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EXT. THE MOTEL - DAY (LATE AFTERNOON)

A car pulls into the enpty parking ot of an isol ated notel
| ocated in flat, desolate country.

A man, (SLIM, md thirties, average in every way, gets out
of the car, enters the office.

| NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Late '60's decor. A bit run down, but clean. Two single
beds separated by a nightstand. A table and two chairs.

SLIMtosses his suitcase on one of the beds, thinks for a
monment, then slides it underneath. He grabs an ice bucket
and exits, |eaving the door ajar.

EXT. THE MOTEL - DAY

As he’s filling the ice bucket he sees a car enter the |ot
and park next to his. A man, (BIG GJY), gets out; md
forties, large. He takes a gymbag fromthe back seat and
enters SLIM s room

SLIM
Hey! Hey!

SLIMruns to his room

I NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - DAY

SLIM bursts into the roomas BI G GJY tosses the gym bag on
t he bed closest to the door.

SLIM
Excuse nme. What do you think you re
doi ng?

Bl G GQUY picks up the gymbag and tosses it onto the other
bed.

Bl G GUY
Sorry. 1’'ll take this one, no
pr obl em

SLI M

This is my room You need to |eave.



Bl G QUY
Say, this ain't bad. | had ny
doubts before I cane in
here. Place |ooks kinda crummy on
the outside, but this is okay. Boy,
what a day. |’'mgonna sleep |ike
t he dead tonight.

SLI M
You' re not listening to ne. This is
nmy room You have to get out.

Bl G QUY takes the phone book fromthe nightstand, sits at
the table and | ooks through it.

Bl G QUY
| gotta warn you, | snore like a
buzzsaw. Hope you got earpl ugs.

SLIMcalls the front desk on the room phone.

DESK CLERK (V. Q)
(all his dialogue is filtered)
Front desk.

SLI M
There’s a man in nmy room and he
won’t | eave.

DESK CLERK (V. Q.)

Yes, sir.
a beat
SLI M
| need you to cone down here and
make hi m | eave.
DESK CLERK (V. Q)
Yes, sir.
a beat.

SLIM
Hel | 0? Are you there?

DESK CLERK (V. Q)
Yes, sir, |'m here.

SLIM
Did you hear what | said?



DESK CLERK (V.O.)

Yes, sir, | heard you.

SLIM
So, what are you going to do about
it?

DESK CLERK (V. Q)
['Il take care of it, sir.

SLIM
Okay. Thank you.

SLI M hangs up.

Bl G GUY punches a nunber fromthe phone book into his cel
phone.

Bl G QUY
Yeah, | want to order a |arge pizza
wth everything. (to SLIM That

okay?

SLIMglares at him wal ks to the door, opens it and steps
out, looking for the desk clerk who isn’t in sight.

BI G GUY (CONT’' D.)
(into the phone)
Yeah. Does that cone with
anchovi es? Ckay, throw sonme on
there. Wit a mnute. (to SLIM You
want anchovi es?

SLI M| ooks at him then back in the direction of the office.
Still no desk clerk.

Bl G GUY (CONT' D.)
(into the phone) Ckay, nake it
hal f anchovi es. You got
beer? No, that’s okay. G me
two | arge cokes. Yeah. No,
deliver it. The notel...hang
on. (to SLIM Hey, what’s the
nanme of this dunp? (He
listens to the phone) Yeah,
the notel, you know where it
i s? Ckay. How | ong. .. okay,
we'll be here. No, thank you.

He di sconnects.



BI G GUY (CONT' D.)
[t’lIl be here in a half hour.

SLI M gives himanother dirty | ook, then wal ks to the office.

| NT. THE MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY

SLIM enters. DESK CLERK i s behind the counter | ooking
attentive, smling warmy.

H's clothing is i mmacul ately clean. Pants pressed with sharp
creases. Hair perfectly conbed. Hi s nane badge is polished
and perfectly strai ght above his pocket.

Pens, pencils, registration cards and pronotional panphlets
are squared up and perfectly aligned on the counter. The
pencils are each sharpened to precisely the sane | ength.

The scene from an epi sode of "The D ck Van Dyke Show' where
Di ck opens a cl oset door and wal nuts cone spilling out is on
the TV in the background.

SLI M
What are you still doing here? You
said you were comng to ny room

DESK CLERK
| don't believe | said that, sir.

SLIM
Look...whatever. That man is stil
in nmy room \Wat are you going to
do about it?

DESK CLERK
Sir, our policy forbids enpl oyees
fromgetting involved in the
personal matters of our guests. If
you’' re having sone sort of
di sagreenent with
your...conpanion...well, that’s
sonet hing you' Il have to work out
bet ween yoursel ves.

SLI M
He’s not ny conpanion. | don’t know
the man. He’'s a conplete stranger.

DESK CLERK
Yes, | know that it can sonetines
feel like that.



SLI M
What ? Look, could you just go down
t here and make hi m | eave?

DESK CLERK
|"'mafraid | can’'t do that, sir.

SLIM
Let ne speak to the manager.

DESK CLERK
The manager isn’'t here at the
noment .

SLIM

Then who's in charge here?
DESK CLERK

| amsir.
SLIM

Isn’t there soneone else? Don't you
have soneone in charge of security?

DESK CLERK
|’min charge of security, sir.

SLIM
Then get that man out of ny room

DESK CLERK
Pl ease, sir. There's no reason to
rai se your voice.

SLI M
Yes there is! Get your ass down
there and deal with this!

DESK CLERK
Sir -
SLIM
Now/
DESK CLERK
Sir, I...would you like sone extra
t owel s?
SLIM

VWhat ?



DESK CLERK
If there’s going to be two of you
you' || need extra towels.

SLIM
Are you fucking kidding nme?

DESK CLERK
No, sir. | can get themfor you
NoWw.

SLIM

So you' re not going to do anything
about this?

DESK CLERK
| offered you extra towels, sir.

SLIMglares at himfor a noment; exits.

I NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - DAY

SLIMenters. He pulls his suitcase fromunder the bed and
heads for the door.

Bl G QUY
Hol d up, pardner. You don’t want
to do that.

SLI M goes out the door. BIG GUY follows him SLIMgets in
his car as BI G GQUY types on his phone, then shows the screen
to SLIM (we can't see it).

Bl G QUY
That’s you, ain't it?

SLI M | ooks at the screen.

SLIM
What are you going to do about it?

Bl G QUY
Not hi n”. None of ny business.

SLI M
| had ny reasons, you know.

Bl G GQUY shrugs, gives hima |ook that says "none of ny
busi ness™".



Bl G GQUY
Best thing for you right nowis to
stay off the roads. |’ mjust

sayin’ .

SLI M thinks. BIG GUY opens the car door. SLIM hesitates,
then gets out of the car, taking his suitcase. He goes back
to the room BIG GQJY follows. SLIMtosses the suitcase on
the bed and sits in a chair.

SLIM
So what do we do now?

Bl G QUY
| guess we wait for the pizza to
get here.

He turns on the TV. The opening credits of "The Tw | i ght
Zone" is on.

SLIM
Turn that off.

Bl G GQUY
This is a great show. A classic.

SLIM
| never watch TV. | don’'t even own
one.

Bl G QUY
You don’t have to watch it.

SLIM gl ares at him

I NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

SLIMand BIG GUY are eating the pizza at the table. "Law
And O der” is on the TV. They' re both staring at it wthout
really looking at it.

Bl G GQUY pours Jack Daniels into the sodas and stirs them
with his finger. He takes a sw g.

Bl G QUY
Ch, yeah. That’ |l put hair on your
chest.

SLI M

| had reasons.



Bl G GUY
Yeah, you said that. Wo you trying
to convince, ne or you?

SLI M
What are you doi ng here?

Bl G GUY
| guess that’s the big question,
isn"t it? Wiy are any of us here?

SLIM
No, no, no. Way are you here?
Bl G GQUY
Ch, you nean...| guess I'’mhere to

talk this thing over with
you. Help you figure out what to
do.

SLI M
So you drove out to the m ddle of
fucki ng nowhere just to talk to
ne.

Bl G GQUY t hi nks.

Bl G QUY
| guess you could say that, yeah.

SLIM
You knew | was going to be here.

Bl G GQUY
It woul d appear so.

SLI M
How woul d you know t hat ?

Bl G QUY
Whenever you're through beatin’
around the bush and you want to
tal k about what’s really on your
mnd, let me know.

a beat
SLIM

Shit. What the fuck was |
t hi nking? Wat am | going to do?



BI G QUY
There it is. (a beat) So...what
wer e you thinking?

SLI M
She was cheating on ne. And she was
doing it with that asshol e N ck

Bl G QUY
Ckay, so she was pl aying hide the
sausage with N ck. So what?

SLI M
So what? | caught them In ny own
house. He was...he was...

Bl G QUY
Gvin it to her in the poop chute?
SLIM
Yeah. How did you know -
Bl G QUY
Lucky guess. So he was cornholing
her. | ask again, so what?
SLIM

She never did that with nme. But she
let that thug do it to her. And
she liked it. You shoul d ve heard
her.

Bl G GUY
Did you ever ask her to do
it? Maybe that's all you had to
do.

SLIM
No. God, no. | never woul d’ ve. ..
didnt want to...do ...that.

Bl G GQUY
Ckay, you | ost ne.

SLIM
Whose idea do you think it was? You
t hi nk she offered or did he ask
her ?

Bl G QUY
VWhat difference does it nake?



SLI M
| was her husband, if she was goi ng
to do...that...with soneone, it
shoul d’ ve been with me.

Bl G QUY
But you just said -

SLIM
| know, | know. | can’t...|’m not
t hi nki ng straight.

Bl G GQUY
No shit. Look, | guess | get why
you bl ew her away. | nean, | don’'t

approve or anything, but | can

ki nda see your point of view  But
plugging this Nick fella, now that
was uncal led for. Al so pretty
fucki ng stupid.

SLI M
s that why you're here? Did Nick’s
famly send you after ne?

Bl G QUY
Me? You think I’ m sone kinda hit
man?

SLI M
Are you?
Bl G GUY
(chuckl i ng)

Naw. But | think you can count on
t hem sendi ng soneone.

SLI M
Yeah. They will. Shit.

Bl G GQUY
So...?

SLI M | ooks questioningly at him

A beat

BI G GUY (CONT' D.)
Way did you pop Nick?

_ SLI M _
Did you ever have a really nice
car? | nmean, like, a car you really

| oved?

10.



BI G GUY stares at him

SLI M ( CONT’ D)
| did. 1964 Canmaro SS. It was
perfect, every inch of it. Not a
ding, not a scratch, the sun hit it
just right and it fucking
glowed. God, | loved that car.

Bl G GQUY stares at him

SLI M ( CONT’ D)
One day | cone out of Walmart and
there’s a ding in the right rear
gquarter panel. Not a huge dent,
just a scrape really, about the
si ze of your hand.

Bl G GUY continues to stare.

SLI M ( CONT’ D)
| freaked out. Right there in the
parking lot, | was scream ng at the
top of my lungs. All these people
were |looking at me like I was sone
ki nd of crazy person.

Bl G GQUY raises his eyebrows.
SLI M ( CONT’ D)

Ckay, | guess | was crazy at that
nonent. But ny perfect car was
mutilated. This thing | |oved was

never going to be the sane. Even if
| patched it and repainted it so
you' d never know it had happened,
|’d know that it was damaged, that
it wasn’t perfect anynore. That's
what | felt when | saw Nick doing
that to ny wife. | just lost it.

Bl G GQUY
What a | oad of horseshit. | nean, |
i ke cars as nuch as the next guy,
but some dude rear ends your w fe
and you think that gives you the
right to go all Tarantino on his
ass?

SLIM
| didn’t think you' d understand.

11.



12.

Bl G QUY
No one woul d under st and because
it’s bullshit. You ask nme, | think

you offed himfor the noney.

SLIM
What noney?

Bl G GQUY
The noney in that suitcase over
there. The noney Nick was totin
around when he decided to drop in
on your wifey for a quick one.

SLIM
Ckay, now | get it. The noney.
That’ s why you’re here.

He goes to the suitcase, opens it, takes out a gun.

SLIM ( CONT’ D)
Just in case you get any ideas.

Bl G QUY
| swear, you are the nost
untrusting person |’ve ever net,
you know that? | don’t care about
your damm noney.

SLI M
Yeah, right.
Bl G QUY

You know what your problemis? You
need to relax. You're all tense. |
can see it in your shoul ders,
they're all bunched up.

SLIM
You' re out of your fucking m nd.

Bl G GQUY
" mgonna let that remark pass on
account of you're so tense you're
not aware of what a dick you're
bei ng.

SLIM
Fuck this. |’ moutta here.

He stands, picks up his suitcase, wal ks unsteadily toward
t he door.



13.

Bl G QUY
| thought we discussed this. The
| ast place you need to be is out on
the road, especially now that
you' re shitfaced drunk. You won’t
get two mles before you get pulled
over.

SLIM stares at him eyes unfocused, noves toward the door
again. BIG GUY noves to stand in his way.

SLIM
CGet the fuck outta ny way.

Bl G QUY
What dya you gonna do if | don’t?
You gonna shoot ne, too?

SLIM
Bet your ass | wll.

They stare each other down for a nonent.

Bl G QUY
You ain’t shootin' no one. Sit the
fuck down.

SLIM stares for a nonent nore, then sags, goes back to his
chair and sits.

Bl G GUY (CONT' D.)
That’'s better.

BIG GQUY pulls out a joint and lights it up. They pass it
back and forth.

BI G GUY (CONT' D.)
You just let me do the thinkin for
now. |’1l get you through this.
| NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT (LATER)

SLIM and BIG GUY are staring at the TV as they pass anot her
joint. SLIMtakes a pull fromthe bottle.

KNOCK ON THE DOOR
They | ook at the door. BIG GQUY shrugs "I don’t know'
SLIM

(to the knocker)
W is it?



14.

DESK CLERK (O S.)
lt’s me, sir. Fromthe office.

SLI M
Do you know what tine it is? \Wat
the fuck do you want?

DESK CLERK (O S.)
Wul d you open the door, please?

Bl G GQUY gestures "Sure, why not". SLIMcrosses to the door,
vainly waving at the air to disperse the snoke.

SLI M nmakes sure the chain is on the door and opens it a
crack, holding the gun out of sight.

SLI M
Yes?

DESK CLERK
|’ ve got the extra towels for you
and your guest.

He holds the towels up to the opening. SLIMtakes them

SLIM
Oh, sure, thanks.

DESK CLERK
Are you alright, sir? You
| ook. .. upset.

SLIM
I"mfine. I'"mgreat. Thanks for the
t onel s.

He starts to cl ose the door.

DESK CLERK
Could I talk to the gentl eman?

SLIM
No. He's...in the bathroom You
don’t need to talk to him
everything s fine here. Thanks
agai n. Goodni ght.

He cl oses the door and listens until he hears the DESK CLERK
wal k away.

He | ooks at the towels, then throws them across the room He
sits on the bed, his head in his hands, |ooking at the
fl oor, thinking.



15.

SLI M
Fuck...fuck...fuck! (a beat) Ckay,
if you ve got a plan for getting ne
out of this, let’s hear-

He | ooks back into the roomand notices that BIG GUY is
gone. He’'s confused for a nonent. He takes a big swall ow of
whi skey. "Ellen" is on the TV.

The toilet flushes. The bat hroom door opens and Bl G GUY
cones out.

SLIMrecoils, covering his nouth and nose with his hand.

SLIM
Oh, jesus.

Bl G QUY
Sorry, bud. Couldn’t get the w ndow
open in there. Maybe those
anchovi es weren’t such a good idea.

SLIM
Ch ny god. Fuck.

SLIMfans the air in front of his face. He opens the door,
fanning it.

Bl G QUY
The good news is now |’ ve got room
for nore pizza.

He goes to the table and picks up a slice, pulling off the
anchovi es.

SLI M steps outside. BIG GQUY stands just inside the doorway,
hol ding a slice of pizza.

BI G GUY (CONT' D.)
You know what your problemis?

SLI M
Yeah, I’'mtense. Right?

Bl G QUY
| was thinkin it about in the can.
Your problemis you don’'t want to
face what you did. You re not just
running fromthe cops and Nick’s
famly, you' re running from
your sel f.

SLI M paces in front of the open door.



SLI M
|"ve got no problemw th what |
did. They deserved it. Both of
t hem

Bl G GUY
You say so.

SLIM
They did deserve it. Especially
her. You know there are pl aces
where it’s perfectly okay to kil
your wife if she’s fucking around
wi th other nen.

Bl G QUY
Oh, so now we’'re going to resort to
noral relativism Sounds |ike
you' re grasping at straws here.

SLIM
| don’t even know what that neans.

Bl G GUY
And you say you | oved her, but you
killed her. How can you Kkil
soneone you say you | ove?

SLI M
Happens all the tinme. Called a
crime of passion.

Bl G QUY
Bul I shit. You can’t kill soneone
you really love unless it’s like a
mercy killing or sonething. No, you

want ne to tell you why you killed
her ?

SLI M
No.

Bl G GQUY
1’11 tell you why. She was
beautiful and smart and way out of
your |eague. You married up and you
knew it.

SLIM
Watch it.

16.
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Bl G QUY
O her nmen envied you and wonen
figured that a guy |ooks |ike you
must be the biggest stud on the
pl anet to get someone like
her. Your ego had a giant hard on.

SLI M
Shut up.

SLI M goes back into the room guzzling fromthe bottle. BIG
QJY follows and shuts the door.

Bl G GUY
So when you find out she’ s knockin’
boots with soneone el se, you don’t
feel so special anynore. Your ego
takes one in the nuts.

SLI M
You don’t know what the fuck you're
tal ki ng about.

Bl G QUY
What’ s worse, you know when peopl e
find out, your status as a hottie
is gonna go poof.

SLI M
Fuck you.

Bl G GQUY
That pissed you off. Had nothin’
to do with Iove or that crap about

a car.
SLIM
She had no right!
Bl G QUY
I"mwi th ya there, pal. Forsaking
all others till death do you

part. Damm right. But there's
nothing in the contract says you
get to off her just ’'cause she made
you l ook like a schlemel.

SLI M points the gun at BI G GUY' s face.

Bl G GUY (CONT' D.)
Seriously?

SLI M hol ds for a nonent, then puts the gun in his own nouth.



18.

Bl G QUY
Ch, cone on. You can’'t be that
st upi d.

SLIM hol ds the gun there for a nonent, then takes it out. He
can’t do it. He drops the hand with the gun to his side. BIG
QUY gingerly takes it from him

Bl G GQUY
kay, time for sleepy bye, ny
friend. You ve had a |ong day. A
few hours in the sack' Il fix you
right up.

He | eads SLIMto a bed. SLIMIies down.

SLIM
Who are you?

Bl G GQUY
(taps his head with his
finger)
You know who I am (a beat) You
just sack out for a while,
things' Il |ook better in the
nor ni ng.

BIG GQUY sits on his bed and turns out the |ight on the
ni ght st and.

| NT. THE MOTEL ROOM - DAWN

SLI M awakens. BI G GQUY is gone. SLIMgets up, checks the
bat hroom He runs cold water, splashing it over his head.

He suddenly | ooks up, rushes to the bed and | ooks under
it. No suitcase.

He notices that the news is on the TV and there’'s a picture
of BI G GQUJY next to the news anchor. The caption under it
says "On the run". The sound is off. SLIMturns it up.

ANCHOR
...police are still searching for a
| ocal attorney who cl eaned out his
clients’ trust accounts and
di sappeared. The noney, said to
total about twenty mllion dollars,
was reportedly transferred to an
account in the Cayman Isl ands...

SLIMstares at it, trying to take it in.
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SLIM
Mbt her f uck.

The door is kicked in, POLICEMEN fill the door, their guns
ainmed at SLIMwho reflexively turns and points his gun at
t hem

COP 1
aQun!

The police open fire.

FLASHBACK

INT. BIG GQUY'S CAR - DAY

From a bl ock away, BI G GUY sees a tan Crown Victoria parked

down the street fromhis house. He drives on and turns onto
the next cross street, stopping at the house behind his. He

exits the car.

EXT. BI G GUY' S NEI GHBORHOOD - DAY

Bl G GQUY | ooks around, goes through the side gate of the
house, through the back yard, clinbs the back fence. He
enters his house.

A few nonents later, he exits with a |arge gym bag, retraces
his path. As he’s wal king by the neighbor’s house he hears

| oud sounds of |ovenaking. Intrigued, he goes to the w ndow
and | ooks in.

He watches NICK screwing SLIMs wife in the living room He
hears a car drive up in front. SLIMenters, shoots

them He opens Nick’s suitcase, sees the noney, takes the
sui tcase and exits.

BIG GQJY, waits by the side of the house for SLIMto get in
his car and drive away, then runs to his car and foll ows
SLIMto the notel.

| NT. MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY

SLIMexits, DESK CLERK sees BIG GUY drive into the | ot and
park in front of Room 8.
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| NT. MOTEL BACK OFFI CE - NI GHT
DESK CLERK sits at his desk, hits some keys on his conputer,
wat ches a video feed from Room 8. He sees the nobney when

SLI M opens the suitcase to get the gun (BIG GUY is not in
t he shot).

EXT. ROOM 8 DOOR - N GHT
DESK CLERK knocks on Room 8 s door in the earlier scene.
He’s holding a gun out of sight as he and SLIMtal k MOS.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY

CoP 1
...and you recogni zed himfromthe
TV news.

DESK CLERK
Yes, sir. | couldn’t believe

that there was a crimnal, a
nmurderer no less right here in one
of our roons. | was scared to
death. | called 911 right away.

CoP 1
This other man, you said you saw
him | eave the roomthis norning?

DESK CLERK

Yes, sir. Around three o’ clock. He
drove off to the east.

FLASHBACK

EXT. ROOM 8 DOOR - N GHT

BI G QUY exits the roomand wal ks to his car, carrying SLIMSs
sui tcase. DESK CLERK appears out of nowhere behind Bl G GUY.
He swings a tire iron at BI G GUY' s head.



21.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. THE MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY

COP 1 talks to DESK CLERK, MOS, inside the office, then
exits.

| NT. MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY

DESK CLERK watches the | ast police cars drive away. The
opening credits of "Cops" is on the television. The "Bad
Boys" thene nusic is playing.

He opens the door of a storage roomto get sone cleaning
supplies. SLIMs suitcase is there.

A car pulls up outside. Two tough | ooking nen get out and
wal k toward the office.

THE END



