, sets down his keys, opens up the

fridge, begins taking out the FIXINGS for a sandwich.

Lingering in the hallway, Jeff notices BRUNO, Bill’s dog, a

white boxer.

JEFF

(big grin)

Hey Bruno! How’s it going buddy!

The dog playfully saunters over.

Jeff reaches down to pat the dog’s head, but the instant his

fingers make contact, there is a FLASH in Bruno’s eyes.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:
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EXT./INT. BILL’S HOUSE - DAY - 10 YEARS AGO

DOG’S POINT OF VIEW:

From within a dog kennel, we frantically peer through the

cage’s wiring, excited and jittery as we’re brought in

through the front door of Bill’s house.

Then a LITTLE BOY, 10, reaches into the cage and picks us up.

He beams at us as we PANT.

His ASIAN MOTHER, 30’s smirks at her son from the kitchen as

he sets us on the floor, we look up at him and BARK.

The mom tosses us a RAWHIDE BONE. We snatch it up in our

teeth and run a circle around the little boy before taking

off into the kitchen.

END FLASHBACK:

INT. BILL’S HOUSE - MODERN DAY

Jeff recoils from Bruno, who WHINES and scampers away, he

stands there for a moment breathing hard.

A photo framed on the wall catches his eye: Uncle Bill and

the mom plus the little boy from the dog’s memory.

Still recovering from his vision, Jeff’s gaze slowly moves

from the floor to the kitchen where his uncle stares, wideeyed, as a slice of ROAST BEEF dangles in his grasp.

JEFF

(playing it cool)

What? What’s wrong Uncle Bill?

His face like stone, Bill discards the cold cut.

BILL

(demanding)

Come over here.

A bit freaked-out, Jeff slowly approaches his uncle.

JEFF

Why are you staring at me like tha-
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BILL

I know what just happened Jeff.

(beat)

I know what you just saw.

Wrinkling his brow, Jeff walks past his uncle and snags a

pickle from the open jar, CRUNCHES into it.

JEFF

Okay... I don’t know what you thinBill snags his wrist, spins him around.

JEFF (CONT’D)

What the hell! What did I do?

His fist is a vice on Jeff’s wrist.

BILL

This.

Bill forces Jeff’s hand to touch his forehead.

There is a FLASH in Bill’s eyes.

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. BOXING RING, MILITARY BARRACKS, VIETNAM, 1975 - NIGHT

BOXER’S POINT OF VIEW:

We shuffle around the ring, gloves up.

The air is thick with cigarette smoke.

The American flag hangs in the background, a few off duty

servicemen HOOT and HOLLER from the chairs around the gym.

Across the ring is SANDERSON, late 20’s, heavyweight, built

like a tank, looks about as smart as one.

PRIVATE #1 (O.C.)

Get em’ Bill! Show em’ what’s what!

We wade in behind our jab, Sanderson’s nose drips red.

SMACK, SMACK! Two more jabs find a home on his chin.

PRIVATE #2 (O.C.)

Come on Sanderson, you’re gettin’

killed!
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