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I NT. CLASSROOM — CATHCOLI C, ALL BOYS H GH SCHOCOL — DAY

ALLEN CANNON, a large, burly man sits at his desk hol ding
his head as his students chant his first nane. The students
are in uniforms with maroon sweaters with crosses over
their hearts. The classroomis full of Americana
decorations |i ke American Flags, “Uncle Sanf Posters and a
| arge picture of Richard N xon. ROCERS, a |anky, red-

hai red, obnoxi ous knowit-all, gets up and riles the crowd
nor e.

ROCGERS
Cone on, M. Cannon, tell us. You
know you wanna tell us. Wat’'s the
bi g deal ? You told us about your
daughter getting porked at Notre...

ALLEN
Knock it off, Rogers! | told you to
wat ch your nouth when you’'re talking
about ny daughter.

ROGERS
I was kidding, Alen. Now conme on,
tell us about all the slopes you
killed in Vietnam

ALLEN
Fell as, since the senester is al npbst
over, I'Il tell ya a great story.

The class cheers in appreciation.

ALLEN
Hey, hey, cal mdown, would ya?
You want Father Mulligan in here
agai n? So where was |? Ch, yeah
So, I'’mwal ki ng down a road al ong
Arice field with sonme gooks
wor ki ng all over the place, but
t hey were on our side.

Al l en gets up out of his desk and wal ks over to the w ndow
where a flagpole with the American flags hangs.

ALLEN(cont .)
Now this one fella, | could just



tell, he’'d piss on ol’ red, white
and blue in a second. Ya see, nen,
them sl anty-eyed bastards don’t
give a rat’s ass about Anmeri ca,
especially them VC s.

ROGERS
VD? You got VD in the war, M.
Cannon? Quch! Was she hot ?

ALLEN
That’ s not funny, Rogers.

The cl ass | aughs obnoxiously at Allen’s statenent as Allen
rubs hi s bal di ng head.

ALLEN
Nobody nesses with my country.

ROGERS
You nean Mbt her Russi a?

Al l en puts his hands on Rogers’ desk and |eans into him

ALLEN
Rogers, you’'re sick, ya know that?

The class | aughs hysterically. Rogers stares into Allen’s
eyes and shakes and wiggles violently in his chair as if he
wer e havi ng convul sions. Allen shakes his head in disgust.

ALLEN(cont .)
Baaah. Enough of you. So
there I was wal ki ng down this
rice path when | see this VC...

Al'l en | ooks over at Rogers.

ALLEN(cont .)
Vi et Cong bastard wal ki ng up
the path towards ne with a
wheel barrow ful | of cokes that
he was selling to the gooks. So,
| get closer, | take out my .45,
wal k up to himand take hi mout.

The cl ass cheers.



ALLEN( cont .)
That ain't all fell asl!

ROCGERS
Did you slice off his head and
put it on a pole and dance
around it?

ALLEN
I’ mgonna ignore that one,
Rogers. Well, | went up to him
to make sure he was gone. And |
turned over his wheel barrow and
yel l ed out to everyone, *“Cokes
are free, fellas.”

The class cheers wildly as the bell rings and the cl ass
storms out of the room Allen watches them|eave and grins
snmugly. After picking his ear wwth his pinky finger, he
takes his gl asses off, folds his arns, and bites the arm of
hi s gl asses.

Al'l en wal ks out into the hall, stops at the water fountain
and finally reaches his tiny office, tosses his books down
and grabs his coat.

EXT. MCGEE' S PUB — DAY

Allen cones out of a taxi irate. He is in front of MCGee's
Pub that has old style architecture to it with a sign above
the entrance that reads “Established in 1878."

ALLEN
Son of a bitch. Wy the hell don't
you norons go back home, you're
pi ssing the hell out of ne
everywhere | go.

Al len slans the cab door.

ALLEN(cont .)
And what the fuck is that goddam
dot for? If ya can’'t see out of it,
then why the hell do ya's have it?



The cab speeds away. Allen | ooks at the pub and sm |l es.

ALLEN
(relieved)
Al right.

Al l en rubs his hands together and wal ks toward t he door.

I NT. MCGEE' S PUB — DAY

Al len walks into the pub and is greeted nerrily by STEVE,

t he bartender and his good buddi es, RALPH and GEORGE, who
have been there since noon. Steve is a proper gentleman,
dressed as if he had an office job. Ralph is a short, pudgy
man and al ways covered in unmatching flannel. George is a
medi um si zed man, with a mlitary haircut. Ralph and
CGeorge are at a table for three, singing Christnas carols
out of tune while they swi ng nugs of beer back and forth.

GEORGE
Cone on and sit over here, A ny
boy, saved a seat for ya, ya
silly bastard.

RALPH
Yeah, and we didn’t puke on it yet
either this tine.

STEVE
For a change.

The bar erupts in drunken, over sarcastic |aughter.

STEVE(cont .)
Scotch and coke, M. Cannon?

ALLEN
Don’t you know, it, Steve.

Al'len puts his coat on the rack and wal ks over to Steve,
sits at the bar, scratches his nose and grabs his drink.

ALLEN(cont .)
Thanks a mllion. Well, another



senester is al nost done.

RALPH
So how many’ s that now? Have you
hit a thousand yet or what?

ALLEN
Yeah, that’s right, Ralph. |
have been teaching for five
hundred years, how did you ever
guess? You are such a geni us.

Al l en slans down his drink and slans the gl ass down on the
bar. Steve fills it immediately. Allen dows it again and
slams the gl ass down. Steve puts an oversi zed nug of beer
on the bar and Allen grabs it and wal ks over to the table.

Ral ph and George are bal ancing straws on their noses.

ALLEN
Maybe if you try it like this.

Al'l en grabs the straw and turns it |engthw se and puts it
back on Ral ph’s nose.

RALPH
No shit. That’s why you're the
teacher, Al

Al'l en | aughs and nods.

ALLEN
Yeah, | guess you're right. You
guys are always right.

I NT. MCGEE'S PUB — POOL ROOM — NI GHT

Al'l en, Ral ph and George are in a nusty, snoky room
shooti ng pool and downi ng pitchers of beer.

GEORGE
So, then | said, get fucked, you
stupid jackass. Wiat do | | ook
i ke, some wop that was born
yest erday?



The t hree

RALPH
Wll, you are a wop, George, | nean
Bal dini is an Eye-talian name, isn’t
it?

| augh and shoot sone nore pool.

ALLEN
Well, you know what | al ways say

GEORCGE & RALPH
Does a bear shit in the woods?

George and Ral ph | augh.

ALLEN
Yeah, that’s right.

GEORGE
What in hell does that nmean agai n?
You always say it, but | don’t think
you ever told us what it neant.

ALLEN
Ya know, it’'s sorta one of those
expressions | picked up over in
‘Nam Kinda |Ii ke when peopl e say that
phrase, “Que sera, sera?” Like that.

RALPH
(unbelievingly)
Oh yeah, that’s right. And how nany
gooks did you kill while you were
there? A few t housand?

ALLEN
Ha ha. Very funny. Both of you's
know that I'’ma killing machi ne

and | can't be stopped!

GEROCGE
Ri ght, A, just fucking shoot pool,
woul d ya?

ALLEN



Baaah. You' s guys...

I NT. MCGEE' S PUB — DART ROOM — NI GHT

Al len, Ceorge and Ral ph are throwing darts with a lot |ess
vel ocity and accuracy now. The roomis snokier than before.
Enpty beer pitchers are aligned along the windowsill. The
clock on the wall reads 2:36 AM

GEORGE
Well, one nore gane, guys? It’s
only about 9:30 isn’t it?

The three slosh out into the nmain bar area.

RAL PH
Yeah, ny Rosalie is gonna be
worried if | don't get my ass
home soon.

Allen wal ks out to the coat rack and Steve hands the coats
out to his drunken buddies. Steve starts to put his coat
on.

ALLEN
Ha! She’ s al ready fast asleep
rel axing after her |ong night
wth Ji mmy, your next door
nei ghbor’ s son.

CGeorge smacks Allen on the arm

GEORGE
Ssh. You know that’s why he’s
in therapy, asshole.

Al |l en | aughs.

ALLEN(cont .)
Al right, assholes, |I'’mgetting
outta here ya honkies. See you
t onmor r ow.

GEORGE
Take care, Allen. Oh, wait, you



know they’ re doi ng construction
on the Blue Line, right? No
trains until 6 AM how you gonna
get home?

ALLEN
Yeah, sure, George, nice try.
Is this like the time you told
me that McGee’s was on fire and
noved over to Broad Street and |
went there and it was a convent?

George and Steve | augh.

ALLEN(cont .)

O like that tinme you told ne |
had to transfer to the Green Line
at Mapl ewood Station to get to
your house? Shit, | ended up in

t he goddamm ghetto. Fucki ng spooks
everywhere. You know you' re ful

of shit sonetines, and this is one
of them

STEVE
No, M. Cannon, he’'s right, the
last train left at 2: 30AM and
another isn’t running until 6
in the norning.

ALLEN
And how do you know this, M.
have ny nmonmy pick nme up from
wor k?

Ceorge and Ral ph | augh.

STEVE
| took it the other day when
ny mom was sick. There is a
huge poster up and the gates
are | ocked up.

ALLEN
You's are full of shit. | am
| eavi ng before the sun cones
up. Good night to you all, ya



j okers.

RALPH
Bye, big Al

STEVE
‘“Night, M. Cannon. See you
| ater on, eh?

ALLEN
(to hinself)
Yeah, | guess so, ya fruit.

Al l en shuffles his feet slowy towards the door as he puts
on his coat with Steve’s hel p.

STEVE
Be sure to keep this on, it’'s
a ni ppy one out there tonight.

ALLEN
Gee, thanks, Mom ya whore.

STEVE
Al right, alright, get hone
safely and renenber what we
sai d about the Blue Line.

ALLEN
Ch, give it a rest, already.

Al'l en stunbles to the door and | eans against it for a few
seconds to gain his bal ance.

EXT. STREET — NI GHT

Al'l en wal ks down the block to the subway station. As he
does he bunps into a newspaper nachine, a street |ight
pole, a netal-wired trash can and trips over an uneven
portion of the sidewal k.

As he gets closer to the subway, the cold, norning air
starts to wake himup and make hima bit nore aware of his
surroundi ngs; but not rmuch. Allen conmes upon the subway
station and wal ks down the steps.
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I NT. SUBWAY STATI ON — NI GHT
Al'len wal ks up to a large poster and reads it al oud.

ALLEN
VWhat's this? “Due to
construction, the Blue Line
will NOT run from2AMto
6AM starting on Decenber 18'"
and going until January 4'"
We are sorry for any
i nconveni ence this may cause.”
Jesus Christ, those little
shits are going all out on this
one. Putting up a sign to trick
me. | bet they even got this here
gate to be | ocked sonehow, too.

Al'l en wal ks over to the gate and sees it is half open.

ALLEN
Well, they did a half-assed job
on this one, there's a big space
between the floor and the gate.

Al'l en | ays down, slides under the gap and proceeds through
the turnstiles.

I NT. SUBWAY TRAI N PLATFORM — NI GHT

Al l en wal ks down the steps cautiously. Noises are heard
fromafar that are being nade by LUTHOR, a dark skinned,

bl ack, honel ess person with tattered clothes and a distinct
stench who is rummagi ng the dunpsters | ooking for scraps to
eat .

ALLEN
Darm it all. And there’s no
one around? Cone on...

Al'l en | ooks around for a person to talk to. In the process,
the warmair in the subway station has nade him sl eepy and
he begins to trip over his own feet as he tries to wal k.

ALLEN(cont .)
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Excuse ne, sir, but can you...

Allen taps a dark blue pillar near the subway track and
realizes that it is not a person.

ALLEN( cont.)
(conf used)
Okay, Fine.

All en hears noises at the far end of the tracks and starts
to stunble over to them After a few steps he bunps into a
metal bench and sits down.

ALLEN
Well, I mght as well rest
up before the train cones.

Al'l en maneuvers his body along the sticky bench and |ies
down. As he lies on his back he hears the noise begin to
grow and get cl oser.

ALLEN
Maybe | won’t have to nove
at all. | hear that sound

com ng down the track. Wo
Wo - Chuga Chuga.

LUTHOR
What the hell is you doin
you crazy white boy. Didn't yo
nmomma ever tell you that
when you reach a certain age
ya'll’s suppose to stop actin’
i ke a goddamm train. Shit.

Al'l en opens his eyes wide and sits up imediately to | ook
at Lut hor.

ALLEN
Jesus Christ, you scared the
shit outta ne.
(to hinself)
Good thing you' re teeth are
white or else |I'd never a
seen ya.



LUTHOR
Oh, | see what we got here.
Yep. | may be blind in ny
| eft eye, but | can see clearly.
Didn't take ne long, neither, |
can spots one a mle away.

ALLEN
(to hinself)
Spot what? Arib joint? A KFC?

Lut hor laughs and sits down next to Allen on the bench.

LUTHOR
Never m nd that, boy, why
don't ya'll tell ne why you
down here. You don’t | ook
like you ain’t got no hone
wi ths your fancy coat and nice
pants.

Lut hor starts to rub Allen's coat in admration. Allen
slides down the bench away from Luthor quickly.

ALLEN
What are you doing, freak?

LUTHOR
Damm, boy, you sure is
tenperanental, ain't ya?
Shit, I was just feelin’
yo fancy coat. You got
somet hi ng agai nst bei ng
admred? | thought all white
peopl es |l oved to be admred.

ALLEN
(nervously and nocki ngly)
Now, that’s certainly a raci st
thing to say, don’t you think?
Especially since we don’'t even
know each ot her

Lut hor laughs heartily and it echoes throughout the vacant
subway tracks.



Lut hor poi

ALLEN(cont .)
Anyways, |'mwaiting for the
train, why the hell else would
| be here, ya noron?

LUTHOR
Moron? Boy, | thi
noron. Are you il
sonet hi ng?

ALLEN
Illiterate? Hardl
| azy self, I'ma

nk you the
literate or

y. Unlike your
school teacher

and | can read real good.

LUTHOR

Wll, did you read that sign

atop themstairs
Qovi ously not .

nts up the steps.

ALLEN

good?

Al'l en chuckl es heartily.

How nmuch are they paying you?

LUTHOR

Payi ng? Who' s payi ng? Money?

What you tal kin’

ALLEN
George and Ral phi

“bout ?

e, how much

are they paying you for this
l[ittle stunt? Since you re only
a bum probably a couple of
snokes and a bottle of Ji m Beam

LUTHOR

| don’t know what you talkin’

“bout. Shit, | i

ve down here,

man. You know how |l ong it took

me to figure out
gate? Shit, boy,

how t o open t hat
that was rea

wor k! Goddamm constructi on nmakes it
alil’ tougher on ne, but | makes
the best of things out of it, ya

know?

13



Allen sits, thinks and | ooks around.

ALLEN
So you no one has put you up to
this? Not a CGeorge or a Ral ph.

LUTHOR
My dear brother, why on God' s
earth would I lie toyall?

Al en takes off his glasses, bites the end of the arm of
t hem and crosses his arms. Luthor is down on the tracks
pi cking up things. Unbeknownst to Allen, noises are heard
of keys jingling and a person shuffling his feet.

I NT. SUBWAY STATION - NI GHT

A bl ack TRANSI T WORKER, with a huge ring of keys and
snoking a cigarette who | ocked the gate back up. She is
pushi ng a garbage can on wheels with a broom and a nop
sticking out of the top of her cart.

ALLEN( o/ s)
(quietly to hinself)
Well, if the trains are out
of service, then it’Il be about

three hours until they start.

Allen gets up to | eave and wal ks up the steps to the gate
t hat has now been cl osed and | ocked.

ALLEN
Hey, you, ma’am let ne
out, would ya? | need to catch
a cab to get hone, please hurry.

TRANSI T WORKER
Ha! You crazy. How the hell’'d
you git in there in the first
pl ace, honey?

ALLEN
It’s a long story, just let ne
out, please.

Allen pulls out his wallet and hangs a bill to her.

14
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ALLEN(cont .)
(desperatel y)
Here, look, 1’1l give you five
bucks, just unlock the door. How
fucking hard is that? Cone on

The transit worker wal ks over to Allen and grabs the five-
dollar bill. She holds it to the light and puts it in her
pocket. Incidentally, she catches a whiff of the al cohol.

TRANSI T WORKER
Whew, boy, you been drinkin ?
‘Cause you sure snells like it.
How did a wino |ike you get a
five-dollar bill? You nusta hit
t he good side of town, huh?

ALLEN
Wat? |'"mnot a bum |I’ma schoo
teacher, | just went to the bar

after work...

TRANSI T WORKER
Child, let nme tell you, you snell
and | ook like a wino so that can
only mean one thing. You is a
not her fuckin' wino. Now | don’'t
know how the hell ya'll got down
here, but you is staying, ya
hear? Cause | know t hat as soon
as | let you out, you Il take
advant age of ny womanhood and
I"l1l be front page news in the
G obe tonorrow. 1'd rather get
in trouble with work than have
some crazy white boy all up in
me. Just the thought gives ne
t he heeby geeby’s.

She shivers violently.
ALLEN

Pl ease? | am beggi ng you. You
al ready have five dollars, what
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nore do you want? Look at al
t hose keys you have and you
can’t unl ock nme?

The transit worker begins to wal k away.

ALLEN(cont .)
Wait. | need to get out of here.
| can’'t be stuck down here with
that freak for three hours. He
touched ne and |'mafraid he’l
do it again. Please? Please?

The transit worker nods her head no.

TRANSI T WORKER
You' re lucky that’s all he’s
done to ya. Listen, all these
keys are just for show. The man
don’t trust ne with the rea
ones so he just give ne these to

make nme feel like I’ m sonething.
Now you just sit tight, the
train Il be up in a few hours.

She | aughs devilishly and wal ks away. Allen grabs the gate
and shakes it a little. The weight of it and his waning
strength nmake it conplicated. He | eans his head agai nst the
gate to hold hinself up. He sighs |oudly.

I NT. SUBWAY STATI ON PLATFORM — NI GHT

Luthor is lying on his back on the bench asleep as Allen
wal ks down the steps di sgusted.

ALLEN
Oh, no, no way, get your ass
up, | need to get to sleep,
ya bum
LUTHOR
(unnoved)

Hey, shut up, | am sl ee-ping.

ALLEN
Listen to ne, if | have to
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sl eep down here, | am sl eeping
on the bench. You can lay on the
ground; you' re used to that.

Luthor sits up slowy and peers into Allen s eyes deeply.

LUTHOR
Boy, think about what you just
said. Does it nmake any sense at
all?

ALLEN

(nmocki ngl y)
O course it did, are you having
a hard time understandi ng? Need
me to speak in Ebonics, brother?
Is that it? You be on ny bench,
now, ya'll best be gettin off
before I be whoopin yo ass, bitch.

LUTHOR
Pl ease! | understood what you
said, just think about it for
a mnute. No, you too stupid, |’ m

gonna tells ya what it neans.

ALLEN
(to hinself)
Thi s shoul d be good.

Lut hor sits up and notions Allen to sit down next to him by
patting the enpty space next to him

LUTHOR
What’ s your name?

ALLEN
Al 'l en.

LUTHOR

Alrighty, Allen. Alen, I
want to talk to you man to
man.

Lut hor pulls Allen close by putting an arm around hi m
Allen is a bit apprehensive and | ooks uneasy with this
cl oseness.



LUTHOR( cont . )
Now what you said is that | am
used to sl eeping on the ground.
Well, boy, that is wong. | am
used to sleeping on the hard,
col d, disgusting, pissed on
ground. What kind of bed are
you used to sleeping in?

ALLEN
VWell, | have...

LUTHOR
No, wait, let me guess. You
got a nice, big queen size bed
with four pillows. Two for you and
two for your wife. It’s got al
t hese blue frills on the sides
‘cause that’s what your wife |ikes.
Am 1 right, Alen?

ALLEN
Actually it’s a king size bed.
M wife likes the extra room
because sonetines | put ny knees
in her back and she...

LUTHOR
Ri ght, right, | understand. But
do you see ny point, brother?

ALLEN
In a way. Since you don’'t have a
good |ife and are | ess fortunate,
|’ m supposed to pity you, is that
t he point?

LUTHOR
Good Lord. Not only is you a
bi got, you is cold hearted and
j udgnental , too. Goddanmn boy,
you one of the whitest
crackers | ever seen.

Lut hor chuckl es.



ALLEN
Bi got ? What are you tal king
about ? Who is the one doing
all the nane calling? Huh?

LUTHOR
Forget that, just listen. Do
you have any idea why |'m
honel ess? Don’t answer, | ust
listen. You ever heard of
Vietnam Allen? |I'’mnot talkin
“bout the country, but the war?

ALLEN
Pl ease, what do you know about
‘“Nan? | spent four years over
there defending this country.

LUTHOR
Oh yeah, what division and rank
were you?

ALLEN
Oh, | was all over. Did sonme tine
as a captain, a general, anong
ot hers.

LUTHOR

Do you tell everyone that or just
me cause you think I’m sone dunb
ni gger ?

ALLEN
Wiy would | |ie about defending ny
country? O course, all of ny famly
and friends know about ny ass ki cking
overseas. | ripped a lot of Charlies
new asshol es...

LUTHOR
Shit, you gots to have a dunb ass
famly and friends, cause you are
so full of horseshit, boy.

Lut hor | aughs heartily.



ALLEN
Ch, please, in ny tine spent
in Vietnam | did nore than
you' || ever do in your life,
you bum

LUTHOR

(angrily)
Shit, you are a dunb bastard.
Look at me. |I'mgonna tell you
somet hi ng. You never spent any
time over in Vietnam you piece
of shit. No pansy ass |ike
yoursel f woul d survive. You d get
shot by your own nen before the

eneny could. I was in Vietnam
I was there; | saw what happened.
| lost sight in ny eye. | never

killed no one cause | was too
chicken shit, Iike you. Only, |

had a good reason. | had bullets
flying at nmy goddamm head.
(beat)

Al'l you had to do was nmake sure
cof fee was hot and sharpen all
the pencils. Am1 right, Alen?

ALLEN
Vell, actually...
LUTHOR
No “actually’s”, yes or no,

Al |l en?

Al l en takes off his glasses and rubs his face and stares
f orwar d

LUTHOR( cont . )
That’s what | thought. You know
why | am honel ess?

Al |l en nods.
LUTHOR( cont . )

It ain"t ‘cause |'mlazy or
don’t know how to do not hi ng.

20



Shit, boy, spending tinme over

in that place nmade ny m nd AFU

Al Fucked Up. Ain’t no place

in the world that’s gonna hire

a crazy nigger to work for them
is there? Hell no. Sons a bitches
i ke you got it made. Not just
‘cause you gots a steady m nd, but
‘cause you is white. Only famly

had when | left was ny nomma. They
told her | died in the war. Wen
did come honme, | found her in a
hospi tal, dying of cancer.

(beat)

I had nothing. No one. See what |I'm
sayi ng?

Lut hor stornms off the bench and wal ks over to the far end
of the platform Allen |ooks over at himwth pity in his
eyes and nods his head conpassionately.

ALLEN
(to hinself)
Yeah, | do see what you’' re saying.

I NT. SUBWAY STATI ON PLATFORM — NI GHT

Allen is still sitting on the bench pondering the story
Luthor told him Luthor is heard speaking aloud to hinself
from af ar.

LUTHOR( o/ s)
(ecstatic)
Al right, a pack of cards.
(beat)
forty-nine, fifty, fifty-one,
fifty-two. Hot damm, they al
here. Shit!

Lut hor wal ks towards the bench where Allen sits.

LUTHOR( cont . )
Yeah, cards. Last tinme |I played
cards was back when | was in the
hospital with nmomma. |’ d play
solitaire to pass the tine. |

21



pl ayed to keep nmy mind off ny
nmom dyi ng.

(beat)

| played solitaire for three
weeks straight. It was good

t hough, ‘cause | got to eat the
food they gave ny nomra.

Lut hor chuckl es sonberly.

ALLEN
Do you play poker...

Al l en stunbl es because he doesn’t know Lut hor’s nane.

LUTHOR

Lut hor. Luthor WIIi ans.
ALLEN

Lut hor ?
LUTHOR

Shit, | haven't played poker
since | was overseas in ‘Nam

Lut hor shuffles the cards to break an unconfortabl e
si | ence.

ALLEN
So, how d you know |I never
went to Vietnanf

Lut hor | aughs heartily.

LUTHOR
Let’s just say, | can tell.
When ya gots white skin,
you're easier to see through.

Lut hor laughs. Allen follows with a sincere chuckle.

ALLEN
Yeah, | guess so. On the
ot her hand, you people are
pretty tough to read, unless
you got white witing on ya.

22
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Al'l en chuckl es. Luthor gives a nmean look to Allen. Allen
stops laughing instantly and fear sets in his eyes. After a
pause, Luthor punches Allen jokingly in the arm and | aughs
| oudly. Allen catches on and | aughs.

ALLEN
So, yeah, | stayed in the
United States. South Carolina
to be exact.

LUTHOR

Paris |Island?
ALLEN

Yeah, yeah, that’s it.
LUTHOR

Shit, I went through boot

canp there. Toughest eight
weeks of ny life. Goddamn
Sparks. 1'Il never forget
hi m

ALLEN
Yeah, Sparks, what a son
of a bitch, huh?

LUTHOR
Yeah, | always renenber that
every tine we tried to play
poker, Sparky woul d cone by
and take our cards. |I'Il never
forget what he said either.
“You ain't in ny platoon to
be playin’ these sissy ganes
cause there ain't..

ALLEN & LUTHOR
“No pansies in ny platoon!”

They | augh heartily together as Luthor shuffles the cards.

I NT. SUBWAY STATI ON PLATFORM — MORNI NG

Anot her TRANSI T WORKER unl ocks the gate and gets the
station ready for the norning.



ALLEN( o/ s)
Ha! And again | whoop your
sorry ass, ya bastard!
What is that four in a row

now?

LUTHOR
Ah, and these is ny cards
too, | should be whoopin
yo ass.

ALLEN

Al right, ny deal, gime them
cards, Luthor, would ya?

A noi se of an approaching train is heard unbeknownst to
Al'l en and Lut hor.

LUTHOR
Your deal ? You crazy, you just
dealt. | may be getting on in

years, but | ain’t no dummy.

The noise grows with every word Allen and Luthor speak to
the point that they appear to be noving their nmouths with
no words com ng out at all.

LUTHOR( cont . )
Now gi ves ne the cards, woul d
ya?

The train pulls up to the station and opens its doors.

ALLEN
No way, it’'s ny deal, so
woul d you just get over it,
boy? I amdealing and that’s
final.

The doors close and the train pulls away.
LUTHOR
Boy? Ha, you crazy, cone now,

gives nme the cards.

THE END
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