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FADE | N:

EXT. 1ST CLASS SECTI ON OF FLYI NG BCEI NG 777-200LR - DAY

Fl oati ng castles of cunulus clouds roll through a sky of
cel estial beauty. Upon closer inspection, through the First
Cl ass wi ndow of a TransWorld Airlines plane, is the unclear
profile of JI M BARRETT, a clean cut businessman in his
md-thirties, who takes no notice of the view outside.
Instead his head is bent.

| NT. PLANE ( SEAT 11A) - DAY

Passi ng through the wi ndow and into Jims space, fromJinis
point of view he is typing a business contract on his

| aptop. A stock market ticket scrolls across the bottom of
his screen. Qut of the corner of his eye, arolling cart and
the legs of flight attendant, AMY, md-twenties cones into
view. He still types.

AW (O S.)
(cheerily)
Good norning, Sir. Sonmething to
dri nk?
JIM
(1 ooks up)

Il take an orange juice, please.

Ary smiles at him pulls out the carton and begins to pour
t he juice.

JIM
Are you new?

AWY
(cocks her head to side)
Yeah, | am How did you know?
(l eans down & | owers voi ce)
Do | seemthat nervous?

JIM
No, you're fine. | just take this
flight all the time. Julie
general |y works 1st cl ass.

AWY
Julie was nice enough to let ne
have this run. This way | can make
it back in plenty of tine to pick
nmy daughter up from daycare. |I'm
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JIM
(offers his hand)
JimBarrett. Nice to neet you, Any.

Any shakes his hand and then passes himthe orange juice
with a side snile.

AMY
You too, M. Barrett.
JIM
Just "Jinm is fine. I'"'msure |1

be seeing you quite a bit now So,
you just have one child?

AWY
(1 aughs)
That’ s enough for now, trust ne.
She’s at the little hellion stage.
| live for her |augh though.

JIM
| have one daughter also. Although
mne’'s at the age when she’s
| aughing at ne and not with ne.
Whet her it’s nmy clothes, nusic

sel ection, you nanme it; | don't
have a cl ue.
Any | aughs.
JIM
Good | uck today. I'msure you' |l do
great.

She smiles warmy at him

AMY
Thanks, Jim

Ay pushes her cart on to the next passenger.

AWY (O S.)
(faded)
Sonmet hing to drink, M’ an?

Jimopens up his internet browser and pulls wsj.comup on
the screen when sonething catches his eye in the nonitor’s
reflection. Puzzled, he slowy turns his head to find fl anes
emtting fromthe engine furthest fromhim Urgently, he
twists in his seat to Any -
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JIM
Any!

But she wouldn’t hear himas an explosion rips in their
ears. Any is thrown to the ground as passengers yell in
terror. Jimlooks out of the window again - 2/3 of the w ng
has di sappeared and plane starts descending like a bullet.
Any tries to stand and get her bearings. Over the noise, Any
yells out -

AW
(nervous)
Ladi es and gentl enen, please fasten
your seat belts and stow any
| apt ops and personal bel ongi ngs
beneath the seat in front of you.

Jimexits the internet and then the proposal on his
conputer. "Do you want to save the changes to Landry
Contract?" He clicks "No" and quickly opens up his emai
program as the intercom system conmes on

MALE PILOT (O S.)
Fli ght attendants, please prepare
al | passengers for crash |anding.

Jimcreates a new nessage. Types the letters "rb" into the
"TO' section - 'rbarrett73110@ahoo. coni automatically
popul ates. Jimtypes feverishly -

ON THE MONI TOR:
"Sweet heart | don’t have much tine.
Pl ease know that | |love you with
all of ny heart. Kiss Samantha for
me and know I will always watch
over you both. Your pain will just
be starting while mne will have
al ready ended. For that | am so
sorry. 1'll love you both forever."

Clicks "send". A dialogue box shows the nessage was sent
successfully. He closes the | aptop as Any conmes over. She
grabs hold of the seat in front of himto keep steady even
as the plane continues its sharp decent.

AW
(voi ce cracki ng)
Jim please place the | aptop under
your seat and get into crash
posi tion.

Jimputs the | aptop under the seat, but takes Any by the
hand as she tries to nove on.
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JIM
You can stop working, Anmy. W’re
about to die.

Any | ooks at Jimin astoni shnent and fear. He pulls her
cl oser.

JIM
It’s okay. Just rel ax.

At this, a calmess slowy overtakes her face as she | ooks
in Jims eyes. She |ooks out to the rest of the passengers,
but then kneels on the floor, rests her head against his
shoul der and quietly sobs w thout another word. Moving down
the aisle, prayers and sobbi ng acconpany the high scream ng
of the plane’s engine.

EXT. FOREST - DAY

A deer wal ks in the woods. Her head perks up in search of
somet hi ng unknown. Wen the sound of the oncom ng pl ane
approaches, she darts away as the sound grows nore

deaf eni ng. The plane hits the ground, exploding on inpact,
digging a trench and wiping out trees in its path.

When the plane conmes to its final rest, the crackling and
roaring flanes overcone any other sound. Large chunks of
debris litter the forest. Snoke overtakes the entire area.

I NT. LARGE LAW OFFI CE - DAY

RI TA, a pleasant |ooking woman with dark hair, about 35
years of age, is seated anxiously in one of two traditiona

| ooki ng guest chairs in front of a large traditional wood
desk. Behind the desk sits TOM MORAN, a | arge Irish-1oo0king,
wel | -dressed lawer in his early fifties.

Rita's daughter, SAMANTHA, about 14 years old, is seated on
a couch which is right by the door to the office. She is
wear i ng headphones and scrolling through her nusic sel ection
paying no attention to the proceedings in the room

Rl TA
| don’t understand.

TOM
|’msorry, Rita, but | double
checked - it |looks |ike Ji mnever

conpl eted the process with the
i nsurance conpany.
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Rita waps her arns across her belly and starts to rock a

bit.

TOM
He does have a decent anount saved
up in his retirement plan, and
you' |l qualify for Social Security.
However, |'d recomrend that you
sell that big house of yours.

Rl TA
Sel |l ? Qur house?

Rita | ooks back at her daughter for a nonent and then |owers

her voi ce.

RI TA
| can’t sell the house, Tom This
i s where Samant ha grew up. She just
|l ost her father - | can’'t have her
| ose her hone, too.

TOM
There's still a sizable nortgage
paynent, Rita, and you're a
stay-at-hone nom You said yourself

that you don’t have a degree or any

real business skills to speak of
si nce Samant ha’ s been born.

Even if you go back to work, | can
assure you, the only way you coul d
afford it is if you work 16 hour
days - then she will have |ost you
as wel | .

Rita turns to | ook at her daughter once nore.

to sit on

the couch listening to her nusic, stil

to the conversation

TOM (O S.)
(fadi ng)

Thi nk about it, Rita. I know a good

agent who can help you. O course,
there’s the other alternative we
di scussed this norning.

Rita stands up and shakes her head.

RI TA

Don't, Tom Don’'t even put the idea

in ny head again.

She conti nues

obl i vi ous
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TOM
All I"’msaying is you d probably at
| east get a sizable settlenent.
Many of the other victins’ famlies
are already positioning thensel ves
for a case.

RI TA
(paci ng, arns crossed)
For years |’ve said how ridicul ous
all the lawsuits are in this
country.

It was a tragic accident. Those

ot her people mght be willing to
drag it out and relive this m sery,
but 1’ve got to put it behind ne
and nove on with ny life.

If the airline offers anything out
of good faith, I'Il take it and
that’ Il be the end of it. My guess
is any extra noney these people get
in the end, will hardly seemworth
rehashing that awful day for years
to cone.

Tom nods hi s heads.

TOM
Fai r enough.

Rita | ooks at her daughter once nore.

RI TA
Go ahead. G ve your realtor friend
a call.

Tom st ands up and noves around his desk. He gives Rita a
hug.

TOM
Ckay, then. 1’1l give hima cal
this afternoon

She gives hima halfhearted snle

Rl TA
Thank you, Tom For everything.

She waves her hand in front of her daughter to gain her
attention.
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RI TA
Come on, Sanant ha.

Her daughter slowy rises and wal ks out of the room w t hout
a word.

RI TA
|’msorry. She’s just not herself
right now.

TOM
Don't think I would be either.

Tomfollows Rta to the door

TOM
Take care of yourself. This isn't
going to be easy for the two of
you.

Ri ta nods her head.

TOM
"1l be in touch shortly.

| NT. HOSPI TAL HALLWAY - NI GHT
SUPER: 38 YEARS EARLI ER

The screans of a woman giving birth echo out into the hall
Clock in the hall says 11:59.

MALE NARRATOR (V.Q.)
STANLEY HI G NS had been late only
once in his entire life. He was
al ways on tine...always. In fact,
even when he was due to be born,
hi s not her pushed hi m scream ng
into the world - ON TIME. .

SUPER

(O ctober (N)inth, (T)welve (I)nstantly, (Mi dnight
(E)xactly. (The first letters cone together spelling ' On

Tinme')
The clock hits m dni ght and the woman’s screans subside and
are replaced by a baby’s cry in the hall

NARRATOR
Stanl ey woul d rather be dead than
| at e.



| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - DAY
SUPER: 43 YEARS LATER

Stanl ey, 43, is sleeping under a solid color conforter on
his bed, which | ooks barely slept in. The electronic alarm
clock sets off at 6:00. Before he has a chance to turn it
of f, an ol d-fashioned alarmclock with hamer and bells
rings out for attention on his dresser.

He turns off the first alarm gets out of bed in a v-neck
t-shirt and pajana bottons to turn off the second al arm

Bef ore he reaches that alarm another el ectronic alarm goes
off - this tine in the adjacent bathroom

| NT. STANLEY’ S BATHROOM - DAY

Stanley turns off the alarmand turns the cold water on in
the sink. He cups both hands under the running water and
splashes it on his face. Stan inhales sharply and his eyes
go wide with the shock. He wipes his face with a towel and
turns on the shower where, naturally, there’s another clock
suctioned to the tile wall

| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - DAY

Dressed in suit and tie, Stan proceeds to slip on not one,
not two, but three watches: two netal |inking nmens watches,
and the third one, nore slender. He checks the tine - al
confirm 7:50.

I NT. STANLEY’ S KI TCHEN - DAY

Stan grabs sone change from a basket on his nearly clutter
free kitchen counter. He drops the change in his pants
pocket, picks up a briefcase from beside a snall kitchen
table for two, and heads out the door.

EXT. STREET IN SMALL CITY - DAY

The sun shines on Stanley as he wal ks out through the double
gl ass doors of his brick apartnent building while |ooking at
hi s wat ches, which nowread 7:55. He smles, puts his hand
in his suit pocket and jangles the change as he wal ks.

MALE NARRATOR (V.Q.)
This has been Stanley’ s confortable
routine for the past 15 years - the
security bl anket that warns hi m

( MORE)
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MALE NARRATOR (V. Q.) (cont’d)
each day. Wat Stanl ey does not
know i s that his blanket is about
to be stripped away...forever.

Still jangling the change, Stan strides toward his usual bus
stop. He slows upon noticing a scruffy man, HOVELESS CUY,
wearing a long, dirty dark green overcoat with an airplane
pin on the | apel, ripped jeans and sneakers. The dirt on his
face makes his age difficult to determ ne - he could be 40,
or just as well be 60.

Surprisingly, he's perusing the financial section of a
newspaper while sitting against a building behind the bus
stop’s single black netal bench and | arge matching trash
receptacle. Not surprisingly, beside himsits a brown paper
bag with the open top of a Iiquor bottle peeking out. Stan’s
jangling change is immedi ately sil enced.

Stan takes a seat on the bench in front of honel ess guy. He
| ooks as though the marriage of body odor and |iquor
entering his airspace is about to make him|l ose his
breakfast. He | ooks at his watches: 8:03.

HOVELESS GUY
(cheerily)
Good nornin’.

Stanl ey makes a hal f-turn, enough to see the man’s rotting
teeth peek out from his haphazard beard. Stan turns his gaze
back to the asphalt, a preferable site, before answering
unent husi astical ly.

STANLEY
Good nor ni ng.

Quy’ s newspaper rustles a bit throughout their conversation.

HOVELESS GUY
Nice day, isn't it?

STANLEY
(w t hout | ooking)
Mrhnm
HOVELESS GUY

What’ s your nane, mster?
STANLEY
(anot her half turn)
| don’t have any noney.
@Quy chuckles a bit, and then speaks slowy alnost as if
speaking to a child.
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HOVELESS GUY
| didn’t ask you for your noney. |
only asked for your nane.

STANLEY
(turns back)
St anl ey.

He | ooks at his watches: 8:05.

HOVELESS GUY
St anl eeeey. .. ?

STANLEY
Just Stanl ey.

HOVELESS GUY
Ckay, Just Stanley. Mnd if | cal
you M. Stan? You |look like a M.
Stan to ne.

STANLEY
| don’t really care what you do.

HOVELESS GUY
(beat as newspaper rustles)
want to know ny nane?

Stan sighs, | ooks at his watches again and says not hi ng.
HOVELESS GUY
O course, not. Well, it's
Quy. .. Honel ess Quy.

Quy laughs to hinmself as Stanley | ooks down the street for
the bus - for salvation. The newspaper continues to rustle.

HOVELESS QUY
You | ive around here?

Stanl ey seens to consider for a nonent whether to answer.

HOVELESS GUY
Hey.

Stanley resigns and rolls his eyes as he quickly responds.

STANLEY
Yeah, | |ive around here.
HOVELESS GQUY

Never been down this way before.
This is a nice spot. Lot nore trees
here than downt own.
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STANLEY
Mrhmm

HOVELESS GUY
So M. Stan, what do you do for a
[iving?

Stanl ey picks up his briefcase and opens it, pretending he
has a report to read.

STANLEY
|’msorry. | need to read this
before a neeting | have this
nor ni ng.

HOVELESS GUY
(scoffs)
Hel |, you don’t have to nake up
shit to shut nme up, you know. |
have nore inportant things to do
t han keep your ass entertai ned
anyway.

Wth this, GQuy continues to mani pul ate his newspaper just
out of view. Knowi ng he’'s been caught in a lie, Stan just
puts the report back in his briefcase, snaps it shut and

| ooks at his watches - 8:09. He | ooks down the street and,
to his great relief, sees the bus approaching.

HOVELESS GUY
(serious)
It’s only a matter of tinme, M.
St an.

Stanl ey stands up and furrows his brow wondering what GQuy is
tal ki ng about, but says nothing. Squealing brakes announce
the arrival of the bus as it pulls up twenty seconds |ater.
The bus driver is Rita, who | ooks just a bit ol der. She
cranks the handl e and opens the door with a smle.

RI TA
Good norni ng, Stan.

For a nonent Stan seens to have forgotten all about Honel ess
Quy, as he warmy returns Rita’s snmle

STANLEY
Morning, Rita.
He steps up into the stairwell, then w pes out as Honel ess
Quy blurts..

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 12.

HOVELESS GUY
Have yourself a wonderful day, M.
St an!

Rita | eaps out of her seat to assist Stan as he grinmaces in
pai n.

RI TA
Ch, ny God.
(she gives Stan a hand)
Are you alright?

STANLEY
" mfine.
(shoots Honel ess GQuy a gl are)
Just fine.

Honmel ess GQuy smiles, then puts on a sailor hat he nade out
of the newspaper. Stan gets up, wal ks up the stairs and
shows Rita his bus pass.

RI TA
kay, how many tinmes do you have to
be tol d? You don’'t have to show ne
your pass every single day. | think
| can trust you by now.

STANLEY
Habi t .

Stan sits in the first rowon the left side of the bus and
pl aces his briefcase on the seat beside him There are about
15 people on the bus - typical on his daily comute. Rita

cl oses the door and puts the bus in gear.

They begin pulling away, but Stan can’t help hinself from
steal i ng anot her | ook at Honel ess Guy donning his new hat.
He’'s rewarded with another glinpse of GQuy’s rotting teeth
and a friendly wave.

Stan quickly | ooks away. Rita gives Stan a curious ook in
the rear viewmrror.

Rl TA
You sure you’'re okay?
STANLEY
Yeah, |'’mfine. Thanks.
Rl TA

Thank God. 1’ d been | ooking forward
to this day. It would have put a
real danper on it if paranedics had

( MORE)
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A m xture

13.

RI TA (cont’ d)
to peel you off ny stalrs and hau
you off to the hospital.

STANLEY
Why? What' s happeni ng today?

RI TA
(feigning surprise)
You don’t know?

STANLEY
Know what ?

RI TA
Just |like a man not to renenber an
anni versary.

of confusion and nervousness takes over his face.

RI TA
Rel ax, Stan. The anni versary neans
nore to nme than you. Today |’ ve
been driving this route for five
years.

Stan sighs and smles in relief.

He t hi nks

Bus pulls
wai ti ng.

The el derll
section of
and | eans

RI TA
Wi ch neans |’ ve been chauffeuring
you around for the past five years.

about this for a nonent.

STANLEY
(di sturbed)
Has it really been that |ong
al ready?

up to another stop where an elderly couple is

RI TA
Wel I, you know what they say about
ti me when you’' re having fun.

y coupl e quickly gets on and noves to the mddle
the bus to take their seats. Rita closes the door
conspiratorially toward Stanl ey.

RI TA

FYl...that’s how you use the
stairs.
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STANLEY
Thanks for the tip.

Rita | aughs to herself as she pulls away.

Rl TA
So, after today, for five years of
accident-free service, | get an

extra $75 a week.

STANLEY
Sounds |i ke a nice deal.

RI TA
Especi al |y when you only nmake $4. 25
an hour. Now | can give up
nmoonl i ghting as a hooker.

Stan’s eyes wi den and he | ooks out the wi ndow in horror.

Rl TA
Stan! 1’ m j oki ng!

He again smles in relief and | ooks at his watches.

RI TA
So, do you renenber our first day?
STANLEY
| probably didn’t nmake a very good
I npr essi on.
RI TA

After you inforned nme that the
previous driver was the best one
ever, because he never nmade you
|ate, or after you told ne you
could walk to work faster than
was driving?

STANLEY
Sorry about that. | just don't I|ike
to be late.

RI TA
| know. |’m just hassling you,

Stan. Punctuality is a respectable
character trait. Don’t think I
fault you for it.

Just out of curiosity, |’'ve been
wondering - have you ever been | ate

- for anything?
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STANLEY
(1 ooks away out the w ndow)
Just once.

RI TA
(amazed)
Just once? In your whole life? Ww.
So, what were you |late for?

STANLEY

(still stares out the wi ndow)

|’d really rather not tal k about it
if you don’t mnd.

RI TA
Sure. I'msorry. | didn’t nean to
pry or anythi ng.

STANLEY
Don’t worry about it.

He | ooks at his watches and stares out the window Rita
wat ches himin the mrror with curiosity.

EXT. STANLEY' S OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - O NEI L ACCOUNTI NG - DAY

The bus pulls up with a squeal in front of the 8-story
O Neil office building. Adigital clock and tenperature
di spl ay outside the building shows the tine as 8:33. The
door opens and Stan steps down the stairwell.

Rl TA
See you tonorrow.

STANLEY
Yup.

He steps away fromthe bus, wal ks across the w de sidewal k,
and pushes through the revol ving door of the building.

| NT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - DAY

An el evat or door opens and Stanley wal ks out. He navi gates
t hrough a maze of contenporary | ow panel ed cubicles, which
are nearly devoid of any enpl oyees aside froma coupl e of
suits in one cube. Upon seeing Stan, they begin snickering
as he approaches.

The one seated at the desk is GEORGE ANDERSON, m d-forties,

bal ding and wearing a suit one size too snmall and a decade
past its prine. The other, |eaning his behind agai nst
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CGeorge’s desk with his arns folded, is BRIAN O NEIL,

m d-twenties, tailored suit, confident up-and-coner in the
conpany. The hei ght of his cockiness appears conparable to
his seem ng | ack of work ethic.

BRI AN
(points to clock on wall)
Hey, Stanley, what the hel
happened? You' re 20 minutes | ate.

CGeorge tucks his head and | aughs. Stanl ey continues to wal k
past and | ooks at the clock, which indeed reads 9: 20.

STANLEY
Do you really think that one hasn’t
been tried before, Brian? Next tinme
you m ght want to recruit a few
nore enpl oyees to conme in and
actually |l ook busy if you want ne
to believe that | mght actually be
| at e.

Stan keeps wal ki ng and covertly pulls up his sleeve to sneak
a peek at the tinme anyway, 8:38, while Brian pushes off of
CGeorge’s desk and begins to follow him

BRI AN
I’11 keep that in mnd. Guess |
keep forgetting how goddamm snart
you are, Sherl ock.

STANLEY
Li sten, just because you're in line
to take the conpany over in 25
years doesn’'t nean | have to take
shit fromyou now.

Stan arrives at his cubicle, which is all business -

di spl ayi ng no personal pictures whatsoever, unlike the other
cubicles. He puts his briefcase on the worksurface and turns
to neet Brian's glare.

STANLEY
Don’t you have sone photocopi es you
need to take care of?

BRI AN
Hey, don’t you think you should
talk to nme with just
(pinches thunb and forefinger
t oget her)
alittle nore respect?
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STANLEY
| offer ny respect to people who
deserve it.

BRI AN
(pi ssed)
Ww, maybe you’'re not as bright as
ny dad thinks. You obviously don't
realize | could have your ass fired
in the next five m nutes.

STANLEY
And you obviously give far too nuch
credit to the belief that you're
nmore inportant to this conpany than
| am..just because your |ast nane
mat ches the one on the building and
all the stationary around here.

Bri an | ooks around the office to make sure no one is within
earshot. He glares at Stan and | owers his voice.

BRI AN
(points at Stan)
| strongly suggest you watch your
tone around ne in the future. You
really don’t know what |’ m capabl e
of .

Brian takes his | eave, heading into one of the office suites
on the side and slans his door.

Stan rubs his neck and then turns on his conputer. Wile it
boots up he renoves a pile of folders fromhis briefcase
when the el evator door opens. Qut steps Frank O Neil, 60ish.

Wth a nicely tailored suit and cl ose-cropped gray hair, he
carries hinmself as the owner of the place. But the smile

t hat he displ ays upon seeing Stan reveals he is not the
unappr oachabl e boss - for sone, at |least. As he draws near
to George’s cube, he loses his smle -

FRANK
Good norning, George. My son in
yet ?

GEORGE
Uh, yes, sir. | think he just went
into his office.

FRANK
Can you tell himlI’'ll need two
extra copies of that report we

( MORE)
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FRANK (cont’ d)
di scussed for the neeting at el even
t hi s norni ng?

GEORGE
Sure, M. O Neil.

Ceorge gets up and starts walking in the direction of
Brian’s office while Frank proceeds to Stan’s desk. Stan is
getting his paperwork organized.

FRANK
Mor ni ng, St an.
STANLEY
(1 ooks up)

Oh, hey, Frank. What brings you
down fromthe ivory tower today?

Frank | eans up agai nst Stan’s desk.

FRANK
Conme on now. Don’t make it sound
like I"’mnot in touch with ny
peopl e or something. And let’s not
forget, you ve been invited to join
us up in said ivory tower on nore
t han one occasion. But you just
keep snubbing ne at every turn.

STANLEY
(pull's up a spreadsheet on
conput er)
| told you before, I work better
anong the masses. | don’t need the

hassl e of worryi ng about people
conspiring to get ny corner office
on a daily basis.

FRANK
Well, we know we’ve al ready beat
that horse to death. That’s not why

|’ m here.

Stan turns to Frank, |eans back in his desk chair, folding
hi s hands on his stomach.

STANLEY
So what’s up?

FRANK
Kat hy wants you to cone to dinner.

Stan sighs and turns away.
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STANLEY
Tal k about beating a dead horse.

FRANK
Now hold on a second. She just
wants you to neet her niece. She's

areally sweet girl, late thirties
and, quite frankly, if she weren’t
my niece -

STANLEY

Pl ease tell Kathy ’thank you' , but
she’s been trying to play

mat chmaker for ne for the past ten
years. |I’mjust not interested.

FRANK
It’s been nore than three years
since she’'s tried to set you up. At
| east that’s what | was infornmed of
this norning as | tried eating ny
br eakf ast .

STANLEY
It’s ny fault what happened to
Sharon, Frank - not your wfe’s
fault. She’'s off the hook. Just
because we were on our way to your
house doesn’t make you responsi bl e.

Frank | ooks over to see CGeorge going back to his desk.

Resi gned,

FRANK
(1 owers voice)
Don't you think I’ve told her that?
It doesn’t change her wish to try
and make it better again.

STANLEY
Is that it? | have to work on
Prem er’'s Year End.

FRANK
You won’t even conme for the free
meal ?

STANLEY

|’ma single guy, and you pay ne
pretty damm good. Free neals aren’t
on the top of ny priority list, but
t hanks.

Frank gets up.

( CONTI NUED)
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FRANK
Maybe | should cut your pay in
hal f. Then you’d need a two-incone
househol d to survive.

Stan gives hima | ook that says he’'s done. Frank wal ks away
whi | e speaking alnost to hinself -

FRANK
Ckay. I’mgoing. | should nake you
call Kathy to let her know.

Stan turns back to his screen and starts typing as other
workers start energing fromthe el evator

I NT. BUS - NI GHT

Seated near the mddle of the bus, Stan gazes out of the

wi ndow wth a bored expression. The brakes squeal as the bus
cones to a stop where a band of about ten teenagers, boys
and girls about 17 or 18, are hangi ng out outside of a
conveni ence store.

As passengers board, Stan catches sight of two of the teens
as they start making out. At first he turns his head away,
but then slowy turns his gaze back at them He can see the
girl fromthe back, the boy s hands grace her hips. As the
door to the bus closes, the boy catches Stan staring.
Wthout a break in his lip-locking stride, he raises one
hand to give Stan the bird.

Enbarrassed, Stan snaps his attention away fromthe young
couple to read one of the advertisenents over the bus w ndow
- a Trojans condom ad. He instead finds refuge by turning
his attention to his lap just as the bus pulls away.

I NT. STANLEY' S KI TCHEN - NI GHT

We hear a key slip into a door |ock, followed by a door
openi ng and closing. Stan drags hinmself into his kitchen,
puts his briefcase down and throws his keys in the basket
hitting the | oose change that’'s in it as well.

He opens the freezer to a stockpile of frozen dinners. He
renoves one wthout |ooking at what kind it is, rips it open
and pops it in the mcrowave before |eaving the room
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| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

In t-shirt and boxers, Stan watches the news with his renpte
control in hand. A fenmal e NEWSCASTER, 30s, speaks to the
audi ence in a serious tone.

NEWSCASTER
Though a tragic day for those
i nvol ved at the Pheasant Farns Ml
shooting, there are sone residents
in the area counting their
bl essings this eveni ng.

The G ovanni famly was on their
way to the mall just as the
shoot i ng began.

A large MRS. G OVANNI, about 40, is being interviewed. She
stands flanked by her son and daughter, both about 8-10
years old. Behind them vyellow police tape surrounds the
perinmeter as several onlookers go between observing the
aftermath of the shooting and checking out the tel evision
caner a.

Several energency vehicle lights flash as she speaks with a
slight Italian accent, and a few tears in her eyes.

MRS. G OVANNI
We were supposed to be here when it
all happened. But the traffic was
very bad, and we ended up running
| at e.

She hugs her children with each arm and ki sses them both on
t he head

MRS. G OVANNI
| never thought | would be so
happy because | was | ate.

Stan i medi ately shuts off the TV, leaving himminly in the
dark. He takes a deep breath, slides beneath the covers and

cl asps his hands behind his head. He thinks back to his ride
hone.

FLASHBACK

W apped up in their owmm world, the two teenagers kiss each
ot her passionately on the sidewal k. As we nove around the
coupl e, after about 20 seconds, the two teenagers change
into Stan and Rita.
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| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

In the dark, Stan reaches over to his nightstand, slides the
smal | drawer open and pulls out a bottle of |otion.

EXT. STANLEY' S BUS STOP - DAY

Honel ess Guy is again perched against the wall of the

buil ding at Stan’s bus stop - newspaper again in hand.
Noticing GQuy, Stan’s shoulders visibly shrink, and his step
sl ackens. He wal ks over to the bench and sits down.

HOVELESS GUY
(1 ooks over top of paper)
Wll, nice to see you again, M.

St an.
Stan ignores himand already starts | ooking at his watches.

HOVELESS GUY
Cone on, now. Not even going to
acknowl edge ny existence? That’s
not very polite.

GQuy places the newspaper on the ground before taking up the
brown bag beside him He nakes his way over to the bench,
and cranes his neck around to face Stan.

HOVELESS QUY
Thi s seat taken?

Wthout waiting for a response, GQuy nearly sits on Stan’s

| ap when he doesn’t nove over. Horrified at the gall of this
man, Stan qui ckly noves out fromunder him QGuy offers the
bag to Stan with a smle.

HOVELESS GUY
Take a pul | ?

Stan | ooks at the bag with disgust.

STAN
No t hanks.

Quy pushes the bag closer to Stan’s face.

HOVELESS GUY
You sure?

Stan sighs, peeks at his watches again and then up the road
in the direction where the bus wll be com ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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HOVELESS GUY
Did you really forget the tinme in
that ten second spell fromthe | ast
time you checked? Hell
(points at Stan’s wrist)
m ght as well be ticking tine bonbs
on your wist.

Stan catches a glance at Guy and turns away because the
snell is overwhel m ng.

HOVELESS GUY

(chuckl es)
Ch, | apol ogi ze. Don’t have regul ar
access to toiletries these days.
(gets up)

"1l nove back over here - out of
nose-shot. Sonetimes | even catch a
whi ff of mnyself and, wow, | never
knew it coul d get so bad.

Quy sits back down against the building and takes up his
newspaper. Stan continues his silence canpaign as Quy’s
newspaper begins to rustle.

HOVELESS GUY
|’d also like to apol ogi ze, M.
Stan. Didn’'t nean to startle you in
front of your girlfriend yesterday.

Stan fidgets in his struggle to keep silent, but quickly
| oses the battle.

STANLEY
What are you tal ki ng about?

HOVELESS GUY
The cute little brunette who drives
t he bus.

STANLEY
She’s not ny girlfriend.

The newspaper continues to rustle as Guy goes between
| ooki ng down at the paper and back up at Stan.

HOVELESS GUY

Vell, hell, that’s your own fault.
Ni ce | ooki ng, experienced woman

like that....Mivm If | were still
a good | ooking fellow like you, I'd
ask her out by...

(1 ooks at enpty wi st)

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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HOVELESS GUY (cont’ d)
about 5 mnutes from now, get her
sone flowers - looks like the
yellow Tulip type -
(stands back up)

pi ck her up by six tonight,
(spi ns around)

dance by about ni ne,
(smles & gyrates hips)

and then have her in the sack by

m dni ght .
STANLEY
You’' re di sgusting.
HOVELESS CUY
No. I'ma man. Ch, wait, that’'s the

same thing, ain't it?

Stan says nothing. Quy sits back down and works on his
newspaper again. After a couple of thoughtful nonments - the
bus comes into view

HOVELESS GUY
No. You' re right. She’'s a speci al
one, | can tell. The respectable
type...l1’d have to wait a bit
| onger to get her in the sack -
say, 2 anf

Bus pulls up and Stan rises fromthe bench.

HOVELESS GUY
It’s only a matter of time, M.
St an.

I NT. STANLEY' S BUS - DAY

Rita opens the door and Stan steps up. Just as he’'s about to
put his foot down, he notices pieces of paper on each step.
On the first stair is the outline of a shoe on the right
side of the paper and instructions on the left "Lift foot,

pl ace here (an arrow points to the outline), read next

step”. On the next step is a sheet of paper w th another
outline of a shoe, this tine on the left, with the sane
instructions. Stan | ooks up at Rita.

R TA
(j oki ngly)
Now take it a little slower today,

okay?

( CONTI NUED)
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Stan smles, boards the bus and sits down. Rita closes the
door and starts to pull away. Stan |ooks over to Guy, who's
wavi ng his newspaper Tulip like a nmetronone.

Driving along the usual route, Rita is |ooking in the rear
view at Stan. She opens her nouth to say sonething, but then
t hi nks better of it. She opens her nouth again.

RI TA
Stan, can | ask you a personal
guesti on.
STANLEY
Depends on how personal, | guess.
RI TA

Way don’t you drive? You certainly
dress like you can afford a car

STANLEY
Why do you think | don’t drive?

RI TA
Did you ever?

STANLEY
Sure. I'’mthat guy that gives you
great pleasure to flip off.

RI TA
So’d you | ose your license for
speeding or did you becone one of
t hese earthy crunchy guys who don’t
want to add nore greenhouses gases
t han necessary to good ol e Mt her

Eart h?

STANLEY
Amaxophobi a.

RI TA
What ?

STANLEY
Amaxophobi a.

RI TA

What the hell is Amaxophobi a?

STANLEY
It’s a fear of driving in cars.

( CONTI NUED)
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R ta studi

26.

RI TA
(1 aughi ng)
Get out. You just nmade that up.
STANLEY
No, it’s real. | assure you. | used
to drive, but | can’t anynore.
RI TA
Why not ?
STANLEY

(1 ooks out w ndow)
Just can’t bear the possibility of
causi ng others harm | guess.

es himin the rearview mrror for a nonent.

RI TA
Way? Did you hurt soneone, Stan?
(he's still | ooking out
Wi ndow)
You don’t have to tell ne...if you
don’t want to.

STANLEY
(turns back to Rita)
Yes...| hurt soneone.

RI TA
|’ msorry.

STANLEY
Not hing for you to be sorry about.
(beat)
|’ ve never really spoken about it -
to anyone.

Stan | ooks back out the window as Rita pulls up to the bus

stop. She

Rita goes

lets on a single passenger and takes off again.

back and forth between watching the road and

gl ancing at Stan before she speaks up.

RI TA
An event makes you stop driving,
and you talk about it to no one?

Stan returns her look in the mrror.

STANLEY
| didn’t feel |ike rehashing
a painful subject with people |

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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STANLEY (cont’ d)
knew. O worse, wth people I
didn’t even know. | sinply chose to
move on with ny life.

RI TA
You noved on? Again, an event stops
you fromdriving, ever again, and
you talk about it to no one?

Stan renmins silent for a nmonent.

STANLEY
Maybe | will talk to soneone about
it - soneday.

RI TA
So let’s tal k, Stan.

STANLEY
(scoffs)
| can’t talk about it now

RI TA
Why not ?

STANLEY
| haven’t even thought about it.
| " m not ready.

RI TA
Don’t think. Just start talking.
(looks at himin mrror)
How | ong has it been?

Stan shifts in his seat and rubs his neck. After a nonent he
wi pes his palnms on the front of his slacks and replies -

STANLEY
Along tinme. Sonetinmes it seens
i ke forever. And then sonetines
only |ike yesterday.

Soneone rings the bell for the next stop. Rita pulls over to
| et the passenger off. She speaks as she cl oses the door and
pul I s away.

RI TA
I’mstill |istening, Stan.

It takes Stan a nonment to consider. He puts his arns across
hi s chest.

( CONTI NUED)
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STANLEY
| was marri ed once.

Rita rai ses her eyebrows in surprise.

R TA
You were?

STANLEY
Ei ght whol e nont hs. ..

| NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Smal |, tidy bathroom SHARQON, an attractive young wonman in
her md-twenties, applies her mascara in the bathroom
mrror.

STANLEY (O S.)
Conme on, Sharon, or we’ re gonna be
| at e.

SHARON
(rel axed)
Al nost ready.

St anl ey peeks his head around the doorway. He watches her
face in the mrror and for a nonent forgets hinself.

STANLEY
You do this to ne on purpose, don't
you?

SHARON
| told you - I'’mnot arriving an

hour early anynore just to sit and
wait outside in a car. It won't
kill you to be alittle late for
once.

Sharon begins to apply lipstick.

STANLEY
It might not kill ne, but dinner at
ny boss’ house is kind of a big
deal. I want to make a good first
I npr essi on.

Sharon finishes applying the lipstick. She turns, saunters
over to Stanley and waps her arns around his neck.
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SHARON
You’' ve been invited to your boss’
house for dinner - that neans
you’ ve al ready nmade a good first
I npr essi on.

They both lean in for a kiss.

STANLEY
(breaki ng the enbrace)
Cone on. W really have to get
goi ng. Supposed to be there by
7: 00.

Sharon rolls her eyes a bit, picks up her watch fromthe
side of the sink, slides it on her wist and snaps the |ight
of .

I NT. CAR - NI GHT

Stan and Sharon drive along a rural road. Houses are cl ose
enough together, but not close enough to make out soneone
dressing in an open w ndow.

Stanl ey guns the engi ne. He passes by a speed |imt sign
whi ch reads "40". Sharon | eans over exaggeratedly to take a
| ook at the speedoneter, which is pushing 65.

SHARON
M ght want to ease off the gas
there a bit, Earnhardt. Speed
[imt’'s 40 here.

Stan | ooks at the car clock: 6:55.

STANLEY
Al nost there. We might just make
it.

A nonent |later Stan conmes up fast on another car, tailgating
Wi th a vengeance. He swings the car over the dividing line a
couple of tines to see if the car is passable. Unable to see
far enough ahead, he exclains -

STANLEY
Come on!

SHARON
(exasper at ed)
Stan, will you relax, please? And
sl ow the hell down.
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STANLEY
If we'd left when | asked you to, |
woul dn’t be in such a goddamm rush.

SHARON
(under her breath)
I f you weren’t such a freak about
being on tine, we wouldn’t be in
such a goddamm rush

STANLEY
(shoots her a glare)
What was that?

SHARON
Not hi ng. Just watch what you're
doi ng.

At this, Stan honks his horn at the | aw abiding driver and
swngs hard to the left to pass himaround a corner. He guns
the car to pass when another car flashes into view

SHARON
(braces agai nst the dash)
St an!

Wth the car on his right, Stan has no alternative but to
swing further to the left, but the cars still collide,
sending Stan’s car into a nultiple flip off the side of the
road and into the woods. d ass and netal explode in Stan’s
ears before the car rocks to a stop on its side.

Stan is still strapped in his seatbelt. The passenger side
is smashed in, and Sharon is smashed with it. Stan’s
forehead is covered with bl ood.

STANLEY
(dazed)
Shar on?
(no answer)
Sharon, are you okay?

He |lifts and turns his head with great difficulty. Sharon's
lifeless eyes stare back at him- her neck is broken. The
radio continues to play. Stanley |ooks at the clock: 7:01.
St anl ey passes out.
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I NT. BUS - DAY

Rl TA
(1 ooki ng upset)
|’ m so sorry.

STANLEY
It was a long tinme ago.

Rita pulls up to Stan’s stop. Stan grabs his briefcase with
his right hand and stands up to wal k toward the door, but
Rita doesn’'t open it. He |ooks at her. She takes up his free
hand in hers and squeezes it affectionately.

RI TA
(stares up intently in Stan’s
eyes)
You're a good man, Stan. You nust
know that it was just an accident.

He | ooks at her for a nonment and offers a hal f-hearted
smle
STANLEY
In that case...l'mnot so sure. But
thanks for listening, Rita. See you

t onorr ow.

Rita nods her head with a synpathetic | ook, releases his
hand and opens the door. Stan steps off and makes his way
toward the buil ding.

EXT. STANLEY' S OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - O NEI L ACCOUNTI NG - DAY
Stanl ey wal ks zonbie-like toward the building and through
the revol ving doors as the bus pulls away.
| NT. LOBBY OF OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - DAY
Stanl ey starts wal king over to the elevators where a couple
of coworkers are waiting, a YOUNG WOMAN, in her |ate
twenties, and a YOUNG MAN, about the sane age. They are
standing within flirting distance.
YOUNG WOVMAN (O S.)
(laughing flirtatiously)
| know. That was hysterical.

Stanl ey wal ks up and stands off to the side a bit.
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YOUNG VAN
Hey, Stan.

STANLEY
(a bit slow to respond)
Hey.

The young woman offers Stan a smile. Though she’ s obviously
in his eyeline, he seens not to notice, so she quickly
retracts the smle and | ooks toward the el evator door as it
begi ns to open.

YOUNG MAN
You okay, man? You don’t | ook so
hot .

STANLEY
What ? Yeah, sure. |I’mfine. Excuse
ne.

Stanl ey turns and nakes a beeline for the | obby restroom
his eyes reddening with every step. He slans open the
restroom door

| NT. OFFI CE RESTROOM - DAY

Stan rushes into the bathroom and quickly surveys beneath
the stall doors to see if anyone else is in the room Wen
he finds the roomclear, he rushes into one of the stalls
and sl ans the door behind him He places his briefcase on
the ground and sits on the edge of the toilet. Cradling his
forehead in his hands, he begins sobbing.

CUT TO

Stan opening the stall door and | ooking at his watches:
8:54. He quickly turns the water on and spl ashes his face.
H s red eyes make himl ook |ike he’s been drinking for
hours. He grabs a couple of paper towels and swiftly dries
his face before heading for the door.

I NT. STANLEY’ S OFFI CE - DAY

The el evat or door opens and Stan steps out. Brian sees him
cone out, |looks at his watch (8:58) and nekes a trajectory
toward Stan.

BRI AN
(wal king & smling)
Hey, Stan!
(poi nts at watch)
( MORE)
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BRI AN (cont’ d)
Cutting it a bit close there today,
aren’t ya buddy?

Stanl ey brushes hard into Brian' s shoul der as he wal ks
toward his desk. He sits down, opens his briefcase and
starts his work.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Stanley is already sitting on the bench. Guy is doing his
usual with the newspaper.

HOVELESS GUY
| notice you're a bit later than
usual lately. Been going an extra
round with Mary Palmin the
nor ni ng?

STANLEY
| used to get alittle peace and
qui et here. Have to stay hone to
get that now.

HOVELESS GUY
|”m hurt. You don’t enjoy our
little chats?

STANLEY
Not particularly.

Guy mani pul ates his paper sone nore.

HOVELESS GUY
(beat)
You know, M. Stan, | was just |ike
you once.

STANLEY
(scoffs)
| highly doubt that.

HOVELESS GUY
No, really, | was. Happier now,
t hough.

STANLEY
You can’t be serious.

HOVELESS GUY

(sm | es)
Honel essness: don't knock it til
you try it.
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He takes a pull fromhis |iquor bottle.

HOVELESS CGUY
No nore |ife-sucking neetings,
bills, taxes, kissing up to bosses
who don't give a God damm about
your real hopes and dreans.

STANLEY
No one to | ove you.

HOVELESS GUY
Well now, who can you say really
| oves you? Besides your nmomvy, |
nmean.

Stan stays silent for a nonent and | ooks at his watches.

STANLEY
Pl enty of people |ove ne.
HOVELESS GUY
Hey, |1’ve got lots of friends too.

Bei ng honel ess doesn’t make nme any
| ess charm ng and | ovabl e t han

was when | had a regul ar roof over
nmy head.

Stan turns to |l ook over at Guy. He rewards Stan with a flash
of his smle and a few bats of his eyelashes. Stan rolls his
eyes and catches a glinpse the bus approaching. He gets off
t he bench.

HOMVELESS GUY
It’s only a matter of tine.
STANLEY
(irritated)

Wiy do you keep saying that? Wat’s
only a matter of tine?

HOVELESS GUY
Wy "it", of course.

STANLEY
You're infuriating.

HOVELESS GUY
That’ s funny. That’s what ny wife
used to say.
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STANLEY
(under his breath)
| " m sure she did.

35.

The bus pulls to a stop. Rita opens the door and gives Stan

a curious

| NT. BUS -

| ook as he boards.

DAY

Rita takes note of Stan’s irritated | ook as he boards.

Stan | ooks confused by Rita’s conments.
he sees Guy holding a | arge newspaper heart

RI TA

H Stan. Everything okay?
STANLEY

Sure. Wy?
RI TA

Not hi ng. Just checki ng.

As he goes to sit,
in front of his

chest. Stan shakes his head and falls into his seat.

The bus chugs al ong, and just prior to reaching the next

stop, the

engi ne begins to sputter.

RI TA
Ch, no. Cone on, baby. Don’t do
this to ne now.

Rita gives the bus nore gas and the engi ne gets worse until
eventual |y the bus stops altogether.

Stan begins rubbing his neck as Rita dials.

STANLEY
What’ s wong?
RI TA
(pull's out cell phone)
Don’t know. I'mcalling the

termi nal now to send over a new
bus.

STANLEY
You can't fix it?

Rita puts the phone up to her ear and gives Stan a crazy

| ook.
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RI TA

Do | look Iike a nmechanic to you?

(into phone)
Ch, hey Steve. Can you send anot her
bus over and get m ne checked out?
The thing just died on ne.

(beat)
| have no idea.

(beat)
Ckay, thanks.

Rita stands up and faces the passengers.

Rl TA
The ot her bus shoul d be al ong soon,
everyone. If you can just sit tight
for a bit. Sorry for the
i nconveni ence.

Stanley squirns in his seat and continues rubbing his neck
as the tinme passes. Once his watches hit 8:31, he snatches
up his briefcase and stands up with urgency.

STANLEY
Open the doors please, Rita.

RI TA
They really can’'t be nuch | onger,
Stan. Please, just sit down and re-

STANLEY
| said open the goddamm doors.

RI TA
(eyebrows furrowed)
Ckay, okay.

Rita opens the doors and Stanley | eaps off the stairwell
onto the sidewal k, and takes off down the street. Rita | ooks
out at himlike she’s just caught the Pope wearing a pink

t ut u.

EXT. STREET IN SMALL CITY - DAY

Wth briefcase in hand, Stan soars down the sidewal k,
passing stores and curious onl ookers. Hi's suitcoat flaps up
in the breeze. As he passes by the other bus stops, he
shouts out to those waiting as though he’s saving them from
a fire.
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STANLEY
The bus is broken down!

I NT. LOBBY OF OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - DAY

St an pushes through the revol ving door and | ooks up at the
| arge clock in the | obby - 8:58. He runs at full speed
toward the el evators, m ssing both as their doors close in
his face. He feverishly pushes the "up” button and then

| ooks at the display showing the Iight crawling up each
floor slowy, painfully. Stan can’t wait - he bolts for the
stairwel|.

| NT. STAI RAELL - DAY

Stan flies up the stairs and pushes through the door.

| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - DAY

Stan cones through the door and finds six enpl oyees,
i ncludi ng Brian, standing by his desk.

MALE EVMPLOYEE #1
Shiiit.

BRI AN
(1 ooks over to see Stan)
Ha. Told you he’d nmake it. Pay up,
gent | enen.

The ot her enpl oyees hand $20 each over to a very happy
Brian. All, save Brian, inmediately disperse to their desks
as Stan wal ks over.

BRI AN
| al nost thought hell had frozen
over. | had ny song all ready to

go.

As he catches his breath, Stan waves for Brian to nove away
fromhis desk. Brian noves off to the side.

STANLEY
(annoyed)
And what song m ght that be?

BRI AN
(sm rking)
Oh, no. | can't sing it now | have
to wait for the big day to arrive
or it wouldn’t be appropriate.
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STANLEY
Go ahead and just sing it, Brian.
|’ msure you' re just bursting
inside to let it out, so do it.

Bri an | ooks around the office and consi ders.

BRI AN
You sure you want to hear it?

STANLEY
l'"mall ears.

Brian clears his throat and in his deepest baritone voice
sings out loud and clear to the nelody of ’'Danny Boy’.

BRI AN
Oh, Stanny Boy, the cl ocks,
t he cl ocks are calling.
Fromwist to wist, and
upon the office walls.
The time is gone, and al
your heart is dying.
Tis time til you must go
and you nust fly.

Brian carries the last note and then stops and smrks at
Stan. A couple of people start to applaud and then others
joinin as Brian's singing was actually surprisingly good.
Stan shakes his head and asks -

STANLEY
So is that it?

BRI AN
Vll, I"'mstill working on the
other verses. | figured |I'd have a

little nore tine to work on it.

Peopl e get back to work and Stan sits at his desk and waits
for Brian to take a hint and wal k away.

BRI AN
So?

STANLEY
So, what ?

BRI AN

So did you like it?
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STANLEY
Don’t you have any real work to do?

BRI AN
Not hing this fun.

Brian smles and finally takes his | eave. Stan watches him
go into his office and shut the door. Stan rubs his neck,
runs his hand through his hair and starts typing away on his
conput er.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Quy is shelling peanuts froma snall bag. Wiile eating the
nuts, he nakes three point shots with the shells into the
trash can besi de the bench. Guy takes a break fromthe nuts
to take a swg fromhis liquor bottle. He takes up another
nut, shells it and throws the shell, this tine hitting Stan
in the back of the head. Stan snaps around in his seat.

HOVELESS GUY
Whoops. Sorry. Aimain't what it
used to be.

Stan turns back slowy. Guy | ooks at Stan and seens |lost in
t hought for a nonent before placing the bag of nuts on the
ground. He works on his next paper masterpiece.

HOVELESS GUY
So, you know -

STANLEY
(turns angrily)
Listen. Are you going to do this

everyday?
HOVELESS GUY
(feigns innocence)
What ?
STANLEY
Thi s.

(waves hand at where Quy sits)
Sitting here everyday. Wiy do you
need to sit right there? Qut of al
the places in this city - right
t here.

Quy | ooks serious for a nonent and then | ooks as though he’s
going to cry before belting out his best Richard Gere
i nper sonation -
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HOVELESS GUY
| got nowhere else to go!

Stanl ey turns back to the street.

STANLEY
Oh, for Christ’s sake. Do you take
anyt hi ng seriously?

HOVELESS GUY
You take enough seriously for the
both of us, M. Stan.

Stan says nothing and | ooks at his watches.

HOVELESS GUY
Actually, | did want to speak to
you - seriously - about sonething
t oday.

STANLEY

(turns & feigns amazenent)
Real | y??
Turns away again.

HOVELESS GUY
Well, don’'t patronize nme now. Just
"cuz |’ m honel ess doesn’t nmean |’ m

an idiot.
Wor ks on his newspaper.

HOVELESS GUY
You know, there are sone people who
only have a fleeting -
(pi nches fingers together)
chance to neet that one speci al
person -

STANLEY
(rolls eyes)
Oh, God. Are you giving ne dating
advi ce?

Wt hout breaking stride, GQuy continues -

HOVELESS GUY
- Decide to | eave that bar just one
mnute too early, and Ms. R ght
wal ks through the door with her
girlfriends while you' ve already
sli pped your key in the ignition.
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STANLEY
| don’t drive.

HOVELESS GUY
Mmm poor exanple. Just pay
attention, M. Stan. You' re already
goi ng honme and you never even had a
gl i npse of the woman of your dreans
- the one you would have grown ol d
with.

You see, that’'s really the way it
is for sone people. Look all their
[ives...and nothing.

But you, you get to see the wonan
of your dreans every Monday through
Friday, and you do not hing

absol utely nothing about it to

| asso her in.

STANLEY
| assune you're tal king about Rita.
| don’t understand, nunber one, why
you think Rita is sonme kind of sou
mate for ne and, two, why the hel

you care”?

HOVELESS GUY
Because | see the way you | ook at
t hose wat ches each norning - just
wai ti ng.

STANLEY

| don't like to be |ate.

HOVELESS GUY
That or you just can’t wait to see
t hat woman open those doors for you

each day.
STANLEY
Yeah, that’s it.
HOVELESS GUY

You | augh, M. Stan, but | don’t
think it’s funny. You know why?

STANLEY
|’msure you'll tell ne.
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HOVELESS GUY
Because it’'s sad - that you need
her, and believe it or not, she
needs you, but you just can’'t stand
t he t hought of sonmeone nessing with
your little routine - this cocoon
you wrap yourself up in every day
to keep you fromdealing with rea
l[ife shit.

The bus is in view and Stan gets up slowy.

STANLEY
You know, this is getting
ridiculous. I'mjust going to
i gnore you from now on.

HOVELESS GUY
That won’t change the facts, Jack
You need to break free. You m ss
100% of the chances you don’t take.

STANLEY
Let nme guess...you owe your current
soci al status to a ganbling
addi cti on.

The bus pulls up.

HOVELESS GUY
It’s only a matter of tine.

Stan turns to see GQuy with a newspaper butterfly in hand.
Stanl ey gets on the bus.

I NT. BUS - DAY

Rita gives Stan a nore reserved smle than usual as he
boards the bus.

STANLEY
Hello, Rita.

Rl TA
St an.

Stan takes his seat and watches Rita as she cl oses the door
and pulls away. Stan continues to study her. She’'s not her
usual bubbly self, so Stan takes the unusual initiative to
start the conversation.
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STANLEY
So, have a nice evening | ast night?

Rita doesn’'t appear to notice that Stan is speaking to her.
A bit out of his elenment, he stares out the wi ndow and seens
to just give up before he even starts. But he takes a deep
breath and turns back to Rita again

STANLEY
Sorry | snapped at you yesterday.

Rita snaps out of her fog and | ooks at Stanley in the
rearvi ew

RI TA
|"msorry, Stan. Did you say
somet hi ng?

STANLEY
Nothing really. You seema bit
di stracted today. You okay?

RI TA
Is it that obvious?

STANLEY
|"mnot sure what it is. But it
certainly has your attention.

Rita pulls over to pick up a couple of passengers.

R TA
(to passengers)
Good norni ng, folks.

They nod and take their seats. Rita pulls away and | owers
her voice to Stan.

RI TA
It just happens to be the
anni versary of ny husband’ s deat h.

STANLEY
Oh, I"'msorry. | didn’'t nean to
press.

RI TA

You hardly pressed, Stan. |
woul dn’t have told you if | didn't
want to.
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STANLEY
How | ong has it been?

R TA
Si x years. The | ongest six years of
ny life. | guess that neans |

haven’t had nmuch fun in that tine.

STANLEY
| know it’s not really ny business
- but do you mnd telling ne how he
passed.

RI TA
So long as you prom se not to nmake
a big deal out of it.

STANLEY
Wiy would | do that?

RI TA
Because everyone does. | actually
started |ying about how he died to
people that didn't really know ne.
Peopl e don’t make such a big dea
out of it when | say he had an
everyday heart attack

STANLEY
If you're trying to pique ny
curiosity, you re succeeding
fabul ously.

Rita pulls over again and picks up one passenger,
busi nessman in his late thirties.

RI TA
(cheerily)
Mor ni ng, Joe.

JOE
Hel | o sweet heart.

Stan raises his eyebrows in curiosity at this.

RI TA
What are you doing on the bus so
early today?

JOE
Boss wants us all in for an early
meeting with sone hone office big
wigs that are in town today.

44,

JCE, a
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R TA
Fun.

JOE
Not really.
(gl ances at Stan)
Guess ny usual seat is taken.

Stanl ey actually | ooks a bit jeal ous.

Rl TA
Yeah, sorry. This is Stan. He's ny
first run co-pilot each norning.

JOE
(offers his hand to Stan)
Nice to neet you, Stan

STANLEY
(works up a smle)
Li kew se.
JOE

Il grab a spot in the back.
Rita shuts the door and conti nues down the route.

STANLEY
Seens |ike a nice guy.

RI TA
Yeah, he is.
(1 owers voi ce)
He actually asked nme out a couple
of weeks ago.

STANLEY
Real | y?

Stan takes a | ook behind himto size Joe up a bit nore.

STANLEY
So, did you guys go out?

RI TA
No. I told himl don't like to date
guys who just divorced the week
bef ore.

STANLEY
He just divorced?
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RI TA
Third time too. | don’'t plan on
trying out for wfe nunber four.

sibly relaxes upon hearing this.

STANLEY
Maybe you' re the reason he divorced
nunber three.

Rl TA
Stan! You make it sound like I'ma
homewr ecker .

STANLEY
| meant it as a conplinent. Maybe
he thought he’d have a chance with
you if he were single again.

RI TA
(chuckl es)
| f he asks ne out five nore tines
and I'mstill single, I mght
reconsider ny position. That shoul d
gi ve ne anot her couple nonths to
t hi nk about it.

Stanley shifts in his seat to | ook back at Joe once nore,
then turns back to Rita.

STANLEY
So, you al nost got out of telling
me about your husband.

Rita becones serious again

RI TA
Do you renmenber the TransWrld
pl ane crash several years ago?

STANLEY
Your husband was on that flight?

RI TA
You catch on qui ck.

STANLEY
|’msorry, Rita.

RI TA

Well, like you said to ne about
your wife, it was a long tine ago.
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STANLEY
| know, but | can’t inmagine having
the death of nmy wife broadcast al
over the news for two weeks

straight.

RI TA
It’s one of the nore sensationa
ways to go, | guess. It didn't
bother me too nmuch. | nmade it quite

clear to the press that | didn’t
want to be involved in their

pl ease-feel -sorry-for-nme-Anerica
interviews, so they pretty nuch

left nme al one.

Shortly after the crash, though, I
remenber getting into an all out
battle with nmy daughter because I
refused to let her turn on the TV
for a nonth. | just couldn't risk
her seeing it on the news. She told
me point blank to stop treating her
i ke a baby.

Learning that your only child is no
| onger innocent shortly after

| osing the person you were
expecting to spend the rest of your
life with was a bitter pill to
swal | ow.

Rita picks up a couple nore passengers and takes of f again.

STANLEY
| guess | shoul d consider nyself
lucky that my wife and I didn't
have any kids. It was enough trying
to deal with my own enotions. |
woul d have been too selfish to help
soneone el se through their baggage

t 00.

Rl TA
|’d have to disagree on that front.
God, | would have been even nore of

a ness if she wasn’t there to keep
me grounded.

Stan gi ves an understandi ng nod, but then keeps quiet for
the rest of the trip.
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| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - DAY

Stan steps out of the elevator. Brian’s nuffled voice can be
heard down the hall. Still early, they are the only ones in

the office. Stan begi ns heading over to his desk, but as he

hears Brian | aughi ng, he pauses for a nonent and then takes

a detour by his office.

I NT. BRIAN S OFFI CE - DAY

Brian has his feet propped up on his desk with a big snmle
on his face.

BRI AN

I f he was ever late with a report,
or anything, he’d probably grab the
nearest |letter opener and commt
hari kari right on the spot.

(beat)
|’ mserious. The guy’'s a total nut
j ob.

Stan knows he is tal king about himas he stands by the
door way.

BRI AN
kay, 1’1l see you at 7:00.
(swi ngs feet from desk)
Love you too, Sam Bye.

Stan qui ckly noves away fromthe door and over to his desk.
Brian steps out of his office as Stan boots up his conputer.

BRI AN

Hey, Stan, you're in early. Ch
wait, you re always in early,
aren’t you?

(wal ks over to Stan’s desk)
| guess it’s pretty easy getting
out of bed in the norning when
there’s no one in it worth staying
for.

STAN
| guess you' d know. It nust be
really tough | eaving your boyfriend
al one in the norning.

The conment gives Brian pause.
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BRI AN
What the hell are you talking
about ?

STANLEY

Don’t worry, Brian. Your secret’s
safe with ne.

BRI AN
Still don’t know what you're
tal ki ng about .

STANLEY
Sam - your boyfriend.

Brian gives Stan a death gl are.

BRI AN
Were you just spying on nme?

STANLEY
Just passing through. Can’t help
what my ears overhear; especially
comng froma big nmouth |ike yours.
|"msure a big nouth on a man is
quite attractive to sone guys
t hough.

Stan smles at Brian and opens his briefcase to take out
sonme files.

BRI AN
Not that it would be any of your
busi ness, but you don’t know what
the hell you' re tal king about.

STANLEY
Like | said, Brian, your secret’s
safe with nme. | couldn’t care |ess.
BRI AN

(I eans hands on desk)
Sonmeday ny father will find out
what a real prick you are.

STANLEY
(scoffs)
Me?? Take a good | ook in the
mrror, jackass.
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Bri an pushes his hands fromthe desk and stares at Stan, who
is now typing away on his conmputer paying himno mnd. After
a few nonents, Brian retreats to his office and shuts the
door. Stan’s nouth turns up in a grin that woul d nake the
Cheshire Cat | ook depressed.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

St anl ey sees the bus approaching fromup the road a ways.
@Quy has his head bent, eyebrows furrowed, as he mani pul ates
his newspaper. Stan turns to see Guy | ooking far nore
serious than usual

STANLEY
Vll, | guess | should thank you.

HOVELESS CGUY
(serious)
And why’ s that?

STANLEY
This is the first tine you ve given
me any peace and quiet in over two
weeks.

Quy scoffs at his coment and continues his work.

STANLEY
So...why so quiet today?
HOVELESS GUY
Just thinking. A bit worried.
STANLEY
(chuckl es)

You? Worried? About what? That you
won’ t panhandl e enough for a decent
bottle of gin today?

Stan gets up as the bus pulls over.

HOVELESS GQUY
It’'s -

STANLEY
(interrupts)
- only a matter of tine. | know.

Just before Rita opens the door, Stan steals another glance
at GQuy, who is donning his newspaper Pope hat. Guy has his

hands folded in prayer and | ooks into Stan’s eyes intently.
The seriousness of Quy’'s gaze puts Stan a bit on edge.
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I NT. BUS - DAY

RI TA
Top of the norning.

STANLEY
To you too, Rita.

Stan sits down, the doors close, and they're off. R ta |ooks
at Stan through the rearview mrror. He | ooks a bit worried
as he stares out the w ndow.

RI TA
How are you doi ng today, Stan?

Stan snaps out of it and | ooks at Rita.

STANLEY
Fi ne. And you?
RI TA
Vel |, since you asked, |’ m doing

great. My daughter called | ast
night - she’s on track for the
Dean’s list again with a 3.8 GPA

STANLEY
That’s great. Smart |ike her nom
guess.
RI TA
Ch, she’s a lot smarter than ne.
STANLEY
You seemlike a pretty sharp | ady
to ne.
Rita smles at this.
RI TA

Not sure you're being entirely
truthful, but ny ego appreciates
t he sentinent nonet hel ess.

Stan smles and | ooks back out the w ndow.
RI TA
Stan, how cone all of a sudden in

the |l ast couple of weeks you’ ve
finally been really talking to ne?
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STANLEY
(confused)
What do you nean?

RI TA
| nmean, you’' ve been sitting about
five feet away fromne every
weekday for over five years and |
don’t think you knew anyt hi ng about
me until recently.

STANLEY
| know you have a daughter in
col | ege.

R TA

No fair. And besides, |'’mthe one
who, again, volunteered that
i nf or mati on.

STANLEY
It’s your business. If you wanted
me to know things, then you would
tell nme.

Rl TA
Cone on, Stan. That’s what humans
do. W |love to comruni cate: share
t houghts and i deas. But each day
you d pretty much just sit there
and say not hi ng.

STANLEY
You see all these other people each
day, too.

R TA

But you're the one who sits within
conversati on di stance.

STANLEY
Maybe | just don’'t feel I’man
interesting person to talk to.
RI TA
(chuckl es)
Ch, no. You're interesting all
right. I don’t know one person in

this world that woul d rather run
all the way downtown because he
can't wait for another bus.
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STANLEY
(al nost ashaned)
| was wondering when that was going
to cone up. | don't like to be
| at e.

RI TA
| know, Stan. But do you really
believe it would be the end of the
world if you were?

Stan shrugs his shoulders as Rita pulls up to the next bus
stop. An older WOMAN in her sixties and a m ddl e aged MAN
with his hands stuffed in an oversize jacket get on. The man
has a bit of a glazed ook in his eyes. Rita gives themboth
a smle and shuts the door.

Rita pulls away fromthe curb as she watches them both take
their seats. There’s sonething about the man that puts her
on edge and she watches himin the mrror. Her sixth sense
kicks in as she catches himstaring back at her with a
nmenaci ng | ook. He pulls his right hand out of his pocket:
it’s wapped around the butt of a gun.

RI TA
(under her breath)
Shit.

The man stands up and wal ks toward the front of the bus with
the gun poised at the floor. A couple of passengers in the
back gasp in fright upon seeing the weapon. Rita starts to
sl ow down.

MAN
(raises gun to Rita)
Don’t you dare sl ow down, bitch
You just keep driving til 1 tel
you to stop, understand?

She dutifully nods her head and presses the gas. The nan
turns his attention to the passengers.

MAN
Li sten up, people! Let’s nake this
real easy. Everyone’s gonna nove to
t he back so | can keep an eye on
you. Then you’'re all gonna reach
into your purses and wallets and
start handing nme all of your cash.

Al of it.

Just pass it up to the person in

front of you until it gets to ne.
( MORE)
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MAN (cont’ d)
And don’t any of you dare fuck with
me. |’ ve used this before, and I

have no problemusing it on any
asshol e who gives ne trouble.

Those closer to the front quickly get up and nove toward the
back as instructed. Stan | ooks at his watches and gets up,
but not quickly enough. The robber grabs Stan’s coll ar and
pul I s hi m past.

MAN
Let’s go, dunb ass!

The passengers start pulling out their noney and passing it
down to the robber, who then stuffs the cash in his pockets.
Rita watches fromthe rear view

MAN
Come on, hurry up!
(to Stan)

What about you there? | haven’'t
seen you nmake a nove toward your
wal | et yet.

STANLEY
| don’t carry cash

MAN
Yeah, sure you don’t. There s an
asshole in every crowd. Hand over
your wal |l et.

STANLEY
I’mtelling the truth.

MAN
Li sten, buddy, let’s just make
sure, okay? Hand it over or |I’'m
going to shoot this nice lady in
the | eg.

He ains the gun at the wonan who cane on the bus with him
She starts whinpering, so Stan pulls out his wallet and
hands it over. The robber begins rifling through it.
MAN
Well, shit, dunb ass, you were
telling the truth.

The robber pistol whips the woman anyway, knocking her out.
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STANLEY
(attending to the woman)
Hey!

She starts bl eeding on the side of her forehead, naking the
passengers even nore anxi ous.

MAN
(to Stan)
Renmenber, that was your fault. Next
time, just do as you're told.

! Let’'s finish this up, people!

Stan is furious. Rita can see it in his eyes that he’ s going
to do sonething stupid. So she swings the bus hard left and
right to throw the robber off bal ance. Stanley takes the
opportunity and col dcocks himinstantly. The passengers
start cheering.

Stan grabs the gun fromthe man’s linp hand and strikes him
in the head with it even though he’s al ready knocked out.
The cheering stops. Rita slows the bus to a stop on the side
of the road.

A YOUNG MAN #2 in the back pulls out his cell phone.

YOUNG MAN #2
I’1l call the police.

STANLEY
(1 ooks at wat ches)
Tell themto nmeet us at the O Neil
bui | di ng downt own.

YOUNG MAN #2
Why? We're not even close to

O Nei |
STANLEY
(intently)
Tell themthe O Neil building.
Young Man #2 takes notice that Stan still has the gun in

hand. The passengers | ook at each other in confusion. Stan
wal ks back to the front of the bus.

STANLEY
Start driving.

RI TA
Stan, you can’t be serious.
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STANLEY
Pl ease! Just start driving! | don’t
have tine to sit around waiting for
the police to show up.

Rita doesn’t nove. She just stares at Stan like he's a
madman.

RI TA
W' re not goi ng anywhere, Stan.
You’'re gonna sit down and we’'re
going to wait for the police to
arrive. And would you m nd putting
t hat gun away.

He | ooks at the gun, seemng to notice it for the first
time. He puts it on the seat behind Rita, but then takes her
arm up, coaxing her out of the driver’s seat.

RI TA
What are you doi ng??
STANLEY
|’msorry. | have to get to work.

You!
(poi nting at Young Man #2)
Can you drive?

YOUNG MAN #2
A car.

STANLEY
Cone up here.

Rita pushes Stan out of the way.
RI TA
(annoyed)
"1l do it.
Rita sits in the driver’s seat and pulls out into traffic.

Everyone is dead silent. Young nman # 2 sits on a bench and
pl aces a foot on top of the robber in case he stirs awake.

EXT. STANLEY' S OFFI CE BU LDI NG - O NEI L ACCOUNTI NG - DAY

Rita pulls up and the door opens. Stan steps off and turns
around to face her.

STANLEY
Thank you, Rita. You have no i-
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RI TA
(while closing the door)
You’ ve got serious issues, Stanley.

Rita pulls away. Stan watches as the bus pulls off on the
corner side street beside the building to get out of
traffic’s way. He | ooks at his watches and noves toward the
revol vi ng door.

| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - DAY

Stan wal ks through the revol ving doors and heads for the

el evator. While pressing the button, he | ooks outside

t hrough the gl ass | obby and sees two police cars pull up
with their lights flashing. The el evator door opens and he
steps inside. He presses the button and the doors close him
in.

The el evat or doors open on Stan’s floor. He steps out, wal ks
over to the window and | ooks outside to the street below to
see the police cars behind the bus. Rita and the passengers
are outside the bus giving statenents to a coupl e of
officers, while another officer pulls the robber,

handcuffed, out of the bus and directing himinto one of the
cruisers.

Stan runs a hand through his hair before wal ki ng away from
t he wi ndow.

LATER:

Stan is printing out about a 100 page report at his desk. He
grabs the paperwork fromthe printer, fans through the pages
to nmake sure everything is there and places it in the top
drawer of his pedestal. Brian suddenly appears and notices
as Stan locking the report away in his desk drawer.

BRI AN
My dad wanted ne to ask you if the
Net wor kmast er report will be done

by the 2:00 neeting tonorrow.

Stan gives Brian a look like he’s full of shit. After a beat

BRI AN
Hel I | ooooo. Did you hear ne?

STANLEY
When have | ever been late with a
report? What do you want, Brian?
Your dad didn't tell you to ask ne
anyt hi ng.
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BRI AN
Jesus. Don't you believe anything I
say?

Stan looks up in the air contenplating, as if trying to
remenber just one time he believed Brian.

BRI AN
Forget it.

Bri an wal ks away and Stan shakes his head.

I NT. BRIAN' S OFFI CE - DAY

Brian has his |aptop out and is witing on a thick stack of
papers in a folder. Through the blinds to the nain office
area, he notices Stan get up and nove toward the nen’s room

Brian slans the folder shut, grabs it and shoots out of his
of fice. He wal ks over to Stan desk. He takes a quick | ook
around, then pretending to trip, he lets the |ot of papers
fly all over the floor by Stan’s desk. Brian shouts out for
effect -

BRI AN
Damm it!

No one seens to really pay attention. As Brian starts
putting the papers back in the folder, he | ooks at the | ock

core on the desk and notes the nunmber code. He startles as
Stan’s voi ce cones from behi nd.

STANLEY
Can | help you?

Brian holds up the [ast remaining papers for show and stuffs
t hem back in the fol der.

BRI AN
Just dropped these. Sorry.

Stan eyes Brian suspiciously as he gets up, wal ks back to
his office and shuts the door.

I NT. BRIAN S OFFI CE - DAY

Brian tosses the folder onto his desk and picks up the
phone. He dials a three digit nunber. The phone rings.
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BRI AN

Hey, Joe. It’s Brian. | think I may
have | ost the key to ny desk and |
need a new one right away. How soon
can you have one nade?

(beat)
That’ s great.

(beat)
The code? Hold on, let nme check.

Brian pretends to take a nonent to | ook for the | ock nunber
as he swings his legs up onto the desk.

BRI AN
Ch, | seeit. It says 145R 1Is that
all you need?
(beat)
Perfect. Thanks, Joe.

Bri an hangs up the phone with a big grin.

BRI AN
Thank you very nuch

I NT. BUS - DAY

The doors open on Stan’s bus. Stan’s head is hung in shanme
for the benefit of Rita, but instead he finds D CK, 60ish,
gruff, and apparently incapable of a smle - the substitute
driver.

STANLEY
Ch, hi. Uh, where's Rita?

DI CK
|’m Dick. Nice to neet you, too.
Rita’s takin’ a little break after
yesterday’ s events.

STANLEY
| s she okay?
DI CK
You her boyfriend?
STANLEY
No.
DI CK
Then that’s probably considered
confidential. |1’ve got a schedul e

to keep, mister - you in or out?
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STANLEY
Oh, sorry.

Stan steps up and sits down in his usual spot. Dick turns in
his seat and proceeds to stare at Stan.

DI CK
(eyes wi den)
Do you usually ride for free?

STANLEY
(confused)
What ? No.
DI CK
Then you m nd payin’ up?
STANLEY
(fishes for wallet)
Ch, sorry.
DI CK

(under hi s breath)
Yeah, think | heard that once
bef or e.

Stan pulls out and displays his pass. Dick accepts its
authenticity, turns back in the driver’'s seat, and pulls
away fromthe curb.

Stan | ooks around the bus and sees the regulars are on it.
He’'s greeted with | ooks of disdain. He turns back and | ooks
out the w ndow, where Guy usually sits, there is no one.
Stan furrows his brow a bit at this.

I NT. BRIAN S OFFI CE - DAY

Stan is sitting at his desk working when he takes a | ook at
the office clock, which reads 1:45. He takes out his keys,
about to open his desk when his phone rings. He stops and
picks it up on the second ring.

STANLEY
Hi ggi ns desk.

FRANK (O S.)
Hey, Stan. Can you get that report
up to me? These guys shoul d be
showi ng up shortly.
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STANLEY
| was just getting ready to cone

up.

FRANK (O S.)
G eat. Thanks.

Stan hangs up and finishes unl ocking the drawer. He slides
the drawer open to find his file? O course not.

He opens the drawer w der, bending his head to see if the
file has slipped to the back. After rummagi ng through a
couple of other files in the drawer, he opens the | ower
drawer - nothing. He flips through sone files stacked on his
desk increased intensity and panic.

He opens the top drawer again and when he finds nothing yet
again, he slans the drawer shut drawi ng some attention from
his co-workers. Stan begins rubbing his neck. H's eyes then
phase from confusion to revelation, to anger.

A bookwor m sh WOMAN, 30i sh, who sits near Stan, sneezes into
a tissue and says -

WOVAN
Sonet hi ng wong, Stan?

As if not hearing her, he springs fromhis chair with fire
in his eyes, making a beeline to Brian’s office. The door is
cl osed.

I NT. BRIAN' S OFFI CE - DAY

Brian is on the phone |laughing with his feet perched on his
desk when Stan slans the door open. Brian swings his |egs
of f the desk

BRI AN
Ah, hey. Can | call you right back?
Thanks.

Brian | ooks at Stan with curiosity.

BRI AN
What’ s going on Stan? You | ook |ike

STANLEY
Where is it, you son of a bitch??

Curious onl ookers arrange thenselves trying to get a view
t hrough the door.
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BRI AN
VWhere i s what?

STANLEY
The Networ kmaster Report. You stole
it out of ny desk.

BRI AN
Once again, Stan, | have no idea
what you’re tal king about. Have you
ever considered a therapist for al
t hese del usi ons you seemto be
havi ng | at e-

Stan charges over and starts ripping open Brian s desk
dr awers.

BRI AN
Hey! You want to get the hell out
of my shit!

Stan gives hima death glare. Seeing the gravity in Stan's
face, Brian holds up his hands, backs away and lets him
conti nue his search. He goes through each drawer

met hodi cal ly, pulling out contents as he goes.

BRI AN
| don’t know what you’' re | ooking
for, but you won’t find it in
t here.

St an st ops dead.

STANLEY
What’ s that supposed to nean? You
hid it sonewhere el se?

Stan snaps his head around the room then notices a credenza
with a |l ock. He | ooks at Brian and holds his hand out.

STANLEY
G ve ne the key.

Brian | aughs and pulls his keys out of his pocket.

BRI AN
Knock yoursel f out.

Stan opens the credenza doors and side drawers, but finds
not hi ng. He | ooks at his watches, 1:50. He rubs his neck
furiously. He | ooks over to see the |arge herd of co-workers
scranbling to catch a glinpse of the action.
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He charges back into the nmain office area and begins tearing
t hrough people’s desks like a tornado. There are a few
slight protests, but nost give hima w de berth. He gets to
t he desk of the woman who sits by him

WOVAN
(W ping her nose with a
tissue)
| don’t think you want to |l ook in -

He swi ngs her desk drawer to find a nultitude of waded up
ti ssues. He backs away as if he’ d just discovered a bonb in
her drawer.

WOVAN
| warned you.

STANLEY
(shaki ng his head)
Why. ..oh, never mnd

He wal ks away, slowy rubbing his neck. He | ooks over to see
Brian again sitting at his desk with his feet elevated. Stan
stops and narrows his eyes at this. Having an epi phany, he
mar ches back in Brian's office, waving the palmof his hand
in an up direction as he goes.

STANLEY
Get up.

BRI AN
| think you already covered this
area, chief.

STANLEY
| said 'get up’. It’s over here,
sonewher e, because you woul d have
foll owed nme out of the roomif you
didn’t have to protect it.

BRI AN
(scoffs)
You really are one crazy son of a
bitch. You know that, don’t you?

STANLEY
Cet up!

At this, Brian nearly falls off his chair. He relinquishes
his territory and steps away fromthe desk. Stan i medi ately
pl ows through the desk drawers again. Wen he finds nothing,
he rubs his neck slower, calner. He closes his eyes and
takes a deep breath. Thinking.
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Brian is looking at himand then out to the workers. He
gives themthe finger circling around the ear and silently
nout hs the word "crazy".

Brian quickly ceases the hand notion when Stan opens his
eyes and they are directly on him Stan crouches down on his
knees and | ooks on the floor under the desk and then up on

t he underside of it, and behold, there is the file, taped
beneath the center drawer. He rips the file fromthe desk,
stands up and waves it in front of Brian, who just stands
there with a slight smrk

STANLEY
| don’t care if you' re the
Presi dent of the United States’

son: you wll be fired for this.
BRI AN
(serious)

Bel i eve ne, you d be doing ne the
bi ggest favor of ny life.

Stan | ooks at his watches, 1:54. He hauls out of the office,
pushi ng through a couple of onl ookers canping too close to
the door. He nakes his way to the el evator and pushes the
button feverishly. Brian steps into the threshold of his

of fice as Stan’s phone starts ringing.

BRI AN
Hey, Stan! | think that m ght be ny
dad | ooking for that report. Better
hurry!

The el evator opens. Stan junps aboard and pushes for the 8th
floor. He glares at Brian, who stares back, |eaning agai nst
t he doorway - his hands planted confortably in his pockets,
and wthout a care in the world.

| NT. OFFI CE BU LDl NG - DAY

The el evator doors open on the 8th floor. Stan bolts to find
Frank standi ng outside of the conference room He shakes the
hands of two gentlenen in suits, then notices as Stan wal ks
toward them

FRANK
Ch, here he conmes now. Hey, Stan

Stan hands Frank copies of the reports. Takes a quick | ook
and says -
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FRANK
|"d Ii ke you to nee -
STANLEY
| need to talk to you
FRANK
s there sonething wong with the
report?
STANLEY
No. Not exactly.
FRANK
Can you excuse nme for a nonent,

gent | enen.
(pull's Stan aside)
Is this an energency Stan?

STANLEY

Well, not an energency, | guess.
FRANK

It’1l have to wait then. | have a

plane to catch in less than two
hours, so | don’t have nuch tinme to
go over this proposal. Is it
sonething that can wait until

cone back on Tuesday?

Takes a deep breath and | ooks away for a nonent.

STANLEY
Fine. | guess it can wait.

Frank pats Stan on the shoul der.

FRANK
Thanks.

Frank turns back to his guests.

FRANK
Shall we get started?

The three nen head inside the conference room and shut the
door. Stan wal ks dejectedly down the hall

MONTACGE - M SSI NG RI TA

-- Door opens to bus and Dick is again the bus driver. Stan
steps up glumy with pass in hand. He sits and | ooks out the
wi ndow where there is no Guy to be seen. Stan has this to
sm | e about at |east.



66.

-- Door opens again, next day. Still no Rta.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Stan drags hinself to the bus stop. As he approaches, he
notices @y is back in his usual spot, with his usual
norni ng paper. Stan is not pleased, figuring there will be
numerous stories to be told regarding Guy' s absence.

HOVELESS GUY
(lifting his sleeve to | ook at
a non-exi stent watch)
This is alittle early, even for
you, isn't it?

Wthout a word, Stan takes his seat while Guy begins
mani pul ati ng hi s newspaper.

HOVELESS GUY
So, didja m ss ne?

Stan continues his sil ence.

HOVELESS GUY
No ' Hey buddy. How are you doi ng?
Wher e’ ve you been the | ast couple
days?’

STANLEY
Actually, I was nore like, 'Oh God.
| thought he finally found sone
ot her bus stop to go pestering
people first thing in the norning.’

HOVELESS GUY
Ch, | wouldn’t give up this gig
here for all the whiskey in the
side desk drawers in the entire
Cat hol i ¢ church

And pestering? You call inparting
all ny wisdomof the ages,
pestering?

STANLEY
|’mnot one to lie. Just call ’"em
like | see 'em

HOVELESS GUY

Well, | guess you should know - |
plan on ’pestering a bit |onger,
M. Stan.
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Stan turns, and Guy rewards himwith his gap-toothed smle.

STANLEY
And why woul d you say that?

HOVELESS GUY
It’s true. You seemlike a guy who
needs a little pestering, as you

call it - words of wisdom as |
call it.
STANLEY
(turns back)
Wwonder f ul .

Stan | ooks at his watches.

HOVELESS CGUY
So where's your little bus driving
girlfriend been?

Stan turns back around.

STANLEY
How di d you know she hasn’t been
driving the last few days? You
haven’t even been here.

HOVELESS GUY

(scoffs)
Ever hear of body | anguage, M.
Stan? Wal ki ng down the street
t oday, carrying 50 pound boul ders
on each shoulder, | could tel
either your favorite watch broke or
your |little sweetheart hasn’t been
around to pick you up in the
nor ni ng.

Stan turns back to the street.

STANLEY
It’s along story. | think I really
pi ssed her off.

HOVELESS GUY

How do you nmanage that in a 20
m nute bus trip?

St an doesn’t answer.
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HOMVELESS GUY
You know, you’'re a |lucky guy.

STANLEY
What makes you say that?

HOVELESS GUY
You have a great opportunity, and
either you're blind and not aware
of it or you just don’t bother
acting on it.

STANLEY
Let nme guess. | should ask Rita to
go out with ne.

HOVELESS GUY
So you aren’t blind after all.

STANLEY
| think we already had this
conversation when you first noved
in.

HOVELESS GUY
So why don’t you just go and ask
t he woman out then?

Stan turns back to Guy, who quickly hides his newspaper arts
and crafts project of the day.

STANLEY
Rel ati onshi ps are a conplicated
i nvention by society that hold
peopl e to standards that are
designed to kill the human spirit.

HOVELESS GUY
Conme on, | knew a | ot of happy
coupl es back in the
r oof - over - ny- head days.

STANLEY
There is no such thing as a happy
marri age. There are those who
di vorce and those who stay together
because neither can bear the
t hought of the other half naking
| ove to soneone else if they break

up.

Guy begins laughing his ass off and takes a pull fromthe
paper bag perched beside him
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STANLEY
What’ s so funny?

GQuy conposes hinself and then says nore seriously -

HOVELESS GUY
That’ s a great speech, M. Stan,
but | know there are two ki nds of
men in this world: the kind who
needs to run fromwonan to wonan,
and the kind who needs to be a
kni ght in shining arnmor for one
woman for the rest of his life. And
you' re definitely the knight in
shining arnor type - whether you
want to admt it or not.

Stan turns away from Cuy.

STANLEY
You know absol utely nothi ng about
ne.

HOVELESS GUY

| know nore than you reali ze.
Stanley is steaning at this and | ooks at his watch.

STANLEY
(to hinsel f)
Never shoul d have cone early today.

HOVELESS GUY
| know that you’ re afraid.

STANLEY
Afraid? Afraid of what?

HOVELESS GUY
That she’ Il nmess up your little
routine. You need to stop giving
all your tinme to those nechanica
sl ave-drivers on your wist and
start living your life. Don’t wait
until you have to pay for little
blue pills before you decide to
start having fun again.

Stanley remains quiet for a nonent, but the steamis
subsi di ng.
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STANLEY
| was in a relationship - a serious
one - and when | lost her, | swore

to God | would never put nyself
t hrough that heartache again.

HOVELESS GUY
Per haps you could think about it as
mendi ng sonmeone el se’s heartache.

Stan gets up as the bus is approaching. Stan turns briefly
to find Guy donning a dunce cap on his head.

HOVELESS QUY
Don't be one of these, M. Stan.

Stan steps to the curb as the bus door opens.

HOMVELESS GUY
It’s only a matter of tine.

I NT. BUS - DAY

Stan has his pass out as his latest routine dictates, but
this time Ritais perched in the driver’s seat. A slight
smle crosses Stan’s |ips, but it quickly disappears when he
sees Rita is |ooking straight out the windshield and not at
hi m

She puts the bus in gear before Stan sits down. He falls
forward a bit before he can take his seat. He rights hinself
and sits down as the bus chugs along. Stan can’t take his
eyes off Rita. He begins to say sonething, but stops
hinsel f. After a nonent he tries again.

STANLEY
Hello, Rita.

Rita prefers not to acknow edge his existence.

STANLEY
|’msorry for the way | acted | ast
week.

The brakes squeal as Rita brings the bus to a jerking halt
by the side of the road, scaring some of the passengers.
Stan’s eyes widen as she slans the gear into park, stands up
and sticks her finger in Stan’s face.

RI TA
You know what, Stan? For a nonent
you were a real hero to ne. |
t hought, "wow, | ook at him putting

( MORE)
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RI TA (cont’ d)

his Iife on the line for all of us
- for me. And then when you started
flipping out on ne,

(shaki ng her head, |owering

voi ce)
| realized you didn't give a shit
about us. You just didn’'t want to
be | ate.

Do you have any idea how that made
me feel?

He just stares at her in shock. She pokes himhard in the
chest.

RI TA
Do you??

STANLEY
(sheepi shl y)
Yes.

She slowly straightens and begi ns shaki ng her head agai n.

RI TA
(scoffs)
No you don’t. You haven't got a
goddam clue. And that’s the
problemw th you. You re |ucky, you
know t hat ?

Stan raises his eyebrows as he’s been told this twice within
ten m nutes.

STANLEY
(beat)
Wy ?

RI TA

You' re lucky | was able to convince
t hese nice people, just as the cops
were showi ng up, not to turn your
ass in for hijacking the bus.

(points at his chest)
Because that’ s exactly what you
di d.

She hol ds her gaze for another few seconds before he breaks
eye contact. Rta turns away and sits back in her seat. She
takes a deep breath before putting the bus in gear and
drives on.
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EXT. STANLEY' S OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - O NEI L ACCOUNTI NG - DAY

The bus door opens and Stan steps barely out door before
Rita shuts it again and takes off. He stands for a nonent as
he watches the bus pull away. Wth slunped shoul ders he

wal ks into the office.

| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - NI GHT

Stan is alone in the main office. He shuts off his conputer
nmonitor and tosses sone spreadsheets in his briefcase before
closing it. As he puts his coat on, the elevator dings and
Frank steps out with his briefcase in hand. Stan takes up
his briefcase and they wal k toward each ot her.

FRANK
Hey, Stan.

STANLEY
How was your trip?

FRANK
At | east one round of golf a day
and no wife nonitoring ny |iquor
i ntake? Take a wi|ld guess.

They wal k back toward the el evator.

STANLEY
Sounds |i ke you had fun.
FRANK
Sorry | took off before getting
together with you | ast week. | know
you had sonet hing on your m nd
STANLEY
Can we talk tonmorrow? |’ m beat and
| really don’'t feel |ike bringing

it up right now.

FRANK
Sounds pretty serious.

STANLEY
| think so.

Stan presses the button and the doors open.

FRANK
| don't think |I |like the sound of
t hat .
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Stan shrugs his shoul ders and they both step in.

FRANK
VWll on a good note; nice job
cl eaning up that nmess at Fischer
and Johnson. No one el se woul d have
made heads or tails of that as
qui ckly as you did.

STANLEY
No problem Hopefully, they’ Il
never | et the books get that backed
up again.

FRANK
Don't count on it.

Stan gives a little smle.

FRANK
Listen, | wanted to give you a
heads up - the conpany is going to
present you with a little plaque
tonmorrow norning to conmenor at e
your perfect attendance and on-tine
performance for the past 15 years.

Stan seens a bit enbarrassed at this as they step out into
t he | obby.

STANLEY
| don’t need a plaque, Frank.
Really, it’s no big deal.

Frank | aughs and gives Stan’s shoulder a friendly squeeze.

FRANK
No big deal ? Quite frankly, Stan
it’s unheard of. See you tonorrow -
(Wi nks)
nine o’ clock sharp

Stan heads for the revol ving door while Frank goes out a
back door donning a "to garage" sign.

| NT. STANLEY' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Stan is in bed watching the end of late night news. He turns

off the TV and then the |anp on his bedside table. He slides
down in the sheets and shuts his eyes.
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MONTAGE - STAN S NI GHTMVARE
I NT. CAR - NI GHT
-- Stanley kissing his wife the night of the crash.

-- The car racing around the corner and swerving into the
col I'i sion.

-- Stanley seeing his dead wife's face.

-- Wearing jeans and a t-shirt, Stanley | ooks dejected
inside the front doorway of his and Sharon’s Col oni al house.
He has a bandage on his head and his armis in a sling. The
other hand is on the door janb as if he needs it to hold him
up. The rain com ng down matches Stanl ey’ s nood.

Stan’s father-in-law, JOHN, stands just outside the
threshold with a black unbrella. He's wearing a black suit.

JOHN
You have to go, son.

STANLEY
Listen, | told you - I’m not goi ng,
John. I"msorry, but | just can’'t
doit. | couldn’'t bear it - to

wat ch all those people crying over
Sharon - knowing that | was the
cause of her death?

JOHN
No one bl anes you. Christ, she was
nmy daughter, and | don’t bl ane you.
Acci dents happen. Now | could see
if you were laid up in the
hospital, fine. But if you don't go
today, Stan...it’ll haunt you for
the rest of your life.

Stan seens to consider it for a nonment, but then just shakes
his head as the whol e house cones into view He shuts the
door and John wal ks away toward his Lincoln Continental.
Descendi ng i nto darkness, the voice of John echoes once
again -

JOHN (O S.)
It’ 1l haunt you for the rest of
your life.
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| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - DAY

Stanl ey’ s eyes shoot open as he's sprawl ed out on his
stomach in his bed. The sheets are uncharacteristically a
mess. It’s raining outside his window. His clock cones into
focus on his nightstand: 8:31.

Stan | ooks in confusion as he slowy processes this
information. In sudden terror-stricken panic, he dashes out
of bed and checks his other clocks, which now read 8: 32,
confirmng his worse fear - he mght be late for work.

SEQUENCE - THE MAD DASH
-- Stanley runs for his bathroom

-- Dressed, he grabs the unbrella in the stand by the door
and rushes out of the apartnent.

-- Stan dashes outside through the apartnent conplex’ front
door .

-- Stan runs down the street toward the bus stop.

EXT. STREET IN SMALL CITY - DAY

Quy is dancing in the rain, heading in Stan’s direction.
Both of their coats flap in the breeze. Guy notices Stan and
shouts out happily -

HOVELESS GUY
Hey there, M. Stan! M ssed you
t hi s nor ni ng!

STANLEY
| don’t have tine to tal k!

HOVELESS GUY
(to hinself, matter-of-factly)
O course, you don’'t.

Just as Stan is about to cross GQuy’'s path, Guy swings his
right leg out in front of him catching his ankle. Stan
cones crashing down just off the curb and into a huge puddl e
- a puddle that’s been collecting tar, gas, oil and al

ki nds of shit. And now that shit is all over Stan’ s |ight
gray, newy pressed suit. He can taste nud on his |ips.

HOVELESS GUY

(smling)
It’s only a matter of tine.
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Stan renmains prone for a few nonments |ooking at the filth. A
rage washes over his face and he turns his head to Guy with
murder in his eyes as he slowy rises.

STANLEY
You have no idea what you’ ve just
done!

GQuy | oses his snmle.

HOVELESS GUY
| " msure | do.

Stan | ooks in the direction of the bus stop, seemngly
contenplating going to work in spite of his current dress
code problem He takes a deep breath, but his shoul ders |ose
a couple of inches in height as he heads back toward his
apartnent conplex; resigned to his fate that for the second
time in his life, he will be |ate.

HOVELESS GUY
(calling out)
Good luck, M. Stan! |I’msure
everything will be just fine!
(to hinsel f)
Just fine.

| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - DAY

The el evator doors open to Stan’s floor. Waring a darker
suit, Stan stands alone in the elevator. H's head is

hangi ng. For a nonent it | ooks as though he’s not going to
nove, but just as the doors begin to close, Stan swings his
armup to stop it.

He steps out and finally lifts his head to see a
congregation of people chatting by his cubicle - including
Frank. He | ooks at the clock on the wall: 9:38.

MALE VO CE (O S.)
There he i s!

Everyone turns and watches Stan as he walks like a turtle

over to the group. Frank does not | ook pleased. Brian, on

the other hand, is trying hard not to show how ecstatic he
is when his father turns toward Stan.

FRANK

(bel | ows)
You're |ate, Stan.
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STANLEY
|’mso sorry, Frank. I, | tripped
and -

Frank throws his hand up in a stop gesture. The anger in
Frank’s face slowy twists into a grin.

FRANK
This has got to be the best goddam
j oke 1"ve ever had the pleasure to
Wi t ness.
(sl aps Stan on the back)
Fifteen years in the making.

Stan’s co-workers start | aughi ng, and when Frank starts
clapping they all joinin - all except a deflated Brian.

Stan is conpletely surprised by their reaction. He allows
hinmself a slight smle - the world wasn’'t going to end
because he was late after all. Frank throws an arm around
hi s shoul der and gi ves hima warm squeeze.

FRANK
Wel come to the real world, Stan
Where shit is sonetines out of our
control, and we just deal with it
as best we can.

Stan sm | es w der and nods.

FRANK
Ckay, let’s get this cake cut and
get back to work.

On Stan’s desk is a sheet cake with "Thank You for Your

Dedi cation Stan", a stack of paper plates, a knife and
several plastic forks. Beside the cake is a plaque reading
"In Appreciation of Stanley J. Hi ggins’ On Tinme Performance
and Dedication for 15 Years'. Beneath the '15 Years’ is a
Post-it note reading 'mnus 1 day’.

Stan continues to smle as he takes up the knife and begins
cutting the cake. Brian walks into his office and shuts the
door.

EXT. BUS STOP - DAY

Stan wal ks over to the bus stop and takes notice of the
enpty spot that Guy generally occupies. He chuckles. No
trace of anger fromthe previous day’s encounter resides on
Stan’s face. He seens |ighter, happier.
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He begi ns paci ng back and forth behind the bench for a

m nute. He noves his |ips rehearsing sonmething, but can’t be
heard. The bus pulls up before he has a chance to sit down.
The doors swing open and Rita | ooks straight ahead w t hout
taki ng nmuch notice. He steps up into the bus.

I NT. BUS - DAY

Stan sits in his seat. He notices the usual |ook of disgust
froma couple of the regulars on the route.

STANLEY
(clears throat)
Rita?

Rita ignores him

STANLEY
(1 ouder)
Rita?

Rl TA
Um hmt

Rita pulls over to pick up a couple of passengers. They show
their passes and walk by to take their seats. Rita pulls
away fromthe curb. Stanley takes a deep breath and pl aces
his briefcase on the floor. He gets out of his seat and
pulls hinmself up to his full height before taking up a
position right beside R ta.

RI TA
(glances in irritation)
Stan, please get behind the yell ow
line while the bus is in notion.

He doesn’t nove.

RI TA
Oh, great. Another bus-jacking?

The passengers |l ook at Stan in curiosity as he crouches
besi de Rita.

STANLEY
Rita.

Rita glances over at him and then back to the road.

R TA
Yes.
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STANLEY
| can’t take back what | did. |
know ny behavi or was i nexcusabl e.

RI TA
(scoffs)
Well, you ve got that right.

STANLEY
Especially to sonmeone who neans as
much as you do to ne.

RI TA
(feigns surprise)
| mean sonething to you? Ch, you
mean because you rely on nme to get
you to work on tine.

STANLEY
No. Sonet hing nmuch nore than that.
And until yesterday | was blind to
it.

Somet hi ng wonder ful happened to ne
yesterday. Sonething |I’'d al ways

i magi ned to be ny worst nightnmare,
has freed me in a way | never

t hought possible. | realized that
for the last five years, |’ve been
spendi ng each weekday norning with
the woman of ny dreans - but that
never had the guts to ask if she
woul d m nd spendi ng even nore of
her time with ne.

Rita | ooks over at himin surprise. A nonent too |ong, for
she nearly hits a car in front of her when it stops short.
She sl ans on her brakes. Stan just catches hinmself by

gr abbi ng hold of the noney coll ection nachi ne.

RI TA
Are you okay, Stan?!

STANLEY
| knowIl’'ma little late, but wll
you go out to dinner with ne
tonight, R ta?

Rita is speechl ess before she begins to beam She nods her
head in acceptance. Stan smles back and takes one of her
hands of f the wheel and kisses it. He sits back in his seat
smling |like she’s never seen himsmle before.
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Rita pulls over to et on a couple of passengers. She
wat ches Stan in the rearview mrror as they board. \Wen she
pul | s away, she starts to |augh.

STANLEY
What’ s so funny?

RI TA
It’s funny that |’ m about to date
soneone at O Neil’s.

STANLEY
Wiy is that so funny?

RI TA
Because ny daughter’s been dating
sonmeone at your firmfor a couple
of nont hs now.

STANLEY
Real | y? Who?
RI TA
Son of the owner, actually. Brian

O Neil?
Stan starts having a coughing fit.

Rl TA
Are you okay?

Realizing his gaffe with Brian -

STANLEY
(to hinsel f)
Sam . . Samant ha.
(to Rita)
Yes, I'mfine. Just a scratch in ny

t hr oat .
(clears his throat)

RI TA
So do you know hi nf?
STANLEY
Who?
RI TA
Brian, silly.
STANLEY
Oh, yeah. | see himaround the

office. We don't really work cl ose
t oget her though.
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Rita seens to consider her thoughts for a nonent.

RI TA
(I owers her voice)
Don’t tell anyone...but, he’'s
t hi nki ng of |eaving. He's m serable

t here.

STANLEY
Real | y? Why?

RI TA

Says there’ s sone guy who's been
there for ages that his dad insists
on giving all the big projects to.
Says he never has a chance to prove
himself with this guy around.

Knowi ng full well who Brian is referring to, he asks -

STANLEY
(beat)
Did he happen to nention who it is?

RI TA
No. | don't think he ever said the
guy’s nanme. Not that | can renenber
anyway. Did you know he graduated
top of his class?

This does catch Stan in genuine surprise.

STANLEY
Can't say | did.
RI TA
(smling)
My daughter sure can pick "em |

guess.

Stan | ooks out the w ndow.

EXT. STANLEY' S OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - O NEIL ACCOUNTI NG - DAY

The doors open to the bus and Stan steps out. Wth Rita
smling, he turns to her -

STANLEY
So, 45 Longwood?
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Rl TA
Yup.

STANLEY
7: 30 okay?

Rl TA
Per f ect .

Stan smles and wal ks away. Beaming, Rita watches himfor a
nmonment nore before closing the bus doors.

As Stan wal ks through the revolving doors of the office, his
expressi on grows nore seri ous.

| NT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - DAY
Stan boots up his conmputer when his phone rings.

STANLEY
St an Hi ggi ns desk.

BRIAN (O S.)
My dad said to ask you to go to his
of fice when | saw you cone in.

Stan | ooks over and sees Brian in his office through the
hal f - opened bl i nds.

BRI AN
| saw you - told you. Done.

Bri an hangs up the phone before Stan says -

STANLEY
Thanks, Bri an.

Stan watches Brian pick up a | arge stack of papers fromhis
desk and nove to the window. He just stands there for a bit
| ost in thought. Stan watches himcuriously as he places his

bri ef case under the desk. Brian is still standing at the
wi ndow when Stan makes his way toward the el evator

| NT. OUTSI DE FRANK' S OFFI CE - DAY

St an knocks on Frank’s door.

FRANK (O S.)
Cone in.

Stan wal ks in while Frank is scrolling his nmouse and | ooki ng
at his conputer nonitor.
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FRANK

Oh, good norning, Stan.
STANLEY

Brian says you wanted to see ne.
FRANK

Yeah, just have a seat. I'Il be

done in a second.

Stan sits in one of the guest chairs. Still |ooking at the
conputer, Frank says -

FRANK
That was sonet hing el se yesterday -
you being | ate.

STANLEY
Uh, oh. Is this the reprimndi ng
you really wanted to give to ne
yest er day?

FRANK
No, | still think it was great.
Just commenting, that's all.

Frank | eans back in his executive chair.

FRANK
We still haven't tal ked about what
was on your mnd. Don’t want you to
think I don't care, so let's talKk.

St an considers for a second when a knock cones at the door.

FRANK
It’ s open.

Brian cones in with the stack of papers Stan had seen him
pick up fromhis desk. Brian gives Stan a quick gl ance
bef ore handing the reports to his father.

BRI AN
Here are the annual reports you
want ed.

FRANK

Thanks, Bri an.

Brian starts to | eave.
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STANLEY
Uh, Brian? Can you hold on just a
sec?

Brian turns with sone trepidation. And with good reason as
he knows Stan has yet to rat himout about hiding the
Net wor kimast er report.

STANLEY
Frank, what | actually wanted to
tal k about was the Networknaster
proj ect.

Upon hearing this, Brian | ooks at his father with a bit of
fear.

STANLEY
Moving forward, | think this would
be the perfect job for Brian to
handl e.

Both O Neil boys look at Stan in confusion

FRANK
(surprised)
You do?
BRI AN
(a bit shocked)
You do?
STANLEY
VWell, he's been around the bl ock a

fewtimes with me now on simlar
projects. And he's obviously got a
gift for nunbers, don’t you think?

Brian | ooks |ike a deer caught in headlights.

FRANK
Well, yes, but this could
potentially lead to nuch nore
business - if done right. And we’'re
on a tight deadline to get
everyt hi ng wor ked up.

STANLEY
What do you think, Brian? Can you
handle it?

Brian | ooks slowy from Stan to his dad, and then back Stan
agai n.
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BRI AN
Un yeah. Sure | can.
STANLEY
(smles)

Geat. It's settled then. That is
i f your father approves.

Frank hesitates for a nonent, as Stan turning down work is
conpletely foreign territory.

FRANK
Uh, yes. Yes, of course. That’'s
fine, so long as you know you m ght
have to put in a few |long days this
week, Brian.

Brian finally allows hinself a smle.

BRI AN
Sure, no problem Dad.

FRANK
kay, then. W'll neet later this
nmorning to go over sone nore files
their courier dropped off yesterday
af t ernoon.

BRI AN
Ckay, great.
(beat - then to Stan)
Thanks, Stan.

Stan smles at Brian, and Brian heads out the door and shuts
it behind him Stan gets up fromhis chair.

FRANK
Are we done? That’'s what you wanted
to tal k about?

STANLEY
That' s about it.

St an heads for the door.

FRANK
Ww, | have to say, Stan, first
being | ate yesterday, and now
turning down a maj or project - you
nmust have hit your head pretty good
yest er day.
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STANLEY
(smles)
Knocked sone sense into me | guess.

St an opens the door and | eaves.

| NT. STANLEY’ S BATHROOM - NI GHT

Stan is dressed in a nice pair of slacks and a V-neck
sweater. He's finishing conbing his hair and, being a bit
out of practice, tries on a couple of smles.

| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Stan snaps off the bathroomlight as he cones into his room
H s three watches are on the top of his bureau. He puts on
the first two without a beat, but he then pauses at the
third - the slender one with the netal |inks.

He retrieves the third watch fromthe dresser and studies
it.

FLASHBACK

EXT. CAR - N GHT

Of the side of the road in the woods, Stan’'s overturned car
wheel s are still rotating.

I NT. CAR - N GHT

Sharon’s |ifeless eyes stare back at us. Upon her linp arm
is a watch: the slender watch Stanl ey has been wearing wth
t he ot her two wat ches.

| NT. STANLEY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Stan opens his top drawer. He places Sharon’s old watch
carefully inside and then slowy shuts it in. He takes a
deep breath and seens to be reconsidering. He reopens the
drawer, quickly this tinme. But he doesn’t retrieve the watch
- instead he renpves one of the remaining two watches from
his wist, hastily tosses it inside the bureau and slans the
drawer closed. He rushes fromthe roomand flips the |ight
of f.
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EXT. RITA'S HOUSE - N GHT

Stan wal ks up the street to a well-kept three story house
with a full front porch and small front yard. He's holding a
hal f dozen yellow Tulips, and checks the address on a piece
of scratch paper. When the nunmber on the house confirns a
match to the address on the paper, he stuffs the paper in
his pants pocket, takes a deep breath and proceeds up the
stairs.

There are three doorbells. Each bell has a nane taped under
it. He places his finger over the one nmarked "BARRETT", then
stops. He stands back for a nmonment and starts rubbing his
neck for about 20 seconds. He seens about to start
hyperventilating, when the light in the hallway conmes on and
we hear footsteps bounding down the stairs. Stan snaps to
attention as the door practically flies open.

RI TA
So did you plan on just hangi ng out
on ny porch all night?

STANLEY
|”’ma bit nervous.

RI TA
| know. That’s why | canme down. |
saw you wal king up to the house, so
when | didn’'t hear the bell at the
appropriate time - | thought 1’'d
hel p you out a bit.

STANLEY
(smles)
Thanks.

RI TA
And for the record, Stan...|’'m
nervous, too.
They exchange smiles just as Rita notices the flowers.

RI TA
Oh, ny God!

Rita exclainms so enphatically, she scares the crap out of
St an.

STAN
VWhat ??
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RI TA
Yel | ow tulips! You got ne yellow
Tul i ps??

STAN

Oh, God, what? Are you allergic or
sonet hi ng?

Rita sighs and seens nearly ready to cry, but smles and
| ooks into Stan’s eyes.

RI TA
(shakes her head)
No. They are ny absolute favorite.
(j okingly)
Have you been stal ki ng ne??

STANLEY
(shakes head)
There may have been tines | wanted
to, but no.

Rita | aughs, pulls himinside by his free hand, and shuts the
door .

I NT. HALLWAY IN RITA'S HOUSE - N GHT

RI TA
So, listen. You' re 15 m nutes
early, and I’"'mnot quite ready yet.

She pulls himup the stairs.

RI TA
You mind waiting for a few m nutes
while | finish up?

Stan marvel s at their hands together as they wal k up the
stairs to the second floor. As they reach her door, Rita
turns | ooking for an answer.

R TA
St an?

STANLEY
(snappi ng out of it)
O course - take all the tine
you nheed.

Rita remains stopped in front of her door.
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R TA
(turning serious)

St an?

STANLEY
Yes?

RI TA
Before we set off on...whatever
this will turn out to be - a one

time experinent or the first day of
spending the rest of our lives
together - can | just get one thing
out of the way?

STANLEY
Sure, | guess. Wiat is it?

Rita stands on her tiptoes, places her hand behi nd his head
and pulls himin for a kiss. Throwi ng Stan of fguard, he
keeps the kiss bordering on polite. They both pull away
after a couple of awkward seconds. Stan watches Rita as she
gives hima small smle, but behind the smle is sone

obvi ous di sappoi nt nent .

RI TA
Thought it woul d be better to just
get it out of the way, so we’'re not
obsessi ng over the nonent as the
end of our date approaches.

She starts to go inside the apartnent when Stan pulls her
back, looking intently into her eyes.

STANLEY
Can you forget about that |ast
twenty seconds. I'msorry, Rita.

|’ mvery much out of practice.

Rita smles, warmly now. Stan pulls her back in and puts his
all into their second kiss. Wen they break, Rita is clearly
I i ght headed, naking Stan quite proud of hinself.

RI TA
W' re gonna be late for our
reservati on you know.

He shrugs his shoul ders.

STANLEY
Who cares.

Rita takes Stan by the hand again, leads himinto the
apartnment and cl oses the door.
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INT. RITA'S KITCHEN - N GHT

Rita wal ks into the kitchen wearing Stan’s sweater and a
pair of jeans. Stan follows behind her. He's barefoot,
wearing his slacks and his v-neck t-shirt.

RI TA
Can | get you a drink?

STANLEY
| think I’m already drunk.

RI TA
How about sone orange juice, then?

STANLEY
Sounds good.

Rita takes out two tall glasses, fills one glass all the way
and the other only hal fway. She hands the full glass to
Stan. They both take a drink.

STANLEY
So where’ s Samant ha toni ght?

RI TA
She went away for the weekend with
some friends of hers.

STANLEY
I ncl udi ng Bri an?

RI TA
Probably. | didn’'t ask too many
guestions. She’'s an adult now, so |

try not to grill her about what she
does and where she goes anynore. |f
she wants me to know, she’'ll tel

me. And for the nost part, she
does.

Rita takes another sip and sets the glass down.

RI TA
Let me show you her room She has
| oads of pictures in there, so you
can at | east see what she | ooks
like. I can’'t wait for you to neet
her .
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| NT. SAMANTHA' S ROOM - NI GHT
The door opens in the dark.

RI TA
Don't let her know | let you in
her e.

Rita switches on the |ight.

RI TA
She’ s not the neatest person in the
worl d, so she’'d probably strangle
ne.

STANLEY
(rai sing eyebrows)
| think 1'"ve felt that wath
bef or e.

There are several franmed pictures, as well as a few posters
of various |andscapes around the room Small Oigam fills
an entire wooden bookcase. In the center of the top shelf is
a picture of Samant ha and her dad.

STANLEY
Ww, she’s really good at Oigam.

RI TA

(smles sadly)
That was actually her dad that did
all those for her. That picture
there -

(points to pic on shelf)
- was the first tinme he tried to
teach her howto do it.

Stan | ooks closely at the photo. There is a young Samant ha,
about six years old, sitting on her father’s lap. They are
both smling and showing their end results. Hs is a tulinp,
with crisp fine lines. Samantha’s is an anateur attenpt to
replicate her father’s flower, but she’s clearly proud of
it.

Stan’s brow suddenly furrows. He squints and leans in to
take a closer ook at the father. Rita watches Stan
curiously before speaking.

RI TA
What is it, Stan? Sonething seens
to be bothering you.
Brow still furrowed, he shakes his head, then picks up the
phot o.
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STANLEY
| don’t know. Your husband. .. he
seens very famliar to ne.

R TA
(beat)
Well, they did show photos of the
pl ane crash victins for quite
awhi | e.

STANLEY
(shakes head)
| don't think that's it.

RI TA
He did work downtown. Maybe you saw
hi m t here?

STANLEY
No.

He | ooks at the eyes and the nan’s smile once nore - and
then it hits him Though he had to | ook past the m ssing
teeth and the layers of dirt, the face was clearly that of
Honel ess Guy. His eyes widen and then return to confusion
again. He spins to Rita.

STANLEY
Rita! Your husband. You said he
died in a plane crash?

RI TA
(with trepidation)
You know he did. Wy?

He | ooks at the picture again and shakes his head in thought

STANLEY
| swear...|l swear this is the guy
that’ s been driving ne crazy -
(looks at Rita)
- at the bus stop for the |ast few
weeks. Are you sure your husband
died in that crash, Rta?

She | ooks at Stan |like he’'s a conplete nutcase.
Rl TA
Jesus, Stanley. O course |’m sure.

You know, you’re kind of freaking
me out here.
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STANLEY
How do you know for sure?
RI TA
(irritated)
He was identified by his dental

records.

Stan | ooks confused again - sure that Honeless Guy is the
man in the picture. He wal ks over to another picture of her
husband and picks it up for inspection.

RI TA
Wi ch bus stop are you talking
about anyway?

STANLEY
(scoffs)
The one you pick nme up at every
day.

Rl TA
You're the only one at that stop
every day.

STANLEY
He doesn’t get on the bus. He's
j ust sonme honel ess guy. He keeps
sitting against the wall - behind
t he bench.

RI TA
(irritated)
| know what you nean. And |ike |
said, you' re always the only one
there, Stan. |’ve never noticed any
honel ess man there with you.

Stan picks up one nore photo, this time with all three of
them Her husband s face is unm stakably Honel ess Guy. Stan
shakes hi s head.

STANLEY

| can’t explain why you never saw
him but I’mnot crazy, Rita. This
man was the one who convinced ne to
ask you out. He was the one who
told ne to get you Tulips.

(softer)
He was the one who said | should be
with you...that we both needed each
ot her.
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Rita | ooks Stan in the eyes. Seeing his sincerity, she
softens and begins to cry. Stan grabs her by the hand and
starts wal king toward the door.

STANLEY
|"’msorry, Rita. You said you have
a car, right?

Rl TA
Yes, why?

STANLEY
W need to take a ride.

Stan shuts off the Iight as they head out the door.

EXT. RITA'S HOUSE - N GHT

Stan is jogging down the porch steps with Rita in tow. Her
conpact car is parked on the road under a streetlight. As
they reach the car, Rita wal ks around the front to get to

t he passenger side - Stan slows suddenly. Rita unlocks the
door with her renote and opens the door. She gets halfway in
t he car when she notices Stan standi ng outside the passenger
si de.

RI TA
Are you okay with this? Riding in
t he car?

STANLEY

(beat)

| was just perfectly fine with it
until 1 just started thinking about
it.

RI TA
Renmenber, Stan...don’t think about
it - just do.

Stan still stands there for another nonent.
RI TA

Don’t think. Just do.

Stan deeply inhales the night air. He then quickly opens the
n.

door, sits down and shuts hinself i He | ooks outside the

wi ndow as Rita noves in beside him She | ooks at him

Rl TA
You okay?

Stan still | ooks out the w ndow.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 95.

STANLEY
First tine I'"ve been in a car in
years.

He | ooks over at her with a crocked snile.

STANLEY
So far so good.

Rita sm |l es back.

RI TA
Ch, good. | wasn't |ooking forward
to cleaning up the dashboard and
car mats if you got sick

STANLEY
"1l warn you to let nme get the
door open if it conmes to that.

RI TA
Appreciate it. So where are we
goi ng?

STANLEY

Start headi ng downt own.

Rita puts the car in gear. The car pulls away and drives
down the quiet street.

EXT. BRI CK BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Rita's car pulls in a small parking |ot. She parks and she
and Stan get out. They wal k over to the nmain entrance of the
bui | di ng, which has a comrercial glass door with an intercom
system beside it.

Rl TA
This is the last shelter within 10
mles. This is the | ast one he
coul d conceivably go to.

STANLEY
This has got to be it then.

They ring a buzzer on an intercomsystem After about 20
seconds, the nmale voice of the SHELTER DI RECTOR, 50s, cones
over the speaker.

SHELTER DI RECTOR (O S.)
Sorry, but you're late. W’ re not
taking in any nore residents this
eveni ng.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 96.

Stan presses the intercombutton to speak.

STANLEY
W' re not | ooking for a place to
stay. W're | ooking for soneone...
(looks at rita)
a relative who's m ssing.

After a beat.

SHELTER DI RECTOR (O . S.)
l['ll be down in a sec.

Stan steps back away fromthe intercomand | ooks through the
gl ass door.

Rl TA
So what if he’'s not here?

STANLEY
Has to be here.

Stan sees a man in corduroys and a knit sweater come into
view. Stan steps away fromthe door a bit.

STANLEY
(to hinsel f)
He has to be here.

The director unl ocks and opens the door.

R TA
Thank you. W know it’'s |ate.

SHELTER DI RECTOR
So who is m ssing?

Stan glances at Rita for a nonent before answering.

STANLEY
My uncle. He loses it sonetinmes and
takes off. You can’t mss him He's
al ways wearing a |l ong green
overcoat and a pin on the collar
that | ooks like bird wings. He's
about six feet, has a beard and
he’ s obviously m ssed too nmany
dent al appoi nt nents.

Shakes hi s head.
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SHELTER DI RECTOR
Doesn’t ring a bell. W have lots
of guys with beards and dental
i ssues, but no one with a coat and
wing pin. Do you have a picture?
That m ght hel p.

STANLEY
No, | don't.

At this the director |ooks at Stan with suspicion.

SHELTER DI RECTOR
You say he's a relative, and yet
you don’t have one photo to show
ne.

This stops Stan in his tracks.

RI TA
We don’t have any photos of himin
the last ten years. He | ooks
nothing |like he did back then and
he refuses to be photographed

anynor e.
Though still a bit suspicious, he gives Rita the benefit of
t he doubt .
SHELTER DI RECTOR
Look, I'mthe director here, and
|’ msorry, but | just haven't seen
anyone fitting that description.
RI TA
Okay. Thank you for your tinmne.
Stan still stares. Rita takes himby the armand gives hima
little jab.

STANLEY
(to the director)
Yes, thank you.

The director closes and | ocks the door as Rita and Stan nake
their way back to the car. They both get in. Rita puts her
key in the ignition and watches Stan as he | ooks out the

w ndow i n confusion.

STANLEY

| didn't imagine him R ta...he was
real .
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Rita smles at him She |eans back instead of turning on the
car.

RI TA
Stan, do you believe in angels?

Stan | ooks at her with furrowed brows.

STANLEY
l1’d be lying if I said | did.

RI TA
Wien | was eight, | lost ny
gr andnot her, who was very close to
ne.

A coupl e years later, | was riding
ny bike and I flew out into the
road wi thout | ooking. A car
screeched to a stop only a couple

inches away fromne. | still fel
because it scared the crap out of
ne.

The driver got out of the car and
once he saw | was okay, he started
yelling at me for ny stupidity.
While this guy was yelling, | saw
nmy grandnot her standing on the

si dewal k behind him- plain as day.

She was clearly terrified, and

shaki ng her head at ne. | wasn’t
even |listening to the driver
anynore. | didn't want to take ny

eyes off of her, but when the man
shifted his feet he bl ocked her
fromview for only a couple of
seconds and she was gone.

Wien | told ny nother that night
what had happened, she said it was
just ny imagination: that | was
scared and ny grandnot her al ways
made ne feel safe. But | know what
| saw.

And | was convinced it was her
because it happened once nore, for
just a few seconds at ny high
school graduation. She | ooked nuch
happi er that tine.

( MORE)
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RI TA (cont’ d)
Wien we were back in ny apartnent,
| started crying not because |
t hought you were crazy, but because
| believed you. | believe in
angels, Stan. And if | never saw
this man with you at the bus stop
what do you believe?

Rita holds his gaze. He's speechl ess. He | ooks out the
wi ndow as Rita starts up the car and pulls away.

SUPER - ONE YEAR LATER

EXT. BANQUET FACILITY - DAY

In a wooded area, the double doors to a banquet facility fly
open. Peopl e are cl appi ng and sayi ng goodbye to Stan and
Rita as their reception conmes to an end.

Frank is anong the well w shes along with his wife. Brian
wal ks out the door holding Samantha’s hand. He let’s go of
her hand and qui ckly catches Stan as he nmakes his way over
to his luxury car.

BRI AN
(offers his hand)
Have a great trip, Stan. Thanks for
havi ng ne.

St an shakes his hand and responds lightly -

STANLEY
Don’t thank ne, you were sitting on
the bride’ s side, don't forget.

BRI AN
(1 aughs)
Ri ght. But you can’t blow ne off
too much | onger, another six nonths
and you’ Il be ny father-in-Iaw

Frank overhears his son.
FRANK
Hey, this is supposed to be a happy
occasion for Stan, Brian. Don’t
spoil it.

Frank gives Stan a hug. Kathy is beam ng as she follows with
a hug of her own.
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KATHY
" m so happy for you.

STANLEY
| did this so you could concentrate
on other things that didn't involve
setting me up with wonen.

KATHY
(1 aughs)
| appreciate that.

STANLEY
W have to get going. Thank you for
all your help wth the weddi ng.

Frank and Kat hy nod their heads.

FRANK
It was our pleasure, Stan.

Stan gets into the driver’'s side of a car and Rita noves
into the passenger side, pulls the seatbelt over her
shoul der and opens the w ndow. Frank bends to say -

FRANK
Don’t rush back.

RI TA
Don’t worry. 1’1l make sure of it.

Stan turns on the engine. As he reaches to pull on his own
seatbelt, he catches a glinpse of Guy donning his |ong green
overcoat and a smile as he stands beside one of the |arge
trees peppering the area. Stan’s eyes go wi de and he | oses
his grip on the seatbelt as he turns to his new w fe.

STANLEY
Rital

Cat chi ng her by surprise, she responds -

Rl TA
VWhat? What is it?

Stan i Mmedi ately points in the direction of the tree, but
Quy is nowhere to be found. Stan cranks his head around, but
sees not hi ng.

RI TA
VWhat was it?

After another beat, Stan smles, then |ooks at R ta.
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STANLEY
(shaki ng his head)
| don’t know exactly. Thought | saw
a deer or sonething. It nust have
t aken of f.

RI TA
(1 ooks at her watch)
We better take off or we’'re gonna
m ss our flight.

STANLEY
Ri ght.

He takes Rita’s hand in his and | eans over to give her a

ki ss, which emts cheers fromthe crowd. They both smle as
they break off the kiss. Stan puts the car in gear. He waves
at the guests with his right hand, as does Rita. As they
pul | off, people start going back inside the hall to collect
t hei r bel ongi ngs.

Across the way, Quy is |eaning against one of the trees with
his arnms fol ded. He watches the car drive as it

drives further away, and then finally out of sight. Hs lip
turns up in a crooked smle as a single tear streans down
his face.

FADE OUT



