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FADE IN:

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

Up tempo music plays as from a low angle looking up, the camera tracks back with a german shepard DOG, being restrained by a COP, big shouldered, sunglasses, all business, as they go quickly down a school hallway, flanked by an OLDER WOMAN, and a YOUNGER WOMAN, both look to be administration types.  They move quickly trying to keep pace with the very excited DOG.

INT.  WILEY’S KITCHEN –- DAY

Music continues as we see WILEY, a young teen with messy look hair, bad posture, and what might be interpreted as a failing attempt at a peach fuzz moustache, playing a hand held video game, as CELIA, an attractive woman in her late thirties pour milk into his cereal bowl.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

Back to the moving shot of DOG, COP, YOUNGER WOMAN and OLDER WOMAN, as the musice picks up speed.

INT. WILEY’S KITCHEN –- DAY

WILEY checks his watch, stands, gives CELIA a quick peek on the cheek, then races off screen.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

The foursome are now standing in front of a row of lockers, as DOG is pawing at one.

EXT.  STREET CORNER –- DAY

WILEY in a row of other kids, waits to board a school bus.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

COP hits his walkie talkie, as YOUNGER WOMAN looks up something in a large black binder, under the watchful gaze of OLDER WOMAN.

INT.  SCHOOL BUS –- DAY

WILEY sits on the back bench of the bus, playfully talking to FIRST BOY, and SECOND BOY, all are smiling and laughing.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

Looking in the binder for reference, YOUNGER WOMAN is turning the combination lock on the top locker as COP and OLDER WOMAN look on.

EXT.  SCHOOL MAIN ENTRANCE –- DAY

WILEY, walks up stairs to the main doors of the school with FIRST BOY and SECOND BOY, still talking.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

YOUNGER WOMAN opens locker door, hundreds of extremely large bullets rain down on the hallway floor.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY –- DAY

WILEY, flanked by FIRST BOY and SECOND BOY round a corner, the camera pulls back to reveal that now WILEY and his buddies are standing just a few feet from the locker, obviously his locker.  A medium shot of COP, YOUNGER WOMAN and OLDER WOMAN looking sternly at WILEY from WILEY’S POV.  A medium close up of WILEY, FIRST BOY and SECOND BOY, all looking like they just saw the Grim Reaper.  FIRST BOY and SECOND BOY look askance at WILEY, then do an about face and walk out frame away from him on either side of picture.  CAMERA goes to an up angle shot from the floor of DOG barking as COP holds it back as a single, late falling bullet drops from the locker.  A close up of WILEY as the music, sounding like a od style vinyl record being scratched to a halt, stops.

FADE OUT:

TITLE: BULLETS FOR BAKERSFIELD

FADE IN:

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE –- DAY

A medium shot of WILEY, an everyman high school freshman, slung casually in a big arm chair, speaking matter of factly as he looks out an office window.  As he speaks we cut back and forth to BOYINGTON, a charter member of the geek of the month club, writing on a legal pad as he listens.  A half filled jar of jelly beans sits on one side of his desk, a small fish bowl with three goldfish sits on the other side.  WILEY, his leg slung over the arm of the chair, nervously swings it back and forth as he speaks...






WILEY:

I suppose you think I’m overly preoccupied with sex?  Well, I am.  Occupational hazard of being my age.  It all comes back to sex.  Doc, do you have any idea how often I think about sex.  Having sex.  Watching sex.  The media doesn’t help.  Do you realize all the shit they air brush into an ad for vodka?  I don’t need to sneak a peak at a Penthouse, all I have to do is find a Seagram’s back cover, and whip out my magnifying glass.  My Mom thinks I’m depressed.  Well, you would be too if the one thing on your mind is something you know you can’t get, realistically, for the next couple of years. I am depressed.  It’s like my penis is that man eating plant from Little Shop of Horrors.  It keeps saying: FEED ME.  And all I can offer it is my fingers. 






BOYINGTON:



Yet why you’re here has nothing to do with sex.






WILEY:

C’mon, Doc, when you’re fourteen, everything has to do with sex.  Look, Doctor…  Boyington, right?




BOYINGTON:

Right.




WILEY:

I’m depressed, but I’m still horny.




BOYINGTON:

Do you feel that the situation at school is adding to your depression?




WILEY:

Oh, the…  Bullets.  Naw, I’m not worried about that.




BOYINGTON:

Why not?




WILEY:

What’s to worry?  Either I get expelled or I don’t get expelled.  Either I get prosecuted, or I don’t get prosecuted.  Big whoop.




BOYINGTON:

Do you realize it’s a felony to have weapons of any kind on school grounds?




WILEY:

They were bullets, Dr. Boyington.  No gun, just bullets.  What did they think I was gonna do?  Insert them manually into the Vice-Principal?




BOYINGTON:

Still, they did find over 500 of them.  Their size would indicate they were for an elephant gun, or a mounted machine gun.




WILEY:

They haven’t even looked at them closely yet, have they?  




BOYINGTON:

Not sure.




WILEY:

Worse thing about all this shit is how freaked out my Mom is.




BOYINGTON:

You expected her not to freak out when they called her yesterday?




WILEY:

What right do the Bakersfield Police have to go locker to locker with a dog sniffing out everybody’s personal shit?  And, Mine wasn’t even the locker with the drugs.  They just opened mine first ‘cause it was on top.  The janitor said he hadn’t seen that much ammo since he was taking Hamburger Hill in ‘Nam.




BOYINGTON:

But, all that, doesn’t worry you?




WILEY:

Can I get the chair?




BOYINGTON:

We don’t have the chair in California.




WILEY:

Well, if they can’t kill me, I’m not worried.




BOYINGTON:

Then what does worry you?




WILEY:

Dying a virgin.  Like I said, it all comes back to sex.




BOYINGTON:

I meant about the situation at school.




WILEY:

Oh, that…  I guess just how it’s affecting my Mom.  The V.P., wonderful Mr. Knowles, is making it look like she’s a bad mother or something because of all this, and that’s bullshit!  




BOYINGTON:

Your mother, Celia Wiley…  You care a lot for her, do you?




WILEY:

It’s always been just her and me.  And, the California Attorney General’s office, constantly trying to find my birth father to get him to pay back child support.  My Mom and them have been the only constants in my life.




BOYINGTON:

And, your birth father?  Do you have any contact with him?




WILEY:

Yeah, right.  Trying to get a hold of my Dad is like trying to bottle fog.  I’ve had longer conversations with our landscaper, and he doesn’t speak any English.




BOYINGTON:

And, does that bother you?




WILEY:

No, I  speak a little Spanish.




BOYINGTON:

No, I mean about your Dad.  The fact that you never see him.  Does it bother you?




WILEY:

No, right now, you’re bothering me.




BOYINGTON:

How so?




WILEY:

You’re asking the wrong questions, Doc.




BOYINGTON:

Then what should I be asking?




WILEY: 

Jesus!  This is like playing Jeopardy.  Everything you say is in the form of a question.  I thought you PHD-types were supposed to have all the answers.




BOYINGTON:

Do you truly think that anyone has all the answers?




WILEY:

There you go again.  Asking me.  Do I look that bright to you, seriously…?




BOYINGTON:

You look like a young man with a lot on his mind.  My irritating plethora of questions is just my way to get you to talk about it.




WILEY:

Plethora?  Doc, I’m a freshman, and not exactly an honors student.  Keep the confab at the idiot level, please.




BOYINGTON:

Do you always put yourself down?




WILEY:

No.  Sometimes I find people who can’t wait to do it for me.  You don’t get that, do you?




BOYINGTON:

Enlighten me.




WILEY:

Do you know what non-descript means?  What am I talking about?  Of course you do, Dr. Plethora…  Non-descript…  That’s what he called me…  That day.




BOYINGTON:

That’s what who called you?




WILEY:

Mr. Knowles.  When he called me into his office that day…

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE -- DAY

A close up of WILEY’S worried face, looking downward, from his point of view we see a multi-colored rug.  He looks up, we now see KNOWLES, a large black man with horned rimmed glasses and a neatly trimmed moustache looking angry.  A metronome sits on his desk in front of him, loudly clicking as it goes back and forth.  For a moment that’s the only sound that is heard as the two sit looking at each other uncomfortably for a few seconds.



KNOWLES:

Do you have any idea why you’ve been called into my office today?




WILEY:

No.  Not really.




KNOWLES:

Sir.




WILEY:

What?




KNOWLES:

Sir.




WILEY:

You’re gonna Knight me?




KNOWLES:

It’s no, not really, sir.  Have you been taught nothing at home?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

I wanted to tell him that I’d been taught that respect has to be earned, and that it should always be mutual.




BOYINGTON:

What did you say?

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE –- DAY




WILEY:

Sorry, sir.




KNOWLES:

So…  Why do you think you’re here?  What trouble could you be in?  I can see the wheels turning.  Have you done anything recently that would get you into trouble?




WILEY:

Ah-uh…  I mean, no, sir.




KNOWLES:

Anson Thomas Wiley, you’ve been at Bakersfield High School for one semester. I’ve been reviewing your file.  From both your brief time here, and your three years at Poe Intermediate.  I must say, Mr. Wiley, that you are a non-entity.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

He called me that, too, the prick.

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE –- DAY




KNOWLES:

Completely non-descript.  You maintain a 76.3 average.  Which is abysmally average.  Although your IQ scores would indicate you’re capable of much more.  You belong to no clubs, no groups, and you play no sports.  What do you do with your spare time?  Watch TV, and play video games?




WILEY:

Yeah, I live for Jerry Springer, and Mortal Kombat.

INT.  BOYINGTON’s OFFICE -- DAY




BOYINGTON:

You say that?




WILEY:

No, not exactly.




BOYINGTON:

What did you say?

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE -- DAY



WILEY:  (V.O.)

Nothing.  I just kinda shrugged my shoulders, and looked down at his multi-colored, African throw rug.




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

Why did you do that?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

Doc, the guy had just stepped on every feeling that I own.  Do you really think I wanted to prolong a conversation with the asshole?  Not that we were having one.  He was talking at me, not to me.

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE -- DAY




KNOWLES:

So, I take it from your lack of response that you…  What?  Sit at home staring at the floor?




WILEY:

Well…  Uh…




KNOWLES:

Why the serious under-achievement, academically?  Why the lack of any extra curricular activities?  Are you anti-social?




WILEY:

No…  Sir.  I don’t think so.




KNOWLES:

Do you have any friends?




WILEY:

Yes, sir.




KNOWLES:

Are they involved in anything?




WILEY:

Just drugs, sex, and rock ‘n roll, same as me. 

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE –- DAY






WILEY:

No, I didn’t say that either…  

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE – DAY






WILEY:  (Cont’d V.O.)

I just shrugged again.




KNOWLES:

Well, son, given your record.  The glowing personality you’ve displayed in this room.  And, the fact that you are from a single parent household.  I’d say that you are a prime candidate for ending up nothing, when you leave the Bakersfield School System.  A big, fat ZERO.  Or, in a worse case scenario, snapping one day and turning our noble institution into another Columbine!

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




BOYINGTON:

He didn’t say that, did he?




WILEY:

Yeah…




BOYINGTON:

Christ!  Then what did the asshole say?




WILEY:

I knew I was going to like you, Doc.  

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE –- DAY






WILEY:  (V.O.)

Well, anyway, at that point, I was trying my best not to cry, so I reverted to my patented shrug.




KNOWLES:

Now what’s that supposed to mean?  Are you saying that one day shooting up the student body is something you’ve already considered?




WILEY:

No…  Sir.  I’m not…




KNOWLES:

That’s the trouble.  You’re not!  You’re not anything.  You’re not a jock.  You’re not a brain.  You don’t seem to be popular…

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

Why do things always have to fit into categories, Doc?




BOYINGTON:

They don’t.  Keep going.

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE -- DAY




KNOWLES:

Because based on what I see here, and after talking to some of your teachers, I conclude that you, Mr. Wiley, have the ambition of a garden slug!




BOYINGTON:  (V.O)

Had he ever met with you before? 




WILEY:  (V.O.)

Never.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




BOYINGTON:

Some conclusion to come to about a boy he’d never even talked with before.




WILEY:

That’s what I was thinking.  But, I didn’t have the guts to say it.




BOYINGTON:

What else did King Solomon say?




KNOWLES:

Now, what are we going to do about that, Wiley?  How are we going to break this pattern of mediocrity? 




WILEY:

I don’t know…  Sir.




KNOWLES:

Get involved, Wiley!  Get your head out of the sand, ostrich boy, and do something with your life.  Quit being a waste of space.  Make a difference!

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

God, I’d have given anything for a hand grenade to shove into his mouth at that moment.  But, all I said was…

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE – DAY






WILEY: (Cont’d)

How…?  Sir.




KNOWLES:

First, I expect your average to rise by 8…  No, 10 points in this next term.  Given your IQ, it should be no problem if you apply yourself.  That’s still only a B average.  And, for the love of God, get involved!  I want to see you join at least two clubs, groups, or organizations this next semester.




WILEY:

Which ones, sir?




KNOWLES:

I don’t care!  Join the chess club.  The debate team. The Boy Scouts…  You’re not gay are you?




WILEY:

No…  Sir.




KNOWLES:

Then that would be an option for you.  But, for pity’s sake, get out of your house.  Get away from Mommy and get a life!  The one you’re living now is certainly in need of an over-haul.  Wouldn’t you say?




WILEY:

I’d say you’re a rat bastard, sack of shit, who doesn’t know me at all.  A cocksucker, who has no right to say my life is worthless!  Non-descript!!  A waste!!!

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




BOYINGTON:

But, what did you say?

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

Yes…  Sir.




KNOWLES:

I’m glad we had this chat today, Wiley.  And, I’m sorry if I was a little…  Harsh.  But, sometimes, the harsh words are the ones we remember most.  The ones we ultimately respond to.  The harsh words, are the ones that change our lives.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

But, not always for the better, right Doc.




BOYINGTON:

No.  Was that the end of the crucifixion or was there more?




WILEY:

Yeah…  Just a little more…

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE –- DAY




KNOWLES:

Now, go out there, and make yourself proud.  And, remember, there is no excuse for not living up to your potential.




WILEY: (V.O.)

I wanted to bolt out of there, but my legs didn’t want to work.  They were like two broad egg noodles…  Aldente.




KNOWLES:

You’re excused, Wiley.  Get back to Algebra.  And, don’t forget to pull up that average, and that means every class.

INT.  SCHOOL HALLWAY – DAY

WILEY walks down a vacant hallway a look on his face as if someone had just given him the news that he had a terminal illness.  Crossfades show WILEY paying little attention in class and alone with his thoughts on the bus, as the dialogue in the next voice over is heard...



WILEY: (V.O.)
I don’t remember getting up, or leaving the room.  I don’t remember a lot about the rest of that day.  Except of course that I was a non-descript, loser.  A waste of space. A nothing that would always be a nothing.  I don’t think I’d ever felt as bad, as low, as I felt that day.  It’s like I couldn’t justify my existence in the cosmic scheme of things.  And I spent the day wondering, if I ceased to exist, if anyone would notice…?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE –- DAY




BOYINGTON:

What did you do after school?




WILEY:

Went home.  To the one person who might notice if I winked out of existence.




BOYINGTON:

Your mother?  




WILEY:

Yeah…  

INT. WILEY’S KITCHEN –- DAY

WILEY and CELIA sit at the kitchen table, uneasy looks pass between them.






WILEY: (Cont’d V.O.)

I tried my best to hide how upset I was from her.  But, she can read me like a book you give a first grader.




CELIA:



Everything okay?






WILEY:



Yeah.






CELIA:



You sure?






WILEY:



Yeah.




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

So, she knew something was wrong, and...?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE –- DAY




WLEY:

Well, we had made it through linner…




BOYINGTON:

Linner?




WILEY:

Oh, that’s what we call it.  See I spend most of my lunch period goofing off, and talking, so I usually only eat some chips and a soda.  By the time I get home at three I’m Starvin’ Marvin.  So my Mom fixes me a late lunch, early dinner…




BOYINGTON:

Linner…  Cute.




WILEY:

Yeah, she makes it for me before she takes off for the bar.  She works nights at Cody’s on Franklin street.




BOYINGTON:

Why don’t you want to tell me what happened with you and Mom, after you ate?




WILEY:

Am I being difficult, Doc?




BOYINGTON:

Do you think you’re being difficult?




WILEY:

There you go again…  The Questionator!

BOYINGTON grabs a jelly bead from the jar, pops it in his mouth and waits.






WILEY: (Cont’d)

Okay, okay.  We were sitting in the living room... 

INT.  WILEY’S LIVING ROOM  -- DAY






WILEY:  (Cont’d V.O.)

I was doing some algebra homework on the floor, my Mom was at her desk, balancing her check book. 

I knew I was screwed when she kept looking at me.  She’d punch something on the calculator, then look in my direction.  With that…  You know…  Mom look.  




CELIA: 

You seemed pretty quiet at linner.




WILEY:

Uh…  I was busy eating.




CELIA:

I noticed.  You even ate your brussel sprouts without me pushing.




WILEY: (V.O.)

I knew then that I was busted.  But, at linner I was trying so hard to always have something in my mouth, so I wouldn’t have to talk.




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

And, did you start talking at that point?




WILEY: (V.O.)

Sorta…

WILEY fidgets around on the floor a moment then looks up at CELIA, clearing his throat for effect.






WILEY:

Mom?  Do you have time to talk before Happy Hour?




CELIA:

Wiley…  I always have time for you.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




BOYINGTON:

Wait a minute.  Your mother calls you Wiley?




WILEY:

It’s comin’, Doc.

INT.  WILEY’S LIVING ROOM  -- DAY




WILEY:

I can’t believe that even you call me Wiley.  I guess I just don’t look like an Anson.




CELIA:
Anson was the name of your father’s favorite bookie.  How he conned my into that one, I’ll never know.  But, your Dad never lacked for charm, or persuasiveness.




WILEY: (V.O.)

My mom never stopped loving my Dad.  I never understood that.  She never bad mouthed him to me.  She never even seemed bitter. 




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

Love and bitterness can seldom exist in the same space. Go on...




WILEY:

How can you always talk about him the way you do?  After the way he took off on us?




CELIA:

Because your father wasn’t like everybody else.  Most folks are like the planets revolving around the sun.  Your Dad was like a comet streaking across the solar system. But, like that comet, you knew he wasn’t going to be around for long.  Comets are always just passing by.  




WILEY:

Would you have been happier if he would’ve been more like a moon, or a planet?  Something that stayed put?




CELIA:

I wouldn’t have loved him the way I did if he had been any other way. Maybe that’s why I call you Wiley, to keep him alive in my mind.




WILEY:

It’s not enough I look so much like him, you always said I could’ve been his clone?  Am I like him in other ways?




CELIA:

I’m not sure what you mean…




WILEY:

It’s just that…  Well, he never amounted to much.  He always had big dreams.  Was always telling you about all the big things he was gonna do.  But, in the end, he never did shit.




CELIA:

Your father had talent, and smarts…  And, a lot of times people like that…




WILEY:

Become worthless losers?

CELIA sits on the floor next to WILEY, she extends her arm and he gets closer to her, casually resting his head in her lap, he looks up at her as they talk.




CELIA:

Your father was no loser. Trent was never worried about status.  He was never concerned about money…




WILEY:

Yeah, especially sending any to us!




CELIA:

Wiley…!  




WILEY:

Don’t have kitens, Mom.  I didn’t mean to diss him…  Much. 




CELIA:

Wiley, you’re becoming a young man.  And, maybe you’re starting to wonder…  If your Dad’s shortcomings will be your own…




WILEY:

Well, I am just a C student.




CELIA:

And, you think that makes a difference to me?  Wiles, the grade isn’t the thing.  The question is…  Are you learning?  And, you know a lot of things, buddy.




WILEY:

I know a lot of useless facts that make me seem really smart when we’re watching Jeopardy together. 




CELIA:

Smart is smart.




WILEY:

You’re not worried that I’m not applying myself.  You don’t believe that I should be pulling straight A’s, and taking college prep courses?




CELIA:

Not everyone is cut out to be valedictorian.  Not that I’d mind if you were, but Wiles…  I love you.  Because you’re kind to people.  Because you really care about the things you care about.  Wiley, you, are the best thing I’ve ever done in my life.




WILEY:

Oh, no pressure there, Mom.




CELIA:

Look, that doesn’t mean you have go out and cure cancer, or bring peace to the world.  Don’t you understand?  I’m proud of you anyway.

CELIA strokes his hair and gives him a gentle kiss on the forehead as he speaks to BOYINGTON. 




WILEY: (V.O.)

God, I wish I could’ve saved that moment.  Copied it to disk, saved it on the hard drive, something!  So I could always have access to this feeling. I felt warm, and safe.  And, I never wanted it to end.  As horrible as that day had been…  This…  This moment almost made up for it…




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

And, did you tell your mother that?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE -- DAY




WILEY:

I’m a fourteen year old male, Doc.  What do you think?




BOYINGTON:

So, what did you say?

INT.  WILEY’S LIVING ROOM  -- DAY




WILEY:

Jeez, Mom, it’s past four thirty.  You’d better blaze.




CELIA:

I’m sure the Happy Hour crowd can survive a few minutes without me.




WILEY:

C’mon, Mom, we need the tip money.  Have you seen the cable bill? 




CELIA:
Okay, I’ll get going, but I want to talk some more tomorrow.  Maybe by then you’ll even get around to telling me what brought this on.  You know…  What’s really bothering you?

They both stand up, CELIA turns to leave, then turns back to give WILEY a quick hug, she begins to withdraw from it, but WILEY latches onto her tighter for a moment.  CELIA seems surprised, but pleased.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE – DAY






WILEY:

I hadn’t hugged back in a long time.  A couple of years ago I would’ve just been embarrassed by it, but that day I needed that hug.




BOYINGTON: 

And, what about the other day?  Are you ready to talk about what happened?  After they found the bullets in your locker…




WILEY:

Sure…  I guess.




BOYINGTON:

Were you scared?




WILEY:

Well. Lt. Truman isn’t exactly a teddy bear.  As a matter of fact he’s about as cozy as a cactus.  So, being questioned by him wasn’t much of a thrill.  But, then it changed.




BOYINGTON:

How?




WILEY:

That afternoon the Principal was out at some kind of meeting with the Superintendent, so when we got to the main office guess who had to check me out of school?




BOYINGTON:

Vice-Principal Knowles, perhaps?




WILEY:

Yeah.  The high school gossip network seemed to have already informed Knowles as to what was going on, and he must’ve put two and two together in his mind.  Even though they found no gun, he was certain all 500 bullets were meant for him.




BOYINGTON:

Did he say that?




WILEY:

It wasn’t what he said…

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE –- DAY




TRUMAN:

Are you the Principal?




KNOWLES:

V-Vice-Principal.  C-Carter Knowles.

TRUMAN flashes a badge at KNOWLES.




TRUMAN:

Paul Truman.  Bakersfield Police Department.  I just came by to inform you that we’ll be taking this student into custody.  Anson Wiley.  It appears Mr. Wiley decided to stock his locker for the Battle of Iwo Jima.

KNOWLES doesn’t move, he just stares at WILEY.




TRUMAN:

Mr. Knowles…?  Mr. Knowles…?

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE – DAY 




WILEY:  

He was scared shitless!  About to piss in his panties.  And, it was all because I was in the room.  A complete 180 from the other day.  I felt like a poker player with a royal flush in his hands.

INT.  KNOWLES’  OFFICE – DAY




TRUMAN:

Mr. KNOWLES!




KNOWLES:

Yes.  I’m sorry…  M-My mind was wandering.  S-So, did you find a g-gun?




TRUMAN:

Not yet.  But, nobody has 500 rounds of ammo unless there’s a gun somewhere.




KNOWLES:

Have you made a thorough search of his clothing?




TRUMAN:

Yeah, the kid’s got nothing on him.




KNOWLES:

Are you certain…?




TRUMAN:

Trust me, I frisked more punks than you’ve graded papers.  He’s clean.

WILEY approaches KNOWLES, as KNOWLES makes sure that TRUMAN is always between them.




WILEY:

Yeah, Mr. Knowles, I’m clean.  I just not very bright, remember?




KNOWLES:

Now, now, Anson.  My dear, dear boy. You know I never said that.  Never even thought that…  S-Son.




WILEY:  (V.O.)

I’d forgotten, he did suck up verbally a little, too.  So, sweet.




KNOWLES:

Are you certain there’s nothing in his pockets?  I see a bulge in his pants.




TRUMAN:

That’s the same bulge we all have in our pants.


(Looks him up and down)

Well, most of us.




WILEY:

Mr. Knowles, I promise if I did have a gun somewhere on the premises…  It would be an average, non-descript gun.




KNOWLES:

Are you taking him away immediately?

WILEY now picks up a dagger like letter opener from KNOWLES desk, gesturing with it as he talks.  KNOWLES gets behind TRUMAN again.




TRUMAN:

Just as soon as you sign him out, Road Runner.  




KNOWLES:

Fine.  Fine.  N-No trouble at all.




WILEY:

Are you sure, Mr. Knowles?  I mean, I wouldn’t want to cause you…


(Points letter opener at KNOWLES on “YOU”)

Any trouble.




TRUMAN:

Too late for that, Wiley.




KNOWLES:

Should he be handling that?




TRUMAN:


(Rolling HIS eyes)

Put it down, Wiley.




WILEY:


(Putting it back on the desk)

Oh, I’m sorry.  I’m not a knife kind of guy.

WILEY holds his thumb up and index finger out, like a gun, and points at KNOWLES, who casually nudges TRUMAN more in front of him.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE – DAY




BOYINGTON:

Nice touch.  How much longer did you milk this?






WILEY:

I didn’t get a chance to do much more.  Pity.

INT.  KNOWLES’ OFFICE – DAY






WILEY: (V.O.)



Cuz right then, it all changed again.

The phone on KNOWLES’ desk begins to ring, all look at it, then WILEY and TRUMAN look at KNOWLES, who stays motionless, as he’d have to cross past WILEY to get to the phone.  The phone rings a second time, again nobody moves.  The phone rings a third time.  Finally, WILEY, with a smirk on his face asks KNOWLES…)




WILEY:

You want me to get that?




TRUMAN:


(Trying not to smile)

Wiley!  Get your ass over here.

WILEY crosses to TRUMAN, at the exact same time KNOWLES moves to his desk and picks up the still ringing phone.




KNOWLES:


(High squeaky voice)

Knowles…  


(Clears throat, voice gets deeper)

Knowles…  What?  How did…?  Are they all out front?  Good God.  Yes, I’ll tell him…  Thank you, Mrs. Peterson.




WILEY:


(With mock concern)

Is something wrong, Mr. Knowles?


(To TRUMAN)

Not that I could help, I don’t really excel at anything, you know?




TRUMAN:


(To WILEY)

Quit having fun, because you are so busted.


(To KNOWLES)

Something wrong, Mr. Knowles?




KNOWLES:

That was Mrs. Peterson in the front office.  It seems there are no less than six news trucks outside waiting to ask Wiley here a few questions.




TRUMAN:

News trucks?




KNOWLES:

Two from Bakersfield.  One from Fresno.  One from as far away as Sacramento, and, of course, CNN.




WILEY:

Where’s the Fox News Network?  I’m a Democrat, I’m sure they’d love to dump on me.




TRUMAN:

One more word, Wiley, and the cuffs go on…  Tightly.


(To KNOWLES)

Look, I’ll try to sneak him out the back.




KNOWLES:

It’s no use.  They have people surrounding the whole building…




TRUMAN:

Get ready, kid.  You’re about to experience your fifteen minutes of fame.

TRUMAN grabs WILEY by the arm and begins to exit right, as KNOWLES absently crosses in front of the desk.  WILEY notices this and makes an abrupt turn to KNOWLES.




WILEY:

Mr. Knowles!

KNOWLES jumps back as HE lets out a stifled yell.




WILEY: (Cont’d)

It’s been real.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE – DAY




BOYINGTON:

That’s when you met the press?




WILEY:

If you want to call it that…  I’d call it a bleeding man in pool of piranhas.




BOYINGTON:

Isn’t this what you wanted?  To be noticed?  To be recognized?




WILEY:

Noticed, yeah.  But being treated like Anna Nicole Smith’s body, or Brittney Spear’s hair, isn’t exactly what I had in mind.

EXT.  FRONT OF SCHOOL – DAY

The camera moves from WILEY’S POV, wading through a throng of reporters, shoving microphones at the camera, snapping pictures, holding up TV news cameras high over their heads to get the shot, all pushing in on him, the steady din of unintelligible voices broken every once in awhile by TRUMAN telling WILEY to move along.

We change angles to see WILEY looking bewildered, and frightened as TRUMAN pulls him along.

The sound of questions on top of questions grows louder and louder.

Finally WILEY shuts his eyes and pushes forward, as the confusing noise reaches a crescendo.

INT.  BOYINGTON’S OFFICE – DAY

Complete silence.  We see an ECU of WILEY’S face, his eyes shut tightly, just as in the scene before.  He opens them and surveys the room, as if to reassure himself he isn’t still there in the middle of that mess. 



BOYINGTON:

Are you okay…?




WILEY:

That’s when it wasn’t fun anymore.  That’s when everything caught up with me.  And, I was scared.




BOYINGTON:

About what was going to happen to you?




WILEY:

About how my Mom might look at me.  Of letting her down.  Of disappointing her.  Of making her life…  Harder than it already is.  Doc, right then I felt so damn horrible.  I felt so in control in Knowles’ office, and right then…  I felt like a bird caught in a hurricane.  Like Dr. Frankenstein…  He couldn’t control the creature he created, I couldn’t control the situation I created…  And, just like him, I was going to end up hurting someone I really love.




BOYINGTON:

And, did she get hurt?




WILEY:

She tried to hide it from me, when she came to pick me up from Juvenile Hall yesterday, but I could see it in her eyes.




BOYINGTON:

What did she say?




WILEY:

She just held me, and told me it was gonna be all right, and didn’t push on me for answers.  She said she trusts me to tell her when I’m ready, and that what I tell her will be the truth…  How can she do that?




BOYINGTON:

You mean still trust you?




WILEY:

Yeah.  I know she loves me, but how can she be so willing to think the best of me after…  After…




BOYINGTON:

Because she knows what I know…  That there’s more to this than meets the eye.  More than you’ve been saying…  Isn’t it about time you told me the whole story…?




WILEY:

You’re not gonna believe it…

TRUMAN bursts into the office.




TRUMAN:

Sorry to interrupt.  You Boyington?




BOYINGTON:

Yes…  Lt. Truman, I presume…




TRUMAN:

I’m here for the kid.  The powers that be in the DA’s office freaked when they heard we had released him to his mother.  Looks like he’ll be our guest until a grand jury can be convened.




BOYINGTON:

I thought my evaluation would be a determining factor in any…




TRUMAN:

Things change, Doc.  This case has got way too much notoriety, and the DA is nervous.




BOYINGTON:

You think he’s a flight risk?




TRUMAN:

Don’t know, don’t care.  I just do what they tell me. If they think he’s on his way to Mexico, then so do I.




WILEY:

Damn, and I’d just bought that bus ticket to Cabo San Lucas.




BOYINGTON:

Not now, Wiley.




TRUMAN:

Not to worry, Doc.  Jail will shut that smart mouth of his.




BOYINGTON:

Jail?




WILEY:

Jail?!  Haven’t you guys…




TRUMAN:

Yeah, he’s not going to juvy this time, Doc.  The DA’s planning on prosecuting him as an adult.




BOYINGTON:

That’s ridiculous.  Look, this boy…

TRUMAN’s cell phone rings, he flips it out.




TRUMAN:

Excuse me just a sec, Doc.  


(Into phone)

Truman…  Oh, hi, Dorwalski…


(To BOYINGTON)

Ballistics with the report on the bullets.

WILEY turns away trying to stifle a laugh, as BOYINGTON eyes him quizzically, and TRUMAN returns to the phone.






TRUMAN: (Cont’d)

Yeah, go ahead, Dorwalski.  What?  Are you shittin’ me?  Don’t fuck with me you dumb Pollack…  Okay, cut it out…   Okay, stop laughing, Dorwalski…  No, I didn’t get a chance to…  Look, we just bagged ‘em for evidence.  Yeah, right…  Oh, you’re a laugh a minute, Dorwalski. Look, just don’t tell…  Whaddaya mean you already sent out an e-mail?!  Look, you little…  Hello? Hello?!

TRUMAN hangs up the phone, then glares at WILEY.






BOYINGTON:



What’s the matter?






TRUMAN:



They weren’t bullets.






BOYINGTON:



Really…?  What were they?






TRUMAN:



Novelty condoms in metal casings shaped like


bullets!





BOYINGTON:


Novelty condoms?





WILEY:


Yeah.  I told you, Doc, it all goes back to sex.




TRUMAN:

You knew this from the beginning you little shit.

Why the hell didn’t you tell us th…




WILEY:

You never asked!




TRUMAN:

I asked you point blank, what you were doing 

with those bullets.




WILEY:

Yeah, you asked what I was doing with them. 

How long I had them.  Where I got them.  But,

never…  Are they really bullets?




TRUMAN:

Don’t outsmart yourself, Wiley.  When I asked you where you got them, you said Centre street.  

Fulcher’s Guns and Ammo is right there.




WILEY:

I said Centre street, you assumed Fulcher’s.

Which is three blocks down from Connie’s 

Condom Sense Store, where I got what you found 

in my locker.




TRUMAN:

Don’t try to get cute with me, kid.  At the 

end of the day you still withheld evidence.

And, I could bring you up on obstruction charges

for that.

WILEY sits down, and looks nervously at BOYINGTON.




BOYINGTON:

Lt. Truman, please.  Haven’t we wasted enough

time and effort on this…  Case…  Without bringing

this boy up on obstruction charges?




TRUMAN:

Back off, Boyington!  I know you Ivory Tower types like to coddle criminals, but…




BOYINGTON:

What criminal?  This boy’s never been in trouble before in his life.  And, at the moment, it seems his biggest affront is having bruised your ego.




TRUMAN:

Are you saying this kid did nothing wrong?




BOYINGTON:

Hell, no!  But, I am saying if you had done your job and examined that evidence in the first place, none of us would be standing in my office right now.




WILEY:

Technically, I’m sitting.




TRUMAN:

Don’t push it, Wiley.  


(To BOYINGTON)

Okay…  Okay…  So, maybe making me the laughing stock of the Bakersfield Police Department has got me major league pissed at the little troll.


(To WILEY)

But, tell me something, Wiley…  How would you have felt if while the B.P.D. was devoting all this time and attention following up on you and your little joke…  Something really bad had gone down at your school, or one of the others?




WILEY:

What are you talking about?




TRUMAN:

What if hearing about you, made some other kid, who was really thinking about shooting up his school, go through with it?  Decide now is the time?  While we were distracted, and before we’d begin to crack down?  Or maybe some middle-schooler would decide to buy some real bullets, and shove ‘em in his locker to be cool?  Where a fire, or just too much heat could cause them to go off?  Enough of them would rip through that locker metal like it was Reynolds Wrap.  And, if the hallway was crowded?  What would happen then?




WILEY:

But, this is Bakersfield…  Nothing like that ever happens here.




TRUMAN:

I’m sure that’s what they thought in Littleton, Colorado, or down in Santee, before it happened there.  Or, hadn’t you heard about Columbine, or Santana High?  It happens, Wiley.  And, it can happen…  Anywhere.

WILEY looks at BOYINGTON, who has to shake his head in agreement.  Then feeling the enormity of it all looks back at TRUMAN.




WILEY:

I’m sorry, Lieutenant.  I never thought…  I mean, I never wanted…




TRUMAN:

Look, Wiley, I don’t know the history between you and that lame-dick Vice-Principal of yours…  But, wanting to shake his tree doesn’t give you the right to shake up everybody else.




WILEY:
Okay, Lt. Truman!  If you wanted me to feel guilty?  Okay, I feel guilty.


(To BOYINGTON)

And, I’m even more depressed.


(To TRUMAN)

But, I’m a kid, and the word consequence doesn’t exactly pop up real often. 




TRUMAN:

Maybe it should.  Depending on what the Doc’s final report says, you could still find your ass in a very serious sling. 




WILEY:

God, depression, guilt, and now anxiety.  I’m becoming a mosaic of negative emotions.




TRUMAN:

What do you say, Doc?  Is he a threat to himself of others?




BOYINGTON:

I’ll let you know.  Now, if you’d get out I could finish my evaluation.




TRUMAN:

Done.  I gotta get back to ballistics anyway,

and, salvage what’s left of my reputation.  And, tell the DA that our evidence isn’t exactly all it was cracked up to be so I let Public Enemy Number One here stay at large for the moment.

TRUMAN exits the room, slamming the door as he goes.  WILEY gets up from the chair and moves closer to BOYINGTON.




WILEY:

So, are we done here?




BOYINGTON:

Wiley, sit!  Novelty condoms…?




WILEY:


(Sitting)

Yeah.  I got a wino to buy them for me, and all it cost me was the price of two bottles of Muscatel.  




BOYINGTON:

And, what were you going to do with them?




WILEY:

Well, I was going to sell some of them at the middle school down the road.




BOYINGTON:

Wiley!




WILEY:

What?  Condoms that look like bullets?  It combines the two things that seventh and eighth graders love most, potential violence and potential sex.




BOYINGTON:

Okay, we’ll skip over the profiteering and moral issues involved with that for the moment.  What were you going to do with the rest?




WILEY:

I was going to plant the rest in Knowles’ office.  Then tip the cops anonymously.




BOYINGTON:

In the hopes that all this would then be happening to him?




WILEY:

Not really.  I just wanted to embarrass him with a bunch of really weird looking condoms all over his office.  I never in a million years thought that the B.P.D. would be stupid enough to think they were real.  Of course they probably would’ve looked at them closer if they had come out of his desk, instead of my locker.  But, hey.  It worked out better this way.




BOYINGTON:

How do you mean?




WILEY:

The joy of scaring the living shit out of him will live in my heart forever.




BOYINGTON:

So, what you told Truman about being sorry was a load of crap?




WILEY:

No.  Guilty about inspiring some kid to go off the deep end?  Yes.  Guilty about making the B.P.D. chase its tail for a couple of days?  Yes.  Guilty about causing Knowles to make Hershey sauce in his Fruit-of-the-Looms?  No.  Does that make me dangerous?




BOYINGTON:

Do you think you’re dangerous?




WILEY:

Should’ve seen that one coming.  Well, I didn’t think I was going to become a twenty-four hour media darling. And, I can’t say it was fun being the poster boy for Teen Terrorism in America.  On the up side, I proved that an underachieving, C-average, nondescript nobody…  Can shake up a whole town.  It was the first time anybody in the school…  The town…  Noticed I existed.  But, dangerous, I don’t think so.




BOYINGTON:

It’s only dangerous to you if you’re afraid that some of what Knowles said that day was right.




WILEY:

I’m just afraid I’m never going to be anything special.  That I’ll always be average.  That I’ll never get…  You know…  Inspired.




BOYINGTON:

First of all, you’re not average.  Believe it or not, most fourteen year old freshman that come in here aren’t nearly as articulate, or intelligent, as you. Don’t ever let anybody tell you’re not special.  And, as for your Venus, your Sistine Chapel.  Well, that’s the wonderful thing about inspiration, it’s always around the next corner…  If you’re looking.




WILEY:

I’ll be looking from now on, Doc.  I promise.

BOYINGTON walks over to the desk and begins to make notes.  WILEY sits there a moment, bewildered.




WILEY: (Cont’d)

So, that’s it?  I’m sane?  I get to go home?




BOYINGTON:

For now, yes.  But, I expect to see you back here next week, as part of the probation I’m going to recommend.  You can call in to make an appointment tomorrow.




WILEY:

Doc, my Mom’s a bartender.  I don’t need a shrink, I live with one.




BOYINGTON:

Humor me.  At least for a while.  I’d like to see your Mom too, if that’s possible.




WILEY:

Not before noon, or after five.  I hope you pro-rate for your services.  My Mom and I aren’t exactly rich.




BOYINGTON:

I don’t know.  You were able to afford 500 condoms and two bottles of Muscatel.




WILEY:

So much for that Aqua-Bats concert I was going to in Sacramento.  But, about your fee…




BOYINGTON:

It’ll be pro-bono, Wiley.  See you next week.

WILEY begins to exit, stops short, then reaches in his pocket and pulls out a large “bullet.”






WILEY:



Hey, Doc!

WILEY tosses the “bullet” to BOYINGTON, who catches it in one hand, then holding it with his thumb and index finger examines it closely.






BOYINGTON:



It does look real.






WILEY:

Just in case you get lucky tonight.  I know better than to think I will.

EXT.  STREETS OF BAKERSFIELD –- DAY

WILEY walks along the streets, the sun shining on his face, his posture is straighter now, as he is almost strutting, looking around at everything, as though it were all new to him.




BOYINGTON: (V.O.)

Psychological evaluation for case number: 36572-19, Anson Wiley.  Recommendation for probation for a period of one year, with monitored therapy and family therapy to be administered by this office.  I find this young man to be neither psychotic or homicidal, and find him to be no threat to the community.  He is mildly depressed about his situation in life, but I will work with him on that in subsequent sessions.  

From WILEY’S POV we see a fast approaching street corner, a pretty BLOND GIRL, flanked by a SHORTER BLOND GIEL, and BRUNETTE GIRL, all about WILEY’S same age are looking in his direction, they giggle among themselves.  We see WILEY from their POV, smiling at them, for once not assuming they are laughing at him, but laughing because they think he’s cute.  BLOND GIRL motions for him to come over.






BOYINGTON: (V.O. Cont’d)

Suggest no further criminal action be taken against him.  Comprehensive report and further evaluations to follow.  R.H. Boyington, PhD.

We see WILEY from behind, a girl on each arm, the other SHORTER BLOND in front of them walking backwards smiling and chatting away. The storefront of an ice cream stand looms in the distance across the street.  Music rises.

FADE OUT
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