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FADE IN:

EXT. GRASSY FIELD - DAY

Just off campus, by an oak tree.  Baby-faced MAX HOCKZICKER 
(17) feels the sting of a slap on his cheek.  He hears the 
buzz of a growing crowd of KIDS around him.

Dripping sweat, he feels his heart pump hot fight-or-flight 
juice through his guts.  Hears it pounding in his ears.

He looks around quickly, hoping to catch a glimpse of the 
next blow before it connects with his face.

INT. SCHOOL LIBRARY - DAY

Dead quiet, sunny afternoon.  Flies bake on a hot windowsill.

Lanky, affable PETER McMILLEN (17) sits on the floor.  He 
wears earbuds attached to a handheld video game unit.

Geeky JAKE (17) has a wild Jew-fro.  He sits against a 
bookshelf, concentrating on his own video game -- they battle 
each other over Wi-Fi.

Peter stops, cocks his head.  Plucks out an earbud.  He 
hears, just barely, kids yelling outside.

EXT. GRASSY FIELD - DAY

Smelling blood, the kids get louder.   The mob swells, 
surrounding a fight.

Max retreats -- tries to -- but the greedy crowd wants more.  
The kids move their circle, returning Max to the center.

INT. SCHOOL LIBRARY - DAY

Too loud, as usual:

JAKE
I just shredded you, McMillen!

PETER
Shhh.

The LIBRARIAN (50's) puts her two cents in.

LIBRARIAN (O.S.)
Shhhhhhhh!



Peter stands, walks to the second-story windowsill.  In the 
distance, an oak tree.

Beside it, a circle of rowdy kids.  With Max in the middle.

EXT. GRASSY FIELD - DAY

HATHAWAY (17) is man-sized, with a beefy, triangular head.  
He slaps Max's face again, enjoying his game.

HATHAWAY
How'd you like that, Cocksucker?  
Want some more?  Do ya?

Max tries to shield his head, unsuccessfully.

MAX
What'd I do to you now?

HATHAWAY
Who needs a reason anymore?

Max tries again to back away.  The crowd won't let him.  
Someone's foot sticks out.  Max trips and falls hard.

Kids laugh their heads off.  Max clutches his side as a 
fresh, raw bruise is born.

Hathaway gets closer.  Cocks his foot back for a kick in the 
ribs, forcing Max back to his feet.

MAX
Just leave me the fuck alone!

The bully smirks.  All part of the fun.  He readies a 
backhand.

HATHAWAY
What if I don't?  Huh?

INT. SCHOOL LIBRARY - DAY

Jake steps up behind Peter, earbuds on, voice booming:

JAKE
Where'd you go?  I was just 
pounding you...

LIBRARIAN (O.S.)
Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

Peter turns and yanks an earbud from Jake's ear.
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PETER
Keep your voice down, Jake.

Peter resumes watching the circle of kids outside.  Jake 
looks out, too.

JAKE
Is that Cocksucker out there in the 
middle?

Peter watches the crowd, a single earbud hanging listlessly.

PETER
It's Hockzicker.

JAKE
What?

PETER
His last name is Hockzicker.

Peter and Jake look out at the oak tree.

JAKE
No, I think it's always gonna be 
Cocksucker.

He holds his video game unit up.

JAKE (CONT'D)
Wanna go one more round?

Peter watches Max as he falls to the ground.  Turns away from 
the fight outside.

PETER
Okay.  One more.

He tucks the hanging earbud back into his ear.

EXT. GRASSY FIELD - DAY

Quiet now, except for birds.  Peter, shouldering his 
backpack, walks on a path that passes by the oak tree.

He looks up into the branches.  Sneakers hang from knotted 
laces.  Further along, a pair of jeans straddles the limb.

On the ground, stuff from Max's backpack is strewn 
everywhere.  He walks behind the oak tree.
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Sitting against it is Max, stripped to his briefs, nursing a 
bloody nose with his T-shirt.  Max looks up, flinches in 
momentary panic.  Then, relief.

PETER
Hey.

MAX
Hey.  Where were you?

PETER
I had to copy Jake's notes in the 
Library.  Thought I told you that.

MAX
You didn't.

Max blots up the last of the blood dripping out of his nose.  
His eye starts to swell up.

PETER
Got you again

MAX
I didn't even see 'em coming this 
time.  Assholes.

PETER
They're going too far.  You gotta 
tell someone.

MAX
No.  All better, see?

Max stands, shaky, gingerly tries to put his bloody T-shirt 
over his beat-up head.  He's clearly not all better.

Peter pulls off the collared shirt he wears over his own T-
shirt.  He hands it to Max who puts it on, grateful.

They look up in the tree.  Peter clasps his hands together.  
Max puts a foot in the clasped hands and Peter lifts him up.

PETER
I didn't think pantsing a guy was 
Hathaway's style.

MAX
How'd you know it was him?  You 
said you were in the Library.

Peter blushes, caught.  Max grabs a thick branch and hoists 
himself into the tree.
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MAX (CONT'D)
Vanessa Carson and her bitch-posse 
did this after Hathaway beat me up. 
It was like a tag-team.  Except... 
I didn't have a partner.

PETER
So much for flying under the radar, 
huh, Max?

Max finds his pants and tosses them to the ground.

MAX
Haven't you been listening, 
McMillen?  I can't "fly under the 
radar" if the fucking radar jumps 
me from behind.

Max drops his sneakers, just missing Peter's head.  He drops 
to the ground, groaning.  Peter squats to collect stuff from 
Max's assaulted backpack.

PETER
It's just that a day can't go by 
without your ass being on the 
receiving end of someone's foot.

Max slides his jeans up and buckles his belt.

MAX
What's your point?

PETER
They're takin' bets on who can mess 
you up the most.  It's gotta stop.

Max unties the knots from his shoes, slips them back on.  
Peter tosses him a re-assembled backpack.

MAX
I'm glad this happened.

PETER
You're crazy, Hockzicker.

MAX
I mean it.  Stuff like this can 
really open your eyes.   It opened 
mine.

PETER
Actually, one of yours is swelling 
shut.  C'mon.  Let's get some ice 
on that.
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INT. MAX'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Max and Peter walk into a kitchen.  Peter points to a chair.

PETER
Siddown.

Max does. 

PETER (CONT’D)
I need a baggie for some ice.

MAX
In the drawer next to the fridge.

Peter goes makes an ice pack with cubes and a plastic baggie.  
He drops it on the table.

PETER
Listen.  Enough is enough.

MAX
I couldn't agree more.

PETER
Then you'll tell your Mom what 
happened?  Hathaway should get 
nailed for this.

MAX
Don't worry.  I'm gonna take care 
of everything.

PETER
It's just... with your dad gone, 
and Ben, too...

MAX
I can handle it.  You don't think I 
can handle it?

He reads a post-it note stuck right in the center of a 
breakfast table.

In tight, ladyish cursive: "BE HOME LATE." That's all.

Max places his new ice pack over his bruised eye.  It stings.  

MAX (CONT’D)
I don't know why she even bothers.

He walks to the table, grabs the note, crumples it into a 
tight ball.  Tosses it on the floor.  Peter reaches down to 
pick it up.
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MAX (CONT’D)
No.  Just leave it there.

PETER
I gotta go home.

Max peels off the shirt Peter lent him, throws it on the 
table.

MAX
You know where the door is.

PETER
Yeah.  I guess I do.

INT. BEN'S BEDROOM - DAY

Carrying a soda, Max enters.  Sunlight streams through large 
clean windows.

He sees shelves full of sports trophies and ribbons.  On a 
wall, certificates hang.  Max examines them.  They're all for 
"BEN HOCKZICKER".

Over the oak dresser hangs a mirror.  Max looks into it.

He sees his bruised eye, touches it.  Breaks the gaze; just 
can't look at himself in the eyes too long.

There's movement by the window.  He gets closer.  A trail of 
ants makes its way across the windowsill, one after another.

MAX
Follow the leader, guys.

Max puts a finger across the trail until a lone ant climbs 
aboard.  He lifts his finger with its little passenger.

MAX (CONT'D)
Except for you.

He places his finger down, away from the trail, on an oak 
desk.  He waits until the ant climbs off onto new territory 
before he lifts his finger.

Sitting on the desk is a framed picture.  Max picks it up.

It's a photo of Max and his brother, BEN (14), taken at the 
beach ayear ago.  They look really happy, with pink cheeks, 
goofy smiles and mussed-up hair.  Max smiles, snorts.  Puts 
it back.  Turns to leave.

Then doubles back and snatches the picture off the desk.
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INT. PETER'S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Peter's family eats dinner: MOM and DAD (50's), sisters 
ASHLEY (15) and SARAH (12), and the youngest, ADAM (10), who 
sits next to Peter.

Mom takes a hearty bite of pork chop.  As she chews...

MOM
Peter, tell Daddy what happened to 
Max Hockzicker today.

PETER
It was nothing.

ASHLEY
He got pantsed.  In front of 
everybody.

PETER
How did you hear about it?

ASHLEY
Amy Sanders posted pictures of it 
on her website.

SARAH
Max was running around in just his 
underwear?  Yuck!

ADAM
Oh my God!

Adam cracks up.  Peter gives him a shove.

PETER
Cut it out!  You're spitting crumbs 
on my plate.

DAD
Settle down.

MOM
Did his mother call the school?

PETER
That would just make things worse.

ASHLEY
I don't know why you still hang 
around him, Peter.  He attracts 
trouble.

Dad's eyes narrow.
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DAD
What kind of trouble?

SARAH
I know what they call Max at 
school!

ADAM
What?  Tell me!

Grinning, Sarah leans over and whispers in Adam's ear.

MOM
She's been through so much.

DAD
He better not bring trouble around 
here.

ASHLEY
Hanging around Max isn't doing your 
popularity any good, either.

PETER
Shut up, Ashley.

ASHLEY
You shut up.

DAD
Put a lid on it, both of you.

ADAM
What's a cocksucker?

The kids crack up, the parents don't.  Dad juts his fork 
out...

DAD
Adam!

ASHLEY
He always looks like he wants to 
take a bite out of me.

PETER
That's your fantasy, not his.

MOM
Max isn't getting into anything 
dangerous, is he?

PETER
No.
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DAD
If Max brings trouble around here, 
I'll be givin' him a big toe in the 
hole, if ya know what I mean.

Adam shakes his head, laughs.

ADAM
Aw, that's gross!

Peter doesn't laugh.  He skewers a piece of meat and chews on 
it uncomfortably.

INT. MAX'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

An artist's room.  Rock music plays.  Dark, except for 
spotlights.  One shines on the wall, illuminating hand-drawn 
artwork, from scratches on paper napkins to a full-color 
poster that covers the entire door.

Max draws the stuff that fuels a boy's adventure fantasies...

Fiendish demons.  Fire-spewing dragons.  Drag Racers.

Flames.  Explosions.  Skulls.  Skeletons.

Barbed wire. Fighter planes.  Mushroom clouds.

Max turns his vivid imagination to reality on the page.

It's his thing.

He sits on a chair at a drafting table.  A spotlight shines 
from above.  Max reaches under his bed and pulls out a tube 
of paper.

He unrolls it. It's a poster constructed from sheets of 
notebook paper taped together, 3 feet long by 2 feet wide.

He spreads his huge, hand-made poster out on the table.

He sketches details on an elaborate, 3-inch border he's 
created around the entire sheet, filled with outrageous 
creatures of his own design:

Savage, howling spirits of the undead--

Fanged ogres brandishing rusty hatchets, dripping blood--

Skeletons that sport smoking, rapid-firing AK-47's--

Twisted stuff, found mostly in nightmares.  Or the desperate 
mind of a teenager who's talented.  And enraged.
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Max's artwork is magnificent, richly detailed...

Beautiful.

The picture of Max and Ben sits on Max's drafting table.

Watching.

EXT. SCHOOL STAIRWELL - DAY

Lunch time.  In a stairwell leading to a basement utility 
room, Max and Peter eat lunch with Jake from the Library and 
another geeky senior, GREGORY (17).

JAKE
(loud 'n proud)

...so my Bubbie rented the entire 
restaurant for my cousin's Bar 
Mitzvah, which really pissed me off 
because she didn't do that for 
me...

Gregory sniffs his lunch.

GREGORY
My cheeseburger tastes funny.

Gregory holds his burger up to Jake's nose.

GREGORY (CONT'D)
Does this smell weird to you?

Jake yanks his face away like the burger was poisonous.

JAKE
Get that fuckin' thing away from 
me, Gregory.  It's Trayf.

PETER
It's what?

JAKE
Trayf.  Not kosher.  When you mix 
milk and meat together, it's 
unclean.

MAX
Oh, God.  Not this again.

GREGORY
My cheeseburger is unclean?  No 
wonder it stinks.
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PETER
What happens if you eat Trayf, 
Jake?

MAX
Didn't you know?  That's how 
Sheinberg got his Jew-fro.

Peter and Gregory laugh.  Jake doesn't.

JAKE
Just shut up, Max.

MAX
Too bad Trayf can't help him grow a 
decent set of balls.  Or plug up 
his blabber hole.

Jake's turning red.  Peter sees it.

PETER
Max...

MAX
Of course, that would displease the 
Gods of Inane Chatter.

PETER
That's enough...

MAX
Sheinberg's their patron saint.

JAKE
I said, shut the fuck up, 
Cocksucker!

MAX
And you kiss your mother with that 
mouth?  Talk about unclean.

Jake stands, starts toward Max.

JAKE
You know what?  You're an... ass.  
No one can stand you.

Max stands.  He's shorter than Jake by a head.

MAX
Sorry I offended your jabber-jawed, 
condescending, super-Jew 
sensibilities, Sheinberg.
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Gregory leans over and whispers:

GREGORY
Do something, Peter.

Peter hesitates, sighs, then stands between them.

PETER
Why don't you both knock it off...

JAKE
Anti-Semitic prick.

MAX
I'm not an anti-Semite, you idiot.  
I just don't have to impose my 
religion on everyone like you do.

Jake lunges, pushes Max hard.  Max falls backward onto the 
ground.  A BOY (16) stands at the top of the stairs.  He 
yells down the stairwell:

BOY (O.S.)
Hey, Cocksucker!  Heads up!

Max looks up.  The Boy pours vanilla shake on Max's face and 
shirt.  Several BOYS above crack up.  Jake cracks up, too.

MAX
Dammit!

(looking up)
You asshole!

Peter walks over to Max, extends his hand to help him up.  
Max swats it away.  Jake's high, braying laugh echoes 
throughout the stairwell.

JAKE
I needed that.  Hoo-boy, that was 
classic.

MAX
Shut up, dickwad.

JAKE
Now, that's Trayf.  Mixing milk-
shake with a meat-head.

Max looks like he'll explode.

PETER
Jake, you gotta chill.
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JAKE
Or what, Pete?  Cocksucker here's 
gonna spray his Nasty all over me?  
He does that already.

MAX
You haven't even seen Nasty yet, 
Sheinberg, you douchebag.

Max grabs his backpack off the ground.

MAX (CONT'D)
But I'll make sure you do.

Max leaves.  Peter, Jake and Gregory all stare at each other.  
Jake looks intimidated.  Peter runs off.

EXT. SCHOOL CAMPUS - DAY

Max walks quickly.  Peter tries to catch up.

PETER
Hey.

Max lets him.

PETER (CONT'D)
Why can't you get the concept of 
"flying below the radar"?

MAX
What the fuck are you talking 
about, McMillen?

PETER
Jake blabbers.  That's what he 
does.  Why give him such a hard 
time about it?

MAX
What if I want some attention once 
in a while?

PETER
Max, every time you get attention, 
it comes with a free black eye.

They walk a second, quiet.

MAX
Y'know what happens when you 
separate one ant from the others on 
an ant trail?
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Another non sequitur Max-ism.  Peter sighs.

PETER
I don't know.  What?

MAX
He dies.

PETER
Thanks for the insight.

MAX
But before he croaks, he has this 
amazing adventure.  Something he'd 
never get to do if he stayed on the 
trail with the other ants.

PETER
So what...

MAX
With no one to follow, he gets the 
rush of feeling the world for 
himself.

PETER
Dude, you gotta get your priorities 
straight.

MAX
I wanna be that ant.

PETER
What you gotta be is invisible.

MAX
More than anything.

Peter stops.  He grabs Max's shoulder.

PETE
Listen.  The only way you're gonna 
survive is if you learn to fade 
into the woodwork!

Max yanks his shoulder from Peter's grip.

MAX
Like you?

PETER
Yeah!  Like me!
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MAX
That's survival?

Max turns away.

MAX (CONT'D)
Well, fuck that.  Very much.

He walks off, alone.  Peter yells:

PETER
It's a helluva lot better than what 
you're doing, Hockzicker!

INT. MAX'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Max draws on his huge sheet of paper, rolled out and taped to 
his drafting table.  A single spotlight shines overhead.

The 3-inch border is complete, forming a living frame of 
beastly creations around the poster.  Freakish, yet so well 
drawn, so imbued with Max's sweat and passion and aching that 
his artwork is extraordinary.

It's the only way he's made it this long.

Within his border, Max sketches a detailed floor plan.  
Creatures escape the confines of the frame, spilling out into 
the hallways and rooms Max has drawn.

Like they're planning a grisly visit.

Max consults handwritten measurements from a red notebook 
cracked open on the desk.  He stops.  Grabs the notebook.

Flips a bunch of pages, ends at one titled "THE LIST".

Below the title, name after name.  Scores of them.  Boys and 
girls.  Surnamed adults.  He turns a couple more pages and 
grabs a pen.

MAX
And, one more.

At the end of the list, he scrawls someone else's name.

INT. MAX'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Max eats a bowl of cereal at the breakfast table.  He's 
flanked by a cereal box and a carton of milk.
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JENNY (50's) enters, dressed for work.  She goes right for 
the coffee pot.

MAX
There are ants in Ben's room again.

No response, like she didn't hear. She pours her coffee.

MAX (CONT’D)
I said...

JENNY
What were you doing in there?

MAX
Just lookin'.  The ants are on the 
window sill.

Silence.  Jenny stands at the counter, sipping.

MAX (CONT'D)
We should do something with his 
room.

JENNY
I just had the whole upstairs 
sprayed last month.

Jenny busies herself by fixing toast. She chooses bread (not 
the heel, of course.)

MAX
I... thought maybe I could turn it 
into an art studio.  Move my table 
in there...

JENNY
What about Benjy's things?

MAX
I could put his stuff in the 
garage.  With Dad's.

More silence. Like talking to a styrofoam cup.

MAX (CONT’D)
I said, I could...

JENNY
No.

When Jenny looks at Max, her eyes are cold, black stones.
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JENNY (CONT'D)
I want Benjy's room to stay like it 
is.  Don't touch anything in there.

She puts her bread in the toaster.  Max stares down at his 
soggy cereal.

MAX
Great.  It'll be nice and cozy for 
him when he comes back.

JENNY
When are you going to stop being so 
cruel?

MAX
I just wanted to move his stuff out 
so I could...

JENNY
...move in your own crap...

MAX
My stuff isn't crap...

JENNY
Call it what you want.  It stays in 
your room.  You stay out of his.

MAX
Fine.  You take care of the ants.

(eyes heavenward)
"I think ol' Benjy would have 
wanted it that way."

Jenny's face tightens into a clenched fist.  She dismisses 
him as she picks up her keys.

JENNY
I'll be home late tonight.  Don't 
wait up.

MAX
I never do, Mom.

She leaves.

Jenny's toast is ready, popping out of the toaster with a 
hearty "ding".

Max picks up the cereal box.  Throws it against the wall, 
spilling Cheerio's everywhere.
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He eats a spoonful of cereal.  Chews thoughtfully.  Picks up 
the milk carton and hurls that against the wall, too.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - NIGHT

Amidst storage boxes, Max kneels at a trunk with "SGT R. 
HOCKZICKER, CPPD" stenciled across the side.  Max opens it, 
pulls out an oversized cop's hat and puts it on his head.

He pulls out a leather ID wallet and opens it.  On one side 
is a badge engraved "CITY OF CEDAR PARK POLICE DEPT." On the 
other is an ID card for RAYMOND HOCKZICKER (50).

He touches the picture.  His fingers can almost feel the 
contours of his dad's face.  Almost.  He puts the wallet in 
his pocket.

He pulls out a lacquered wooden box and opens it.  A 9mm 
pistol lays inside, ensconced in velvet.  He takes it from 
its coffin and tucks it in the waistband of his pants.

He searches the trunk further and finds a long gray cloth 
bag.  Opens it.  Inside, a twelve gauge shotgun.

He pumps the handle and lifts it to his eye, aiming at 
nothing...

...and everything at once.

INT. MAX'S BEDROOM - DAY

Max has a small boom-box with tape recorder.  He pushes the 
RECORD button and speaks into the microphone with the lowest, 
most adult voice he can muster:

MAX
Tell him I'm in the shower!

He pushes PAUSE, thinks a bit, then pushes RECORD again:

MAX (CONT'D)
Grab my badge and a twenty off the 
counter and tell him to give me my 
goddamn package!

He pushes STOP, unplugs the box and tucks it under his arm.
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INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Max plugs the boom-box in.  Places his father's police ID 
next to it.  Pulls out a twenty dollar bill and lays it on 
the counter, next to the badge.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Max reads on the couch.  Checks his watch.  Looks out the 
window.  Goes back to reading.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Max reads.  Hears a truck pull up to the front of his house.  
Jumps up and runs to the

BATHROOM

to turn on the shower water faucet as hard as it will go.  He 
runs back to the

LIVING ROOM

just in time to hear the doorbell ring.

FRONT DOOR

Max opens the door.  The UPS GUY (25) stands there.

UPS GUY
Priority package for Raymond Heck-, 
Hock...

MAX
Hockzicker.  Raymond's my dad.  
I'll sign for it.

Max reaches for the UPS Guy's clipboard.

UPS GUY
Sorry.  This requires an adult 
signature.  It's from...

(he reads off the package)
ABS Gun and Hunting Supply.  Your 
dad at home?

MAX
Yeah, but he's in the shower.

UPS GUY
Okay.  Well, I'll come back 
tomorrow.
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UPS Guy turns to leave.

MAX
Wait!  My dad stayed home today to 
get this package.  Just gimme a 
sec.

UPS Guy waits with the front door open.  Max retreats to the

BATHROOM

opens the door and yells:

MAX (CONT’D)
Dad!  UPS is here with the package!

Max reaches to the counter and turns the tape recorder on, so 
that Max's recorded adult voice loudly announces:

MAX AS DAD (O.S.)
Tell him I'm in the shower!

He pushes PAUSE and walks back to the

FRONT DOOR

to report:

MAX
Can't you just let me sign?  He 
doesn't want to have to get out of 
the shower.

UPS GUY
Sorry.  I can't deliver this box 
without an adult signature.

Max is flustered.  At least he plays it that way.

MAX
Just hold on.

He runs back to the

BATHROOM

opens the door, yells:

MAX (CONT’D)
Dad!  He's gonna leave with the 
package if you don't come out and 
sign for it!

Pushes PLAY:
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MAX AS DAD (O.S.)
Grab a twenty and my badge off the 
counter...

FRONT DOOR

The UPS guy can clearly hear the kid talking with his dad in 
the shower.  When he hears:

MAX AS DAD (O.S.) (CONT’D)
...and tell him to give me my 
goddamn package!

UPS Guy rolls his eyes.  Another pain in the ass customer.

Max reappears.  He hands the UPS Guy his father's badge ID 
wallet and a twenty dollar bill.

MAX
My dad says to please let me sign 
for the package.

The UPS Guy takes the twenty.  He opens the wallet.

UPS GUY
Dad's a cop, huh?

MAX
Yeah.

After a second's hesitation:

UPS GUY
Okay.

He hands Max the clipboard.

UPS GUY (CONT'D)
Sign as "Raymond Heck, I mean 
Hock...

MAX
Hockzicker.  I know, I know.

Max signs.  The UPS Guy hands Max a box and smiles at him.  
Max takes it and smiles back.  Easy.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Max races through the house, box in both hands.
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INT. MAX'S BEDROOM - DAY

He tears into his room, kicks the door shut.  Throws the box 
on his unmade bed.  Cracks the tape, opens the flaps, dumps 
the box upside down onto the blanket.

Tumbling out of the box come shotgun modification 
accessories, boxes of shotgun shells and boxes of 9mm 
bullets.

He sits down on the bed, admiring his stuff.  His beautiful 
stuff.

The front door slams downstairs.

Like lightning, Max jumps up.  He quickly shoves everything 
back in the box.

INT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

The buzz of fluorescent lights overhead mingles with Muzak.  
Mom strolls down the aisle, scanning her shopping list.  Dad 
and Peter each push a half-full cart.

PETER
I hate this.

DAD
Stop griping.

PETER
I'm not griping.  I just don't know 
why Adam couldn't help, that's all.

MOM
He's at practice.  Play baseball 
and you'll get out of chores, too.

DAD
The oldest son always works harder.

PETER
It isn't fair.

After a beat:

DAD
I was the oldest son.

Mom expertly grabs ten cans of tuna in two giant stacks and 
tosses them in Peter's cart with a loud clatter.
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MOM
Just keep pushing.  We might need a 
third cart before we're done.

Dad groans.  Mom runs ahead as the guys push their carts.

DAD
I'll take your mind off it.  Let's 
see.  How's school?

Peter goes through the motions, mildly sarcastic.

PETER
Super.  Thanks for asking.

DAD
Max still getting hassled every 
day?

PETER
Yeah, I guess.

DAD
Kid's gonna have a nervous 
breakdown, don't ya think?

PETER
What do you care?  You told me not 
to bring trouble home.

DAD
So, he is in trouble.

PETER
I... I didn't say that.

MOM
We're done here.  Next aisle.

Mom walks down the aisle, ahead of the guys.  Dad pushes his 
cart so he's right alongside of Peter's.  He leans in.

DAD
If Max is your pal, and he's in 
trouble, it's your trouble, too.

PETER
But you said...

DAD
I know what I said.  A boy stays 
out of trouble to please his 
parents.  But a man stands up for 
his friends, no matter what.
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PETER
I... never heard you say anything 
like that before.

DAD
It's true.  That is, if Max is 
really your pal.  Seems like you're 
not so sure anymore.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - NIGHT

A bare wall.  A metal pipe runs horizontally along it, about 
three feet from the floor.

PETER (V.O.)
It's just... hard to be friends 
with someone everyone else hates, 
that's all.

Max places a kitchen chair up against the wall.

PETER (V.O.)
Sometimes, I wonder if it's worth 
the hassle.

INT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

Peter and Dad push their carts side-by-side.

DAD
Why do the other kids have such a 
problem with him, Pete?

Mom yells from the next aisle:

MOM (O.C.)
C'mon, you two!  Let's move it!

PETER
Max is over the top sometimes.  
Well, all the time.  He rubs 
everybody the wrong way... except 
me.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - NIGHT

Max screws a light bulb into a fixture pointed at the chair.

DAD (V.O.)
Is he gonna be alright?
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The bulb ignites, illuminating the chair like a spotlight.

PETER (V.O.)
Yeah. If Max were in trouble, I'd 
be the first to know about it.

DAD (V.O.)
You sure?

A beat.

PETER (V.O.)
Yeah. I'm sure.

INT. PETER'S BEDROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT

Peter sleeps, snoring softly.  His cell rings.

INTERCUT -  MAX AND PETER ON THEIR CELL PHONES

PETER
It's fucking midnight.

MAX
Sorry.  It's an emergency.

PETER
What's wrong?

MAX
I can't tell you on the phone.  You 
need to come over.

Peter groans.

PETER
I can't.  It's too late.

MAX
Come to my garage.  Right now.

PETER
Nope.  Bye.

Peter makes a move to disconnect.  Max yells:

MAX
Peter!

Pete puts the cell back to his ear, annoyed.

PETER
What?
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MAX
Please.  I need you.  Come over 
right now or... I don't know what 
I'll do.  But you'll hear about it 
later.

Peter sighs.  Dammit.

PETER
I'll have to sneak out.

MAX
Fine.  You'll be home in an hour.  
See you in ten.

PETER
This better be worth it.  I mean 
it.

Max screws a digital video camera to a tripod and points the 
camera at the spot-lighted chair.

MAX
I promise, Peter.  It'll be worth  
every minute.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - NIGHT

Max sits on the kitchen chair, facing the video camera.  He 
pushes a button on a remote to start recording.

MAX
Testing, one, two, three.  How ya 
doin', folks!  It's your host, Max

(finger quotes)
"Don't Call Me Cocksucker, the Name 
is Hockzicker", coming atcha live 
and in person from my garage.  It's 
the night before the premiere of my 
newest movie, "The Ultimate Loser's 
Ultimate Revenge."  Sure to be a 
smash hit, if ya know what I mean.

A soft knock rattles the metal garage door.

MAX (CONT'D)
(musically)

Whoooo is it?

PETER (O.S.)
Lemme in.
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MAX
Ah, my co-host Peter, right on 
time.  We'll be right back after 
these commercial messages.

Max pauses the video camera via remote.  He walks to the 
rolling garage door and lifts it up a few feet.

Under the door crawls Peter.

PETER
Y'know, I was already asleep.

MAX
Something's wrong.

PETER
What?

MAX
Sit down.  Over there.

Max points to the chair in front of the video camera.

PETER
What's with you?  I'm tired...

MAX
Just do what I say.  Sit down and 
I'll explain everything.

Max points again to the chair.  Peter sits.

PETER
Satisfied?

MAX
Almost.

Max pulls out two pairs of handcuffs from a duffel bag at his 
feet and hands them to Peter.

MAX (CONT'D)
Put these on, one on each wrist.  
Attach the open bracelets to the 
water pipe behind you.

Peter stares at the handcuffs.

PETER
Are you fucking nuts?
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MAX
Wait.  I need to catch this.  Trust 
me, dude.  I know good television 
when I see it.

Max turns the video camera on via remote.

PETER
This would be real funny if you 
didn't wake me up, pal.

Peter rises out of the chair.

PETER (CONT'D)
I'm going home.

Max pulls out his father's 9mm handgun from the duffel bag 
and points the gun at Peter.  Then he cocks it.

Peter freezes halfway out of his chair.

MAX
Peter, listen to me.  You're going 
to do what I tell you, right now.  
Or I'm gonna kill you.  Right now.

Peter stares and freezes, doesn't know which way to go.

MAX (CONT'D)
Now sit down on the chair and put 
one handcuff on each wrist.  I 
swear to God, I'm not shitting 
you... pal.

Peter slowly sits back down.

PETER
Wh-What's going on?  What did I do?

MAX
Don't talk again until you get 
those handcuffs on.  Both of 'em.

Peter puts a cuff on his left wrist.  Looks up at the video 
camera, eyes wide, disbelieving.

MAX (CONT'D)
Go on, Peter.

Peter puts the other handcuff on his right wrist.

He latches the left pair of handcuffs to the pipe.  He can't 
attach the second pair of handcuffs with just his right hand.
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PETER
I... I can't do this by myself.

Max comes from behind the video camera.

He rests the barrel of the gun against Peter's temple.  Takes 
the handcuff hanging off Peter's right hand.  Attaches the 
open bracelet to the pipe.

PETER (CONT'D)
I thought we were friends.

MAX
We are.  This is "For Your 
Protection", like those tissue 
paper covers for public toilets.  
Never use the things myself.

Max kneels at Peter's feet and faces the camera.

MAX (CONT'D)
Esteemed Members of the Assembly, 
let the record show that Peter 
McMillen isn't here tonight on his 
own accord.  Right, Pete?

PETER
(scowling)

That's right.

MAX
And, you have no idea what's going 
to happen tomorrow, correct?

PETER
I... I don't know anything.

Max lowers the gun, un-cocks it and sticks it in the 
waistband of his pants.  He pauses the video cam.

MAX
Pete, this really is to protect 
you.  I just wanted to record that 
you didn't have anything to do with 
this.

PETER
With what?

MAX
C'mon.  We have the whole night 
ahead of us to get into that.  
Oh...
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Max lifts a cell phone from Peter's shirt pocket.

MAX (CONT'D)
I'll take your cell.  You won't be 
needing this anymore tonight.

PETER
Why'd you cuff me like this?

MAX
I don't want you to get in the way 
of what I'm going to do.  Now, 
you're just... a prisoner of war.  
Yeah.

PETER
Max, you gotta let me go.

MAX
That's not gonna happen.  But, let 
me show you what is.

Max walks to the duffel bag on the floor. He pulls out the 
shotgun, modified with the parts he got in the mail:

A ventilated heat shield covers the shotgun's barrel.

The standard stock is gone, replaced with a pistol grip.

A speed-loading pump grip replaces the standard fore-end.

The whole thing hangs from a heavy-duty nylon sling that Max 
throws around his neck.

MAX (CONT'D)
I'm bringing a big-ass friend with 
me to school tomorrow.

Peter is awestruck.  He's never seen anything like the gun 
Max just pulled out of the duffel bag.  Except in movies.

PETER
Oh God.  Where did you get that 
thing?

MAX
I modified my dad's shotgun.  
Bought the parts online and did it 
myself. Piece 'a cake.

Peter can't take his eyes off the exotic-looking weapon.

PETER
Wow.  It's... a killing machine.
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MAX
My pump-action pal and I have some 
very special deliveries to make.

PETER
What?  Are you crazy?

MAX
Totally.  And I'm gonna spread some 
crazy all over school tomorrow 
during second period.

PETER
You can't be serious.

MAX
Yeah, I can.  I've been thinking 
about it for a long time.  Since 
before Ben died, but especially 
after.

PETER
What does Ben have to do with this?

MAX
Good point.  But I gotta get this 
on tape.

Max walks back to Peter and turns the camera on.

MAX (CONT'D)
(to video camera)

Hi friends, we're back with my best 
pal, Pete McMillen, who is spending 
my last night on Earth with me.

Max is like a reporter holding a pretend microphone, which he 
shoves in Peter's face.

MAX (CONT'D)
Repeat your last question so we can 
let the viewing audience in on all 
my excess baggage.

PETE
I asked what Ben has to do with you 
bringing a gun to school.

MAX
(game show announcer)

Actually, I'm bringing two guns to 
Show and Tell, then Blow-em-to-
Hell!
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Max holds his finger up to his ear, like he hears something 
in an invisible earpiece.

MAX (CONT'D)
Wait... we have breaking news... 
I'm just getting word that the 
student assailant is armed with 
a...

He yanks the handgun from his pants and hold it up.

MAX (CONT'D)
nine millimeter, semi-automatic 
pistol and... what's that?  Can you 
get a close-up on the...

He holds up the shotgun with his other hand.

MAX (CONT'D)
(holds up the shotgun)

...twelve-gauge shotgun, bee-yoo-ti-
fully modified with a pistol grip 
in the back, and a speed-loading 
pump in the front.  My, that's 
super-sweet.  And so easy to pack 
inna pocket or purse.

PETER
(quietly)

You haven't said what Ben has to do 
with this.

MAX
Oh right, The Ben Connection!  
Pete, you know the story, but I'll 
fill our loyal viewers in.

He faces the cam.

MAX (CONT'D)
Ben was my little brother.  The 
last time I saw him -- well, in one 
piece, anyway -- was last year, 
after school.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - FLASHBACK - DAY

Max and BEN (14) walk home, carrying backpacks.  Ben's 
athletic, handsome.  They laugh and talk, like good friends.
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MAX (V.O.)
Ben usually walked home with his 
freshmen buddies, but on that day 
he decided to hang with me.  Lucky 
duck.

Two tough boys, DARREN (17) and RANDY (17), follow behind Max 
and Ben.

MAX (V.O.)
Darren Givens and Randy Schecter, 
were spoon-feeding me my daily dose 
of shit.

DARREN
Who's the faggot with him, Randy?

RANDY
His name's gotta be Balls, 'cause 
he's hanging around a great big 
Dick!

Darren and Randy crack up.  Ben notices.

BEN
(to Max)

Why aren't we doing anything?

MAX
They put me through this every day, 
Ben.  Just keep walking.

Darren and Randy keep up the pace behind Max and Ben.  Darren 
bends over, picks up a stone, and throws it.  The stone hits 
Ben behind the ear.  He stops.

BEN
Damn it, that hurt!

Ben reaches behind his ear and retrieves a finger full of 
blood.  Ben looks at Max, eyes on fire.

BEN (CONT'D)
Look what he did to me!  Let's get 
'em!

Max's face is utter shock.  No, it's fear.

Ben's face is utter disbelief.  No, it's disappointment.

BEN (CONT'D)
C'mon, Max...

Max can't.  He's paralyzed.
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MAX (V.O.)
That's when the Ben-ster, all 
hundred and twelve pounds of him, 
decided he was gonna take them both 
on.

Ben turns around, his eyes mere slits.  With a low growl, he 
takes off and plows into Darren like a linebacker.

Randy tackles Ben.  The bullies easily overcome the younger 
boy.  Randy holds Ben's arms behind him.

Darren casually throws punches at Ben's head, each blow 
causing another wound to erupt on his face.

MAX (V.O.)
Where the fuck was I, you ask?  I 
ran away.  To get help, I kept 
telling myself.

RANDY
You hold him a minute!  It's my 
turn!

DARREN
Just one more good one.

Darren punches Ben's nose and starts a new gush of blood.  
Darren moves back to avoid the splash.

DARREN (CONT'D)
Whoa, Old Faithful!  Randy, let's 
jet.  He's fucked up enough 
already.

INT. SCHOOL OFFICE - FLASHBACK - DAY

Max bursts into the office in a panic.  He flags down MISS 
CARRINGTON (30), a teacher trying to leave, keys in hand.

MAX (V.O.)
I ran to the office to find 
somebody.  Anybody.

EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT - FLASHBACK - DAY

MAX (V.O.)
When Miss Carrington saw Ben's face 
looking like raw hamburger, she 
said she'd drive him to the 
emergency room.
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Miss Carrington helps Ben, bleeding from the nose, into a two-
seater sports car.  Max looks on.

MISS CARRINGTON
You can't go with us, Max.  My car 
only seats two.

Miss Carrington gets into the driver seat.

MISS CARRINGTON (CONT'D)
Call your Mom to pick you up.  
We're going to Cedar Park Memorial.

Max sees Ben through the window.  Ben flashes him a thumbs-up 
sign, tries to smile through his broken face.  The car speeds 
off, leaving Max alone.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - BACK TO PRESENT - NIGHT

PETER
That's when they got into the car 
accident.

Max hands Peter a look, hot-wired with contempt.

MAX
Now, now, Peter.

His voice is infused with venom.

MAX (CONT'D)
Let's call the plays as they really 
happen, okay?

(back to camera)
It wasn't a "car accident."

INT. MISS CARRINGTON'S CAR - FLASHBACK - DAY

BEN'S POV:

Ben sees the car interior through bloodshot eyes.  Outside, 
cars speed by.  He looks down.  His shirt's soaked with red 
splotches.  He's dizzy, disoriented.

Carrington is panicked and put out.  She's driving too fast, 
one hand on the wheel, the other on her cell:

MISS CARRINGTON
Herb, I said I won't be more than 
an hour late...  Then go without 
me...  
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For chrissake, I have a kid in my 
car with a broken nose and God 
knows what else...

(to the traffic)
Get outta the way, jerk!

She looks at Ben, unable to conceal her distress.

MISS CARRINGTON (CONT'D)
Don't worry sweetie, we'll get 
someone to look at you right away.

MAX (V.O.)
Carrington was speeding, maybe 
Ben's blood was staining her 
upholstery.

BEN
Mizz Carrington, can you slow down 
a little?  You're making me car 
sick.

MAX (V.O.)
The other driver was dancing over 
the double-yellow line, because he 
was shit-faced.

A huge SUV going in the opposite direction drifts over the 
yellow line into Ben and Miss Carrington's lane.

Miss Carrington takes her eyes off the road to look at her 
watch.

Ben clearly focuses on the front of the SUV a second before 
it impacts Miss Carrington's car in a searing moment of pain.  
Then fire.  Quiet.  And nothing else.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - BACK TO PRESENT - NIGHT

MAX
It was a goddamn head-on collision 
with a mother-fucking drunk driver.

PETER
Max, please...

Max's rage burns through his calm.  He barks:

MAX
Hey!

He gets in Peter's face, growling.
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MAX (CONT'D)
Can't you see I'm trying to tell a 
story here?

Pete, scared, falls silent.  Max turns back to the camera.

MAX (CONT'D)
The impact crushed Ben's body into 
a big sack of vanilla pudding.  His 
head came clean off his 
shoulders...

PETER
That's enough, Max.

MAX
They found it twenty yards from the 
crash...

PETER
I mean it.

MAX
Somebody said he crapped his pants 
when he died...

PETER
Goddamn it, knock it off!

MAX
Ya think lil' Ben shit himself 
before or after his head went AWOL?

PETER
I'm gonna throw up.  Just... cut it 
out, for chrissake.

Max pulls the remote from his pocket.  Turns the cam off.

MAX
I gotta take a break.

Max gets up, walks to the other side of the garage and slumps 
down in a beanbag chair.  He covers his eyes with his 
forearm.

PETER
That's what this is about?  You're 
going to kill Darren and Randy 
because they beat Ben up?
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MAX
It started with them.  We couldn't 
press charges, 'cause the victim 
inconveniently turned to mush.  So 
I knew it was up to me.

PETER
So you started a hit list.

MAX
Yeah.  Once I started keeping 
track, I added more assholes every 
day.  Soon, I needed to alphabetize 
the thing to keep it in order.

PETER
This doesn't make any sense.

Max turns red, furious.  Uncaged.

MAX
Shut your fucking mouth!

He stands and lords over Peter, blistering hot with anger.

MAX (CONT'D)
Think you're in any position to be 
calling the shots, McMillen?

Max clutches the shotgun on its shoulder strap.  Heaving, he 
points it at Peter's face.

MAX (CONT'D)
'Cause you're not.  In fact, you're 
sounding a lot like an asshole 
yourself!

Peter's voice shakes.

PETER
M-Max, I'm sorry.  I won't say 
anything like that again.

He whispers:

PETER (CONT'D)
Please don't hurt me, man.

Max calms.  His face softens.

MAX
Hey.  Sorry I scared you.

Max puts his hand on Peter's shoulder.
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MAX (CONT'D)
I didn't mean to.  You're the only 
person who's ever been nice to me, 
other than my brother.

PETER
I haven't been so...

MAX
But everyone else -- fuck 'em.  
They made me feel shitty every day 
of my life.  But it'll all stop 
tomorrow.

PETER
I still need to understand why 
you're keeping me here, Max.

Max sits on the floor at Peter's feet, facing him.

MAX
Because I wanted to tell you about 
my plan beforehand, and have you 
wait with me for morning to come.

PETER
But you weren't sure how I'd take 
it.

MAX
Right.  I had to remove the choice.  
Now, you can't tell on me and spoil 
things, and you won't be at school 
tomorrow when this goes down.

Max moves closer.

MAX (CONT'D)
Because if you got in my way, 
either tonight or tomorrow, I'd 
have to kill you, Peter.  Get it?

PETER
I think so.  You're really going 
through with it.

MAX
Yup.

PETER
Is there a plan or are you just... 
going for it when you get to school 
tomorrow?
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MAX
Only an idiot would try this 
without a plan.  You think I'm an 
idiot, McMillen?

After a second, Peter chuckles.  Hearing Max say something so 
absurd makes Peter loosen up, feel safe again.

PETER
You know I don't think that.  
You're the smartest guy I've ever 
known.

Max smiles.

MAX
You're the only one who's ever 
given me respect.  That's what 
separates you from them.

PETER
They pick on me too, y'know.

MAX
I'm surprised, considering how good 
you are at flying under the radar.  
Look what I have in store for them.

Max walks back to the duffel bag.

He pulls out a large, rolled-up poster, secured with a rubber 
band.  He walks to Peter and unrolls at his feet:

MAX (CONT'D)
My masterpiece.

His taped-together-notebook-paper poster is complete.  It 
lies across the floor like a sinister un-welcome mat.

The three-inch border that frames the poster is alive as 
beasts conspire with assorted fiends, all borne from Max's 
inspired, distressed mind.

Peter can't believe his eyes.  He's floored.

PETER
Oh, my God.

MAX
You like it?

PETER
It's... amazing.
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He examines the drawing.

PETER (CONT'D)
Creepy and morbid, but fucking 
amazing.

MAX
Thanks.  I think.

PETER
I knew you could draw.  I didn't 
know you could do...  this.

Within the frame, Max's floor plan covers two buildings on 
campus, labeled "LOCKER ROOM" and "CLASSROOMS".

Inside the class rooms, Max has pasted the round faces of 
students which he clipped from his yearbook.  The rooms are 
full of pictures.  Peter recognizes most of them.

Mixed in with the photos, Max has drawn skeletons wearing 
graduation mortarboard caps, tassels swinging.  They stalk 
the halls and classrooms.

Max has also drawn himself... a dark-clad Death-bringer, 
clutching a smoking shotgun. He assaults the school with his 
lurid companion, a hooded Grim Reaper, scythe in hand...

Partners in crime.

Peter sees Max's wrathful, hand-drawn minions rising to a 
deadly call to arms, splattered across the page.

MAX
I've been working out the details 
for weeks.

PETER
How'd you keep this a secret from 
me so long?

MAX
That part was easy.  The tough part 
was figuring out everyone's 
schedule.  I'm going after specific 
targets.

PETER
Darren and Randy?

MAX
Sure, but there are many more, my 
friend.  Look.
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Max's fingers walk across the map like a soldier, following a 
crimson line that Max has drawn as his route.

MAX (CONT'D)
I come in tomorrow morning through 
the South gate, and go into the 
boy's locker room, here.

His fingers stop at attention.

MAX (CONT'D)
I wait in this closet until second 
period begins.  The guys come into 
the locker room to change, and

(points)
I get Randy 'cause he's in that 
class.

An awful yearbook photo of Randy is pasted in the locker 
room.  Max crosses his face out with a red pen.

MAX (CONT'D)
I also get Tom Steele, Michael 
Youngman and that pig Bryan 
Salzberg because they're in that 
class, too.

He crosses out the faces on the other photographs.

MAX (CONT'D)
I'll wait until they're changing 
into their P.E. shorts, then blow 
them away with their pants down.

PETER
I can't believe you're gonna do 
this.

MAX
Hey, I thought you were going to 
stop saying that.

PETER
I stopped saying it doesn't make 
any sense.  It's obvious you've 
given this a lot of thought.

MAX
I'm glad you see that now.

Max goes back to the plan.
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MAX (CONT'D)
I exit the boys locker room through 
the East entrance, go up the steps 
to the Senior class rooms, plugging 
anyone who gets in my way.  This is 
where things really get slick.  
Darren's in American History second 
period in room 310, so he'll get 
splattered.  And while I'm there...

Max points to the floor plan with many more yearbook photos 
clustered in a room--

MAX (CONT'D)
I pop Janine Santallo and Mike 
Shoeman.  Yeah, that's where they 
are.  Then I cruise up this 
hallway...

Max's fingers continue to trace his path.

MAX (CONT'D)
And go from room to room, spreading 
my double-aught, pump-action love.

PETER
I'm supposed to be in room 340 
second period.

MAX
But you won't be there tomorrow, 
Petey, 'cause you'll be right here.

Max goes back to the floor plan.

MAX (CONT'D)
But the others won't be so lucky.  
I'll herd 'em together like sheep, 
then cluster-fuck them with the 
shotgun.  Every picture's a target.

Peter sees something on the floor plan.

PETER
Hey.

Something disturbing.

PETER (CONT'D)
You have... Jake pasted in room 
320.
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Sure enough, Jake's awkward yearbook photo is pasted onto the 
plan.  Max has cut around his wild Jew-fro, making him 
instantly recognizable.

MAX
Uh-huh.

PETER
But... he's my friend, Max.

MAX
Shame he's not mine.  His fat face 
is scheduled to explode first thing 
tomorrow.  I won't leave the school 
tomorrow until he's dead.

PETER
How come?  What did he do to you?

MAX
He made my list with the milkshake 
incident.  Remember?

PETER
Just how many people are on that 
list of yours?

MAX
Seventy-three.  Give or take.

PETER
Jesus.

MAX
But when I'm finished, I'm hoping 
to kill a hundred.  Or more.

PETER
A hundred?  You think you can get 
that many?

MAX
Sure.  I got 60 shotgun shells.  
Each one sprays nine slugs when I 
pull the trigger.  You do the math.

PETER
How are you going to get away?

MAX
I'm not getting away.  I'll just 
keep shooting 'til someone snipers 
me.  I may not even burn through 
all my ammo.
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Max stands up.

MAX (CONT'D)
But I'm sure as hell gonna try.

He looks at his watch.

MAX (CONT'D)
We got a while.  Get comfortable, 
'kay?

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - LATER

Rock music plays low from a boom-box.  Max pulls out a hip 
flask bottle of Southern Comfort.

MAX
Hey, want some?

PETER
No.

Max comes closer, shaking the bottle affectionately.

MAX
C'mon.  It's your favorite.  
Nothin' tastes finer than Pappy's 
corn squeezin's.

Max takes a swig, then holds the bottle up to Peter's lips.  
Peter pulls his mouth away.

MAX (CONT'D)
Suit yourself.

Max takes another swig.

MAX (CONT'D)
Remember when we were kids, and you 
used to spend nights over with me?

PETER
Of course I do.  We had a blast.

MAX
Yeah.  You came over here almost 
every Saturday night.  I'd throw 
some pizza burritos in the oven...

PETER
We'd scarf down bags of corn chips 
with bean dip...
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MAX
And make huge fucking root beer 
floats that were so thick, ya 
needed three straws to drink 'em.

Max takes another swig, feels the heat in his belly.

PETER
Then you an' me an' Ben would all 
play in your old man's car, 
pretending we were cruising...

MAX
Homies on the prowl, picking up 
hookers in our fine ride.  Ben 
never caught on 'cause he was such 
a pip squeak back then.

They laugh.  Peter nods toward the bottle.

PETER
Alright, hit me with that.

Max holds the bottle to Peter's lips and tips it gently.  
Peter swallows.  The burn in his throat feels good.

PETER (CONT'D)
After Ben fell asleep, you and I 
would take blankets out to the 
backyard and set up camp under the 
stars.

MAX
You really do remember.

PETER
Uh-huh.  We'd sit out there for 
hours and talk about everything 
that came into our heads...

MAX
...through the night, until the sky 
lightened up because dawn was 
coming...

PETER
We'd watch it, then come inside and 
crash 'til noon.  Tip me again, 
willya?

MAX
Sure.

47.



Max tips the bottle at Peter's lips for his swig.  Max takes 
another as well.  More you drink, smoother it goes.

PETER
Yeah, I remember, Max.  All of it.

Max looks down at his feet.

MAX
Those nights... they were the best 
times of my life, McMillen.

PETER
Really?

MAX
I just wanted to feel that one more 
time.

PETER
Feel what?

MAX
Just you and me, awake and alive, 
churning our thoughts around when 
the rest of this stupid fucking 
world is dead asleep.

PETER
Those were great times.  But we're 
never going to get those back, man. 
Especially not after tomorrow.

MAX
So I'll be satisfied with tonight.  
And this moment, right now.

Max takes a bigger swig this time.

MAX (CONT'D)
It's all I got.

Without being asked, he lifts the bottle at Peter's lips.  
Peter takes another swig, a big one.

PETER
No, Max. It's all we got.

Max nods slowly and takes another swig himself.

MAX
Amen.
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INT. MAX'S GARAGE - NIGHT (DREAM)

Max enters the garage by the door that leads from his house.  
He carries a big bag of chips and a six-pack of soda.

MAX
Yo, Pete, I thought we could use 
some snacks...

Max looks over to the chair where Peter was stationed.  He's 
gone.  His empty handcuffs dangle from the pipe.  Max looks 
confused.

Peter appears on the other side of the room.  He has Max's 
handgun in his hand.

PETER
Hey.

Max turns and sees Peter with the gun.  Panicked, Max feels 
for the gun tucked into his waistband.  It isn't there.

MAX
How'd you get loose?

PETE
Does it really matter?

MAX
My gun...

Peter laughs.

PETE
Guess you're not as sharp as I 
thought you were.

MAX
My mistake.

PETER
Isn't is always?  Mistakes just 
follow you everywhere.

MAX
It... wasn't always like this.

PETER
Game's over, y'know.

MAX
Yeah, I guess.  Turning me in, huh?
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PETER
Nope.

MAX
You're... not?

Max sighs, relieved.

MAX (CONT’D)
Thanks.

PETER
In fact, I'm gonna do you a big 
favor.

Peter fires the gun twice into Max's gut.  Bang, bang.

Max drops the soda and chips.  Cans hit the floor, bursting.  
Max looks down.  Blood seeps through his shredded shirt.

He looks up again.

MAX
I-I don't get it.

PETER
It's better this way... for you and 
me both.

MAX
Whyja hafta shoot me?

PETER
'Cause I gotta take the easy way 
out, Max.  And this is it.  Sorry.

Across Max's torso, dual wet crimson moons grow larger.  He 
touches one, looks at Peter once more before he falls over...

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - EARLY MORNING (BACK TO REALITY)

...awaking with a start, panic carved into his face.  He sits 
in the beanbag chair.  He clutches his gut--still intact.  
His handgun is tucked in his waistband, where it belongs.

He sees Peter dozing in his chair, snoring like always.  He 
smiles, stands, walks to Peter and gently slaps his cheek.

MAX
Hey, wake up.  I need you now.

Peter opens his eyes, blinking sleep away.
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PETER
What time is it?

MAX
It's six thirty, man.  Almost time.

PETER
You been awake the whole night?

MAX
Well, almost.  Peter, I need one 
more favor.  It's the last thing 
I'll ever ask of you.

PETER
What is it?

MAX
Please don't say no.

PETER
Just tell me what you want.

MAX
I want you to...

He dives in headfirst.

MAX (CONT'D)
Kiss me.

PETER
Huh?

MAX
I want to kiss you and I want you 
to kiss me back.  I'm not queer.  I 
don't want your tongue down my 
throat.

Max takes a deep breath.

MAX (CONT'D)
I've just never been kissed before.  
By anyone.  Ever.  I wanna know 
what it feels like before I die.  
Just once.

His voice shakes a little.

MAX (CONT'D)
Pete.  There's no one else in my 
life I could ask.  Nobody.  Please.
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Max kneels close to Peter's face and closes his eyes.

And waits.

Then he opens his eyes again.  Peter's just... sitting there.  
Max feels his face burn.

MAX (CONT'D)
Forget it.

PETER
Max, I...

MAX
No, it's okay.

Max gets up.

MAX (CONT'D)
It was a stupid thing to ask.

He digs into the duffel bag, his eyes looking anywhere but at 
Peter.  He finds a smaller ammo bag and pulls it out.

MAX (CONT'D)
Pressure's just getting to me, I 
guess.  Sorry.

He finds a box of shotgun shells, opens it, dumps the shells 
into the ammo bag.  Does the same with another box.

Now he looks over at Peter.

MAX (CONT'D)
We're still cool?  You and me?

PETER
Sure.

Expressionless, Max pulls the shotgun from the duffel bag.  
Puts the strap over his shoulder.

He pulls the handgun from his waistband.  Checks the clip.  
Jams it back in his pants.

He puts on a black jacket.  Zips it tight.  Picks up the ammo 
bag.  Puts the strap over his shoulder.

MAX
Okay, I'm leaving.  Don't say 
anything at all.  Just know I'm 
going.
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PETER
Wait.

MAX
I can't.  I have stuff I gotta do.

Max walks to the garage door and rolls it up a bit.

PETER
I want to go with you.

MAX
Fuck you, you're lying.  Goodbye.

Max squats to crawl under the garage door.

PETER
Max, you've spent all night talking 
about your hate.  Think you're the 
only one in the world who hates 
those people?

MAX
You're trying to stall me.

PETER
Fine, walk out on me.  You've spent 
all night convincing me you're 
justified in what you're doing.  
Now you're ignoring me when I want 
to help.

MAX
I'm protecting you, jerk.

PETER
I don't want to be protected.  I 
want to be part of it.  All of it.

Max puts the ammo bag down.  He walks closer.

MAX
Why are you saying this now, right 
before I walk out the door?

PETER
You didn't give me a lot of time to 
consider my options.  Let me come.  
With me involved, your plan can 
work so much better.

Max pauses.  He's listening.
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MAX
How so?

PETER
You've planned this thing as a 
Kamikaze operation.  With me, we 
both go in like... assassins.  We 
work as a team, side-by-side.

MAX
That's stupid.

PETER
What's stupid about it?  The best 
part is that if you do it with 
me... we can walk away when we're 
done.  Well, run like hell is more 
like it-

MAX
You're saying we can survive if I 
let you come.

PETER
Uh-huh.

Max scrutinizes Peter.

MAX
Petey, you don't know anything 
about using a gun.

PETER
Teach me.  Fuck, I'm not an idiot.  
You have a handgun and a shotty.  
Were you planning on using both at 
the same time?

MAX
Why would I believe you now?  I 
talked for hours about this, and 
you just stared at me.

PETER
Yeah, you talked for hours.  You 
weren't really in the mood for 
listening.  I've got my own reasons 
to squeeze a trigger at a few 
people.

MAX
Yeah, right.
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PETER
I do so!

MAX
Name one.  Go ahead, Pete, I got a 
minute.  Just lay one reason on me.

Max unzips his jacket.

MAX (CONT'D)
C'mon.  I'm all ears.

PETER
Okay.  Remember last year when 
Kathleen Gentry invited me to the 
Sadie Hawkins Dance?  The girls had 
to ask the guys.

MAX
Sure.  I didn't go, of course.

PETER
I told you that she gave me a hand-
job.  Under the bleachers.

MAX
Don't tell me... She didn't really 
give you a hand-job.

PETER
Yes, she did, Max!  And if you'd 
shut up and listen to me once in a 
fucking while, I could get a word 
in edgewise.

MAX
Whoa, calm down.  I'm on your side.

PETER
Really?  Then can I talk for once 
without all your smart-ass remarks?

MAX
Sorry.  Go ahead.

PETER
She did so give me a hand-job... 
but it didn't exactly end up the 
way I told you.
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INT. SADIE HAWKINS DANCE - FLASHBACK - NIGHT

Boys and girls dance in the high school auditorium, amidst 
bales of hay and paper mache' farm animals.  Pop music blares 
as a DJ dressed as a cowboy spins the discs.

Peter and pretty KATHLEEN (15), dressed in jeans and gingham, 
hold hands and watch the party in full swing.  Peter wears a 
ten-gallon hat that makes him look like a stud.

Kathleen kisses him full on the lips.

KATHLEEN
Peter, I'm so happy right now, just 
being here with you.

PETER
Really?  God, Kathleen, me too.

Peter pops a sprig of hay into his mouth.  His chest swells.

KATHLEEN
Can I have something to drink, 
cowboy?

PETER
Uh, yeah, sure, anything you want.  
I'll be right back.

Peter leaves.  The minute he does, two catty girls, MELISSA 
(15) and CARRIE (15), walk to Kathleen.

MELISSA
Did you bring it, Kathleen?

Kathleen checks inside her purse.

KATHLEEN
I said I would.

CARRIE
Then go for it.  We dare you.

Melissa nods, agreeing.

KATHLEEN
He's... actually kinda sweet, you 
guys.  Can't we...

MELISSA
I knew you'd wimp out!  See, 
Carrie?
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KATHLEEN
(sighing)

You can be such a bitch, Melissa.  
Fine, I'll do it.

She shoos them off.

KATHLEEN (CONT'D)
Go, go.  He's coming back.

Melissa and Carrie disappear.  Peter walks back, holding a 
plastic cup full of pink punch.

PETER (V.O.)
All night, she kept saying how much 
she liked me.  She was... so nice.  
No one ever acted like that toward 
me before.

Kathleen playfully tugs at Peter's kerchief around his neck, 
leading him toward the exit.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - BACK TO PRESENT - NIGHT

Peter sighs as he remembers what happened.

PETER
She told me I was...  sexy.  Funny, 
huh?  She wanted to split the dance 
early to be alone with me.  I'm 
like, fuck yeah.

INT. SADIE HAWKINS DANCE - FLASHBACK - NIGHT

Peter and Kathleen leave the gym through a metal door.  
Kathleen holds Peter's hand, dragging him along.

KATHLEEN
Come on, slowpoke!  I know the 
perfect spot... under the 
bleachers.

PETER
Kathleen, I don't think we're 
supposed to be out here.

She stops and places her hands on his chest.

KATHLEEN
Oh, Peter.  Wouldn't you like us to 
have some privacy?  I would.
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Giggling, she runs off.  Grinning, Peter follows.

EXT. UNDER THE BLEACHERS - FLASHBACK - NIGHT

Kathleen finds an isolated spot and sits down.  She pats the 
seat next to her.

KATHLEEN
C'mere, sexy boy.

Peter sits and goes in for another kiss.

KATHLEEN (CONT'D)
Wait.  I wanna try something else 
with you.  Something really wild.

PETER
Like what?

Peter's eyes sparkle with excitement.

PETER (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Then she came right out and said 
it.  It blew my mind.

KATHLEEN
Peter, let me... play with your...  
thing.  I want to.

PETER
My what?  Are you serious?

She kisses him again, seductively.

KATHLEEN
Yes, baby.  It'll be fun.  Who 
knows what could happen from there?

PETER
Omigod, I can't believe this.

Kathleen and Peter laugh together.

KATHLEEN
Let's just try it, okay?  I'm 
really hungry for you, Peter.

PETER
Okay, um, what should I do?

KATHLEEN
Unbuckle your pants, silly.
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Peter unbuckles his belt.  Kathleen unzips him.  Peter is 
eager and nervous.

PETER (V.O.)
I felt like I was gonna let go 
right there, but I didn't.  I 
wanted to... y'know, share the 
moment with her.

Kathleen surreptitiously pulls a small tube from her purse.

PETER (V.O.)
She even brought a tube of lotion 
with her.  I didn't know.  I 
thought girls just did that.

Kathleen gently rubs Peter's chest, indicating he should lie 
back.  He does.

PETER (V.O.)
I trusted her.  I thought she 
really liked me.  She told me to 
lie back and close my eyes.

MAX (V.O.)
Yeah?

Kathleen squirts some lotion into her hand.

PETER (V.O.)
I felt her hand on me with the 
lotion.  She was, y'know, getting 
the stuff all over between my legs.  
It seemed like a lot, but I wasn't 
going to start complaining.

Peter's face shows joy as the hand applies the lotion.  Then, 
surprise.  Then, shock.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - BACK TO PRESENT - NIGHT

Peter looks down at his shoes.

PETER
Then... she starts cracking up.  
Laughing her fucking head off.

MAX
Oh, man.

PETER
I opened my eyes and the stuff 
starts burning.  
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It smelled like fucking breath 
mints.  And I feel it all over my 
crotch.

EXT. UNDER THE BLEACHERS - FLASHBACK - NIGHT

Kathleen cracks up with a loud, horsey laugh.  Peter springs 
up, eyes wide, pants down, to see what's between his legs.

PETER (V.O.)
It was toothpaste, Max.  The whole 
date was just a big joke, so 
Kathleen could smear toothpaste all 
over me.

KATHLEEN
Congratulations, McMillen!  You've 
just had your first paste-job!

She abandons him, still braying that awful horse's laugh.  
Peter pulls up his jeans and leaves after her.

Shirt open and hair askew, Peter runs across the field.

PETER (V.O.)
I gotta get this stuff off.  It's 
stinging me everywhere.  I'm in a 
panic trying to figure out a way to 
get this... this toothpaste off my 
wiener.

Peter sees a drinking fountain.  He runs to it.

He pulls his pants down over his thighs.  Splashes handfuls 
of water on himself, creating a huge mess.

Flashlights are turned on him.  Peter squints--a deer caught 
in the headlights.

Kathleen sits on the top of the bleachers with Melissa and 
Carrie from the dance.  They shine flashlights down on Peter.  
He's completely exposed.

KATHLEEN
Smile for the camera, sweetie!

Kathleen takes flash pictures of him.  His eyes show how hurt 
he is.

MELISSA
Those shots go up on my website 
tonight!
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KATHLEEN
Yeah, I can see the headline now... 
"Toothpaste Pervert Polishes 
Pecker!"

The girls crack up like cackling crows.  Carrie films him 
with a digital video camera.

CARRIE
Peter!  Shake the bubbles off your 
pee-pee and wave it like a fire 
hose!  We need more action footage!

The girls laugh harder... more like hyenas now.

MELISSA
Kathleen, I can't believe you got 
him to do it!  What an idiot!

Melissa high-fives Kathleen.

Peter stumbles away from the revealing lights and piercing 
laughter into the darkness of night.

INT. MAX'S GARAGE - BACK TO PRESENT - NIGHT

Peter looks beaten.  Remembering makes him sad.

PETER
The way I looked, the last thing I 
could do was return to the dance.  
So I walked home, alone.

MAX
Fuck.

PETER
So that's the whole, sick story.  
Joke's on me.  Ha ha.

MAX
Oh God, I had no idea.  Jeez.

PETER
Just tell me where Kathleen Gentry 
spends second period.

Max searches through his red notebook.

MAX
She's in room 360.  Bonehead 
English.
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PETER
(visualizing his prey)

What about Melissa Stilson?  And 
Carrie Weingold?

MAX
Um, Stilson's in... room 310.  
Weingold's in... 360.  With 
Kathleen.  They're a pair of 
boneheads.

PETER
I wanna make them pay.

MAX
Pete, I'll take care of those 
bitches for ya, I promise.  But you 
can't come with me.  It's too late.

PETER
It's not too late.  You just don't 
want the trouble.  So fuck you.  
I'll settle my own scores.

Max groans, frustrated.

MAX
Shit. How do I know I can trust 
you?

PETER
Look who you're talking to, 
Hockzicker!  I'm your fucking best 
friend, aren't I?

Peter pushes harder.

PETER (CONT'D)
I said, "aren't I"?

MAX
(quietly)

You know you are.

PETER
So when did you stop trusting me?

Tension hangs around like dense fog.

PETER (CONT'D)
Destroy the tape.

MAX
What?
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PETER
The video you've spent all night 
making.  Get rid of it.

MAX
Why?

PETER
You said you made it to show I was 
an innocent bystander.  I'm not 
anymore.  So let's rewrite the 
story so it includes me.

MAX
What about... the rest?

PETER
What else is there?  You trying to 
justify murdering a bunch of kids 
because you didn't get enough love?

MAX
There's more to it than that... 

PETER
Once you do this, no one's gonna 
watch that video and say "we 
thought Max was a monster, but his 
little show proves all those murder 
victims had it coming."

Max walks to the video cam, ejects the tape and holds it up.

MAX
You want this to just evaporate?

PETER
Quicker than the sweat off your 
balls in the cool breeze.

Max chuckles.  Peter laughs, too.

MAX
And you really think there's a way 
to escape after... we do it.

PETER
Yeah.  Let me show you how much 
better this thing can go with two 
of us.

MAX
I'm listenin'.
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PETER
Get your floor plan and lay it out 
for me.

Max pulls out the floor plan and unrolls it in front of 
Peter's chair.  Peter's brows knit as he studies the plan.

PETER (CONT'D)
You have us coming into the 300 
building and shooting it up, right?

MAX
Uh, yeah.

PETER
So there are fire exits going North 
and South, right?

MAX
Uh-huh.

PETER
We enter through the front.  You 
spray fire with the shotgun, I 
watch your back with the nine.  
When we sweep through the rooms, 
I'll corral the cows and you fire 
into the groups.  It'll be an... 
organized slaughter.

MAX
Hmmm.

PETER
You're our main firepower with the 
shotty.  I cover you when you need 
to reload and stuff.  But I get to 
pop Kathleen, right?

MAX
Sure, man.

PETER
(pointing to the plan)

The plan changes here.  We don't go 
down this hallway at all-- See?  
That's suicide.  No way out.  We go 
back this way and exit out the 
back. I think that's North... 

MAX
(consulting the map)

No, it's South.
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PETER
Okay, out the back Southbound, over 
the fence and into your mom's car 
that we've parked on the street.  
We'll ditch that car right after 
and steal another.  Then, it's on 
to Mexico.

MAX
Mexico?

PETER
Yeah.  I been there a bunch of 
times.  I know just how to go.  We 
can disappear there, Max.  Just you 
and me.

MAX
Really?  You'll... stick with me?

PETER
All the way.  Like Butch and the 
Kid. I get to be Redford.

Max walks to Peter.

MAX
Are you sure this is what you want?

PETER
Yes, I'm sure.

Max gets within an inch of Peter's face.

MAX
If you double-cross me... or even 
chicken out at the last minute...   
I promise, I'll kill you.

PETER
I know.

Max searches for insincerity.  Peter keeps his gaze locked 
with Max's.  Zero fear.

Max fishes a key out of his shirt pocket.  He unlocks the 
cuffs.  They dangle uselessly from the horizontal pipe.

Peter rubs his wrists.

PETER (CONT'D)
Ahh.  That feels better.
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MAX
Remember my promise.

PETER
You can trust me, buddy.

Peter rises from the chair.  Max hands him the video tape and 
a hammer from the workbench.

MAX
You do it.

Peter takes the hammer from Max.  He drops the tape on the 
ground and gets on his hands and knees.  He smashes the tape.

PETER
It's just a memory, now.

MAX
Just leave it on the floor.  Let 
'em wonder what was on it.

Max takes the hammer from Peter.  He pulls the gun from his 
waistband and hands it over.  Peter takes it.

PETER
It's heavy.  Feels good.

MAX
Squeeze the trigger when you see 
your enemies.  Don't hesitate, not 
even for a second.  Understand?

PETER
Got it.  Don't hesitate, not even 
for a second.

Peter aims off into space.

PETER (CONT'D)
I am one mean motherfucker, aren't 
I, Max?

MAX
You sure are, Champ.

PETER
I can't wait to see their faces 
when I pull this out.  Bam!  Bam!

MAX
Yeah.  That clip's filled with 
hollow points.
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PETER
What's that mean?

MAX
The slugs are designed to expand 
into a mushroom when it hits meat.  
It tears up everything it touches.

PETER
Oh my God.

MAX
Aim for the chest or face, and it's 
maximum carnage, bro.  Instant 
death.

PETER
How... cool.

MAX
That piece at the top slides back 
and sets the hammer.  Cock it once 
and you've got seven bullets per 
clip to put in whoever you want.

Peter laughs.  His eyes are electric.  Max feels it.

PETER
Show me.

Max pauses.

PETER (CONT'D)
Max, you can un-cock it when I'm 
done.  Just show me one time.

More hesitation.

PETER (CONT'D)
C'mon.  I gotta know how to do it.

MAX
Okay.  Slowly pull that top piece 
all the way back.  Then you're good 
to go.

Peter cocks the handgun.  In a single motion, Peter's gun 
hand moves down toward Max's leg.  He squeezes the trigger.  
The hammer clicks loudly

But nothing else.

PETER
Oh.  Shit.
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MAX
Pete.  You little fucker.  You were 
gonna shoot me.

Max cocks his shotgun and aims it at Peter.

PETER
I... I was going for your foot.  I 
wasn't going to kill you.  Honest.

MAX
Sweet Jesus.  You back-stabbing 
piece of shit.

Still holding the shotty on Peter, Max digs in his pocket and 
holds up the bullet clip for the handgun.

MAX (CONT'D)
Good thing I don't trust ya as far 
as I can toss ya.  You got an empty 
clip.

PETER
Max, I had to try something!

MAX
So you were gonna shoot me?  
Thanks, pal.

PETER
I couldn't let you do this... 

MAX
Sit right where you're standing and 
put the gun down.  Now.

Max levels the shotgun at Peter's head, ready to shoot.

MAX (CONT'D)
(growling)

Do it!

Peter quickly sits on the concrete floor and puts the gun 
down.  Max grabs it back and paces around him.

MAX (CONT'D)
What the fuck is wrong with you?

Peter's head drops.  Max puts his lips next to Peter's ear, 
curling them back to reveal his teeth as he snarls:
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MAX (CONT'D)
Is this what you meant by us being 
two assassins, working side by 
side?  Huh?

Max smacks Peter, hard, upside the head.

MAX (CONT'D)
When you were yammering on and on 
about us hitting Mexico together, 
you forgot to mention one tiny 
detail.  That you were going to 
fuck--

Smacks him again,

MAX (CONT'D)
me--

Again, even harder.

MAX (CONT'D)
over!

PETER
Ow!

Max nuzzles the barrel of the shotgun against Peter's ear.

MAX
I told you I'd kill you if you 
betrayed me, didn't I?

PETER
Yes.

MAX
You think I'm fucking around here?

PETER
No.  I'm sorry about everything.

MAX
Jee-sus.  You fuckin' played me. 
Just tell me one thing.  Was that 
story about the toothpaste hand-job 
just a lie to get my trust?  'Cause 
I felt sorry for you.

PETER
It happened exactly like I said it 
did.  But as much as I hate 
Kathleen, I don't want to shoot 
holes in her.  She's not worth it.
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MAX
So you think you're better than me.

PETER
I didn't say that.  I just said I 
don't want to kill people who have 
fucked me over.

MAX
I do.

Max rubs the barrel against Peter's cheek, stroking it.

MAX (CONT'D)
And I will.  Starting with you.  
Say bye-bye.

PETER
(starting to lose it)

Max.  Please.  Not in the face.  If 
our friendship ever meant anything 
to you, don't shoot my face.  Oh 
God.  Please.

Peter scrunches his eyes shut, waiting for the hot blast.

PETER (CONT'D)
(whispering to himself)

The L-lord is my shepherd, I shall 
not want... um, though I, uh, walk 
through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I, uh, I fear no evil...

His throat clenches.  Breathing quickens.  Panic starts.

PETER (CONT'D)
And, um...  F-fuck!  Th-thou art 
with me, God, thy rod and staff 
comfort me, um, in the presence of 
m-my, uh, mine enemies...

Through gritted teeth:

PETER (CONT'D)
Hurry up and do it already!

MAX
Stop babbling and open your eyes, 
Peter.

Peter opens his eyes, wincing.
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MAX (CONT'D)
You gotta tell the whole story.  
You fucked up my tape, so you hafta 
stick around to do the talking for 
me.

PETER
This... isn't the part where you 
blow my brains out?

Max squats down close, shotgun turned away.

MAX
Nuh-uh.  This is where you get your 
ass back in that chair and put your 
cuffs on like a good boy.  C'mon.

As the boys re-cuff Peter to the pipe:

PETER
I had to try.

MAX
Now you'll get through therapy 
knowing you tried your best to be a 
hero.  I'm proud of you, McMillen.

PETER
You are?

MAX
It's the first time in a while I've 
seen you flyin' right up where the 
radar can getcha.  Doesn't feel so 
bad, does it?

Peter shakes his head.

MAX (CONT'D)
I just wish...

PETER
What?

MAX
Nothin'.

PETER
Say it, Max.

MAX
I just wish your flyin' so high was 
for a better reason than putting a 
bullet in me, that's all.
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Max picks up the duffel bag, letting the shotgun loose on the 
strap over his shoulder.  The barrel points down.  Max checks 
his watch.

MAX (CONT'D)
Your escapade has set me behind 
schedule.  Listen, I've had a swell 
time and you have a lovely home, 
but I hafta be on my way.

PETER
Max.  One more thing.

MAX
Just keep your mouth shut.  You 
came close to dying a minute ago.

PETER
I have to say this.  I'll miss you.

MAX
Fine.  I'm... gonna miss you, too.

Max walks toward the garage door.

MAX (CONT'D)
No worries though, 'cause I'll be 
seein' you in the funny papers...

The shotgun knocks against Max as he walks, firing a shell 
point-blank into his thighs.  He slides across the concrete 
floor, landing on his belly a few feet from Peter.

MAX (CONT'D)
Goddammit!  You shot me!

PETER
No, I didn't!

MAX
You did so!

PETER
How could I?  I'm still cuffed to 
this pipe!  See?

Max turns himself to his side.  The front of his legs and 
pelvis are punctured in multiple places.  Fresh blood flows.

MAX
Look at me... what a mess.

PETER
Oh God.  Max, you shot yourself.

72.



MAX
Oh sweet fuck.  The shotgun.  I 
left the safety off.

PETER
You need help.  Right now.

MAX
Oh, shit, shit, shit.

Max puts his hands by his sides to steady himself.  One hand 
dips into a pool of gathering blood.  He holds his hand up. 
Mesmerized, he watches the blood drip from his fingers.

PETER
Where's my cell?  I gotta call an 
ambulance.

Max feels the pocket of his shirt and pulls out Peter's cell.

MAX
Oh, yeah.  Here it is.

PETER
Give it to me.

MAX
This didn't turn out so good.

PETER
Maybe it still can turn out okay.  
I'll call someone who can save your 
life.  Please.

MAX
I'm gonna veto that idea.  I knew I 
was going out with a big splash.  I 
didn't think I'd actually be...

Max flicks some of his blood at Peter and chuckles.

MAX (CONT'D)
...makin' the splash.

PETER
Goddammit, stop the fucking jokes 
for once and give me the phone!

Max's lower body has blossomed with crimson flowers.  Blood 
coats his forearms as he tries to hold himself up.

MAX
Peter, I don't want help.
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Max slides the cell phone away, across the garage floor.

MAX (CONT'D)
I deserve this.  After what I was 
gonna do...

PETER
But you didn't, Max!  Let me get 
some help for you.  C'mon.

MAX
I got a secret for ya.

PETER
This is so fucked up.  Oh, shit.

MAX
Right before you die, God lets you 
see a moment in the future.

PETER
You're delirious.  You don't even 
believe in God.

MAX
Yeah, I do.  I started, like, 
fifteen seconds ago.

PETER
You'll never stop with the jokes, 
will you?

MAX
I'm serious.  Do you want to know 
what I saw or not?

Peter starts to cry, tears dripping.  He can't help it.

PETER
Sure.  Why the fuck not?

MAX
You'll have a son one day.  I saw 
you with him.  His name's gonna be 
Max.  But you'll never tell anyone 
why...

PETER
Hey, you're looking really pale.

MAX
I feel pale.
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PETER
Getting hard to stay awake?

MAX
Yeah.  Bleeding's... tougher than 
it looks.

PETER
Okay.  That's all I needed to know.

Peter, still handcuffed, brings his left foot up to his hand.  
He removes his shoe and sock.  He lifts his right foot up to 
his other cuffed hand and does the same.

MAX
Whaddaya doing, Petey?

PETER
Flyin' nice and high, where the 
radar hangs out.  After that, I'm 
playing it by ear.

Peter's tall.  He stretches out.  Holds the metal pipe for 
balance.  His bare feet just reach where Max lies.

With his feet and some effort, Peter carefully dislodges 
Max's handgun from his waistband.

MAX
What the... stop that.

Max tries weakly to push Peter's feet away.  Peter pulls the 
gun free of Max's waistband and slides it toward himself.

PETER
Where'd you put the key to the 
cuffs, Max?  Where'd you put it?

MAX
Fuck you.  I'm not tellin'.

Max tries to move away.  Roughly, Peter grabs Max's body with 
his feet and pulls him closer, using his feet like hooks.

MAX (CONT'D)
Ow!  Dammit, that hurts!

PETER
Oh, yeah?  It's gonna hurt more if 
you don't hand over that key.

Peter lifts his heel and slams it into one of Max's wounds.
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PETER (CONT'D)
A lot more!

Max howls.  He's almost crying.

MAX
Jesus Christ, Pete!  Stop it!

PETER
I'll do it again and again until I 
have that key.  Watch me!

Peter digs his heel into another wound.  Max moans low.

PETER (CONT'D)
You wanna die?  Then I'll make 
these last few minutes hell for 
you.  So, where's the key?

Peter lifts his heel, ready to strike another blow.

MAX
Alright!  Oh God, stop it.  In my 
shirt pocket.

Peter digs his toes into Max's shirt pocket and fishes out 
the small silver key on a ring.

PETER
See, Max?  You can't get away from 
me.  I'm gonna get you patched up 
and if you still wanna off 
yourself, go ahead.  But not now.  
Not while I'm watchin' you.

Peter stretches his leg to bring the key up to his hands in 
his curled toes.  He almost gets it, then drops the key.

Furious, turning beet red, Peter grabs the pipe...

PETER (CONT'D)
Dammit!

...and shakes the thing with everything he has, wrenching it 
free from the wall, cracking a seal, causing water to squirt 
out in a fountain.

Growling, summoning adrenaline-strength, he yanks it again, 
pulls the pipe apart at the broken seal, turning the fountain 
into a flood.  Water gushes onto the floor.

Peter slides the cuffs off the pipe at the break.  He's free.
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PETER (CONT'D)
Now, where's that cell...

Max cocks the shotgun.

MAX
Hold on there, boy.

Peter looks down at Max on the floor.  The shotgun's aimed 
right at him.

MAX (CONT'D)
Don't move a whisker.  I mean it.

Peter, heaving from exertion, tries to catch a breath.  The 
sound of the gushing water makes him want to pee.

PETER
I'm fucked, aren't I?

MAX
Only...  if you move before I'm 
done dyin'.

PETER
Okay.

With the cuffs still attached to each wrist, Peter kneels by 
Max's bloody body.  He's hoarse.

PETER (CONT'D)
That gives me about two minutes to 
tell you what I think of you.  And 
what I think of me.

MAX
Shut up.

Max weakly lifts the shotty to Peter's head.

MAX (CONT'D)
Or I'll...  blow your face off.

PETER
Not 'til I'm done.  I always knew I 
was your best friend.  But I 
forgot, Max... you're my best 
friend, too.

MAX
Pete...

PETER
Quiet.  I'm talking.
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Max shuts up.  Peter takes a breath.

PETER (CONT'D)
I watched people at school tear you 
apart every day, but standing up 
for you was too hard.  So I didn't.

MAX
It's not your problem...

PETER
Yes, it is, Max!  I had a front-row 
seat to watch you nose-dive after 
Ben died, and I never got off my 
ass to help you through it.  Not 
once.  If I had one more chance, 
I'd do things different.

MAX
If I had one more chance... so 
would I.

PETER
You mean...

MAX
Don't know what I was thinking, 
doing this.  They're not worth it.

Max turns a shade paler.

MAX (CONT'D)
Funny how dyin' makes a guy wanna 
live.  All the sudden.

PETER
Yeah.  It sure does.

Peter leans over.  He places his hands, cuffs hanging, on 
either side of Max's pallid face.

He closes his eyes, bends down.  He gently puts his lips on 
Max's, holds it there a moment, then pulls away.

MAX
Thanks.  That was nice.

PETER
There's so much to live for, dude.

Max swallows.  It's getting tougher to talk.
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MAX
G-go get the cell.  I don't think I 
have...  a lotta time.

Peter tears across the garage and finds the cell phone that 
Max threw earlier.

MAX (CONT'D)
Will ya tell everyone I wasn't 
gonna go through with it?

Three beeps sound as Peter dials 9-1-1.

PETER
(into phone)

Hello?  Yes, it's an emergency.

MAX
Will ya, Pete?

PETER
There's been a shooting accident at 
three-twelve Citrus Avenue...

The shotgun fires.

PETER (CONT'D)
Oh, shit!  I gotta go.

Peter hangs up as he runs to Max.  He kneels down.

PETER (CONT'D)
Max, what did you do?

MAX
That... thing's gotta hairpin 
trigger.  I didn't mean to shoot.

(smiling weakly)
Look.  The fucking wall never had a 
chance.

PETER
Very funny.  I'm gonna take that 
off your hands, okay?

Peter takes the shotgun and places it on the floor.  Blood 
from the shotgun gets on his hands.

MAX
Pete.  P-please don't leave me...

PETER
Shhh.  I'm not going anywhere.  Now 
shut up.  Last night... 
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it's just a bad memory, see?  One 
you and I can spend our lives 
tryin' to forget.  Understand what 
I'm sayin', bud?

Peter gently slaps Max's cheek, then grips his chin tightly.

PETER (CONT'D)
Do you?

Max slowly nods.  In a hoarse whisper:

MAX
Yeah.

Peter stands.  Walks to Max's duffel bag.  Picks it up and 
opens it.  Inside lies a framed picture.  Peter pulls it out 
and looks at it.

It's Max and Ben at the beach.  From before, long ago.

PETER
You're right, Max.

Peter grabs the duffel bag.

PETER (CONT’D)
Flyin' high's the only way to go.

He darts around the garage, shoving the smashed video tape, 
the handgun, the ammo bag and the handcuffs into the bag.

He falls on his knees in front of Max's floor plan, still on 
the floor.  He gazes once more at its macabre beauty.

He growls as he wads up the floor plan into a tight ball.  
Stuffs it into the duffel bag.  Zips it up.

He crams the whole duffel bag deep into some garage clutter.

It's gone.

Like it never existed.

In the distance, police sirens begin to wail.

FADE OUT:
THE END
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