CORDUROY

Written by Kevin Cook

FADE IN:

INT. CAR DEALERSHIP OFFICE – DAY

DEAN LUNDRUM sits in his messy office chair early morning. He is surrounded by an old, broken computer, tangled up phone cords, messy papers, etc. He fills out paperwork, as his boss, TERRY walks in.

TERRY




Mornin’ Dean.

DEAN




Hey Ter.

TERRY




How we doing?

DEAN

(confused)




Ok, I mean, ok, I don’t know?

Terry takes a long look at Dean.

TERRY




You alright?

DEAN

(lying)




Yea, yea, I’m fine.

TERRY




Tired?

DEAN

A little.

TERRY




What time you get in?

DEAN




8, something like that.

TERRY

Early.

Dean gets up from his chair and goes over to the coffee maker. He makes two cups of coffee. Terry still sits, fiddling with a pen and papers. Dean comes back, hands a coffee to Terry. They drink.

DEAN

Yea, I had to make a phone call.

Dean walks over to a coffee maker.

DEAN




Coffee?

TERRY

Black, black.

DEAN

Ok.

Dean comes back, with a cup of coffee in each hand. They drink.

TERRY




Thanks.

DEAN




You look over the paperwork?

TERRY

(regrettably)




Yea.

DEAN




Fuck! This isn’t good.

TERRY

I’m sorry.

DEAN

I’ve been here for, for, three, fucking years. I don’t think you understand.

TERRY

I fucking get it man. I have a wife. Two kids. I got them in this great school in the Northeast. You think I don’t understand? What am I gonna do?

DEAN

(confused)

I dunno. I mean, are you sure?

TERRY

Fuck, I’m sure! I looked at the paperwork like 10 times. Every time I punched in the numbers I got the same thing. I called all our prospective buyers: nothing. Nothing, man.

DEAN

I worked my ass off here, just to make a decent buck.

TERRY

(sincere)

I understand your contributions, and I appreciate them. I honestly can say thank you. You’re a great friend, but today is different.

DEAN




Three years.

TERRY




What do you want me to say?

DEAN

I guess I’ll lie alone just like before.

INT. RESTAURANT – DAY

Dean sits across from his fellow co-worker LES. Dean appears dead and worn-out, extremely upset. He speaks softly:

LES

Supermarket, there’s always a supermarket. Fast food joint? Another dealership.

DEAN

I dunno.

LES




What about another dealership?

DEAN

I dunno?

LES

The Jag dealership on the boulevard, I think they’re hiring.

Les looks at Dean, understanding his is upset, but doesn’t know what to say. “Animal” by Pearl Jam plays.

LES

(a few beats)




Do you believe in God?

DEAN




No, not anymore.

LES




I don’t believe in God.

DEAN




I’d rather be with an animal.

INT. DEAN’S HOME – DAY

Dean sits in his house, on the phone, with an operator.

OPERATOR




I’m sorry sir, what was this?

DEAN

I’m not sure I fully understand your exchange policy.

OPERATOR




Well it depends on your situation.

DEAN

I don’t want to hear from those who know.

OPERATOR




What is your complaint?

DEAN

(a few beats)




Can’t buy what I want because it’s free.

INT. SUPERMARKET – DAY

Dean looks through certain products. He is suddenly surprised by an old high school FRIEND.

FRIEND




DEAN! I mean Dean! How are you man?

DEAN

Holy shit! The last place I’d thought I’d see you was here.

FRIEND




What, it’s been like 8 years or something?

DEAN




What are you doing here?

FRIEND

I work, well, yea I’m the manager. What have you been up to?

DEAN

(regrettably)




I just got laid off.

FRIEND




Sorry man.

DEAN




Yea, at the dealership, down at the corner.

FRIEND




Terry’s place? No shit, man.

DEAN




Yea.

FRIEND




I can help you out, if you need it.

DEAN




I don’t want to be held in your debt.

FRIEND




No, no, it’s no problem. I got it, man.

DEAN




Ok.

FRIEND

The pay isn’t great, but until you get another job I guess?

DEAN




When do I start?

Dean’s friend searches through his pocket where he finds a 3x5 card. It has dates and times on it.

FRIEND

Orientation is 9 to 12 Thursday. I’ll have you fill out all the forms and shit then.

They shake hands.

INT. PAWNSHOP – DAY

Dean enters an old messy pawnshop. He is carrying a box full of electronics, watches, etc. He is greeted by a CLERK:

DEAN




Hi, how you doing?

The clerk gives him a strange look.

CLERK

(confused)




All, all of this?

DEAN




All of it, yea.

CLERK

(uncertain)




Ok.

DEAN

(confused)




Yea.

Dean empties the box onto the counter.

DEAN




I’d say this shit, at least 8 hundred.

Clerk looks at everything. He punches in numbers into his cash register.

CLERK

(reluctantly)




$800.

DEAN




The waiting drove me mad.

INT – COFFEE SHOP – DAY

Dean sits in a stool in the front of the coffee shop. He begins whip out a newspaper and read. A WAITRESS comes over and he begins to talk to him:

WAITRESS




Eggs and toast are today’s special.

DEAN

Everyday’s special.

A couple beats.

WAITRESS




I’m sorry sir.

DEAN




Just, just talking to myself.

A MAN enters the restaurant and sits next to Dean.

MAN




Hey hun. The usual.

WAITRESS




Ok. One special coming right up.

The waitress comes back and serves the man his food. He begins to eat. He looks over to Dean as to offer him some.

DEAN




I would rather starve then eat your bread.

MAN




I would rather run, but I can’t walk.

DEAN

(confused)




Excuse me?

MAN




Dean. 

DEAN

(confused)




Who the fuck are you?

MAN




Eddie.

EDDIE shakes hands with a reluctant Dean.

EDDIE

You work, or you did work down at Terry’s. I figured out what you’ve been doing. I know you need money. I can help you out.

DEAN




How do you know all this?

Eddie takes out a piece of paper out of his pocket. He has numbers and dates Dean has made phone calls.

EDDIE

You’ve been making all these calls. Scamming all these fucking companies. And your fucking asking me how I know as this. I mean, Dean, Fuck, man, I know what you’ve been doing. You need help. I can help.

DEAN

(confused)




Ok.

EDDIE




Trust me. I just need a favor

DEAN




Ok.

EDDIE

No, man. I’ll give you an ultimatum. I need Terry dead.

DEAN




What the fuck?

EDDIE




Dean, friend, come on.

DEAN

Who the fuck are you, and what the fuck are you talking about?

EDDIE




I’m not joking.

DEAN

Are you fucking serious? You think I’m gonna make a decision like this?

EDDIE

I need help. Your help is worth over $300,000. Not much of a decision to me. 

DEAN




But why Terry, why Terry, why fucking Terry, man?

EDDIE




No, you do it or you don’t.

DEAN




I don’t. I can’t.

EDDIE




Yes, yes you can.

(A couple beats)




Look Dean. 

(A couple beats)

I’m not here, pretending Jesus Christ, asking you to believe in religion, politics, and celebrity. You just want to succeed. Your not building a time machine, the atom bomb. Your not fucking creating a cure for aids. Over a quarter of a million dollars. And you just need to put a fucking bullet in that son of a bitch’s fucking head. Trust me. We’ll do it right.

DEAN

I look in the mirror and all I see is myself. I don’t know if I like what I see.

INT. TERRY’S HOUSE – NIGHT

Dean enters Terry’s house. Terry is surprised, speechless, but they both shake hands. Pearl Jam is rocking in the background, their words are inaudible. Terry invites Dean into his office. They sit opposite to each other. Pearl Jam abruptly stops.

DEAN




Never would have known of me before.

LS of House as gun shot is heard.

EXT. CAR DEALERSHIP – NIGHT

Dean runs into his old work where Eddie greets him. He is sweating, out of breath, and very tired.

EDDIE




Man, calm the fuck down. What happened?

DEAN

What do you mean what happened? He’s fucking dead. Pay up.

EDDIE




The body in the car like I asked?

DEAN




Shit man, no.

EDDIE




What the fuck?

DEAN

We’ll get it later, man, I got other things to worry about.

EDDIE




Let’s go.

They walk inside the dealership.

EDDIE

It’s over man. It’s done. What you think Hitler can kill 6 fucking million Jews and be like, oh, I’m sorry. It doesn’t work that way.

DEAN




Fuck you. 

EDDIE

No, no fuck you. No one ever said you had to do this. I didn’t put a gun to your head.

DEAN

I don’t know. Come on. I shoulda be smart. You don’t just get away with this shit.

EDDIE

The cops won’t find out Dean. It’s cool. You ok? Just tell me your fucking ok.

DEAN




How do we get away with this?

EDDIE




I dunno. I fucking do not know. It’ll be fine.

DEAN




How can you just say I don’t know?

(a couple beats)




Tell me it’s all fine.

EDDIE




It’s fine, man.

DEAN




Tell me!

EDDIE




It’s fucking fine, it’s fucking fine Dean.

From outside a group of men are heard running.

DEAN




What the fuck is that?

They knock furiously on the door.

DEAN

What the fuck is that? Don’t open the fucking door.

The men enter: TWO COPS.

DEAN

Fuck, fuck, fuck you. You set me up? Fuck you Ed. Fuck you.

(a beat)




Get on the fucking ground.

The cops get on the ground, Eddie stays up.

EDDIE




Sorry, man.

DEAN




Fuck sorry. Fuck you.

EDDIE




Calm the fuck down.

DEAN




Jesus fucking Christ, man.

Dean shoots Eddie hand. Eddie, who is holding a gun, drops it to the ground.

DEAN




Everything has changed!

EDDIE




Absolutely nothing has changed!

Eddie slowly drops to the ground. Dean has his gun pointed at him. Dean picks up Eddie’s gun. “Corduroy” by Pearl Jam is now playing.

EDDIE




Oh, to live and die, let it be done.

DEAN




I figure I’ll be damned all alone like I began.

EDDIE




It’s your move now.

DEAN

I thought you were a friend, but I guess, I, I guess I hate you.

Dean, with both guns in hand, places a gun in Eddie’s mouth. He then gets on the ground with him and places the other gun in his mouth.
CUT TO BLACK

Two simultaneous gunshots are heard. “Corduroy” is now fully blasting.

THE END
