THE BELL RINGER

FADE IN:

EXT. COLLEGE DORMITORY – EVENING – LATE NOVEMBER

A car pulls up in front of a college dormitory in a small New England town.

INT. CAR (STOPPED, ENGINE RUNNING)

The driver, DALE, a college freshman, leans over and peers out the window of the passenger seat. Finally he sees his pal, JEFF STRYKER, hurrying out of the dorm, suitcases in hand.

Also a college freshman, JEFF is intelligent, but somewhat quirky, geeky, self-conscious, awkward. He wears a pair of thick glasses. 

Dale pops the trunk of his car. Jeff throws in his suitcases, shuts the trunk back up. Jeff climbs in the car.

JEFF

(breathing heavily)

Thanks for taking me, man.

DALE

No problem. Got your plane ticket?

Jeff holds up his ticket.

JEFF

Right here.

The car starts rolling.

Jeff leans back in his seat, shuts his eyes.

JEFF

I am sooo ready for Christmas break!

DALE

Tell me about it!

JEFF

(shakes his head)

Half the campus is already on the
road and I’m stuck here taking a

three o clock final!
DALE

So how did you do?

JEFF

Man, I don’t know. Ok, I guess.

DALE

Well, don’t worry about it. Relax.

You’re goin’ home to California for

six weeks. How cool is THAT!

Jeff looks down at the airplane ticket in his hand.

JEFF
Yeah. I’ll be landing at San Francisco

 at 7 AM tomorrow.

DALE

 Don’t your folks live in Carmel?

JEFF
Yeah but first I land at SFO, then I take

the shuttle down. It’s cheaper.

EXT. CAR (MOVING)

The car rolls towards the airport as a gentle snow falls.

INT. AIRPLANE – MORNING

Shot of Jeff asleep in his seat. He is startled awake by the voice of the Captain.

VOICE OF CAPTAIN

This is your Captain speaking. We are

now making our initial descent into San

Francisco..

A groggy-looking Jeff turns and looks out the window. 

VOICE OF CAPTAIN

We have partly cloudy skies over SFO. The

temperature is a balmy 52 degrees, and it

should be a pleasant day here for you in

the City By The Bay. It’s about 6:54 Pacific

Standard Time. We should be arriving at the

gate in about fifteen minutes.

Jeff stares out the window. There is a hint of a smile on his countenance.

JEFF

(softly to himself)

San Francisco.

EXT. PLANE (MOVING) TOUCHING DOWN AT SFO

At that moment, the opening guitar chords of Scott McKenzie’s “San Francisco (Be Sure To Wear Flowers In Your Hair)” are heard.

CUT TO:

VARIOUS SHOTS: SAN FRANCISCO

As the song plays, there is a cut to bright scenes of San Francisco (Golden Gate Bridge, Telegraph Hill, Trollies rolling down steep city streets)

SONG

If you’re going

To San Fran-ciso

QUICK CUT TO:

VARIOUS SHOTS: c. 1967 HIPPIE/FLOWER CHILDREN SHOTS

SONG

Be sure to wear

flowers in your hair

QUICK CUT TO:

PLANE CABIN (LANDED)

The “Stay Seated” light goes off. The aisles are immediately crammed with passengers leaping up to get their luggage out of the overhead compartment bins.

SONG

If you come 

to San Francisco

You’re gonna meet

some gentle people there

As the song continues, Jeff fights his way up out of his seat, up to the overhead compartment. He struggles to pull down his suitcase. His body is mashed by other passengers.

SONG

All across the nation

there’s a new vibration,

people in motion

Now Jeff stands in the aisle, mashed against his fellow motley crew of grumpy passengers, all anxiously waiting for the plane doors to open. Everyone has matted hair from the long flight—look half-asleep.

SONG

There’s a whole generation

With a new explanation,

people in motion

people in motion..

The plane doors still have not open. Jeff continues to stand in the crush of fellow passengers in the crammed aisle.

SONG

For those who come

to San Francisco

Summer time

will be a love-in there

Impatient passengers start to push, shove. Some call out “Open the doors!”

SONG

If you come

to San Francisco

summer time

will be a love-in there

The Captain’s voice comes over the inter-com.

CAPTAIN’S VOICE

Ladies and gentlemen, I do apologize.

We’re waiting for the portable walkway.
We got in a little early, so it’ll be

about another twenty minutes or so.

EXT. LOWER LEVEL OUTDOOR WALK – SFO AIRPORT

Shot of Jeff rolling his luggage out towards the shuttle van that has just pulled up to the curb. Jeff pays his fee, hops in the van.

EXT. AIRPORT SHUTTLE VAN (MOVING) – HIGHWAY ONE OUTSKIRTS OF MONTEREY- DAY

The airport shuttle van closes in on the bayside town of Monterey, California.

INT. AIRPORT SHUTTLE VAN (MOVING)

Jeff stirs awake, his music earphones still on. He takes them off, looks out the window.

He starts gathering his things up, putting them into his duffle bag.

INT. AIRPORT SHUTTLE VAN (MOVING) – DOWNTOWN MONTEREY

Jeff looks out the van window and sees his smiling, expectant parents waiting at the shuttle stop in downtown Monterey.  They spot Jeff, wave excitedly.

EXT. SHUTTLE VAN STOP

Jeff emerges from the shuttle van, greets his parents with a big hug. They help him gather his luggage from the back of the van.

JEFF’S FATHER

Tired?

JEFF

REALLY tired.

JEFF’S MOTHER

Did you get any sleep?

JEFF

Off and on. I’ve been on the road

since six last night!

JEFF’S MOTHER

Well you can take a nap once we get

home. It is so GOOD to have you back!

Jeff’s mother kisses him.

JEFF

I’m glad to BE back!

INT. SALVATION ARMY CENTER – SOCIAL HALL

LTCOL DAN MEYERS addresses a group of would-be seasonal bell-ringers, young and old.

LT COL MEYERS

It’s not a complicated job. Basically,

you stand there, and you ring a bell.

CAMERA SHOT focuses on nineteen year-old JEFF STRYKER who listens intently.

SHOT: LT COL MEYERS PACES THE FLOOR AS HE CONTINUES

LT COL MEYERS

Then again, it’s not quite that simple.

LT COL Meyers pauses to face his listeners.

LT COL MEYERS

There actually is a science to 

bell ringing.

SHOT: JEFF STRYKER LEANS FORWARD

SHOT: LT COL MEYERS

LT COL MEYERS

Believe it or not, HOW you stand there

and ring your bell has a direct outcome

on how much money people will put into

your kettle. Some bell ringers consistently

have full kettles at the end of the day.

Others consistently turn in almost empty

kettles at the end of their shift.

LT COL Meyers points over to MAJOR McKINLEY.

LT COL MEYERS

In fact, empty kettles can be hazardous.

Major McKinley here can attest to that.

(to Major McKinely)

Major?

MAJOR McKINLEY

Last year we had this one lady bell

ringer--she was not a high performer…

[BEGIN FLASHBACK]

SHOT: OUTSIDE A SHOPPING CENTER

Major McKinley pulls up in his van and hops out. The slovenly lady bell-ringer is already breaking down her kettle stand for the day. Her two kettles are on the ground beside her.

MAJOR MCKINELY

Busy day?

SLOVENLY LADY BELL RINGER

Yeah, I guess.

Major McKinely hovers over the red kettle on the ground.

MAJOR MCKINLEY

(chuckles)

This is how I build my arm muscles

during Christmas Season.

Major McKinley braces himself, lowers himself to the ground using both legs, pauses, then pulls up on the kettle handle with a mighty heave.

The unexpectedly weightless kettle is whipped up off the ground— McKinley’s arms go flying in the air. He falls back into the nearby bushes, howling in pain. 

[END FLASHBACK]

LT COL MEYERS PACES THE ROOM, GATHERS HIS THOUGHTS

LT COL MEYERS

Rule One: Smile! Believe it or not,

potential donors will pass you by

OR stop to give, simply based on 

whether or not you’re smiling!

LT COL MEYERS PACES THE ROOM SOME MORE

LT COL MEYERS

Rule # 2: Stand up straight. Don’t

slump. Look like you WANT to be there.

Yes, that does affect donations.

LT COL MEYERS MOVES CLOSER TO HIS AUDIENCE

LT COL MEYERS

And Third—and perhaps most important—say

“Thank you!” Say “Merry Christmas.” Say

“God Bless You,” when people put in money.

You’d be surprised at how often people come

up to me and say, “I put money in the kettle

and the ringer didn’t even acknowledge me!”

DON”T be like that. PLEASE!

LT TONY SABAREZ, a sharp young Salvation Army officer, chimes in.

LT TONY

That’s right. Please remember that you’re

representing the Salvation Army. There’s

a lot of respect out there for the Army

because we do a lot of good work. We need

workers who will reflect well on our

organization. Be gracious.

LT COL MEYERS

(to LT TONY)

Tony, any ringing tips for our new folks?

LT TONY

Well for one…

LT TONY stands straight, leans slightly forward, slightly bends his knees.

LT TONY

..You’re going to be standing for long

hours. It will go easier on your legs

and back if you lean slightly forward,

and bend your knees slightly.

LT TONY grabs a nearby bell off a table top.

LT TONY

As for ringing the bell…

(moves the handle slightly with his fingers)

..all it takes is a slight roll of the fingers

to get it to ring nicely. You don’t need to

shake it hard.

(changes rhythm of bell)

Some ringers even like to get a little

musical rhythm going.

LT COL MEYERS again breaks in to address the group.

LT COL MEYERS

The Christmas Kettle Drive is how we

bring in the majority of our donations

for our work throughout the year. I 

can’t stress enough how important your

work as bell ringers is to our organization.

LT COL MEYERS pauses for dramatic effect.

LT COL MEYERS

It can be tedious work. The hours tend to

pass slowly. But remember all the folks

You’re helping by simply ringing that bell. 

LT COL MEYERS pauses, smiles.

LT COL MEYERS

Have a great Thanksgiving Day,

everyone. See you back here the

day after—7:30 AM sharp! 

INT. STRYKER HOME – THANKSGIVING DAY

Jeff Stryker’s DAD finishes up the Thanksgiving dinner blessing. Then, he proceeds to carve up the turkey.

The extended Stryker family is seated around the lavish table in the upper middle-class home. They start the feast.

JEFF’S MOM

(to Jeff)

Jeffrey, tell Aunt Alice what you’ll

be doing this Christmas season.

JEFF

(to Aunt Alice, seated next to him)

I’m ringing bells for the Salvation Army.

AUNT ALICE

Oh! You volunteered! How nice!

JEFF

Not actually. They’re paying me.

AUNT ALICE

Paying you?!

UNCLE JIM

They PAY people to do that?

JEFF

Yeah. I mean, they use volunteers, but

they also need people to ring full time.
JEFF’S MOM

(to Uncle Jim and Aunt Alice)

Well think about it—who volunteers

to ring bells forty hours a week? They

need people to man the kettles all day,

six days a week during Christmas.
JEFF

Some ringers work 60 hours a week.

AUNT ALICE

I never realized!

UNCLE JIM

So Jeff, are you gonna wear one

a Santa suit?

JEFF

No, no. Salvation Army bell ringers

don’t wear Santa suits.

JEFF’S DAD

I think they should!

UNCLE JIM

Me too!

Aunt Alice slaps Uncle Jim’s arm.

AUNT ALICE

Oh, stop embarrassing him!

(to Jeff)

When do you start?

JEFF

Tomorrow morning.

UNCLE JIM

And you’re going to do it all

the way up to Christmas?

JEFF

All the way up to Christmas Eve.

Christmas Eve is half a day.
AUNT ALICE

I just admire you for doing that.

JEFF’S MOM

It works out really well. Asbury College

has a six-week Christmas Break, so a lot

of the students can earn money over the

Holidays ringing bells.
JEFF

Extra tuition money always helps.

JEFF’S DAD

Just don’t tell anyone you’re being paid. 

(chuckles)

JEFF’S MOM

Oh, Dean..

UNCLE JIM

Well, how hard can it be? You stand

there, ring the bell, and say “Merry

Christmas!”

JEFF

Yeah. That’s what I figured.

Easy money.

(pauses, catches himself)

Oh..and it’s a good cause too.

INT. CAR (MOVING)

Jeff’s Mom drives. An anxious-looking Jeff sits in the passenger seat.

JEFF’S MOM

(to Jeff)

Are you excited, sweetie?

JEFF

Yeah, I guess so.

JEFF’S MOM

A little nervous too?

JEFF

Mom..

JEFF’S MOM

It’s ok to be nervous, sweetie.

JEFF

I’ll be ok.

JEFF’S MOM

I know you will, honey. But I also

know that you tend to be anxious 

about trying new things. And I know

that you also can be very self conscious

in certain situations.

JEFF

I just want to do a good job

and all.

JEFF’S MOM

I know. But you’re dealing with the

public here. And this is the first

time you’ve really had a job where

you deal with the public.

JEFF

It can’t be too bad. All I have to

do is smile and say “thank you” and

“Merry Christmas.”

JEFF’S MOM

Well just make sure you do smile.

You have such a pretty smile.

Jeff reacts sheepishly.

JEFF’S MOM

But you’re right. Be friendly.

Greet people. Look them in the 

eye. Be outgoing!

JEFF

I will, Mom.

EXT. CAR (MOVING)

The car pulls up in front of the Salvation Army center.

INT. CAR (STOPPED)

JEFF’S MOM

Have a wonderful day, sweetie. 

We’ll be praying for you.

JEFF

Thanks, Mom. I’ll be all right.

Jeff starts to open the door.

JEFF’S MOM

Kiss!

Jeff heaves an embarrassed sigh. He leans over, gives his mother a quick peck on the cheek. Mom kisses him in return. Jeff climbs out of the car.

INT. SALVATION ARMY VAN (MOVING) – MORNING

The inside of the van is loaded with bell-ringers, all holding their empty red kettles and bells. Jeff sits right in the midst of the other ringers.

Seated next to Jeff is a hyper-enthusiastic young guy (ALAN), the only one in the van wearing a Santa hat. Alan’s  face beams with a smile. He wears a bright white shirt covered with Christmas buttons.

ALAN

(to Jeff)

Hey, I’m Alan! What’s your name?

JEFF

Jeff.

Alan extends his hand. Jeff shakes it.

ALAN

Great to meet ya, Jeff! First year?

JEFF

Oh yeah.

ALAN

Third year for me. I’m psyched!

JEFF

Really?

ALAN

Oh, yeah! I could stand out there

all day AND all night!

JEFF

That’s a long time.

ALAN

Yeah, but it’s so FUN, man! Last year

I had a helium balloon machine, and I

was blowin’ up balloons for the kids,

passin’em out—it was awesome!

LT COL MEYERS

(chiming in from driver’s seat)

The rest of you should think about

doing that. Those balloons go gang-busters.

ALAN

(laughs)

You tell’em, Colonel!

(turns back to Jeff)

I hope I get my same corner this year.

Alan turns to the lady on his other side.

ALAN

(brightly)

Hey, I’m Alan. What’s your name?

Jeff turns his attention to the front of the van, where the bell ringer seated in the driver’s seat is peppering LT COL Meyers with questions.  The ringer in the driver’s seat, WAYNE, is a super-articulate, but slightly off-kilter thirty-something fellow with thick sideburns.

WAYNE

Would you suggest starting off with two

kettles— in the event one fills up?

LT COL MEYERS

I like that optimism but it’s not likely 

you’re going to fill up a kettle.  Even 

on the busiest days.

WAYNE

Well, the reason I proffer that suggestion,

is that it’s always advantageous to prepare

for any unforeseen eventuality…

LT COL MEYERS

Uh..yeeeeeeah... 

WAYNE

Studies have actually shown that if you 

stand to the right of people, as opposed

to their left, they’re more prone to react

positively. That’s why I intend to stand to

the right of the stand— gauge the donation

percentages and keep an accurate record.

LT COL MEYERS

You could do that, yes.

WAYNE

And I know the people who go into the

post office. They tend to be hurried.

Distracted. I see my role as one to,

perhaps, disengage them from that thought

process into a mind-set that’s more, how

should I say it— outside of themselves.

LT COL MEYERS

That would be… great.

Wayne drones on to LT COL Meyers. Jeff turns his attention to the traffic and Christmas street decorations outside the window.  Jeff seems a little nervous.

LT COL MEYERS

(announcing to the bell ringers)

First stop! Carmel Valley Safeway!

Linda, this is you!

The van pulls over in front of the super market. Linda climbs out of the van. LT COL Meyers hops out to help fetch her Salvation Army stand from inside the store.

LINDA

(to other ringers)

Wish me luck, everybody!

The other ringers join in a chorus of “goodbyes” and “good luck” to Linda. Soon, LT COL Meyers hops back in the van, shuts the door.

LT COL MEYERS

(announcing to the ringers)

Next stop, downtown Carmel! Alan, you’ll

be in front of Fortiers Drugs…

ALAN

All RIGHT! That’s my SPOT!

LT COL MEYERS

Wayne, you’re at the post office.

WAYNE

I accept my command, sir.

[BEGIN BRIEF MONTAGE]

A brief montage follows, showing the Salvation Army van dropping the bell ringers off at their various locations.

[END BRIEF MONTAGE]

INT. SALVATION ARMY VAN (MOVING)

As the van drives away from its latest drop-off, only LT COL Meyers and Jeff are left in the van. Jeff still anxiously clings to his red kettle and bell.

LT COL MEYERS

(calling back to Jeff)

So, Jeff. I’m putting you at Longs Drugs out

at the mouth of the valley.

JEFF

All right.

LT COL MEYERS

It’s a good location. You’ll get a little

more sun than the others.

JEFF

(laughs)

Sounds great to me.

Just then, LT COL Meyers gets a call on his cell phone.

LT COL MEYERS

Hello?

VOICE ON OTHER END

Hi. This is Doris. From the Carmel

Post Office?

LT COL MEYERS

Yes. Is there a problem?

VOICE ON OTHER END

That bell ringer you left here about

a half hour ago? He’s gone.

LT COL MEYERS

He took the kettle?!

VOICE ON OTHER END

No, he didn’t take it. He just left it.

He was out there for about ten minutes,

then he just walked off. He hasn’t come

back. The stand and the kettle are still

out there.

EXT. VAN (MOVING)

The Salvation Army van does an abrupt, squealing U-turn.

INT. VAN (MOVING)

LT COL MEYERS fumes.

LT COL MEYERS

(to Jeff)

Wayne has gone AWOL. So, Jeff, looks 

like you’re at the post office today. 

EXT. POST OFFICE – MORNING

The Salvation Army van pulls up in front of the busy Carmel Post Office. Jeff hops out with his bell.  The abandoned stand and kettle are waiting for him on the sidewalk.

LT COL MEYERS

Here ya go, Jeff. Good luck. Bring in

those donations!

JEFF

I’ll do my best, sir.

LT COL Meyers drives off.

SHOT: JEFF AT SALVATION ARMY KETTLE STAND

As a few patrons walk past Jeff on their way into the post office, Jeff caresses his bell. He looks nervous about the task at hand.  Finally, he lowers the bell to his side.

He starts to ring—the pealing of the bell pierces the otherwise quiet setting.  

An elderly woman in a fur coat walks by, plugging her ears.

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

(out loud to no one in particular)

Oh.. that is SO annoying.

Momentarily mortified, Jeff tones down his ringing volume.

A moment later, a large dog comes walking up in short, fast steps. The dog stops to sniff Jeff’s legs.  Jeff reaches down to pet the canine.

JEFF

Hi there, puppy!
The dog now sidles his body close alongside Jeff’s leg.

JEFF

Doggie..no.. NO!

Jeff tries to back up, but is pinned against the wall just behind him. The dog lifts up its leg and lets fly on Jeff’s pant leg.

JEFF

AWWWWWW!!
His business finished, the dog hurries on his way.

JEFF stares down in disbelief at his dripping pant leg.

JEFF

Aww, nooooooooo!

A LITTLE LATER

A man walks up, puts some change in.

JEFF

Thank you! Merry Christmas!

FIRST DONOR MAN

Same to you.

The man walks away. Appearing more confident now, Jeff rings a bit louder, more forcefully. People mill past him.

A burly black soldier, dressed in his fatigues, comes walking up to the post office with his wife. As he walks, he fiddles with his wallet.

The soldier looks up, sees Jeff. Jeff beams back a wide smile.

SOLDIER

(in low, ominous voice)

Don’t be lookin’ at my wallet

like that.

The soldier and his wife disappear inside.  Jeff’s confident smile disappears.  

A few moments later, an elderly woman walks up, posts in a dollar. 

JEFF

Thank you so much!

The elderly woman looks up at Jeff with virtually weeping eyes. She takes hold of Jeff’s arm.

DRAMATIC WOMAN

I just think it’s so wonderful what

You’re doing..

JEFF

I appreciate that, M’am.

DRAMATIC WOMAN

To volunteer your time like this—when

you could be out earning money. That is

just SO thoughtful of you.

JEFF

Well, I…

DRAMATIC WOMAN

I wish there were more young people

like you. To give of yourself so

unselfishly, without a thought to 

there being anything in it for you…

JEFF

They say it might rain tonight…

DRAMATIC WOMAN

I’m going to personally call the Salvation

Army Office to tell them what a good job

you’re doing— and that they should thank YOU

for donating your time like this!

JEFF

Well.. I’m not sure of their hours..

The woman disappears inside the post office. Jeff holds his forehead.

JEFF

(to himself)

Oh, wow..

He continues ringing. A late twenty-something urban professional type woman comes up. There is a sour expression on her face. Her arms are folded.

JEFF

How are you!

SOUR WOMAN

                (to Jeff)

You’re not going to make any

money that way.

JEFF

No?

SOUR WOMAN

No. People don’t like the bell.

They’re tired of it.

JEFF

I hadn’t heard that.

SOUR WOMAN

Know what they do down in Santa

Clarita? The guy stands there

with a sign and turns it back and

forth. It says “Ding” on one side,

“Dong” on the other.

JEFF

Wow. That’s… kinda different.

SOUR WOMAN

Yeah. And he’s made so much money

that way. Everybody wants to put

money in cause they appreciate it 

so much that he doesn’t ring that bell.

JEFF

They didn’t give me a sign..

The woman walks off. Chastised, Jeff rings softer.  

An elderly man with thick white hair and glasses comes walking up.  He starts shaking his arm vigorously.

HYPER OLD MAN

(to Jeff)

What’s wrong with you?! RING that

thing! RING that bell!

Caught off guard, Jeff can only laugh nervously and ring louder.

HYPER OLD MAN

C’mon! Louder!

Jeff rings louder.

HYPER OLD MAN

THAT’S it! Make yourself heard!

The man disappears inside the post office without giving anything.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff stands there, ringing his bell.  People mill past him.  

A man in his late thirties or so, comes walking up. His hair is wild, frizzy. He is unshaven. 

The frizzy-haired man stops in his tracks, staring hard at Jeff. Jeff notices him, but keeps ringing. Jeff appears nervous.

Finally, the odd man with frizzy hair walks right up to Jeff and practically gets nose-to-nose with Jeff. He stares intently into Jeff’s eyes.

Jeff stops ringing for a moment.

JEFF

Hi.

For a moment, the odd man says nothing. Then, he bursts into song, doing a loud, nasal rendition of Bob Dylan’s “Ring Them Bells”.

ODD MAN

(singing)

Ring the bells, Saint Peter

Where the four winds blow

Ring them bells with an iron hand

So the people will know

The odd man pauses in his singing. Jeff is frozen, not sure what to do. Finally, Jeff meekly rings his bell a few times. The odd man resumes singing.

ODD MAN

(singing)

That it’s rush hour now

On the wheel and the plow

And the sun is going down

Upon the sacred cow

The odd man pauses, still nose to nose with Jeff. 

JEFF

How are you?

The odd man resumes singing:

ODD MAN

(singing)

Ring them bells, Saint Catherine

From the top of the room

Ring them bells from the fortresses

For the lilies that bloom

Oh the lines are long

And the fighting is strong

And they’re breaking down the distance

Between right and wrong

The odd man pauses in his song.

Jeff

I’m Jeff.

ODD MAN

(singing)

Ring them be-e-e-e-e-e-e-e-ells

For the blind and the deaf

Ring them be-e-e-e-e-e-e-e-ells

For all of us who are left

The odd man suddenly stops singing. He walks away. He stops after a few paces. He turns and stares back at Jeff.

JEFF

Merry Christmas.
The odd man shakes his head and continues on his way.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff continues to ring his bell. He lifts himself on his tip-toes a couple of times. He takes a deep breath.

JEFF

(to himself)

Why didn’t I bring my watch?

A man passes by.

JEFF

(to MAN PASSING BY)

Excuse me, sir. What time do

you have?

MAN PASSING BY

(checks his watch)

It’s.. 9:42.

Jeff slumps.

JEFF

Ah, ok. Thanks.

The man continues past.

Jeff winces.

JEFF

(muttering to himself)

Only 30 minutes have gone by?!

Jeff paces, keeps ringing. He stops.

JEFF

(to himself)

Ok, gotta make the time go by faster.

Not gonna check the time again ‘till

I KNOW a lot of time has passed.

[BEGIN SERIES OF SHOTS]

Jeff rings his bell.

FADE TO:

Jeff continues to ring his bell.

FADE TO:

Jeff thanks a man for his donation.

FADE TO:

Jeff pauses from his ringing long enough to point someone in the right direction.

FADE TO:

Jeff rings his bell, smiles at passers-by.

[END SERIES OF SHOTS]

Jeff rings his bell. Another man comes waking by.

JEFF

Excuse me sir—have the time?

MAN PASSING BY 2

Sure..

(checks his watch)

It’s 9:53!

Jeff’s facial expression twists in agony.

JEFF

DAA….!

(collects himself)

Thank you, sir.

The man continues on his way. Jeff slumps.

JEFF

Oh, maaaaaaaan!.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell. An elderly woman approaches the kettle, but doesn’t directly engage Jeff. Instead, she opens her purse, wrestles with it.

Jeff smiles, continues to ring.

JEFF

G’morning!

The woman continues to rustle about inside her open purse.  Jeff continues to ring.

The more Jeff rings, the more the woman continues to rustle about inside her open purse. Finally, there are no more other passers-by on the sidewalk. It’s just Jeff and the woman.

JEFF

How are you?

WOMAN WRESTLING WITH PURSE

(distracted)

Fine. 

Jeff continues to ring, but soon sees the absurdity of his ringing while his only audience is the woman wrestling with her purse.  Jeff stops ringing. He waits.

And waits. And waits—an uncomfortably long time passes.  It continues to be just he and the woman on the sidewalk.

The woman moves closer to the kettle as she continues to fiddle about for her money.

Jeff reaches over to hold the kettle steady. The woman still cannot find her money. 

Finally, the woman simply gives up and moves on. She disappears inside the post office, leaving Jeff standing there holding the kettle steady.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell. The sidewalk is much busier now with post office patrons.

A tall lanky man wearing shades and a cowboy hat comes walking up to the kettle. The man is in his late forties to early fifties or so.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

(pulls out his wallet)

How are ya?

JEFF

I’m doin’ great. How are you!

The man in the cowboy hat puts his money in the kettle.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

I’m ahead of the ball game!

JEFF

Thank you very much, sir.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

What are ya thankin’ me for?

JEFF

Uh..well..just thought I should.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

WE should all be thanking YOU!

JEFF

Oh, you don’t have to do THAT..

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

These people puttin’ in any money?

JEFF

Yeah, it’s going all right.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

It should be going BETTER than

“all right”! Every single one of

these knuckle heads..

(motions to the patrons walking in the post office)

..ought to be puttin’ money in the kettle!

JEFF

Well, it’s strictly voluntary.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

Voluntary, nothin’!

The man in the cowboy hat steps out into the sidewalk and starts haranguing the passers-by.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

(to man walking in the post office)

Put some money in the pot!

The man hurries past as quickly as possible.  A well-dressed woman approaches the post office doors.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

(to well dressed woman)

Give some money to Salvation Army!

WELL DRESSED WOMAN

(clearly startled)

I.. maybe tomorrow.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

(points to Jeff)

Tomorrow?! This guy is here NOW!

The woman flees inside.

JEFF

(to Man In Cowboy Hat)

It’s ok! It’s ok! Really.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

Nonsense! You’re tellin’ me these

people don’t have money?! 

A young couple comes walking up to the post office.

MAN IN COWBOY HAT

(to young couple)

Put some money in the for the 

Salvation Army!

The young couple flees. Jeff lowers his head, hunkers down as if trying to make himself invisible. 

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell. He looks up—an attractive young woman in her late teens or early twenties approaches him with a big smile.

CLOSE-UP SHOT: JEFF’S REACTION TO PRETTY GIRL APPROACHING

The young woman, BRIANNA, holds a steaming cup of cocoa.

BRIANNA

(cheerily)

Hi!

JEFF

Hi!

BRIANNA

Aren’t you freezing?

JEFF

(wide smile)

Oh, I’m doin’ all right. I’m Jeff.

BRIANNA

I’m Brianna.
JEFF

Nice to meet you, Brianna!

BRIANNA

Where’s your Santa suit?

Jeff laughs.

JEFF

Nah, I don’t wear one of those.

BRIANNA

Awwwww—that would be so cute!

JEFF

Maybe tomorrow. Just for you!

BRIANNA

Ok. You promised!

JEFF

Oh oh!

BRIANNA

Well..since you looked so cold, I 

thought I would bring you a cup of

hot cocoa.

She hands the cup of cocoa to Jeff.

JEFF

That is so nice! Thank you!

BRIANNA

I’m sorry—I didn’t bring any money.

JEFF

That’s ok. You brought THIS!

(holds up the cocoa)

BRIANNA

Well.. I better get back to work.

JEFF

You work over there?

(motions to coffee shop across street)

BRIANNA

Yeah. Why don’t you come by later?

JEFF

You got a deal!

BRIANNA

Ok. Bye! Good luck!

JEFF

Thanks Brianna!

Jeff cannot wipe the grin off his face. He walks the attractive girl walk away.

JEFF

(whispering to himself)

Yes!

At that moment, a father and his toddler daughter come up to the kettle. The father hoists the little girl up to the kettle, placing a folded up dollar in her hand.

JEFF

Good morning!

FATHER OF TODDLER GIRL

(to Jeff)

Hi. How are you?

(to his daughter)

Go ahead! Put the money in!

Jeff grabs hold of the kettle.

JEFF

(to toddler girl)

I’ll keep it steady for you, ok?

(chuckles)

She’s a cutie.

The toddler girl clumsily fumbles with the dollar bill. Then, suddenly, with her free hand, she swats Jeff’s elbow—the elbow of the arm in which he holds the cocoa.

The cocoa splatters in Jeff’s face.

JEFF

Yaaaeeaa…!

FATHER OF TODDLER GIRL

KATIE..!

A LITTLE LATER
The sun is coming out. As Jeff rings, a dignified man with salt and pepper hair, in his fifties or so, sits on the brick ledge near Jeff. His manner is calm, dignified.

The man wears a red pullover sweater.

Right about then, Jeff starts fiddling with the zipper on his coat. The man (PULLOVER MAN) turns to watch Jeff. A smile comes to his face.

PULLOVER MAN

(chuckles)

You need a pull-over.

JEFF

Pardon me?

PULLOVER MAN

A pullover. I couldn’t help but

notice you wrestling with that

coat zipper.

Jeff laughs.

JEFF

Oh yeah— it’s always getting stuck.

PULLOVER MAN

See? And you have to pull it way

up, then back all the way down,

then it gets stuck, off the track..

Pullover Man motions gracefully towards his pull-over.

PULLOVER MAN

Me, I don’t have that problem. I’m

snug and sound in my pull-over.
JEFF
I never thought of that.

PULLOVER MAN
Trust me, one of the greatest

joys in life..is a good pull-over.

JEFF

Yeah, you might.. 

PULLOVER MAN

While the cold wind blows in

through the open holes and gaps
of your bulky traditional coat..

He motions again to his pull-over.

PULLOVER MAN

I’m warm and safe in my pull-over.

JEFF

They can be cool. Yeah.
PULLOVER MAN

Want to feel calmer? More at

peace?

JEFF

Sure!

PULLOVER MAN

(motions to pull-over)

Buy yourself a good pull-over.

JEFF

You may have a point!

Pullover Man stands to his feet, squints against the sun.

PULLOVER MAN

Sun’s really coming out.

JEFF

Yeah.
PULLOVER MAN

Maybe I better remove a layer.

With that, Pullover Man starts removing his pull-over. But soon, it turns into a struggle—the pullover doesn’t slip easily over his shoulders. Also, the man’s too tight t-shirt underneath gets caught up in the pullover.

The more Pullover Man struggles, the more angry he becomes. He grunts, wiggles. Finally, with one huge heave, he throws off the pull-over AND his underlying shirt in the process! He stands shirtless, his roly-poly physique exposed.

Cursing, Pullover Man hurls his pull-over and t-shirt as one into his car. He climbs in, slams the door and angrily speeds away.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell, acknowledges a donor who drops a dollar in the kettle.

At that moment, a news crew comes walking up. The reporter approaches Jeff. The reporter talks a lot like Dan Rather.

NEWS REPORTER

Hi. We’re doing a story on the

Salvation Army Christmas bell

ringers. Would you be willing to

be interviewed for the segment?

JEFF

Uh, ok.. sure.

NEWS REPORTER

Great. Once they get the cameras set

up, we can begin.

The news reporter readies himself. Finally they are ready to roll. 

NEWS REPORTER

(to camera man)

Are we ready?  Ok..

(lowers voice)

They’re as much a part of the Christmas

shopping season as Santa Claus and Christmas

carols. They are the Salvation Army bell

ringers and…

The reporter notices that Jeff isn’t ringing his bell.

NEWS REPORTER

(aside to Jeff)

Why don’t you ring the bell, son.

JEFF

Oh!

Jeff starts ringing.

NEWS REPORTER

(speaks again into the camera)

..They are the Salvation Army bell

ringers, and they are out again in

full force.

(turns to Jeff)

I guess my question is..why on earth 

would someone volunteer to stand out

in this chilly weather and ring a bell

hour after hour, without benefit of

a single dime going into his pocket

for it?

JEFF

I..uh..the..uh… It is… not as

they have said……

NEWS REPORTER

(turns back to speak to cameras)

And as Edgar Allan Poe once said, “Ask

not for whom the bell tolls, it tolls

for thee.” Though whether Edgar Allan

Poe ever donated to Salvation Army—that’s

anyone’s guess. This is David Jenkins,

Channel 7 News.”

(to Camera Man)

Cut.

The news reporter shakes Jeff’s hand.

NEWS REPORTER

Thanks. We may not use this.

The news reporter walks off, shouting to the crew as he goes.

NEWS REPORTER

Let’s stick around and see if we can

get some candid shots.

LATER

Jeff stands out front, rings his bell. He looks down the street, across the way, at the coffee shop where Brianna works.  Brianna emerges from the coffee shop.

CLOSE-UP SHOT: JEFF’S FACE LIGHTS UP

Following after Brianna is a young man, KIRK, with frizzy blonde hair—he looks (and acts) a lot like infamous reality celeb, Spencer Pratt. He exudes cockiness, obnoxiousness.

The couple pause outside the door, share intimate words, then a brief kiss. 

CLOSE-UP SHOT: JEFF LOOKS CRUSHED 

KIRK starts on his way. At the same moment, Brianna looks up and spots Jeff. Her face breaks out into a wide smile. She waves excitedly at Jeff.

BRIANNA

(calling out)

Hi, Jeff!

She disappears inside the coffee shop.

Kirk has stopped in his tracks, a look of alarm on his face. He has witnessed the whole thing. He turns and storms across the street to confront Jeff.

KIRK

Dude!

JEFF

Hello.

KIRK

You hittin’ on my woman?! What’s up

With that?!

JEFF

I just said ‘hi’ back.

KIRK

You got a problem with me?

JEFF

No. I don’t think so.

KIRK

You’re lame. You’re a loser! Look

at your clothes! What. What. What!

JEFF

What?

KIRK

You sayin’ ‘what’ to me?!

(he crowds up into Jeff’s face)

It’s ON, dude! What. What.

JEFF

Get out of my face!

Kirk snatches Jeff’s bell. Backs off a step. He dangles it in front of Jeff.

JEFF

Give that back, man! I’m serious!

Kirk makes talking motions with his fingers.

KIRK

Talk, talk, talk, talk, talk!

I don’t hear you, dude! What!

Talk, talk! I’m over you, dude!

What!

Kirk pushes his face in Jeff’s and starts growling and shaking his jowls like an enraged ape.

JEFF

Give it BACK, man!

Again, Kirk jumps out of reach. He mockingly dangles the bell again in front of Jeff.

KIRK

You don’t talk to my girl, dude! You

don’t LOOK at my girl! WHAT!

Kirk finally tosses the bell back to Jeff, with contempt.

KIRK

(pointing at Jeff)

You’re done, dude! History! You

got a problem? Talk to my chick again

and you’ll get PUNKED! Straight up!

WHAT!

Kirk saunters off.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell. A hottie teenage girl comes walking by the kettle. She glances in a put-off way at Jeff. Jeff

Gives her a wide smile.

YOUNG HOTTIE

(rolls eyes)

Whatever.

She continues on her way. 

A few moments later, a thirty-something father comes walking up with his toddler son.

JEFF

(to FATHER)

Hello!

(to TODDLER)

Well hey there little guy!

FATHER

(to Toddler son)

Brian, do you want to give the

man some money?

The Father lifts the toddler up and puts some quarters in his hand. The kid clumsily throws the coins on top of of the kettle.

FATHER

(to Toddler son)

Careful!

Jeff laughs.

JEFF

That’s all right!

Jeff collects the errant quarters off the ground, off the top of the kettle. He puts them in the kettle slot.

JEFF

Cute little guy!

FATHER

Thanks.

The toddler reaches up for Jeff’s bell.

FATHER

I think he likes your bell.

Jeff lowers the bell down close to where the toddler can look at it.

JEFF

You like this bell?

The toddler grabs the bell out of Jeff’s hand.  Jeff laughs.

FATHER

Ok, Brian. Give it back.

At that moment, the toddler lets out a victory yell. He turns tail and runs pell-mell into the post office, wildly ringing the bell.  The Father takes off after him.

FATHER

BRIAN..!

Father and toddler son disappear inside the post office, leaving Jeff standing sheepishly at the kettle—with no bell.  He stands there without his bell for an uncomfortable long time.

Finally the Father and toddler reappear. The Father carries the crying toddler in his arm.  The Father hands the bell back to Jeff.  Then, the Father kneels down next to the kettle, setting the toddler on the ground.

The Father speaks loudly, in slow deliberate words to his little boy.

FATHER

You.. don’t.. grab.. this man’s BELLS

and go run around the post office with

it going ‘ding-a-ling-a-ling..!

Jeff quickly unlatches the kettle from the stand hook and takes off walking, very fast.

JEFF

OK! Time for lunch!

Jeff speed-walks away, disappearing around the corner.

EXT. FORTIERS DRUG STORE CORNER 

Jeff comes walking up to the corner where Alan mans his Salvation Army Kettle.

Alan is going full force—he’s ringing a bell in both hands, throwing full arm motions into it.  He’s hopping, dancing around.  He pauses a moment to blow up a balloon, twist it into a shape, give it to a small kid.

A man comes up and puts in a bill.

ALAN

A FIVE?! Aw, c’mon fella— you can do

better than THAT!

The man throws his head back and laughs.

MAN WHO GAVE A FIVE

You drive a hard bargain!

ALAN

That’s what I’m here for!

The man pulls out some more bills, folds them up, puts them in Alan’s kettle slot.

ALAN

NOW you’re talkin’!

MAN WHO GAVE FIVE

Do you get a commission on this?!

Alan throws back his head and laughs loudly.

ALAN

Man, you’re KILLIN’ me here!

The man slaps Alan on the back, moves on.

ALAN

(shouting to passers-by)

Step right up, folks! Fill up the

Christmas kettle!

Jeff approaches Alan.

JEFF

Wow—you’re really goin’ at it!

ALAN

(greets Jeff with big smile)

Dude! What are YOU doin’ here?!

JEFF

They put me at the post office

around the corner.

ALAN

No kiddin’?! That’s awesome, dude!

Ya takin’ lunch?

JEFF

Yeah. What time do you take break?

ALAN

BREAK?! Man, I’m havin’ too much FUN!

JEFF

Ah..ok. Well, later, man.

ALAN

All right, compadre! Have a great

lunch, man!

Jeff walks on his way. 

ALAN

(shouting to passers-by)

C’mon people—let’s make this red

bucket OVERFLOW!

EXT. BACK STEPS OF STORE – A LITTLE LATER

SHOT of Jeff eating his sack lunch in a secluded spot on the back steps of a store.

EXT. CARMEL POST OFFICE – AN HOUR LATER

Jeff arrives back at his post. He latches the kettle back onto the stand hook. Then, he takes the bell out of his coat pocket, starts ringing.

An elderly man passing by jumps with a start at the sudden peal of bells breaking the silence.

A few moments later, a short, well-dressed elderly woman wearing heavy make and a fur coat approaches Jeff. She beckons Jeff to lean down so she can address him.

She speaks in slow, deliberate words.

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

I write out a check each year to the

Salvation Army.

JEFF

Oh! Well, thank you!

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

And I think it’s just wonderful how you’re

volunteering your Christmas Holiday Season

to do this.

JEFF

Thanks.

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

You know, the Salvation Army is such 

a good organization.

JEFF

Yes it is.

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

I attended their Christmas Kick-Off

Luncheon, and I donated three apple

pies. And not a slice was left.

JEFF

Three!

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

You are doing a remarkable job.
JEFF

You’re very kind to say that.

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

My grandson is about your age. He won’t

do anything. He sits at home all day

and plays those awful video games.

JEFF

Really? Which ones?

WOMAN IN FUR COAT

He needs to learn to give of his time.

Like you.

JEFF

I’m.. well...

WOMAN

You are doing such a wonderful,

wonderful job.

With that, the lady kisses the startled Jeff on the cheek.

She then goes on her way.

As the woman in the fur coat walks away, a man approaches.

LOST MAN

Excuse me, how do I get to the Carmel

Mission from here?

Jeff turns and points down the street.

JEFF

Follow this street down a block to San

Carlos, then turn left. Follow San Carlos

all the way to the end, then turn left on

Carpenter. Then you’ll see signs pointing

you to the mission.

LOST MAN

Thanks a lot— I appreciate it.

The man hurries on his way. Jeff turns to face straight ahead again—now a huge red lipstick mark is clearly visible on his left cheek.  Jeff is unaware of it.  

Jeff resumes ringing his bell. Passers-by give him funny looks, gazing at the glaring lipstick mark on his face. 

Finally, Jeff feels around his face and discovers the red lipstick.  He quickly rubs it out.

JEFF

Ahhhhhhhhhhh..!

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff is ringing his bell. The front of the post office is less busy—patrons dribble by.  

A tall bearded man—late twenties to early thirties—approaches. He wears a long robe and round glass.  His manner of speaking his gentle, cultured.

MAN IN ROBE

I have nothing to offer you.

JEFF

Uh.. that’s ok.

MAN IN ROBE

At least not in the way of money.

JEFF

Oh.  I see.

MAN IN ROBE

But I would still like to give.

JEFF

That should be fine. I think....

MAN IN ROBE

What I have to offer is.. myself.

JEFF

You mean, like, volunteer ..?

Without a further word, the man crouches down and squats directly beneath the red kettle.  In that squat position, he shuts his eyes, and holds his hands together in a kind of praying stance.

Jeff stares down at the man, unsure of what to do.

JEFF

Are you ok?

The man doesn’t answer.

JEFF

Uh.. I’m not sure I’m allowed to 

have other people here. Salvation

Army rules and all.

The man doesn’t respond, doesn’t move.

JEFF

I can give you their phone number.

The man doesn’t respond, doesn’t move. Jeff looks around helplessly.  Finally, he resumes ringing his bell.

The number of post office patrons and passers-by increases. Everyone does a double-take as they pass Jeff’s kettle. Jeff can only helplessly ring his bell as the strange man crouches underneath his kettle.

LATER

Jeff continues to ring his bell. The man in the robe is still positioned underneath the kettle—his eyes are still closed, his hands still folded.  Passers-by continue to avoid the kettle.

Finally, the man in the robe opens his eyes.  He unravels himself from underneath the kettle and rises to his feet.

He begins to walk away.

The robed man has gone only a few steps before stopping, turning to Jeff.

MAN IN ROBE

(to Jeff)

Remember what I’ve done here today.

JEFF

Merry Christmas!

MAN IN ROBE

Yeah, yeah—whatever.

The robed man disappears down the street. 

LATER

Jeff rings his bell. Foot traffic has slowed—in fact, the sidewalk in front of the post office is empty.

Apparently feeling silly ringing his bell to no one but himself, Jeff stops ringing.  He paces, whistles.

He paces a few steps down the sidewalk, hands and bell in his pockets. Whistling cheerfully, Jeff turns to start back towards his kettle-- he stops abruptly. He stands facing a not-too-happy looking LT COL Meyers.

JEFF

Oh! Hi!

LT COL MEYERS

Why aren’t you ringing your bell?

JEFF

Uh..well..it was kinda quiet.

LT COL MEYERS

How long have you been standing there,

not ringing?

JEFF

Oh, I JUST started.

LT COL MEYERS

That doesn’t look good to me, Jeff.

Do we need to make other arrangements?

JEFF

No, no, I’m sorry. There was

just no one around and all..

LT COL MEYERS heaves a heavy sigh then turns to the open back end of his van, parked in front of the post office.

He pulls out a helium balloon machine, one of those that operates out of a huge rosy-cheeked figure head.  Lt Col. Meyers wheels it over to the kettle stand.

LT COL MEYERS

When you’re at your post, you

ring. Simple rule.  Now.. I

brought over this balloon machine..

JEFF

Oh..I’ve never operated one of

those before.

LT COL Meyers fixes a hard look on Jeff.

LT COL MEYERS

Alan’s doin’ gangbusters with these

balloons. I’d like you to give it a try.

JEFF

Ohhhhh-K.

LT COL MEYERS

It’s really very simple..

LT COL Meyers demonstrates.

LT COL MEYERS

First, you reach back here and

press the air primer.

JEFF

Ok.

LT COL MEYERS

Wait about three seconds.. push

it back in. Quickly.

JEFF

Quickly.

LT COL MEYERS

Yeah, a quick snap. Now reach

up to the mouth and remove the

cap. Once the cap is removed,

press the helium valve.

JEFF

All right.

LT COL MEYERS

Once you feel the air coming

out, reach over on THIS side,



pump the lever twice. JUST twice.

JEFF

Uh.. twice. Sure.

LT COL MEYERS

Now, simply take out one of the

balloons, insert it on the lip

here—just like this..

JEFF

I see.

LT COL MEYERS

Turn up the helium valve, gradually,

like so..

JEFF

Turn up helium valve…

The helium head blows up a balloon.

LT COL MEYERS

And just like that, you got yourself

a nice, big round balloon.

JEFF

There it is.

LT COL MEYERS

Let it get about yea-big..

LT COL Meyers takes off the balloon, whips a knot at the bottom of it.

LT COL MEYERS

Easy as that. Think you got it?

JEFF

I…. think so.

LT COL MEYERS

This is an older model, so you really

have to think right around it. Just

make sure you follow the steps.

JEFF

Gotcha.

LT COL MEYERS

All right, I’ll leave you to it.

Good luck.

LT COL Meyers climbs back in his van and drives away.  

Jeff stares awkwardly at the helium balloon machine. He feels around the machine, trying to figure it out.

Jeff pulls out a balloon, sticks it in the figurehead’s grinning mouth. Jeff presses a button in the back.

The pursed red lips shoots the balloon out like a bullet, knocking the hat off of a woman who approaches the post office.  The woman yelps.

JEFF

I’m sorry, M’am! I’m sorry!

Jeff rushes over to the woman.

JEFF

Like a balloon?

The woman angrily rips herself away from Jeff and storms inside the post office.

[BEGIN SERIES OF SHOTS]

Two little kids approach Jeff. He puts a balloon in the helium head’s mouth, presses a button. The balloon quickly inflates, then explodes loudly. The kids cry.

A little girl approaches. Jeff puts in a balloon. Again the balloon explodes. The little girl cries loudly.

A family with many kids approaches. Jeff puts in a balloon, presses on the helium button. This time he is more careful in inflating, then, gently takes the balloon off the helium head mouth. The balloon explodes loudly in his hands. All the kids cry.

More kids approach. Jeff explodes three balloons in a row—loudly. The kids cry, the parents are upset.

As a crowd gathers, Jeff pummels the helium figure with a broken off tree limb. With a final whack, the helium balloon machine rolls into the street, explodes. Luckily, no one is around it, so no injuries.

[END SERIES OF SHOTS]

LATER

Jeff wishes a donor “Merry Christmas” after she puts a dollar in the kettle.

Jeff turns and is startled to see Wayne approaching. Wayne carries his bell.  Wayne squints suspiciously, seeing Jeff at the kettle stand.

WAYNE

(to Jeff)

Who are you?!

JEFF

Jeff.

WAYNE

Jeff, what are you doing at

my post?

JEFF

Uh.. they thought you left. So

they put me here.

WAYNE

Well, I DIDN’T leave. I’m here.

And this is my post!

JEFF

I guess there’s been a mix-up.

WAYNE

I would certainly say SO! 

Would you kindly leave?

JEFF

I.. can’t do that. They put

me here.

WAYNE

Who put you here?

JEFF

Lt. Colonel Meyers.

WAYNE

And you just went with it.

JEFF

Well.. yeah. I had to.

WAYNE

Well did it ever occur to you,

Jeff, to go inside the post office,

and inquire of the head postmaster,

Frank Spahn, as to the reasons I

was called away?

JEFF

No. I didn’t think about that.

WAYNE

Well if you had had the FORESIGHT to

do the logical thing, Mr. Spahn could

have enlightened you to the fact that

I was called away on highly classified

business pertaining to Homeland Security!
JEFF

Oh, wow!

WAYNE

Yeah, “oh, wow” is right. Now will 

you kindly vacate my post!

JEFF

I’m sorry, I really don’t think I

can do that. I would have to contact

Lt. Colonel Meyers.

WAYNE

Lt. Colonel Meyers is no longer

relevant. I am advising you.

Jeff pulls out his cell phone. He quickly dials.

JEFF

(quickly, to Wayne)

I’m sure we can clear this up..

(into phone)

..Hello? Lt. Colonel Meyers? Jeff here.

at the Carmel Post Office..?

WAYNE

(loudly)

Tell Mr. Meyers he is a TIN SOLDIER! 

JEFF

(turns away from Wayne)

Yeah..he’s back. He wants me to leave.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

(heaves heavy sigh)

Yeee-ah. Tell you what—could ya kinda

just gently break it to him that he’s,

y’know, no longer required.

JEFF

Oh, wow.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

You want me to come down?

JEFF

Hold on—let me try it.

(turns to Wayne)

Uh..He said..uh..he had to, you know,

like… go in another direction.
Wayne gets in Jeff’s face.

WAYNE

You are.. an impractical joker!

JEFF

Well, it may not be a matter of

practical or.. uh…

WAYNE

“Uh”..what?

JEFF

Never mind.

Wayne now gets nose to nose with Jeff.

WAYNE

Never mind? I think what you

MEAN to say is that you never

HAD a mind!

JEFF

That’s not my point, really..

WAYNE

Yes, REALLY!  I, myself, DO have

a mind! And do you know why? Because

I STUDY the great minds!

JEFF

(trying to stay upbeat)

I really had to study for

my finals last week..

WAYNE

I could literally blow your mind by

citing passages, VERBATUM, from the

writings of Nietzsche And Kierkegaard! 

YOU, on the other hand— can you name even

ONE of the great thinker-philosophers of

the last century whose works have shaped

the boundaries of Western Civilization

thought?!

JEFF

Uh…… Bono?

Wayne’s eyes grow big, manic. He attacks Jeff, grabbing him around the throat. They go tumbling to the sidewalk, rolling one over the other—the bells jingle as they tussle.

A group of men and a uniformed security guard rush over to intervene.  

Wayne leaps to his feet and takes off running.  The security guard takes off after him, but loses him.

INTERVENING BYSTANDER

We saw the whole thing. He was the

aggressor!

SECURITY GUARD

I’ll stay here with you in case he

comes back.

JEFF

No, no. It’s all right. I’ll be fine.

SECURITY GUARD

Are you sure?

JEFF

Yeah. It’s a public place. I’m right

out in the open. I’ll be all right.

SECURITY GUARD

Ok. Just holler if you need me. I’ll

be right inside those doors.

JEFF

Thanks. I appreciate it.

A crowd of stunned post office patrons stands around Jeff, looking on incredulously.  Jeff gathers himself, plasters a smile across his face and starts ringing.

He turns to a woman standing next to him.

JEFF

How are you today?

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff rings his bell. The sidewalk is a little quieter now.

A young man comes walking up.  He stops, watches Jeff ring the bell.

JEFF

(to Young Man)

Hi.

The young man does not reply. His expression doesn’t change. Instead, he starts doing a shuffle dance to Jeff’s rhythmic ringing.

Jeff stops ringing a moment. The young man stops dancing.

Jeff looks as if he’s not sure what to do at this point. Finally, Jeff gives in and starts ringing again.  Again, the young man does his ridiculous-looking shuffle dance.

The dance goes on for an uncomfortably long time. Passers-by give the dancer funny looks. They give the helpless-looking Jeff funny looks.

Jeff keeps ringing. The dancer keeps dancing. 

At that moment, Jeff looks to his right. He sees Walt, not well hidden, spying on him from behind a nearby hedge.

Walt spots Jeff spotting him. Walt speaks loudly into a walkie-talkie.

WALT

Correct. The time is O-three hundred and

I have the subject under surveillance. I

will keep you informed of his movements.

Walt disappears behind the hedge. 

LATER

Jeff rings his bell. An elderly woman emerges from the post office door behind Jeff. Silently, she moves towards the kettle, fiddling with her purse. No one else is around.

Jeff continues to ring his bell but it is obvious the woman is behind him.  Jeff seems conflicted as how to proceed.

Finally, as the old woman rustles and rustles around in her purse, Jeff wheels around.

JEFF

Hi!

The startled woman jumps with fear, banging her head on the bottom of the kettle stand.  She yelps in pain.

Jeff immediately goes to her aid, trying to help.

JEFF

M’am! I am so sorry..!

WOMAN WHO BANGED HER HEAD

Get away!

She swats Jeff with her purse. Money comes flying out. Coins bounce onto the sidewalk. Jeff bends down to pick the coins up.

JEFF

Did you want to donate these?

WOMAN WHO BANGED HER HEAD

Give me my money back!!

A small curious crowd of onlookers gathers.

JEFF

No, no— here! Here’s your money!

WOMAN WHO BANGED HER HEAD

(feels the back of her head)

Call an ambulance!

A man rushes forward.

DOCTOR

I’m a doctor! Let me have a look.

WOMAN WHO BANGED HER HEAD

You’re hurting me!

DOCTOR

Please, M’am, let me just take 

a look.

(examines the back of her head)

You just have a nasty bump, that’s all.

JEFF

I didn’t mean for that to happen!

DOCTOR

(to Jeff)

What did you do to her?

JEFF

I think I scared her.

WOMAN FROM CROWD

Why are you harassing her for

money in the first place?!

JEFF

M’am, I ring the bell!

ANOTHER WOMAN FROM CROWD

(to Jeff)

It’s all right. You guys do a great

job!

RED-HAIRED MAN

(to Jeff)

Shouldn’t you be wearing a 

Santa suit?

At that moment, costume Christmas carolers start crowding in around Jeff and his Salvation Army kettle stand. Before Jeff knows it, he is standing in the midst of a semi-circle of carolers.

Jeff starts to move out of the way.

CAROLER

(softly to Jeff)

No, no.. you’re ok.

An embarrassed-looking Jeff stands where he is. A crowd gathers to watch. The carolers make ready to sing.

The conductor raises his hands, then, starts conducting.  The carolers sing. Jeff stands there stiffly.

CAROLERS

(singing)

I heard the bells on Christmas Day…

As the carolers sing, Jeff happens to glance sideways. One of the carolers is happily motioning for Jeff to ring his bell in accompaniment.  Jeff hesitates. He finally rings.  

The carolers keep singing to the accompaniment of Jeff’s bell.

A disgruntled observer steps in, grabs Jeff’s hand, stopping him from ringing. His mission accomplished, the observer steps back into the crowd.

Jeff continues to stand in the center of the carolers looking embarrassed.

LATER

A little boy—about six or seven years old—approaches Jeff. The boy holds up a pen and piece of paper to Jeff.

LITTLE BOY

Can I have your autograph?

JEFF

(laughs)

You want my autograph? 

The boy nods.

JEFF

Why do you want my autograph? I’m

just a bell ringer!

LITTLE BOY

Because. I want it.

Jeff chuckles, shakes his head. He takes the pen and paper, scribbles his autograph. He hands it back to the boy.

LITTLE BOY

Thank you!

JEFF

Oh, you’re most welcome!

The boy scurries up the sidewalk. At that moment, Walt steps out from behind the hedge. He makes a grand show of paying the boy a dollar. 

WALT

(loudly to Little Boy)

Good work, son. This is for you!

The boy hands the autograph to Walt and scurries on his way.  Walt turns to face Jeff.

WALT

(loudly to Jeff)

I have your signature! It will be filed

with the appropriate authorities and due

action will be taken! Oh.. and if you’re

thinking of hiring a lawyer, it’s too late.
Walt turns and walks quickly, proudly, away. 

LATER

Jeff rings his bell. A couple approaches the kettle and puts money in.

JEFF

(to couple)

Thank you very much!

WIFE

You’re most welcome.

JEFF

You all have a Merry Christmas!

The couple continue on their way.

At the same time, a thirty-something woman pauses at the door of the post office. She has overheard the exchange. She marches resolutely over to Jeff.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Excuse me, I just have to say

this—I couldn’t help but overhear

your little “Merry Christmas” there.

JEFF

Mmmmmm, ok?

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

You do know this is the 21st century,

don’t you? “Merry Christmas” is no

longer acceptable. 

JEFF

What? 

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Hello! You say “Happy Holidays” or

“Happy Winter Holiday” or you say

nothing at all.

JEFF

I have to disagree.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Oh. Then as a person of non-Christian

beliefs, it’s ok to exclude me. 

JEFF

No, I would say “Merry Christmas” to

you too.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

I will not ACCEPT “Merry Christmas”! 

In fact…

The woman snatches a dime from her pocket, puts it in the kettle.

JEFF

Thank you!

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Now I want to hear you say it.

JEFF

What?

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Happy Holidays.

Jeff thinks for a moment.

JEFF

I won’t do it.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Won’t do what?

JEFF

Say.. that.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

Well as a public servant, you HAVE 

to say THAT.

JEFF

I would object.
ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

So you DON’T wish me a Happy

Holiday! How Christian of you!

JEFF

Well.. it’s not “The Holidays”.

It’s Christmas.

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

AH! WRONG! It IS “The Holidays”! Behind

the privacy of closed doors you are free

to call it “Christmas” or “Kwanza” or

“Hannukkah”, but out here, when you’re 

addressing a pluralistic public, it is

“The Holidays”! And you will address it

to me as such. Now say it.

JEFF

How about “Happy Christmas”?

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

You don’t get it, do you? “Christmas” is

Eurocentric, patriarchal, bigoted,  

exclusionary, anti-diversity, and the

symbol of all things oppressive and…

At that moment, there is the sound of singing, tambourines, brass.

SOUND OF CHOIR

(singing)

Got to go

tell it on the moun-tain..

At that moment, a huge throng of black choir singers, wearing robes, appears from around the corner of a nearby building. The choir singers are followed by tambourine-shaking Salvation Army women and brass-playing Salvation Army men.

CHOIR

Over the hill and

Every-wheeeere

Go 

Tell it on the moun-tain

That Jesus Christ is born

Before Jeff and ANTI-XMAS woman can react, they are surrounded by the choir and Salvation Army band.

As the choir continues to sing, Anti-Xmas woman frantically tries to break out of the circle and escape. Her efforts are in vain. She is trapped.

The choir sings louder, clapping in time.

CHOIR

(singing)

Go

Tell it on the moun-tain

That Jesus Christ is born!

ANTI-XMAS WOMAN

(crouching in fetal postion)

NOOOOOOO!!!!!!! 

 LATER

Jeff rings his bell. The sidewalk is virtually empty. Two men approach the post office door from different directions.

LOU

(to JERRY)

Jerry! 

JERRY

Lou! How are ya!

The two beefy middle-aged men meet directly in front of Jeff’s kettle. They face each other, oblivious to Jeff who stands there ringing his bell just inches away from their bellies.  Jeff continues to ring as the men talk.

LOU

Did you end up goin’ to Tahoe?

JERRY

Yeah, we did.

LOU

And you were up there this past

weekend? In all that snow?

JERRY

Yep.

LOU

You must have had to use chains

the whole time!

JERRY

Oh yeah. And we had to dig a path

to get to the cabin front door!

Lou lets out a loud belly laugh.

JERRY

We get in to find out the heater’s 

broken down, the shed roof has

caved in, the pipes are frozen..

LOU

Oh, no!

JERRY

So working on all that pretty much

took up our whole weekend..

The men continue to talk directly in front of the kettle. They continue to be oblivious to Jeff. Jeff continues to ring his bell. 

FADE TO:

A LITTLE LATER

Lou and Jerry are still talking in front of Jeff’s kettle.

JERRY

Well how many acres are you

looking at?

LOU

Twenty-five acres.

JERRY

That’s a lot.

LOU

I’ll need at least that much.

JERRY

That’s gonna cost you an arm and

a leg!

LOU

Yeah, but what can I do?

The men continue to talk directly in front of the kettle. They continue to be oblivious to Jeff. Jeff continues to ring his bell. 

FADE TO:

A LITTLE LATER

Lou and Jerry continue to talk directly in front of Jeff’s kettle. Jeff continues ringing his bell.

LOU

..and he wants to fix up that old

Clipper ship and sail down to San

Diego.

JERRY

He’s had that thing docked up in San

Francisco now for like..forever!

LOU

Oh, you should see the rigging

he’s got on that thing now.

JERRY

But when’s it gonna be seaworthy?

Cosmetics are one thing..

The men continue to talk directly in front of the kettle. They continue to be oblivious to Jeff. Jeff continues to ring his bell. 

FADE TO:

A LITTLE LATER

Lou and Jerry are STILL jabbering in front of Jeff’s kettle as Jeff rings his bell. 

LOU

Ok, well, you take care now.

JERRY

You too, Lou! Good seein’ ya!

LOU

Where ya headed?

JERRY

Inside. Gotta mail off some stuff.

LOU

Oh, me too.

Lou starts in the post office doors. Jerry follows, but not before turning his head and looking at Jeff. He seems startled to see Jeff standing right next to him.

JEFF

Hi!

Jerry gives Jeff a funny look and heads inside the post office.

A LITTLE LATER

Jeff stands by his kettle, ringing the bell. A voice calls out to him.

BLONDE WOMAN

Excuse me!

Jeff turns and sees an attractive blonde woman seated in a convertible parked curbside, just a few yards away.

Jeff stops his ringing for a moment—he jogs down to where the woman is. At the same time, Jeff keeps glancing back to make sure his kettle is ok.

JEFF

Yes!

BLONDE WOMAN

This is REALLY embarrassing…but.. I

desperately need to get to work, and

I am stuck in my seat!

JEFF

Stuck..?

The blonde woman quickly ‘shushes’ Jeff.

BLONDE WOMAN

Please.. !

JEFF

Oh, sorry.

BLONDE WOMAN

Look, I’m embarrassed enough as it.

But I simply cannot get out of my

car seat! I don’t know what it is!

And I am so late! 

JEFF

Oh, wow!

BLONDE WOMAN

Can you do ANYTHING?

JEFF

Let me take a look here.

Jeff comes around the car door. He peers down closely.

BLONDE WOMAN

Uh.. could you kinda NOT look down there?

JEFF

Oh, wow, I’m sorry! I wasn’t looking at…

BLONDE WOMAN

Could you just get me loose from here? PLEASE!

Jeff clumsily feels around the woman’s skirt and back of her blouse.

BLONDE WOMAN

Are you TRYING to undress me?!

JEFF

No, no—I would never do that!

CLOSE-UP SHOT: WOMAN’S SKIRT

Jeff finally spots the problem. The woman’s skirt seems to be attached to the fabric of the car seat.

JEFF

Uh..your skirt—it’s kinda.. sewn to your

car seat, M’am.

BLONDE WOMAN

What..?!

JEFF

Serious! I don’t know how that

happened.

BLONDE WOMAN

Well can you get the skirt loose?!

JEFF

I’m going to try.

Jeff tries to unhook the skirt fabric from the seat fabric, but they are hopelessly sewn together.

JEFF

Wow. It’s not coming undone. It’s really

sewn together good!

BLONDE WOMAN

(growing distraught)

Well I really NEED to get to my appointment!

If I’m late I could lose my job! Please, can

you do ANYTHING?!

JEFF

Let me go and find some help.

BLONDE WOMAN

No! I am so humiliated as it is! Come

on! Just unhook it or SOMETHING! 

JEFF

Ok, let me see what I can do.

Again, Jeff fumbles clumsily and with no success at all.

BLONDE WOMAN

I’m dead. I am SO dead! 

JEFF

Ok, here’s what I think we can do. I

can run down to the drug store, buy

you a pair of sweat pants, then maybe

you can wriggle out of your skirt into

those sweat pants…

BLONDE WOMAN

You want me to flash myself right out

here in the open?! In front of everybody?!

JEFF

Ok, ok—that may not work. Uh.. ok, let

me try something here.

Jeff reaches down into the car and tries to lift up the woman from her car seat.

BLONDE WOMAN

What are you DOING?!

JEFF

Hold on..

BLONDE WOMAN

Set me down!

Jeff sets her back down.

JEFF

Ok..ok..

The blonde woman leans forward on the wheel, starts to sob.

BLONDE WOMAN

Please..help me…!

JEFF

Ok, I got it now. 

Jeff grabs the woman’s skirt with both hands.

BLONDE WOMAN

What are you doing?

JEFF

On three! When I say “three”, you move

to your left!

BLONDE

What..?!

JEFF

One..two..THREE…!

Jeff yanks hard on the skirt—and in the process, not only rips the skirt away from the car seat, but also completely rips the woman’s skirt from the woman’s body.  She is left sitting in the car seat wearing only her top and panties.

The woman shrieks and tries to cover herself. Jeff freaks.

He rushes over and clumsily tries to place the skirt over her legs.

JEFF

I’m SORRY! Here you go!

BLONDE WOMAN

I can’t believe you did that!!

At that moment, a young bearded man with a camera pops out from the back of a nearby parked van. He rushes over.

CAMERA MAN

Ok! Ok! A little too much there.
The blonde woman huddles down in her car seat, trying to cover herself under the torn skirt. She is livid.

BLONDE WOMAN

(to Camera Man)

That’s why we need to screen these

people first!

JEFF

(to Camera Man)

What did I do?!

CAMERA MAN

(speaking in hushed tones)

This was for Candid Camera dude. I 

was gonna have you sign a release form,

but we can’t use this, dude. This is like,

you know, ripping a chicks clothes off and

stuff. This is a family show.

JEFF

I was just trying to help!

CAMERA MAN

Yeah, dude, but come on. You didn’t

have to rip her clothes off in broad

daylight. And mean, we like a good

laugh and all..

JEFF

I am really sorry, M’am.

The blonde woman starts up the convertible.

BLONDE WOMAN

I am SO done for the day!

She drives off in a huff. The Camera Man turns to Jeff.

CAMERA MAN

Well, this didn’t go well. But can you

sign the release anyway. Who knows. We

may still use it.

EXT. POST OFFICE – EARLY EVENING – 5 PM

Jeff continues to ring his bell as evening falls. The sidewalk is far less busy now.

A fifty-something man carrying a big box approaches. The man has a gruff, New York kind of manner. He wears a long overcoat.

BOX MAN

(to Jeff)

How are ya.

JEFF

Good evening! How are you?

BOX MAN

Oh, I’m doin’ great. I’m gonna mail

off this box today. And I’m not gonna

wait in line. You know why?

JEFF

Why is that?

BOX MAN

Click n’ ship.

JEFF

Click and ship?

BOX MAN

You haven’t heard of Click

N’ Ship? Oh, you gotta do it.

It’s the only way to go!

JEFF

Really?

BOX MAN

Really. Here’s what you do— you

go online, to the post office

website –www somethin’—and you

click on Click N’ Ship.

JEFF

Click n’ ship.

BOX MAN

Click n’ Ship. Then you what you do

is fill in the address information,

fill in the weight, you print out an

address label, then you pay with your

credit card.

JEFF

Aw! So you do it all beforehand!

BOX MAN

That’s right. Click n’ ship.

JEFF

Then you mail it from your house?

BOX MAN

Nah, no! Then you just come to the post

office, you drop your box off at the

“ship” window, and you go home! You don’t

wait in no line. You let the OTHER suckers

wait in line!

JEFF

Wow. You can’t beat THAT!

BOX MAN

Nah. You can’t. Click n’Ship, Click

N’ Ship. It’s the only way to go. I

won’t stand in line no more. You 

know why?

JEFF

Why?

BOX MAN

‘Cause now I do Click n’ Ship. I don’t

go no other way.

JEFF

(chuckles)

I’ve heard of fluff n’ fold, but

not Click n’ Ship!

BOX MAN

Fluff n’ fold? What are you

talkin’ about?

JEFF

Oh, I was just..

BOX MAN

I’m not talkin’ about fluff n’

fold. I’m talkin’ about Click

N’ Ship!

JEFF

Exactly.

BOX MAN

Never mind. I catch you on the way

out. You gotta do it. Click n’ Ship.

The man heads into the post office. Jeff resumes ringing his bell. Suddenly, loud voices come wafting out from the post office lobby. 

Jeff continues to ring his bell as the voices waft out.

BOX MAN

What do you mean you’re closed?!

DARLA

We close the counter down at five,

Mr. Cardinale.

BOX MAN

But I got Click n’ Ship!

DARLA

I’m locking the doors now.

BOX MAN

You’re open till seven!

DARLA

Not until December 8. After that we

stay open longer.

BOX MAN

You gonna tell me I can’t Click

n’ Ship?!

DARLA

Not today, Mr. Cardinale.

BOX MAN

If I wasn’t holdin’ this heavy box,

I’d take a FLAME THROWER to this place!

DARLA

Yesterday it was a bulldozer. Today it’s

a flame thrower, huh?

BOX MAN

I will sue you into bankruptcy!

DARLA

See you tomorrow, Mr. Cardinale.

BOX MAN

Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

The man emerges from the post office, still carrying his box.

BOX MAN

I got their Click n’ Ship right…!

JEFF

Closed, huh?

BOX MAN

Do yourself a favor— go find another

place to ring your bell. This place

is a den of THIEVES!

JEFF

I’m sorry.

BOX MAN

Awwwwww. Hey listen, you want some money,

I got some money in my wallet.

Turns his coat pocket towards Jeff.

BOX MAN

Reach in there, get out my wallet. Pull

out two or three bucks for the pot.

JEFF

Oh wow, I wouldn’t feel right..

BOX MAN

Go on. This box is gettin’ heavy! 

Jeff reaches into the man’s coat pocket, pulls out the wallet. Jeff opens up the wallet.

CLOSE-UP SHOT: WALLET 

There is only one bill in the wallet. Jeff pulls it out. It’s a fifty dollar bill.

Jeff shows the man the fifty.

JEFF

Um…I just found this.

BOX MAN

What?! I give you free access to my

wallet and you take out a fifty?!

JEFF

Well, no, I don’t have to..!

BOX MAN

Aw, take the fifty! What, you want 

the shirt off my back too?!

JEFF

Oh, no no.. Hear, take it back!

BOX MAN

Aw, keep the fifty! You want the fifty?

There, you got my fifty! You happy?!
The man turns his back on Jeff and storms back to his car.  Jeff vainly holds out the fifty to him, but the man is too busy storming away.

A LITTLE LATER 

Jeff rings his bell. The foot traffic in front of the post office is sparse.  

Jeff turns and is startled to see “Santa Claus” ambling up. Santa wearily plops down on the brick ledge near where Jeff stands.

JEFF

(to SANTA)

Oh.. hi!

Santa wearily shakes his head.

SANTA
Merry Christmas.

(thumbs in the direction whence he came)

I’ve been at the Plaza all day.

JEFF

Ah! The Santa House!

SANTA

That’s the one.

JEFF

Must be fun to see all the

little kids.

Santa again shakes his head wearily.

SANTA

Ya wanna be all merry, and “Ho

Ho, ho,” but I tell ya— after

a while..

Santa glances up at Jeff.

SANTA

Where’s your Santa suit?

Jeff fumbles for words.

JEFF

Well, I don’t really.. they …

Santa waves a dismissive hand.

SANTA

That’s all right. I bet you get

that a lot.

JEFF

Yeah. You get that a lot too?

Oh..uh..well, I guess you wouldn’t

really get that..

Santa holds up his hand.

SANTA

It’s ok. You’re like most grown-ups— they

see this suit and get all flustered. Somethin’

about this suit—makes even grownups 

suddenly feel like they’re five years

old again. Like they gotta suddenly be on

their best behavior or they won’t get

the toy they want.

JEFF

Exactly!

SANTA

Well.. I majored in psychology.

JEFF

Pretty tired?

SANTA

(again shakes his head wearily)

Those kids— makes me miss being

in country.

JEFF

Yeah, being out in the country

is kinda nice. The trees, the

birds, the creeks.. 

Santa fixes Jeff a funny look.

SANTA

I keep forgetting—your generation can

barely remember Y2K, much less Vietnam.

“In country”—that means I did service

in ‘Nam.

JEFF

Wow, that must’ve been rough!

SANTA

Compared to THESE kids?!

Santa shakes his head, then stares off into space.  Finally, he turns to Jeff.

SANTA

You’re probably like me—you’re

just waitin’ for your shift to end

so you can go out and get a beer.

Jeff laughs nervously.

JEFF

Well, hey, I…

At that moment, Jeff turns and comes face to face with an elderly woman who has her purse open.  The woman stares up at Jeff, a mouth-agape expression of shock. She quickly snaps her purse shut and vanishes inside the post office.

JEFF

(calling after her)

Merry CHRIST..uh..oh well.

Santa emits a weary chuckle.

SANTA

You’re getting’ it too, huh?

Santa slowly rises to his feet.

SANTA

Well, it’s been good. Hang in

there buddy. The weekend’s comin’.

JEFF

Hey, you too!

Santa turns and walks off, raising his hand in farewell.

EXT. FRONT OF POST OFFICE – LATE IN DAY

Jeff stands at his post, ringing the bell. It is late in the day—the sun is starting to go down.  Jeff’s cell phone rings.  Jeff answers.

JEFF

Hello?

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Jeff. Lt. Colonel Meyers.

JEFF

Yeah!

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

How are we doin’?

JEFF

Pretty good. Pretty good. Well,

except for a little accident with

the balloon machine. It kinda rolled

out into the street and..well.. there

was a minor explosion.

There is a pause at the other end. Finally:

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Well.. never mind--that’s ok. It wasn’t

our best model. Listen, I wanted to ask

you-- did you take your kettle with you

on your afternoon break?

JEFF

Yeah. I did. Should I not have?

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Jeff. Do NOT take your kettle with

you on your breaks! You did hear

me say that at orientation?

JEFF

I.. I guess it didn’t sink in.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Not ONLY does that put YOU at risk,

but it’s a huge liability to us as

well. And it just doesn’t look good.

JEFF

I’m sorry.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

(heaves a sigh)

Anyway.. on that note, could I ask

you to take another fifteen minute

break now.  And leave your kettle

inside at the post office counter.

JEFF

But.. my shift ends in just another

fifteen minutes.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Well, originally that was the plan. But

we’re really behind on kettle pickups

today. So I was hoping you could ring

for another hour and a half.

Jeff winces, clearly disappointed.

JEFF

(dejectedly)

Sure.

VOICE OF LT COL MEYERS

Great. I appreciate that. See

ya around six. Maybe a little

after. Just hang tight.

EXT. CARMEL CITY STREET – DUSK

A truly dejected-looking Jeff makes his way down the main street sidewalk, past the business fronts.  This time, he is sans kettle.

Jeff ducks inside a sports bar.

INT. SPORTS BAR

Jeff goes over to the free popcorn machine and scoops up a small bag of popcorn. Then, he finds a chair facing one of the large-screen TV’s.

The local news is on.

SHOT: TV SCREEN

On the screen is the local news man who tried to interview Jeff earlier in the day.

NEWSCASTER

You see them every Christmas season,

standing by red kettles in front of

the stores and post offices, patiently

ringing a bell for donations. They are 

Salvation Army Bell ringers. And they

will be out in force, from today until

Christmas Eve.

SHOT: LT COL MEYERS BEING INTERVIEWED

LT COL MEYERS

We really hope to have a good season

this year—that people will be even

more generous than in the past,

because the need out there is 

so great.

SHOT: NEWSCASTER

NEWSCASTER

But in a year where the American worker

is under so much pressure, that pressure

is now also being felt by the Salvation

Army bell ringer.

What follows is a series of quick, flash shots of Jeff’s day:

[BEGIN SERIES OF FLASH SHOTS]

Jeff tries to blow up helium balloon—it explodes loudly.

QUICK CUT TO:

Jeff stands there as father scolds his toddler son.

FATHER

(to toddler son)

You don’t grab this man’s BELLS and 

go ding-a-ling-a-ling with it…!

QUICK CUT TO:

Jeff beats the helium machine with tree limb.

QUICK CUT TO:

Jeff rips the skirt off the woman in the convertible.

QUICK CUT TO:

Jeff and Wayne roll, grapple on the sidewalk.

[END SERIES OF FLASH SHOTS]

SHOT: NEWSCASTER ON SCREEN

NEWSCASTER

So the next time you hear those

familiar, comforting peals of the

Salvation Army Christmas kettle

bells—keep in mind that in this season

of turbulent economic waters, at any
given moment, the bell may toll for thee.
This is David Jenkins, Channel 46 News. 

EXT. CARMEL CITY STREET – NIGHT

A now, VERY glum-looking Jeff heads back to his post. He is now on his cell phone, talking to his dad as he walks.

JEFF

Yeah.. Dad?  Yeah.. I’m ringing

late tonight. They won’t pick up

my kettle till at least six.

Jeff listens as his dad says something on the other end.

JEFF

Not good, Dad. It was just.. I don’t

know. Not a great day, you know? In

fact— I think I’m done.

Jeff listens as his father says something on the other end. Jeff’s expression is pained.

JEFF

I know, Dad. But serious—I just don’t

think I’m cut out for this.

Jeff listens.

JEFF

Well.. maybe I can get a job doing

retail or something… Yeah.. I know,

Dad..

Jeff listens some more, grimaces some more.

JEFF

Maybe… But I don’t know—six more

weeks of doing this?

Jeff listens some more.

JEFF

(his voice sinking)

Ok. We’ll talk when I get home.

Yeah.. Bye.

Jeff puts away his cell phone. He continues back to his post office kettle stand. 

EXT. KETTLE STAND OUTSIDE POST OFFICE – NIGHT

Jeff emerges from the post office, kettle in hand. His shoulders are slumped, his expression downcast.

Jeff hooks the kettle back onto the stand. He slowly, dejectedly, takes the bell out of his pocket. He heaves a heavy sigh and starts to ring. He pulls his coat tighter around him.

After a few moments, Jeff gazes at his surroundings.

SHOT: CARMEL STREET IN FRONT OF POST OFFICE

Now that night has fallen, the Christmas lights are on. Nearby, multi-colored lights glow on the large town Christmas tree. Soft orange-yellow lines line the rooftops of the surrounding buildings.  A Santa figure glows across the street. The scene is beautiful, peaceful.

A string instrumental of Silent Night plays from a nearby building.

SHOT: JEFF

As Jeff gazes around him, his expression gradually turns from downcast to serene.

An old, bent-over man approaches. The old man puts money in the kettle.

JEFF

Thank you, sir. Merry Christmas.

The old man looks up, looks Jeff directly in the eye.

OLD VETERAN

When I was serving overseas in World

War II, it was Christmas time, and all

these other outfits came over to sell us

G.I’s coffee and donuts. But the Salvation

Army, they served it to us everyday—for

free! That’s why I always give to THIS

outfit.

Jeff smiles.

JEFF

We appreciate it.

The old man pats Jeff on the shoulder.

OLD VETERAN

You’re doing a good thing for people,

son. Don’t you forget it.

The old man ambles on his way.

A few moments later, a smartly-dressed forty-ish woman walks up. She stops, opens her purse.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

Are ya freezin’ yet?

JEFF

Oh, I’m hanging in there.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

I hope so.

The woman puts in a few bills—they look like large bills.

JEFF

Thank you very much!

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

No, listen—thank YOU!

The woman steps closer to Jeff.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

Twenty years ago, I had no place to

go—I had a little daughter. We were

living out of our car…

The woman starts to tear up.  Jeff quickly reaches into his pocket, pulls out a handkerchief. He hands it to her.

The woman points up at the Salvation Army sign.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

(through her sobs)

..and these people were the only ones

who would help us. 

Jeff nods.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

We need more people.. who are willing to

do what you’re doing.

JEFF

(humbled)

I appreciate that.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

You have a very Merry Christmas.

JEFF

You too. You have a GREAT Christmas.

God bless you.

The woman, still sniffling, starts on her way.

FORTY-ISH WOMAN

And you too.

LATER

Jeff is still at his post, softly ringing his bell. No one is around. The post office behind him is closed.

The Salvation Army van pulls up. Jeff stops his ringing. He starts to unlatch the kettle.

LT Tony Sabarez hops out of the idling van. He jogs over to Jeff, helps him put away the stand inside the post office lobby.

LT TONY SABAREZ

How did it go?

JEFF

Overall— a good day. I think I

did well.

LT TONY SABAREZ

So we didn’t scare you away on your

first day?

JEFF

(laughs)

Nah.

They both climb in the van—LT Tony in the driver’s side, Jeff in the passenger side.

INT. VAN (IDLING)

LT TONY SABAREZ

So. Ready to hit it again tomorrow?

JEFF

You bet!

Lt. Tony puts the van in drive, drives away.

EXT. CARMEL POST OFFICE – MORNING

The Salvation Army van pulls up in front of the Carmel Post Office.  

INT. SALVATION ARMY VAN (STOPPED)

LT. Tony Sabarez reaches down, hands Jeff a kettle that still has money in it.

LT TONY SABAREZ

I apologize—this kettle from Pacific Grove

Safeway didn’t get brought in and emptied

last night. And we don’t have any more empty

ones.

Jeff takes hold of the kettle, shakes it. Change rattles around.

JEFF

It’s pretty heavy.

LT TONY SABAREZ

It’s a little over half full, but there’s

still plenty of room in there ‘till we

can get a new one to you—probably later

this afternoon. That ok?

JEFF

Yeah, that’s fine.

LT TONY SABREZ

Good luck out there today!

JEFF

Thanks. See you later!

EXT. CARMEL POST OFFICE 

Jeff hops out of the van, waves goodbye.

The van pulls away.

Jeff heads inside the post office, disappears for a few moments. He re-emerges a few moments later with the Salvation Army stand.

Jeff carefully sets up the kettle stand in his spot near the front door of the post office. He hooks on the kettle.

Suddenly, Jeff hears a commotion coming from across the street. He looks over and spots Kirk and Brianna having a heated argument in front of the coffee shop.

Kirk grabs Brianna’s arm roughly. Brianna spots Jeff.

KIRK

(loudly to Brianna)

Bell-ringer boy ain’t gonna help you!

BRIANNA

(calling out)

JEFF..!

P.O.V of BRIANNA

Brianna is horrified to see Jeff lower his head and turn his back.  Jeff lifts up his kettle stand and kettle, then meekly slinks inside the post office lobby.

BRIANNA

JEFF!

Kirk laughs. He snatches Brianna’s arm roughly again, pulls her.

KIRK

You’re gonna TALK to me!

Brianna struggles to free herself, but cannot. She is pulled down around the side of the coffee shop.

EXT. LOT AT THE SIDE OF COFFEE SHOP

Kirk has Brianna at the side of the coffee shop, hidden from view of passers-by. He still has her arm in a vise-grip. He shakes her.

KIRK

What! You’re gonna disrespect ME?!

I don’t THINK so!

BRIANNA

Get off me!!

Kirk leans in, roughly tries to kiss her. Brianna keeps turning her face away.

KIRK

What! You like this? Huh? 

You like this?

Suddenly a voice calls out.

JEFF’S VOICE

Care to make a donation?

Kirk whips his head up—just in time to see Jeff AND his kettle stand, atop the approximately six-foot high platform just behind Kirk and Brianna.

Jeff has pulled the kettle stand chain and kettle back as far as they will go.  Jeff lets go, just as Kirk looks up.

JEFF’S P.O.V

The change-filled kettle zooms in on Kirk’s shocked expression.  BANG— a direct hit! Kirk goes down.

Jeff hops down from the platform landing. Brianna throws her arms around him. Then, they turn their attention to Kirk, who is spread-eagle on the ground, out cold.

BRIANNA

You think he’ll be all right?

JEFF

I assure you, by tomorrow he’ll be back
to his same old nasty, despicable self.
(looks meaningfully into Brianna’s eyes)

But perhaps he’ll be a little wiser for

the wear.

BRIANNA

You really think so?

JEFF

No.

BRIANNA

What was I thinking? I really thought

that deep down, he was really a sweet guy.

JEFF

Well, whatever you do—do NOT give him

any coffee.

BRIANNA

Why?

JEFF

‘Cause he’s already been served!

At this Jeff breaks out into a loud spastic laugh, hopping up and down.  Brianna does likewise.

Finally:

JEFF

Well, I gotta get to my post.

BRIANNA

Stop by later on? For cocoa?

Jeff stops, smiles.

JEFF

I’m THERE!

Brianna gives Jeff another big hug.

EXT. CARMEL POST OFFICE – A LITTLE LATER

Jeff pulls out his bell. He takes a deep breath and looks around. He cannot suppress the smile on is face. It is still early, and no one is about. 

Now Jeff rings his first tones of the day.

JEFF’S BELL

Da

Da da

DA da

Jeff pauses, gazes around some more.  Then..in the near distance, he hears his ring tone duplicated—except perhaps a tone higher.

MYSTERY MAN BELL

Da

Da da

DA da

Jeff is startled. He plays the same notes again.

JEFF’S BELL

Da

Da da

DA da

At that moment, a man in overalls emerges from around the corner of a nearby building. He holds a bell. He rings it, in answer to Jeff’s bell.

The following exchange plays out like the famous Dueling Banjos scene from “Deliverance.”

MYSTERY MAN BELL

Da

Da da

DA da

Jeff smiles. He changes up his rhythm.

JEFF’S BELL

Da da

DA

Da da

Da da

Da da 

MYSTERY MAN BELL

Da da

DA

Da da

Da da

Da da 

JEFF’S BELL

Da

Da da da

DA da

DA da

JEFF

(calling out)

C’mon! I’m with ya!

MYSTERY MAN BELL

Da

Da da da

DA da

DA da

Suddenly, the Mystery Man whips out a second bell and the dueling bells are on—Jeff and the Mystery Man go at it, exchanging complex rhythm with complex rhythm. 

A well-dressed elderly man emerges from a nearby coffee shop and starts doing a jig to the music.

Camera SHOT goes flashes quickly back and forth between Jeff and the Mystery Man bell ringer—including one point, where the Mystery Man ALSO whips out a set of spoons and slaps them against his body even as he rings the bell.

Bystanders have now gathered. They clap along. By this time, the Mystery Man has made his way over to Jeff and they go at it, head to head.

Finally, the bell-ringing duel reaches its grand finale.  There is loud applause from the bystanders.

A deep-voiced friend of the Mystery Man comes over and slaps his hand on Mystery Man’s shoulders.

JEFF

Yeeeee-HAW! I could play all day

with that guy!

FRIEND OF MYSTERY MAN

(to Jeff)

I do believe you could.

Jeff extends his hand to Mystery Man. Mystery Man quickly snaps his head to the side, looking away from Jeff’s extended hand.

Jeff looks puzzled.

FRIEND OF MYSTERY MAN

Give the guy a couple bucks.

FADE TO BLACK

