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FADE IN:
A man in his early 30’s, Harry, is humming a bit and reading something on a wall a foot from his face.
Close up of the newspaper article headline “Prostitution Ring Busted”.

Pan back a bit and it becomes clear that he is at a urinal in a men’s restroom, possibly at a sports bar.



HARRY


Un-be-leivable.
He continues to read, then something about the article triggers his memory and he looks into space for a second.  He then continues to read, showing much concern.
He shakes his head and looks over at the next article.

CLOSE UP of an ad for a gentlemen’s club, the Chapter II Lounge.

He raises his eyebrows and cocks his head a bit for a better look.

He zips up, looks at the flush handle with disgust and decides not to touch it.
He walks over to the sink which is a total mess of paper towels and liquid soap.


HARRY


Great, just great.

He fills his palm with liquid soap.

Close up of a dirty faucet handle as he pushes it with the side of his hand.

The faucet sputters and coughs out some brown liquid.

Harry steps back a bit.

The pipes GURGLE deep inside the walls.

He steps back a bit more.

An EXPLOSION of brown liquid out of the faucet.

Some brown liquid is on his chin.

The pipes RATTLE and shake a bit, then cease all activity.
He wipes his chin off, noticing the soap in his palm.

He tries the other faucets and there is no water at all.
His palm is full of soap.
CUT TO

A CLEANER BATHROOM

Harry is nervously rinsing his hands off.  He is in a real hurry.

A couple of twenty something WOMEN enter and stop and stare at Harry.

Harry grabs some paper towels and turns to see the women.



HARRY


Ladies.

He exits calmly.

CUT TO

SPORTS BAR INT. NIGHT TIME

The place is hopping, but as Harry exits the ladies restroom, it quickly quiets and every female in the place is looking at him, bartender, waitresses, and customers.  

Crumpled paper towels still in hand, he attempts a three point shot to the trashcan behind the bar.  

He misses.

Now the females all shake their heads in disapproval.

Harry clears his throat and carries on.

The place gets noisy again. 
He approaches a table containing 2 MALE COWORKERS and hops on a stool.  
Harry and his coworkers are single, middle class office workers, wearing loosened ties and tired oxford shirts celebrating a Friday over beers.


COWORKER #1


Everything come out alright?

A waitress shows up with a heaping plate of nachos, covered in exotic looking peppers, and a pitcher of beer.


HARRY


Who got the nachos?



COWORKER #1


They’re for everyone, dig in man.


HARRY

That’s some serious pepper action.  


COWORKER #2

Yeah this place makes the best nachos. They don’t skimp on the heat.

A low angle view of the nachos shows a mini heat wave rising above them.  

The co workers sip their beers, waiting for Harry to try them first.
Harry stares at the nachos as a moth stares into a fire.
He plucks a little flag from the nachos and reads:


HARRY



(reading out loud)


Warning... The Quatzl peppers contained in the Aye Caramba nachos are illegal in 43 states.  Their extract is used in several commercial applications including paint remover.  The peppers are only found in a small region of Madagascar and yes, they are like way hotter than the habanero.  Be careful not to touch your face after eating these peppers.  Better yet, don’t eat them at all.  Valle Con Dios, Amigos.


COWORKER #2


What’s the matter, Harry?  You afraid of the heat?



HARRY


Nope!

Harry grabs a chip with a couple fat peppers on it.
He looks at it closely.  There is a heat wave rising from it with a BURNING CRACKLING SOUND.
Enthusiastically and fearlessly, Harry places it inside his mouth.

Harry masticates triumphantly, finishes, and swallows a mouthful of beer.

The coworkers sip beers, trying to hide their curiosity.  They watch out of the corners of their eyes and wait for Harry to explode.
Harry just looks at them with a “What?” look.
Coworker #1 eats a small pepper.  Nothing happens.

Coworker #2 follws his lead.  Nothing at all.


HARRY


Pretty tasty really.



COWORKER #1

Yup.



COWORKER #2


Not too bad.

Harry stares at the two, secretly challenging them.
They stare back.  

He continues to stare.

They get nervous.  

He is sweating.

So are they.

They begin smiling nervously as the sweat builds.

Harry smiles.



HARRY

Come on guys!  What’s the matter?  Can’t take the heat?



COWORKER #2


Dude those things are nuclear!



COWORKER #1


More beer!


COWORKER #2

I need some milk!
Harry is unaffected by the peppers and takes a huge bite.

The others, sweat pouring down their red faces, look at him with utter amazement.



COWORKER #2


Dude!  You are a madman!



HARRY

Ahh..you guys are just wussies.

They chug and sweat and chug and sweat.

Close in on COWORKER #1


COWORKER #1

I tell you what Harry...you finish off those Quatzl peppers and I’ll buy the next pitcher.  



HARRY


Free beer?  You are on, my friend!
CUT TO

Hospital doors being smashed open by a gurney containing a writhing Harry.

CUT TO
HOSPITAL HALLWAY

A DOCTOR holding a chart, talking to a NURSE.



DOCTOR


This is the worst case of gas I’ve seen in quite some time.
CUT TO 
The 2 coworkers standing in the hallway of the hosiptal.  One is counting money and smiling.  One is pissed.


SMILING CO WORKER



Ha!  Easiest fifty bucks I ever made.

CUT TO

HARRY’S HOSPITAL ROOM

Harry is in the bed, not feeling too good.

Harry’s POV of the nurse covering her nose approaching Harry. 

NURSE



(voice muffled and distorted)


Take these pills.

Harry is disoriented and confused.



HARRY

What?



NURSE



(Louder and forceful)


Take these pills!

She loses control, dropping the pills all over the bed and she runs out of the room all the time covering her nose.

Harry gathers up the pills, wondering what is going on.

He sits up a bit, looks around and rubs his chest in pain.

CUT TO
HOSPITAL HALLWAY

Doctor and nurse talking.



DOCTOR


I know you love the thing but I can’t practice on a gerbil.  My advice is to take him to a vet and have the surgery done there.



NURSE

But I can’t afford a vet!  They aren’t qualified anyways!  I know you can do the surgery.  

DOCTOR

I can’t help, Elaine!


NURSE

What will I tell my son?

Pan over to the door to Harry’s room, which is slightly ajar.

CUT TO

Harry sitting up in his bed trying to listen.  He gets up and walks over to the door.

CUT TO 

View through the door where we see the doctor/nurse.

CUT TO

In the hallway we can see a sliver of Harry’s face in the door crack

as the conversation continues.



DOCTOR

Look, I’m afraid there is nothing I can do for the fellow.  I really feel helpless.  I really do.  Damn!!!


NURSE
He already knows there’s something seriously wrong.  I don’t know how to break it to him.



DOCTOR

Then don’t.  Tell him it’s just gas and he’s gonna be just fine.
Harry gasps and runs back to his bed.

The nurse enters.



NURSE

How are you feeling, Harry?



HARRY

Not so good, really.


NURSE

Well...good news.  Turns out it’s just gas.  You’re gonna be just fine.

The nurse leaves quickly due to the stench, but Harry thinks she is trying to get out of there to avoid telling him the bad news.

Harry gets up and runs out of the room.
He runs down the hall in search of a second opinion.  He finds several nurses chatting at a nurse station.



HARRY


Umm...I have a question!


NURSE#1


Uh huh?  What is it?



HARRY

Do people ever go to the hospital because of...gas?

The nurses all giggle.  



NURSE #2


I don’t think so.  



NURSE #3


That don’t happen ever.


NINETY YEAR OLD NURSE

Not in my lifetime, sonny, and I’ve worked here for seventy years.  Seen all kinds of illnesses, death, limbs broken, disease, puss covered corpses...even a few children possesed by the devil...but never a case of gas.  NEVER!!!
Harry is terrified.  He runs back to towards his room and sees the doctor in an office with the door ajar.  He stops and listens.



DOCTOR

I’m afraid he’ll only live for another month or so...maybe less.

Harry’s worst fears are confirmed.  He backs into a food cart, knocking it over in a symphony of crashing dishes.

He gets up and runs.

BACK TO

The doctor still on the phone.



DOCTOR


Hell, gerbils only live for what six months anyways right?  Just buy a new one, he’ll never know the difference.  What are they?  Five bucks?  Get two, that way you have a back up, sort of a stunt double. 
CUT TO

Outside Harry runs up to the camera panting.  He calls out in angst to the heavens, spooking ravens into the sky, which in turn spooks him.

CUT TO
HARRY’S APARTMENT

Harry is pacing back and forth.

His home is a smallish but clean apartment.
A KNOCKING at the door.

Harry gulps, pauses and looks at the door.
More KNOCKING

Harry opens the door slowly and with big sad eyes, looks at his sister, HANNAH.




HANNAH
What’s going on, Bubba Gump?

He lets her in and hugs her.

He closes the door and looks at her dead in the eyes.


HARRY


I have one month to live.


HANNAH

Well that sucks.  



HARRY


I’m serious.  
Harry plops down on the couch a beaten man.

Hannah is very concerned.



HANNAH


Harry what’s going on?

Harry looks at her with a somber face.



HARRY

Look...

Harry leans forward and puts his head in his hands.


HARRY (CONT)

The doctor said I have a month to live.


HANNAH
Harry!  Harry!  What doctor?  When was this?


HARRY

Just last night.  I was rushed to the hospital with abdominal pains.



HANNAH


Oh my god...what is it?  Is it cancer?

Harry gets up and paces a bit.



HARRY

They were so terrified at my condition that they couldn’t even spit it out.


HANNAH

What??!!??


HARRY

They were talking about me in the hall!!!  I have a month to live.  A month...One stinking month.
Harry turns dramatically and bites his fist.
Hannah is totally confused and bewildered.


HARRY


Look.  I need to be alone, OK?



HANNAH


Harry!  Are you sure about all this?  I mean you seem so healthy.  



HARRY


Oh OK, doctor smarty pants.  Look...I need to do some thinking here.  I’m sorry.

He escorts her to the door.

She is confused, not believing him.

He gives her a look of peace and somber wisdom.

FADE TO

DOCTOR’S OFFICE

Hannah is there, seated at a desk waiting for a doctor.

The doctor comes in, shakes her hand and sits.


DOCTOR

So let’s see...you are here about your brother, Harry.
He looks through a manila folder



HANNAH


It was just last night.



DOCTOR


Oh I remember Harry.

He tosses the folder onto the desk as if it’s useless.

Hannah is a bit shocked by his confidence.



HANNAH


Is he alright?

CUT TO

CLOSE UP – YELLOW PAGES

Pan down to an ad for skydiving.

A pen circles the number.


HARRY

If I’m gonna go, I’m gonna go out with a bang!

CUT TO

INSIDE SKYDIVING PLANE

A small cargo style plane.  The prop noise is droning and Harry sits to one side with a guide sitting across from him.

The guide is dark skinned, Middle Eastern, and is sweaty and unshaven, smoking a big cigar.  

The guide’s EYES are big and spooky.  They stare at Harry with hatred.
Harry is nervous.  He looks around the plane.

WWII style crates, piles of straps and some 55 gallon drums are the cargo.

Harry makes eye contact with the guide.

The guide stares back at Harry.



HARRY


Is there anyway we could just lan-

The guide throws an old canvas parachute into Harry’s chest, stopping him mid-sentence and knocking the wind out of him.



GUIDE


Better put eet on.

Harry nervously examines the pack.  There are numerous straps and buckles, making it impossible to figure out how to put it on.

The guide laughs and swigs a bottle of whiskey.
Harry is scrambling to figure out the chute.

Close up of badly frayed and torn straps on the pack and “ACME PARACHUTE COMPANY - 1947”


HARRY

OK, you’re gonna have to show me how this thing works because I can’t see-

Just then the plane’s motor SPUTTERS badly, violently throwing everything forward, including Harry and the guide.
The whiskey bottle crashes to the ground and the smoking cigar rolls into the spilled liquid, starting a big fire.

The PILOT, strikingly similar in appearance to Osama Bin Laden only bigger and younger, rushes towards the cargo area from the cockpit.

Harry panics as he fumbles with the chute.
The pilot stops running, looks at Harry and the chute, laughs and shakes his head “no”.

The plane is NOSE DIVING and on fire.

The guide and pilot each spot a single, nice, new looking parachute in the corner of the plane.  They draw knives.

Harry watches in shock.
The guide STABS the pilot and throws him out.

Harry is now even more shocked.

The guide pays no mind to Harry and quickly puts on the good parachute.
As the guide jumps out, Harry tackles him and clings like a cat.
MID AIR – DAYTIME

The guide pushes and swats and kicks, but Harry clings for his life.

Harry slides down to the guide’s feet and out of swatting range, bear hugging them for dear life.

CUT TO

VIEW FROM THE GROUND

The parachute is open, but the two men are twirling wildly and falling fast.

The whole mess falls into a large tree.

Harry slips off the guide’s legs when the chute is caught.

He hits the ground hard.

The guide is hanging helplessly in the tree, a dozen feet in the air.

Harry’s face is sweaty, black, and he is exhausted.
CUT TO

HANNAH’S APRTMENT 

A KNOCKING at the door.

She answers.  Harry is standing there, cleaned up.



HANNAH


Oh Harry!!

She hugs him hard.

She lets go and his expression is somber and peaceful.



HARRY


I went skydiving.



HANNAH


Oh...that’s...that’s great, Harry!
They look at each other for a beat.



HANNAH


Was it fun?  It sounds scary.

Harry stares at her with broken eyes.


HARRY

It was OK.
They both make their way to the kitchen table, Harry is limping pretty badly.


HANNAH


What’s with the limp?



HARRY


Oh...these shoes are too small.



HANNAH

So what’s going on.  Tell me yer troubles, Bubba Gump.


HARRY

There’s nothing to tell.  I’m dying.



HANNAH


Is that why you went skydiving?



HARRY

Yeah.... But I’ve always wanted to go... so I did.



HANNAH

Well good for you, Harry.  Good for you.  Hey!  I know what you could do!
Harry is a bit shocked at her excited look and tries to get the somber mood going.



HARRY

I just figured I’m dying anyways so why not just have some fun with it all.



HANNAH 


I think you should do this.
She hands him a magazine opened to an ad for “Drive a Real Race Car”



HARRY


(raising eyebrows)


Hmmm... this looks pretty extreme.



HANNAH


You should go.

CUT TO

EXT. RACE TRACK – DAYTIME

Harry is listening to a lecture on safety from a RACECAR GUIDE GUY.  
Harry is wearing a fire suit and holding a helmet at his side.

The suit is way too big for him and the sun is high and hot.



GUIDE


Now listen...I assume you all are here because you love cars and you love driving.  Now these cars drive like any other so there’s nothing I have to tell you all except that they are very fast and very powerful and very loud.

Harry looks around and confirms that he is the sole student.


GUIDE (cont)


Now folks I’m gonna let you all just get in there and have fun.  There’s a speed limiter built in so we don’t have to worry about any of you speed freaks.  But before we let you guys race, did everyone sign the release form.   

Harry is indeed the sole student.

He nods.


GUIDE


Alrighty!  Everybody pick a car and get in!

A wide shot shows that there is only Harry, the guide, and a single car.

Harry heads over to the car, looks for a door handle, there is none.
He looks over at the guide who is picking his teeth.

He tries to lift a leg into the window, but the suit is too heavy and restrictive.
The guide is amused.  He lights a cigar and approaches Harry.



GUIDE


Here kid.

He bends down slightly and cups his hands together for a boost.  

The smoke from the cigar wafts into Harry’s face.

Harry coughs as the guide forces his leg into the window.  

Harry stands helpless as he has no idea of what to do next.

The guide puffs at his cigar and stares back at Harry.



GUIDE


Now hop up in there, kid.

Harry, now sweating, tries to bend down and in.  He gets stuck with one leg in, one leg out and his head stuck in the car.

The guide comes to assist by pushing Harry’s head and body in.



GUIDE


There we go!

Harry’s left leg is still hanging out.

His face is pouring with sweat.

He pulls his leg in and ends up lying on his stomach crosswise in the car.

GUIDE



(waving a checkered flag)


Gentlemen start your engines!

Harry’s legs are sticking out of the car window.

CUT TO

Harry is now ready to go.  He is sweating profusely.



GUIDE


Ok, let’s go already!

A sound of a DYING CAR BATTERY trying to turn the engine over.

The guide walks over to the car.



GUIDE


Now you’ve done it!  



HARRY



(muffled by the helmet)


What??

The guide and a MECHANIC have the hood popped up and are inspecting the engine.

Harry is pouring with sweat and is struggling to remain conscious.

CUT TO

AN HOUR LATER

The heat is melting the asphalt, buzzards fly overhead.

A cow skull lies in the sand twenty feet from Harry’s car.

Harry is still in the car, helmet off, fire mask pulled down around his neck like a big sock, he is a mess of sweat and exhaustion. 
The fire suit looks like a giant sleeping bag.
His head slumps over.  He passes out.

The SLAMMING of the hood does not stir him.

The guide and mechanic look in through the windshield.
They rush over and try to pull him out of the car with no success.  The suit is just too big.

The mechanic throws a glass full of water at Harry’s face.

He wakes up.



HARRY


Oh it’s hot....It’s hot.


GUIDE


You all right?



HARRY

Yeah...(checks his surroundings) What happened? Did I win?
The guide looks at Harry, then at the mechanic.

The mechanic shrugs.

CUT TO
HANNA’S APARTMENT

Hannah and Harry are seated at the table.


HARRY

Oh it was extreme all right.  I actually set a track record so  they only charged me half price.


HANNAH


Harry, that’s great!


HARRY

Yeah, the G-forces were so great I lost consciousness.



HANNAH

That’s so cool.  Uhh Harry?  I got a question.


HARRY

Yeah?


HANNAH

I was wondering...with all this bad news ...is it a bad time to ask for that hundred you owe me?

Harry is shocked and extremely offended.

Hannah has a “Well, you do owe it to me and you are dying” look.

CUT TO

EXT.  DAYTIME  MARINA

Close up of a pamphlet entitled  “Swim with Great Whites!”

The pamphlet lowers to reveal Harry’s uncertain yet curious face.
CUT TO

Harry on a fishing boat at sea.  A scruffy man of sixty or so instructs him.


INSTRUCTOR


There’s your fishy there, see?

Harry looks overboard and sees a silhouette of a large shark swim by.



INSTRUCTOR


There’s your cage.
Harry looks and sees a large steel, rusty cage hanging from a crane.



HARRY


Let’s do this.
Harry is wearing a wetsuit and is in the cage which is being lowered into the sea.

UNDERWATER

Harry is looking for a shark.  He sees plenty of fish, but no shark.

TWENTY MINUTES LATER

UNDERWATER

Harry pulls a chain repeatedly.

ON THE SHIP

A bell rings and the instructor cranks the rusty, creaky crank which raises the cage.



INSTRUCTOR


Did ya wet yerself, matey?



HARRY

Well, I’m wet.  But there were no sharks.  Just little fishies.



INSTRUCTOR


Arrrggghh!



HARRY


That’s OK...That’s OK.

Harry’s cage is now on the boat, he unlatches the gate and walks out.



INSTRUCTOR


Would ye like to spear some dinner?

He is holding up a spear gun, pointing it at Harry in a reckless manner.



HARRY

No, I guess we can head for home.



INSTRUCTOR


Arrgghhh!!!

He puts the spear gun down and heads to the cabin, grumbling under his breath.

Harry looks out to sea and admires the endless beauty of the ocean.

He heads towards the cabin to keep the old man company.


HARRY


So how long have you been doin-

He snags his foot on a rope which jerks the spear gun onto the deck and it shoots a spear right through the old man’s leg.

The man gasps and clutches the spear.  He is bleeding and the spear won’t come out.

Harry runs over to the man and pulls on the spear.

It won’t come out.

Harry puts a foot into the man’s chest and pulls really hard.

The old man freezes and clutches at his heart in great pain.



HARRY


Oh my God!!

The man is having a heart attack.

He slumps over onto his side, unconscious.



HARRY


Ohhh crap!!!

He grabs the CB radio and shouts into it.



HARRY


HELP!!  HELP!! PLEASE!!!!

A CRACKLING sound comes through and then a faint voice.

Harry listens closely.

It is Japanese chatter.



HARRY


Crap!

He tries the radio again.



HARRY


HELP!! PLEASE ANYONE!!!

Now it is Japanese people laughing at him.

He looks at the man...he is out cold.  

He sees a first aid poster on the wall depicting someone giving mouth-to-mouth recesutation.

Harry looks at the old man.  

His mouth is bleeding and drooling and his teeth are all brown.



HARRY


Hmmm.

He looks around at the ship’s controls.

He runs outside, climbs up to the bridge and looks all around.  Nothing but sea and sky in all directions.

CUT TO

AN HOUR LATER

The sun is setting.  Harry is rooting around for food.

He gives up.

Suddenly, city lights are visible on the horizon.

He runs into the cabin and fires up the boat.

The boat is heading towards the lights.

CUT TO
TWENTY MINUTES LATER

Harry is nervously guiding the large vessel into port.

It is dark and he does not know how to pilot a boat.

He continues into the marina.  

Harry’s boat dwarfs all the other vessels in the marina.

It heads towards a tiny slip, going much too fast.

Harry is frantically spinning the wheel and honking the air horn and flipping switches – anything to stop the huge boat.
As he yells “Heeeellp!!” into the PA,

The boat SLAMS into the dock and the other boats.

This wakes the old man.
Water gushes into the cabin as the boat leans on its side.

The man panics.  He notices his leg and screams at Harry, lunging at his throat.

Harry struggles and the man goes limp.

He reaches down and feels the old man’s pulse.  He drops his head in defeat.

He jumps onto the dock, brushes off and walks away.

CUT TO

HANNAH’S APARTMENT

Harry and Hannah are again sitting at the table.



HANNAH

So how was swimming with the sharks?


HARRY


Ohh.. it didn’t happen.



HANNAH


Ohh that’s too bad.


HARRY

Yeah.  But you know...all this adventure seems so meaningless.


HANNAH

Ohh no Harry...I think it’s a good thing.  What’s so bad about it?


HARRY

I guess it’s just kid’s stuff.  I need to do some real soul searching.

Hannah just looks at Harry with sympathetic eyes.

CUT TO

CATHOLIC CHURCH – INT.

Harry looks up at the ornate ceiling of the church as he walks towards the confession booth.

He goes in, ignoring the “Back in twenty minutes” sign.



HARRY


Hello?  Is anybody there?

A janitor walking by hears Harry and wants to get in on a juicy story.
Harry is waiting for a response, looking around the both.

The janitor steps into the adjacent booth.



JANITOR


Yes, my son.  Go ahead.



HARRY

Father...I hardly ever come in here...



JANITOR


Shame one you.



HARRY



(confused)

Well...I really never have come in and done this...but my life has taken a drastic turn.



JANITOR

Adultery is a very bad thing, son.  Was she young?


HARRY

No no no. I only have a few weeks to live.



JANITOR



(Wishing he hadn’t come in the booth)

Oh?  That uhh...that’s terrible.



HARRY

I just found this out.  I am not so scared of dying, but I fear for my family and friends...and other people.



JANITOR


Go on.



HARRY

I keep trying to spoil myself with all this adventure living...trying to make myself feel important.  It’s just making me feel stupid.


JANITOR


Well, duh.



HARRY


So I need advice on what I should do.


JANITOR



(At a loss)


You could uhh feed the homeless I guess.



HARRY

Feed the homeless?


JANITOR

Why yes.  That’s what I do whenever I’m uhh... well not dying or anything but...


HARRY

I will!  I will!  That sounds great, father!  But where do I go for that?


JANITOR


(Surprised, a little shocked)

Uhh down Eighth street just past the high school.

Harry has found a purpose.  He looks upwards with hope, and then prays.
The janitor quietly slips out and resumes mopping.

CUT TO

HOMELESS SHELTER

Harry is behind the counter ladeling soup.

His face shows intense compassion.

CUT TO

OLD FOLK’S HOME

Harry is dressed as a clown tying up balloons.

His face though painted, shows extreme purpose.

He finishes a dog shaped balloon and picks up a cat balloon and makes the dog chase the cat. 
A view of the audience shows two elderly folks seated in metal folding chairs.  They are sleeping.

CUT TO

EXT. DAYTIME HOUSE BEING BUILT

Medium shot of a large sign “Habitant For The Homeless.”

Harry is wearing a toolbag and carrying a 2x4 into the house.

CUT TO

Harry sawing a board.

CUT TO

Harry hammering away up on the roof.  He pauses and looks around, taking in a big breath of the fresh air.  He is full of purpose.
CUT TO
HANNAH’S APARTMENT

Hannah is seated at the table and and the coworkers are slumped on the couch.  Hannah is doing something important like paying bills and the coworkers are watching TV with beers.
The door bell RINGS three times in rapid succession.
Harry comes jumping in, full of energy.



HARRY

Hey guys!  What’s up!  You should go outside and get your blood pumping!  It’s so nice out there!

Hannah is impressed by Harry’s glowing energy.  She looks over at the coworkers with concern.

Harry looks back and forth from the coworkers to Hannah, wondering what is wrong.



HARRY

You guys don’t get it do you.  I have two weeks to live and I have so much purpose.  I’m full of energy and it’s like I really care about people.  Come on guys!!

HANNAH

I’ve never seen you so happy, Harry.  What happened to all the extreme stuff?


HARRY

I went to confession and a brilliant, wonderful soul directed me to help others in need.  I really feel as if someone is watching over me!  

The others look genuinely impressed, then genuinely guilty. 


HARRY (CONT)

I mean this guy was right as rain.  Something in his voice just really... just really hit me right here.

He pounds his chest and is almost choked up.



HANNAH


Well Harry, I’ve got some bad news.

CUT TO

SPORTS BAR

Harry and the 2 coworkers are slouching in seats wearing tired clothes, drinking beer.



HARRY


A friggin gerbil, huh.
Silence for a moment.  Harry staring into his beer, the coworkers watching the TV.



COWORKER #1


I could get some nachos.

Harry looks at him coldly.

CUT TO

EXT. HABITAT HOUSE

The janitor from confession.  His face is sweating and he is hammering.

He gets up and wipes his face and is full of purpose.

FADE OUT 

