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EXT. 19TH CENTURY SAHARAN FORT - COURTYARD - DAWN 

DREAM SEQUENCE:

JEFF WILLIAMS, (Black, 40s) dressed in eye glasses, an tacky 
Christmas sweater over a white shirt, red tie and black pants 
gets lead out into a dry courtyard.

The soldier in a red and blue uniform, with a festive plumed 
hat, and dangling sword, shoves Jeff up against a bullet 
ridden wall, hands bound behind him.

The French soldier forces the necktie up and over Jeff’s nose 
covering his eyes. 

SOLDIER
(french accent)

Any last requests?

Jeff raises his chin and speaks with conviction.

JEFF
Do your worst.

The soldier steps away and raises his sword. Rifles 
chambering bullets.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Waitwaitwait... I thought that’s 
what you’re supposed to say, I 
didn’t mean--

SOLDIER
READY!

Jeff turns his head frantically, the necktie blindfold 
flopping.

JEFF
NO! I’m married... and I’ll 
probably get a dog. I’m too young 
to die. 

Jeff cries uncontrollably now. 

SOLDIER
AIM!

The rifles rise sharply in unison, level with Jeff’s head.



INT. ADVERTISING AGENCY - BOSS’S OFFICE - MORNING

JEFF

Fired? 

Jeff, same sweater, arms behind back, stands before his boss.

His boss, DOUG (30s, blue died hair douche bag), sits at his 
desk eating a croissant. A Dean Martin Christmas song plays 
on the $20,000 stereo. 

DOUG
Oh, no, no, no Jeffery. It’s called 
downsizing, now.

Doug sips his latte thru a straw. It makes the empty noise.

Over Jeff’s shoulder, the entire office - decorations and all 
- are packed by people in windbreakers with large IRS letters 
on the back.

BOOM!

A heavy box lands on the ground behind Jeff, startling him.

DOUG (CONT’D)
We ran into a snag-ola

JEFF
You don’t mean a new kids cereal 
client do you?

DOUG
Ha! See! You’re a fast thinker, 
dude. HR wanted to keep you, But I 
said no.

Jeff’s eyes widen as his mouth opens to speak. Doug jumps up.

DOUG (CONT’D)
‘He needs to go. Fly! Spread his 
wings,’I told them.

He spreads his arms with a smile, after a pause he sits. 

DOUG (CONT’D)
The snag is the ten years of taxes, 
we may or may not have paid.

Jeff’s gaze drops to a picture on the credenza behind his 
boss - his giant sky-blue yacht. Doug notices, tosses it to 
Jeff.
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DOUG (CONT’D)
It’s yours. Not literally of 
course. Gonna miss those parties. 
You won’t, ‘cause I never invited 
you, but take it. She’s cool, 
right?

He leans forward sliding two envelopes toward Jeff.

DOUG (CONT’D)
Anywho, here’s your severance and 
Christmas bonus. That’s a silver 
lining, right bro?

Jeff picks up the checks as an agent motions for both checks. 
Jeff obliges and suddenly grabs Doug’s fast food bag dumps 
the contents and covers his mouth, hyperventilating...

INT. EMILY&JEFF’S APARTMENT - NEXT DAY - MORNING

... into a GIFT BAG with snowflakes on it. Still standing, 
Jeff blows out once more as the deer face expands.

It’s a tasteful apartment, full of Christmas decorations. 

A retro Santa holding toys, hangs above Jeff’s dining room 
chair. A Christmas tree lights the far corner of the room. 

Jeff’s wife EMILY, (Black, late 30s, cute) soothes her 
husband.

EMILY
Better? We’re running out of bags.

Jeff nods, his breathing slows. Emily kneels holding his 
hand. Then her expression turns serious.

EMILY (CONT’D)
That’s the fourth one in a row. 
What is it with these candy-ass 
agencies? Don’t they know how 
special you are?

JEFF (O.S.)
(muffled)

I’m sorry Emily. 

EMILY
You could run these places. Huh?

JEFF
I’m --
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Jeff pulls the bag away from his face.

JEFF (CONT’D)
sorry. 

She looks into his eyes, takes a breath and touches his face.

EMILY 
We’re in a slump that’s all.

Jeff sighs, dejected.

JEFF
Car payments, credit card payments, 
payment payments!

He looks down, shaking his head.

JEFF (CONT’D)
You deserve... I don’t know -- 

EMILY 
What?

JEFF
Better. You deserve better. A nice 
guy who doesn’t finish last.

EMILY
Hey.

Jeff looks up. Emily smiles warmly, looking into his eyes.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Whose my Jedi?

Jeff relaxes. Puts on a brave face.

JEFF
I am.

EMILY
You are. And you’re meant for 
better things. 

Their hands fit together like puzzle pieces. It grows quiet.

EMILY (CONT’D)
So I made a call.

Emily stands.
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EMILY (CONT’D)
You know that agency my brother 
works with in LA? The one that 
handles BloatAway?

JEFF
Uh huh, the diarrhea medicine. 
Where you going with this? 

EMILY
OK, not sexy, but Steele’s friends 
with the owner, he says they’re 
looking, and they pay well, plus... 
it’s sunny LA.

She sports a cheerleader’s pose.

JEFF
Em, I haven’t even interviewed 
around here. I’m sure there’s --

EMILY
Nope. Baltimore’s dead to me. We 
need a change honey — a big one.

Jeff rolls his eyes, picks up a framed picture of Emily and 
her father, who’s in his police uniform holding a medal.

JEFF
Would your dad be OK with you 
moving so far away?

EMILY
Oh lord, no. But, I’ll handle him.

Jeff grimaces, then replaces the picture with the others.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Listen, you can talk to Steele 
tomorrow. He’s coming for 
breakfast.

JEFF
You mean like, the day after today, 
tomorrow?

She stands and starts for the kitchen.

EMILY
He flew in last night.

JEFF
Ok, well, thanks for the warning, 
EMs.
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Jeff rises from his chair and bangs his head on the Santa 
hanging above his head. It starts to speak.

SANTA
Ho Ho Ho.

JEFF
Dang it all!

He holds his head and continues to the kitchen. Santa sways.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I’m just sayin’... Princess Leia - 
your brother’s a handful sometimes. 

Jeff looks at Emily in the kitchen. 

EMILY
It’ll all work out, I just know it.

She smiles. Jeff looks back at Santa and sighs as it wobbles.

SANTA
Meeerrry Christmas Jeffery!

INT. EMILY&JEFF’S APARTMENT - NEXT DAY - MORNING

STEELE GRAHAM, (White, 40s) sits at the kitchen table, 
gulping iced coffee, eating pastries with Jeff and Emily. 

STEELE
(wide-eyed)

So, I run through this jungle from 
the cannibals and suddenly I 
like... start to cramp up.

Jeff stares at a vintage cat clock on the wall, watching it’s 
eyes and tail swing, keeping time, but one eye moves slower.

STEELE (CONT’D)
I down a bottle of the blue stuff 
and keep running as the super flies 
over my head.

(pause)
BloatAway... It keeps you moving.

Jeff doesn’t react, Emily does.

EMILY
Pretty cool.

STEELE
I know, right?!
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Emily nudges Jeff who looks at his muffin.

JEFF
Yeaaah, so cool. Don’t you want to 
be more than the BloatAway guy?

STEELE
Well, yeah. In fact, I got a big 
reality thing in the works as we 
speak.

Jeff has a blank expression, unconvinced.

Emily quickly turns to Steele.

EMILY
SO, did you talk to Larry, about 
the job?

Steele nods with an excited glance at Jeff.

STEELE
He loves your work. Very fresh.

JEFF
Really?

Steel takes a big bite of his donut, jelly squirts out.

STEELE
Short version, the job’s yours, if 
you want it.

JEFF
Are you being serious?

Jeff shares a bewildered look with Emily. She beams.

STEELE
Way serious, dude!

EMILY
That’s great!

STEELE
It’ll be nice to have family in LA. 

Steele polishes off his donut, and grabs another.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Plus, he said you can write your 
own job description and he’s known 
for giving big signing bonuses.
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Jeff freezes in mid-bite of a muffin.

JEFF
Bonus?

He puts the muffin down.

JEFF (CONT’D)
This is real? 

Jeff looks at Emily, then Steele. One smiling the other 
eating and nodding.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I’m kinda speechless.

Jeff leans back, with nervous excitement setting in.

JEFF (CONT’D)
It’s like I’m having breakfast with 
Santa Claus himself! I mean, wow... 
(he looks around) am I on camera or 
something?!

Jeff gives a laugh, Steele and Emily look stunned. Steele 
glances at the cat clock, then back at Jeff.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Thank you Steele. I mean it.

Steele tries a smile as he starts chewing again.

STEELE
One catch-- 

Swallows.

STEELE (CONT’D)
You have to move there in a week.

Jeff chokes a bit on his muffin.

JEFF
It sounded like you said a week.

Steele slurps the rest of his coffee.

STEELE
Yeah, it’s a big position, heading 
up the TV campaign. This is a dream 
gig Jeff. 

JEFF
Yeah... um, but--
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STEEL
Have to be on the ground out there 
for filming. But if you don’t want 
it, we should call him right now.

Steele pulls out his phone, and starts dialing.

JEFF
Move. In a week.

STEELE
Yeah, if you’re late, he’ll give it 
to someone else. He’s super 
decisive.

Jeff looks petrified, starts breathing heavily. Steele 
thrusts his phone at Jeff as it rings.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Here, you should tell him.

JEFF
Ok ok ok! Yes! I want it. 

Through the phone a voice answers, “Hello.”

STEELE
He’s in.

Steele quickly hangs up visibly relieved. Emily hugs and 
kisses Jeff.

EMILY
Let’s celebrate.

She jumps up, heading to the refrigerator.

Steele reaches down next to his chair and picks up a metal 
box.

STEELE 
Larry says he needs you to drive 
this to him.

JEFF
What is it?

STEELE
No idea.

JEFF
Can we ship it?
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STEELE
We can’t fly it or ship it. 
Proprietary stuff. Above my pay 
grade.

JEFF 
Very mysterious.

Emily quickly brings over a bottle of orange juice and three 
glasses. Steele pours.

EMILY
Just keep thinking about how 
awesome change will be! And we’ll 
have our Christmas as soon as I get 
out there. 

JEFF
You’re not coming!?

EMILY
You handle the move, baby. I’ll tie 
up lose ends here. Then I’ll meet 
you in L.A. Easy.

She smooshes his face with her hands and kisses it.

Jeff nods slowly. Steele polishes off another donut and 
raises his orange juice. The three toast happily.

EMILY/STEELE
Cheers!

Jeff smiles, then kind of laughs. Still shell shocked.

Steele stands.

STEELE
So awesome you guys. Meet you at 
the range later Jeff.

Jeff turns to Emily. Deer in headlights.

JEFF
The range. We’re meeting your dad?

EXT. GUN RANGE/COUNTRY CLUB - DAY

Various shades of camo-people mill about an outdoor gun 
range. Jeff’s father-in-law, DAVIN GRAHAM,(60s, Black, extra 
manly) readies his shotgun. 
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DAVIN
Emily tells me you lost your job. 
Again.

He stares down Jeff, then aims down range.

DAVIN (CONT’D)
PULL!

He tracks a clay skeet as it jettisons from a trap door, then 
squeezes off a round. BAM! Target turns to dust.

DAVIN (CONT’D)
And now you want to move my one and 
only daughter across the country?

He pops the spent shell, reloads and shuts his double barrel.

JEFF
Well, it’s a good offer sir, and 
she really wants to go--

DAVIN
PULL!

Davin raises the twelve gauge. Jeff winces in anticipation.

BAM. BAM. Two skeets get obliterated. 

Davin, in a light jacket and field glasses, hands the gun to 
Jeff, wearing an orange hunting vest, and shooting earmuffs. 

JEFF
(loud)

WOW. OK, THAT WAS PRETTY COOL.

Davin motions for Jeff to lower his earmuffs.

Embarrassed, Jeff obliges.

DAVIN
What’s the last gun you fired son?

JEFF
Do water pistols count?

Jeff grins. Davin does not.

DAVIN
Focus. Let nothing cloud your mind. 
Which should be easy for you.

Davin puts his hand on Jeff’s shoulder, then smacks it.
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DAVIN (CONT’D)
Now, kill the bastards.

Davin smirks, and steps away.

Jeff nervously smiles. He loads, fumbling with a shell, and 
clicks the barrel closed. He awkwardly points it to the sky. 

DAVIN (CONT’D)
PULL!

Jeff accidentally pulls two triggers, both shotgun barrels 
explode, knocking him on his ass. 

The clay targets float untouched into the distance.

JEFF
(whispers) 

That went well.

Davin shakes his head.

DAVIN
You’re quite the man, Jeff.

Jeff looks up, emasculated, and slowly gets to his feet. 

In the shooting lane next to them Steele arrives smiling.

STEELE
Hey everybody! It's Mr. Better-Late-
Then-Never.

Dressed in a fringed vest and wranglers, Steele raises his 
shotgun to the sky like a Pro.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Let’er fly boys!

One clay pigeon explodes from the trap doors. BOOM!

Steele misses. Lowers the gun in shock. As it starts to float 
unharmed to the ground, he fires a desperation shot from the 
hip. A tiny piece chips off.

He turns to Davin and Jeff beaming.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Yippee-ki-yay bitches.

His audience has no clue.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Bruce McClane? Die Hard. 

12.



Jeff stands there, looking a little confused.

Davin shakes his head and walks off. 

EXT. GUN RANGE/COUNTRY CLUB - OUTDOOR CAFE - LATER

Davin sits at a table smoking a cigar with Jeff, Steele and 
three glasses of scotch.

DAVIN
And there I was, staring into the 
eyes of the giant Komodo Dragon. 
His tongue flicked like the devil. 
He came at me, but I wasn’t 
afraid...

Jeff tries to look engaged. 

Steele subtly mouths the words to this old family story.

DAVIN (CONT’D)
I had my two best friends with me.

JEFF
Let me guess, Smith and Wesson?

Jeff, a little tipsy, grins and pulls two finger pistols out 
from his pockets one at a time. Davin frowns.

DAVIN
No, Sam and Mack. From the force.  
Is everything a joke with you?

Jeff’s smile fades. He lowers his finger pistols.

Davin eyes Jeff coldly, as if to ask, “what does my daughter 
see in you?” Jeff breaks the silence.

JEFF
So, uh, what happened with the big 
lizard?

DAVIN
Shot it and ate it.

JEFF
(under his breath)

Of course you did.

Davin leans forward, and whispers.
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DAVIN
Listen, I love my daughter. I 
tolerate you.

Davin leans back into his chair and puffs his stogie.

DAVIN (CONT’D)
So let me remind you, you’re moving 
her to Los Angeles, son. That’s 
2,669 miles away — from me.

JEFF
Yes sir. I know sir. But you know, 
I’m madly in love with her and will 
do anything to make her happy. 
Where we live won’t change that.

Davin stares at him.

JEFF (CONT’D)
And... you can come visit whenever 
you like.

Davin continues his death stare.

JEFF (CONT’D)
And... you can stay in the guest 
room and I’ll stay in the car. 

Davin holds Jeff’s gaze.

STEELE
Remember, I’m out there too, Dad.

Davin shifts his stare to Steele, takes a deep breath.

DAVIN
I need to shoot something.

He stands, smashes his cigar in an ashtray, and leaves.

EXT. GUN RANGE/COUNTRY CLUB - PARKING LOT - LATER

Jeff and Steele lean against Jeff’s little Smart car.

JEFF
That actually went better than I 
expected.

STEELE
Yeah, he didn’t shoot you.
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JEFF
This is all happening so fast. I 
wish Emily were coming with me. 
It’s gonna suck driving alone.

Jeff, lost in thought, gives a long exhale.

STEELE
Here’s the good news - Larry 
ordered the truck already and wants 
me to go with you Jeff. Get you up 
to speed on the account.

JEFF
Oh. That makes sense... wait, what!

He spins to Steele.

STEELE
He’s got movers packing as we 
speak. Emily’s onboard with it.

Jeff crosses his arms and scowls.

JEFF
Oh, really?

STEELE
Yeah. I need to be back to LA. Some 
big auditions are coming up. Two 
birds, one stone.

Jeff looks shaken.

JEFF
Wow. You’re serious.

Steele taps his imaginary wristwatch.

STEELE
Tick-tock, Capt’n.

Jeff, overwhelmed, gives in.

JEFF
Um, ok. Well, travelin’ buddies it 
is then.

EXT. JEFF AND EMILY’S APARTMENT - PARKING LOT - DAY

Steele hoists the mystery box onto the back of the truck. 
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He pulls out a sharpie and writes “The Move” in big block 
letters across the side. Steele steps back and videos the box 
with his phone, then quickly lowers and latches the door. 

Then he hops into the passenger seat and turns the camera on 
Jeff and Emily through the driver’s window.  

Jeff and Emily stand huddled in the brisk morning air, saying 
their goodbyes. 

EMILY
In only a week, you’ll have a big, 
shiny new job.

He stares, eyebrows furrowed.

JEFF
What about you? The apartment’s so 
empty. 

EMILY
Please, I can survive with a yoga 
mat and my Nespresso. Don’t worry.

JEFF
OK, but --

Emily puts her finger to Jeff’s mouth.

EMILY
No buts. I’ll be out there before 
you know it. 

Steele holds his phone, videoing them. 

STEELE
(shouts)

It’s go time!

Jeff turns to Steele, back to Emily.

JEFF
You’re really sure about this?

EMILY
He’s harmless and you need this.

Jeff starts to speak, Emily kisses him then pulls back.

EMILY (CONT’D)
This is a new chapter, my sweet 
man.

They hug and hold each other.
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Steele stops recording, leans over and honks the horn.

STEELE
Break it up, love birds.

Emily holds Jeff’s hands, and looks into his eyes. 

EMILY
Hey, if you’re ever scared, 
remember what Yoda told Luke.

Jeff looks unsure. Then, in her best Yoda voice...

EMILY (CONT’D)
"Do. Or do not. There is no try." 

Jeff smiles and points at her.

JEFF
There it is! The reason I love you. 
But why would I be scared, now?

Steele keeps honking. Emily holds up her hand, the horn 
stops.

EMILY
Call me from the road. Now, get out 
of here.

Jeff hesitantly jumps in.

EMILY (CONT’D)
(to Jeff/Steele)

I love you Jeff! You, not so much.

She blows a big kiss, both men wave.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff buckles his seatbelt.

JEFF
How many red bulls have you had?

Steele reaches over Jeff and honks one more time, laughing. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Dang it Steele. 

STEELE
Wait.
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Steele unboxes a Jimmy Buffett-looking Santa bobblehead, 
complete with shorts and margarita. He plops it on the dash. 

It bobbles, smiling at Jeff.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Now we’re ready.

Jeff smirks.

JEFF
Festive.

Jeff looks out his side mirror down the length of the 
seemingly endless truck.

He adjusts the mirror, catching Emily in the reflection as 
she smiles and hurries in out of the cold.

Jeff puts on his turn signal staring at the empty mirror.

STEELE
Well, what are you waiting for?

JEFF
Our whole life’s back there. All 
our books, our clothes, my mint 
condition baseball card 
collection... 

Steele rolls video of the bobblehead.

JEFF (CONT’D)
And my Star Wars Luke Skywalker 
ROTJ Lightsaber, still in box.

STEELE
Dude, you need to get out more. And 
what is that thing?

Jeff pulls out an oversized map book from his door pocket and 
hands it over.

In sharpie on the cover: “It’s time to make your own 
adventures, Jeff! Love, Grams”

JEFF
My vintage, collector’s edition, 
Rand McNally Book of Maps. Grandma 
gave it to me for college.
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STEELE
Yikes. Maps? Hmmm, interesting. If 
only there was a personal device 
that dependably gave us directions.

Steele holds up his phone and grins.

JEFF
Yeah, yeah. Put that away will ya.

Jeff shifts it in gear, just as a BLACK LINCOLN NAVIGATOR 
with a “SpongeBob for President” bumper sticker, flies by. 

Jeff stomps the brakes and lets out a breath. Steele watches 
Jeff’s reaction, ignoring the Lincoln. 

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff nervously regroups, then pulls out. 

Crushing the neighbor’s trash cans, dragging one down the 
street. 

JEFF
Jeez. Sorry, everybody. Luckily, 
it’s trash day.

Until it falls away throwing crap everywhere. Steele filming 
it all.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Do you really need to film 
everything?

STEELE
It’s for my YouTube channel.

Jeff shakes his head. 

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - JUST OUTSIDE OF BALTIMORE - LATER

An upbeat song plays on the radio, the boys and Santa bob 
their heads to the beat. Steele turns to Jeff.

STEELE
I need to take a dump.

JEFF
You’re kidding?! We literally just 
left. 
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STEELE
Sorry, you can’t plan these things.

Jeff grunts, signals, and makes a U-turn crossing the median, 
clipping some plastic store closeout signs in the process. 

Cars honk from both sides as he narrowly misses a telephone 
pole. Jeff apologizes to the car next to him and continues.

Pulling in, Jeff sideswipes the gas station sign. 

Steele flies out almost breaking an ankle, as the truck comes 
to a rolling stop. He sprints to the bathroom.

Jeff plugs the LA address into his phone. The soft, female 
voice of his phone’s map app begins to speak.

NAVIGATION LADY (V.O.)
In thirty feet, turn left.

JEFF
(whispers)

I haven’t left the parking lot.

NAVIGATION LADY (V.O.)
In thirty feet, turn left.

Jeff stares blankly at his phone.

NAVIGATION LADY (V.O.)
Turn left, in thirty feet.

JEFF
Shut up lady.

NAVIGATION LADY (V.O.)
In thirty --

JEFF 
(over)

Shut your pie hole lady.

NAVIGATION (V.O.)
I found one location for Pie Hole 
near you. I can call or get 
directions.

Jeff nervously pushes buttons on his phone as the Navigation 
Lady continues.

NAVIGATION LADY
Pie Hole --

Jeff screams at his phone, trying to mute the sound.
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JEFF
BAD! BAD TECHNOLOGY!

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - PIE HOLE PARKING LOT - LATER

The big truck pulls out past a sign that reads: “The Pie Hole 
Bakery” 

Jeff stuffs a wadded napkin in the bag as Steele crams more 
apple pie into his mouth.

STEELE
(mouth full)

Oh God... So good.

JEFF
Did you just get out of prison?

Jeff shakes his head with a little smirk, and turns up a 
Christmas song.

EXT. MOUNTAIN LANDSCAPE - DAY

Rolling, picturesque mountain sides, lakes and deer grazing 
in meadows. Fall leaves, reds and yellows everywhere. 

I/E. TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Steele watches the scenery on a phone screen. 

STEELE
Love the Travel Channel!

He pushes the phone in front of Jeff’s face. 

JEFF
Trying to drive here.

Jeff pushes it away so he can see the road. Outside is the 
leafless December landscape they are passing through.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Um, what are you wearing?

Steele smiles, wearing a wool beanie, with the face of Rudolf 
on the front. 

STEELE
Check it out. 
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He taps his phone and a tiny red light flashes on Rudolf’s 
nose, above a tiny hole for his mouth.

Steele shoves Jeff, happily as Jeff rolls his eyes.

The truck grows quiet except for the low rumble of the engine 
and a cheesy Christmas song on the radio. Jeff hums along.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Hey, look what I made.

Steele reaches into his backpack, pulls out a glossy black 
and white headshot with his contact information. 

He hands it to Jeff, who scans it while glancing at the road.

JEFF
Nice.

Jeff starts to hand it back.

STEELE
Keep it, I got like a hundred.

Jeff pauses, awkwardly looks at Steele.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Want me to sign it?

JEFF
Maybe later. Don’t have a pen.

STEELE
Oh, I got one.

Jeff looks up and sees a RABBIT in the road, he swerves, then 
over-corrects.

The signed sheet slides off the seat with a few food 
wrappers. The truck sideswipes a guardrail and then stalls, 
grinding to a stop.

JEFF
Can this trip start off any worse?

Jeff continually tries to start the truck. Nothing.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I mean, really.

STEELE
I think it’s flooded.
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JEFF
Well, darn. 

STEELE
Gonna have to wait a while, then 
try it again.

Jeff gives one last crank, pouts, and settles into his seat.

Steele looks down at his phone. Swipe left. Scroll up.

He stops on something and laughs. Then, scrolls up a few more 
times. He lands on something and smiles.

STEELE (CONT’D)
There we go.

He hands his phone to Jeff.

STEELE (CONT’D)
You ever see this commercial I did? 
I kicked the snot out of this guy.

ON THE PHONE SCREEN:

Steele does a crescent kick knocking a gun out of the bad 
guy’s hand, then annihilates him with a right cross.

BACK TO TRUCK

Steele leaning over, nods to his phone.

STEELE
Looks great huh?

JEFF
Very cool. Wish I could do that.

STEELE
You can’t. It’s all staged. 

Jeff replays the video, Steele laughs.

STEELE (CONT’D)
A big stick would’ve worked just as 
well.

Jeff snickers, and smiles. He continues to watch the video 
over and over as they wait. 

Steele leans against his window, and doses off.
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Jeff mimes the right cross actions in the cramped truck cab. 
His third attempt knocks over his coffee. 

JEFF
Crap.

The Santa bobble head shakes, mocking him.

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - DAY - LATER 

Steele’s face is squashed against the passenger window 
drooling. 

Jeff’s hand reaches for the key and as he touches it, the 
truck starts like there’s nothing wrong. Jeff pulls back in 
surprise raising his hand, looks at it like it’s magical.  

Steele pops away from his window, wide awake, wipes his chin. 

STEELE
Well done Capt’n Jeff.

Jeff puts it in gear. The men restart their journey into the 
great unknown.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - COUNTRY HIGHWAY - LATER

They continue down the road surrounded by snow covered fields 
and towering red barns. Christmas music plays on the radio.

Steele turns it up. Sings the “Fa La” part too loud.

He grins and hums at Jeff.

JEFF
What is wrong with you?

Steele turns to something outside his window. He grabs his 
phone and hits video. 

STEELE
Dude! A plane!

The small single prop plane sits smoldering in a cornfield 
about a mile off the road.

JEFF
Plane?

STEELE
It crashed, let’s go check it out!
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JEFF
What?  No, let’s not go check it 
out. No more adventures today, 
we’re behind as it is.

STEELE
We gotta go, and assess the 
situation.

JEFF
A plane crashed. That’s the 
situation. We call 911.

STEELE  
Come on, someone may need our help.

Steele and Jeff have a stare-down. 

JEFF
Dang it Steele.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CRASH SITE - CONTINUOUS

The men speed down a small road to a barren cornfield. In the 
center is the crashed plane.

Steele films.

EXT. PLANE WRECK - SAME

They walk around the plane, filming. Surprisingly, it looks 
fine. The windows are fogged. Steele steps close, yanks hard 
on the door, it bursts open.

STEELE
Jeff get over here!

The pilot, in a flight suit, appears dead.

In the passenger seat sits a Capuchin monkey. The cute tiny 
kind, covering his little eyes.

JEFF
Holy --

STEELE
Shit, you see that?

Jeff points at the monkey.

INSERT PHONE SCREEN:
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Steele films past the monkey to the bulk of the cargo.

STEELE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
No, look at all THAT! 

In front of them, hundreds of packaged cocaine bundles 
filling the cavity of the plane.

Steele stops filming.

STEELE (CONT’D)
My God. Is this plane from heaven?

Steele pinches Jeff. Jeff pulls away, rubs his arm.

JEFF
Ow! Why’d you pinch me?

STEELE
To see if I was dreaming.

JEFF
Again, what is wrong with you?

Jeff rubs his arm. 

ELI (30s, skinny) stirs in the pilot’s seat. Pale and sweaty. 
He suddenly grabs Jeff’s arm. Jeff screams.

ELI
Save the monkey!

Steele steps up. 

Eli stares into Jeff’s eyes.

ELI (CONT’D)
Take him... please.

Suddenly, his body goes limp. Jeff looks at the monkey, who 
lowers his hands looking at him with sad eyes.

Steele steps over and touches the guy’s neck.

JEFF
No.

STEELE
Yes. I don’t know.

JEFF
Oh, god. Call the police. 

Eli grabs Jeff’s arm again. Jeff screams again.
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ELI
No police. He needs help. Take him 
to --

His body goes slack again, unconscious. Jeff and Steele look 
at each other.

STEELE
Take him to where?

Steele pats the guys cheek, then slaps him, then grabs his 
shoulders trying to wake him.

JEFF
Steele! I think he’s...

The two guys stand there in disbelief.

STEELE
Did I kill him?

Jeff looks shocked, then steps back.

JEFF
No... uh, you were trying to revive 
him. We were helping. Oh, crap.

Steele motions to poke the pilot. Jeff pulls Steele’s arm.

JEFF (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

STEELE
Checking for signs of life.

Jeff let’s go of Steele’s arm.

JEFF
OK, poke him.

Steele slowly stretches his finger, just before he touches 
the pilot, the monkey screams. Jeff and Steele, freak.

STEELE
Jesus Mary mother of monkeys!

They both step back as the monkey hops up and down. Then 
stops and stares at them.

JEFF
What do we do?
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EXT. PLANE - MOMENTS LATER

Jeff paces outside the plane as Steele stands there watching.

STEELE
You gotta honor a dying man’s wish. 
He asked us to save him Jeff.   

JEFF
Honor his wish? Really?

STEELE
Yes, it’s an unwritten rule.

JEFF
What if a dying man said rob a bank 
or... eat ghost jalapeños?

Steele doesn’t answer. Jeff leans on the window, looking at 
the monkey who looks back with big, round eyes.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Fine. 

The monkey puts his palm on Jeff’s through the window.

JEFF (CONT’D)
We’ll take the monkey.

INT. PLANE - CONTINUOUS

STEELE
What about the drugs?

JEFF
What about -- No Steele.

STEELE
Maybe just a few bundles, they’ll 
never miss it.

Steele pleads like a little kid selling a sleepover.

JEFF
Did you hear how scared the pilot 
was? No way! It’s just wrong.

Jeff paces, then points at the monkey.

JEFF (CONT’D)
We’ll take the monkey, but that’s 
it. We gotta get going Steele. 
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Jeff looks at his watch, then at Steele.

The monkey reaches for Jeff’s hand. Surprised, Jeff 
reluctantly grabs on, and starts to guide the monkey out of 
the plane.

Steele stands holding a large box, labeled “Power Sticks 
Energy Bars”. 

Jeff stops and stares.

STEELE
C’mon, he’s not gonna eat them.

Steele turns from looking at the pilot to Jeff. The men lock 
eyes, then Jeff points at Steele, flustered.

JEFF
Dangit! Alright, but this one’s on 
you.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Cargo door slams. Steele hops into the passenger side.

The monkey smiles, nuzzling up next to Steele as they drive 
away.

STEELE
Hey there little buddy. You look 
like a CARL.

JEFF
Carl?

STEELE
Yup, I’m gonna call you Carl.

Carl closes his eyes, nestled deep in Steele’s jacket.

Jeff looks over.

JEFF
Huh. It’s like he knows you.

EXT. MOTEL - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The moving truck pulls into a motel for the night.
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EXT. MOTEL ROOM - DOOR - CONTINUOUS

Jeff and Steele wait by the door as a man dressed in ill-
fitting motel garb wheels a cart with cleaning supplies. 

He bobs his head as he exits, Bluetooth earpiece blinking.

EXT. MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The exhausted trio shuffle into their room. Steele plops on 
the bed, holding Carl like a baby. Jeff looks around.

The monkey hops down, rushes to the bathroom and closes the 
door. The toilet FLUSHES. Jeff and Steele stare in disbelief. 

Carl scurries out, and onto Steele’s bed. The men sit 
motionless, mouths agape.

INT. MOTEL - LATER

Steele and Carl lay like zombies watching “It’s A Wonderful 
Life” on TV. Steele lights up a doobie. Jeff sits on his bed 
facing Steele.

JEFF
I’ve been thinking -- Really?

He waves the smoke away from his face. Steele shrugs.

JEFF (CONT’D)
We really should call the police.

Steele looks at Jeff nodding as he holds in his toke.

STEELE
(smoke escapes)

Yeah, I agree, actually. 

He exhales the remainder from his lungs.

STEELE (CONT’D)
How about I call the cops 
anonymously, and you go call Emily?

Jeff stands about to say something when a pillow smacks him 
in the face. Jeff catches it.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Use the tub, it’ll be quieter.

Jeff shrugs with a nod, holding the pillow.
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STEELE (CONT’D)
And don’t tell her about the drugs 
and the monkey. We don’t want her 
worrying about all of this, dude. 
And don’t be nervous. 

JEFF
Well crap... now I’m nervous.

INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jeff sits in the tub against the pillow and finally taps 
FaceTime.

INTERCUT JEFF/EMILY’S PHONE SCREEN:

On Emily’s screen, only Jeff’s lips and part of his nose can 
be seen.

EMILY
Honey, pull back, you’re on 
speaker.

Jeff pulls away so she can see his face. He seems nervous.

EMILY (CONT’D)
There you are.

Emily’s hair’s in a towel. Her face is covered in green mud, 
and she smiles.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Hi.

JEFF
Hey sweetie, got something on your 
face.

EMILY
Very funny. How’s your trip?

JEFF
Uh, good. All good. Nothing weird.

Jeff tries to sound upbeat but sounds paranoid.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I mean, ah, we‘ve just been 
driving... lots of smooth, boring 
driving.

EMILY
You OK?
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JEFF
FINE. Fine, why?

EMILY
You sound odd. You haven’t been 
eating dairy have you?

JEFF
Na-ope, NOPE. No dairy. 

EMILY
OHH-K hon. How’s Steele treating 
you? You two getting along?

Jeff nervously slides his butt back in the tub as he talks.

JEFF
Oh, great. Just great. We’re 
bonding.

EMILY(O.S.)
That’s wonderful. 

STEELE (O.S.)
(outside the door)

HOLY JESUS, CHRISTMAS CAME EARLY!!

Jeff looks toward the door.

EMILY(O.S.)
What was that?

JEFF
Oh, ah, Steele’s watching... non- 
contact... kick... boxing.

EMILY
Is that a thing?

Jeff yells out.

JEFF
I’ll be right there!

Jeff looks back to the phone.

INTERCUT JEFF/EMILY’S PHONE SCREEN:

JEFF (CONT’D)
I better go.

EMILY
Yeah... OK then. I’ll talk to ya 
tomorrow, babe.
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JEFF
OK, no falling in love with random 
strangers.

EMILY
Sorry, already in love with some 
doofus named Jeff.

Emily chuckles. 

Jeff kisses the screen, Emily does the same — they hang up.

INT. MAIN BEDROOM - SAME

Jeff takes a few steps, smoke from weed lingering, and he 
opens a window, shaking his head at his stoner travelin’ 
buddy.

JEFF
Jeez, good thing we’re the only 
ones at this dump.

Jeff waves away smoke to see Steele’s bed with an opened 
Power Sticks box, empty wrappers and stacks and stacks of 
money. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
This can’t be happening.

STEELE
It was hidden in the box. Christmas 
isn’t the only thing that came 
early.

Jeff steps closer, scans the bed covered in cash. He starts 
breathing heavily again.

JEFF
(pacing and freaking)

Oh, God... You know you stole from 
a drug cartel?

STEELE
There’s like, half a million bucks 
here.

Jeff starts to mouth the mother of all cuss words.

JEFF
Fuuu...
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The earsplitting SHRIEK of the smoke alarm fills the room. 
Both guys cower and yell to be heard. 

Jeff opens another window, then gestures with both hands 
toward the money filled bed.

Steele grabs a wad of cash, makes a money-fan and gleefully 
shoves it in Jeff’s face. Then throws it in the air like it’s 
raining money.

Jeff throws himself against a wall, mimicking being arrested.

Steele vigorously shakes his head ‘NO’, then chases some 
airborne money before it blows out the open windows. 

Jeff hustles to close the windows.

Steele grabs a motel brochure, jumps on the bed and fans the 
alarm frantically. It stops. 

STEELE
Besides JEFF, we both agreed to 
take it!

Jeff glares up at Steele who starts to sway on the bed.

JEFF
Hold on, what’s going on here.

Jeff grabs a wrapper.

JEFF (CONT’D)
How many of these did you eat?

Steele, suddenly stoned looking high as a kite, flops 
backwards on the bed.

STEELE
Duuuuuuuude. Yum. Those bars are 
yuumm.

Steele smiles at his monkey lovingly. Carl reciprocates. He 
clumsily pets Carl’s head. Motor skills going fast.

STEELE (CONT’D)
You’re my best friend, Carl.

Steele looks down at his hand and wiggles. Big smile.

STEELE (CONT’D)
What are these? They’re so cute.

Exasperated but calm, Jeff studies Steele.
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JEFF
Your fingers.

Jeff grabs a power bar, smells it. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Hey, don’t they make, like brownies 
and cookies out of drugs?

Steele laughs uncontrollably. Carl screeches in response.

STEELE
You’re so silly, Jeffery. 

Steele looks back at his hand and studies it.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Three, four, five... SIX!

Now, Steele looks at his feet in wonderment. Toes wiggling.

Carl makes some hand motions to Steele, points to the 
ceiling, Steele looks up. Carl snags a Power Stick and runs 
toward the corner. Steele points.  

STEELE (CONT’D)
Whoa... did you see that? Like a 
little monkey-ninja-pickpocket.

Steele looks in awe at Carl.

JEFF
Hey buddy, give that back, OK?

Carl shows teeth and gives Jeff the finger. Jeff pulls back, 
reevaluating.

STEELE
He really likes this stuff.

Steele examines a bar.

JEFF
Great, the monkey’s a drug addict.

STEELE
His name is Carl.

Jeff leans in. Gets his face next to Carl’s.

JEFF
Carl, you’re a drug addict.
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Carl recoils, hunkers in the corner trying to open the Power 
Stick wrapper. Jeff snatches it away. Carl objects wildly.

STEELE
Is that what the pilot meant?   
Help get the monkey... off the 
monkey’s back?

Steele pauses, then rolls over laughing at himself.

Jeff gathers up the money and drug bars, hurries them back 
into the box.

JEFF
This, needs to go away.

Jeff puts the box over by the front door and puts a heavy 
chair on top, childproofing it. He glances out the window. 

A black SUV sits in the dark parking lot facing the motel, 
engine running. A glow from a cigarette gets bright, then 
flicks out into the darkness.

Jeff shuts the curtain, quietly worried. Steele’s passed out.

EXT. PLANE WRECK - EVENING

Men in pastor clothing mill about the wreckage of the cartel 
plane. It’s the METHODIST MAFIA, and it’s their plane.

The Head Cartel man, PASTOR ROSENBERG (50s, calculating), 
opens his water bottle, and takes a long swig, then... spits 
it on the pilot’s face.

He wakes with a start.

ELI
Whoa... what the --

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Where’s my monkey, Eli?

ELI
I was playing dead, and sort of 
fell asleep. It’s cozy.

Eli leans up in his seat and scans the plane.

ELI (CONT’D)
Don’t see him. Maybe he ran off?

PASTOR ROSENBERG
And the box!?
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ABNER (20’s, Eli’s dimwitted brother) inspects the payload.

ABNER
I don’t see it yet.

The Pastor spins on Eli.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
This is your fault, Eli. Yours and 
your idiot brother’s. You had one 
job... fly the plane, and watch the 
monkey. 

ABNER
That’s actually two jobs.

The Pastor closes his eyes, and puts his fingers to his 
temples, in a “Lord give me strength” kinda way.

ELI/ABNER
(together)

Sorry sir.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
So, you’re saying someone stole my 
monkey, a million dollars in 
cash... and the Power Sticks?

ELI
Maybe not in that order, but --

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Rhetorical. Eli.

Rosenberg spots something wedged under the plane flapping in 
the wind, he stomps his wingtip on it. Steele’s model sheet. 
He examines it and smiles. Then barks at his cronies. 

PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
That monkey knows too much. Unload 
my drugs. Nuke the plane. Then find 
my monkey or you’ll both be 
crucified like --

ABNER
Pee-Wee Herman? 

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Jesus. Abner. Like Jesus. Were you 
dropped on your head as a child?

37.



EXT. PLANE WRECK - MOMENTS LATER

Eli closes the back of a drug-loaded SUV. 

Abner lights a rag hanging from the plane’s gas tank, and 
walks off, realizes the reality, and sprints. 

It explodes into a ball of fire.

I/E. BLACK SUV - CONTINUOUS

The flames reflect in the pastor’s window.

Inside he sits pondering Steele’s headshot as a glow-in-the-
dark cross softly swings from the rearview mirror. 

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Steele Graham. I wonder if you’re 
as dumb as your name?

The Pastor’s black SUV pulls away, followed by an identical 
SUV, both leave the plane to burn.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - NEXT DAY

Jeff sits in the idling truck. Carl sleeps. Gospel radio 
plays.

He stares straight ahead, sucking soda thru a fountain drink 
straw. Steele’s fast food wrappers litter the dashboard.

A lone bee buzzes around the cab. Jeff gently dodges it. 

It lands near a honey mustard packet. Jeff watches the bee 
walk around and into the opening, getting mired in its 
contents.

The bee struggles, without a second thought, Jeff offers his 
finger to the bee for help out of the sticky predicament.

The tiny friend crawls onto Jeff‘s finger, he watches it in 
wonderment. Unafraid. It continues along his finger, then 
shakes its wings free of the goo.

Jeff holds his hand up to his cracked window, it crawls to 
his fingertip and he watches the bee fly off.

Jeff stares with a smile. Carl sleeping next to him.

The passenger door flies open, Carl leaps up. Jeff turns to 
Steele, the moment shattered. 
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A Saran Wrap roll hits the dash, Steele gets in with a slam.

STEELE
I can’t believe they sell this at a 
truck stop. When did truckers get 
so domesticated?

JEFF
Why did you buy that? 

STEELE
I’m gonna wrap my body tonight and 
lose some weight while I sleep.

Jeff just shakes his head, shifting the truck into gear.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Big auditions... gotta slim down.

A spicy cheese fries wrapper rests by Carl’s head as he naps 
next to Steele.

Carl farts a little squeaker. Steele is amused. Jeff is not.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Did you hear that? That’s so cute.

Steele leans over and looks closer at Carl.

All is quiet, then... 

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - SAME

... windows drop, heads pop out.

STEELE
(outside his window)

Damn Carl, little heads-up dude.

Jeff sucks in a big gulp of outside air before he pops his 
head back in. Steele follows suit. Carl remains asleep.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - SAME

JEFF
Cold. Cold out there.

Jeff shivers and continues to roll up the window.

They bask in the warmth for a minute holding hands up to the 
heater vents.
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Steele reaches in his backpack and pulls out a doobie. Carl 
wakes up, clearly excited. He makes hand gestures to smoke. 
Steele lights it up.

JEFF (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

STEELE
Covering up the monkey fart.

Steele takes a long hit.

STEELE (CONT’D)
(holding the toke)

Geez, this is really good.

He offers it up to Jeff. Steele holds the air in his lungs.

JEFF
I’m driving!

Steele takes another hit, hands it to Carl without exhaling.

STEELE
EEARR little dude.

Carl snags the joint, takes a hit. Happy monkey. Steele 
coughs out a bunch of smoke while laughing, the truck cabin 
fills with smoke. 

STEELE (CONT’D)
Look, he knows how to smoke.

Jeff looks at the smiling Santa bobblehead.

JEFF
You’re seeing this, right Santa?

Jeff points to Steele. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Naughty.

Then points to himself.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Nice. 

Back to Steele who coughs.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Naughty... 

Back to himself, and smiles.
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JEFF (CONT’D)
Nice.

Steele rolls down his window. The wind wooshes in, knocks the 
doobie from Carl’s hand, and into Jeff’s lap.

Jeff panics, tries to tamp it out.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Ahhh, ahhh!

Jeff continues to look down scooping at the lit blunt like 
it’s a scorpion trying to sting his privates. 

He gets it out the window as they hit something in the road.

BOOM, the truck tire blows. KALUMP KALUMP KAALUMP. Jeff slows 
the truck to a stop and bangs his hands on the dash.

JEFF (CONT’D)
This truck is cursed!

Jeff turns to Steele, tilts his head, then puts it in park.

JEFF (CONT’D)
You ever change a tire?

STEELE
I was in a tire commercial once.

JEFF
Maybe you can act like you can 
change a tire.

Jeff looks around, frustrated.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Can ya check for the owner’s 
manual?

Steele rummages through the glove compartment.

STEELE
Not here. 

JEFF
Under the seat then.

Steele fumbles under his seat and pulls out a used condom. He 
FRANTICLY tries to fling it off his fingers and slaps it 
against the closed window. Jeff is frozen in disbelief.

STEELE
Damn, damn... Gross!
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Steele rolls down his window, reclaims the condom in the 
process, then chucks it. 

STEELE (CONT’D)
Don’t they clean these trucks?!

He stares out the window in shock. Then, looks down.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Oh wait, here it is. Cool.

Steele pulls the manual from the door pocket, starts reading. 

STEELE (CONT’D)
It says the spare is under the 
truck.

He thrusts the book at Jeff, pointing to the illustration. 

Jeff, still processing, has no words.   

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - DAY 

Steele and Jeff look under the bumper at a dangling chain 
where the tire should have been. Steele films again.

STEELE
Now what dude?

JEFF
I don’t... know. 

Jeff pointing at Steele’s phone.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Don’t you ever get tired?

STEELE
Good content never sleeps Jeffery.

JEFF
This is not good.

Jeff and Steele stand up, look down the road. First left, 
then right. Not a car in sight.

Jeff looks at his phone. Steele does the same then holds it 
up to the sky squinting.

STEELE
No bars dude.
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JEFF
Dang it. Let’s see what’s down the 
road. Maybe there’s a gas station.

They walk off in separate directions. Jeff stops, shakes his 
head. Steele walks back, cradling Carl in his coat.

All three trudge off together.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - EVENING

Steele pulls his wool hat over his ears taps his phone and 
quickly puts it back. 

Rudolf’s nose flashes, above a tiny hole for his mouth.

JEFF
Really?

STEELE
C’mon. Be of good cheer Jeff.

Steele starts singing Rudolf to Carl as he tickles the monkey 
smiling playfully. Despite himself, Jeff hums along.

LATER

Steele stands in the middle of the road, Carl’s head peeking 
out of his half zipped coat.

The air is crisp and traffic nonexistent. They are deep the 
mountains. Roadkill can be seen down the road.

STEELE (CONT’D)
If we haven’t seen a car in like, 
ever, (he covers Carl’s ears) how 
do all these animals get flattened?

Jeff shrugs, wraps his coat tighter as he keeps walking. 

Steele starts to play a game of identify the animal pie.

SERIES OF SHOTS POINTING AT OFF-CAMERA ROADKILL

STEELE (CONT’D)
(as he walks)

— Rabbit.
— Squirrel.
— Skunk.

He holds his nose, then picks up the pace keeping up with 
Jeff. 
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Jeff stops, and walks back meeting Steele.

JEFF
How do you do it?

STEELE
What?

JEFF
Find new ways to be annoying!

STEELE
Well, I’m sorry for trying to stay 
positive.

JEFF
How is showing Carl dead animals 
positive?

Steele doesn’t answer. Jeff walks away. 

Steele puts Carl down and shouts at Jeff.

STEELE
I'm fending off despair dude!

Jeff quickens his pace.

Carl gets excited, points behind Steele.

STEELE (CONT’D)
What is it buddy? Trouble? Is there 
trouble?

Steele squats down to see his little friend. Carl is jumping 
up and down, gesturing.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Wha... I don’t understand... what? 
Is it Jeff? Is he in trouble?

Carl slaps Steele, and points behind him.

Steele wheels around. A low rumble, then headlights appear 
over a hill in the distance.

STEELE (CONT’D)
That’s just a car. Oh! A car! 

Jeff turns, walks back to Steele. 

STEELE (CONT’D)
We have to hitch hike.
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Steele points down the road with his thumb, then shakes it a 
few times for effect.

JEFF
Put that away. You’ve seen all 
those movies where the hitchers get 
hacked up by a back-woods hillbilly 
in a jacked up four-by-four?

STEELE
You watch too much 20/20.

They turn to see a shiny, jacked up Dualie 4X4, driven by a 
hillbilly slowing to a stop.

DANCE MCCOY, (late 20s, buzzed hair) leans out with a smile.

DANCE
Trouble, gents?

Jeff takes a back step, hiding behind Steele.

STEELE
Uh, yeah ah, our truck’s got a 
flat.

DANCE
I saw it back there. Y’all OK?

JEFF
Yeah, just need a new tire. The 
truck doesn’t have a spare.

Dance points to a bundled-up Carl.

DANCE
Is that a baby?

STEELE
OH, ah nope, it’s just Carl, our 
uh, pet monkey.

Dance raises an eyebrow, then nods.

JEFF
Do you think you could take us to 
the nearest gas station? We’re 
pressed for time.

DANCE
Well, the nearest one is about 
ninety miles...

(points backwards)
(MORE)
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that way. You’re pretty much in 
backwoods Kentucky.

JEFF
Crud biscuits.

DANCE
Tell you what, how about we drive 
back and take a look. Maybe I can 
patch it.

JEFF
That would be amazing, thank you 
Mr...?

DANCE
McCoy. Dwight McCoy, but you can 
call me Dance.

STEELE
I’m Steele and this is my brother-
in-law, Jeff.

DANCE
It’s a pleasure.

INT. DANCE'S TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER

As they drive back, Steele notices an old-time photograph 
taped to the dash. Written in fancy calligraphy it reads: 
“OLE RAN’L MCCOY, 1865.”

STEELE
Hey, are you related to that family 
that fought a bunch in the old 
days? Ah... Seinfelds and McCoys?

Dance rolls with it.

DANCE
Yesir, the very ones.

Jeff closes his eyes and shakes his head in the backseat.

DANCE (CONT’D)
So, where are ya’ll from?

STEELE
I live in LA. I’m an actor.

JEFF
And I’m from Baltimore, moving to 
LA. Hence, the moving truck.

DANCE (CONT’D)
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Dance nods, looks at Steele. 

DANCE
So... what’s the deal with the 
monkey?

STEELE
(quieter)

We just recently adopted him. The 
people he belonged to didn’t treat 
him very well.

Dance quietly acknowledges, returns his eyes to the road.

STEELE (CONT’D)
You still shoot people?

Jeff rolls his eyes, with a groan. 

Dance tilts his head.

DANCE
No, it’s Ok... we stopped killing 
people before the turn of the 
century. We’re all civilized out 
here now. 

Dance turns and smiles at Steele. 

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER

The three men pull up to the truck, and get out. Dance bends 
down to investigate the tire. 

DANCE
Well damn, I thought we could patch 
it but it’s shredded.

Dance scratches his head, thinks for a minute. He looks at 
his immaculate dualie-truck, then back at the blown tire.

DANCE (CONT’D)
We can use one of my dualies. They 
got the same lug pattern.

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - LATER

He tightens the last nut and steps back to admire his work.

DANCE
Well, that looks like we meant it.

47.



The tire is sticking out like a sore thumb, monster truck- 
style. A very funny picture of redneck ingenuity.

JEFF
Let me pay you Dance.

DANCE
No, that’s alright, I can get 
another one back at the house.

Dance looks at his watch.

DANCE (CONT’D)
I tell you what, it’s getting dark. 
Why don’t you come back to my 
place, and stay the night?

Jeff looks a little freaked.

JEFF
We don’t want to put you out.

DANCE
It’s not a problem.

Jeff pauses and edges behind Steele. 

Steele points to Carl.

STEELE
OK for Carl to stay too? They won’t 
be weirded out, will they?

DANCE
(smiles)

You kiddin’ me, we’re in the 
backwoods boys... some of my 
relatives are animals.

Jeff whispers to Steele.

JEFF
He’s kidding right?

EXT. ROADSIDE - CONTINUOUS

Both trucks pass a “Welcome to Kentucky, The Friendly State” 
sign with a dozen bullet holes in it.
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EXT. MCCOY CABIN - NIGHT

A small light bulb flickers as it illuminates a rundown porch 
of a turn-of-the-century cabin. The scene is straight out of 
“Deliverance”. Chickens scurry in front as they walk. 

Jeff puts his car keys between his fingers and makes a fist. 
Carl rides alert on Steele’s shoulder. They step on the first 
step, it creaks loudly. 

STEELE
Nice place you have here.

Steele looks sideways at Dance as he speaks. Empty moonshine 
jugs are strewn everywhere. 

An opossum darts in front and sits at Steele’s feet. 

STEELE/CARL
(high pitched)

Ahhhh!

Dance points.

DANCE
That’s Junior. He’s family.

He opens the door and motions for the men to enter. 

Junior scurries in. 

INT. MCCOY CABIN - NIGHT

They are shocked to see a fully furnished, upscale home with 
a 90” flat screen TV, marble flooring, and an extremely 
large, lavishly decorated Christmas tree. They stepped into a 
scene from the Beverly Hillbillies.  

STEELE
Hello Four Seasons.

Jeff smiles.

INT. MCCOY CABIN - DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jeff and Steele walk into a larger-than-life dining room with 
a waiter standing next to 3 seated people. 

There’s MOMMA MCCOY (60s), dressed in a 1950s style gingham 
shirtwaist dress and apron. POPPA MCCOY (60s), sporting denim 
overalls and a white T-shirt. 
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And GRANDPA MCCOY (80s), dressed in red long-john underwear, 
a coonskin cap with ear mufflers, and round aviator goggles 
high upon his forehead. 

DANCE
Hey ya’ll, these are some friends 
whose moving truck had a flat. 

Dance looks at his momma.

DANCE (CONT’D)
Mind if they spend the night?

MOMMA MCCOY
That’ll be fine son. Hello boys. Be 
mindful of Junior.

Momma points to the opossum, who is already seated at the 
table eating his dinner from a fine china plate. 

POPPA MCCOY
Grab a seat, dinner’s getting cold.

The boys take their seats. The McCoy’s act like they’re part 
of the family. 

Carl clings to Steele’s leg.

POPPA MCCOY (CONT’D)
What’s the monkey’s name?

STEELE
Carl.

Steele is nervous and flushed.

STEELE (CONT’D)
From Caddy Shack.

Poppa McCoy laughs.

POPPA MCCOY
Love that one! That gopher... what 
a talented actor.

MOMMA MCCOY
I love gophers. Such an earthy 
flavor.

Grandpa McCoy continues to eat his dinner without looking up 
at Steele. He screams.

GRANDPA MCCOY
Poppycock!
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Steele, eyes wide, sits up in his chair.

STEELE
What did he call me?

MOMMA MCCOY
You’ll have to excuse Grandpa, he’s 
in his own world these days.

POPPA MCCOY
OH, we don’t pay him no mind. Ever 
since the Lottery, we just let him 
do whatever he wants.

Jeff, in mid chew, lowers his fork. 

JEFF
You won the lottery. That’s 
amazing!

Grandpa has a rare moment of clarity.

GRANDPA MCCOY
Amazing my ass. Try keeping twenty 
million from the tax man. 

JEFF
(choking)

Twenty --

Jeff swallows hard, and can barely squeak out the word.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Million?

GRANDPA MCCOY
Yeah, the bastards all want their 
share, don’t they?! 

POPPA MCCOY
That’s why we keep it hillbilly on 
the outside.

He nods, using his fork to indicate the exterior.

POPPA MCCOY (CONT’D)
Nothin’ to see here Inspector Man.

The butler steps up, pours Momma more wine and recedes.

MOMMA MCCOY
If they do stop by, we just pay 
‘em.
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She winks at Jeff. Grandpa glares at Jeff. 

He turns to Dance to change the conversation.

JEFF
What exactly do you grow here?

DANCE
Only the finest Kentucky Moonshine 
in the country.

STEELE
Now that’s the kind of farming I 
can --

Jeff watches Steele, as his mouth slowly falls open, 
gobsmacked by a vision entering from the kitchen. 

Eyes like saucers, Steele stares at a hillbilly goddess.

STEELE (CONT’D)
get... behind.

MAE MCOY (20s), an auburn haired bombshell with glasses, 
breasts crammed into a tight plaid shirt, partially covered 
by a white lab coat, and a glass beaker with dentures in it.

MAE
Grandpa! I wish you wouldn’t put 
yer teeth in the yeast starter. Now 
I gotta make a new batch.

She sets down the glass with the floating teeth on the table.

DANCE
Speaking of which, here’s the 
brains of the operation. My sister. 

Steele looks at Dance, as Mae notices the guests.

MAE
Oh, hello.

Her pearly whites light up her shy smile as she sits facing 
the only salad on the table.

MAE (CONT’D)
I’m Mabel, friends call me Mae.

JEFF
I’m Jeff, and this is my brother-in-
law, Steele.

She nods to Jeff, and turns to Steele, with a sheepish smile.
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MAE
Steel, huh? Did you know you’re one 
of the world’s strongest materials?

All Steele can do is blink.

MAE (CONT’D)
Molten iron, sulfur, phosphorus, 
and carbon. All getting hotter and 
hotter until they come together in 
a -- 

Mae sees Carl.

MAE (CONT’D)
You have a monkey!

Steele breaks his trance.

STEELE
Uh, Carl, Mae. Mae, Carl.

Excited, Mae bends down as Carl hand gestures something.

MAE
He said hello!

Mae signs hello back. Steele gets excited.

STEELE
What! Carl can talk? I thought he 
was just waving his arms around 
like a monkey.

JEFF
He is a monkey.

Carl makes another hand motion to smoke.

MAE
Smoke?

She looks at Steele.

Steele grins at Carl.

STEELE
(whispers)

Not now little buddy.

Mae smiles adoringly at Carl. 

Jeff looks at his dinner. He takes another bite and points.
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JEFF
This ham is really tasty. 
(swallows) I’ve never had anything 
like it.

MOMMA MCCOY
Poppa McCoy shoveled it up fresh 
today. Kilt by a “Semi” off 
interstate 23.

Jeff throws up a little in his mouth, pushing the plate away.

JEFF
And I’m full. Thank you.

POPPA MCCOY
Opossum, I reckon. Couldn’t quite 
tell on account of it being so tore 
up. Don’t tell Junior. It’ll break 
his little heart.

Junior happily feasts as Poppa McCoy smiles at him.

MOMMA MCCOY
We stopped shootin’ our dinners 
after that National Geographic 
special ‘bout them baby seals?

POPPA MCCOY
That one got ta’ me.

MAE
I didn’t sleep for a week.

They all casually eat as they talk.

DANCE
Couldn’t stop cryin’. You jus’ see 
the struggle in their little eyes.

JEFF
Because of baby seals, you eat 
gourmet roadkill?

The clan, nods and eats. Mae chomping her healthy salad.

Jeff and Steele nervously look at one another.

Momma sees Grandpa, looking comatose. She gives a loud clap. 

Jeff and Steele jump. 

MOMMA MCCOY
Grandpa, wake up. Grandpa!
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Poppa McCoy pokes him with a fork.

POPPA MCCOY
Get up old coot! Show some manners.

GRANDPA MCCOY
(wakes, yelling at no one)

GIVE ME MA BRITCHES, YOU SONS’A 
BITCHES! 

And within an instant, Grandpa calms down.

Poppa McCoy shakes his head.

POPPA MCCOY
Damn fool.

The butler in the corner, doesn’t flinch. 

Dance looks at Jeff.

DANCE
Ever sample Kentucky moonshine? 

Then, points to a mason jar on the windowsill.

DANCE (CONT’D)
Not the store-bought stuff, but the 
real deal? 

Jeff and Steele shake their heads.

JEFF
Nope.

Steele perks up and leans forward in his chair.

STEELE
But we’d like to.

Poppa points out the window.

POPPA MCCOY
Why don’t you take the boys down to 
the still and work it a bit son. I 
reckon a fresh batch is ready for 
the dippin’.

The boys smile as they stand. Mae pipes up.

MAE
I recalibrated the mash and pushed 
the PH to 6.2, should be perfect. 

55.



Mae turns to Steele.

MAE (CONT’D)
Then I added a few crushed pecans.

She smiles.

MAE (CONT’D)
For a touch of sweetness.

They stare in awe at Mae.

DANCE
That’s a fine idea. Let’s show 
these boys how McCoys do business.

MAE
Can I stay, and chat with Carl?

Carl jumps into Mae’s arms. She giggles. Steele laughs.

STEELE
There’s your answer.

Mae holds Carl, bouncing him like a baby, then looks at 
Steele over her glasses.

MAE
Don’t get too drunk.

INT. MCCOY STILL - LATER

The men stand in a cavernous room filled with moonshine jars 
stacked on shelves from floor to ceiling. 

Steele walks to a corner shelf and props his phone up against 
a jar and hits record, then turns to the guys and grins.

STEELE
For posterity.

In the center of the room is a large copper still with curly 
copper tubing leading out of it. 

At the end, sits a small barrel for moonshine to drip into. 
Dance takes a tin cup and samples the nectar of the Gods.

DANCE
Whooooowee! Mae outdid herself.

He hands it to Steele who downs the entire cup.
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DANCE (CONT’D)
Careful man, this stuff’ll kill a 
cow. Mae’s got it at 160 Proof.

STEELE
Hool-lee snot-balls dude.

His eyes roll back into his head as he plops onto a stool.

DANCE
Told ya.

He hands the cup to Jeff who takes a small sip.

DANCE (CONT’D)
You got to do more than that.

Jeff takes another small sip, then makes a pinched face.

JEFF
(raspy)

That. Is. Strong.

He gasps and closes his eyes to recover. Dance pulls a short 
scoop from the barrel and takes a snort.

DANCE
Yup, it’s definitely ready. 

Dance takes a match and drops it into the remains of the cup. 
It catches fire.

DANCE (CONT’D)
See that blue flame? That’s pure as 
a virgin.

STEELE
I like virgins.

Steele grabs the still flaming cup and takes a big swig.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Damn, burned my mouth. Hot, hot!

Steele dabs and wipes his tongue quickly, then smiles.

STEELE (CONT’D)
(burned-tongue-impaired)

I feel prethy gooth right now. I 
can’t feel my lipths.

Steele leans back against the wall and closes his eyes.
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DANCE
It ain’t yer momma’s moonshine.

Dance sits on a moonshine crate as Jeff pulls up a crate next 
to him and squats. 

DANCE (CONT’D)
It mellows once it’s bottled. Since 
you’re beginners, here.

Dance drops a chunk of ice in Jeff’s cup. 

Jeff takes a sip and scans the room overflowing with product.

JEFF
What are you going to do with all 
this?

DANCE
I don’t know. We just keep making 
it. We sell to the locals mainly.

Jeff takes another long swig from the McCoy elixir, passes 
the cup to Dance who polishes it off. Dance pops open a 
bottle, pours, and hands the cup to Steele.

STEELE
Sooooo, Dance? What’s stopping you 
from marketing this to the whole 
world?

DANCE
Not sure. Need to get the word out, 
I guess? I dunno.

Jeff has a thought and grabs a sharpie from the work table.

JEFF
It’s gonna be OK, I work in 
advertising.

He grabs Steele, spins him around and draws on his T-shirt.

STEELE
Whoa, that was a fast spin.

Jeff steadies Steele.

JEFF
You need six things, and we already 
have five.

Jeff draws a sloppy circle and writes an M.
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JEFF (CONT’D)
We have marketing. That’s me.

He draws another circle next to it with a D. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Distribution, that’s you Dance.

Jeff draws a longer oval between the two circles, writes SP 
and steps back.

JEFF (CONT’D)
This one, helps these other two.  
Our rugged spokesperson... Steele. 
The face of Monkey Moonshine Inc. 

Dance nods, impressed.

Steele struggles, looking over his shoulder at the drawing.

Dance and Jeff stare at the T-shirt drawing which looks a lot 
like a...

DANCE
I see a penis.

JEFF
Uh, hold on.

Jeff quickly draws two more big circles. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
And this is Mae.

He adds the I and QC.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Innovation and Quality Control.

STEELE
That tickles, dude.

Jeff steps back and turns to Dance, who tilts his head, 
studying.

DANCE
Makes sense, but now it’s a penis 
between two breasts.

JEFF
Whoa, crap.

STEELE
Le’me see. Le’me see.

59.



He starts to pull the shirt, Jeff stops him and scrawls a 
large dollar sign over the whole thing as Steele squirms.

JEFF
The thing that’s stopping you? 
Investment dollars.

He turns back to Dance with a wry look.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Or, at least it was stopping you.

Dance grins.

DANCE
Grandpa.

Dance refills their glasses as Steele pulls off his shirt and 
gazes at it.

STEELE
Looks like a business plan to me, 
boys!

 Dance offers up a toast.

DANCE
To a bunch of misfits who know too 
much for their own good.

STEELE
(slurs)

What he said.

DANCE
There’s a seventh thing we need to 
do, Jeff.

Dance quickly takes out his pocketknife, and cuts his palm. 
Then grabs Steele and does the same.

STEELE
Oww. What’re ya doin’?

Steele holds his hand like a baby.

Dance turns to Jeff. 

Jeff throws his hands behind his back.

JEFF
Uh, you’re crazy.
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DANCE
Have to Jeff. Blood brothers. It’s 
how we sign contracts out here.

Jeff holds his hand and squirms. 

JEFF
Can’t we use a pen and paper like 
civilized --

DANCE
Nope!

Jeff offers his hand and turns away. Dance, cuts and holds 
all three hands together in a union to seal the deal.

DANCE (CONT’D)
There. It’s in blood.

STEELE
Wuz-at mean?

DANCE
Has to happen. Unwritten law. Code 
of the mountain.

Jeff and Steele stare at their bloody hands, Steele smiles.

STEELE
Never had blood brothers before. 
Hell yeah!

Jeff, still woozy, eyes roll back, wobbles, faints.

INT. MCCOY CABIN - DAY

JEFF’S ROOM

Jeff’s still passed out, right hand bandaged, face plastered 
sideways on a king-sized bed with Junior sniffing his chin. 

His eyes open, sees the rodent, pushes it away.

JEFF
Ahh, dangit Junior. Shoo. 

Junior jumps down. Jeff sits up and leans back against the 
wall of his opulent room. Birds are chirping outside. 

Light dodges through the trees and streams in the window 
dappling the walls. 
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He soaks in the peaceful scene, takes a deep breath, and 
closes his eyes. 

A bullet SHOOTS into the wall.

Jeff looks up, startled and confused.

A second next to him, splinters the bedpost, then a third. 

Jeff gets more freaked out with each shot. A fourth bullet 
shatters a lamp.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Oh no. Oh God. Oh no.

Jeff rolls off the bed, lands flat to the floor. Eyes glued 
shut, he yells for Steele in the next room. More shots.

JEFF (CONT’D)
They found us, Steele! THEY FOUND 
US!

STEELE’S ROOM

Steele yells back from under the bed.

STEELE
Who’s shooting at us!

JEFF(O.S.)
Drug Lords. Has to be! 

He gets himself out from under the bed, and crawls fast.

JEFF’S ROOM

Steele bangs open the door, and crawls to Jeff. Both face-to-
face. Steele looks around.

STEELE
Where’s Carl!?

Carl rushes in screeching, grabs Steele’s leg.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Little dude, go find Mae.

Carl nods and scampers off at high speed.

HALLWAY

Dance busts out of his room, crossbow slung on his back, a 
bullet blows up a deer head on the wall.
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He drops and crawls. Jeff and Steele join him, banging into 
each other, crawling side by side down the hall.

DANCE
What’s going on? 

JEFF
Well, there might be a million 
dollars’ worth of drugs and money 
in our truck.

Dance stops. Eyes Jeff.

DANCE
Dammit Jeffery!

Gunfire continues to tear up the walls then, silence.

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Abner stands just outside his black SUV. He holds up a hand-
cannon equipped with silencer, and shoots at the cabin. 

Eli quickly walks up to his brother, then smacks the back of 
his head.

ELI
You’ll shoot that sweet little 
monkey, dimwit!

Abner frowns. Eli calls out.

ELI (CONT’D)
Hello! I’m sorry for my brother’s 
rude greeting. He gets overzealous.

INT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Dance peers out the window, turns back to Jeff and Steele.

DANCE
Just two of them.

ELI (O.S.)
I believe you all have something 
that belongs to us. We don’t want 
to hurt you. We just want it back.

Jeff and Steele stare at Dance in despair.

DANCE
Y’all got some explainin’ to do.
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ELI (O.S.)
Hello... we just want to talk.

Dance rises, unslings his crossbow, walks off, and out the 
front door, before anyone can stop him.

They quickly crawl to the window, peek up, eyes wide.

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - A MOMENT LATER

Outside, Abner and Eli watch as Dance coolly exits the front 
door, leans on a porch post, cradling his crossbow.

ELI
I think you know what we want.

ABNER
Yeah, the monkey and the box.

Dance remains silent, slowly raising his crossbow.

Steele looks nervous.

STEELE
Uh... I guess he, uh, wasn’t dead.

Eli calls louder from the gravel drive.

ELI
Listen, this doesn’t have to get 
messy.

ABNER
Yeah messy!

At that very moment, red laser dots target each man in the 
chest. They look down in disbelief. Then up to see...

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - UPSTAIRS WINDOWS - DAY

Mae, Momma, and Poppa McCoy all pointing laser-sighted, high-
powered rifles at the bad guys from the upstairs windows.

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

ABNER
Crap.

DANCE
Now the way I see it, ya’ll are 
trespassing. 

(MORE)
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We don’t take too kindly to that 
sort of thing. Especially when it 
comes with shooting up our house.

Eli tightens on his pistol. Dance takes notice.

DANCE (CONT’D)
Bad idea, friend.

INT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Close on Jeff’s saucer eyes peeking above the window sill.

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS 

Mae shoots the gun from his hand. Then, pivots on Abner, 
shoots his pistol. Both hop around holding their hands.

ELI
Ow, damn!

Mae lowers her rifle and smiles at her achievement.

The other McCoys stare at her like a ball-hog playing 
basketball.

DANCE
(under his breath)

Show off.

I/E. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

JEFF
We have to go Steele.

He turns, Steele’s gone.

On the edge of panic, Jeff spots movement out another window.

He sees Steele sprinting for the truck, holding Carl.

Steele, stops, holds up his hand, jiggling the keys. Carl 
seems to be filming with Steele’s phone.

STEELE
JEFF! IT’S GO TIME!

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Steele gets to the truck, Jeff moments later. 

DANCE (CONT’D)
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Steele jumps in, starts it. Jeff right behind him. Carl 
jumping, and screeching, still holding the phone.

JEFF
OhmyGod.OhmyGod.OhmyGod.

Steele punches it, they peel off down the deserted lane 
toward the main road.

EXT. MCCOY CABIN - CONTINUOUS

The bad guys turn helplessly, after watching them leave.

Dance walks over to them.

DANCE
Now, let’s see --

Two gun shots. BAM. BAM.

The brothers yelp, grabbing their chests. Then look at each 
other, unharmed.

The front tires of their SUV hiss flat.

Dance just smiles.

The brothers look up slowly at Dance.

DANCE (CONT’D)
What do we do with you two?

EXT. DESERTED MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY

Looking out of an opening from within a decrepit barn, the 
two brothers walk by in their tighty whities and wife-
beaters, arms crossed and shivering. 

ELI
Bring it Lil’ Jethro? That was your 
response?

ABNER
Sorry, got caught up in the moment.

Eli rolls his eyes straight at the camera.

ELI
You’re such an idiot, Abner.
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INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - DAY

Jeff hyperventilates. They’re parked, engine idling. 

STEELE
You got this Jeff. Breathe. Can’t 
change what already happened. 

Jeff sucks in and out of the fast food bag.

Steele smiles and holds up his phone.

STEELE (CONT’D)
It’s not all bad. Got Mae’s number.

Jeff takes in three deep breaths and seems to relax. His 
phone RINGS, startling him, keeps breathing and grabs it.

Jeff raises his phone, but Dance speaks first.

DANCE (V.O.)
How’re you doing buddy?

JEFF 
Oh, ah... never better.

Jeff’s calm now, closes his eyes.

JEFF (CONT’D)
So, where are you?

DANCE (V.O.)
Hey Jeff?

JEFF
Yeah?

There’s a tap on the window. Dance smiles at Jeff, who 
startles almost bumping his head on the roof.

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

All three, stand between the two idling trucks. Jeff is 
agitated, speaking fast.

JEFF
My first thought was I peed myself, 
then I saw Steele running --

DANCE
You mind if I tag along for the 
rest of the trip?

67.



JEFF
I thought, dang, we-- what?

Jeff looks up at Dance in shock.

DANCE
Yeah, ya know, just in case.

Jeff launches at Dance, hugging him tight.

Dance awkwardly accepts.

JEFF 
Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.

Steele documents the moment with his phone then joins the 
hug. 

STEELE
This is nice.

Dance’s eyes widen recognizing the weirdness of the moment. 

Carl smiles in the truck window, puts his hand on the glass.

EXT. STORE FRONT - DAY

Eli and Abner sit on a curb in front of a store.

Eli, dressed in overalls two sizes too small. Abner is in 
fishnets accented with a tight leather onesie. 

A “Closed Sunday” sign hangs on a smashed door window which 
says: “Jake’s Video, Ammo and Sex Shop” 

Abner touches his leather onesie.

ABNER
This is surprisingly comfortable.

Eli stares straight ahead, hands on knees.

A black SUV pulls up and stops. They rise slowly, file in.

INT. PASTER’S SUV - CONTINUOUS

Pastor Rosenberg covers his phone in mid-conversation.

PASTOR ROSENBERG (O.S.)
I don’t want to know.

The door closes with a SLAM. The SUV idles.
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PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
Yes. Joey? I have a problem and 
you’re the solution.

EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - SAME

JOEY (50s), dark and burly exits a store, grunts as he 
listens to his phone, a lit cigar hanging from his lips. The 
clerk yelling at him to pay for the candy bar in his hand.

A Salvation Army volunteer in a Santa suit, rings a bell 
outside the door. Joey tosses his cigar into the metal 
donation bucket. The forlorn volunteer watches the bucket go 
up in flames.

JOEY
Good as done.

INT. DANCE'S TRUCK - LATER

Steele sits in Dance’s passenger seat petting Carl’s head as 
he sleeps in his lap. He thinks of something, then pulls out 
his phone, and dials with his thumb. 

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff’s phone vibrates and plays the intro of “Too sexy for my 
shirt”. He answers it. 

INTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATION - MOVING TRUCK/DANCE’S TRUCK

STEELE
Like my ringtone? I put it on when 
you were passed out. Awesome, 
right?

JEFF
Who’s calling please?

STEELE
Wow, Jeff, that was funny. You must 
be in shock. Hey, how do you think 
they found us?

JEFF
Weird, I can’t figure it out.

STEELE
I was thinking --
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JEFF
Please don’t do that.

STEELE
No seriously. I played a bank 
robber once in a soap, and they put 
a tracker in one of the money bags. 
Do you think?

EXT. DESOLATE HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS

The wheels lock up as the U-Haul truck screeches to a stop.

Jeff runs around, throws up the rolling back door and pulls 
out the Power Sticks box.

Through Dance’s dirty windshield - Dance and Steele, holding 
Carl, jog up to Jeff.

Inside the box, taped under a false bottom, is a blinking red 
light. All three men stand motionless, staring.

Jeff grabs the beacon, throws it down, and stomps on it, 
narrating each stomp.

JEFF
Die! Die! Die! Die! DIE!

Steele and Dance grin. They slap Jeff on the back as he 
continues to stomp. He stops. Then one more stomp.

JEFF (CONT’D)
DIE MOTHER FUCKER!

STEELE
I think you killed it buddy.

Jeff looks up at Steele, out of breath.

INT. BLACK LINCOLN NAVIGATOR - SAME

Tight on a bank of monitors with various camera angles from 
the men’s trip. Inside their truck, outside, etc. The one in 
the center is Jeff speaking. He finishes his sentence.

JEFF
That should get ’em off our scent.
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EXT. BLACK LINCOLN NAVIGATOR - SAME

The SUV sits idling in a parking lot. A “SpongeBob for 
President” bumper sticker on the back bumper. The Navigator 
quickly drives out of frame.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - LATER

The scenery outside is beautiful. 

Rolling snow covered hills, quaint farmhouses and barns are 
everywhere. Christmas music plays on the radio.

The truck lurches and chokes. The engine gurgles.

JEFF
Oh No... no no, no!

He looks at the gas gauge... empty?

A gas station appears on his right, down a long hill. He 
grips the wheel. Repeatedly rocks forward. Urging the truck.

JEFF (CONT’D)
C’mon.

The truck exits, and coasts into the station. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
C’MON!

The truck rolls up to the first pump, and dies. He brakes, 
then screams out the window to a passer-by who’s videoing 
with his phone.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Booyah! You see that?!

With a giant grin, Jeff points to the gas pumps.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I’m the man, baby!

Jeff gets out and does some bad James Brown moves.

Dance and Steele cruise up, smiling.

EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

Jeff walks to the pump and pulls the hose to fill the truck. 
It stops three inches short. 
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JEFF
No.

Jeff yanks on the hose, pulling the nozzle, demoralized.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Fart. Knockers.

He pulls it again. No good.

He leans back almost horizontally pulling the hose, but it 
won’t stretch. He plays a losing battle of tug-of-war with 
the gas pump. 

Steele walks up and helps.

The two men continue pulling on the hose with all their might 
as Dance walks up.

JEFF (CONT’D)
AHHHHHH!

Steele points to the back.

STEELE
Dude, we can do this. Let’s push... 
all of us!

EXT. BACK OF U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

They grunt, scream, slip and misstep then fall to the 
pavement. This goes on. Push, slip, fall, repeat. 

A loud BWOOP-BWOOP from a police cruiser, then a voice booms 
out of a speaker.

OFFICER ROBERTS (O.S.)
Move away from the vehicle.

OFFICER ROBERTS (30s, strong jawline, honest) waits in his 
cruiser behind them.

Jeff starts freaking out.

STEELE
Stay cool dude, stay cool.

JEFF
He knows we’re criminals!

The boys put their hands up against the side of the truck 
waiting to be frisked and handcuffed.
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OFFICER ROBERTS (O.S.)
Step AWAY from the vehicle. Please.

The boys startle and step back. 

The cruiser bumps their truck and pushes it hard the 
remaining three inches to reach the gas nozzle. 

He gets out, smiles, and starts to fill up his own tank.

JEFF
OK then.

STEELE
What a cool cop.

As if in slow-motion, Officer Roberts tips his hat to Dance 
as he walks by, holding a windshield squeegee. 

Dance beams.

The officer returns the squeegee, hops in his cruiser and 
drives off. Dance watches, then focuses on something on top 
of the fuel pump.

Dance walks to the gas pump, finds a business card, reads it 
and turns to watch the cruiser drive off.

It reads: “Porter Roberts, Detective, DEA, Specialist 
Division” 

He smiles, transfixed, as the detective drives off.

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - SAME

Jeff and Steele play the finale of rock, paper, scissors. 
Steele wins with rock. 

STEELE
I ride with Dance. Carl’s with you.

JEFF
Ok, but for future reference, rock 
doesn’t beat paper. But whatever. 
Let’s roll, so we can get to Gram’s 
by dark.

EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

Jeff leads. They pull off. 
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To the side, a man quickly puts a telephoto camera back into 
the trunk of a black Navigator. Jeff stares trying to 
process. 

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff calls Steele.

STEELE
Jellow...

JEFF
You see that Black Lincoln? I think 
it’s following us.

STEELE
Ok, you’re just paranoid, dude. 

JEFF
Yeah, but...

STEELE
Jeff. Sit back and enjoy the ride.

JEFF
OK, OK.

EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

The two truck convoy heads down the road.

Followed at a distance by a black Lincoln Navigator. 

I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - EVENING

Jeff rolls down the window and takes in a deep breath.

Snow on both sides of the highway, the trucks look tiny 
against the vast open landscape. 

Christmas decorations are everywhere. Jeff signals to turn 
off the highway into town.

CHRISTMAS VIGNETTES - CONTINUOUS

Holiday music over:

-- Snow covered mountains behind the city.

-- Horse drawn sled pulling carolers.
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-- Tree on top of car being taken home.

-- Main street lit up with all things Christmas.

INT. DANCE’S TRUCK - NIGHT

STEELE
So, they were really your family?

DANCE
Yup. My real family.

STEELE
Amazing.

Dance looks out his side window at a gorgeous array of lights 
twinkling like iridescent stars. Then he glances at Steele.

DANCE
Do you ever miss being little?

STEELE
Uh, what?

DANCE
This time of year. When everything 
was magical, and you knew you were 
getting what you wanted.

Steele looks back at Dance.

DANCE (CONT’D)
My whole life, I’ve been afraid of 
leaving. Too afraid to be myself.

Dance fidgets with his keys hanging from the ignition. 

DANCE (CONT’D)
Flat-out scared to leave my mark.

STEELE
You don’t seem afraid of anything.

Dance forces a smile.

Steele looks out the window.

STEELE (CONT’D)
I’m the one’s who’s afraid. I don’t 
even like acting. Always been 
scared shitless to try anything 
else.
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Steele sticks out his chin as he speaks.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Everyone says, “You have those 
Adonis looks, don’t waste them.”

Dance laughs.

DANCE
Yeah, good looking, in an ugly way.

They smile at each other, like sharing secrets in the far end 
of the school yard.

Steele settles back into his seat. Then, has a thought.

STEELE
Sooo, what’s the story with Mae?

DANCE
Mae? Mae who?

Dance acts casual, then laughs. Steele as well.

DANCE (CONT’D)
Well, she’s smart as a whip.

STEELE
Yeah. That I know.

DANCE
She also plays the fiddle -- I mean 
violin. First chair, Kentucky 
Chamber Orchestra.

STEELE
The hell you say?!

DANCE
Not only does she handle all the 
moonshine mixtures, she can shoot 
the wings off a flea at 100 yards.

Steele glows like a teenager.

STEELE
I can’t get her off my mind.

DANCE
She can do that to a fella. 

Dance stares straight ahead.
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DANCE (CONT’D)
Especially when you picture her 
bouncing up and down on top of you, 
in one of my parents guest rooms.

Steele freezes. Dance punches his shoulder with a smile.

DANCE (CONT’D)
I’m just messin’ with ya.

Hands back on the wheel.

DANCE (CONT’D)
But I’m right.

Dance reaches for the radio and turns up a Christmas tune.

Steele looks out the window and grins, shaking his head. 

EXT. GRANDMA’S FRONT DOOR - NIGHT

The monstrous U-Haul truck pulls up in front, parking on the 
street. Dance parks in the driveway.

A small wreath with a blinking Rudolf is hung on the door.

JEFF
Grandma’s in Florida for the 
holidays.

Jeff moves a plastic snowman on the porch and grabs a key.

INT. GRANDMA’S HOUSE - SAME

The men walk into 1979. Shag carpet with end tables 
supporting Hummel figurines fills the main room.

Steele walks over to a candy dish filled with dusty, hard 
candies. He reaches but rethinks.

Dance looks around and smiles. 

DANCE
Looks like my Auntie Norma’s place.

Jeff walks around, reminiscing.

JEFF
This was my home for seven years.

DANCE
And your parents?
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Jeff looks off.

JEFF
Drunk driver.

The other two guys wilt.

DANCE
Oh, God, I’m sorry.

Steele looks dumbfounded as Dance touches Jeff’s shoulder.

JEFF
It was my birthday. They were 
picking me up from band camp. Never 
made it. I lived with grandma from 
that day until I left for college.

Steele stares at the floor, then looks up.

STEELE
Why have I never heard this?

JEFF
I don’t know. I gave a little 
speech at our reception. Maybe you 
missed it.

A trace of sadness crosses Steele’s face.

Dance leans down, looking at an all black manger scene.

DANCE
I’m glad you had grandma.

Jeff looks at a framed photo of his grandmother hugging him 
at his high school graduation.

JEFF
Grams was my rock — still is. This 
place...

He sighs as he walks over to a shelf of candles, trophies and 
nicknacks.

JEFF (CONT’D)
The smells, the sounds, the mem--

Jeff moves a silver chess trophy and a creepy marionette 
flops down glaring at him.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Ahhhh! I hate you, Mr. Gizmo.
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Jeff gathers himself and joins Steele at the window.

STEELE
That thing’s worse than a mime.

He shudders and the two brothers-in law watch the snow.

Jeff’s phone dings, he pulls it out, and reads the text.

JEFF
Good Luck Jeff, we’re rooting for 
you. Jack from Des Moines?

Jeff looks up, worried.

JEFF (CONT’D)
What is this? I don’t know anyone 
in Iowa.

The boys look nervous.

STEELE
Don’t respond. They’re fishing to 
see if it’s you.

JEFF
Who? The bad guys?

Steel grabs his phone, scrolls and taps a few times.

He hands it back to Jeff.

STEELE
It’s safe now. You’re dead to them, 
dude.

Jeff looks blankly at his phone.

JEFF
All my app-thingies are gone.

STEELE
You can call or text. That’s it. 
Better safe than sorry.

He shoves it back into his pocket.

JEFF
Good idea, we need to watch the 
front for the Cartel. Dance, want 
the first watch?

DANCE
You bet.
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Jeff fills his lungs, takes a short exhale.

JEFF
OK, wake me in two hours. I’ll take 
second watch.

Jeff and Steele head for the back bedrooms. Carl’s sleeping 
in Steeles arms. Jeff cautiously passes Mr. Gizmo. 

In Jeff’s old bedroom, Jedi Starfighters and X-Wings hang on 
fishing line around his bed. His room hasn’t changed since he 
left. Jeff tosses and turns and finally falls asleep.

INT. GRANDMA’S HOUSE - NIGHT - LATER

Jeff pushes on Steele who’s talking in his sleep. The clock 
next to the bed reads; 3:10 AM. 

STEELE
(chuckling)

What Mae? That’s nasty... oh, OK.

Jeff pushes harder.

STEELE’S DREAM - WHITE HOUSE

Steele sees an African American Abraham Lincoln, shaking him, 
telling him to “Wake up” in Jeff’s voice.

JEFF
Wake up, Steele, wake up! The Black 
Lincoln is back! Wake up!

BACK TO SCENE

Steele blinks. 

STEELE
Whoa? What...

Rubs his eyes, getting his bearings. Jeff continues to push 
on Steele, then stops.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Lincoln?

JEFF
The one that’s been following us. 
It drove by, and, it didn’t stop.
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STEELE
So, you saw a Lincoln SUV drive by? 
It just drove by?

JEFF
Exactly! We have to get rolling. 

Steele finally comes around.

STEELE
But, it just... I mean... ok, I’ll 
get Dance.

JEFF
I’ll be out front with Carl.

EXT. GRANDMA’S HOUSE - MOVING TRUCK - CONTINUOUS  

Carl huddles in Jeff’s coat as he struggles with his phone. 
Dance and Steele step up.

DANCE
What’s going on?

Jeff glances up at Dance.

JEFF
Need an escape route. Forgot - no 
MapQuest.

Jeff shoves his phone back in his pocket.

JEFF (CONT’D)
The cartel’s here. 

DANCE
Really?

STEELE
Mapquest, dude?

Dance looks at Jeff, concerned.

Jeff continues, undaunted.

JEFF
We need to coast back down the 
street before we start up, so we 
don’t tip them off.

DANCE
Smart. Put Carl in the truck with 
you Jeff, and we’ll push. 
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Jeff nods and hops in. Dance and Steel push. The truck grinds 
to a crawl. 

Jeff jumps out and pushes from the front, too. The truck 
rolls. Jeff jogs back, easily opens the door, but slips.

Carl’s behind the wheel. The truck rolls faster.

Jeff has a death grip on the door, legs dangling.

Steele goes from shock to smiling and waving, then starts 
running, arms pumping like a cartoon character toward the 
runaway truck to save Jeff.

Dance follows. Jeff screams, his grip slips, and he flies 
into a mailbox. BAM! Shakes his head, then takes off again.

JEFF
CARL! Jump on the parking brake!

INT. MOVING TRUCK - CONTINUOUS 

The truck continues backwards. Carl pulls the steering wheel.

He screeches, jumps around the truck cab, the Santa 
bobblehead is bouncing like crazy.

EXT. STREET - SAME

The truck zigs, just missing a parked car, then zags across 
the street through a yard, plowing into the back of a 
Christmas inflatable. Snow flies everywhere. 

The obscenely large inflatable snowman is now stuck to the 
truck’s rear end, coasting backwards, swerving and picking up 
speed. A menacing monster snowman loose in the neighborhood.  

INT. MOVING TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Carl pushes on the parking brake. 

Then pulls on the steering wheel.

EXT. STREET - SAME

The truck takes one final zag running thru a large Rudolf 
inflatable, then the engine mysteriously cuts out and slides 
into a snowbank next to a house. 
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EXT. TRUCK - BACK/FRONT - CONTINUOUS

As steam rises from the snow, Frosty is found bent over 
Rudolf, humping in the wind. Jeff finally trots up to the 
open window where Carl sits.

JEFF
(breathless)

Dang it Carl -- (puff-puff) -- 
I’m... sorry... little... dude.

Carl watches from the open window.

Jeff hunches over, hands on his knees, as Dance and Steele 
pull up in the pickup and jump out. Steele, filming it all. 

Jeff looks like he’s going to throw up. He dry heaves. Steele 
joins Jeff for a selfie.

STEELE
Epic awesomeness!

Jeff does a feeble thumbs up, then picks his broken glasses 
out of the snow, stands and fashions them on his face.

Carl hand-signs a heart to Jeff.

Jeff smiles warmly, hops in and starts the truck. Flips on 
the lights, and calls out the window.

JEFF
Burning daylight gentleman.

Steele looks around into the darkness, puzzled. 

House lights turn on. Dance and Steele sprint to the pickup.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

As the trucks leave, Frosty and Rudolf slowly deflate.

I/E. BLACK SUVS - TRUCK STOP - DAY

Emily sits bound and gagged in the back of an idling SUV. 

Joey gets out.

The Pastor waits in his vehicle. His henchman, dressed in 
freshly bought truck stop garb, sit quietly in the back seat. 
Pastor’s window rolls down.
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PASTOR ROSENBERG
Joey. Thank you for taking care of 
this for me.

JOEY
Sure thing.

The pastor exits, then leans on Emily’s open window.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
I trust you had a pleasant trip?

Rosenberg pulls her gag down.

EMILY
These are a little tight guys... 
Uh, now untie me! So I can knock 
your teeth out!

He immediately pulls her gag back up.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Feisty and irreverent. We know who 
wears the pants in your house. 

Joey approves.

The four criminals reorganize the seating arrangements: the 
brothers in one, Joey, Pastor and Emily in the other. Both 
vehicles roar out of the lot.

EXT. OPEN ROAD - DAY

BEAUTY MONTAGE

-- Desert scenery. A rabbit runs across the landscape.

-- Beautiful snow-covered mountain vistas.

-- Pink sand-colored Adobe buildings. 

-- Welcome to Albuquerque sign. 

-- Hundreds of hot air balloons gently floating overhead.

END MONTAGE

From each of their trucks, Jeff, Steele, Carl and Dance sit 
transfixed, watching the spectacle above; children gazing at 
Christmas lights. 
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INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - DAY 

The massive moving truck rumbles west. Dance leads.

Jeff’s phone rings, he looks down and smiles. 

Insert phone screen with Emily’s caller ID face.

Jeff taps the speaker icon.

JEFF
Hey sweetie! You wouldn’t believe 
what we just saw.

Jeff sighs with a smile and glances up to the sky. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
There were like a zillion hot air 
balloons, all different colors and 
sizes. It was Magical. I miss you 
so--

PASTOR ROSENBERG (V.O.)
Sorry Jeffery, it’s not your wife. 

JEFF
Ah, what? 

Jeff looks back at his phone.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Who is this?

PASTOR ROSENBERG (V.O.)
I am Pastor Rosenberg and I 
represent the Methodist Mafia. You 
met my colleagues briefly at the 
ah... hillbilly estate.

EXT. MOVING TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff zooms by a billboard: a policeman wagging his finger and 
holding a cell phone says: “Hang Up And Live!” 

INT. PASTOR’S SUV - CONTINUOUS

PASTOR ROSENBERG (V.O.)
I’ll be blunt, Jeffery, I need my 
Power Sticks and my money. Then, 
you can have your Emily back.
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INT. MOVING TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

JEFF
(nervous)

Uh, you... you have my wife?

PASTOR ROSENBERG (O.S.)
Yes. In fact, she’s right here and 
wants to say something.

INT. PASTOR’S SUV - CONTINUOUS  

Rosenberg holds up the phone.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Be nice.

He pulls down the gag.

EMILY
There is no try Jeffery, just do. 

The pastor looks confused. Emily yells.

EMILY (CONT’D)
AND THEY’RE A BUNCH OF DIAPER 
WEARING JABBA THE HUTTS! 

The pastor quickly yanks the gag back up and shakes his head.

Joey grins.

EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS

Jeff’s truck skids to a stop on the shoulder.

INT. MOVING TRUCK - SAME

Jeff stares at his phone in disbelief.

JEFF
Please, don’t --

PASTOR ROSENBERG (O.S.)
Listen closely, son. Noon tomorrow. 
Bring my property to the North Rim 
of the Grand Canyon. 
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INT. PASTOR’S SUV - SAME

His voice, low and steady.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
And please, take your wife’s 
advice... and don’t try anything. 
Just do — or whatever, I really 
didn’t catch what she was saying.

He looks over at Emily and strokes her hair. She squirms 
violently.

PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
Anyway... I’ll bring you your 
Emily. You just bring everything 
you stole. No police, got it? 

Jeff’s voice cracks.

JEFF
Yes, I got it.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
And Jeffery?

JEFF
Yes?

PASTOR ROSENBERG
I’d hate to commit the sin of all 
sins if you fail me.

JEFF (V.O.)
No no, please don’t --

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Oh, GOD NO Jeffery, I’m a man of 
the cloth.

Pastor looks at Joey who’s reflected in his rear view.

PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
I’d get Joey to kill her. He’s an 
atheist. Don’t be late, Jeffery.

INSERT PHONE SCREEN:

Emily’s face on the caller ID disappears with a CLICK.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Jeff slumps resting his head on the steering wheel.
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EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - DAY

Jeff gets out and walks in a trance, away from the road.

The guys jump out from their truck and catch up to Jeff.

JEFF
They... They have Emily.

Steele looks stunned. Dance looks angry.

STEELE
What?

JEFF
They called me... and he said... we 
have to meet them at the Grand 
Canyon tomorrow.

Jeff looks at his two friends wide-eyed.

JEFF (CONT’D)
North Rim. (he starts breathing 
heavy) The Cartel boss. He’s a 
freakin’ Pastor.

Jeff tries to steady his breathing. 

DANCE
Take it easy, what exactly did this 
Pastor say?

JEFF
We got until noon, tomorrow. If 
not...

Jeff stops and looks at Steele.

JEFF (CONT’D)
(voice cracking)

He’ll kill her. Er, Joey will.

Steele snaps out of it, his expression hardens, arms folded.

STEELE
Ain’t fuckin’ happenin’, Jeff.

Dance looks unsure.

DANCE
I dunno fellas, this is major 
league now. I don’t think we should 
try this on our own. 
Let’s call the Feds. 
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STEELE
Ain’t fuckin’ happenin’, Dance.

Steele and Dance have a mini-standoff, then Dance turns to 
Jeff.

DANCE
It’s your wife’s life we’re talking 
about. 

Steele nods in agreement.

JEFF
Yes, she is my wife.

Then he looks down, tears forming. He says something softly 
to himself.

JEFF (CONT’D)
(in Yoda voice)

Which is why there is no try, there 
is only do.

Dance, confused, looks at Steele, who shrugs.

DANCE
O-kay. 

Something seems to take over Jeff. He looks up slowly. His 
breathing fuels him.

JEFF
I’m not about to lose the only 
person who’s ever mattered to me.

Jeff turns to Steele.

JEFF (CONT’D)
And neither are you.

STEELE 
W W Y D! 

Jeff and Dance stare, blank-faced.

STEELE (CONT’D)
What Would Yoda Do, Mother Fuckers! 
Screw that pastor guy! We’ll haul 
ass, give’m his shit, and get her 
back.

Steele looks at Dance.
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STEELE (CONT’D)
Cops aren’t an option, Dance.

Jeff looks at Steele.

JEFF
Right not an -- how did you know 
that?

Dance looks nervous, Steele smirks.

STEELE
Please, Bad Guy 101, ‘If I even 
smell a cop, we off your wife’. 
It’s lazy writing. We can handle 
this, dude.

Dance nods, throws his shoulders back.

DANCE
Ok. That means it’s all on us.

Jeff cracks his neck, extends his hand, newly confident. 

Dance put’s his on top and Steele follows to close the deal.

JEFF
Buckle up gentleman.

Dance throws an eye-brow raise at Steele.

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The two trucks turn on a long exit ramp and pull into a motel 
parking lot.

INT. MOTEL - NIGHT

The men, settle down into their 1980’s era motel room. Dense 
curtains darken the room.

Jeff points to a bed.

JEFF
OK Steele, take that bed with Carl. 
Dance, you get the other.

DANCE
Where are you sleeping?
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JEFF
I’m sleeping in the tub. I need to 
think. I can fall asleep anywhere.

There’s a different tone in Jeff’s voice. It’s more 
authoritative, more in control.

STEELE
You got it, boss.

INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Dance quietly corners Jeff as he enters the bathroom.

DANCE
Jeff, think this through with me.

JEFF
I have thought it through Dance.

DANCE
There’s a lot at stake here buddy.

JEFF
I know, and every time I go through 
it, it plays out the same.

Jeff pauses, lets out a long drawn-out breath and steps in 
the bathtub.

JEFF (CONT’D)
It’s me who has to get her back. 
She means more to me than anything. 
This is how I show her.

Jeff eyes Dance square on.

DANCE
Jeff, I can help --

Jeff puts a hand on Dance’s shoulder.

JEFF
You have Dance. Believe me. It’s on 
us now... her family.

Jeff pulls the shower curtain closed. 

Dance walks out, deep in thought.
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INT. MOTEL BATHROOM - INSIDE BATHTUB - CONTINUOUS

Jeff reclines in the dirty bathtub, with a pillow and 
blanket. 

He’s swiping through photos on his phone. The glow softly 
illuminates his face.

PHOTO MONTAGE - HAPPY TIMES

-- Emily laughing, smooshing wedding cake in Jeff’s face.

-- Vacation pic of Emily next to a huge Blue Marlin she 
caught. Jeff is next to her with his little fish.

-- A Halloween party, Emily, wearing a sexy maid costume 
smiling large. Jeff, awkward smile, dressed as a mime.

INT. BATHTUB - SAME

Jeff smiling sincerely now, soaking in the memories. He tilts 
his head then swipes to a video.

VIDEO ON PHONE SCREEN:

-- Emily in bed pushing hands toward camera while laughing.

Jeff reflects on the video. The glow from his phone, lights 
his content face. He closes his eyes. Tears. 

The phone clicks. The room goes black.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Jeff throws open the curtains.

JEFF
GET UP WE’RE LATE!

Steele looks groggy, but quickly wakes with the blast of 
sunlight, and looks at his phone. 

STEELE
Shit. 

They race around grabbing their stuff. Steele knocks an empty 
saran wrap box off his bed and grabs his bag. Carl screeches.

Jeff stops in mid-scramble.

JEFF
Where’s Dance?
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The bed, un-slept in.

STEELE
Uh?

Carl bangs on the front window as Jeff opens the door. 

No dualie. 

He shakes his head. Steele holds Carl, and checks his phone.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Dude, no way.

Steele thumbs the screen.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Nothin’.

Jeff adjusts his cracked glasses.

JEFF
It’s you and me now.

Jeff grabs his bag, and storms out. Steele and Carl follow.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK - LATER

Steele’s looking at his phone.

STEELE
Here’s a route getting us there in 
two hours. At noon exactly. 

Jeff eyes the road with a 1000-mile stare.

STEELE (CONT’D)
You good Jeff?

JEFF
I’m good. You?

STEELE
Scared shitless.

Jeff turns to Steele. 

JEFF
Good. Me too.

Jeff returns his gaze to the road without a word. 

Steele studies the Santa bobblehead as it shakes.
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STEELE
Why do ya think Dance split?

JEFF
I guess I... 

Jeff pauses.

JEFF (CONT’D)
I told him this was a family 
matter.

He looks over at Steele, and shrugs.

Steele quietly looks away from Jeff, and out his window. 

Carl sleeps.

STEELE
Oh.

The truck goes quiet. Christmas music leaks from the radio.

EXT. DRIVING - DAY

-- Truck driving fast over bridge. 

-- Snow covered canyons everywhere.

-- Speeding past sign reading: “Grand Canyon Next Right”.

INT. MOVING TRUCK - LATER

Steele looking at his phone.

STEELE
No bars.

Jeff barks an order.

JEFF
Gram’s book of maps. Door pocket. 

Steele grabs the book, then quickly finds Arizona. Excited.

STEELE
You’re a genius, boss.

EXT. NORTH RIM - ROAD ENTRANCE - DAY

The truck BLASTS through a chained entry gate. 
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It flies down the road, the gate rebounds back holding a 
battered sign that reads: “North Rim Grand Canyon. Closed.”

Then skids and stalls to a stop, feet from the precipice. 

Freaked, Steele looks out the windshield at the drop, then to 
a wide-eyed Jeff. 

JEFF
That’s my bad.

EXT. RENDEZVOUS POINT - CONTINUOUS

Jeff jumps out, scans the rocky, desolate surroundings. 
Steele follows. 

A large snow-covered vista hemmed in by boulder formations, 
and trees on both sides. A 1000-foot cliff marks the end of 
the road. 

No Methodist Mafia. 

JEFF
Where the hell is she!

Jeff spins, frantically searching for his Emily.

STEELE
God damnit.

Jeff peers over the edge of the cliff. Nothing. A chunk of 
snow-covered land breaks away falling into the canyon below.

Steele leaps to grab him. Jeff stumbles back, off balance. 

EXT. RENDEZVOUS POINT - TRUCK - LATER 

Jeff collapses onto the back bumper, dejected.

Carl hops up and nuzzles Jeff as he looks at his old watch.

The time reads: 12:39 PM. 

JEFF
Oh God. This can’t be happening. 

Steele’s face lights up as he looks at his phone — the time 
blinks and refreshes.

STEELE
DUDE! We’re in Arizona now. Time’s 
an hour back!
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Jeff’s head pops up like a prairie dog.

JEFF/STEELE
We’re early!

Carl jumps out of Jeff’s arms and scurries into the truck.

Relieved, Jeff faces the sky, eyes closed.

JEFF
Holy time-balls, thank you Jesus.

Steele looks at Jeff.

STEELE
What now?

Suddenly...

Two SUVs fly down the main road, fan out and power slide 
blocking the U-Haul’s exit.

Jeff stands with Steele. 

Carl finishes rolling up the window.

EXT. RENDEZVOUS POINT - DEAD END

Black winged-tipped shoes exit an SUV.

Pastor Rosenberg points to Carl and opens his arms.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
There’s my little subject 379.

Through the glass, Carl screeches and locks the doors.

Pastor Rosenberg walks over to the truck. 

JEFF
Where is she?

Pastor motions his henchman over to the U-Haul.

They open the back. Junk flies. Hands raise to protect 
themselves. Nothing happens. 

They smile. Then, a grandfather clock tips out, and smashes 
on Abner’s head. Out cold.

Pastor, looks to the sky, shaking his head.
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I/E. U-HAUL TRUCK - SAME

In the cab, Carl nervously scurries around, knocks the 
gearshift into neutral, then hides behind Steele’s backpack. 

Eli hops down from the back of the truck holding a box. He 
puts the box down in front of the Pastor and hurriedly pulls 
his unconscious brother under a shade tree, out of the way. 

Abner stirs.

ABNER
Mommy?

And passes out again.

Eli walks up, and stands at attention. Rosenberg shoves the 
box over to him to open, then turns to Jeff with a smug look.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
How fortunate Jeffery. You are a 
man of your word.

Eli opens the box.

ELI
Boss. Money’s gone.

Rosenberg instantly moves on Jeff with a switchblade, 
seething.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Where is it Jeffery?!

Jeff spins at Steele, in disbelief.

Steele steps forward away from Jeff and faces the pastor.

STEELE
You get your money, when we get 
Emily.

Rosenberg softens.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Bless your heart. Ok. We’ll do it 
your way Mr...?

STEELE
Steele.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Mr. Steele.
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STEELE
Steele’s my first name.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Who would name their son, Steele?

Steele scowls at Rosenberg.

STEELE
Well, who would name their son 
Pastor?

Everyone stands silent for a moment.

The Pastor motions to Joey who steps out of an SUV yanking 
Emily along. 

He shoves her at Jeff. They cling to each other.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Yeah. Uh, here’s the thing... I 
never cared about the money. 

Pastor smiles.

PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
It’s counterfeit. 

Steele’s face drops.

Rosenberg turns his attention to Jeff and Emily.

PASTOR ROSENBERG (CONT’D)
Shoot them.

Eli raises his gun.

JEFF
WAIT! I kept my word. You got what 
you wanted!

ELI
I’m really so sorry about this.

Eli levels his gun on Emily and closes his eyes. 

Jeff turns, and shields her with his body. 

THUNK!

Eli collapses, hit in the head. Steele stands smiling, 
holding a rock. Eli’s pistol, now at Jeff’s feet. 

Eli curls up on the ground, holding his head.
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ELI (CONT’D)
Not cool dude.

Jeff picks up the pistol, aims at Joey. Joey draws on Jeff.

JEFF
Stop!

Pastor turns his switchblade to Steele, who raises his rock 
at the pastor. Rosenberg chuckles.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Well, well, looks like we have a 
Mexican standoff here, don’t we?

QUICK CUTS:

-- Pastor’s face -- Jeff’s -- Steele’s -- Joey’s

The wood flute from “THE GOOD, THE BAD AND THE UGLY” cuts 
through the silence. “WOOEOWEOW... WAH-WAA WAH”.

They look at one another confused. Joey grabs his phone and 
silences the ringtone as he answers.

JOEY
Dad, hey, I can’t talk right now.

Joey nervously looks at the pastor. Everyone stares at Joey.

JOEY (CONT’D)
What? No, use the remote that came 
with the TV...

Joey shrugs his shoulders. Pastor rolls his eyes.

Guns, rocks and switchblades nervously point at one another.

JOEY (CONT’D)
Dad... I have to go.

(whispers)
Love ya too.

Joey hangs up, pockets the phone, standoff continues.

INT. U-HAUL TRUCK CAB - SAME

Carl bounces inside the truck and it starts to roll slowly 
toward the edge of the cliff. All the men stare in shock. 
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EXT. U-HAUL TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

The tension mounts. It gets within inches from the precipice 
when...

...an arrow pierces the big off-road tire in the front. The 
truck fizzles to a stop as it teeters on the cliff.

DANCE
Yippee-ki-yay bitches!

The bad guys freeze and stare blankly. Steele cheers.

STEELE
Hell yeah. Bruce McCoy!

Dance stands atop a boulder, high-tech crossbow with its red 
laser-sight and razor-tipped arrow locked-in on the Pastor.

Jeff smiles at the hero up on the rock.

JEFF
Dance! You’re back!

DANCE
And I’m not alone.

Dance grins. Jeff as well. 

The men continue to point their weapons at each other not 
knowing what to do. 

DANCE (CONT’D)
Hailing from the great state of 
Kentucky... 

The pastor looks down, a red laser, dots his chest.

Dance nods his head toward a large boulder 50 yards away. 

DANCE (CONT’D)
... My sister, Mae.

Prone, dressed in camo netting and red lipstick, with her 
state-of-the-art sniper rifle resting on a tripod, she gives 
a quick wave.

Pastor’s eyes raise as a bead of sweat trickles.

Jeff smiles. Rosenberg smirks.

PASTOR ROSENBERG
Well played Jeffery. 
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Pastor sheds his switchblade, puts his hands up. Dance trains 
his crossbow on Joey and motions for him to drop his handgun.

DANCE
You too.

Joey glares. Slowly lowers, then pops up, shooting Dance as 
an arrow flies by his face. 

Dance goes down.

Joey veers as Mae fires, missing.

Joey spins on Jeff. Steele dives in front. 

BOOM! 

Steele blows backwards, and flops onto his back, motionless.

Joey stops and looks at his gun, confused.

Next to him, stands Bob (30s), dressed in all black, wearing 
a homemade necklace with a crucifix.

BOB
I got your back, Joey.

JOEY
Who the hell are you?

BOB
I’m Bob. Been trailing ya’ll since 
Amarillo, waitin’ for my chance to 
show the good pastor I’m Methodist 
Mafia material. 

JOEY
You’re shittin’ me.

Emily takes a step toward Jeff. Bob notices.

BOB
I got this.

He raises his gun in Emily’s direction. 

Jeff has had enough.

His inner Jedi finally shows up, Jeff crescent kicks at Bob’s 
gun. Bob reacts. 

Jeff misses, but spins, accidentally connecting the butt of 
his gun to Bob’s head losing the pistol in the process. 
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Bob staggers, shakes it off smiling, he raises his gun toward 
an empty handed Jeff.

Suddenly from behind, Emily’s size 7 running shoe explodes up 
into Bob’s crotch. 

He drops to one knee, then begins to stand, now really angry.

QUICK FLASHBACK:

Jeff and Steele are in the cab of the truck, watching the 
video of Steele kicking ass. Then Steele speaks...

STEELE
A big stick would’ve worked just as 
well, dude.

BACK TO PRESENT:

Jeff looks down, spots a big stick laying on some rocks.

He stomps down hard on the end, the stick flies up.

With one hand he snatches it and swings it like a sword, 
catching Bob’s chin.

Bob spins and collapses.

Emily rushes to her brother’s lifeless body.

Jeff stares blinking at the stick in his hand, then in a 
flash, picks up Bob’s gun, and points it at Joey.

JOEY
Whoah, real gun. REAL GUN!

Joey throws away his weapon, his hands shoot up.

JOEY (CONT’D)
See, prop gun gone, hands’re up.

Confused, Jeff looks over at Joey’s fake gun on the ground. 

Then, turns his gun so he can take a good look at it.

Then, points the gun back to Joey. Joey looks petrified. 

OFFICER ROBERTS (O.S.)
Jeff, lower your weapon — slowly.

Without turning, he does what he’s told. Roberts taps him on 
the shoulder, Jeff turns, confused at who he sees.
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JEFF
Mr. Cool Cop?

Roberts re-holsters with a smile, then turns toward Steele.

Emily’s at Steele’s side, helpless and crying.

EMILY
Oh God. No. No. No-no-no.

Jeff runs over, listens to his best friend’s chest, then 
pounds on it to revive him.

JEFF
Don’t die on me, Steele.

Jeff pounds on him again and again. Nothing.

Worn out, Jeff leans forward onto Steele. He desperately 
pounds on his chest three more times. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
Not. Your. Time!

Steele bolts upright gripping his chest. He sucks in the dry 
cold air for what seems an eternity. 

STEELE
DAMN! That hurts.

Steele looks down in shock at the hole in his jacket.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Ah, man... I love this jacket.

Jeff, and Emily stop crying, and stare in amazement. 

Jeff examines the burnt hole in Steele’s jacket, then rips 
the snaps open to reveal tens of thousands of dollars, in 
fake-cartel money saran-wrapped, triple layered to his body. 

Steele leans up and grimaces. He touches his chest gingerly.

JEFF
Do you know what you’ve done?!

Steele is still in shock.

STEELE
Yeah, I got shot.

JEFF
You took a bullet for me.
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Steele alert now, looks up at Jeff, then back down to the 
bullet hole.

Steele digs into the hole of his money-armor, and pulls out 
the flattened bullet. 

STEELE
Oh shit, that’s a real bullet.

He holds it up to examine.

STEELE (CONT’D)
The prop guy is sooooo fired.

Steele grimaces as he repositions himself on the ground, 
looks at Jeff.

Jeff reaches down, they clasp hands and Jeff pulls Steele up 
into a hug.

JEFF
You Drug-Lord-Money-Stealing 
Bastard... 

Jeff points at Steele, and turns to the group. 

JEFF (CONT’D)
... I love this guy!

Mae walks over with her rifle resting on her shoulder. Carl 
jumps up into her arms.

Dance follows with his crossbow, red streaming down his arm. 

Dance catches Roberts eye. He has a look of concern.

Officer Roberts stands next to Bob, whose cuffed and 
kneeling, managing his pain. Roberts yanks Bob to his feet.

OFFICER ROBERTS
Not sure how this one snuck on set.

Jeff spots the bad guys just standing and watching.

JEFF
Wait a minute... why aren’t you 
arresting them?

Rosenberg takes off his white collar. Eli gently touches the 
back of his head.

STEELE
Sorry, had to sell it Eli.
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Eli gives a half-hearted smile and a wave.

JEFF
You know him?

Steele looks at Jeff with that hand-in-the-cookie jar look.

JEFF (CONT’D)
What’s happening?

A sound of slow clapping. As LARRY MOORE (40s, stout, 
energetic) walks toward them, dressed in black including his 
#SaveEmily T-shirt. He stops and holds up his phone.

LARRY
You are blowing up my friend!

From behind a boulder, rolls a black Lincoln Navigator. Out 
the open sunroof, a small man points a video camera. A woman 
holds a parabolic microphone out his side window.

The Lincoln slowly follows Larry. He stops. It stops.

LARRY (CONT’D)
An internet movie star.

JEFF
You’re the motel guy.

LARRY
Larry Moore.

JEFF
Larry Moore? L.A. Larry, my new 
boss?

LARRY
The one and only.

Larry grabs Jeff’s hand, shakes it hard.

LARRY (CONT’D)
All because Steele is a creative 
genius.

JEFF
What?

Jeff yanks back his hand.

JEFF (CONT’D)
What the hell’s going on?  

Larry smiles a big, high-wattage smile.
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LARRY
Everyone you’ve run into since 
Baltimore, has been an actor, or at 
least in on this.

JEFF
Everyone... since I left Baltimore?

Larry gives a fast nod.

LARRY
Except you and that psycho from 
Texas, who thought it was real too.

He gestures to the moving truck.

LARRY (CONT’D)
Steele rigged the truck, we rigged 
every place else. Hidden cameras, 
drones, oh, and the sound! 

Jeff notices a woman next to him holding a boom mic.

SOUND PERSON
Yeah man, you can hear a fart in 
space with these.

Larry turns giddy and points to the Navigator.

LARRY
The mysterious Lincoln you were so 
creeped out about? We had three! 
Had to be sneaky so --

JEFF
Stop.

Jeff holds his hand up, then lowers it slowly looking around 
taking it all in.

JEFF (CONT’D)
All this amazing stuff you’re so 
proud of...

He grabs Larry by the T-shirt collar, Larry looks shocked.

JEFF (CONT’D)
Was so I could be the BUTT of your 
Goddamn joke!

Larry cuts Steele a nervous look.

He shoves Larry and walks off.
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Everyone stands frozen, except Emily, who follows Jeff.

EXT. EDGE OF THE CLIFF - CONTINUOUS

Jeff stands fuming, looking out over the canyon. Emily 
appears at his side.

His face drops into a scowl.

JEFF
OH, and you... You were in on this 
from the beginning. Really?

Behind him, he hears a voice of reason. GRAMS (70s, white 
hair, and all of 5’2”) 

GRAMS
OK, that’s enough, Jeffery.

Jeff turns around in shock.

JEFF
Grams?

GRAMS
Hello, dear.

JEFF
How...?

GRAMS
Emily called me. At first, I was 
worried this would be too much for 
you, but I thought on it.

She steps up next to her grandson, and holds his hand.

GRAMS (CONT’D)
Remember when you left for college? 
You were afraid. I told you to find 
your adventures. Be your own man. 
Don’t follow in anyone’s shadow.

She closes her eyes.

GRAMS (CONT’D)
You had a lot of hard knocks. And 
God knows, most men would have quit 
long ago.

She reaches up, holding his cheeks.
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GRAMS (CONT’D)
But you carried your pain.

She proudly beams.

GRAMS (CONT’D)
And it made you stronger, until it 
made you weaker. But now you’ve 
broken free.

Emily steps next to them both.

EMILY
And the whole world got to watch 
the return of my strong black Jedi.

Jeff meets Emily’s eyes, a smile slowly emerging.

STEELE
500 million, 800 thousand people in 
the world to be exact.

Jeff’s smile drops. He slowly turns to Steele.

Then, POPS him hard in the nose.

Steele staggers back, wiping blood from his face.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Guess I had that coming.

JEFF
Why did you play me like that?

Steele slumps, then gets antsy.

STEELE
I saw a chance to bust outta the 
phony-actor-guy thing. I knew I 
could set the cameras, rig the 
truck’s remote control, time the 
shots - I know what I’m doing.

JEFF
But, why Steele?

Steele looks off.

STEELE
I saw the chance and I took it.

Jeff gets in Steele’s face.
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JEFF
WHY!

STEELE
Because we’re THE SAME!

Steele, relaxes. Jeff scoffs.

JEFF
It sounded like you said we’re the 
same.

Steele meets his gaze.

STEELE
We both know we’re better than the 
world thinks we are. I had to show 
the universe who’s boss. I couldn’t 
do it without you.

Steele looks down.

STEELE (CONT’D)
I see now how selfish that was. I’m 
sorry.

LARRY
This is good stuff, we’re live, by 
the way. A hundred thousand new 
views! Keep talkin’.

Jeff puts up a finger for Steele to wait.

JEFF
Hold on, while I go beat the shit 
out of that guy.

They smile at each other, then turn to see...

People slowly emerge from behind boulders and trees with 
homemade T-shirts, and signs promoting well wishes for Jeff. 
Many are filming, and posting. All are smiling.

Steele extends his hand presenting the multitude of adoring 
fans to Jeff.

From behind a tree emerges Jeff’s Father-in-law. He stands 
with his hands on his hips, then gives the two-fingered ‘I’ve 
got my eye on you’ thing, with a smile.

On his green-camo shirt are the words: #YOU’RE THE MAN JEFF!, 
Under it reads: #YOU’RE MY BOY STEELE!
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STEELE
See, dude. Look how it ended!

The two brothers-in-law stare at each other. Steele grins. 
Jeff still looks unhappy. 

Jeff pushes Steele hard and he falls back a few steps.

Steele pushes him. Jeff shoves Steele back harder. 

Steele laughs. Jeff laughs.

JEFF
You’re a real fuckin’ handful 
sometimes.

STEELE
I am, aren’t I.

The two new brothers sit on the back bumper as their 
cathartic laughter starts all over again.

Carl, gets a window down and leaps out, running to Steele.

Emily plops down next to Jeff.

Jeff doesn’t quite look at her.

EMILY
I know you’re mad at me. I know... 
I lied. I took a chance on this 
because I love you and believe in 
you. And want you to be happy.

He turns to her. She gets close and whispers.

EMILY (CONT’D)
I hope you’ll forgive me.... and... 
I made Larry give me twenty 
thousand bucks.

She starts to giggle as Jeff’s eye go wide with a big smile.

JEFF
There. Right there! Another reason 
I love you so much.

They hug like never before.

They start laughing and Steele joins in, Carl scrambles onto 
Steele’s shoulder, looking nervous.

Suddenly all three leap from the bumper with terror on their 
faces.
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EMILY
Oh shhii --

The scene freezes.

INT. JIMMY KIMMEL SHOW - INTERVIEW CHAIRS - CHRISTMAS

Jeff, Emily, Steele, Dance, Mae holding Carl, and Larry, all 
sit in chairs as Jimmy continues with his interview. They’re 
eating popcorn.

JIMMY
My God, this really is mind 
blowing! My wife and I were hooked 
from the start. Amazing Steele. 
And... eight hundred million views!

Jimmy leans forward, shaking his head, engaged.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
I mean... like, how did you even 
find all those actors?

STEELE
They’re my acting class buddies. 
They watched a lot of Sopranos and 
Breaking Bad, so it was no problem.

Steele leans in toward Jimmy.

STEELE (CONT’D)
The real juice came from the folks 
who weren’t even actors, they just 
went with it. 

Steele turns to Emily and smiles.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Like my sister. Who would’ve known 
she was such a natural! 

Emily laughs and looks down, embarrassed by the applause.

Jeff puts his arm around her pulling her close.

STEELE (CONT’D)
Ok! One more thing, a big shout out 
to my DP and the rest of the crew. 
We couldn’t have pulled this off 
without them.

The audience cheers, then quiets.
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JIMMY
Here’s what gets me. Even with 
every detail mapped out, I hear 
some of these great scenes weren’t 
even planned!

He starts counting his fingers.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Uh, The Pie Hole right? That was 
great. 

The cast laugh and nod.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Carl’s fart, kinda gross, but so 
awesome.

Smattering of applause on that one.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Of course, we can’t forget about 
the runaway truck and inflatable 
Christmas porn. Annnnd, this one. 
Let's watch.

EXT. RENDEZVOUS POINT - TRUCK - DAY

-- Jeff’s fans at Grand Canyon stare in shock at something.

-- Truck squeaks forward as a bowling ball-sized rock comes 
loose under the flat tire. 

-- The rear-end rises in the air.

-- Fans behind truck start backing away.

-- The moving truck, with everything Jeff and Emily own, 
flips over the edge into the giant chasm below. 

CRASH!!!

INT. BLACK SUV NAVIGATOR - MONITOR BANK - CONTINUOUS

A range of screens show people all reacting in unison, as 
they watch the truck go over. 

Folks with their “We Love Carl” T-shirts and “Marry Me 
Steele” signs, stand motionless, stunned. 

The moving truck feeds suddenly go to static. On the main 
screen, Larry turns to camera.
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LARRY
(whispering)

We’ve got our ending.

EXT. RENDEZVOUS POINT - CLIFF EDGE - CONTINUOUS

The couple leans over the edge, mouths unhinged. Stunned. 

Dance, Steele, and Mae join them. In reverence, they all 
watch in silence.

Jeff slowly shakes his head, the others turn his way.

Emily takes his hand as Jeff looks at her.

JEFF
It’s just stuff... we got what we 
need right here.

KABOOM! The truck explodes. Hot smokey wind billows up the 
cliff. They all squint down at the burning truck.

EMILY
And the rest is down there... on 
fire.

Jeff, Emily and the surrounding group crack up, and come back 
together high-fiving and hugging.

INT. JIMMY KIMMEL SHOW - INTERVIEW CHAIRS - CONTINUOUS

The applause is loud. Jimmy, now in Santa hat stands, and 
joins in. The crowd quiets as Jimmy sits.

Jimmy reaches under his desk and pulls out the only survivor 
from the wreckage. A battered, partially blackened metal box, 
with Steele’s handwritten words, “The Move” on the side. 

In shock, Steele shifts in his seat becoming visibly nervous.

The rest of the friends look confused. 

JIMMY
So, Steele, tell me about this 
mystery box.

Steele gives a sheepish smirk.

STEELE
Well... ah...

Steele and Jeff exchange good natured looks.
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Jimmy shakes it.

JIMMY
Sounds like something’s in it.

Steele shrugs and smiles, starting to turn red.

Jimmy looks to the audience.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Wanna see what’s in it?!

The crowd cheers and claps saying: “Open it! Open it!”...

Jimmy busts the lock with a hammer and pulls out a folded 
piece of paper. 

He unfolds it and looks it over.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
You make this? It’s pretty good.

Steele nods embarrassed and laughing, everyone on stage and 
the audience are yelling to see it.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Oh my gosh dude. You think big.

He flips it around to camera, cheers erupt. All the friends 
clap and jump, Jeff buries his head in his hands, laughing.

Pictured on the homemade poster is a selfie of Steele and 
Jeff both wearing hand drawn life jackets and surrounded by a 
title that reads: “THE MOVE 2 - FANTASTIC VOYAGE”

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Can you say... franchise?

Applause gets rowdy.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
And finally.... Finally, settle 
down people.

Jimmy reaches under his desk again.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
C’mere Jeff. Got a little something 
for you too.

Jimmy stands up holding a box with a bow.

Jeff walks over beaming at the Star Wars Luke Skywalker ROTJ 
Lightsaber.
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JIMMY (CONT’D)
Merry Christmas buddy.

Jeff accepts his gift giving Jimmy a knuckle bump.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
The Move! What a phenomenon! Thank 
you, and to all a good night!

The five friends are on their feet waving and hugging.

I/E. JEFF AND EMILY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Chyron: “ONE YEAR LATER.”

Christmas music plays as pictures lining a hallway glide by.

- Steele happily holding Mae in her wedding dress. Mae Holds 
Carl. The McCoy clan surrounds them with missing toothed 
grins. Grandpa holds Junior.

- Selfie pic of Dance and Officer Roberts at the beach.

- Jeff, Davin and Steele laughing in a water gun fight

-A big reproduction of a Fast Company cover featuring Jeff in 
front with a big bottle of McCoy Moonshine, covered in 
medals. Behind him Steele, Dance and Mae — all smiles. 
Headline: “What a ride!”

- On a tasteful shelf sits a gallery of Christmas cards, one 
with Grams and Mr. Gizmo smiling. A black marker has crossed 
little X’s on Gizmo’s eyes.

-  Next to it, a charred Santa bobblehead by a framed picture 
of Jeff and Emily leaning on the back railing of Jeff’s ex-
boss’s yacht. 

The painted transom reads: “My Emily” 

Then into a big beautiful living room. Featuring a big 
beautiful Christmas tree. Ornament boxes everywhere.

Jeff and Emily stand with cocktails admiring their work. Both 
giggle and run out onto the pool patio, toward the bedroom. 

Emily leaps into bed. She clicks off the bedside lamp. The 
room goes dark.

The BUZZ of a light saber breaks the quiet as the GLOW waves 
around cutting the darkness. Emily giggles.
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EMILY
Hey big boy, come here and show 
this Padawan what you’re made of. 

The lightsaber illuminates the couple’s faces as they come in 
closer for a kiss. The light quickly extinguishes and the 
room goes completely dark.

EMILY (CONT’D)
It’s OK, it happens honey.

They erupt in laughter as Christmas music continues. 
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