AGE OF EXPERIENCE

FADE IN:

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE -- NIGHT

It's raining.

The house is a one-story ranch in a neighborhood of one-story
ranches. There's a small set of steps that leads up to a

porch that leads to the front door.

A short sidewalk connects the stoop to a paved driveway that
goes to a garage at one end and the street at the other.

A newspaper page lies open, soaking, stuck to the blacktop.

A headline.

CARSDALE & SULLIVAN THROWS JUNIOR PARTNERS TO THE WOLVES
And a picture, underneath, of three men looking angry, walking

away, behind two men who are smiling for the camera and

looking somehow apologetic at the same time.

One of the men in the background is looking sideways at the
camera. We'll call him PISSED.

A boy of 12 or 13 - YOUNG CRAIG - skids into the driveway on
Pls bike, tearing a diagonal gash through the paper with his
ire.

He drops the bike to the cement and jogs into the house,
head ducked against the rain.

He shrugs off his coat and tosses it to the side before he
even closes the door.

Time passes. Pissed has a large tear through his head.

A car comes down the road, turns into the driveway.

The bike blocks its path. The driver doesn't see.

CRUNCH!

The car stops and Pissed gets out, moves quickly to the front,
looks down at the bike. The bike that's mangled and half
underneath the car; the bike that's handlebars have scraped
against his hood, drawing a large gray diagonal streak.

He glares at the metal mass, takes two steps around the car
to slam the door shut, stepping on his own torn face, then
storms inside.

INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

He shoves the front door open and hurls it shut behind him,
moving purposefully through a living room, into a kitchen,
where the boy is looking in the refrigerator.

He pulls the boy away and shoves him across the room with
one hand, slapping the fridge shut with the other.



PISSED
Yg?u wanna tell me what your problem
iS7

The boy stares at him in a mix of surprise, anger, and fear.
The man advanced on the boy.
The boy licks his lips.

The man grabs him by the shirt, turns, and throws him into
the living room. There's a hallway off to the boy's right,
leading to the back of the house.

~ PISSED (CONT'D)
(advancing again)
You have no bike now, you know that?
Don't think | can afford to buy you
a new one!

YOUNG CRAIG
What the hell are you--

- PISSED
Dor'1't! Don't raise your voice to
me!

He takes a big step forward and backhands him toward the
hallway.

PISSED (ICONT'D
You don't respect me at all, do you’”

He grabs the boy and pushes him into the hall.

PISSED (ICONT'DI)
You don't respect me at all! What
do for you! What I give you!

BOY
What are you--

A slap.

PISSED
Shut up! No! You don't wanna take
care of what | give you, fine!

He pushes the boy away and looks at him.

PISSED (CONT'D)
I'll take it back.

He turns and looks around, sees the coat on the floor by the
door. He steps across the kitchen, through the living room--

PISSED (CONT'D)
That! That's my coat, | paid for
it, and you just leave it laying
around like'it's nothing!

--and snatches it up. Goes back to the kitchen.



_PISSED (CONT'D)
You don't want it? Fine!

To the stove, opens the stove, shoves the coat in. Cranks
the dial.

YOUNG CRAIG
(angry but scared,
confused)
What the hell--

Pissed whirls toward him.

PISSED
Shut up! Where's my backpack?

What? YOUNG CRAIG
at:

Pissed stomps into the living room and looks around.

PISSED _
My backPack, you know, you take it
to'school. Where is it?

The boy stares at him with his mouth open and tears in his
eyes.

His backpack is next to the couch.

Pissed spots it. The boy moves toward it. Pissed gets there
and snatches it away, moves to the fireplace, throws it in.

The boy charges into his back, punches him. Pissed throws
him off and grabs the matches from the mantle.

YOUNG CRAIG
| bought that!

_ PISSED
With my money!

He lights a match as the boy barrels into him again. He
tosses the match in, grabs the struggling bqu, pushes him
across the room to the hallway with eyes wild and burning.
The boy stares at those eyes, his face quivering slightly.
They stare at each other.

Pissed glances down at the boy's shirt.

_ PISSED (CONT'D)
That's mine too...

He shoves the bo%/.a%ainst the wall and violently pulls the t-
shirt up and over his head.

PISSED (CONT'D)
You don't want my help, you don't
get my clothes!

The boy thrusts a knee upward and connects with the man's
stomach, tries to run.



The man grabs him by the back of the neck and shoves him
headfirst through a door, following him through.

BOY (0.S))
Get off! Let go of me! Let go of
me, you son of a bitch!
A slap. Things falling.
MAN (O.S.)
You'll get what you earn, fucking
prick! And you haven't earned my
charity!
More crashing. More struggling. More fighting unseen.
The house is small and empty and white.

The living room has a beige carpet and a white couch and a
big-screen TV.

The kitchen is made of tile, the counters are made of wood.
It's a nice house.

A middle-class house. An understated house. A safe house.
EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS
And outside it's raining.

There's a driveway that leads to a garage at one end and the
street at the other.

A car sits halfway down it, with a bicycle mangled under its
front end.

There's a sidewalk that connects the driveway to the stoop.

There's a set of steps that leads to a porch that leads to a
front door.

The door bursts open, and a boy runs out.
He's twelve or thirteen years old.
And he's naked.

He runs down the steps and across the front lawn, out into
the street and beyond.

A man stands in the doorway, staring after him, holding a
Bhoe. He's Pissed. He's panting. He's watching the naked
oy go.

rI-ll_e turns and goes back inside and slams the white door behind
im.

And the boy continues to run as music fades up in the
background.

SONG #1 - GET AWAY.

DISSOLVE TO:



EXT. STREET -- NIGHT

The boy sits on the side of a street, his back to a street
lamp, his knees drawn up to his chest and his arms wrapped
around his legs. His head is down. The rain beats on his
bare flesh.

A car pulls up, a stranger gets out. We'll call him JOHN.

]Ic-_|e goes to the boy, kneels beside him, lifts his chin with a
inger.

He brushes a tear away with the back of his hand. Softly,
gently.

He caresses the boy's cheek.

I-rlle puts an arm around the boy's shoulders and leads him to
the car.

They drive off.

EXT. PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

Outside an apartment building, the car sits, parked. We see
it from above, one among many, and slowly close in, moving
around to look in the windshield.

John is leaning back, his eyes closed, his mouth open, his
arms at his sides, his breathing very slow.

The boy is not in sight.

We watch John as he sits there and breathes, and the music
slowly fades away.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL CITY BLOCK -- DAY

People stand on the sidewalks, on stoops, in the shadows of
the alleyways. The buildings are tall and brick and dirty.
The street is full of potholes.

KYLE, eleven ?/ears old, struts down a sidewalk and up the
steps of one of the buildings.

INT. APARTMENT -- DAY

In a small, dirty apartment on one of the upper floors, a
WOMAN is lying on a couch. Her breathing is labored, she
Iokc_)ks very weak. Her bones are practically piercing her
skin.

Another woman, a NURSE, sadly feels her pulse.

The door opens, Kyle walks in.

He sees the nurse and slowly closes the door.

He stands, staring.

DISSOLVE TO:

DISSOLVE TO:



WOMAN

raspy, quiet
Ker..F Co%e%ere?..

The nurse steps back.

Kyle slowly goes to her, takes her hand.
They look at each other.

A tear rolls down his cheek.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
You're... | need you to go with this
woman now...

KYLE
No...

The nurse steps slowly forward.

WOMAN
| need you... to go... so you don't
have to watch me...

~ KYLE
No. I'm staying with you...

The nurse touches his shoulder.
He whirls to face her.

_ ~ KYLE (CONT'D)
I'm staying with her!
(to the yvoman)
I'm staying with you!

. NURSE
We just want to keep you safe, Kyle.

KYLE

Don't call me by my name... Don't
call me by my name like You know
me... You don't know me! You don't
know her! You're just here to take
me away. That's your job, that's
what you do, you go around stealing
goodbyes!

WOMAN
Kyle...

~ KYLE
No! I'm staying here!
(deliberately) .
I'm staying with my mom until she's
dead.

He stares at the nurse with forceful resolve. The nurse
walks away, to the little area that serves as a kitchen.

Kyle turns back to his mother as the music fades back up.



SERIES OF SHOTS:

The nurse in the kitchen, trying to make some sort of dinner.
Kyle bent over his mother, embracing her.

The sunset through the apartment's single window.

The nurse setting a plate down next to Kyle.

Kyle lying on the tiny couch with his mother.

The nurse falling asleep on the floor.

Kyle lifts his head, looks at his mother's chest. Itisn't
moving. He closes his eyes tightly and stands.

He looks at her. She's quiet, peaceful, dead.

He looks at the nurse. She's sleeping.

He takes a deep breath, wipes his eyes, goes to the kitchen
and opens a cabinet. Pulls a backpack from it and slings it
over his shoulder and quietly walks out the door.

A cockroach crawls past the untouched plate of food.

The nurse is sleeping a few feet away.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL CITY BLOCK -- NIGHT

Streetlamps illuminate random parts of the street, the few
of them that actually work. There are people scattered about.

Kyle walks slowly and quietly by, a backpack slung over his
shoulder.

The music slowly fades away.

EXT. UPPER CLASS HOME -- DAY

Three stories, a huge drive, and a wooden ramp leading up to
the front door.

Three car garage with its doors open, all three bays full.
Two small cars and a full-size van.

Another car pulls in and stops outside the garage.
A teenage girl, ANDREA, climbs out and goes inside.
INT. UPPER CLASS HOME -- CONTINUOUS
. JEFF (O.S))
No, damn it! | can do this! I'm
going to do this!

JEFF'S DAD (0.S.))
Have you gone insane? Is that it?

JEFF'S MOM (0.S.)
Charles, please...

DISSOLVE TO:



An exasperated sigh.

Andrea drops her keys on a table by the door and moves into
a nearby room.

A large living room with a large couch and a TV mounted on
the wall.

Two adults stand by the couch, their 18-year-old son, JEFF,
sits in a motorized wheelchair, staring up at them angrily.

_ ANDREA
What's going on?

JEFF'S DAD
Your brother thinks he's leaving
home...

Jeff shakes his head and sighs. Andrea's eyes go wide.

_ ANDREA
You got in?
JEFF'S DAD ~ JEFF
Don't encourage this (smiling)
nonsense! I gotin...

She runs across the room and wraps her arms around his neck.

JEFF (CONT'D)
But they don't want me to go.

ANDREA
Why not?

JEFF'S DAD
(exasperated)
Why not?

JEFF'S MOM
Andrea, please...
(beat) _
Jeffrey... honey... you can't think
you can live on your own.

JEFF ANDREA
Why not? Why not?

Their dad throws his arms in the air and turns away.

JEFF'S MOM
Who will take care of you?

JEFF
| don't need taking care of!

JEFF'S MOM
Yes you do! You're...

ANDREA
He knows what he is, Mom!



' JEFF
Say it! Jesus, Mom, say it! I'm
disabled! I'm in a wheelchair!
Why do you people think that means |
need you to coddle me the rest of my
life? Why should it mean | can't
have alife? Why is Andi the only
one who will admit that I'm not an

invalid?
_ JEFF'S DAD
Oh for Christ's sake!
JEFF'S MOM

Jeffrey, none of us think you're an
invalid. We just want to help you.

JEFF
| don't need help!

JEFF'S MOM
We want to look after you...

JEFF
| don't need |00kln9 after! Damn
it, you're so dense!

JEFF'S DAD
Hey! That's enough! You don't speak
that way to your mother!

JEFF
I'll speak to her any way | want!
And I'll speak to you any way | want!
I'm a human being, a real life person,
not just a weight on your shoulders!
I'm going to live on my own, to go
to school on my own, to get a jol
and |an apartment and a life of my
own!

_ JEFF'S MOM
How will you bathe? How will you
eat? How will you get out of bed?

JEFF
There's people who do that, Mom!
They're called nurses or health aides
or... people who do that! I'm not
the first cripple to move away from

his parents!
JEFF'S MOM JEFF'S DAD
You're not a cripple... You're not going!
JEFF
| am!
JEFF'S DAD

You're not! | forbid it!



JEFF

(stares at him)
| don't give two shits what you
forbid... I'm not your God damn Ken
doll, I won't be used to draw pity
from your friends. Not anymore.
I'm going, and you cannot, and you
will not stop me.

He turns in his chair and drives away.

The music fades up in the background.

INT. JEFF'S DORM -- DAY

More like a penthouse. He's in a suite, complete with
kitchen, bedroom, sitting room, and bath.

He turns a slow circle, looking around.

There's a leather pouch hanging from his joystick. A small
ledge has been nailed to the other side of his chair, near
his hip, and on it rests a wooden rod.

Andrea comes in from the bedroom, hugs him and smiles.

She backs toward the door, beaming, then waves, turns, and
leaves.

MONTAGE:

Jeff pushes a button on a small remote control, holds it
down, calls out something unheard. A small dark-skinned
woman - JOANNE - opens the door from outside, walks in,
introduces herself.

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- EVENING

Jeff and Joanne sit at a small table in a crowded area,
eating. Chatting. Jeff forces a smile.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Jeff moves across the quad in the midst of a crowd, carrying
folders and a clipboard on his feet.

He goes to a building and glances at the steps leading inside,
moves around the building until he spots a ramp, goes up it
and awkwardly pushes the door open with his footrests.

INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

Jeff is lying on his back, naked. A tub of water sits next
to the bed. Joanne washes him with a cloth.

INT. MATH CLASS -- DAY
Formulas are strewn across a white board.
Jeff sits at the side of the room, a clipboard resting against

his joystick to serve as a desk. He scribbles notes and
struggles to concentrate.

10.

DISSOLVE TO:



11.
INT. JEFF'S BATHROOM -- NIGHT

Jeff's chair is tipped back so his head is positioned over
the tub.

Joanne washes his hair vigorously, yanks on it, pulling his
head up to gain access to the back.

INT. ENGLISH CLASS -- DAY

Jeff stares at a female teacher as she lectures and reads
from a novel.

Eli_s l?yes droop, then pop back open. He takes a breath and
inks.

INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT

Jeff lays on his side, a sheet pulled up to his bare chest.
His eyes are closed, but the lights are on.

Jog_rBTe kneels on the floor, rocking back and forth and holding
a Bible.

Jeff opens his eyes and sighs, then closes them again slowly.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Jeff moves through the crowd, away from the residence halls
and toward the lecture halls.

A man in his upper teens is lying on a bench in the center
of the quad. His clothes are dirty, his jeans are torn.

Jeff glances at him as he passes.
INT. ETHICS CLASS -- DAY
The music fades down.

Jeff is sitting in a lecture hall. He watches a professor -
LLOYD - walk up to a student in the front row.

_LLOYD
Ask me what time it is...

- STUDENT #1
(clears his throat)
What time is it?

LLOYD
It's 4:15.

The class shifts in their seats. A few people check their
watches. Lloyd watches them.

A long pause. He stares at the student in anticipation.

_ STUDENT #1
~ (cautious)
No it's not?

o LLOYD
Yes itis.



The student chuckles. STUDENT #2 speaks up from the back of
the room.

_ STUDENT #2
No it's not...

. _, LLOYD
Sureitis. | saiditis.

- STUDENT #2
But you're lying...

LLOYD
Lying? Why?

Silence.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
Why am [ lying?

More silence.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Come on... Why am | lying?

STUDENT #3
To confuse us?

LLOYD
Maybe...

STUDENT #4
To make us think.

_ LLOYD
Possibly...

. STUDENT #2
To piss us off.

The class laughs.

LLOYD ,
Never know. Maybe there iS no reason.
Maybe I'm dom% |t for sport.
(points to Jeff)
What t|me is it?

Jeff blinks, does nothing for a few seconds, then glances at
his watch.

JEFF
1:24...

. LLOYD
No it's not.

A grumble ripples through the room.

o JEFF
Yesitis...

LLOYD
| think you're lying...

12.



13.

JEFF
But I'm not...

LLOYD
How do | know?

Silence.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
How do | know he's not lying?

STUDENT #3
He has no reason to...

LLOYD
Ah ha! We trust people to tell the
truth if they have no motive to lie.
But | had no motive to lie... So
why should  he need a motive to lie?

(beat) . .
What would happen if people lied for

no reason?
STUDENT #5
Nobody would trust anybody.
LLOYD

Exactly! In every culture in ever

society in every part of the world,

there are two common moral threads.

You don't lie. And you don't kill.

If you kill for the hell of it,

everybody dies. The culture self-

destructs. If you lie for the hell

of it, you can't trust anyone.

Communication self-destructs.
(beat)

Can we all agree to those two rules?

A mumbled assent.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
All right. So a man runs by, begs
you to hide him, tells you another
man is trying to kill him, goes into
a building. Then another man comes
up to you, he's holding a gun, and
he asks you if you've seen anyone
running.” What do you do?

STUDENT #2
You say no.
~ LLOYD
But that's a lie...
o STUDENT #2
It's justified.
LLOYD

How can a lie be justified? You
agreed that lying 1s bad.



14.

o STUDENT #2
Not in this case.
LLOYD
Why not?
STUDENT #2
Because you can't let the guy get
killed.
_LLoYD
So ¥ou'd sacrifice communication for
life”
STUDENT #2
Sure.
LLOYD

What would that life be like?
He glances around the room.

~ LLOYD (CONT'D)
What would life be like without
communication? Would it really be
worth living? And how close are we
today(fkgomt finding out first-hand?

ea

Think about it for next class. See
you Thursday.

The class gets up and starts to file out the door.

Jeff waits for the crowd to thin, then follows someone out
so they can hold the door for him.

INT. JEFF'S DORM -- DAY

A low buzz sounds from next to the door, the door pops open,
pushed by Jeff's footrests. He sets a remote control on a
small table and knocks the door shut.

The sitting room of his suite holds a couch, a chair, a
TV/radio/entertainment system, and a desk with computer,
fax, and phone. And a small table, like a hospital bed table,
that holds his books.

EE IcD)(las to the phone and hits a button, and it emits a shrill

PHONE (V.0.)
Today... twelve... forty-one... p.m.

BEEP!

. ANDREA (V.0.)
Hey, Jeff, it's Andi. I'm supposed
to be in study hall, but blah...
Guess you're actually at class. |
wasn't sure they had those there.
I'll call back later from home.

%eéfEsPrrlliles through the message. There's a click and another



PHONE (V.0.)
Today... one... oh-one... p.m.

BEEP!
JOANNE (V.0.)
(heavy accent)
Jason?
The smile vanishes, he rolls his eyes.
JOANNE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Okay, you probably at class... |
can't find the list you give me. |
will go to the store after dinner,
you can tell me what to get. | see
you around Six.
A click. BEEP! And then silence.

He sighs and goes to the kitchen, to the fridge, and pulls
it open by a string tied in a loop around the handle.

He glances down at his feet, goes back to the sitting room
ano!tthe table with his books, sets his folders and clipboard
on it.

Goes back to the kitchen and gets a soda from the fridge,
setting it on his feet.

Knocks the fridge door closed, goes back to the sitting room,
sets the can on the table, and uses a pair of scissors to

pop it open.

He drinks.

He looks at the clock on his VCR. 1:47.

SERIES OF SHOTS:

He watches television.

The clock reads 3:02.

He's on his computer, typing something in a word processor.
The clock on his computer reads 4:12.

He's reading one of his textbooks.

The VCR reads 5:29.

He stares at the computer screen from a few feet away.

The clock reads 6:05.

He stares at the door, glances at his watch.

His watch reads 6:12.

He wanders aimlessly into the kitchen. A k\e)ésuddenly works

in the lock. He glances at the clock on the VCR from across
the room.

15.



16.
6:37.

The door opens, Joanne walks in. She sets her purse and a
Bible on the couch, turns to him.

JOANNE (CONT'D)
You ready?

He stares at her. Sighs.

JEFF
Yeah...

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- EVENING
The cafeteria is fairly crowded with students.

Joanne and Jeff move to an empty wooden table, he pushes a
chair out of the way.

She sets down a tray with two plates, sets one in front of
Jeff, sits, sets the other in front of her, and starts
shoveling rice down her throat.

Jeff watches her for a second, then starts eating slowly.

JOANNE
No one call for me?

JEFF
No...

He glances around. There's people at tables, eating and
talking, people moving in and out the doors.

JOANNE
You go to class today?

JEFF
Yeah...

He notices across the room the man who had been sleeping on
the bench.

He's young, late teens, probably not 20. His shirt has no
sleeves and doesn't cover his stomach. His jeans go to his
thighs, frayed at the bottom, and have holes cut in the knees.
He's thin. He leans against the far wall and smiles at people
as they pass.

Their eyes almost meet, Jeff averts his gaze. Notices two _
jocks - KILBOURNE and MORTEN - at a nearby table also watching
the man, laughing.

JOANNE
You have class tomorrow?

JEFF
What?

JOANNE

You have class again tomorrow?



JEFF
Yes. Every day.

She nods and continues to pour food into her mouth. She
mashes a fork-full of rice into her mashed potatoes, scoops
it up and engulfs it.

Jeff cringes and looks away, back toward the man.
The man is gone.

He follows the wall's vector and sees the conspicuous shirt
and jeans.

The man rounds a corner, with a male student, we'll call him
JOHN #11, following a few steps behind.

CRASH!

Jeff jumps and focuses in. Two GIRLS slammed into the next
table over, wrestling and pulling each other's hair.

A pair of GUYS grab them and try to pull them apart.

JOANNE
You finish?

Jeff is breathing hard from the sudden adrenaline rush and
staring at the ongoing brawl.

JEFF
(backing away)
Yeah, let's ge...

Joanne's already pulled his plate in front of her and resumed
her speed-eating.

He sighs and lets go of his joystick.
INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING
Joanne is sitting on the couch, reading her Bible.

Jeff is staring blankly at the computer screen. He suddenly
turns to face her.

JEFF
I've been thinking... The floor in
the bedroom can't be comfortable.
You could just sleep on the couch.

_ JOANNE
I no mind the floor. This way you
need something...
He lets out a frustrated sigh.
The phone rings, he turns to it as she gets up.

JOANNE (CONT'D)
| get that?



_ JEFF
I'll get it.

Hel ,ggrabs the receiver)
ello~

INT. ANDREA'S BEDROOM -- INTERCUT

Her bedroom is very large, decorated in pastels and flowers
and frills.

Andrea sits on her four-poster bed. Stuffed animals are
propped against the head board. Her phone is in her lap.

ANDREA
Hey, Mr. Popular!

Jeff glances at Joanne, still standing behind him. She looks
disappointed and sits back down.

His voice stays quiet as he talks.

JEFF
Mr. Popular?
ANDREA
Yeah... Where were you earlier?
JEFF
At class...
ANDREA

You're not supposed to go to class,
Fqg:‘! You're supposed to be getting
aid!

JEFF
Maybe tomorrow.

ANDREA
So how is she?

Who? JEFF
O:

_ ~ ANDREA
The High Priestess, who else?

JEFF
Eear Grroeb, don't segue from sex to
er.

_ ANDREA
_(ch like you haven't thought about
it...

. JEFF
That's just... Don't, | don't need
that picture in my head.

_ ANDREA
Especially when she's giving you
your sponge bath?

18.



JEFF _
Aw, come on! What's wrong with you?

ANDREA

iggles) .
So... é%e teaching you scripture
yet?

JEFF
No. No oral lessons. Just reads.
All night. It's sick.

ANDREA
Man... No wonder you can't get a
date.
There's a pause.
JEFF

What are you doing skipping study
hall?

ANDREA
Oh please... Just because my brother
is still known as the greatest student
in school history...

JEFF
What?

___ ANDREA

Don't deny it. The teachers all
love you. They miss you. They still
talk about you.

JEFF
Like what?

ANDREA
| don't know, the% just ask me how
you're doing all the time...

A teenage boy, BEN, comes in Andrea's room and stealthily
moves toward her bed.

JEFF
Who does?

Ben climbs on the bed and grabs her sides, tickling her.

ANDREA
Everybody. It's really annoying.

iggles
Stop!(g ggles)

JEFF
Stop what?

~ ANDREA
What? Nothing...
gmuffled)
It's Jeff...
(clear)
Ben just walked in...



JEFF
Oh. All right, I'll talk to you--

ANDREA _
| don't have to go! He's just being--
(more giggles) .
Stop it! He's just being silly.

JEFF
(chuckles) _
Tell him to cut it out or I'll kick
his ass...

~ ANDREA
Jeff says cut it out or he'll kick
your ass.

Muffled laughing comes through the line.

~_ ANDREA (CONT'D)
He's very intimidated...

A low tone sounds.

JEFF
| just got beeped, hang on...

He hits the flash button on the phone.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Hello?
(sighs)
Yeah, one second...
_ (hits flash again)
Andi?

She and Ben are kissing, his finger is in her mouth. She
pulls back, and he slides the finger out slowly.

ANDREA
Yeah.

JEFF
It's the stupid agency checking on
her. Can you call back?

Joanne gets up and goes over to him.

ANDREA
Sure. Talk to you later.

He hits flash again.

JEFF
Hello? ... Yeah, here she is.

She takes the phone.

~ JOANNE
Hello... Yes, this is Joanne...
Yes, six o'clock...
(louder)
| get here at Six o'clock! Yes...
All right then bye bye.

20.
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She hangs up.
Jeff is at his table, staring at a textbook.

_ ~JOANNE (CONT'D)
This was your sister?

JEFF
Huh? Yeah.
_ JOANNE
She is good?
JEFF

Yeah, | guess.
She sits down and goes back to her Bible.
Jeff stares at the thin book in front of him.
BASIC SOCIETAL ETHICS by LLOYD RAGGON.

Outside a window next to the computer, the quad can be seen
at a distance.

StlliJ(dents zigzag across it at varying speeds, some stand still,
talking.

And next to the bench sitting in its center, the man with
the kneeless jeans is standing.

A young boy approaches him. Kyle.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS

A couple years older but pretty much the same. He's dressed
in jeans and a striped button-down shirt. His clothes look
fairly clean.

He stops and hands the man, CRAIG, a small stack of bills.

_ KYLE
Thirteen dollars...

Craig chuckles.

KYLE (CONT'D)
It was a good day.

CRAIG
You don't have to--

~ KYLE
People give kids money if they ask.
It's easy. Stop bitching. Let's go
eat.
They move off together toward the cafeteria.
A half-moon hovers between two buildings.

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- MORNING
And then it is replaced by the light of the morning sun.
INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

Joanne pushes Jeff roughly onto his left side and yanks a
pair of jeans up his right leg.

She pulls him to his right side and slides the jeans up and
over his hip to his waist.

One more turn to the left to pull them up over his right
hip, and she moves to putting on his shirt.

JOANNE
You have made plans for tonight?
JEFF
Huh?
JOANNE _
You have somewhere to be tonight?
JEFF
No...
JOANNE
Then | come at regular time?
JEFF

Yeah... Come at six...
She slides on his shoes, then lifts him with one hand under
his knees and the other behind his back, and carries him to
his chair.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- MORNING
Jeff crosses the quad on his way to class.

Craig and Kyle come out of the building that houses the
cafeteria. Kyle moves away from Craig, but Craig grabs his

arm gently.
_ CRAIG
Hey, stick around here today, okay?
KYLE
Why?
CRAIG

Because | want you to.
Kyle sighs and shakes his head.

CRAIG (CONT'D)
Humor me. Smile at some coeds, |
bet they hand out fivers.

. KYLE
Fine. But you won't get any work
done with me hanging around, let go.
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Kyle jogs off toward the lecture halls.

Craig watches him go, then wanders off toward the residence
halls in the other direction, shaking his head.

INT. ENGLISH CLASS -- MORNING

PROFESSOR HUIT stands at the front of the room, holding a
paperback copy of THE HOUSE OF MIRTH.

o HUIT
This is a story of naivete and
innocence. Lily Bart needs money,
but she knows nothing about earning
it. She goes to Gus Trenor and asks
him to handle her stocks, but she
doesn't realize that she needs to
give him something to invest. He
Invests a thousand dollars of his
own and, a few weeks later, gives
her a check for four thousand. And
she doesn't question this. And she
doesn't realize what he wants in
return.

(beat) .

What does he want in return?

Jeff's eyes wander. He sees a girl across the room, sitting
in the second row. HOPE FURLONG.

HUIT (CONT'D)
Sex!

His attention snaps back to the professor.

HUIT (CONT'D)
Yes! When you don't have money and
you don't have an education, what is
there to turn to? The world's oldest
Erofes_smn... And Lily Bart doesn't
now it yet, but she's dangerously
close to becoming a whore.

A few STUDENTS giggle immaturely.
Books start closing as the class gets ready to leave.
_ _ HUITéCONT‘D)
All right, for Friday read through'|

think the next four chapters. Check
your syllabi to be sure.

Students file out. Jeff keeps his eyes on Hope as she
approaches the door. He turns to her, she notices him.

HOPE
Oh, sorry...

She steps back and holds the door open.

He stares at her for a second, holding his breath, then coughs
and leaves.
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JEFF
(mumble)
Thanks.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Kyle is standing against the outer wall of the Student Center -
the building with the cafeteria. His legs are crossed, his
arms folded across his chest. He's watching Craig, who's

off toward the center of the quad.

Craig is smiling at the students walking by.

One of them meets his eyes and gives a slight nod.

Craig follows him into the Student Center.

Kyle sighs. Leans his head back against the wall. Unbuttons
his shirt and walks off toward the lecture halls.

EXT. LIBRARY -- DAY

Jeff is driving slowly down one of the man¥ campus sidewalks,
weaving right to left, left to right, right to left, an
back again.

There's lecture halls all around. And the library, with a
Iarg? flight of steps leading up to it and a row of benches
out front.

He stops by the first bench and puts his head in his hand.
Kyle approaches from around the side of the building, wiping
at his stomach with a handkerchief. He shoves the cloth in
his back pocket and glances up to see where he's going.

He sees Jeff and stops a few feet away.

After a second's pause, he takes the last few steps and sits
down on the bench next to him, smiling.

_ KYLE
Hi...

Jeff gives him a sidelong glance.

) JEFF
Hi...

KYLE
You look sad...

Jeff scoffs.

Kyle puts a hand on his shoulder. His expression suddenly
matures, his voice loses its childishness.

KYLE (CONT'D)
Hey... What's wrong?

Jeff looks up at him. Stares at him.

_ _ JEFF
I'm just... pissed at myself...



KYLE

Why?
JEFF
| don't know. Because I'm gutless.
KYLE
You're gutless?
JEFF
| wanted to do something and |
didn't...
KYLE
Why not?
JEFF
Because I'm stupid.
KYLE

| bet there's another reason...

Jeff looks into the young boy's face, trying to decide if
he's for real. Looks down. Looks back up. Furrows his
eyebrows and searches Kyle's eyes.

_ JEFF _
Up until a few weeks ago... | lived
with my parents. | lived this
completely sheltered... | mean, they
didn't even ever leave me home alone.
Eighteen years old and they're leaving
me with a babysitter. And now |
live by myself, and | take care of
myself, and it's just... very
different.

~ KYLE
But a good different...

JEFF
Yeah! Oh, yeah! Way better than
life in the big house with the nannies
and the nurses. | just figured that
independence would bring with it...
Well | figured I'd have... I'm just
not completely sure who | am. |
don't have a voice or a life or a

personality.
~ KYLE _
You have a voice... You're talking
to me...
JEFF '
But | don't know what defines mel

When people see me, they see my chair,
they see a person who can't walk,
and that's who | am to them. But
it's not who | am to myself.

(beat)
My parents never let me have enough
room to really find out who | am,

(MORE)



JEFF (CONT'D)
what | am, what | want to strive to
be. And it bothers me. It pisses
me off. And, damn it, it scares me
too.

Kyle nods.

KYLE
Yeah... The guy | stay with... he's
way overprotective. He watches me
like a hawk, he hounds me about what
to do and what not to do, he _
constantly worries about me getting
into trouble. And I didn't sign on
for that. He's not my father, I'm
only with him because he knows places
to get food and places to sleep. He
has no real say in what | do, but he
thinks he does because he's made it
his mission to protect me.

JEFF

Talk to him. Tell him how you feel.
Tell him he's being nuts and you
need to be more on your own. | did,
eventually. | had to, to come here.
My parents fought me tooth and nail,
and they still don't like it now
that I'm gone. They're probably
sitting in their offices right now
wondering if I'm trapped in bed or
caught in an elevator or dying on
the side of the road. But [ don't
have to deal with it because I'm
gone, I'm away from them, they're
out of my day to day life.

~(beat) |
I |ust wish that didn't mean being
alone...

Kyle leans forward, his hand moving down Jeff's arm slowly
UPF][ it finds his palm, and Kyle holds Jeff's hand in both
of his.

KYLE
You don't have to be completely alone.
We could find ourselves together...

Kyle is staring into his eyes.
Jeff glances down at the boy's exposed chest.

Kyle looks past him, sees Craig rounding the corner, pulls
his hands away.

KYLE (CONT'D)
| hate to sound like a beggar, but
do you have a dollar or two so | can
get something to drink?

Jeff's eyes jerk back up to the boy's face.
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JEFF
Uh, sure...

He opens his pouch and pulls out his wallet.

“JEFF (CONT'D)
Here, all | have is twenties.

Kyle's eyes go wide.

Jeff hands him a bill, puts the wallet back, pulls away from
the bench.

' . JEFF (CONT'D)
Nice talking to you...

KYLE
Yeah... I'll... be around...

Craig comes up from the other side as Jeff moves out of sight.

_ CRAIG
What's going on?

KYLE
That guy just dropped me a twenty...

CRAIG _
Well no wonder, with your shirt
hanging open like that... Button up,
come on.

Kyle sighs and starts to button his shirt.

KYLE

It's hot out.

. CRAIG .

You'll give people the wrong idea.
KYLE _

Not everybody's a pervert, Craig.

~ CRAIG
You'd be surprised.
(beat

And seriously, you shouldn't %yp the
disabled like'that. Probably thought
he gave you a quarter...
Kyle rolls his eyes and pockets the twenty as they walk away.
INT. JEFF'S DORM -- DAY
The room is empty.
The phone starts ringing.

A buzz, the door pops open, Jeff comes in. He goes for the
phone In a hurry, setting his door remote on his lap.

The answering machine picks up.
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JEFF (V.0.)
~(from phone)
This is Jeff Carson, I... can't come
to the phone right now, um... Leave
our name and number, and I'll get
ack to you. Bye.

He slams hard into the desk and cringes as he reaches for
the receiver.

ello? JEFF (CONT'D)
ello

INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- INTERCUT

Andrea is on a pay phone. Lockers stretch down the hall

beside her.
ANDREA
Hey there!
He glances at the clock on the computer - 12:26.
_ JEFF
Hey... Cutting another study hall?
ANDREA
(laughs)
Math class, actually. Calculus. It
sucks.
JEFF
And yet to graduate you have to go...
ANDREA
Please, | can get that from Mom and
Dad.
JEFF
Ouch...
ANDREA

I'm a junior. Trust me, it's all a
cakewalk from here.

_ JEFF
Right.

(beat?1
How are the folks?

ANDREA
Insane as ever. Only now you're not
around to distract them. | can't
even sneak out half the time, they
ractically have my room on a fucking

aser alarm.
_ JEFF
(smiles)
Sucks to be you.
ANDREA

Yeah, no kidding. How's things on
your end?



- JEFF _

| swear to Christ she does Bible
study till two a.m. And she won't
sleep out here, cause 'in case |
need anything’, so | have to lay
there and listen to her mumble to
herself and wait for her to decide
to turn off the light.

_ ANDREA
Fire... her...

JEFF
| should, but really she's not as
bad as Mom and Dad. And who knows
what they'd send in her place...

ANDREA
| guess... Meet any girls yet?

JEFF
| just had the weirdest run-in with
this kid...

ANDREA
Excuse me?

JEFF
Yeah... He couldn't have been more
than thirteen. He sits down and
starts talking to me, and suddenly
we're pouring our hearts out...

ANDREA
About what?

o JEFF
Nothlng important...
(beat)
It was just... weird.

- ANDREA
You're not turning gay on me, are
you?

JEFF
Shut up.
. . ANDREA
I'm just saying...
_ JEFF
He's thirteen!
ANDREA

aughs)
Some people like that...

~ JEFF
(rolls his eyes)
You're sick...
(beat)

Buthe did have a nice rack...

29.
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What? ANDREA
at”

Jeff laughs. A school bell rings.

_ ANDREA (CONT'D)
Shit, | gotta go.

_ JEFF

You're going to your next class,
right?

ANDREA
Sure.

JEFF
You better...

ANDREA
Bye, Dad...

She hangs up.
Jeff sighs and pushes the phone onto the receiver.

He sits still a few seconds, then shakes his head and goes
over to close the door.

He sets his remote on the table by the door and goes back to
the sitting room, heading toward his books.

A small ﬁaperback catches his eye, sitting face up on the
couch. He goes closer to see the title.

TAKING THE PROMISES OF GOD IN BATTLE

He shakes his head and moves to his table, opening his copy
of THE HOUSE OF MIRTH.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS

Outside the window, people are still going about their
business. We move down to the sidewalk and turn toward Jeff's
residence hall as the light fades to

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- EVENING

and Jeff and Joanne come out the door, crossing the quad to
the cafeteria.

In the background, a guy stops a girl.

TIME GUY
Do you know what time it is?

~ TIME GIRL
(checking her watch)
Quarter to seven...

TIME GUY
Thanks.



INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- EVENING

Jeff and Joanne are in an aisle, glancing around. Jeff
flnaI(I%/ moves across the cafeteria to an empty table. Joanne
sits down and sets a plate in front of him.

JOANNE
If you don't mind, | like to step
out to church tonight.

JEFF
Oh... Okay...
JOANNE
You usually don't need me until bed.
JEFF
Yeah...

Jeff stares off into space as that sinks in.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Yeah...

He starts to eat.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- EVENING

Jeff and Joanne cross back toward the residence hall. Joanne
breaks away and heads for a parking lot instead.

Jeff stops outside the residence hall and looks around,
breathing the night air. He moves away from the residence
hall at a leisurely pace and off toward the lecture halls.

EXT. LIBRARY -- EVENING
Jeff absently drives along the sidewalk.

He stops next to the benches and closes his eyes for a few
seconds.

He opens them as Craig comes around the side of the building,
JOHN #12 walking quickly to keep up.

John #12 sees him and suddenly falls back, looking a little
embarrassed, then speeds up again as Craig disappears into
the shadows of a nearby lecture hall.

Jeff stares after them for a few seconds, then his head slowly
turns toward the bench Kyle had sat on earlier. He stares

at the bench and then stops looking at it but doesn't look
away. He loses himself in thought.

And then the two jocks from the cafeteria, Kilbourne and
Morten, come around the side of the library. Jeff looks u

at them but they don't see him. They move directly into the
shadows of the lecture hall.

They're carrying baseball bats.
Jeff watches them disaﬁpear, suspicion drawing his face tight

around his skull. And then he finds himself slowly moving
forward, toward the building and the shadows.
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CRACK!

He flinches at the sound of a bat against bone and a howl of
pain. And then scuttling feet, and then something slammed
against brick.

KILBOURNE (O.S.)
Where do you think you're going,

faggot?

JOHN #12 (0.S.)
I'm not the--

KILBOURNE (O.S.)
Shut up!

And then punching and kicking and coughing and moaning.

Jeff suddenly slams his joystick forward, rushing into the
shadows.

EXT. LECTURE HALL -- CONTINUOUS
He rounds the corner and stops, wide-eyed.
The jocks look up at him, their eyes full of rage.
Craig is on the ground next to Morten, clutching his stomach.
Kilbourne is standing by the far wall next to John #12, who
is doubled over, leaning against the wall, his pants around
his ankles.
Jeff loses the sudden resolve he'd had a moment before.
_ JEFF
(quiet, weak)
Is there a... problem... here?

Morten laughs. Kilbourne grins.

Jeff stares at them.

~ KILBOURNE
Nah, we're all right. See ya later.
JEFF
Good...
(beat)
Bye...

They stare at each other expectantly.
Morten stops laughing.

KILBOURNE
What are you doing, kid?

JEFF
What are you doing?

. ~ KILBOURNE
This has nothing to do with you...



33.

~ JEFF
No? What's it got to do with?

_ KILBOURNE
(sighs)
Just leave, all right? Before--

EFF
This chair weighs four hundred pounds.

What? KILBOURNE
at”

Jeff starts moving forward very slowly, his confidence and
adrenaline levels growing. Morten backs away.

_ ~ JEFF
This chair weighs four hundred
ounds... It moves at a top speed of
ifteen miles an hour... Can you
stop four hundred pounds of metal?
Can you run fifteen miles an hour?
The way | see it, you have two
choices. They get the point. You're
bigger than them. So you can turn
and leave and forget the whole thing,
or you can stand there and hang on
to the idea that I'm just a pussy-
ass cripple and find out exactly how
fast fifteen miles an hour is.
Exactly what four hundred pounds
feels like. Because you're not just
dealing with me here. You're dealing
with this miracle of modern machinery,
too.

He pulls up on Craig's left and stops, glancing back and
forth between the jocks.

They stare back at him.

Craig, trying to get to his feet, glances up at Jeff's chair
and sees the wooden rod harnessed to the side.

He glances up at Jeff, who's still staring at the jocks with
shaky confidence, leans on the chair and pulls himself up.

Hidden behind his body, he puts a hand on the rod.

~ KILBOURNE
We're not going to fight you...

JEFF
Then leave.

Kilbourne stares. Shakes his head.
KILBOURNE

laughs)
God damn retard... Come on, let's
get outta here...

The jocks leave around the far side of the building.



Jeff lets out a huge breath and starts panting, shocked.

Craig goes over to John #12.

CRAIG
You okay?

JOHN #12
Get away from me!

He clutches his pants and flees.
Craig turns back to Jeff.
Jeff looks up at him, mouth hanging open.

_ JEFF
| just scared those guys off...

Craig glances toward where the jocks disappeared.

CRAIG
Sure... Something like that...

JEFF
I've never done anything like that
before in my life...

CRAIG
Well, nice job... Thanks.

Jeff stares off into space.
Craig watches him for a few seconds.

CRAIG (CONT'D)
Do you... need help getting somewhere?

JEFF
What? No...
CRAIG
Okay... I guess I'll see you around
then.
He starts to leave.
JEFF

What's your name?
He stops and looks back.

_ CRAIG
Craig... You?

JEFF
Jeff.

He nods, stares for a second, then turns to leave.

JEFF (CONT'D)
You're gay.

He stops.

34.
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What? CRAIG
at:

- JEFF
(clears his throat)
| mean... You're gay? That's why
they were beating you up?

CRAIG
I'm not gay...

Jeff looks confused.
CRAIG (CONT'D)

I suck guys off for money. I'm not

gay. I'm homeless.
He leaves. Jeff stares after him, wanting to ask more.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:
INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

Jeff's eyes p0|i) open with a sharp intake of breath. He
exhales and closes them again.

He's on his back, Joanne is washing his chest.
She dunks the cloth in a bin of water and starts on his legs.
He opens his eyes again and stares at the ceiling.

She dunks the cloth again, holds it over his waist and
squeezes. Water drops down onto him.

She brings the cloth down and starts cleaning his genitalia.
He continues to stare at the ceiling.

- JEFF
~ (under his head)
Miracle of modern machinery... How
lame...

JOANNE
What you say?

Jeff shakes his head.
INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- MORNING

Craig and KC?/Ie are walkirég briskly through the cafeteria and
toward the doors that lead to the quad. Craig's eye is
swollen, his face bruised, and he favors his right leg.

_ KYLE
It's not like you've never gotten
your ass kicked before...

CRAIG '
Don't start, Kyle. We're leaving.
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KYLE
Why?
_ CRAIG
Because it's not safe.
KYLE
Is any place?

They go outside, to
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS
and move toward the residence halls.

KYLE
Where are we gonna go?

CRAIG
We'll find someplace.

_ KYLE
It's nice here, Craig! There's food,
there's the theatre to sleep in,
there's plenty of customers...

Craig stops and whirls on him.

CRAIG
Don't you talk about customers!

~_KYLE .
Oh get over it, Craig! I'm thirteen
years old, you know? How old were
you when you hit the streets?

CRAIG
Mine is not the life to go after!

KYLE
Screw you! I'm not going after
anything, | just want to be alive!

CRAIG
Exactly! I'm not gonna keep you
here when there's people who'll come
after me!

KYLE
There's always people who'll come
after us, Craig! Everywhere! They're
called assholes, and the world's
full of them. At least here there's
other people, too, people who'll
make sure we don't have to eat out
of the garbage. Christ, I've been
out here long enough to take care of
myself.

CRAIG
You don't have to take care of
yourself. That's what I'm for.

Kyle sighs.
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o _KYLE
I like it here, | like the people,
| like the buildings, | like having
a roof to sleep under. I'm not
leaving just because you're scared.

Craig stares up at the sky.

_ ~ CRAIG
Fine. You're right.
(beat)
But you need to stay close by!

KYLE
Why? The assholes aren't after me...

Jeff passes by in the background, on his way to class.
INT. ETHICS CLASS -- DAY

Students are filing in, taking their seats, opening their
books. Jeff comes in and moves to his spot off to the side
of the room. And a few seconds later, LIoyd comes in,
dropping his books on his table and pulling off his coat.

LLOYD
So what do we think?
beat
What do we think? Truth or life?

He looks around. Silence.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Well?
(beat)
Anybody?

Jeff glances around, takes a deep breath.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Anybody at all...

STUDENT #2
I'd say no and nod my head toward
the building.

A chuckle rolls quietly across the room.

LLOYD
How very non-committal of you.

STUDENT #3
| would tell the truth.

Lloyd turns to Student #3 and points.

LLOYD
Why?
~ STUDENT #3
Because... Without truth what's left?
LLOYD

Life...
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STUDENT #3
Yeah, but... | don't know...

STUDENT #1
Without truth there's no
communication. Without communication
there's no point in life.

LLOYD
That's a bold statement... Back it
up...

Student #1 looks nervous. Lloyd looks expectant.

STUDENT #5
: think life is more important. I'd
ie.

LLOYD
You would...

STUDENT #5
Yeah, | mean obviously the ?uy's
onna die if | tell the truth. Il
eel worse about that than | would
about telling a lie.

_ LLOYD
You lie on a regular basis?
STUDENT #5
Not... No.
LLOYD _
But you don't feel bad about it...
STUDENT #5
| do, but...
STUDENT #2

People generally lie more often than
they cause someone's death.

LLOYD
Really... Why?

_ STUDENT #2
Because life is more important than
truth.

LLOYD

So what if this guY you help to get
away is a criminal who goes on to
slaughter seventeen people?

Lloyd looks around at the class.
LLOYD (CONT'D)
There is no easy answer here, people!
Ethics has no easy answers. Kant -
| assume you all did the reading?

Blank stares.



LLOYD (CONT'D)
Kant says that under no circumstance
should you lie. It's one of the
basic rules of life. You don't lie
and you don't kill. When the two
come into conflict, his theory hits
a snag. And he says truth is more
important. Why?

STUDENT #1
Because if you tell the truth, the
man could be gone out the back by
the time the killer goes in. If you
lie, and the guy went out the back
in anticipation of you telling the
truth, the killer would find him
down the street.

_ LLOYD
And is that your fault?

STUDENT #1
It's your fault for lying.

. LLOYD
But if the ?uy's still inside, it's
your fault for telling the truth...

~ STUDENT #1
But Kant says it's not, because
tell(ljng the truth is the right thing
to do.

_ LLOYD
So by telling the truth you do the
right thing, and therefore absolve
yourself of guilt?

Student #1 searches him for the answer.

STUDENT #3
Yes.
LLOYD
Yes?
STUDENT #3
| mean, that's what Kant said...
LLOYD
Okay. So what about you?
| STUDENT #3
Student #3 looks at his desk.
LLOYD

Was Kant right?

Blank stares.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
Was Kant right?
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Silence.

_ _ LLOYD (CONT'D)
This class is about what you--

JEFF
No.

LLOYD
No?

JEFF

(nervous)

No... Kant wasn't right...

LLOYD
Why not?

~ JEFF

Because... Life is more important
than truth...

LLOYD
But what would life without truth be
like?

_ JEFF
ulet

(q
What would it be like if truth was
unconditional?

Lloyd looks at him for a few seconds, smiles.

LLOYD
Exactly! Opposite ends of the
spectrum, both right and both wrong
but for different reasons and in
different ways. So what's the point?
To figure out if one or the other
can be declared universally right.
Probably not, but we can try...

Jeff smiles and stares at the floor.
INT. ETHICS HALL -- DAY

A pastel hall with doors Iining the sides. One door opens,
and the ETHICS STUDENTS start pouring out. The flow stops
to let Jeff through, Student #3 holding the door.

LLOYD
Jeffl

E_e stops, halfway through the arch, and tries to look behind
im.

~ LLOYD (CONT'D)
Stop by my office when you get a
chance...

JEFF
(clears his throat)
Okay...



41.
He leaves and heads down the hall.
INT. ETHICS OFFICES -- DAY
An elevator opens on a second floor, according to the number
istel:()jogvg it. Jeff comes out, sliding his wooden stick onto its

He turns right, goes a few feet, glances at some doors, turns
around and goes the other way. Rounds a corner.

Kyle is leaning against the wall a ways away(],_ shirt open,
hands in his pockets. When Jeff sees him, his eyebrows raise.

_ JEFF
Hi...
Kyle glances at him, recognizes him, acts a little surprised.
_ KYLE
Hi...
JEFF

[, um... You didn't tell me your
name yesterday...

KYLE
Neither did you.

JEFF
Jeff...

KYLE
Kyle...

JEFF
What are you... doing here?

o KYLE

Nothing, just waiting for someone.

JEFF
Me too...

Kyle nods.

Jeff looks up at the door Kyle's next to. This is Lloyd's
office, unless there's another DR. RAGGON.

' . KYLE

Did you think you were giving me a

quarter?
JEFF

What?
KYLE

Sodas don't cost that much...
JEFF

(laughs)

No they don't... You can get a
bunch...
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_KYLE _
What are you, like rich or something?

JEFF
| do okay. Don't need to worry about
a twenty here and there.

. KYLE
Wish | could say that...
JEFF o
Yeah? What would you do with it?
KYLE

| don't know...
Kyle leans his head back against the wall, thinking.
Jeff watches him, stares at him, almost studies him.

His eyes seem to get further and further away, almost glaze
over, and then slowly fill with water.

He suddenly breathes in deep and blinks away some tears.

KYLE (CONT'D)
!tdon't know. Money sucks, who needs
it...

Jeff furrows his eyebrows and opens his mouth as if to speak.

LLOYD
(friendly)
Hey!

Kyle glances over then looks away.
Jeff turns to face Lloyd.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
Didn't mean you had to come down
right away...

~ JEFF
~ (clears his throat)
This is my last class.

Lloyd leans up against the wall and nods.

LLOYD
So... What can | do to accommodate
you?

JEFF
What?

LLOYD

You're always stuck over in the
corner... Is there anything you need
or anything | can do to make class
more accessible for you?
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JEFF
(a little annoyed)
I'm all right...

LLOYD
Okay. Well if there's anything |
can do, let me know.

JEFF
Sure.

Lloyd smiles and goes to unlock his office.

Jeff shakes his head and goes back around the corner, toward
the elevator.

~LLOYD
(opening his door)
You know him?

Kyle looks at the corner, then at Lloyd, his eyes dry.

KYLE
Not really. He's in your class?

LLOYD
One of them, yeah.

KYLE
He seems cool.

LLOYD
Yeah, he does. Gotta admire that
kind of courage.

Lloyd goes into his office.

Kyle looks back at the corner, a little confused, then follows
him in and closes the door.

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- DAY

Craig appears from around a corner and walks into the
cafeteria. Goes to a soda machine and slides in a dollar.
It slides back out. He smooths it and tries again.

The jocks come in from the quad. Kilbourne stops, staring
at him from across the room.

_ KILBOURNE
Look at him... Faggot's too dumb to
even know he's not welcome.

_ MORTEN
He ain't gonna be blowing nobody no
time soon, | fucked his face up good.

KILBOURNE
That's not the %oint, pollock. He's
got no rightto be on our campus.
lace'll be swarming with whores in
no time.
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MORTEN
Faggot whores...

_ KILBOURNE
Faggot prick whores...

MORTEN
So what do we do to stop it?

Kilbourne stops and thinks.

KILBOURNE
Come on...

He heads back out the way he came. Morten follows him out.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS

They cut quickly across the quad and past Jeff's building,
disappearing into the cluster of residence halls.

Jeff comes from the direction of the lecture halls and goes
into his building, the automatic doors letting him in.

INT. JEFF'S HALL -- DAY

He gets off the elevator and fishes his remote from his pouch.
His suite's at the end of the hall.

When he hits the button and bumps his door open, he's
surprised to see Joanne on the phone.

JOANNE
upset

( )
...but the Lord bless me with this
job and I don't think the Devil like
it. | think He coming after me, and
I must do what | can to stop Him.

Jeff raises his eyebrows and goes in slowly.
INT. JEFF'S DORM -- CONTINUOUS
She looks over at him.

_ JOANNE
Yes, this | know. ... Yes. ... All
right now, | have to go, Jason just
arrive from class. ... All right, |
see you later bye bye.
(hangs up)
My car stop!

Jeff just looks at her.

~ JOANNE (CONT'D)
| go to leave this morning, and |
get to... _ _
(searching, points) _
...the street down there, and it
just stop! | call the garage, and
they coming to get it.

Jeff nods.
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JOANNE (CONT'D)
You have more class today?

JEFF
No, I'm done.

They look at each other uncomfortably for a few seconds.
She gets back on the phone and dials.

He sighs and goes back out the door, turning in the hall to
pull it closed using a cord attached to the knob.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Craig walks slowly out of the student center, a bottle of
soda in one hand. He strolls over to the bench at the center
of the quad and sits down. Takes a sip. Sighs.

People are passing by in front of him, behind him, on either
side of him.

He watches them, his face melting into an expression of inner
pain, of emotional stress.

rI-]|_e looks up at the sky, then down at the sidewalk beneath
im.

He closes his eyes.

He retreats into darkness.

EXT. STREET -- NIGHT

And the darkness is broken by a circle of yellow light.

And it's raining.

And a young boy sits naked against a street lamp, his knees
pulled up to his chest, his arms wrapped around his legs.
His head is down. The rain beats on his bare flesh.

A car pulls up, a stranger gets out. We'll call him John.
Pe goes to the boy, kneels beside him, lifts his chin with a
inger.

He brushes a tear away with the back of his hand. Softly,
gently.

He caresses the boy's cheek.

JOHN
Need a ride?

The boy stares at him.

He puts an arm around the boy's shoulder and leads him gently
to the car.

They drive off.
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INT. JOHN'S CAR -- NIGHT

The boy sits with his hands in his lap, staring downward.
John drives, glancing over at him every few seconds.

JOHN
What's your name?
_ YOUNG CRAIG
~ (quiet)
Craig.
JOHN

You wanna tell me what happened?

Craig looks out the passenger window, staring blankly at the
mirror.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Okay, you don't have to. Just not
every day you see a naked kid sitting
in the rain...

Craig breathes deeply and closes his eyes, causing some tears
to overflow.

John keeps glancing at him, particularly at his hands resting
in his lap.

_ JOHN (CONT'D)
Going anywhere in particular?

Craig lets out a laugh/sob and shakes his head.

YOUNG CRAIG
Just drop me here...
JOHN
Now that I'm not gonna do. What

would it look like if someone saw me
kick a naked kid outta my car?

Craig looks down at his bare legs. Grimaces. Leans back
against the seat.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

He's leaning back on the bench, eyes still closed. He opens
them, straightens his neck.

Jeff is a few feet away, staring at him.
CRAIG

(coldlz)
I'm not working today...

JEFF
What?

CRAIG
I'm not working today, find me in a
week.

He gets up and starts to walk away.
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JEFF
Hey!

Craig stops and turns to him angrily. A couple passersby
glance at them.

_ JEFF (CONT'D)
| just wanted to see if you're all
right.

_ CRAIG
Right. Well, I'm fine. And I'll be
better in a week, so feel free to
find me then.

JEFF
What, you're face is too swollen to
chat?

CRAIG
(chuckles)
Chat?

JEFF )
Talk. Converse. Articulate ide--

CRAIG
Who says chat?

JEFF
| just did...

CRAIG
Well way to go.

He starts to walk away again.

JEFF
What the hell do you have?

What? CRAIG
at:

JEFF _
You must have some sort of brain
disease to be that stupid...

_ _ CRAIG
Did you just call me a retard?
JEFF
What if | did?
Craig shifts his weight, staring at Jeff curiously.
CRAIG
What are you after from me?
_ JEFF
Not a thing.
CRAIG

Bullshit.
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JEFF
| saved your ass last night...
CRAIG
That doesn't make it yours.

_ ~ JEFF _
Why is everything about sex with
you?

CRAIG

Because sex is who | am!

People watch them strangely, but continue to pass by. Craig
laughs.

_ CRAIG (CONT'D)
(quieter)
Because sex Is who | am...
He walks away. Jeff stares after him.
INT. DORM HALL -- DAY
Kilbourne pounds on a door in a hall much cheaper looking
than the one outside Jeff's suite. Morten stands beside
him. The door opens on a scrawny guy named JIZZ and a twenty
by twenty foot room.
Jzz
What the hell you want, Kilbourne?

Kilbourne grabs him by his shirt collar and pulls him into
the hall.

_ KILBOURNE

Shut up, Jizz, Two things. One,

there's a fag in the cafeteria we

need you to tail. Two, the number

of your cousin the poultry poker.
He shoves Jizz down the hall.
INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- DAY
Craig enters from the quad and makes it about halfway across
the room before stopping, smacking his soda against the wall,
slouching against the plaster and sighing.
He clenches his eyes shut and shakes his head.

He touches his swollen eye lightly, the skin around it flushed
with anger.

He looks at the wall.

He sees the rain hitting the car window.

INT. JOHN'S CAR -- NIGHT

John shifts to park and leans back. An apartment building

towers in front of them. Craig is staring out the side
window.



JOHN
So this is where | live...

Craig turns his head to look at the building.

) JOHN (CONT'D)
I'm assuming you can't go home...

Craig nods slowly. John nods, too.

~ JOHN (CONT'D)
Okay, here itis. You're what?
Thirteen?

CRAIG
Twelve.

JOHN
Okay. My Todd's thirteen, but you're
about his size. | can give you some
of his clothes so you don't gotta
run around naked.

Craig looks up at him.

o JOHN (CONT'D)
Problem is, if you're gonna survive,
you're gonna need money. That means
you need to make money. Kid like
you shouldn't have much trouble, if
you're willing.

A little confusion, a little apprehension.
John stares at him.

JOHN (CONT'D)
You ever sucked cock before?

His eyes go wide.
JOHN (CONT'D)

If you're good at it, you can get
fif%g/ buck% a shot, e)r:lsy. J

His surprise turns to fear, then to disgust as John reaches

down and unsnaps his fly.

JOHN (CONT'D)
I'll show you...

He sits frozen, staring at the stranger's lap.
John gently puts a hand on the back of his neck.
~ JOHN (CONT'D)
Just open wide and watch your teeth.
Pretend you're eating a popsicle.

Shock and fear paint his face as John guides his head
downward.
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EXT. PARKING LOT -- NIGHT
Outside an apartment building, the car sits, parked. We see
it from above, one among many, and slowly close in, moving
around to look in the windshield.

John is leaning back, his eyes closed, his mouth open, his
arms at his sides, his breathing very slow.

Craig cannot be seen.
INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- DAY

Craig clenches his fist next to his bruised face, takes a
deep breath, and sits down on the floor.

Kilbourne, Morten, and Jizz are just outside the door.
~_ KILBOURNE
~ (pointing)
Find out where he sleeps.
He slaps Jizz's shoulder and walks away. Morten follows.

In the background, Jeff has parked himself next to the bench
in the center of the quad.

EXT. LIBRARY -- DAY

Kyle comes out from the depths of the lecture halls, walking
leisurely. We follow him past the benches. The sidewalk
goes on, with only a few people passing by him, and then
opens out to

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS

He rounds a building, the student center, and heads for the
entrance. Jeff spots him and hurries over.

(calling) JEFF
calling

Kylel!

Kyle stops and looks at him, smiles a little.

KYLE
Yeah...

Jeff stops in front of him.

Jizz is still by the door, looking in, not paying attention

to them.
) JEFF
Hi.
_ _ KYLE
Hi... Again...
s subin
aughs stupidly
Yeah.

Kyle waits for him to say something.
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Jeff does the same.

KYLE
So... what's up?

_ JEFF
Nothing... You?

KYLE
Not much since half an hour ago...

s s
aughs stupi
Yeah... g picly

They stare at each other some more.

Kyle pulls the flaps of his shirt back with his arms and
slides his hands into his pockets.

_ KYLE _
So... Did you want... something?

JEFF
(laughs stupidly)
No, | guess not.

KYLE
(frowns)
Okay. | guess I'll talk to you later
then.

JEFF
Sure.

Kyle nods and turns toward the student center.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Do you want something to eat?

KYLE
(no need to think)
Sure.
Kyle smiles at him. Jeff smiles back.
They pass Jizz and go inside.
INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- CONTINUOUS
KYLE
(sigh)
There's Craig...
Jeff looks up.
Craig spots them, gets up off the floor and comes over.

Craig looks at Kyle's exposed chest the way only a parent
can.

KP]/_Iet looks down, rolls his eyes, and starts buttoning his
shirt.



KYLE (CONT'D)
__(to Jeff) .
This is the guy | stay with...

CRAIG
We've met.

Kyle raises his eyebrows.

CRAIG (CONT'D)
No, not like that.

Kyle smiles a little, then catches himself.

JEFF
We're about to grab lunch... You
hungry?
Kyle sinks.
CRAIG

| never turn down a meal.

They move over to the cafeteria line.

Jizz comes inside and moves to a better viewing position.

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- MOMENTS LATER

The three of them pull up to a table. Kyle and Craig dig
in. Jeff watches them curiously.

~ JEFF
So you two live together...

Kyle nods.

JEFF (CONT'D)
How'd that happen?

KYLE
We met at a train station.

JEFF
How long ago was that?

KYLE
About a year...

Jeff nods. He stares at his pasta salad, pushes a noodle
around silently. He takes in a breath.

EFF
Oh, hey, how do you know Professor
Raggon?
KYLE
Who?
JEFF

Professor Ra... You were outside his
office earlier...
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Craig looks up.

KYLE
Oh, Lloyd! He's a friend. We hang
out and talk sometimes.

Jeff nods again. Craig looks suspicious.

JEFF
So how'd you guys end up here?

CRAIG
Why do you care?

Jeff looks up at him absently.

Craig...

Craig!

_ CRAIG (CONT'D)
No, seriously, why do you care?
What's suddenly made you start
stalking us? How did we become your
pet project?

_ ~ KYLE
Craig, he's just being--

- CRAIG
No! Nobody's just friendly for no
reason. What do you want from us?
If you're looking for service it's
twenty bucks a pop, and you don't
need to pay for a meal.

KYLE JEFF
| like Kyle!
CRAIG
Kyle's not for sale!
KYLE JEFF
What the fuck?

_ _ JEFF (CONT'D?
| like him! For some reason I'm
comfortable talking to him, and |
don't get that with a lot of people!
You're uptight, | can see that--

_ CRAIG
Uptight?

JEFF _
--but not everybody in the world is
out for sex. I'm not out for sex.
Just because you don't have a house _
doesn't mean you can't have a friend

Kyle and Craig stare at him.

He pulls away from the table and moves toward the exit.

Kyle jumps up.

_ CRAIG
Let him go...
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KYLE
Fuck off.

He runs to catch up.

KYLE (CONT'D)
Jeffl

Jeff stops. Kyle goes around in front of him.

KYLE (CONT'D)
I'm sorry...

. JEFF
He has a right to have issues.

Kyle shifts uncomfortably.

_ _ JEFF (CONT'D)
Listen, if you wanna come by my dorm

sometime...
KYLE
Sure!
JEFF
Great.
(pointing)

It's the building right across the
uaﬂ. II'm in room three-ten, end of
the hall.

KYLE
Okay...

JEFF
I'm there most of the time. Except
when I'm at class.

_ KYLE
Will you be there tonight?
JEFF
Probably...
KYLE
Cool. I'll stop by later then.
, JEFF
(smiles)
Cool.

Jeff slowly turns and leaves.

Kyle watches him, smiling. Then turns and walks down the
hall and around the corner.

Jizz is Ieanin_P back against the wall. He watches Kyle walk
by. Kyle smiles at him, he smiles back.

Then when Kyle is gone, he returns his attention to Craig,
who's sitting with his hands on his forehead, his head bowed,
his plate pushed across the table.



Craig's body emotes frustration.
A car flies across the surface of the table.
EXT. CITY STREET -- NIGHT

Young Craig is leaning against the wall of a building, next
to an alley, circles of ||%ht illuminating the sidewalk.

He's dressed in jean shorts and a tanktop that are way too
small and a dirty, ragged jean jacket with cut off sleeves.

His head is back, his eyes are closed.

Cars fly by on the street.

He opens his eyes and looks up just as a man walks by.

The man's eyes glance up and down Craig's body quickly, then
g?]%%rdfor a few seconds before returning to the sidewalk

Craig stares at him as he walks away. He grits his teeth,
punches the wall with the back of his fist, and jogs to catch

up.

_ YOUNG CRAIG
Hey, mister!

The man - JOHN #2 - turns and watches Craig jog.

' YOUNG CRAIG (CONT'D)
You looking for some fun?

JOHN #2

What kind of fun?

. YOUNG CRAIG

Any kind you want...
JOHN #2

How much?
YOUNG CRAIG

_ (deep breath)
Fifty...
John #2 looks him up and down again and smiles.

JOHN #2

| think | can swing that...

Craig nods slowly, turns, and walks back to the nearby alley.
John #2 follows.

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- DAY
He continues to stare down at the table. Sniffs shortly.

ﬁ;el'lts up slowly and walks toward the corner at the end of the
all.

Jizz follows at a distance.
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INT. STUDENT CENTER -- EVENING

Around the corner is a hall. Offices. An information desk.
And another hall that branches off, with a sign on the wall
'SI'rII-|OI¥VAI\r']IgRaE”OWS pointing to RESTROOMS, ELEVATORS, and the

Craig and Kyle are standing by this sign.

Jizz is further down the student center hall, watching from
next to an office.

CRAIG
| don't want you to go.

KYLE
Too bad.

CRAIG ,
Why do gou want to hang out with
this guy”

KYLE
Why not?

CRAIG

Because! He's...
Kyle stares at him.

_ CRAIG (CONT'D)
You [!]ust shouldn't trust people so
much.

Kyle rolls his eyes.
. CRAIG gCONT'D)
You're sick of hearing it, | know!
I'm sick of saying it!

KYLE
Then don't!

. CRAIG
I'm trying to protect you!

Kyle nods sarcastically.

_ CRAIG (CONT'D)
| just want what's best for you...

KYLE
| know you do...

CRAIG
Don't do that!

KYLE
What?

CRAIG

Don't act like this isn't a big deal!
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KYLE
It's not!
_ ~ CRAIG
Itis! Damn it, you can't be so
naive!

Oh shut up! SeriggsLIE It's old.
Kyle walks out toward the cafeteria.
Craig growls and slaps the wall.
EXT. ALLEYWAY -- NIGHT

JOHN #3 growls and slaps the wall behind him, his eyes
clenched tight.

He opens them and breathes heavily through his mouth, staring
off into space.

Young Craig stands up in front of him. He's approaching his
upper teens, somewhere between fourteen and fifteen.

The man zips and buttons the fly of a pair of clean-pressed
?‘I_acks. He wears a power suit and picks up a briefcase beside
im.

Reaching into his pocket, he pulls out a gold money clip and
pulls out a trio of bills.

JOHN #3
Come back to my hotel with me.

YOUNG CRAIG
No thanks.

JOHN #3
I'll show you how to make a buttload
more cash.

YOUNG CRAIG
Sorry. That's not for sale.

~ JOHN #3
~ (laughing)
Right... The moral whore.

John #3 walks away.

JOHN #3 (CONT'D)
I_réat mouth won't keep you fed forever,
id...

INT. STUDENT CENTER -- EVENING

_ JOHN #3 (V.0.)
You're getting older. You're gonna
have to learn to open yourselt up to
new experiences...

His face a torrent of anger, Craig turns and walks slowly
down the hall toward the theatre.



Jizz continues to follow at a distance.
INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING

Jeff sits at his table, an unread book open before him, his
hands fidgeting nervously, his eyes jerking repeatedly toward
Joanne on the phone.

JOANNE
This | know. This | know. But the
Lord He take care of us and we must
listen to Him. ... Yes. He take of
care of me, He come to me, | have a
wonderful Iprophec last night. ...
No | don't like to talk about it
here, | am at my job. ... You are
there now? ... All'right | be there
in a little bit. ... Yes they fix it
right up. ... All right now bye bye.

She hangs up the phone. There's a knock at the door.
Jeff looks over at it. Joanne looks at him dumbly.

The knocking repeats.

He starts toward it slowly, and she goes to open it.

Kyle is there, shirt open, hands in his pockets. He looks
at Joanne, then over at Jeff.

~ JEFF
~ (clears his throat)
Hi... Come in...

He walks past Joanne, staring at her.
She stares back with an odd gaze.

JOANNE
You are all set?

JEFF
Yeah...

JOANNE
Okay then, | step out to church.

Jeff nods.

She goes and gets her purse from by the couch and heads out
the door, giving Kyle and Jeff a final look.

The door closes.
Jeff exhales loudly. Kyle smirks.

KYLE
Is that your mom?

JEFF
What? No! God no... She's, uh...
She gets me in bed and stuff.
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Kyle nods.

_ ~JEFF (CONT'D)
She's... interesting...

Kyle smirks.

JEFF (CONT'D)
She goes to church a lot ...

Kyle stands there, staring at him.
He clears his throat again.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Listen, | think | should make it
clear...

The phone rings. Jeff glances at it, back at Kyle, and goes
to grab it before the machine.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Hello...

INT. ANDREA'S BEDROOM -- INTERCUT

Andrea is on her back, on her bed, emoting intense
frustration.

ANDREA
Mom and Dad think I'm dating Ben...

JEFF
What?

Kyle looks curious.

. JEFF (CONT'D)
It's my sister...

ANDREA
They think I'm dating him! Can you
believe that? Who's with you, the

Priestess?
Kyle wanders over to the computer. Jeff watches him
distractedly.
JEFF .
Yeah. Aren'tyou? Dating him?
ANDREA
Yeah, but they don't know that!
JEFF
Apparently they do...

Kyle moves the mouse down to the start menu, up to the recent
documents list. Jeff looks a little apprehensive.

ANDREA
But they have no right to!
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 JEFF
They're paranoid.

Kyle clicks on a file in the list, a file labelled BABBLE.DOC.

The word processor opens and displays what looks to be lines
of disjointed poetry.

Jeff clears his throat. Kyle glances at him, then looks
back at the screen.

JEFF (CONT'D)
What are you gonna do?

ANDREA
They don't want me to see him
anymore... They won't even let him
come over!

. . JEFF
Big surprise...

Jeff is staring at Kyle's face intently. Kyle continues
reading the screen.

ANDREA
What can | do? | guess I'll have to
meet him at his place, right?

JEFF
Yeah.

Kyle glances at him and smiles, turns back to the screen.

ANDREA
Unless you have a better idea...
Jeff?
JEFF
Yeah, what? Sorry...
ANDREA
Do you have a better idea?
JEFF
Than...
ANDREA

I'll have to just not see Ben here...
I'll have to go to his place or

something...
_ JEFF
Yeah. Listen, | gotta go, I'm
sorry...
ANDREA
Why?
JEFF

There's just... I'm in the middle of
something...



_ ANDREA
In the middle of what?

o JEFF
Nothing important...

~ ANDREA _
But you're blowing me off in my time
of need?

- JEFF _
I'm sure you'll figure something
out. I'll talk to you tomorrow,
okay?

ANDREA
Whatever...

She hangs up. He does too, and speaks as he is.

JEFF
Can you close that please?
KYLE
Why? It's good...
_ JEFF
| just... Just close it.
o KYLE
| like it. They're songs, right?
JEFF
What?
KYLE

Well there's no music, but they're
the words...

JEFF
Yeah. You could tell?
KYLE
Sure.
_ ~ JEFF
You didn't think they were poems?
KYLE
They'd be better with music.
JEFF
Yeah... Exactly...
bea?
You really like them?
KYLE
They're cool. Ever sing any?
JEFF
No. I mean, sure. To myself.
KYLE

Wanna sing me one?
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o JEFF

No finkin way.

KYLE
Why not?

JEFF
Cause... No way.

KYLE
Come on...

JEFF
Not gonna happen.

KYLE

All right. Well if you change your
mind I'm friends with a professor in
the music department...

JEFF
Friends?

KYLE
She likes when | hang out with her
son...

Kyle goes to sit on the couch. Jeff tries to hide his
discomfort.

He closes the file and turns to face Kyle.

JEFF
l... probabl?; don't know you nearly

well enough to ask this, but...
KYLE
Yes. | am a prostitute.
~ JEFF
Yeah. That I figured out.
_ KYLE
No. Craig doesn't know.
JEFF
| gathered that, too...
KYLE

Why the chair?
_ JEFF
What? Uh, it's called Spinal Muscular
Atrophy. Form of Muscular Dystrophy.
KYLE
ods

n
One o(f my friends' cousins has
Duchenne's. Your turn...

Jeff looks confused.

'KYLE (CONT'D)
...to ask a question. Your turn...
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JEFF
Oh... what happened to your parents?

KYLE _
My dad was shot about five years
ago, drug thing. My mom died of
AIDS two years ago March. What was
your sister talking about on the
phone?

Jeff blinks. Chuckles.

JEFF
Her boyfriend. My parents don't
want her to date until after high
school. She's been dating a guy for
a year. They just found out.

ébeao
How did you... How does one break
into... prostitution?

KYLE
It was foster care or nothing, so |
picked nothln% I've heard too many
stories about kids and their not-so-
caring temp folks. So | was on the
street about two weeks, maybe three,
and | met Rick.

He looks down at his feet.

. KYLE (CONT'D)
Rick was an older kid. Fourteen.
He showed me lots of things. He
showed me which restaurants give
kids food, which alleys were sate to
sleep in, and where to find guys who
like boys. And he taught me how to
make guys like me.

JEFF
How old were you?

KYLE
Are your parents nuts?

Jeff looks at him.

Kyle waits.

JEFF
They're... overprotective. They
think me and Andi need to be shielded
from the world so the world doesn't
hurt us. We're not crazy about being
coddled. How old were you?

KYLE
Eleven. Almost twelve. Now I'm
thirteen. What's your major?

JEFF
| don't exactly have one yet.
(MORE}/



_ ~ JEFF (CONT'D)
I'm try|r|1_? to figure out what | want
to do. How did you meet Craig?

KYLE
A few months ago, | was sitting in a
train station. And | was crying.
And he saw me and decided it was up
to him to take care of me. To protect
me. To keep me from having to have
sex for money. But | don't have to.
| want to. To take care of myself.
Why don't you want to sing?

JEFF
How do you even know | can?

KYLE
| saw the songs...

_ - JEFF
That's just... writing.

KYLE
Why don't you think you're good
enough?

_ JEFF
Isn't it my turn?

KYLE
You asked how | know.

~ JEFF
| couldn't sing in front of people.

KYLE
Are you scared?

JEFF
Why were you crying?

~ KYLE
You asked if it was your turn... Are
you scared?

JEFF
I'm... I think I... I'm here to find
out who | am.

_ KYLE

You're a singer.

JEFF
You don't know me!

KYLE

| can tell. The way you looked when
| was reading them... you were hoping
I'd like them because they matter to
you. You are what matters to you.

JEFF
Why were you crying?
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KYLE
It's not your turn yet.
_ JEFF
Itis. I'm sure of it.
KYLE
You should go see Professor Ly--
JEFF
Why were you crying?
KYLE
When?
_ ~JEFF
At the train station.
KYLE
| have to go.
Jeff glances around, confused.
JEFF
What? Why?
He's starting for the door.
KYLE
| have to meet a guy.
. JEFF
You're lying.
KYLE
I'm not.
JEFF
You are! Don't go.
KYLE
| have to.
JEFF

I'll leave it alone. Kyle. We can
talk about something else.

The door closes behind him.

Jeff stares at it. He shakes his head sadly.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- EVENING

Kyle walks slowly across the quad, hands in his pockets.

He kicks an empty soda bottle.

He stops at the bench and sits down, looking up at the moon.

The rhythmic breathing of a young boy can be heard in the
background.

RICK (V.0.)
Kyle... Are you... Is it... Okay?
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KYLE (V.O.)
(strained)
I'm okay...

The breathing fades away.
Kyle sighs and gets up and heads for the student center.
Music fades up in the background. SONG #2 - LOVE AND DEATH.
INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- CONTINUOUS
Kyle walks slowly through the cafeteria and around the corner.
INT. STUDENT CENTER -- CONTINUOUS

He moves down the hall, slowly buttoning his shirt. He turns
down the hall toward the theatre.

INT. THEATRE LOBBY -- CONTINUOUS
An open area, a ticket booth, double doors on either side.
Jizz leans casually against the far wall.
Kyle looks at him. Jizz smiles.
Kyle goes into the theatre.
Jizz walks away.
The music fades down.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. DORM HALL -- EVENING
Kilbourne, Morten, and Jizz stand outside Jizz's dorm room.

JIzz
Fucker's squattlng_ in the theatre,
|

and he's got this kid with him.
KILBOURNE
What kid?
JIZZ
| don't know! Some kid...
MORTEN
That's sick.
KILBOURNE

Fucking faggot. How long before
your cousin delivers?

JIZz
Could be a week or two...

KILBOURNE
Fuck! Well the sooner the better.
Then we'll make sure they get lost.
(MORE)



KILBOURNE (CONT'D)
Both of em.

INT. THEATRE -- NIGHT

A normal looking, if small, theatre. Carpet, seats, a '
phrOJ%actlon booth'in the back, a stage and a movie screen in
the front.

Between the stage and the front row, Craig is laying on his
side, propped up on an elbow.

Kyle walks down from the back as the music fades up. He's
carrying two sodas.

He hands one to Craig and lays down a few feet away.
SONG #3 - LIFE IS A WAY TO PASS THE TIME.

MONTAGE:

Craig and Kyle sleeping, half-empty sodas next to them.
INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- NIGHT

Jeff in bed, on his side, eyes open, the lights on.
Joanne rocking and reading her Bible.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Jeff crossing to the lecture halls. Kyle and Craig coming
out of the student center.

EXT. BEN'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

Andrea climbing into a window, laughing. Ben pulling her
in.

INT. ENGLISH CLASS -- DAY
Professor Huit talks, THE HOUSE OF MIRTH in her hands.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- EVENING

Craig sits on the bench, head in his hands. The music gets
even slower. Sadder.

SONG #4 - INNOCENCE LOST.
EXT. CITY STREET -- NIGHT
SERIES OF SHOTS:

Young Craig is talking to a man on the street. The man looks
him up and down, shrugs, nods. They go into the alley.

The man comes out, looking passive.
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Young Craig is talking to a man on the street. The man looks
him up and down, frowns, walks away. Craig looks confused.

Young Craig is talking to a man on the street. The man says
something. Craig answers. The man shakes his head and walks
away.

Young Craig takes a man into the alley.
Young Craig is rejected again.
And again.
And again.
Young Craig leans up against the wall, looking sad and
frustrated and hungry. He breathes in through his mouth. A
tear slides down his cheek.
JOHN #3 (V.O.
E('_kcljat mouth won't keep you fed forever,
id...
(beat)

You're gonna have to open yourself

up... open yourself up... open

yourself up to new experiences.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY
Craig sits on the bench, his head in his hands.
The music fades down.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY
Kyle is Walking toward the lecture halls. Jeff is comin

ence hall

out of his resic . Jeff takes a deep breath an
speeds up to intercept.

JEFF
Kyle...
_ KYLE
Hi.
) JEFF
Hi...

They keep going as they talk.
EXT. LIBRARY -- CONTINUOUS

KYLE
What class you got?

JEFF
Math... | hate it.

KYLE

Math's easy.



~ JEFF
Really? You like math?

o KYLE
| said it was easy, | didn't say |
like it. You have Professor Truthers?

JEFF
No...
flaughs) _
Actually | don't know his name.

KYLE _
Jack teaches me stuff sometimes.

JEFF
Maybe you can help me with my
homework...

KYLE
Probably could...

He stops. Jeff stops too.

~ KYLE (CONTD)
I'm... going this way.

JEFF
To see Professor Raggon? Lloyd?

Kyle nods.

JEFF (CONT'D)
Is he... | mean do you...
(laughs)
Nevermind.

KYLE
Yes.

Jeff stares at him.

. . KYLE (CONT'D)
He is a client.
(smiles)
And a friend.

_ JEFF
... I'm having some trouble...
understanding... that whole thing...

KYLE _
Most people do. He's not a sicko.
Neither is Jack. Neither is Bonnie
Lyman in the music department. There
are perverts who get off on kids,
but there's pervs who get off on
adults too. | stay away from the
pervs. There's plenty of normal
people to keep me busy.

Jeff looks down, looks confused, looks conflicted.
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KYLE (CONT'D)
I'll see you later...

He turns and starts down a sidewalk.

JEFF
Kyle!

He stops.
JEFF (CONT'D)
Come by tonight if you want. | was
serious about the math...
He smiles and nods. Jeff watches him walk away.
SONG #3 - LIFE IS A WAY TO PASS THE TIME.
MONTAGE:
INT. MATH CLASS -- DAY
Jeff's Math prof scribbles on the board.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- DAY

Kyle and Lloyd appear from the lecture halls and separate.
Lloyd's hand lingers a moment against Kyle's back.

INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING

Joanne is on the phone. Jeff watches her out of the corner
of his eye.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- NIGHT

Craig crosses to the student center. His face is nearly
healed.

INT. ETHICS CLASS -- DAY
Lloyd gesticulates passionately. Jeff watches him curiously.
INT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY -- DAY

Ben presses Andrea up against a locker, kissing her
passionately. She's happy.

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- EVENING

Jeff and Joanne are eating dinner.

Craig rounds the corner. A student follows close behind.
The jocks watch him go.

INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING

Kyle is sitting on the couch, laughing. Jeff is facing him,
chuckling too.

EXT. UPPER CLASS HOME -- NIGHT

Andrea and Ben linger at the end of the driveway.



She laughs and shushes him and runs toward the house.

He leaves on foot.

Jeff's father stares angrily out the window.

INT. ENGLISH CLASS -- DAY

Professor Huit talks about THE HOUSE OF MIRTH.
Jeff has his attention on Hope, sitting across the room.
The class files out. He stares at her as she passes by.
He looks down at his feet, frustrated.

INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING

Kyle reads Jeff's songs. Jeff watches over his shoulder
nervously.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- EVENING

Craig and JOHN #13 disappear into the lecture halls.

INT. ETHICS CLASS -- DAY

Lloyd is arguing passionately. The music fades down.
LLOYD

Take prostitution! Is prostitution
wrong?

There's a quiet muttering of yes from about half the room.

Lloyd stares at the class expectantly.

There's a long pause.

STUDENT #5
Yes...
LLOYD
Yes?
STUDENT #5
Yes. It's absolutely wrong.
LLOYD
Why?
_ STUDENT #2
Because it's against the law.
~ LLOYD
That makes it wrong?
_ STUDENT #3 _
It's against the law because it's
wrong.
LLOYD

So then why is it wrong?
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~ STUDENT #3
Because... It's immoral...
. LLOYD
Getting paid for sex is immoral.
STUDENT #3
Yes.
LLOYD
Why?

The class stares.

_ 'LLOYD (CONT'D)
Who here is a virgin?

There's a quiet rumble and some giggling. Jeff looks down,
blushing involuntarily.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
You heard the question... Who here
is a virgin?

He waits for a response that won't come.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Nobody? Okay. Who here enjoys sex?

This time the giggling is more pronounced. Someone in the
back lets out a whoop. Jeff closes his eyes and takes a
deep breath.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Jeff.

He blinks and looks up, startled.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
New question. What's your hobby?

He opens his mouth but doesn't speak.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Everybody has a hobby! Something
you énjoy. Anything.

~ JEFF
| guess... writing...

N LLOYD
Writing! Perfect. If you could get
paid to write, would you?

I JEFF

_ LLOYD
Easy question. You enjoy it. You
do it anyway. Would you like to
make a living of it?

JEFF
Sure...
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LLOYD
What's different about sex?

Another rumble.

_ LLOYD (CONT'D)
| have a point, | do, and here it
comes. Ethics are fluid. They
change. Prostitution is against the
law because the lawmakers felt it
was wrong. Immoral. Im_]pure. Bad.
These days we're less stitf about
that sort of thing. Or more stiff,
depending on your view.

A class-wide chuckle.

~ LLOYD (CONT'D)
It's legal to solicit a hooker in
Nevada. A lot of the countrP/ wants
it legal everywhere. It's no on\g\/er
an act of evil. Sex is natural. We
all do it anyway. W_h;/ not let people
make money off of it~
(beat)” "

The strongest principles of any
society can change over time. We
evolve into what's right for us at
the time. And in order to evolve,
Kou must keep an open mind. You

ave to entertain new ideas. You
have to keep an open mind. That's
what this is all about.

SONG #4 - INNOCENCE LOST fades up.

INT. STUDENT CENTER -- DAY

Craig takes some money from JOHN #14.

John #14 walks away.

Craig watches after him sadly.

EXT. ALLEYWAY -- NIGHT

Young Craig sits against the wall, crying into his arms.
He turns his tears to anger and slowly gets up.
He clenches his stomach and doubles over, sobs.
He goes to the Dumpster and starts rummaging.
INT. STUDENT CENTER -- DAY

Craig stuffs the money into his pocket and heads out to the
quad.

The music fades down.
DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. JEFF'S DORM -- EVENING

Jeff and Kyle are on the computer. Joanne is on the couch,
reading her Bible.

Kyle is playing Minesweeper.

- JEFF
| so can't get into this game...

KYLE
It's easy.

He clicks on a bomb. Jeff laughs.

KYLE (CONT'D)
Or not.
(beat)
| wanted tlctJ showbyou this web site
anywa s run uy who you
send h}llm songs, Ilﬁe tﬁe words, and
he puts them to music..

He opens a web browser, waits for it to load.

JEFF
What?
KYLE
Yeah... Bonnie said you should go
there...
JEFF
Who?
KYLE
Bonnie... Professor Lyman... in the
music depar--
JEFF
You talked to her about me?
KYLE

| told her you write songs...

Joanne glances over at them.

JEFF
Why? Why? Why would you do that?

_ KYLE
She was interested... | told her
you're good...
JEFF
I'm not!

Kyle laughs.

JEFF (CONT'D)
| told you I didn't want to talk to
her! Why would you...
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~ KYLE ,
Are you seriously mad? She said |
should convince'you to--

JEFF
Oh for... I'm... | don't want to go
see her. | write songs for fun,
it's... I don't plan on doing it for

a living.
KYLE
Why not?
~ JEFF
Because! It's just... I'm here to
find out what | want to do for a
living.
. KYLE
So find out you want to sing...
JEFF
| don't want to sing!
KYLE

Come on! Okay, well at least check
this out, wouldn't it be cool to
hear your words to music?

(mumbled)
do...

KYLE
What?

JEFF _
| do. They're already set to music,
just... in my head.

Kyle smiles at him.

JEFF (CONT'D)

Don't...
_ KYLE
Sing one for me!
JEFF
No!
KYLE
Come on!
JEFF
No!
The phone rings.
KYLE
Please? Just one?
JEFF

No!
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He gets the phone.

KYLE
Fine... I should go anyway...

JEFF
Hello?

INT. ANDREA'S BEDROOM -- INTERCUT
Andrea is laying on her bed, smiling broadly.

ANDREA
I'm gonna marry him.

JEFF
What?

Kyle heads out the door. Joanne watches him leave.

ANDREA
I'm gonna marry Ben.

JEFF
Um... Okay?

ANDREA
slau hing)

We talked about it tonight. After
graduation next year we're gonna run

off together.
JEFF
Really...
ANDREA
Yeah. He loves me that much. And |
love him. We're engaged !
_ JEFF
Andi...
_ ANDREA
He dldn'téylve me a ring or anything,
that would be just a tad obvious,

butwe did consummate the arrangement,
so it's completely official.

JEFF
Andrea...

ANDREA
We're gonna app I down there, too,
won't that be cool All three of us
can go to the same college!

JEFF
Andreal

What? ANDREA
at”



JEFF
... I don't know. Are you sure he
was being serious?

ANDREA
Of course he was being serious!
What kind of a question is that?

Jeff sighs and glances over at Joanne.
She has a bottle of clear fluid in her hands.

She takes off the cap, turns the bottle upside down in her
hand like it's a bottle of perfume, puts her damp palm to

her nose and breathes in deeply. Replaces the cap and puts
the bottle back in her purse.

~ ANDREA (CONT'D)
Hello... You still there?

He sniffs.

_ JEFF
(whispers)

Do people sniff rubbing alcohol to

get high?

ANDREA
Sure. Some people do. Why?

He stares at Joanne. She's reading her Bible.

ANDREA (CONT'D)
Jeff? Why?

_ JEFF
Just... curious. Anyway, | have
homework. Um... congratulations, |
guess...

ANDREA
Thanks. | knew you'd be happy. |
wish | could tell Mom and Dad...

(laughs) JEFF
aughs
Right... J

ANDREA
I know... Oh well, it'll be a
surprise. A graduation present.

JEFF
Yeah.
. ANDREA
All right, talk to you later.
JEFF
Yeah. Bye.

He hangs up. And he watches Joanne.
INNOCENCE LOST fades up.
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We look out the window and see Kyle crossing the quad.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS
Slowly. He gets to the student center and goes inside.

From behind the residence halls come Morten and Jizz, laughing
and carrying a large wire cage.

Kilbourne appears from the direction of the lecture halls.
He's carrying an axe.

There's blood on the blade.

And inside the cage - chickens.

INNOCENCE LOST runs into SONG #5 - HATE.
MONTAGE:

INT. THEATRE -- NIGHT

Kyle comes in and half-jogs down the aisle.
Craig is already asleep.

Kyle lays down a few feet from him. He's smiling. He closes
his eyes.

INT. THEATRE LOBBY -- NIGHT

The jocks struggle with the cage. It wobbles in their grasp.
They set it on the floor next to the ticket booth.

Kilbourne wields the axe.

INT. THEATRE -- NIGHT

Kyle's position has relaxed. He's asleep. Or almost.

A set of double doors opens in the back. The jocks can be
seen. The chickens can be heard.

!\/Io_réen pulls a chicken out of the cage, Jizz keeps the others
inside.

%\(Iorten holds it away from him, its head pressed against the
oor.

The axe comes down.

Blood sprays.

Morten shoves it into the theatre, headless.
Kyle looks up.

A chicken from the cage.

The axe comes down.

A chicken from the cage.



The axe comes down.

A chicken from the cage.

The axe comes down.

The axe comes down.

Kilbourne laughing.

Blood.

Blood.

Blood.

Kyle jumps to his feet.

Headless chickens circle the theatre.
Blood, blood, blood sprays everywhere.
Craig opens his eyes.

Blood sprays everywhere.

The jocks are laughing.

Blood sprays everywhere.

The doors slam shut.

Headless chickens are running everywhere.
Craig grabs Kyle, they retreat to the corner of the room.
The exit. The emergency exit.

Craig shoves Kyle out.

Headless chickens fill the aisles.

Blood.

Blood.

Blood sprays everywhere.

Craig ducks out the door

EXT. THEATRE -- NIGHT

and stops, staring.

A small garden area that leads to a narrow path that leads
out to the quad.

Craig's mouth drops open as he stares at the opposite wall.
Kyle just looks shocked.

There's a headless chicken nailed to the wall by its
outstretched wings.



And words, two words, one to the upper left and one to the
lower right, painted in what can only be a headless chicken's
blood.

A question. LIKE COCK?

Craig grabs Kyle's arm and drags him away.

EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- CONTINUOUS

Craig has Kyle by the arm, practically dragging him across
the quad, toward the residence halls.

. KYLE
Craig...
~ (beat)
Craig...
. (bear) .
Craig! Where are we going?
CRAIG

To the city. Where it's safe.

They disappear between two residence halls and into the
parking lot beyond.

FADE IN:
INT. JEFF'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

Jeff's eyes p0|i) open with a sharp intake of breath. He
exhales and closes them again.

He's on his back, Joanne is washing his chest.
EXT. COLLEGE QUAD -- MORNING

Jeffé:omes out of his residence hall and starts across the
quad.

It's remarkably quiet, nearly empty. He glances around as
he cuts over to the lecture halls.

EXT. LIBRARY -- CONTINUOUS

As he passes by the side of the student center, he stops and

It(r)]ok:;, down the narrow path that leads to the back of the
eatre.

There's a crowd there, in the garden, whispering things he
can't hear. He watches them curiously.

People in maintenance uniforms are washing something red off
one of the walls.

One student comes away from the crowd covering her mouth.

A public safety officer pushes through with a wheelbarrow.
It's filled with what looks like a mass of feathers.

The crowd starts to dissipate. He stops one ONLOOKER.
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JEFF
What was that?

ONLOOKER
Dead chickens. Heads cut off.

JEFF
What?

ONLOOKER
Five or six of them | think. Found
them in the theatre.

The onlooker moves away.

The word theatre sinks slowly into Jeff's mind.

INT. ETHICS OFFICES -- MORNING

He uses his stick to knock on the door. Lloyd pulls it open.

JEFF
Have you seen Kyle today?

INT. COLLEGE CAFETERIA -- DAY
Jeff is sitting at a table, waiting.
Lloyd comes over and sits down.

~LLOYD
| talked to Public Safety. They
wouldn't give too many details, but
it looks like some sort of hate crime.
There was a note, they wouldn't say
what it said. But there were no
signs of injury to anything but the
chickens. 'I'm sure that Kyle and
Craig are fine.

_ _ JEFF
| just saw him last night. He was
trying to convince me to...

LLOYD
What?
_ JEFF
Nothing.
(beat) .
How long have you... known him?
LLOYD

Awhile. They've been on campus five
or six months, they showed up over
the summer.

Lloyd shifts in his seat.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
How well do you and Kyle's...

JEFF
| know what he does...



Lloyd nods. Looks Jeff in the eye.

LLOYD
And you know I'm a client of his.

Jeff nods.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
And you don't hate me.

Jeff looks up at him.

JEFF
What does it make me if | don't?

_ LLOYD
Open minded. Understanding.
Unchained by societal beliefs.

' JEFF
He's a kid. I... I just don't
understand why I'm not disgusted by
the thought of him...

_ LLOYD
...having sex.

Jeff looks down at the table.
LLOYD (CONT'D)

Do you need to get to class or
anything?

_ JEFF
(S|gth _
Yeah. ... already missed math.

LLOYD
I'll see you later then?

JEFF
Yeah. 3:15.

Lloyd nods and leaves, running a hand across Jeff's shoulder
as he passes.

Jeff starts for the door but stops when he sees Kilbourne
and Morten walk in.

He stares at them.
Kilbourne smiles at him as they pass.
_ JEFF (CONT'D)
(calling) o
You won't get away with it...
Kilbourne stops.
_ JEFF (CONT'D)
[ know it was you. You won't get
away with it...

Jeff starts out the door.
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Kilbourne jogs over and knocks his hand off his joystick.
They stare at each other.

KILBOURNE
What's the matter? Did we chase off
your boyfriend?

Jeff stares up at him angrily.

KILBOURNE (CONT'D)
There's no place on my campus for
faggots, whores, or their boyfriends.
And retard or not, you are not
completely off limits. Start trouble
for me and | will give it back over
and over and over again. Are we
clear?

Jeff stares up at him angrily.
Kilbourne nods and walks away, laughing.
EXT. ALLEYWAY -- DAY

Craig and Kyle sit a%ainst opposite walls, staring at the
mid-point between them. Cars whip by off-screen. Both of
them are angry, but for different reasons.

KYLE
Now what?

They looks up at each other.

KYLE (CONT'D)
Now what are we supposed to do?

' CRAIG
Same thing we always do...

Kyle looks back down.

CRAIG (CONT'D)
Oh come on! We were attacked last
night, Kyle!

KYLE
(laughs)
It wasn't an attack. It was... They
were trying to scare us away, and if
you were proud of who you are--

CRAIG
Excuse me?

KYLE
You let them run you off! You let
them run us off!l And they did it
because they don't like gays!

CRAIG
| am not gay!
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_ KYLE
Come off it, Craig!

CRAIG
I am not gay! How the hell could
you say that to me? | do what | God
damn well have to to survive, that
does not make me a faggot!

~ KYLE
You act like it's wrong!

CRAIG
Go to Hell!
_ KYLE
You act like they had a right to
come after us!

. CRAIG
Go to fucking Hell!

Craig gets up and storms out onto the street.
Kyle jumps to his feet.
~_KYLE
(shouting) _
What's wrong with it, Craig? Why
the fuck can't you admit who you
are?
INT. ETHICS CLASS -- DAY

Jeff goes into the classroom slowly and pulls off into his
corner.

He glances around the room.

Students are chatting, reading, waiting. Living. Being
normal. Being students. Being themselves.

Lloyd walks in and goes to his table, drops his books down

loudly.
The class looks up.
LLOYD
An 11-year-old bo%. Inner city born,
inner city raised. He lives among

drug addicts and prostitutes, gang
leaders and thieves. His father is
shot and killed when he is only six.
Two years later his mother is
diagnosed with HIV. And he watches
her, he watches as she deteriorates,
as she weakens, as she wilts. He
watches her go unmedicated because
they don't have the money for pills.
He watches her go unmedicated so
that he can eat. And then she dies.
She dies of AIDS. And the boy makes
a decision about his life.

(MORE)



. LLOYD (CONT'D
He leaves his home and turns to the
streets to avoid the potential horrors
of foster care.
(scans the class) _
Is he equipped to make such a choice?

STUDENT #5
No.

LLOYD
No?

STUDENT #5

Absolutely not. He's a child. He's
too young. He can't make decisions

for himself.
STUDENT #2
Bullshit.
_ LLOYD
You disagree?
STUDENT #2

Hell yeah. People alwa)(]s say kids
are stupid. They forget how much
they knew at that age.

LLOYD
Would you have been equipped to make
such a choice?

STUDENT #2
l... 1 didn't have to.

LLOYD _
Can anyone here relate to that choice?
In any way?

Student #1 raises a hand.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
You can?

_ STUDENT #1
No. | just want to say, | don't
think Kkids are stupid, but they do
geed someone to tell them what to
0...

Student #2 laughs.

LLOYD
Okay. Why?

STUDENT #1
Because. That's the job of a parent,
to tell their kids what to do. To
keep them out of trouble.

STUDENT #2
Those are two separate things!
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LLOYD
How so?

STUDENT #2
Parents shouldn't flat out tell them
what to do. Kids need to take care
of themselves. Parents are there to

bail them out.
LLOYD
To clean up their mess?
STUDENT #2
To make sure they don't get into too
much trouble.
LLOYD
How do they do that?
STUDENT #1
They tell them what to do!
STUDENT #2
But they shouldn't!
STUDENT #1 ' STUDENT #2
Yes they should! No! Kids need to be free
Otherwise kids will to learn on their own what
just run wild through they can and can't--
the streets and--
STUDENT #1 STUDENT #2
No they don't! No Yes! Because that's the
they don't! When you only way, that's the only
were a kid... way anything...
STUDENT #1 ~ STUDENT #2
Excuse me, when you No! | didn't have any
were a kid, did you... control over my life and |
wish like hell I did!
LLOYD
All right! Back to this particular
scenario. Do you think a child can

be equipped, because of the
circumstances of their life, to be

able to take care of themselves. To
be knowledgeable enough to take care

of themselves.

STUDENT #1
Not at eleven, no.

LLOYD
Why not?

STUDENT #1

Because... That's too young. He
can't possibly have lived enough to
be on his own.

. LLOYD
But at eighteen you have...



STUDENT #1
... Not necessarily. A lot of people
live with their parents till they're
thirty.

_ LLOYD _
So it may take a whole lot more time
than the government says to be
responsible for yourself, but it
can't possibly take less.

STUDENT #1
It can take less... Just... not that
much less.

LLOYD
How much? Can a 17-year-old take
care of themself?

STUDENT #1
Sure.
LLOYD
A 16-year-old?
STUDENT #1
Maybe..
LLOYD
Fifteen?
. STUDENT #1
| guess it's possible...
LLOYD
Fourteen?
_ STUDENT #1
| don't think so.
LLOYD
So that's the cut off point?
Fourteen?
STUDENT #1

...  wouldn't be comfortable saying
a 14-year-old--

~ LLOYD
When did this become about you?
This is about the other guy, the 14-
year-old whose father boots him out
on his ass and suddenly has to fend
for himself. Do you think he can?

Student #1 looks away.

STUDENT #3
He'd have to...

LLOYD
So he could if he had to?
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STUDENT #3
| think so.

_ LLOYD
All right, a 13-year-old. His house
burns down. His parents die. He's
homeless. He has to take care of
himself. Can he?

There's a silence.
Lloyd looks around the room.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Is that the cut off? The point of

impossibility?
_ STUDENT #4
| think he could. He has no choice.
LLOYD
A 12-year-old.

The class looks very uneasy.

. LLOYD (CONT'D)
His father loses his job. He absent-
mindedly leaves his bike in the
driveway. His father doesn't see
it, runs over it, destroys it. And
in a fit of rage, he storms into the
house screaming at the boy about
respect and property. He beats the
boy. He tears off the boy's clothes.
The boy runs from the house.
Terrified. Hurt. Naked. Can he
take care of himself?

A long, uncomfortable silence.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Twelve? Twelve is the cut off?
Only teenag)ers can take care of
themselves™

Jeff takes a deep breath.

JEFF
| think he could.

_ LLOYD
(smiles)
You do. Why?

JEFF
Why not? We all have to learn
sometime. Why not when we're twelve?

~_LLOYD
(nodding)
An 11-year-old. His father was shot.
His mother dies of AIDS.
(MORE)



~ LLOYD (CONT'D)
He has a choice between the government
and the uncertainty of foster care
and life on his own on the streets.
Can he make that decision?

STUDENT #5
Yes.
LLOYD
You changed your mind.
STUDENT #5

I think he's more equipped than some
of the others. In a way he's probably
taking care of himself already.

_LLOYD
There. Thereitis. Individuality.

He's been learning all his life to

fend for himself. You can't say all
children are immature. You can't

say all adults are capable. You

have to look at the individual and

make an individual decision.

He looks around the room slowly.

LLOYD (CONT'D)
Now here's where it gets tricky.
How? How does he take care of
himself? The government's made it
illegal for him to work. He has to
live in hiding to avoid the lifelong
'protection’ of social workers.
What can he do to earn money for
food? For shelter? For clothing?

Understanding suddenly washes over Jeff.

_ JEFF
(quiet

When you gon't have money and you
don't have an education...

LLOYD
What was that?

o JEFF .
Prostitution. He could sell himself.

The class grumbles.

~ LLOYD _
But he's a child. That's disgusting.

JEFF
He's not. Not really. He's a person,
like you said. An individual.

LLOYD
But an underage individual.



JEFF
But if he's mature enough to decide
his life, then he's mature enough to
handle sex.

o LLOYD
But his clients would be perverts.
Child molesters. Sexual predators.

JEFF
l... don't think so.

LLOYD
How can you say that?

JEFF
Because he's not a child. | think
childhood is really a state of mind.
A level of maturity. And once you
reach a certain level, which can
happen at any time, then... really...
no matter what anyone says... you

are an adult.
LLOYD
It all depends on the individual.
_ JEFF
Right.
He turns back to the class.
LLOYD

Ethics... are fluid. What's right
and wrong changes with time. It's
all about society’'s mindset. I'm
not saying kids are fair game. I'm
not saying there shouldn't be laws
to protect them. There's laws to
rotect us all, child and adult.
ape is against the law. Murder is
against the law. Theft and assault
and any number of things are all
against the law. I'm saying that
you can't decide on a number when
people are suddenly adults. So maybe,
Jjust maybe, we should rethink our
definition of a child.

EXT. CITY STREET -- DAY

Craig wanders down a sidewalk, through a crowd, Eoing
absolutely nowhere. His face is twisted into a mask of anger,
his eyes are filled with tears of pain.

He turns and jogs across the street.

A car blares its horn.

EXT. CITY STREET -- NIGHT

Young Craig jumps out of the way.

The cab continues down the road.
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He hops up onto the sidewalk and glances around.
A man, JOHN #4, glances him up and down.

YOUNG CRAIG
(almost desperate)
Looking for some fun?

JOHN #4
Depends on what you mean...

YOUNG CRAIG
Twenty bucks for a suck.

JOHN #4
Yeah? How much for the whole package?

YOUNG CRAIG
(desperate)
... Twenty bucks for a suck...

JOHN #4
(stares at him, smiles)
Sure. Better than nothing I guess.

EXT. CITY STREET -- DAY

Craig pushes through the crowd and throws his back against
the wall.

Ee ll)(reathes in deeply through his nose and leans his head
ack.

EXT. ALLEYWAY -- NIGHT

John #4 leaning against the wall. Eyes closed. Breathin
heavy. Hands stretched downward at an angle in front o
him, moving in and out from his body.

He lets out a low moan.

JOHN #4
Stop, stop, stop a second.

His arms stop moving.

He looks down, his hands on Young Craig's cheeks, tilting
the boy's head upward, toward him.

JOHN #4 (CONT'D)
Come back to a hotel with me.

Craig looks like he's about to cry.

JOHN #4 gCONT'D)
Please. What's the matter? You're
avirgin?

Craig closes his eyes, tears flood his cheeks.
JOHN #4 (CONT'D)

All right, it's all right. You don't
have to.
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John #4 leans his head back against the wall.
His arms move toward him again, then stop.

He looks back down at Craig.

~ YOUNG CRAIG
(almost inaudible)
How much?
JOHN #4
What?
~ YOUNG CRAIG
How much will you pay for my cherry?
JOHN #4

(smiles broadly)
Four hundred.

Craig's eyes widen a bit. He bites his lip. He nods.
John #4 smiles and pulls him to his feet.
INT. JEFF'S DORM -- DAY

The door buzzes and pops open. Jeff comes in and swings
around, knocking it shut. He drops his buzzer on the table
and goes over to the phone. He stops. He breathes. He
nods. He picks up the phone and dials zero.

He clenches and unclenches his fist nervously.
JEFF
Profe...

(clears his throat)
Professor Lyman, please.
~(beat)
Music department.

II_—|e's breathing fast, he swallows hard. He tries to wet his
ips.

JEFF (CONT.'Dz
Professor Lyman? My name is Jeff
Carson, | think you've...

He smiles broadly.

JEFF (CONT'D)
That's me... I... Yeah, he's...
Yeah... Well | don't know, | think...
I think | might be.

He clenches his eyes shut.
JEFF (CONT'D)
Tomorrow's perfect. | look forward
to it. I will. Thanks.
He hangs up the phone and exhales heavily.

DISSOLVE TO:






