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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

This small kitchen looks messy: the garbage can topped off, 
the sink filled with dirty dishes, the counter littered with 
coupon clippings. 

MOM (mid 40s) wears pink nurse’s scrubs. Looking to regain 
some control of her house, she lays down the law. She argues 
with her son CLINT (19), a lanky teenager, quick-tempered, 
bad attitude.

CLINT
I don’t have the money for that!

Mom picks up a bill from the counter top.

MOM
You leave your bedroom lights on. 
You leave the porch light on. I’m 
going to make you start chipping in 
financially around here. 

CLINT
Talk to Luke. He leaves lights on 
all the time.

Clint reaches to the top of the fridge where several open 
cereal boxes are kept. He grabs a box.

MOM
He’s not as bad as you, plus he’s 
ten. I want you to chip in fifty 
dollars for bills every month.

Clint finds himself a clean bowl and pours in his cereal. 

CLINT
Fifty dollars!?

Mom picks up the bowl of cereal out from under Clint.

MOM
You want me to start talking about 
food budgets too?

Clint explodes.

CLINT
Come on, Mom, I’m paying for my own 
classes.

MOM
You’re lucky I don’t make you pay 
rent.



CLINT
Well it sounds like you want me out 
of here, maybe I will move out.

LUKE (10), a C student, troublemaker, walks into the kitchen 
holding a gaming controller.

LUKE
Clint, the X-Box is broken, come 
fix it.

CLINT
What the hell did you do?

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS AGO

Luke is kneeling in front of the TV tinkering with the X-Box.

Over his shoulder his brother and Mom are arguing in the 
kitchen.

Luke takes a screwdriver to the X-Box’s disc drive. He 
attempts to pry open the jammed disc tray (clearly the wrong 
tactic for game console maintenance).

With a loud CRACK, the disc tray whirls open, but then 
retracts making a terrible grinding sound.

The X-Box’s power button turns from a healthy green to a 
menacing red.

LUKE
Shit!

INT. KITCHEN - PRESENT

Clint stares down his guilty brother.

LUKE
I don’t know what happened.

CLINT
You broke it? That thing cost me 
400 bucks, you little shit!

MOM
Language! We don’t say shit in this 
household.
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LUKE
You just said shit, Mom.

Suddenly, a POWER OUTAGE sweeps the kitchen.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I didn’t do it.

Clint runs to the kitchen window.

CLINT
Power is out in the whole 
neighborhood, looks like every 
block for a few miles.

A buzz rings in the air. Mom Pulls a vibrating beeper from 
her scrub waistband.

MOM
It’s the hospital. Of course, I’m 
on call while there’s a black out. 
I have to go in, the ER is the 
craziest when the powers out.

Mom picks up her car keys.

MOM (CONT’D)
Clint, you’re going to have to baby-
sit your brother.

CLINT
I got work right now, I can’t. And 
there’s no way I’m going to be 
allowed to blow off my shift. It’s 
a power outage, all people want to 
do is order in pizza.

MOM
He’s not staying here alone. He’s 
going with you, no buts.

Mom exits. Clint picks up off the counter his pizza uniform 
ball cap and slides it onto his head. Clint looks at Luke and 
sighs with disappointment. 

EXT. PIZZA SHOP - NIGHT

Clint exits the pizza shop carrying a large stack of pizzas 
in their insulated red delivery cases (looks like the pizza 
shop has it’s power). Luke follows behind him.
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CLINT
Do not touch the pizza. Do not even 
think of opening any of these boxes 
to look at the pizza.

Clint reaches his hand-me-down station wagon (complete with 
wood paneling and rust marks). Clint waits at the back seat 
door.

CLINT (CONT’D)
Well, open the car.

Luke rushes over and opens the back seat door. Clint drops 
off the pizzas.

CLINT (CONT’D)
You are to stay in the car at all 
times.

Luke and Clint get inside the vehicle. Clint starts the car 
up. He plugs an adapter into the cigarette lighter and the 
pizza sign atop his wagon lights up.

CLINT (CONT’D)
And don’t mess with any stuff in my 
car.

LUKE
It’s the family station wagon.

CLINT
No, I maintain it, it’s mine.

Clint pulls away and out of the parking lot.

EXT. BAD NEIGHBORHOOD HOME - NIGHT

Clint parks the station wagon in front of a home with a 
unkempt yard, brown grass, and cracked walkway. This 
neighborhood’s power is still out.

Clint pulls a pizza case from the backseat.

CLINT
What are you going to do?

LUKE
Not a thing.

CLINT
Correct.

Clint walks up to the house and rings the door bell. 
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After a beat, ROBERTO (late 20s) a giant Mexican, white T-
shirt, tattoos answers the door.

ROBERTO
Hey Mig, pizza guy is here!

Roberto swings open the door. Inside, candles lights flicker 
against the dark walls, including a few Virgin Mary candles 
you find in the Hispanic food aisles at the grocery store.

MIG (late 20s), also of Mexican descent, muscle shirt, 
tattoos, wearing a black bandana across his head, reaches the 
door. Mig hands over a twenty dollar bill to Clint.

MIG
Here you go, holmes.

CLINT
It’s actually twenty-two dollars 
total.

Mig shakes his head as he pulls two singles from his pocket.

MIG
I told you to get the mediums 
Roberto.

ROBERTO
I’m hungry, man.

Roberto excitedly claims the pizzas as Mig reluctantly passes 
off the two bucks to Clint. They shut the door on Clint.

CLINT
Adios, thanks for the stiff.

Clint slumps back to the station wagon and drives off.

INT. STATION WAGON - SECONDS LATER

Clint grips the steering wheel hard as he drives. He is still 
ticked off as he relates to Luke. 

CLINT
Someday you’ll work in food 
services and you’ll learn that it 
is proper etiquette to tip your 
delivery man.

LUKE
Those guys didn’t tip? Really? 
That’s strange.
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CLINT
What are you talking about?

LUKE
You would think they have the 
money.

Clint is still confused.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Because, they’re drug dealers.

Clint looks at Luke and then he looks to the back seat. 
There’s a black backpack sitting in the middle. 

CLINT
Whose backpack is that?

LUKE
I was going to surprise you later.

Luke reaches for the backpack and places it his lap. He 
unzips the thing and out pours wads of cash.

CLINT
Where’d that come from!?

 CUT TO:

EXT. BAD NEIGHBORHOOD HOME - MOMENTS AGO

Clint leaves Luke in the car and walks up to the front porch 
of the home.

Luke quickly unbuckles and slinks out of the station wagon.

Luke sneaks down the side of the house and into the back 
yard.

He passes by a window lit with flickering candle light. Luke 
looks into the window.

LUKE’S POV

MIG and ROBERTO count cash on a kitchen table by candle 
light. A brick of cocaine and two guns sit in the middle of 
the table. The DOORBELL rings and Roberto leaves the kitchen 
to answer it.

ROBERTO (O.S.)
Hey Mig, pizza guy is here!
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Mig grabs for his gun and stands. He sticks the gun in his 
waistband and exits.

BACK TO SCENE

Luke climbs through the kitchen window.

INT. STATION WAGON - PRESENT

Luke fans one of the stacks of cash.

LUKE
So, I took their dirty money.

CLINT
Oh fuck! Fuckity fuck fuck!

LUKE
It’s not like they’re going to 
report it to the cops. It’s illegal 
money.

CLINT
Of course they're not going to the 
cops. They’re going to track us 
down and hurt us.

LUKE
They’ll never know who did it.

EXT. GHETTO APARTMENT COMPLEX - CONTINUOUS

The station wagon stops out front of the complex. Power is 
still out in this bad part of town.

Clint steps out of the car and retrieves another red case 
from the back seat. He leans into the window to speak to 
Luke.

LUKE
I don’t know why you’re still 
delivering pizza.

CLINT
Damnit Luke! It’s my job, my 
responsibility.

Suddenly a black Escalade screeches around the corner. The 
headlights blind Clint as the vehicles rolls up.
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LUKE
Huh, how’d they figure that out so 
quick?

CUT TO:

INT. BAD NEIGHBORHOOD HOME - MOMENTS AGO

Mig and Roberto look ticked off standing in their dark living 
room of Jesus candles. Roberto listens in as Mig speaks into 
the phone.

MIG
Yeah, sir, the delivery boy left 
his jacket by mistake. 

Roberto lights up with an idea and leans in.

ROBERTO
Has his wallet in it, too.

MIG
Yeah, wouldn’t want to be out there 
on a night like this without a 
jacket and wallet. If he’s close 
by, we’ll gladly take it to the 
next house for him.

EXT. GHETTO APARTMENT COMPLEX - PRESENT

Clint puts the pizza slowly on top of the car and raises his 
hand in the air.

CLINT
Don’t worry, we got your money.

INT. ESCALADE - CONTINUOUS

Mig from behind the wheel leans over to Roberto.

MIG
He did take our money!

ROBERTO
You think it’s some kind of set up?

Roberto hesitantly reaches in the glove compartment and pulls 
out his handgun.

MIG
Alright get out there!
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Mig gives Roberto a shove. The shove cause Roberto to knock 
the gun against the car door it FIRES off a round.

EXT. GHETTO APARTMENT COMPLEX - CONTINUOUS

Clint ducks, then scrambles into the station wagon.

CLINT
Oh shit!

Clint turns the ignition and floors it. The pizza soars off 
the roof of the car.

INT. ESCALADE - CONTINUOUS

Mig smacks Roberto across the face.

MIG
Why wasn’t the safety on!?

ROBERTO
I thought it was, man!

Mig hits the gas.

INT. STATION WAGON - CONTINUOUS

Clint frantically reaches over and smacks Luke on the 
shoulder.

CLINT
What is your deal? We’re getting 
shot at now ‘cause of you. 

Luke puts up his hands and defends himself.

LUKE
You were the one arguing with Mom 
about money. That’s all you two 
care about. So, I got it for you. 
Now you can move out like you want 
and leave us behind.

Clint stops the assault and focuses back on the road. Clint 
makes a sharp turn.

EXT. EMPTY PARKING LOT - NIGHT

The station wagon drags into the abandoned parking lot. The 
moon shines heavy overhead in the blacked out city.
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The Escalade, not far behind, peels its way through the lot.

The station wagon screeches to a halt. The Escalade maneuvers 
to block the wagon. And for some reason a THIRD CAR, an early 
90s Lincoln Town Car, blocks the station wagon on its back 
end.

Mig and Roberto jump out, guns out.

JULIUS and LIL’KEV, two black gangsters, step out, pistols 
raised.

ROBERTO
Who the hell are these guys?

CUT TO:

EXT. GHETTO APARTMENT COMPLEX - MOMENTS AGO

Down by the street corner rests the Lincoln Town Car.

INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR - CONTINUOUS

Julius and Lil’Kev are snacking on some fast food fries.

LIL’KEV
Who the hell are these guys, 
Julius?

JULIUS
Hell if I know.

The two are alarmed by the BLAST of Roberto’s Handgun.

JULIUS (CONT’D)
Ah, hell no.

Julius starts the engine and pops car into drive.

EXT. EMPTY PARKING LOT - PRESENT

Julius and Lil’Kev point their guns at Roberto and Mig. 

LIL’KEV
This is our turf, homies.

JULIUS
You better have a damn good reason 
for bustin’ a cap in our 
neighborhood.
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MIG
Step off, this doesn’t concern you, 
compadre.

Lil’Kev cocks his gun.

LIL’KEV
I’m not your compadre, amigo.

Clint slides out of the station wagon, arms raised high in 
surrender.

CLINT
Whoa, let’s calm down for a second. 
Hear me out, let’s use our words.

Neither side makes a move.

JULIUS
Make it good.

CLINT
Okay, I work a crappy pizza 
delivery job. It’s the worst. My 
brother wanted to help me out, 
‘cause money is tight in our 
family. So this genius in here 
thought it would be okay to take 
our Latino friends’ money. It is 
not okay to take our Latino 
friends’ money. But, he is my 
little bro and I’ll take the blame. 
Let me return the money and we’ll 
be on our way.

Guns lower on both sides. Roberto and Mig are relieved. But 
then Lil’Kev raises his gun again.

LIL’KEV
All's good for you, but what do we 
get? You all terrorizing our ‘hood, 
I feel like I should shoot the fat 
one.

JULIUS
Lil’Kev is crazy, he’ll do it too.

Roberto freezes up. A bead of sweat trickles down his round 
face.

CLINT
You guys want a pizza?

Julius and Lil’Kev look to each other then to Clint.
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LIL’KEV
You got a meat lover’s pizza?

Lil’Kev lowers his gun. Clint let’s out a sigh of relief and 
reaches for his pizza bags. Roberto puts his hands together 
to pray and thanks good.

The power kicks back on and the street lamps light up the 
parking lot.   

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Clint and Luke walk up to the emergency room entrance.

CLINT
I’m officially the worst babysitter 
ever.

LUKE
Yeah, pretty much.

Clint throws an arm around Luke. They laugh as they enter the 
hospital.

INT. HOSPITAL BREAK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Mom sits sipping on a coffee in the break room. Surprised, 
she brightens up as her boys enter.

MOM
What are my two men doing here?

CLINT
Luke thought you could use a slice 
of pie.

MOM
Wow, how about that? Thank you. 
Must have been a good night for 
delivering.

LUKE
We did have one big tipper after 
all, mi Madre.

Clint pulls from his pocket a short stack of twenty dollar 
bills. And nods to his brother Luke.

The End.

12.


