


FADE IN: 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - DAY 

The building surrounded by a ball field, playground, skate 
lot, scattered picnic tables, and a gravel parking lot.  

On the back side of the building, a basketball half court.

BOON CASTLE, 12, strapping and handsome, stares down TOM 
DALTON, 60s, tall, thin graying hair.

Tom stands between Boon and the net, arms to either side, 
slightly crouched. 

Boon bounces the ball, grins at Tom, breaks left. He pivots 
back around Tom's left, takes three great strides and lofts 
the ball. 

It bangs off the backboard and drops through the net. Boon 
raises his hands in triumph and shouts. 

Tom leans over, hands on knees, catches his breath. 

TOM 
Good job! I told you perseverance 
would pay off. 

BOON 
You didn't let me win? 

Tom winks. 

TOM 
Never let someone win. Earning 
something gives it greater value. 

Tom stands straight, puts his arm around Boon. 

TOM
It's tough for you, being raised by 
an old codger. You need 
perseverance. 

Boon looks at him.

BOON
You’re a great dad.

Tom chuckles.



TOM
Four years bouncing around the 
system and missing school makes it 
seem like that.

Tom picks up the ball. 

TOM
Now, if you could just learn to 
master your temper.

BOON
He who smiles rather than rages, is 
always the stronger.

Tom smiles at Boon. They head for the building. 

TOM
Do you know why so many people 
never get the point of life, Boon? 

Boon looks into the aging face and shakes his head. Tom 
deftly spins the ball on his finger. 

TOM
Because it's round.

INT. SHOPPING MALL - DAY 

Crowded. Memorial Day shoppers hustle from sale to sale.

SUPER: "EIGHT YEARS LATER - PRESENT DAY" 

Boon, now 20, tall, handsome, stands at the checkout counter 
of 'Teachers Paradise', with an armful of supplies.  

The CLERK, a wiry woman of fifty, rings up the sale. 

CLERK 
Birthday party? 

Boon smiles. His charming grin a winner. 

BOON 
Craft day at kidville. 

Beside the counter, a rack of batteries. Boon adds a handful 
of nine volts to his pile. 

He pays, exits, approaches a kiosk lazily staffed by a 
teenage RAPPER wannabe. On the counter, a donation bucket for 
an accident victim. Boon drops his change in. 

He leans on the edge of an atrium - watches the crowd. 



CHRISSY MAKENZIE, 18, blonde, hot by any standard, stands 
deer-like at a carousel of shoes and ponders. Shoe in each 
hand, she approaches Boon. 

CHRISSY
Which? 

BOON 
Broomstick!

CHRISSY 
Not a word game.  

Boon grins, stares at the shoes.

BOON 
Thoreau said, "That man is the 
richest whose pleasures are the 
cheapest."

CHRISSY 
Thoreau knew nothing about women.

BOON 
Who does? 

CHRISSY 
They're for the prom. 

Boon takes one of the shoes and holds it up to his foot. 

BOON 
That's sweet. What should I get 
you? 

Chrissy smacks him with the other shoe. 

Nearby, from the floor below, on an --

ESCALATOR 

GARY PARKER, 19, all around jock, and his sidekick, YOKUM, 
18, slim, long hair, walk up. 

Ahead of them, a TEENAGE GIRL, 16, in a short skirt.  

Gary takes a camera from his pocket, snaps an up-skirt shot 
as they pass, returns it to his pocket. 

GARY 
(to Yokum) 

Got money? 

Yokum empties his pocket. Gary snags a single, folds it. 



GARY 
Seek and ye shall find. 

Gary makes for the kiosk. 

GARY 
Yo, my brother, can I drop a twenty 
and take ten? 

Gary flashes the dollar, unrecognizable. Rapper nods, raps. 

RAPPER 
Good man, the girl was in a jam, 
now she be countin on you to lend a 
hand. It's all good, she wasn't in 
da hood, just a sweet young thang, 
that was doing what she should. 

Gary drops the buck in the black pot, palms out 3 fives. 

GARY 
That's tight man, put me down for 
the album. 

Yokum trails Gary to the food court. 

YOKUM 
So cold, dude. 

GARY 
Feeding the hungry. That's what 
it's about. 

YOKUM 
You drip money. 

GARY 
The secret to riches is other 
peoples money. 

Chrissy and Boon pass. Gary watches Chrissy's ass. 

GARY 
What's she see in that tard? 

YOKUM 
He's a nice guy. 

GARY 
Whatever. It's like a rocket 
scientist with a pet rock. 

Chrissy and Boon pass the kiosk. Boon pulls bills from his 
pocket, drops them in without counting. 



CHRISSY 
It's not a toll, Boon. You don't 
have to put money in every time we 
pass.

BOON 
We're done shopping right?

CHRISSY 
It's a good thing your grandfather 
held up your inheritance. I hope 
you saved enough for popcorn. 

INT. THEATRE LOBBY/CONCESSION STAND - NIGHT

Popcorn bursts from the slider and falls to the pile. Boon 
holds two sodas and some candy. Chrissy checks her watch. 

CHRISSY 
Get our seats? 

BOON 
OK, don't eat all the popcorn 
before you find me. 

Boon walks into the theater. Gary, followed by Yokum, cuts in 
line behind Chrissy, bumps his crotch against her ass. 

He turns to the KID behind him as she looks around. 

GARY 
Hey, watch the shoving, asshat. 

The kid backs up nervously. Gary turns back, smiles. 

GARY 
Great movie huh? 

CHRISSY 
I haven't seen it. 

She pays the attendant. 

GARY 
You here with the moron? 

CHRISSY 
Yokum is. 

Yokum snorts. Gary elbows him, struggles for a retort. 

GARY 
Oh... that's so... funny. Maybe we 
can have a dance at the prom? 



CHRISSY 
You’re actually graduating? 

GARY 
You know it. Football scholarship. 

Chrissy takes the snacks, starts away.  

CHRISSY 
That's nice, Larry. 

GARY 
It's Gary! 

CHRISSY 
Have fun playing with your balls. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER BALL FIELD - DAY 

Crack! A fly ball, deep to right center.

The Razors, a misfit team of eight year olds with ratty 
uniforms and a lack of equipment, are on the field.  

The center fielder runs half the distance. 

RIGHT FIELDER 
Glove! Glove! 

The center fielder throws his glove. Right fielder holds it 
stretched in both hands, the ball hits the glove. 

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER - DAY

A glob of ICY-HOT makes a nasty fart sound as it oozes out of 
the tube and onto the doorknob of an office.  

A small tag reads "ADMINISTRATOR". Someone has drawn tiny 
eyes and hair on the "O".  

JOHN SNYDER, 8, one of the Snyder triplets, is pleased. He 
flashes a thumbs up to his brothers, DICK and GEORGE, at 
either end of the hall. 

They run into the bathroom as footsteps approach.

Boon walks beside Tom. They stop at the sabotaged door. 

TOM 
I really appreciate this. I had no 
idea until today that the coach was 
leaving. 



BOON 
I don't know much about baseball, 
but, 'Every unknown is an 
opportunity for success'. 

TOM 
I know you'll do your best. You 
always do. The team is doing fairly 
well, and there are only a half 
dozen games left anyway. 

Above the door, a smoke detector. Boon pops it open, removes 
the battery, takes a fresh one from his pocket, snaps it in. 

BOON 
I better get back to finding the 
Snyder boys, Mr. Dalton. They've 
been out of sight for more than 
five minutes. 

Tom takes a long look at Boon. Sighs. 

TOM 
It's Tom. After all these years, 
can't you just call me Tom? 

BOON 
I'll work on it. 

Tom grips the knob, turns, starts into the office. His hand 
slides in the goo. 

He smacks his face into the door. He looks at his hand, 
grins, shouts after Boon. 

TOM 
They aren't far! 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER BALL FIELD - DAY

A fast pitch races at us across the plate and into the 
catchers mitt. Strike one. 

BRADLEY, 7, smallish, frightened - cringes out of the box.  

A PLAYER in the dugout hollers. 

PLAYER
Swing, pansy! 

The COACH, 40's, thin hair, beer gut, turns to the dug out. 

COACH 
Watch the language! 



Boon stands next to the coach. 

BOON 
So, could make the playoffs? 

COACH 
Possible. This is my last game, so 
that's up to you. 

BOON 
And the kids. 

COACH 
Yeah, them too. 

Another pitch. Bradley steps away, ducks. Strike two.  

COACH 
Stand in there and swing. 

Bradley glances at the coach, fearful. 

COACH 
I have to play everybody during 
regular games, but in post season 
you can sub this loser out. 

A fast ball. Bradley backs away. Strike three. 

PLAYER 
All hail the mighty Bradley. No 
swings, no hits -- 

The entire DUGOUT joins in. 

DUGOUT 
NO BALLS. 

As Bradley heads back to the dugout, the coach mutters. 

COACH 
Pansy.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY 

Gary stands beneath a tree with several BOYS, including 
Yokum, who look at snapshots on a digital camera. A group of 
girls walk across the lawn. Among them -- 

MONIQUE (MONA),17, cute, stops, looks at the boys. 

MONA 
Gary, have you been stalking me? 



Gary fakes offense. 

GARY 
Of course not, Mona. By the way, 
your furniture looks great from the 
window. 

The boys laugh, except for Yokum. Mona flashes an evil eye at 
Gary, glances at Yokum - runs to catch up. 

Gary snags the camera. 

GARY 
She's on my 'to do' list. Her last 
name should be Lot, cuzz she makes 
me moan a lot. 

Except for Yokum, all the boys find this hilarious. Yokum 
frowns, stares at his feet. 

GARY 
I'll have raunchy pictures of every 
girl in school on my dad's server 
within two weeks of graduation. 

Chrissy walks out the main door and heads for the parking 
lot. The boys stare after her. 

GARY 
My centerfold. Target UNO. 

BOY #1 
I'd pay to see that. 

Gary smirks. 

GARY 
You wouldn't know what to do if she 
bent over in front of you. 

The boys laugh, except Yokum. Boy #1 turns slightly red. 

BOY #1 
I'd figure it out.

EXT. BOON'S CAR - DAY

Boon holds the door of the PIG, his puke colored 1967 Pontiac 
Catalina.  

Chrissy gets in, exposes a quick panty shot as she sits. Boon 
wiggles his eyebrows.  



CHRISSY 
You're terrible!

BOON 
Someday, we'll find out. 

Boon gets in and cranks the engine. A huge ball of black 
smoke explodes from the tailpipe as it roars to life. 

Several STUDENTS pass by - laugh. 

Chrissy rolls her eyes. Boon feigns indignation. 

BOON 
What? She purrs like a kitten. 

CHRISSY 
It's embarrassing. 

BOON 
Ghandi once said, "There is more to 
life than increasing its speed."

CHRISSY 
Ghandi's dead, but I'm pretty sure 
he'd say "Buy a new car". 

Mona runs to Chrissy's side of the car. 

MONA 
Hey girl! Hi, Boon. Can you drop me 
home?

BOON 
Not a problem. 

Mona opens the door, but sees Yokum by Gary's car, alone.

MONA 
Oh, uh, nevermind. I see a chance 
to ambush Yokum while the evil mind 
controlling gargoyle isn't around. 

CHRISSY 
Good luck! 

Mona runs off, Chrissy smiles after her. Boon backs out of 
the space, heads out of the lot. 

INT. HIGH SCHOOL GIRLS LOCKER ROOM - DAY 

It is dark in the back room. 



Gary grunts, groans, closes his eyes for a moment before 
stepping away from the CHEERLEADER that leans over a large 
laundry cart. They both straiten their clothing. 

CHEERLEADER 
That was... quick. 

Gary is unconcerned. 

GARY 
Not the most romantic spot. 

CHEERLEADER 
You picked it. 

Gary tucks his shirt in, looks at his watch. 

GARY 
Gotta run. Late for practice. 

CHEERLEADER 
See you after? 

GARY 
Umm... I'm kinda busy. 

CHEERLEADER 
Oh, so what? I was just another 
score?

GARY 
Hey! You scored a quarterback. All 
I got was a cheerleader. 

The Cheerleader grabs a dirty uniform from the cart and 
throws it. Gary ducks, laughs. 

CHEERLEADER 
Asshole! 

Gary heads up the stairs.  

GARY 
Maybe next time. 

The cheerleader hollers after him. 

CHEERLEADER 
Only two stars for you, Prick. 

INT. BOON'S CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

Boon is distant, contemplative. Chrissy glances at him. 



CHRISSY 
I love that you want to help kids, 
Boon. But I want to study law.

BOON 
The two are incompatible?

CHRISSY 
No, but look around. See any good 
pre-law schools here. 

Boon stares out the window, turns onto Chrissy's street. 

BOON 
That means the end of us? 

CHRISSY 
I'm not saying that. You know I 
love you. I'm just trying to be 
realistic. 

BOON 
I'd rather have optimistic. 

Boon pulls into the driveway. Chrissy leans across the seat 
and kisses him. 

BOON 
Little towns need lawyers. 

CHRISSY 
Let's see where things go.

BOON 
I love you too. 

Chrissy jumps out of the car, slams the squeaky door behind 
her. She leans back in the window. 

CHRISSY 
Tonight?

BOON 
After my rug rat duty. 

Chrissy waves, runs in the house. Boon puts it in reverse, 
hits the gas. It wheezes, coughs, belches smoke, and dies. 

BOON
Et tu Brutus?



INT. COMMUNITY CENTER OFFICE - DAY 

The Snyder kids sit facing us across a well worn and abused 
desk. They hang their heads. 

BOON (O.S.) 
You guys know I'm not against 
having fun, but there have to be 
boundaries. You know, take away a 
rivers boundaries and it's just a 
lake. 

The boys look up, nod in unison. 

BOON (O.S.) 
You understand that? 

They nod again. 

BOON (O.S.) 
Great! Then untie me. 

The boys move to the other side of the desk and begin 
releasing Boon, tied securely to the chair. 

The door opens. Tom steps halfway into the room, oblivious to 
the activities. 

TOM 
Boon, everyone in my office in five 
minutes please. 

Boon nods. Tom closes the door, opens it again, looks at Boon 
being untied. He shakes his head, closes the door. 

INT. TOM'S OFFICE - DAY 

Three teenage VOLUNTEERS stand around the office. Tom sits 
behind a large desk, checks his watch. 

The door opens. Boon, followed by fifty kids, tries to enter 
the cramped space. 

TOM 
Just you Boon. 

Boon turns to the kids. 

BOON 
False alarm. Go back to your 
regularly scheduled fun. 

The kids run off hollering.  



BOON
Sorry. Thought you said everyone. 

Boon pushes the door closed. The knob falls off, rattles 
across the floor. All eyes follow it. 

BOON
I can fix that. 

Tom stands up behind the desk and paces in the small space. 

TOM 
I hate to have to say it... this 
center is very important to me. 

They all look at Tom with anticipation and foreboding.

TOM
I'm afraid I've fallen behind on 
the taxes. Unless I find a way to 
pay them, we'll be closing our 
doors at the end of July. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - LATER 

Tom pulls the door closed. It doesn't latch. 

The sun sets on the horizon. A bulb in the porch ceiling 
casts a dim light on the sign above the door: 

"Kids are the future".  

Tom takes the doorknob firmly, yanks it closed with force. 

The sign lets go on one side, swings from the remaining nail, 
strikes Tom squarely in the head.  

He stumbles backward across the rickety porch, hits the 
railing, tumbles off the porch. 

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY 

A casket is lowered into the fresh grave. Half the town 
surrounds it, dressed in their finest mourning attire. 

Prominent in the first row-- 

LUCAS PARKER, (Gary's father) late 50's, struggles not to 
smile. He sneaks a glance at -- 

BIG EARL, 50's, heavy, naturally jovial car dealer, who 
catches the glance, passes it on to -- 



GREGORY MITCHELL, 60's, balding, looks more worried than 
mournful. 

Boon stands in this row as well. Tears streak his face. His 
head is slightly bowed. Beside him, Chrissy wraps her arm 
around him. 

A MINISTER takes a shovel full of dirt and tosses it onto the 
casket... 

Chrissy nudges Boon. The line of people moves, takes the 
shovel in turn - drops dirt into the grave. 

Boon drops fresh dirt onto the simple casket and whispers. 

BOON 
Goodbye,... Tom. I love you.

EXT. COUNTY COURTHOUSE - DAY 

A typical county courthouse, well maintained. Lots of 
activity as citizens jostle their way in and out. 

INT. COUNTY COURTHOUSE - DAY 

A sign hangs from the courtroom door: "JUVENILE COURT". The 
door opens and an overweight DEPUTY removes the sign, and 
replaces it with: "PROBATE COURT". Inside the-- 

COURTROOM 

Bang. Bang. JUDGE SAMSON, 50's, hard edged, no nonsense, 
brings his gavel down forcefully. Conversation among the 
dozen in attendance ceases. 

JUDGE 
Order! I will have order in this 
courtroom. 

The Judge scans faces with a laser eye as the courtroom 
settles. 

JUDGE
This court has made it's decision 
with regard to the mental alacrity 
of the deceased, and the validity 
of the will. 

He looks around the courtroom, dares anyone to raise their 
voice. 



JUDGE 
Everyone in this courtroom knew Tom 
Dalton, and the court is ashamed 
that anyone would raise such 
questions. 

The courtroom is subdued. Some, like Boon, hang their heads. 

JUDGE 
The court rules that the will is 
valid, and shall be executed in 
full accordance with it's 
specifics. 

Lucas rises to his feet in protest. 

LUCAS 
Your Honor, I must-- 

JUDGE 
Sit, Lucas! That's what you must 
do. 

Lucas sits, grudgingly. 

JUDGE 
As Tom didn't provide for an 
executor, the court appoints town 
council, Gregory Mitchell, to 
discharge the will in accordance 
with it's intent... This court 
stands adjourned.  

Lucas glances at Gregory with a wry smile. Gregory looks away 
nervously. 

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER OFFICE - NIGHT 

Boon sits at Tom's desk and gazes blindly at a stack of bills 
and notices on the desk. Chrissy sits across the desk. 

BOON 
I don't even know how I'll keep it 
open until the tax auction. 

CHRISSY 
Tom left it to you because he knew 
nobody else loved it as much. 

BOON 
I can't operate the place on love. 



CHRISSY 
What about your inheritance? Is it 
enough? 

BOON 
I have no clue. The details are 
locked up with the Colonel's secret 
recipe. That doesn't get unsealed 
until my birthday in October 
anyway. 

CHRISSY 
Well he wouldn't have left it to 
you unless he thought you could 
save it. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - CONTINOUS 

A stage sits on the large lawn. Ropes mark off areas to sit, 
some with chairs, some without. Spotlights rim the area. 

A large self lit sign sits at the parking entrance. The kind 
with the message made from stick on letters.  

The Snyder triplets stand before it, hide it from view as a 
car enters the lot. 

Dick works frantically changing letters. He turns, smiles. 
They run off, dropping the extra letters as they go. 

The sign reads: 

"COMMUNITY EVENT - IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT 

GRAB ASS AND EAT BEAVER" 

On the edge of the lot, at the -- 

TICKET TENT 

Gregory takes money and hands out tickets, to be given to the 
ticket taker, SAM, 70's, crotchety, three feet away. 

MR. and MRS. BOINTER, 60's, walk to the ticket stand. 

MRS. BOINTER 
... so I says to him, I don't wear 
a size seven shoe, I wear a six, 
and if it's not fitting then...  

MR. BOINTER 
(to Gregory) 

Two please. 



MRS. BOINTER 
...there's some kinda problem with 
the damn shoe, because I guess I 
should know how big my feet are and 
what size...  

Gregory sees he is out of tickets, gestures to Sam. 

GREGORY 
I'm outta tickets Sam. 

MRS. BOINTER 
...shoe I wear. But that was just 
the start of my dealings with 
idiots today. I stopped for gas 
down...  

Sam steps over, dumps his tickets into Gregory's bucket.  

MRS. BOINTER 
...at the new Get-N-Gone and the 
stupid credit card thingie wouldn't 
work and so I had to trudge my ass 
inside to pay for the gas...  

Gregory takes a ten from Bointer and hands him two tickets. 

GREGORY 
Enjoy the performance. 

MRS. BOINTER 
...and you know damn well they 
make you do that just so's you'll 
buy something off the rack...

The Bointers step over to Sam and hand him the tickets. 

MR. BOINTER 
(to Sam) 

Where's the best seat for the 
beaver eating? 

MRS. BOINTER 
...they set up there on the 
counter and hide behind, so I says 
to the inbred clerk, I says you...  

Sam points indiscriminately. The Bointers begin to walk. 

MRS. BOINTER 
...know this place is brand new and 
your stupid machine isn't...  



MR. BOINTER 
You ever thought about suicide? 

MRS. BOINTER 
...working for my credit card... 

Mrs. Bointer stops, stunned - looks at her husband. 

MR. BOINTER 
I'm just saying... think about it. 

Lucas, impeccably dressed, strolls to the  

CONCESSION STAND 

manned by Big Earl.  

The stand is a garishly decorated trailer with "BIG EARL IS 
YOUR DRIVING FORCE" painted in large red letters. 

Earl smiles, grabs a hot dog from the pot of slimy water and 
slaps it on a bun - holds it out to Lucas. 

BIG EARL 
Dog? 

LUCAS 
I wouldn't doubt it. 

Earl, confused, sticks half the hot dog in his mouth. Lucas 
takes a glance around, leans in close. 

LUCAS 
You interested in making money? 

Earl sprays bits of hot dog and bread as he responds. 

BIG EARL 
Does a duck quack? 

Specks of bread and dog splatter Lucas's shirt. Earl brushes 
them off with a napkin. 

BIG EARL 
Sorry. 

Lucas waves his arms toward the community building. 

LUCAS 
Look around Earl. What do you see? 

Earl gazes around wonderingly. 



BIG EARL 
Uh... People? 

LUCAS 
Yes, people - gathered around a 
useless eyesore. 

Lucas pauses, stares at Earl. 

LUCAS 
Imagine all these people going into 
my superstore, and that field 
holding your inventory overflow. 

Lucas smiles. Earl looks dubious.

INT. HARDWARE STORE - DAY 

Boon and Chrissy walk toward the back. 

CHRISSY 
You'll find a way. It's what you 
want to do. 

BOON 
It's not just my career I'm 
thinking about. What about sports, 
crafts, games, after school care? 
What about the Snyder kids being 
set loose on the town? 

They stop as Boon checks out doorknobs. 

CHRISSY 
Have you thought about getting a 
loan or an extension on the taxes?

BOON 
The problem is my lack of income. 
My trust allowance doesn't give me 
enough to qualify.

Boon picks up a doorknob, looks at it. 

CHRISSY 
What about that rally? 

BOON 
Strictly for charities. 

New doorknob in hand, they head for the counter. 



CHRISSY 
You'll think of something. You're 
no quitter. 

As the CASHIER makes change, Boon notices a flashing light on 
a smoke detector behind the counter. He points at it. 

BOON 
(to Cashier) 

You need to replace that battery. 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

Boon leans against the Pig, stares sullenly across the lawn. 

Gary, Yokum, and CANDY, 18, cheerleader slut, approach the 
new sports car beside Boon.  

GARY 
That bucket of bolts conk out on 
you eggplant?

BOON 
No. Thanks for asking. 

Gary looks at Yokum and rolls his eyes. Candy eyes Boon 
appreciatively. Gary walks around the car, eyes it mockingly. 

GARY 
You running this in the rally?

BOON 
I don't know. I'm probably not too 
good with that type thing. 

Boon pulls a paper from his pocket, hands it to Boon. 

GARY 
Of course, I plan on winning. But 
the competition could be fun. 

Boon scans the poster, offers it back. Gary waves it off. 

GARY 
Keep it. I'll rip down another 
copy.  

Gary moves toward his car. 

GARY 
You should really consider it. It's 
all for charity you know. I thought 
that was your thang. 



Boon takes another look at the poster. He folds it up and 
sticks it in his pocket. 

Gary starts the car and backs up. 

YOKUM 
What's that all about? 

Gary smirks. 

GARY 
Lambs to the slaughter, my 
children. 

Chrissy runs up to Boon, hugs him. Gary drives off, makes 
exaggerated kiss kiss gestures at Chrissy, unseen by Boon.  

CHRISSY 
Jerk. 

BOON 
Witch. 

Chrissy pushes away, smacks Boon upside the head. 

CHRISSY 
Hey! 

BOON 
Not a word game?

Chrissy leans against the hood beside Boon. 

CHRISSY 
So... what are you going to do? 

BOON 
About? 

Chrissy sighs. 

CHRISSY 
The community center. Isn't that 
what you're depressed about? 

BOON
I don't know. I'm no Ensteen. 

CHRISSY 
It's Einstein. 

Boon smiles, winks at her.



BOON 
I rest my case. 

INT. CHRISSY BEDROOM - DAY 

Chrissy looks through clothes in the closet while Mona sits 
on the bed, browses through a CD collection. 

MONA 
I just figured you two were headed 
for marriage. That's what everybody 
thinks. 

Chrissy holds a blouse over a skirt and evaluates color 
coordination. 

CHRISSY
That's what I thought too. 

MONA 
But? 

Chrissy keeps the blouse, hangs the skirt up, grabs another. 

CHRISSY
It's just... how do I know we're 
right for each other? 

MONA 
Oh girl, who can ever know. You've 
been dating over two years. 

Chrissy throws the clothes on the bed, sits down. 

CHRISSY 
I can't imagine being without him.

MONA 
So, what’s the problem? 

CHRISSY
Well... it's been high school. It's 
not like real life. 

Mona looks at the blouse, shakes her head. 

MONA 
Not with that skirt. 

Chrissy frowns, picks up the skirt - back to the closet. 

CHRISSY
It’s just... He’s been through so 
much more than me. 



MONA
I should have such problems. Don't 
throw away a good thing just 
because you never had bad things. 

Chrissy looks back over her shoulder. 

CHRISSY
Ooh, Miss heavy thinker. 

Mona rolls her eyes. 

CHRISSY 
You know, he was there when his 
parents died. He tried to save 
them, but firemen stopped him.

MONA 
Oh my God! He was what? Eight?

CHRISSY 
Yeah, then bad foster home, no 
school, people after his money. 
Thank God for Tom.  You know, he 
actually skipped 3 grades.

MONA 
I can't even imagine. 

Chrissy changes the subject. 

CHRISSY
So... no luck with Yokum yet? 

MONA 
I can't ever find him away from 
that ogre, Gary. I don't think he 
even knows I exist. 

CHRISSY
Oh, he knows. I've seen the looks 
he gives you. 

Mona picks a CD and slides it in the player. 

MONA 
Why would I want someone that hangs 
with that dork anyway? 

CHRISSY
The heart wants what it will. 

Music blares from the player. 



MONA 
Uh huh. Maybe you should follow 
your own advice.

Chrissy stares at the closet. 

CHRISSY
Let's shop. 

EXT. CHRISSY BEDROOM - CONTINOUS

Gary perches in a tree and looks through the lens of his 
digital camera, aimed at Chrissy's bedroom window. 

He slowly lowers the camera. 

GARY 
(to himself) 

Damn. 

He begins to climb down, loses his grip - falls to the 
ground. 

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - DAY 

Boon stands in front of the bench, as BOY #1 smacks a line 
drive. The dugout erupts in cheers. 

Boon turns, nods to Bradley. 

BOON 
You're up! 

Bradley looks, pleads. Boon pulls him over, stoops down. 

BOON
(quietly) 

Forget your history. Every time up 
is a new opportunity. 

BOY #2,7, close enough to hear, groans. 

BOY #2 
Another strike out. 

Bradley walks to the plate, takes a warm up swing.  

The pitch. He backs nervously away from the plate. Strike 1.  

Twice more. Both times, Bradley steps away when the pitch 
comes. Strike out.  

The boys groan, grab their gloves, and head for the field. 



Boy #1, passes Bradley on his way in for his glove. 

BOY #1 
Way to go loser. What's that? Fifty 
in a row? 

Bradley grabs his glove, head down. Boon takes his chin and 
raises his head. 

BOON 
Hey. I'm proud of you. You only 
lose when you quit. 

Boon smiles. The boy fails a smile, heads for the field.

INT. CLOTHES STORE - DAY 

Mona and Chrissy peruse the latest swimwear.  

CHRISSY 
He just mopes around, like he can't 
make a decision all of a sudden. 

MONA 
Did you stop to think that might be 
because of you? 

Chrissy pulls a one piece off the rack, gaudy frills around 
the straps. She looks at it with disgust and puts it back. 

CHRISSY 
I make him mope? 

MONA 
You pick the worst time in his life 
to tell him you may go away to 
school. 

Chrissy stares at her. 

CHRISSY 
Wait a minute. He knows I love him. 
I couldn't know Tom was gonna die. 
Am I supposed to give up my dreams?

MONA 
I didn't say that, but did you ever 
think maybe he's giving up his 
dreams for yours? 

Mona turns back to the rack of suits. Chrissy stands 
thuderstruck, contemplates. 

Mona takes a string bikini bottom and holds it to her waist. 



MONA 
God, can you see me wearing this?! 

Chrissy looks, breaks into a laugh. 

CHRISSY 
Everyone could see you wearing 
that! 

MONA 
I know, right? I mean, I wouldn't 
even wear this under my suit! 

Mona spots Yokum across the aisle looking at jersey shirts. 

MONA 
Oh my God! He's alone. 

Chrissy turns and looks. 

CHRISSY 
Now's your chance! Go on! 

MONA 
I have no idea what to say. 

CHRISSY 
Damn girl, a year of planning and 
now you're gonna freeze. Come on! 

Chrissy takes Mona by the hand and drags her to Yokum. 

CHRISSY 
Hey Yokum. 

Yokum looks up, instantly freezes. 

YOKUM 
Oh... hi. 

He manages to smile. Looks at Mona. 

YOKUM 
Hi Mona. 

Mona smiles bashfully. Gives a little wave. 

MONA 
Hi. 

CHRISSY 
Mona was just looking for a new 
swimsuit and thought maybe a cute 
guys perspective would be helpful. 



Both Yokum and Mona blush fiercely.  

GARY (O.S.) 
I could help with that. 

Gary appears from behind a rack and walks over. 

Yokum is embarrassed, hangs his head to avoid anyones eyes. 
Mona suddenly finds some courage. 

MONA 
She said a cute guy. 

Gary feigns a dagger to the heart. 

GARY 
I am wounded. 

CHRISSY 
Mortally I hope. 

Gary grabs Yokum by the shoulder. 

GARY 
We don't need this abuse. We've got 
more important things to do. 

Gary pulls Yokum along toward the exit. Yokum glances back, 
gives a weak smile. 

CHRISSY 
What a jerk. 

INT. HIGH SCHOOL AUDITORIUM - NIGHT 

Graduation dance. Kids in formal attire dance wildly to the 
sounds of a live band on stage. Tables skirt the walls. Over 
the stage, a banner reads: 

"CONGRATULATIONS CLASS OF 2010" 

The song ends, kids applaud, hoot, and holler. Some move to 
tables, others wait on the dance floor for the next song. 

Boon and Chrissy move to a table where Mona sits, looking 
lovely, but frustrated. 

MONA 
Is it finally over? 



CHRISSY 
I can't believe you turned down 
three invites to come alone. 

MONA 
Hope springs eternal. At least he 
didn't bring someone else. 

CHRISSY 
You should have just asked him. 

MONA 
I never got the chance. 

Lucas, chaperoning, approaches, and takes Boon's arm. 

LUCAS 
I know this isn't the best time, 
but I could have a word with you? 

Boon glances at the girls, allows himself to be led to a 
quiet spot along the -- 

WALL 

where Lucas speaks quietly. 

LUCAS 
I wanted to help you out of your 
jam. 

BOON 
I don't follow. 

LUCAS 
I know Tom's 'gift' left you with a 
mountain of debt. I can take it off 
your hands, and give you a little 
something extra in the bargain. 

BOON 
No offense intended, but why would 
you want to do that when it will be 
up for auction next month? 

LUCAS 
Well, I have some ideas for the 
property and would like to get 
started. Besides, any friend of 
Gary's is a friend of mine. 



BOON 
I appreciate that, Mr. Parker, and 
I'll consider a written offer, but 
I'm no friend of Gary's, and I want 
to see it stay a place for kids. 

At the -- 

TABLE 

Mona spots Yokum sitting alone as Gary pulls a girl off to a 
corner behind the stage. 

The bands lead SINGER steps up to the microphone. 

SINGER 
Last dance! 

Chrissy looks between Yokum and Mona, both sitting like sad 
puppies. 

CHRISSY 
One of you has to take the lead. Go 
ask him! 

Mona jerks around to Chrissy, shocked. 

CHRISSY 
Sissy. 

Mona suddenly smiles, gets up and heads toward Yokum. Back 
along the-- 

WALL 

Lucas has grown frustrated. 

LUCAS 
A twenty year old that's just 
graduating high school could 
probably use more experienced 
counsel. 

The band starts a slow dance number. 

BOON 
Probably, but it won't be from 
someone that wants something from 
me. 

Boon starts back to the girls. 



LUCAS 
I'll take it at the auction and 
you'll get far less! 

Boon ignores him, approaches Chrissy, bows and extends his 
hand. 

BOON 
Will you do me this honor, 
beautiful princess? 

Chrissy blushes as she takes his hand and follows him to the 
dance floor. They melt together. 

CHRISSY
What was that all about? 

BOON 
Big business. 

Boon sees Yokum and Mona on the dance floor. Mona winks at 
him, grins widely. 

BOON 
Whoa, Yokum finally asked her to 
dance? 

CHRISSY 
No, but he got up to nerve to say 
yes. 

INT. ICE CREAM SHOP - CONTINOUS 

Boon sits and stares out the window, despondent. 

Chrissy sets down a banana split with two spoons and takes 
the seat facing him. Mona sits beside her with a sundae, a 
dreamy look on her face. 

CHRISSY 
(to Mona) 

Why didn't he join us? 

MONA 
Apparently scumbag needed a driver. 

Chrissy frowns, looks at Boon. He seems oblivious. 

CHRISSY 
Boon? 

Boon looks at her blankly. She nods at the ice cream, winks. 



CHRISSY 
Mint chocolate chip with hot fudge 
and nuts. 

Boon gives her a faint smile, dabbles in the ice cream half-
heartedly. Chrissy sighs. 

CHRISSY 
I know you love that place. 

Boon looks up from the table, into her eyes. 

BOON 
It's the only thing the kids have 
in this town... the only thing I 
want to do. 

Boon lets his eyes fall to the ice cream. Chrissy gets a 
small bit of ice cream on her spoon and flicks it into Boon's 
face. He looks up at her surprised. Mona laughs. 

CHRISSY 
Weren't you the one with the 
"Obstacles are hidden 
Opportunities" sticker on your 
locker? 

Boon stares at her. The ice cream slides down between his 
eyes, a chocolate chip comes to rest on his nose.  

Boon pulls the poster from his pocket, unfolds it, looks it 
over. He grins. 

BOON 
You busy July fourth weekend? 

INT. SMALL BUSINESS OFFICE - DAY 

Boon signs paperwork on a cluttered desk. Behind it sits a 
LICENSE WORKER, 50's, small and professionally dressed, 
glasses, with a business only expression. 

LICENSE WORKER 
You do realize that there are very 
strict rules for a non profit 
organization. 

BOON 
Yes ma'am. 

LICENSE WORKER 
You can't use it to make yourself a 
personal fortune. 



BOON 
Right. 

The license worker puts her pen down, stares at Boon over her 
glasses. 

LICENSE WORKER 
The IRS will not take kindly to any 
scam organizations that don't 
provide services in accordance with 
the qualifications. 

BOON 
I understand.

The worker looks suspiciously at Boon and purses her lips. 

LICENSE WORKER 
You could go to jail for falsely 
claiming to be a charitable 
organization. 

Boon looks her in the eye, exasperated. 

BOON 
I have no intention of going to 
jail... ma'am. 

The worker cocks an eyebrow, studies Boon's face, finally 
accepts. 

LICENSE WORKER 
Well... I certainly hope not. 

She shovels assorted papers into a packet and hands it across 
the desk to Boon. 

LICENSE WORKER 
Your organization papers will need 
to be notarized and brought back 
within seven days.

EXT. SMALL BUSINESS LICENSE OFFICE - DAY 

Boon exits the building, packet of forms in hand. He walks to 
the Pig, snaps his finger against the packet, smiles, drops 
it on the seat.

INT. MONA BEDROOM - DAY 

Chrissy flips through a Hollywood magazine on the bed as Mona 
applies makeup at a small table. She looks at Chrissy via the 
mirror and smiles devilishly. 



MONA 
So you gonna share a room on this 
great adventure?

CHRISSY 
No. Boon wants to save me for 
marriage. 

Mona drops her makeup and spins to face her. 

MONA 
You're kidding right? You two have 
never... 

Mona makes a circle with one hand, slides a finger in and 
out. Chrissy shakes her head, then laughs. 

CHRISSY 
Not without clothes of some sort.

MONA 
That's not a fear of failure thing 
is it?

CHRISSY 
God, I hope not. 

Mona cocks an eyebrow. Chrissy is thoughtful. 

CHRISSY 
I hope I didn't push him into this 
whole competition thing.

EXT. EARL'S CAR LOT - DAY 

Earl speaks to the crowd from a makeshift stage adorned with 
red, white, and blue bunting.  

Boon, Chrissy, and Mona are among the crowd. Two or three 
hundred people listen. 

BIG EARL 
... the winner receives ten 
thousand dollars for their chosen 
charity, but everyone is a winner 
because their charity receives 
pledged donations for every point 
they score! The time and order you 
check into the rest stops 
determines the order you leave the 
next day. 

A FACE IN THE CROWD waves his hand and hollers out. 



FACE IN THE CROWD 
How many people can team up? 

Big Earl glances at the face, points in his direction. 

BIG EARL 
Each driver may take along one 
person to help, but the prize is 
awarded only to the registered 
driver.

FACE IN THE CROWD 
What if your car breaks down? 

BIG EARL 
Then you're in a world of pain. 

The crowd laughs. Big Earl waves the poster. 

BIG EARL 
Everything you need to know is on 
the rules sheet, so let's raise 
some money for charity and have 
some fun! 

The crowd cheers and applauds as Big Earl leaves the stage 
and goes into his trailer.  

Chrissy turns to Mona. 

CHRISSY 
I need a chaperone at the pit 
stops. You up for it? 

Chrissy glances at Boon, sees his slight smile. 

MONA 
Woot! Your treat right? 

Boon and Chrissy get in the registration line. Mona spots 
Yokum and heads in his direction.

INT. SALES TRAILER - DAY 

Lucas sits uncomfortably in a too small chair, in front of a 
crowded desk in a cramped office. Big Earl enters, smiles, 
excited. 

BIG EARL 
You see that crowd? This could be a 
lot of fun! 



LUCAS 
Making money is always fun, 
especially when the sheep line up 
so willingly to be fleeced. 

Big Earl loses his cheerfulness. 

BIG EARL 
Ya... about that-- 

LUCAS 
You're a car salesman, Earl. Don't 
even think about getting religion. 

Earl fidgets with a pencil. 

BIG EARL 
But this is a charity right? 

Lucas smiles. 

LUCAS 
Of course it is. My construction 
company fully qualifies, ever since 
we built a lemonade stand for the 
church. 

Earl looks at him nervously. 

BIG EARL 
I won't run afoul of the law, 
that's all. 

LUCAS 
Trust me Earl, since the beginning 
of time, under every form of 
government, every law, rule, and 
regulation has been designed with 
one thing in mind.... Make the rich 
- richer. 

Lucas grins at him like the devil incarnate. 

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER BASEMENT - DAY 

The dank and dusty area serves as the team locker room. The 
boys excitedly pull on new jerseys. Boon stands by the door 
and claps his hands. 

BOON 
O.K. Huddle up. 

BOY #1 
That's football coach. 



BOON 
Fine. Gather round. 

The boys shuffle over in mob formation. 

BOON 
I'm awesome proud of you guys 
getting to the championship. Win or 
lose, you guys had one heck of a 
season. 

BOY #2 
Fuckin aye. 

Boys laugh. Boon frowns, tries to look serious. He can't. He 
smiles instead. 

BOON 
Fuckin aye. Now listen! Remember 
our deal. If you bunch of candy 
asses do win, you have to help 
collect signatures for my rally 
charity. 

The boys groan. 

BOY #1 
We were hoping you forgot about 
that. 

EXT. BASEBALL FIELD - DAY 

Final playoff game, bottom of the ninth. Razors down by two, 
two outs, two on base. The dugout is silent and dejected. 

Bradley stands before Boon. Tears run down his cheeks. 

BRADLEY 
Please coach. Pinch hit for me. 
I've never gotten a hit. I've never 
even been close. 

Boon puts his hands on the young boys shoulders. 

BOON 
You've never even swung. But you 
face your fear. If I pull you out, 
the terrorists win. 

Bradley is confused, scrunches his face. 

BRADLEY 
Huh? 



Boon brushes it off. 

BOON 
Never mind. Just remember, you 
never lose unless you quit. 

Bradley's tears flow faster. 

BRADLEY 
It's the championship game... 

In the dugout, the kids sit woodenly, dejected, knowing. 

BOON 
Look at them Bradley. No 
expectations... so you can't 
disappoint them. You have nothing 
to lose, but everything to gain. 

The umpire stares at Boon, gestures. Boon raises his index 
finger to him, turns back to Bradley. 

BOON 
You're a Star Wars fan right? 

Bradley looks up at him, confused. He nods. 

BOON 
Close your eyes and use the force. 

Bradley is stunned. 

BRADLEY 
You really want me to do that? 

Boon smiles, nods. 

BRADLEY 
You believe in that stuff? 

Boon considers. 

BOON 
Not really... but I believe in you. 

Bradley wipes his eyes. The umpire gestures at his watch. 

STANDS 

Chrissy sits with Mona. Nearby, Gary hits on a girl as Yokum 
stands, arms folded, watches the game.  

Yokum glances at the stands, sees Mona look his way. He 
smiles, waves feebly. 



Mona smiles, turns to Chrissy. 

MONA 
I may as well forget him. 

Chrissy glances at Yokum. 

CHRISSY 
He is kind of cute. 

MONA 
Yeah, but he's attached at the hip 
to a jerk. 

Chrissy laughs, watches Bradley walk nervously to-- 

HOME PLATE 

and take a warm up swing. 

He steps up, nods at the pitcher, closes his eyes. 

The ball sails toward the plate. Bradley tenses, stays in the 
box - hears the ball hit the catcher's glove.  

Strike one. Bradley opens his eyes, surprised. Boon hollers, 
pumps his fist in the air. 

BOON 
Yes! Way to stand in there Brad! 

Bradley glances at Boon, then the pitcher. He closes his 
eyes, tenses. The pitch.  

Bradley swings. The ball is only halfway to the plate.  

Strike two. The kids in the dugout moan. 

Boon is ecstatic, jumps, flashes a thumbs up. 

BOON 
Use the force Brad! 

Bradley looks at the pitcher, closes his eyes - opens them.  

The ball moves toward him in slow motion. He swings.  

CRACK. The ball sails high to the outfield. 

Bradley stands stunned, all is silence and slow motion.  

The dug out erupts. Bradley turns to face his teammates. They 
are screaming, congratulating him, applauding him. He is a 
hero. They love him.  



Their shouts penetrate the fog of his elation.  

DUGOUT 
RUN YOU IDIOT! 

Bradley drops the bat and runs. The boy in center field moves 
out, farther, farther, steadies himself. 

Bradley rounds first base. A runner crosses home plate. 
Bradley runs like the wind. 

The ball catches the edge of the fielders mitt, drops to the 
ground.  

The boys in the dug out go nuts. Bradley rounds second, 
screams toward third.  

Another boy crosses home plate. Tie score.  

The outfielder throws the ball to the short stop.  

Bradley drives toward third, jumps, slides. A split second 
before the ball arrives. Safe. 

EXT. MONTAGE - DAY (GETTING SPONSORS) 

A)  A poster slides off a printer. The heading reads: 

"SUPPORT CASTLE ACTIVITY CENTER - AND YOUR KIDS" 

B)  Boon staples a poster to a telephone pole 

C)  Bradley collects signatures at a grocery store 

D)  The Snyder kids at door #2. Man shakes his head 

E)  Kids outside the mall stop people for signatures. 

F)  Boon finishes pumping gas and puts a rolled up  

 poster between the pump and the handle. 

G)  The Snyder kids place a flaming bag at door #2, ring the 
bell, and run like hell.  

H)  Chrissy and Boon collect signatures at a car wash. 

I)  The Snyder kids back at door #2. The man signs. 

EXT. EARL'S CAR LOT - DAY 

The gravel lot is stuffed with cars of every description. 
People whoop and holler like a party was under way. 



The Snyder boys, behind a port-a-potty, toss firecrackers at 
the feet of a passing group, laugh as the group dances. 

At the lot entrance, cones mark the start line. Next to it, 
Big Earl on a wooden stand, bullhorn in hand. 

He speaks into the bullhorn. The crowd quiets - listens. 

BIG EARL 
Welcome one and all! 

Firecrackers, whistles, applause, hollers. Earl smiles, waves 
at the crowd. 

BIG EARL 
The race will start in... 

Looks at his watch. 

BIG EARL 
Eleven minutes! Teams will start in 
five minute intervals in the order 
they were randomly selected. 

The Snyder's stretch clear wrap across Port-A-Potty seats. 

Boon, Chrissy, and Mona lean against the Pig, watching the 
festivities. A big number 6 is taped to the hood and doors. 

BIG EARL (O.S.) 
When your number gets called, pull 
up here to the starting line and 
get your first clue.

Gary and Yokum saunter up. Gary gives Chrissy the appraising 
eye, smirks at Boon. Mona and Yokum exchange discreet smiles. 

GARY 
You decided to be counted among my 
victims!

BIG EARL (O.S.) 
Number One to the line please.

GARY 
Well, we're next, soon to be number 
one. Don't choke on my dust. 

Gary heads for the sales trailer. Yokum glances at Mona, then 
looks at Boon and Chrissy. 

YOKUM 
Good luck. 



Boon smiles, sticks out his hand. They shake. 

BOON 
You too.

Yokum follows Gary, glances back over his shoulder. Mona 
waves. 

INT SALES TRAILER - DAY 

Lucas paces the small office. The door opens and Gary steps 
in. Lucas puts up his hand as Yokum follows Gary. 

LUCAS 
Give us a second will you. 

Lucas shuts the door in Yokums face, turns to Gary. 

LUCAS 
Keep your mind in this race. It's 
important. 

GARY 
I get it. You went through all 
this. New car for me, property for 
you. What a bargain. 

Lucas gives Gary a stern look as he pulls an envelope from 
his coat pocket. 

LUCAS 
A car is just the start if you 
don't fuck this up.

GARY 
I can win this without cheating. 

Lucas is stunned, angry. He takes a deep breath, drums the 
envelope into his open hand. 

LUCAS 
Then I guess I could give this to 
someone else. Think you'd have a 
chance of winning then? 

Gary falters. 

GARY 
I'm your son, remember? 

LUCAS 
Then knock off the bullshit and act 
like it. 



Lucas holds out the envelope. Gary stares at it a moment, 
snatches it away. 

EXT. EARL'S CAR LOT - DAY 

Boon and Chrissy sit in the Pig. Mona leans in the window on 
Chrissy's side. 

CHRISSY 
Good luck! I'll see you at the 
lodge. 

BIG EARL (O.S.) 
Number six to the line please. 
Number six. 

Mona stands back and waves as Boon pulls up to the starting 
area. They eagerly accept their clue envelope. Chrissy reads 
the first instruction. 

CHRISSY 
Record the mileage to I-81. Go 
south to route 11 West, follow it 
to the "Best Antique Values in 
Virginia". Record the number of 
east facing Drive Thru fast food 
restaurants on the route 11 leg. 

Chrissy looks at Boon. 

CHRISSY 
Oooh. This is gonna be fun! 

Boon chuckles. 

BOON 
By the way, as navigator, you're in 
charge of everything but driving. 

BIG EARL 
Number six, Go! 

Boon heads out of the lot, takes a right. 

CHRISSY 
I-81 is the other way. 

BOON 
Aha! Navigational error. Strike 
one!

Boon pulls to the right and hangs a U-turn. The crowd laughs 
as they race back by. 



INT. GARY CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

A large ice cream cone on a weather beaten sign reads "Tasty 
Kone". Gary speeds past. Yokum, holding a compass and toking 
a joint, takes a look. 

YOKUM 
Oh shit, is that fast food? Which 
way is east? 

Gary laughs. 

GARY 
Who gives a shit. The answer is 
three. 

Yokum looks questioningly. Gary glances, smiles. 

GARY 
My dad helped set this up, dumbass. 

Yokum drops the clue sheet into his lap. 

YOKUM 
So you already know the answers? 

GARY 
Just the ones dad validated. should 
be enough. 

EXT. BAILEY'S ANTIQUES - DAY 

The front of the ramshackle two story converted house is 
practically buried in furniture. A small sign perches atop 
the weathered porch roof: 

"Bailey's Antiques - Best Antique Values in Virginia"

The Pig roars down the small road. Chrissy points. The Pig 
slows, pulls into the gravel lot, skids to a stop. 

Chrissy checks the clue sheet. 

CHRISSY 
We tell the clerk our answer on the 
fast food places and get our next 
clue. 

Chrissy and Boon jump out and enter the shop. 



INT. BARN - DAY 

Yokum sits on a stool and milks a cow. As an old farmer leans 
against the wall and reads, Gary opens a quart size bottle of 
water and quietly adds it to the milk pail. 

EXT./INT. BOON'S CAR - DAY 

The trunk lid is tied down over a large wooden rocking chair. 
The Pig races down a single lane road through heavily wooded 
countryside. 

INSIDE 

CHRISSY 
You aren't going to shop every 
place we stop are you? 

Boon glances at her, smiles. 

BOON 
Mrs. Hunter has been wanting a nice 
rocker for ages. We'll ship it off 
from the pit stop... What's up 
next? 

Chrissy studies the clue. She laughs, points at Boon as she 
speaks. 

CHRISSY 
Someone has to get a half gallon of 
milk from a cow.

BOON 
Me? But you have more practice. 

Chrissy blushes, laughs. 

CHRISSY 
Not getting a half gallon. 

EXT. WOODEN BRIDGE - DAY 

The road splits at a pair of single lane bridges over a large 
creek. One is new. The other, rickety and unused, has a chain 
across it. 

A small sign hangs from the center of the chain. "CLOSED". 

A car on the far side, slowly approaches the open bridge.  

Gary, near side, flies onto the bridge without slowing. He 
leans on the horn, waves frantically from the window. 



The other car backs off. Gary roars past, flips the bird.  

After a few dozen feet, he stops, looks back, and grins. 

EXT. MERRIWEATHER FARMS - DAY 

A rusted tractor sits like a lawn ornament outside a large 
run down barn. Weeds grow up through the seat. The barn door 
is open. 

CHRISSY (O.S.) 
Pull and squeeze. Pull and squeeze. 
You almost have it. 

INSIDE 

Boon sits on a small wooden stool, his hands beneath a large 
seemingly contented cow.  

Chrissy stands beside him, coaching. Milk squirts into the 
pail as Boon works the teats. 

An old FARMER leans against the wall and watches, a grin 
ingrained on his weathered face. 

FARMER
You catched on right quick fer a 
city feller. You welcome to come 
round and work ol Bessy whenever 
you've a mind to. 

Boon turns and grins. He pulls the bucket out. The milk has 
reached a marked line. He shows it to the farmer. 

The farmer checks off something on a clipboard hanging from 
the wall and hands Boon a new clue from his overalls. 

Chrissy snags the clue, tears it open, and reads. 

She laughs. 

CHRISSY 
Oh lovely. 

EXT. WOODEN BRIDGE - DAY 

TEAM #4 approach, slow down, and head across the rickety 
condemned bridge. 

It creaks as they inch across. It sways. It cracks. Just as 
their front wheels make it across, the bridge gives way, 
crashes sideways into the creek. 

The car rests with the rear wheels spinning in the water. 



INT. GARY CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

Gary roars down a well paved road through fields of corn. He 
grabs an empty six pack of bottles from the back seat. 

He glances at Yokum, smiles devilishly. 

GARY 
Time for a little insurance. 

A rolling left curve. Gary slows as the road straightens. One 
by one, he tosses the bottles up. They crash to the pavement 
and shatter behind the car. 

Yokum stares, unbelieving. Gary looks at him. 

GARY 
What's your problem? 

Yokum shakes his head. 

YOKUM 
That's just wrong, dude. 

Gary laughs. 

GARY 
Lighten up, pussy. It's all about 
winning.

EXT. WOODEN BRIDGE - DAY 

The Pig is parked in front of the stuck TEAM #4 car. The 
chain from the bridge is tied tightly between the cars. 

Boon leans out the driver side of the Pig and hollers. 

BOON 
Don't give it any gas until you 
feel your rear wheels are on solid 
ground. 

Boon edges the Pig forward, pulls the Team #4 car slowly onto 
the bank. 

EXT. PIG FARM - DAY 

The pen holds thirty or so pigs, that slop in the mud. 

Boon and Chrissy lean against the rail and watch a TEAM chase 
one of the smaller pigs. Beside them, the race OFFICIAL 
checks his stop-watch. 



One of the team, a cute GIRL, suddenly leaps across a large 
pig and grabs the small pig by the leg. It squeals and digs 
in to escape. 

Chrissy jumps and claps. 

BOON 
You got him! Hold on! 

Her team mate, a skinny BOY, runs to her aid, slips in the 
mud, and knocks her hand off the pig. It runs. 

OFFICIAL
Times up! 

The two filthy pig chasers approach the fence, dejected. 

CHRISSY 
Really close. You almost had him. 

Brandy smiles at Chrissy. 

GIRL 
Thanks. I hope you brought a change 
of clothes. 

The official looks at Boon and Chrissy. 

OFFICIAL 
You're up. Let me know when you're 
ready. 

Boon nods, strips off his shoes, socks, shirt, and pants. He 
stands in just his boxers. Everyone gawks at him. 

BOON 
What? Damage mitigation! 

Chrissy and the Girl laugh. The Boy rubs mud off his clothes. 

BOY 
Wish I thought of that. 

CHRISSY 
Well I'm not chasing pigs in my 
underwear. 

The Boy looks disappointed. Boon laughs. 

BOON 
You stay here on the fence. I'll 
bring home the bacon. 

Boon turns to the official and nods.  



OFFICIAL 
Go! 

The official hits his stopwatch. 

BOON 

slip slides across the mud to the far side of the pen. 

He hunches down, feet wide, arms held out, and walks crab 
like, side to side and forward, herds pigs toward the fence. 

He lets the big pigs escape around his outstretched arms, 
keeps the smaller pigs moving toward Chrissy. 

Chrissy stands on the bottom fence rail as four small pigs 
come within a couple feet of her. 

She jumps to a crouch as the pigs break left and right, 
snares a leg.  

Boon grabs the pig around the middle and picks it up. 

He carries it to the official, who clicks his stopwatch and 
nods. 

Chrissy smiles, runs to Boon and kisses him. 

CHRISSY 
Pig whisperer. 

BOON 
And you didn't even get dirty. 

Chrissy strikes a pose, slips, falls on her ass in the mud. 

EXT. LAKE - DAY 

SPLASH. Yokum drops a buoy back in the water.

YOKUM 
Nothing. 

GARY 
Damn. 

They sit in a rowboat, surrounded by small buoys in the 
center of the lake. 

Gary rows toward the next buoy. He notices a repair plug in 
the middle of the boat, smiles. 

Yokum pulls up the buoy. A plastic coated clue card is 
attached to the bottom. He tears it off. 



YOKUM 
Got it! 

Gary moves to the center of the boat and grabs the clue. 

GARY 
Row us in. 

Yokum casts an angry look, sits down and begins to row. 

Gary takes a pen knife from his pocket and digs at the repair 
plug in the floor of the boat. 

INT. BOON'S CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

The Pig races into a long slow curve. 

CHRISSY 
Watch the glass! 

Boon moves into the left lane, passes the broken glass, moves 
back into his lane. Ahead, three cars line the side of the 
road.  

Two are race participants. Boon slows, pulls over. 

EXT. LODGE - DAY 

Gary and Yokum pull into the parking lot to a cheering crowd. 
They park, hand their race form to a waiting OFFICIAL. 

OFFICIAL 
Congratulations, you're the first 
to finish the day! 

In the crowd, Lucas flashes Gary a thumbs up. Big Earl, a few 
feet behind Lucas, frowns, and checks his watch. 

Gary, high fives spectators as he heads for the lobby. Mona, 
in the crowd, catches Yokum's eye and waves him over.

EXT. LAKE/BOAT - DAY 

Boon rows desperately toward shore, the small boat half full 
of water. 

CHRISSY 
I can't swim. 

Boon pulls a life preserver from beneath the bench and tosses 
it to her. 



Chrissy puts the vest on as Boon grabs at a marker. It has a 
clue. He pulls it off and sticks it in his teeth as the boat 
goes down.  

He tows Chrissy to shore. They head to the Pig, dripping. 

CHRISSY 
We're going to be in last place if 
you keep rescuing people. 

Chrissy pulls off a sock, wrings water from it. 

BOON 
I should have let you float in? 

Chrissy throws the wet sock at Boon. 

CHRISSY 
No! But you could let people change 
their own tires. This is a race.

Boon picks the wet sock off his face. 

BOON 
It is our choices...that show what 
we truly are, far more than our 
abilities.

Chrissy ponders. 

CHRISSY 
Dewey? 

Boon smiles. 

BOON 
Albus Dumbledore.

INT. LODGE - EVENING 

The lobby is full of racers and fans. People sit at tables, 
drink, laugh, converse. A large screen T.V. shows a tennis 
match. 

Along the edge, a -- 

SMALL OFFICE 

with a large desk, covered with various race paperwork. 
Behind the desk, Earl looks at a daily tally sheet. Lucas 
paces in front of the desk. 

LUCAS 
How's my boy? 



BIG EARL 
Second place. 

Lucas stops pacing. Stares at Earl, aghast. 

LUCAS 
Second?! Who's in the lead?

BIG EARL 
The Castle kid.

LUCAS 
In that big green shitmobile? You 
have to be fucking joking.

BIG EARL 
They made decent time, aced the 
questions, and completed every 
event. 

Lucas snatches the results from Earl, glares at them. 

LUCAS 
Gary whipped their ass on time. 

BIG EARL 
But he missed questions and failed 
a couple of the event times. That 
counts for seventy percent. 

Earl takes a big breath. 

BIG EARL 
In fact, he missed almost half the 
questions, but not a single one 
that you validated. 

Lucas sneers at Earl. 

LUCAS 
If Gary loses, our project goes 
down the toilet you know. 

Earl looks uneasy. 

BIG EARL 
I'm rooting for him, Lucas, but not 
cheating for him. 

Lucas glares. Earl sweats, blinks, but holds his gaze. 



INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Boon, Chrissy, and Mona and sip sodas. Empty plates cover the 
table. 

INT. LODGE ROOM - NIGHT 

Mona enters the room, followed by Chrissy. They are loose, 
slightly inebriated. Chrissy throws her bag on the bed and 
throws herself down beside it. 

CHRISSY 
I am freakin bushed! 

Mona laughs, throws herself on the other bed, and flicks the 
T.V. on. 

MONA 
I should think! First place after a 
day of pig wrestling. 

Chrissy laughs, stretches out on the bed. 

CHRISSY 
I wish you could have seen us. Boon 
chasing pigs in his underwear.

MONA 
So, it sounds like this whole 
facing challenges as a team thing 
is working out pretty well huh? 

Chrissy throws a pillow at Mona, giggles, then lies back and 
ponders a moment. 

CHRISSY 
Yeah... I guess it is. 

INT. LODGE OFFICE - NIGHT 

The door opens into the dark room. Lucas walks in carefully, 
shuts the door behind him. He snaps on a small flashlight, 
moves to the desk. 

He rifles through the desk, finds an envelope marked: 

"Phase Two Answer Grid" 

INT. LODGE ROOM - NIGHT 

Yokum and Gary lie on separate beds, munching snack food and 
watching the T.V. A knock on the door. 

Gary moves to the door, checks the peephole, opens it. 



Lucas enters the room, glances at Yokum. He takes an envelope 
from his pocket, hands it to Gary. 

LUCAS 
No son of mine would allow a moron 
to beat him. 

GARY 
He won't. 

LUCAS 
I can only do so much. You still 
have to put some effort into this. 

Gary glances at Yokum, embarrassed. Looks back to his dad. 

GARY 
It's a done deal. Consider the 
moron out of the race. 

EXT. LODGE - DAY 

Boon steps out of his room, stretches, smiles. His eyes 
suddenly freeze, his smile vanishes. He walks to the.. 

PIG 

A chain weaves between the front wheels, locked with a 
massive padlock. The hood is partially open. 

Boon walks to the front, raises the hood. The battery is 
gone, spark plug wires cut, hoses slashed. 

INT. LODGE ROOM - MORNING 

Boon sits on the edge of the bed, dejected, hopeless. Chrissy 
enters the room with Boon's spare key.  

Chrissy is cheerful, anxious to get started. She stops, 
stares. 

CHRISSY 
You look like your puppy got run 
over. 

Boon looks up slowly. 

BOON 
No... my Pig did. 

Chrissy is confused, gets it, looks out the door. 

Boon droops his head. Chrissy sighs. 



CHRISSY 
How bad? 

BOON 
Terminal. 

CHRISSY 
Let's have some breakfast and 
review our options. 

Boon continues to hang his head, seems to talk to his chest. 

BOON 
We don't have options. We're done. 

CHRISSY 
No options? Hello. Have you seen my 
eternally optimistic partner? 

Boon is aggravated. 

BOON 
Aren't you the realistic one? An 
hour before the race and a 
destroyed car. So what exactly are 
the options, Chrissy? 

Chrissy is surprised. Hurt. Angry. 

CHRISSY 
What the hell... Are you full of 
shit? 

Boon glances at Chrissy, not comprehending. Chrissy studies 
him, grows more angry. 

CHRISSY 
You are! All your not giving up 
lectures were bullshit. Two years 
of cheesy motivational one liners 
you don't even believe?  

Boon looks up, hurt. 

BOON 
You thought they were cheesy? 

Chrissy glares. Paces the room. 

CHRISSY 
Easy when it's someone else isn't 
it? Now that it's your problem, 
it's insurmountable. 

(MORE)



Time to just quit, sit around and 
feel sorry for yourself. 

Chrissy sits on the bed, away from Boon. 

CHRISSY 
God, Boon, I trusted you. I can't 
believe I thought about giving up 
my own plans.  

Boon looks up, surprised.  

BOON 
I didn't know. 

Chrissy gets up and moves to the mirror, a false laugh. 

CHRISSY 
Now, you fold like a cheap suit. I 
thought you believed in hope and 
perseverance, and the journey being 
more important than the 
destination. 

Chrissy brushes her hair, watches Boon in the mirror. He 
sits, chagrined. Chrissy turns to him. 

CHRISSY 
I never cared about winning this 
stupid contest. I just wanted to 
see you try. I never thought you 
were a quitter. 

Chrissy grabs her purse off the bed and heads for the door. 
She tries to slam it, but it has a dampener. She pushes it, 
waits for it to close, then kicks it - stalks off. 

Boon starts toward the door. 

BOON 
Chrissy! 

He stops, turns back. To himself. 

BOON 
Shit. 

Bruce returns to the bed, plops down on top of the rule book. 
He pulls it from under him, starts to throw it down. Instead, 
he looks through it.  

CHRISSY  (CONT'D)



INT. LODGE OFFICE - DAY 

Chrissy turns her key in to the CLERK, turns, runs into Gary. 
He looks dazed, sad, confused. 

GARY 
Damn, I'm sorry. 

Chrissy's eye narrow, distrusting. Gary plops down in a 
chair, drops his head between his hands. 

GARY 
I should have known better than to 
think my friends would stick with 
me for anything that didn't help 
them. 

Chrissy stares a moment, starts to walk away.  

GARY 
I have to finish. Those cancer 
patients need a chance. 

Gary peeks between fingers. As she turns back, he quickly 
hides his eyes, looks defeated. 

CHRISSY 
O.K. I know I'll be sorry for 
asking, but what's your problem? 
Guilt? Remorse? 

Gary looks up, gives a fair impression of confusion. 

GARY 
Fair weather friends that quit on 
ya, not that you would care. 

EXT. LODGE - DAY 

Boon exits his room, bag in hand.  

At the edge of the lot, several cars sit waiting their 
departure time. In front of the line, Gary. 

Chrissy sits in the passenger seat. 

The official gives them the thumbs up. Gary tosses Yokums's
bag out on the lot, roars off. 

A tow truck pulls in. Boon waves his arms.  

Yokum exits a nearby room, stares at the vanishing car. 



INT. GARY CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

Gary has the top down. Chrissy, in the passenger seat, hair 
blowing, stares away from Gary, sullen, thoughtful. 

Gary reaches over and puts his hand on her knee. She 
immediately removes it. 

CHRISSY 
That's no way part of the deal. 

Gary smiles charmingly. 

GARY 
No reason not to entertain 
ourselves along the way is there? 

Chrissy looks at him coldly. 

CHRISSY 
Entertain yourself. I'm not 
interested. 

Gary laughs. 

GARY 
Just wondering if the real thing 
can match the visions. 

Chrissy looks grossed out. 

CHRISSY 
You'll never know. 

GARY 
Never say never. I might grow on 
you. 

Chrissy sneers, looks away. 

CHRISSY 
(to herself) 

Like a fungus. 

INT./EXT. BOON CAR - DAY 

INSIDE 

Boon sits behind the wheel and reads race clues. In the 
passenger seat, Yokum looks out the window, watches mail 
boxes shoot by. 

OUTSIDE 



The tow truck pulls Boon's car down the road, the front 
elevated on a lift. The driver, BENSON, 20's, black, skinny, 
afro, practices a rap tune.  

Yokum shouts. 

YOKUM 
There it is! 

Boon slaps on the outside of the door, hollers to Benson. 

BOON 
Pull over! 

Benson pulls over next to a mailbox shaped like a giant 
rooster. Boon hops out of the car, notes in hand. 

The Roosters mouth is the handle to open the box, it's wing, 
the mail pick-up flag. 

Benson walks around the tow truck, stares at the box. 

BENSON 
People do the weirdest shit. 

Boon smiles at him. 

BENSON 
He tells folks he got a big cock. 

Benson laughs hysterically at his joke. Boon takes a pen from 
his pocket, enters the name from the box on his form. 

He looks around, points at a small road that breaks off a few 
hundred feet ahead. 

BOON 
O.K. We need to turn west on that 
little road. 

Benson cocks an eyebrow. 

BENSON 
This gonna cost you a small fortune 
ya know. 

Boon smiles. 

BOON 
It's only money. 

Benson starts around the tow truck. Boon heads back to the 
car, stops, shouts to Benson. 



BOON 
Keep your eyes open for a big red 
barn with a cow on top. 

BENSON 
Right... (to himself) Crazy ass 
crackhead muthafu... 

INT. GARY CAR - DAY (TRAVELING) 

Gary sits behind a long line of cars, moving 20 feet and 
stopping. In the HOV(3) lane to the left, an occasional car 
flies by. *High Occupancy Vehicles - 3 people required* 

GARY 
Fuck this. 

Gary whips into the left lane and pulls into the median. He 
jumps out, removes a dummy from the trunk, fully decked out 
with hat and glasses. 

Gary shoves the dummy in the back seat, takes off in the 
restricted lane. Chrissy stares at the dummy, then Gary. 

CHRISSY 
You can't do that. It's cheating. 
It's also against the law. 

GARY 
Geez, you're a tight ass. 

Chrissy looks dagger at him. Gary grins. 

GARY 
I mean that in the best possible 
way. 

Chrissy leans into the back and pulls the dummy down to the 
floor. Gary grabs it and pushes it back up in the seat. 

CHRISSY 
It's not only illegal, it's creepy. 

Chrissy pushes it back down. Traffic is picking up speed in 
the normal lanes. Gary tries to pull it back up. 

They wrestle over the dummy. Chrissy gives up, straightens in 
her seat. Gary starts to throw the dummy back in the seat.

Chrissy points at the exit they are about to pass. 

CHRISSY 
That's our exit. 



Gary throws the dummy, cuts across the lanes in front of 
traffic. The dummy rolls across the trunk and into the 
highway. 

Cars slam on brakes, pile into one another. 

INT. SUPER SAVER GROCERIES - DAY 

Yokum and Boon run through the front door and slide to a 
stop. Yokum tears a piece of paper in half, gives one to 
Boon. 

YOKUM 
Price checks. You take meats and 
dairy, I'll do canned and dried 
foods. 

They high five, try a fancy hand shake routine, fail 
miserably. They bolt down different aisles. 

Boon stops at the meat counter and rifles through pork 
roasts. 

Yokum skids to a stop in canned goods, checks pea prices. 

A short ELDERLY WOMAN a few paces away tries unsuccessfully 
to reach something on the top shelf.  

Yokum writes down the price, returns the can, hauls ass. He 
skids to a stop, returns to the old woman, helps her get the 
can she wants. She smiles at him. 

ELDERLY WOMAN 
Thank you. 

Yokum smiles back, watches her for a moment as she moves on, 
revels in this new sensation of being kind. He races down the 
aisle. 

EXT. SUPERSTORE - DAY 

Several displays crowd around the entrance area - Plants, 
outdoor gardening supplies, a row of riding mowers. 

At the far end, a large trailer selling fruit. 

Chrissy measures the trailer using a banana. She places the 
banana, marks the end with a finger, and moves it, giving the 
count to Gary. 

Gary follows her, eating an apple, and marking the count on a 
small clipboard. 



GARY 
I love the way you handle that 
banana. 

Chrissy stops, glares at Gary. 

CHRISSY 
Does that crude humor really work 
with some girls? 

Gary grins stupidly. 

GARY 
The ones that know how to have fun. 

EXT. ZOO - DAY 

Boon and Yokum stand in front of the monkey cage. Monkeys 
swing from trees, run across rocks, cling to the fence and 
squeal at visitors. 

Boon is pointing at monkeys as he finishes his count. 

BOON 
I got twenty three. 

Yokum frowns, shakes his head. 

YOKUM 
I only counted eighteen that time. 

BOON 
So we have six different counts 
now. 

YOKUM 
Should we use the average? 

Boon looks at the cage, nods. 

BOON 
What's next? 

Yokum checks the clue. 

YOKUM 
Add the number of snakes, and then 
divide by the number of alligators.

INT. MOTEL LOBBY - DAY 

Mona stands at the registration desk. The YOUNG WOMAN #2 
behind the counter slides a form across, indicates a line at 
the bottom. 



YOUNG WOMAN #2 
If you can sign here please. 

Mona signs. The woman holds out a magnetic key and a small 
brochure. Mona takes it. 

YOUNG WOMAN #2 
You're in room 112, out the door 
and down the left side just beyond 
the wash room. There's a buffet 
breakfast from six to nine thirty 
beside the lobby. 

The woman points to a small dining area across the room. Mona 
glances, nods. 

MONA 
Thank you. 

YOUNG WOMAN #2 
Are you with the race? 

MONA 
No, just a supporter. 

The woman smiles at her. 

YOUNG WOMAN #2 
Oh! Well, good luck. They should 
start arriving in a couple hours. 

Mona smiles, turns, and walks toward the door. As she passes 
a small office off the side of the lobby, she hears voices 
and stops, listens. 

LUCAS (O.S.) 
The winner will be setting the 
terms of your own damn lease too, 
Earl. Have you thought about that? 

BIG EARL (O.S.) 
Yes, I have, but Tom picked me for 
a reason I think. I'm not going to 
let him down. 

The sound of someone banging comes from the office. 

LUCAS (O.S.) 
You better start looking at your 
own future instead of someone elses 
past. 

Footsteps (O.S.). Lucas appears at the door of the office and 
spots Mona. He sneers, slams the door shut. 



EXT. LARGE FIELD - DAY 

A tent is set up along the edge, with a refreshment table, 
and an area stuffed with various costumes. 

A number of people in various animal costumes run around a 
large roped in area. 

Chrissy suppresses a giggle as Gary walks over to her, 
dressed in a snake costume. 

GARY 
This is so stupid. 

Chrissy smirks. 

CHRISSY 
I don't know. Seems to suit you. 

Gary's eyes blaze through the costume holes. 

GARY 
Ho ho. Very funny. So, what am I 
supposed to do exactly? 

Chrissy is enjoying this. She can't hide her smile. 

CHRISSY 
You have to tag three things you 
would eat, before a predator tags 
you. 

Gary reaches out and touches Chrissy's breast. She smacks his 
hand away. Her smile vanishes. 

CHRISSY 
If you ever do that again, I'll 
make sure you can't walk for a 
week. 

GARY 
Geez, lighten up. 

Gary turns and looks across the field. Turns back to Chrissy. 

GARY 
So, what exactly do snakes eat? 

CHRISSY 
Try rodents. It should make you 
feel at home. 

GARY 
Bitch. 



Gary runs onto the field, heads for a player in a Chrissy 
suit that looks tired. He goes out of his way to knock down 
another player on the way. 

From an angle, a player dressed in a bird costume intercepts 
him and tags his head.

EXT. SHOPPING MALL - DAY 

Yokum and Boon stand at a small stand in the huge parking 
lot. The OFFICIAL hands Boon a clue and he tears it open. 

Boon reads: 

BOON 
Find a green Ford Ranger pickup 
with a blue flag in the back 
window. Record the license number. 

They look out over the sea of cars, glance at each other.  

Benson sits in the tow truck and nods his head to the music 
on his iPod while he checks out a girlie magazine. 

Boon gestures at the row in front of them. 

BOON 
Let's start right down the middle 
and go opposite ways at the end. 

Yokum nods. They take off at a trot. 

INT. MOTEL RESTAURANT/BAR - DAY 

A bit early for the big dinner crowd. Chrissy sits at a 
window table, stares out dejectedly. Gary studies the menu. 

A band plays very softly on a small stage in the corner. 

GARY
Shall I order for you? 

CHRISSY 
I'm not hungry. 

GARY 
The deal was, you would have dinner 
with me. That means eating. 

CHRISSY 
Fine. I'll have a salad. 

In the parking lot, a tow truck pulls in. The Pig hangs off 
the back. Boon hands his papers to the check in official. 



Chrissy gasps excitedly, fairly beams. Gary looks out the 
window, stunned. 

GARY 
A fucking tow truck? 

Chrissy turns back to Gary, her face glowing with pride. 

CHRISSY 
Make it a steak, with a really big 
salad. 

EXT. MOTEL - CONTINOUS 

Boon gets out as the tow truck stops at the edge of the lot. 
He walks around to Benson. 

BOON 
Anyway you can get it fixed here... 
by morning? 

Benson cranks the lift gear and lowers the Pig. 

BENSON 
Can't make promises, but I'll take 
a look. 

Boon looks at Benson thoughtfully. Benson seems to get a bit 
uneasy. Boon shoots out his hand. 

BOON 
Either way man. You were awesome. 
Thanks. 

Benson takes his hand, gives it a perfuntory shake. 

BENSON 
You know it wasn't free right? 

Boon laughs. 

BOON 
Ya, I know... but still, above and 
beyond man. 

Boon walks to the check-in office. Benson stares after him. 

INT. MOTEL RESTAURANT/BAR - CONTINOUS 

Gary jumps up from the table. Chrissy is gone. Yokum is 
coming toward the table. 

YOKUM 
Dude, what the fuck? 



BOON 
Sorry my man, you know the golden 
rule. A score trumps everything. 
You're gonna need to get your own 
room tonight. I'll be needing some 
privacy. 

Yokum looks at him, amazed. 

YOKUM 
Do you even know what a friend is? 

He shakes his head and leaves. 

Gary returns to the table, glances at the ladies room. He 
takes a small packet from his pocket, opens it, dumps the 
contents in Chrissy's drink. 

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - EVENING 

Boon opens the motel room door and steps outside.  

Around the Pig, half a dozen racers help Benson work. The 
lock is cut and the chain removed, Fred struggles to heft a 
battery into place, others replace spark plug wires. 

Boon wanders over, dazed and confused. 

BOON 
What the hell? 

A RACER turns to him, grins like an idiot. 

RACER 
You didn't think we were gonna sit 
around and let you beat us with a 
tow truck did you? 

Boon is choked up. 

BOON 
You guys... 

FRED 
Ya, some idiot convinced us that 
winning wasn't as important as 
helping one another.

INT. MOTEL OFFICE - NIGHT 

Big Earl sits at a desk reviewing rules. Lucas storms around 
the room ranting. 



LUCAS 
He was being fucking towed. How in 
the hell does that not disqualify 
him? 

BIG EARL 
He and the navigator were in the 
car, and the rear wheels were on 
the ground and turning. Nothing in 
the rules says the car has to be 
self powered. 

Lucas slams his hands down on the desk. Earl is startled. 

LUCAS 
What a crock of shit! You find 
something in that damn book to 
disqualify that dispshit, or I'll 
put him out of the race myself. 

EXT. BAR - NIGHT 

Gary and Chrissy walk across the lot toward Gary's car. 

CHRISSY 
That's it Gary. I'm getting my 
stuff from the car and doing what I 
should have done this morning.

GARY 
I put it in the room. 

Chrissy stops, stares at Gary. 

CHRISSY 
What the hell did you think Gary? 
You caught me at a bad time and I 
made a stupid decision.  

Chrissy falters. She regains her balance, looks woozy. 

GARY 
O.K., O.K. You can't blame a guy 
for trying. Come get your stuff. No 
hard feelings. 

Gary walks to his door. Chrissy follows, shaky. Gary opens 
the door, motions her in. She stops at the doorway, braces 
against the wall to steady herself. 

CHRISSY 
If you think for one minute that 
I'm going to... 



Chrissy's eyes go wide. She teeters, sways. suddenly falls 
straight toward Gary. He stoops, let's her fall across his 
shoulder. He looks quickly around the lot, shuts the door. 

INT. MOTEL ROOM - CONTINOUS 

Gary carries the drugged Chrissy to the bed, drops her. He 
stares down at her and smiles. He strips down to his shorts. 

He moves to the bed and starts to unbutton her blouse. 

GARY 
Oochie mama. Pictures first, fun 
after. 

Gary looks around the room. Doesn't spot the camera on the 
chair. 

GARY 
Damn. 

Gary runs to the door, cracks it open, peeks out. Nobody.  

EXT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

Gary runs to his car, quickly searches. 

GARY 
(to himself) 

Damn it. 

He returns to the room. Locked. 

GARY 
(to himself) 

Oh shit. 

To the left, a service alcove cuts into the building. Several 
rooms beyond, a door opens and two young women step out.  

Gary jumps into the alcove. 

The women turn into the alcove, a dead end that contains an 
ice machine, candy machine, and two soda machines.  

Pinned between the wall and the ice machine, Gary huddles 
tightly against the wall. 

YOUNG WOMAN #1 holds an ice bucket under the dispenser and 
starts filling it while the other drops coins in the soda 
machine. 

YOUNG WOMAN #1 
Shit. This still had water in it. 



Young woman #1 tosses the water and ice mixture between the 
machine and the wall, soaks Gary with the freezing mixture. 

Gary stifles a scream. 

The young women complete their business and leave. Gary 
climbs out, shorts soaked. He takes a step, hits ice. 

His foot sails out from under him. He falls on his back, 
strikes his head against the machine. He groans. 

He rolls over, gets to his hands and knees. His hand goes 
down on ice and slips away. His chin crashes to the concrete 
and he is out cold, ass in air. 

LATER 

Two pairs of dirty combat boots stand beside Gary. They are 
occupied by two filthy REDNECKS who stare at Gary's ass, look 
at one another, and smile.  

EXT. MOTEL - NIGHT 

Boon knocks on a room door. Mona opens it.  

BOON 
Hi Mona. Can I speak with Chrissy? 

Mona looks instantly concerned. 

MONA 
Isn't she with you?... I just 
assumed. 

Boon studies her face, becomes alarmed. 

BOON 
No. We had a fight. I was stupid, 
and she went with... 

Boon suddenly walks away. Mona looks after him, considers 
saying something, decides against it. Shuts the door. 

Boon walks along in front of rooms. A sliver of light catches 
his eye. He glances, stops - looks thunderstruck. 

He moves to the window, looks between the slight opening in 
the curtains. Chrissy lies on the bed. 

Boon goes to the door and knocks. No response. He knocks 
again, loudly. 

INSIDE 



Chrissy stirs, hears the loud knocking. She gets up groggily 
and goes to the door, opens it. Boon glares at her. 

BOON 
Not meaning to interrupt, but you 
might at least let Mona know where 
you are. 

Boon storms away. 

CHRISSY 
Boon! Wait, it's not what you 
think. Boon! 

Boon continues to his room, enters, locks the door. 

Chrissy grabs her purse, spots Gary's camera.  

She turns the camera on, browses through pictures, gasps. She 
puts the camera in her bag, leaves the room.

EXT. MOTEL - DAY 

As the sun cast it's first rays across the sleepy motel, a 
door opens.  

Gary, wrapped in a blanket, steps out, hobbles toward his 
room. He stops every few feet and shakes a leg. 

INT. MOTEL RESTAURANT - MORNING 

Racers eat. Boon sits alone, listlessly picks at eggs. 

CHRISSY (O.S.) 
That was the damndest thing I've 
ever seen. 

Boon looks up, stunned. Chrissy stands beside the table, 
plate in hand. 

CHRISSY 
A tow truck? And you said you were 
no Ensteen. 

Chrissy smiles. Boon remains stonefaced. 

CHRISSY 
It wasn't what it looked like Boon. 

Boon nods at the chair. Chrissy frowns, sits. 



CHRISSY 
I'm sorry about yesterday. I didn't 
mean all those things. I was just 
trying to-- 

BOON 
I got that. But what were you 
trying to prove last night? 

Chrissy is stunned, ashamed. Her head droops. 

CHRISSY 
I'm not sure what happened, but I 
think-- 

Gary walks over. He seems uncomfortable, and shifts from leg 
to leg. 

GARY 
Fraternizing with the enemy? 

Chrissy glares at him. 

GARY 
Well, no rules about who you eat 
with, but there is a rule that says 
you can only have one change of 
navigator. 

Chrissy looks at Boon. He stares at his plate. 

GARY 
That means you ride with me, or be 
disqualified. 

CHRISSY 
You're disgusting. 

GARY 
You didn't think so last night. 

Chrissy flies out of the chair and slaps him. He grabs her 
arm. Boon stands, grabs Gary. 

BOON 
You don't ever want to do that. 

Gary releases Chrissy, takes a swing at Boon. Boon blocks the 
swing, drives his fist into Gary's stomach.  

Boon follows with two quick jabs to Gary's face. Gary falls 
back into a chair, stunned. 



Gary gets to his feet, wipes blood from his mouth, glares at 
Chrissy, then Boon. 

GARY 
Your call asshat. I don't need the 
money. 

Gary walks back to his table. Boon and Chrissy take their 
seats. Chrissy sobs. 

CHRISSY 
I didn't...  

Boon reaches across the table, takes her hand in his. 

Chrissy looks at him, tears streak her face. 

CHRISSY 
What should I do? 

BOON 
You taught me, for beliefs to be 
real, you have to live them. 
Nothing is more important to me 
than you. I trust you. 

EXT. MOTEL - DAY 

Cars line up in a ragged order for the last leg of the race. 
First in line is Gary. Chrissy sits in the back seat. 

Gary looks back at her, smiles maliciously. 

GARY 
Be a lot more comfortable up here. 

Chrissy glares. 

CHRISSY 
I'd be more comfortable if you were 
in another state, so keep your eyes 
on the road. 

GARY 
That would be so much easier if I 
didn't have to turn around to see 
you. 

CHRISSY 
I gave the race doctor a blood 
sample. If you drugged me, you're 
going to jail. 

Gary goes pale, turns around to look at her. 



GARY 
Nothing happened last night. 

(under his breath) 
to you... 

Chrissy looks relieved. The starter gives the signal. Gary 
pulls out of the lot, visibly shaken. 

INT. PIG - DAY (TRAVELING) 

Yokum studies the clue sheet as the Pig roars along the 
interstate. He sneaks glances at Boon, who is shell-shocked 
but resolute. 

BOON 
I really appreciate this. 

YOKUM 
I thought you would be back with 
Chrissy today. I saw you two eating 
together. 

Boon glances over, forces a pained smile. 

BOON 
No offense, but the rules wouldn't 
let us switch again. 

Yokum looks confused.  

YOKUM 
No offense taken, but the rules 
just say you can't use more than 
two different navigators in the 
course of the race, not that you 
can't switch between them. 

Boon starts a slow burn. 

YOKUM 
Let me guess. Gary told you that. 

Boon stares ahead for a moment, cools down. 

BOON 
Why do you hang with such a 
jerk?... I mean, you're a decent 
guy. 

Yokum looks at Boon, troubled. Looks away. 



YOKUM 
I think maybe by the time I figured 
that out, I was stuck in the wrong 
circle of friends. 

Boon considers, looks at Yokum. 

BOON 
Well, now you have a friend outside 
the circle... if you want one. 

EXT. BAG AND TOTE GENERAL STORE - DAY 

Chrissy sits in the car reading the rule book. She looks up 
as Gary exits the store and walks to the car with a small 
bag. 

He gets in, throws the bag in the back seat. 

GARY 
Well Mis snootie, I just bought one 
of every candy bar they had. I'll 
figure out the clue later. 

Chrissy glares at him. 

CHRISSY 
You're a cheat and a liar. You knew 
there was no rule about switching 
back. 

Gary starts the car. 

GARY 
Really? Gee, I must have 
misinterpreted that. 

Chrissy reaches for the door handle. 

CHRISSY 
You're a pig. 

Gary snaps the car in gear and takes off before she can get 
the door open. 

INT. PIG - DAY 

Yokum looks up from the race sheet. 

YOKUM 
Theres a park stop a few steps 
ahead. I bet we can catch them 
there, and you can get your partner 
back. 



BOON 
You would do that? 

Yokum glances at Boon. 

YOKUM 
Yeah... I'm starting to learn what 
friends are about maybe.

EXT. BAG AND TOTE GENERAL STORE - DAY 

In the parking lot, Yokum reads the clue. 

YOKUM 
"Time for an energy snack. 
Something fast and delicious. Get 
the right type for five points, 
something Aramis would like for 
fifteen points. Save receipt." 

Boon looks puzzled. 

BOON 
He that king guy from the Hobbit 
story? 

YOKUM 
Dude, that's Aragorn. Think 'All 
for one and one for all'. 

Yokum thrusts and parries with an imaginary sword. Boon's 
eyes flash. 

BOON 
Three Musketeers! 

Yokum smiles, high fives. Boon smacks his hand, jumps from 
the car. 

EXT. BRANDY STATION - DAY 

Gary's car sits in a gravel lot surrounded by tourist 
displays of maps, trails, and civil war facts about nearby 
battle campaigns. On a nearby .. 

TRAIL 

Gary follows Chrissy. Her hands are tied behind her back and 
Gary holds a short rope leash. 

CHRISSY 
I can't believe you're doing this. 
This is kidnapping you know. 



GARY 
Yeah yeah. He said, she said. 
Plenty of people saw you get in the 
car voluntarily. 

CHRISSY 
I'm guessing the marks on my wrists 
are a clue. 

Gary pulls her to a stop, checks the rope. 

GARY 
They'll fade. 

The path peters out in an area of heavy scrub brush. 

Chrissy laughs, a short mocking sound. 

CHRISSY 
There's no clue down here idiot. 
Obviously Yokum was the brains of 
your outfit. 

Gary pulls a handkerchief from his pocket, yanks Chrissy to a 
stop. He reaches around quickly and pulls the hanky around 
her head, covering her mouth. 

She struggles, but he pushes her tight against a tree and 
ties the hanky behind her head. 

GARY 
I'm not looking for a clue. I never 
finished last nights business. 

Gary spins her around to face him, back against the tree. Her 
eyes grow wide as he unfastens a button of her blouse. 

Chrissy violently smashes her kneee into his groin. Gary 
folds, falls to his knees, grabs his balls.  

Chrissy knees him hard in the face. He drops to his back, 
covers his face with his hands. His nose bleeds profusely.  

Chrissy smashes her foot down between his legs. He groans. 
She runs back toward the path as he lies on the ground in 
pain. 

Yokum runs down the path, sees movement ahead. It's Chrissy. 

YOKUM 
(to himself) 

Oh shit. 



He runs to Chrissy, takes her by the shoulders. She if 
afraid. 

YOKUM 
Are you alright? 

She mumbles through the gag. 

YOKUM 
Oh, right... Sorry. 

Yokum unties the hanky from her mouth, starts on the rope. 

Chrissy is furious. 

CHRISSY 
Your friend tried to rape me. 

Yokum hangs his head. 

YOKUM 
I'm sorry. He's no friend of mine. 
Not anymore. 

Yokum and Chrissy stand in silence a moment, exchanging 
looks. Yokum takes control. Points up the path. 

YOKUM 
Head staright up the path. The Pig 
is up there. Go with Boon. I'll 
take care of Gary.

Back at the-- 

PARKING LOT 

Boon runs up a trail toward the Pig as Chrissy approaches 
from another path. She sees him first. 

CHRISSY 
Boon! 

They run to each other and embrace. 

BOON 
He lied. We can switch back. 

CHRISSY 
I know. He tried to... 

Chrissy drops her eyes. Boon lifts her chin, looks in her 
eyes, gets angry. 



CHRISSY 
Last night... He must have drugged 
me, but nothing happened. Then in 
the woods... 

Boon fumes. 

BOON 
Where is he?

Chrissy takes him firmly by the shoulders. 

CHRISSY 
Boon, listen. Don't act from anger. 
There's too much at stake here. 

Boon is livid. 

BOON 
But-- 

CHRISSY 
No! Listen to me. Nothing happened. 
Yokum got to me in time. The best 
thing we can do right now is try to 
win this race. 

BOON 
But he tried to-- 

CHRISSY 
But he didn't. Let's win this and 
beat him. Confucious said, "When 
anger rises, think of the 
consequences."

Boon calms down a bit. 

BOON 
Are you O.K.? 

Chrissy smiles. 

CHRISSY 
I'm fine, and that's more than I 
can say for Gary. Those self 
defense classes really work. 

Boon hugs her tightly. Tears well up in his eyes. 

BOON 
You're my girl. 



CHRISSY 
Yes... yes, I am. 

EXT. PUTT PUTT GOLF - DAY 

Gary stands beside a windmill. On one side, a simple round 
green with the hole in the center. On the other, a long 
dogleg. Yokum stands at the tee. An OFFICIAL stands nearby. 

GARY 
Come on assbreath. You've cost us 
two points already. 

Yokum glares at Gary, takes a stance, taps the ball hard. 

The ball strikes the wood edge, careens toward the windmill. 
Gary glances at the official, who looks at a nearby cutie. 

The ball approaches. Gary holds the blade for a moment as the 
ball goes under, lets it go. Yokum frowns. 

GARY 
Yes! 

The official looks over as the ball runs across the green and 
drops in the cup. He marks a scorecard and pulls out their 
next clue. 

Yokum walks to the official to take it. 

Gary pulls a plastic bottle of glue from his pocket, quickly 
empties it in the tunnel beneath the windmill. 

Gary catches up to Yokum. 

YOKUM 
I would have got it without 
cheating. 

INT. GENERAL STORE - DAY 

Boon stares at a large jar of jelly beans. Beside him, 
Chrissy works furiously with a pencil and a sheet of paper. 

Chrissy looks up. 

CHRISSY 
Got it. Let's go. 

Boon is startled. 

BOON 
Got it? I'm still counting the top 
layer. 



CHRISSY 
You were going to try and count 
them? 

BOON 
Of course not. I was going to count 
the ones on top and multiply by the 
number of layers. 

Chrissy raises her eyebrows. 

CHRISSY 
That could actually work pretty 
well. I was just calculating the 
area of the jar versus the size of 
the typical jelly bean. 

Boon stares at her a moment. Grins. 

BOON 
It's not fair you got the beauty 
and brains.

Chrissy bats her eyes. 

CHRISSY 
Oh, you made out alright. 

BOON 
I'm smart huh? 

CHRISSY 
Uh... I was thinking you look 
pretty good. 

EXT. MONTAGE - DAY 

-- Boon and Chrissy run through a graveyard looking at 
headstones. They finally find what they are looking for and 
write down information on their race form. 

-- Yokum is inside a large plastic hamster ball. Gary 
struggles to push him up a grassy hill. They come parallel to 
another contestant and Gary bumps into them, rolling them 
back down the hill. 

-- Boon stands at edge of graveyard pointing out directions 
to another race team. 

-- Gary and Yokum assemble a bicycle. As Yokum works, Gary 
steals a part from a neighboring contestant. 

-- Boon slides a curling ball down the lane as Chrissy 
brushes ahead of it.



-- Gary runs through a maze of hedges, stops. He looks both 
ways, burrows through the bushes. 

-- Boon pushes Chrissy in the hamster ball. Another 
contestant, farther up the hill, slips. Their ball starts 
down. Boon stops it for them. 

-- Boon and Chrissy feverishly assemble a bicycle. Boon helps 
another contestant get the handlebars on right. 

-- Boon rides the bike down a narrow street with Chrissy on 
the handlebars. They laugh. 

-- Boon runs through a maze of hedges, collides with Chrissy 
around a corner. They fall, laugh at each other, kiss. 

EXT. FARM - DAY 

An obstacle course has been set out across pasture land. Boon 
and Chrissy, tied in three leg fashion, hobble clumsily 
toward a split rail fence. 

They reach the fence, lean against it, gasp for breath.  

CHRISSY 
Who would have thought it was so 
hard to share a leg. 

Boon laughs. 

BOON 
O.K., left leg to rail two. 

Chrissy steps up to the second rail. Boon steps up with his 
right leg. 

BOON 
Center leg up. 

They raise their joined leg to the middle rail and hold on to 
the top rail. 

BOON 
Awesome! Half way there already. 
Now swing left leg over the top. 

Chrissy swings her leg over the top and to the second rail. 
She now straddles the fence. 

Boon swings his right leg over. They face each other, sitting 
on the fence. 

CHRISSY 
Now what Sherlock? 



Boon looks at the soft grass, smiles. 

BOON 
Easy as falling off a log. 

Boon puts his arms around her and rolls to the far side of 
the fence, pulling her down on top of him into the tall 
grass. She screams, then laughs. 

Lying atop Boon, Chrissy looks into his eyes, smiles, kisses 
him. 

CHRISSY 
You O.K.? 

Boon winks, grins, holds her tight. 

BOON 
Never better. 

TEAM #2 runs to the fence. Two guys. They both try climbing 
independently, fall on the ground in a heap. They look at 
Chrissy and Boon. 

BOON 
Coordination up... Gravity down. 

SERIES OF SHOTS - Boon AND Chrissy 

A)  CRAWL UNDER A LARGE HAY BALL 

B)  JUMP ACROSS A SMALL STREAM 

C)  CLIMB A LADDER OVER A HUGE HAY BUNDLE 

D)  SWING ON A ROPE ACROSS A CREEK 

E)  SCAMBLE UP A MUDDY HILL 

D)  RUN, HIGHLY COORDINATED, TO THE FINISH LINE

EXT. EARL'S CAR LOT - DAY 

The lot is packed with people. Balloons are tied to cars, the 
sales office, signs, everywhere! 

Earls concession stand is open for business at the side of 
the lot. Several rickety picnic tables provide seating. 

The Snyder kids sit at a ragged picnic table. In front of 
John sits a thick pile of butter on a paper plate.  

A pretty young GIRL, 6, dressed in a frilly white dress, 
stands at the end of the table, curious. 



George places his hand a few inches over the top of the 
butter. 

GEORGE 
I don't feel anything. 

JOHN 
I haven't put the salt on it yet, 
dim bulb. 

John rips open a small salt packet. 

GIRL 
What's it supposed to do? 

All three boys look at her as if she was a moron. 

DICK 
Get hot of course, and melt the 
butter. 

The little girl frowns, skeptical. 

GIRL 
From salt? 

John sneers. 

JOHN 
Yes, from salt. Don't you know 
anything about chemical reactions? 

John pours the salt over the glob of butter, places his hand 
over it. 

JOHN 
Oh yeah, like a little fireplace. 

He moves his hand away as if too hot. George and Dick both 
place their hands over, then pull them back. The Girl frowns. 

GIRL 
It's not melting. 

GEORGE 
It's not instant you know. 

The girl moves closer, looks at the butter. 

GIRL 
Can I try it? 



JOHN 
Sure, but be careful. If you get 
burned it's not my fault. 

The Girl places her hand a few inches over the butter. George 
reaches out and smashes her hand down. Butter flies 
everywhere, splatters the girls dress. 

The boys run off laughing. The girl stands in shock for a 
moment, butter dripping down her face, then turns away 
hollering. 

GIRL 
MOM! 

On the-- 

STAGE 

Big Earl stands, bullhorn in hand.  

Behind him, a huge sheet of brown paper is taped to the glass 
wall. It lists the top four finishers: 

"PARKER  

SNEKIN  

DURANT

CASTLE "

Earl is about to speak to the huge crowd as Lucas jumps onto 
the stage and gets in his face, angry. 

LUCAS 
Don't do this Earl. We had a deal. 

Big Earl stands proud, bumps Lucas back with his stomach. 

BIG EARL 
Even a car salesman has morals 
Lucas. I told you I wouldn't be 
party to cheating. 

Lucas takes a swing. Earl puts up a massive hand and catches 
Lucas's fist, stops it abruptly. 

BIG EARL 
Get off my stage. 

Earl gives Lucas a push. Lucas stumbles back, regains his 
balance. He glares at Earl. 



LUCAS 
You'll regret this. 

Earl turns to the score sheet, takes a large red marker from 
his pocket, and runs a big red line through "PARKER". 

Two police cars pull into the lot as Lucas steps down from 
the stage. The OFFICERS walk to him. 

OFFICER 
Lucas Parker? 

Lucas stares at the officers, defiant. 

LUCAS 
That's right. 

OFFICER
Where’s your son?

An officer pulls his hand behind his back, cuffs it - reaches 
for the other hand. Lucas is flabbergasted. 

LUCAS 
What the hell is this? 

OFFICER 
You and your son are under arrest 
for distributing child pornography 
for starters. 

The crowd gasps and whispers. Angry stares. The officer leads 
Lucas to the patrol car. 

LUCAS 
There must be some mistake. This is 
someone's idea of a joke. 

OFFICER 
You have the right to remain 
silent. Anything you say can and 
will.. 

Gary, standing near the stage, eyes wide, beats a hasty 
retreat and disappears into the crowd. 

Mona stands with Chrissy and Boon. Yokum steps up beside 
them. 

YOKUM
Good luck. You guys make one hell 
of a team. 

Boon smiles, offers his hand. 



BOON 
Hey, we wouldn't even be in it 
without your help. Thanks. 

Chrissy glances around. Yokum notices. 

YOKUM
We've had a parting of the ways. 

Mona beams at Yokum. He smiles at her, takes a deep breath. 

YOKUM
(to Mona) 

Uhh. I was wondering-- 

MONA 
Yes, I'd like that. 

Boon and Chrissy laugh. Mona puts her arm around a very 
pleased Yokum. 

CHRISSY
(to Boon) 

We do, don't we? 

Boon looks at her. 

CHRISSY
Make a good team. 

Big Earl clears his throat, steps forward, speaks into the 
microphone. 

BIG EARL 
Tom Dalton left one last question 
for those in the top ten. It is 
worth one hundred points to the 
team that comes closest to Tom's 
answer. Will those people please 
come up. 

Boon steps to the edge of the stage and takes an envelope 
from Earl. He opens it, unfolds the letter. A single 
question: 

"What is the point of life?" 

Boon smiles. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - DAY 

Bulldozers and wrecking balls surround the building. Boon 
stands in the parking lot and watches. Chrissy walks up 
beside him, takes his hand in hers, watches with him. 



CHRISSY 
I’m sorry we didn’t win. 

Boon smiles at her. 

BOON 
We did our best. That’s what 
mattered. And second place, along 
with the contributions, was enough 
for the taxes. 

CHRISSY 
What did it mean? That the purpose 
is round? 

Boon pulls her close. 

BOON 
That there is no single point to 
life. That there are a thousand. 
Love, friendship, education, 
effort. That they are all a part of 
the point. 

Chrissy looks in his eyes. 

CHRISSY
He was a wise man. 

He hugs her closer, stares at the big wrecking ball - set 
free. It smashes into the building. Chrissy flinches. 

BOON 
What did you decide about school? 

She looks at him. 

CHRISSY 
Taft University. I've been 
accepted. 

Boon smiles, though grimly. He squeezes her hand. 

BOON 
I'm so proud of you. Will you let 
me visit? 

Chrissy snuggles up. 

CHRISSY 
I'm attending on line. You can 
visit me at home. 



Boon stares at her, breaks into a huge grin. Chrissy looks up 
into his face and smiles. 

CHRISSY 
I give you a year to make your 
move, buster. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - DAY 

Boon and Chrissy stand near a sign that reads: 

"Castle Activity Center - Coming this Spring" 

The old building is gone. In it's place, an almost completed 
modern brick building with a glass front. An indoor/outdoor 
pool can be seen at the side. 

Workers swarm the roof putting on shingles. Landscapers buzz 
around the property planting bushes. 

CHRISSY 
It's awesome. 

Boon smiles at her. 

BOON 
You're awesome. Top of your class 
first year. 

Chrissy pulls him close, smiles. 

BOON 
I've been thinking. My time is 
about up. 

Chrissy stares at him, unbelieving. Boon pulls a ring box 
from his pocket, drops to one knee.  

He takes her hand between his, looks into her eyes. 

BOON 
Chrissy Mackenzie, I don't deserve 
you. 

Tears fill her eyes. The workers top, gawk at the young 
couple. 

BOON 
You taught me to not be afraid to 
reach for the stars. You are the 
brightest star, and I am so much 
more when you shine on me. Would 
you do me the great honor of 
becoming my wife? 



Chrissy's cheeks become roses. She nods. 

CHRISSY 
I will Boon Castle. 

He takes the ring from the box and slides it on her finger. 
He stands, pulls her close, and kisses her. 

The workers hoot and shout, clap their hands. Chrissy turns 
and smiles, holds her hand in the air and flashes her ring.

Chrissy turns back to him, wipes tears of joy from her face. 

A car pulls into the lot behind them. Yokum and Mona get out, 
run over. Mona stares at the building. 

MONA 
Wow! Almost done isn't it? 

BOON 
Three weeks and we get the Snyder 
kids off the streets. 

Chrissy flashes her ring in front of Mona. Mona stares, eyes 
wide. Yokum and Boon stare at the building. 

MONA 
Oh my God! That's great! It's about 
time. 

Mona, for Chrissy's view only, makes a circle with the 
fingers of one hand and pushes a finger from her other hand 
in and out circle 

Mona and Chrissy break into laughter. The boys turn and stare 
at them curiously. 

On the other side of Yokum's car, the Snyder kids tape 
plastic bubble wrap to his tires. 

FADE OUT:

* Puddle jumpin mud slupper

* Shootakee


