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FADE IN:

ON A TV SCREEN

Showing the final images of an old-timey Western, then we 
PULL BACK to reveal that we are in a--

INT. SINGLE-WIDE TRAILER - NIGHT

--where we see a YOUNG BOY, no more than ten, sitting on the 
ground, cross-legged, staring at the TV. We only see the back 
of his head as he excitedly says--

YOUNG BOY
Isn’t that so cool, dad? This is 
the kinda stuff you watched when 
you were my age, right?

No response.

YOUNG BOY (CONT’D)
There’s just somethin’ so cool 
about a bad good guy killin’ all 
good bad guys.

No response.

YOUNG BOY (CONT’D)
(innocent)

I’m gonna be just like one of the 
good guys one day.

Still no response.

YOUNG BOY (CONT’D)
Dad?

The YOUNG BOY turns to the camera, staring at us with his big 
blue eyes, then we SLOW PAN around and land on--

His DAD, 50s, sitting in a ratty recliner, dead-asleep, with 
an open can of cheap beer spilling on his chest.

The YOUNG BOY sighs then turns back to the TV.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. WALK OF FAME/HOLLYWOOD - DAY

CLOSE UP on one of the Walk of Fame STARS, then a foot 
stepping on it. We quickly PAN UP to see--



2.

LUKE, 30, big blue eyes, sitting on the ground, back against 
the wall, in one of the busiest strips of the Walk of Fame, 
where Ripley’s Believe Or Not resides next to a McDonalds.

Luke is holding up a cardboard sign that reads--

“Need a ride downtown. Will sketch you for money.”

Next to Luke, we see a duffle bag and a large white poster 
with various sketches tacked to it. The sketches are of faces 
- all races, shapes, and sizes. Not the best quality, but you 
can feel a truth in each one.

A TOURIST bends down and tosses a wad of cash at Luke’s feet, 
then carelessly yanks one of the sketches from the poster, 
not even acknowledging Luke and accidentally knocking the 
poster to the ground.

LUKE (PRE-LAP)
That’s wrong.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD COSTUME PARLOR - DAY

WIDE SHOT of the hole-in-wall joint.

Luke is standing with a 50-year-old black man, VACK, tall and 
bald with a potbelly. They are right in front of the display 
windows - which have old-timey Western costumes front and 
center.

CLOSE UP on Luke handing Vack the same wad of cash, then Vack 
handing Luke a bag of weed.

We chime in right in the middle of their heated debate. They 
go back and forth as if they’re making their cases to God to 
get into heaven.

VACK
It ain’t wrong, motha fucka. You’re 
just delusional.

(holding up blunt)
Wanna smoke now or what?

LUKE
So then explain yourself. Make it 
make sense.

VACK
No fuckin’ problem.
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LUKE
(grabbing blunt)

This the same shit you just gave 
me?

VACK
Of course.

Luke takes a hit from the blunt then hands it back to Vack. 
Throughout the rest of the scene, they trade taking hits.

VACK (CONT’D)
(clears throat)

Tarantino is 100% responsible for 
what happened to Uma.

LUKE
You already said that.

VACK
I know. Give me a damn minute.

LUKE
I ain’t got a minute.

VACK
You got more than a minute.

LUKE
Let me rephrase. I don’t wanna 
spare a minute for your dumb ass.

VACK
You wanna know why you’re wrong or 
not?

LUKE
I ain’t wrong, moron.

VACK
If you call me that one more time--

LUKE
What?

VACK
I’ll tell David.

LUKE
David likes me more than you. 
What’s that gonna do?
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VACK
(laughing)

See. You are delusional.

LUKE
Just get to your point so I can 
obliterate it.

VACK
(takes hit)

Uma is a female.

They both pause. Vack stares at Luke, trying to gauge his 
reaction.

LUKE
Okay?

VACK
So she’s weaker than Tarantino.

Luke rolls his eyes, shaking his head.

VACK (CONT’D)
And don’t act like you don’t know 
damn well what that means. She was 
in constant fear on that set.

LUKE
There’s no way you’re actually 
serious right now.

VACK
Dead serious.

LUKE
If only I could record some of the 
stupid shit you say...

VACK
I’d be viral as fuck.

LUKE
You’d be canceled as fuck. Can you 
even go one day without sayin’ some 
misogynist bullshit?

VACK
That ain’t misogo-whatever-the-
fuck. That’s common sense.

LUKE
Common for a Neanderthal.
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VACK
Neanderthals were some hardass 
motha fuckas! And we need more 
hardass motha fuckas in our society 
right now.

LUKE
(tisks)

Just get back to your point before 
God spites us right where we stand.

VACK
And I already know what you’re 
gonna say.

(mocking)
“Tarantino didn’t force her to do 
the stunt.” Of course he didn’t 
“force” her, idiot. Consciously. 
It’s all in the subtext.

LUKE
Subtext?

VACK
The subtext.

LUKE
I’m sorry to break it to ya, but 
real life ain’t got subtext.

VACK
Maybe for someone like you. But for 
intelligent people like me, it 
does.

LUKE
Fine. I’ll go along with your 
little theory--

VACK
It ain’t a theory.

LUKE
--but that still doesn’t explain 
shit about the stunt.

VACK
Hear me out... Tarantino is a big 
guy. You know that, right? He’s 
fuckin’ scary.

LUKE
He’s not that big.
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VACK
He’s over six foot. Pretty broad 
shoulders too.

LUKE
Fine, but what does it matter? Just 
because someone’s big doesn’t mean 
they can fight. I mean, he gets 
outta breath just from doin’ 
interviews. You never noticed that 
shit?

VACK
No, I’ve never noticed. I ain’t 
obsessed with him like your 
pathetic ass.

LUKE
I ain’t obsessed, prick. He’s just 
a filmmaking genius--unathletic as 
fuck--but a filmmaking genius 
regardless. Why wouldn’t you wanna 
study the greats?

VACK
That’s a whole nother debate.

LUKE
That I’ll also win.

VACK
Back to the point. He ain’t gotta 
fight to be a threat. Any man with 
the kinda power a director like him 
has, on top of bein’ over six foot, 
is gonna scare any woman in any 
situation. That’s just the truth. 
That’s the subtext. Shit, ask 
Johanna. She’ll tell ya.

(calling)
Johanna!

LUKE
Don’t bring her into this!

VACK
You get what I’m sayin’?

LUKE
You’re sayin’ he threatened her?

VACK
Are even listenin’? The fact that 
he didn’t threaten her is my point. 

(MORE)
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VACK (CONT’D)

7.

He didn’t have to. All he had to do 
was tell her somethin’ like--

(mocking Tarantino)
“Listen, Uma. You don’t have to do 
this stunt, alright. It’s 
dangerous. I want you to know that. 
But it would make this movie so 
much better if you did, alright. If 
we could see your badass face as 
you drive this badass car, I might 
actually get the Best Picture Oscar 
I’ve deserved since 1994, alright.”

LUKE
(beat)

You gotta stop smokin’ every minute 
of your life, bro.

VACK
(grins)

But you know I’m right. That’s what 
all these bitches mean when they 
say all these Hollywood pigs are 
abusing their power.

LUKE
So you’re basically sayin’ that 
bein’ a man automatically means 
you’re a power abuser.

VACK
Exactly.

LUKE
But you’re a man!

VACK
A man with no power! I don’t mean 
shit. Fuckers like Tarantino are 
the ones who need to be stopped.

LUKE
Listen, Vack. With any other 
fucker, I’d agree with you. 
Hollywood is nasty as the casting 
couch. We all know this. But that’s 
precisely why I respect Tarantino 
so much.

VACK
How can you respect someone who 
manipulates people into doin’ 
stupid shit for the sake of a 
fakery?

VACK (CONT’D)
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LUKE
Cause Tarantino is free.

(beat)
He’s the only person in Hollywood 
who does whatever the fuck he 
wants. He doesn’t take shit from 
nobody, which is why he gets away 
with makin’ the types of movies he 
makes. How can you not respect 
that?

VACK
(beat, butthurt)

Still his fault Uma got hurt.

Luke dramatically waves his hands in defeat.

JOHANNA (O.S.)
Who called me?

JOHANNA, 28, strolls into frame, purposefully wedging herself 
right in between Luke and Vack. Luke rolls his eyes.

LUKE
(to Vack)

You’re an ass.

VACK
What?

JOHANNA
(to Luke)

Yeah, you ain’t happy to see me?

LUKE
I’m always happy seein’ you, 
pumpkin. I ain’t happy he had to 
drag you into another one of our 
ignorant debates.

Johanna kisses Luke on the cheek.

JOHANNA
But you know I love y’alls ignorant 
debates.

LUKE
You ain’t gonna love this one.

JOHANNA
(to Vack)

So fill me in. What’s the ignorant 
topic of the day today?
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VACK
I wanna ask you somethin’ but you 
gotta be objective.

JOHANNA
What’s the question?

VACK
Promise you’ll be objective?

JOHANNA
How can I promise that before I 
even know the question, dumbass?

VACK
Fuck it.

(confidently)
You scared of me, right?

Luke guffaws. Johanna looks at Luke, skeptically squinting, 
then she snaps her head to Vack.

JOHANNA
What?

VACK
You know... I scare you, right?

JOHANNA
What the fuck does that even mean?

VACK
(condescendingly)

You know exactly what I’m talkin’ 
about. Because I’m a man, I scare 
you.

Johanna gives Vack an “are you serious” glare.

VACK (CONT’D)
Don’t be stupid.

WHACK! Johanna abruptly slaps Vack, dead centered, right 
across his cheek.

JOHANNA
You kiddin’ me?! You’re the biggest 
bitch I know. Fuckin’ scare me? 
I’ll beat ya ass right here right 
now.

Luke starts laughing his ass off, using Johanna’s shoulder to 
keep himself from falling to the ground.
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Johanna lifts one of her arms, flexing her bicep.

VACK
Fuck you!

Vack insecurely grabs his bright red cheek, eyes watering, 
holding back tears.

VACK (CONT’D)
Fuckin’ bitch.

Luke finally composes himself, putting his arm on Vack’s 
shoulder, sincerely staring him in the eye.

LUKE
I told you not to get her involved.

VACK
(to Johanna)

You play too much, Jo. You’re gonna 
get yourself shot. Lucky I’m a good 
guy.

JOHANNA
Ha! Don’t make me laugh.

Vack turns, offended, and storms toward the costume parlor, 
still holding his cheek. He pettily glances back at Johanna 
as he heads inside.

LUKE
You know he’s gonna bitch to David 
now.

JOHANNA
David’s in a good mood today. Let 
him bitch. Someone’s gotta keep him 
in line.

Luke grabs Johanna’s hips, pulling her closer to him, 
flirtatiously looking her up and down.

LUKE
I’m in a good mood today...

JOHANNA
(pushing Luke away)

Nope.

LUKE
What?
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JOHANNA
(pointing to her groin)

This is the mensuration station 
today, boy. Back ya horny ass up.

LUKE
But it’s been so long, pumpkin...

JOHANNA
What, your right hand ain’t workin’ 
no more? The fuck outta here.

Luke jokingly pouts, then kisses Johanna, but she subtly 
pulls away, slightly standoffish.

LUKE
You okay?

JOHANNA
I’m fine. Why?

Luke shrugs.

JOHANNA (CONT’D)
(changing subject)

By the way, I got you a ride to 
downtown.

LUKE
Oh, really?

JOHANNA
But there’s a catch.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY (LATER)

MEDIUM SHOT of Luke on his hands and knees, no shirt. We can 
only see him from the chest up. He’s awkwardly moving back 
and forth and looks like he’s in slight pain.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
You like that?

LUKE
Uh, not really...

We PULL BACK to see that Luke is scrubbing the tires of a 
classic stretch limo with a soapy brush... And he’s pissed 
about it.

We PAN to see the LIMO DRIVER, 50s, full-blown chauffeur 
attire, hat and all, standing above Luke, smoking a 
cigarette.
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LIMO DRIVER
A little dirty work is good for the 
mind of a man.

LUKE
Can you back the fuck up? Jesus.

LIMO DRIVER
I’m just making sure you do a good 
job.

LUKE
Imma shove this brush up your ass 
if you don’t back up.

The Limo Driver grins, then he slowly turns, pulling his keys 
out of his pocket.

LIMO DRIVER
10 minutes.

INT/EXT. LIMO/DOWNTOWN - DAY

Various SHOTS of the limo cruising through downtown.

INSIDE

Luke is in the backseat, staring out of the window, admiring 
the view. The Limo Driver is doing his thing... driving. He’s 
got his cool sunglasses and hat on, tapping his fingers to 
the radio music.

LIMO DRIVER
(loudly over music)

What business you got in downtown?

LUKE
What?

The Limo Driver turns the radio off.

LIMO DRIVER
What business you got in downtown?

LUKE
No business.

LIMO DRIVER
So why the hell are you hitching a 
ride with me?

LUKE
Why you need to know?
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LIMO DRIVER
Why don’t you wanna tell me?

Luke reaches into his duffle bag and pulls out a folded piece 
of paper. He unfolds it, then moves to the row of seats 
closer to the front, holding the paper out so the Limo Driver 
can see what’s on it. It’s one of the face sketches from 
before.

LIMO DRIVER (CONT’D)
What the fuck is that?

LUKE
How I make my money.

LIMO DRIVER
You drew it?

LUKE
Yup.

Luke moves back to his seat.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Pretty good, right?

The Limo Driver tisks, shaking his head.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You don’t think so?

LIMO DRIVER
I think people like you are what’s 
making this city a joke to the rest 
of our country.

LUKE
People like me?

LIMO DRIVER
Lazy.

LUKE
How do you know I’m lazy?

LIMO DRIVER
(beat)

You really want my opinion?

LUKE
I have a feelin’ your gonna give it 
regardless.
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The Limo Driver hesitates, looking at Luke through the 
rearview mirror.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Come on... Lay it on me. You think 
I haven’t been shit on by someone 
like you before?

LIMO DRIVER
Fine.

The Limo Driver clears his throat as he adjusts the rearview 
mirror to get a clearer view of Luke.

LIMO DRIVER (CONT’D)
One, you don’t have a real job. And 
I know that because, two, you don’t 
have money for the fucking bus. 
Three, you bitch like a Prom Queen 
just from doing a little blue-
collar work. And four, you probably 
spend all your time drawing those 
gay-ass pictures rather than trying 
to find a real job.

(beat)
Need more?

Like clears his throat, holding his pointer finger in the 
air.

LUKE
My turn.

(beat)
One, panhandling is a real job--

LIMO DRIVER
Ha!

LUKE
--and two, I have plenty of money 
for the bus, but why use it when I 
can leach off of my girlfriend’s 
friends?

LIMO DRIVER
(shocked)

Wait. You’re with Johanna?

LUKE
Yes, I am. Three, I wasn’t bitchin’ 
about the work, I was bitchin’ 
about you watchin’ me like fuckin’ 
Buffalo Bill. Creepy ass.

14.



15.

LIMO DRIVER
(still shocked)

Johanna’s with you?

LUKE
She is. And four, I spend most of 
my time smokin’ weed and playin’ 
ping pong solely cause I make all 
my money in two hours from sittin’ 
my ass on the sidewalk with these 
“gay-ass” pictures. That’s the 
beauty of it all!

LIMO DRIVER
(beat)

You’re the kid who used to cheat on 
the playground, aren’t you?

LUKE
You’re the kid who used to get ya 
ass beat on the playground, aren’t 
you?

The Limo Driver is visibly struck by that. He glances at Luke 
in the rearview mirror again, then insecurely looks away as 
soon as they lock eyes.

LIMO DRIVER
The fact that people like you can 
get away with doing what you do 
only signifies that this city 
really is going directly down the 
toilet.

LUKE
Yes, it is. But it’s not cause 
people like me.

LIMO DRIVER
Keep telling yourself that.

LUKE
(beat)

You know, you and me really aren’t 
that different from each other.

LIMO DRIVER
Oh, really? And why is that?

LUKE
You think you’re a hard workin’ 
man? Earning a good living?
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LIMO DRIVER
No doubt about it.

LUKE
When in all actuality, you’re more 
of a slave than me.

LIMO DRIVER
Get the fuck outta here.

LUKE
You pay your taxes?

LIMO DRIVER
(offended by the question)

Of course I pay my fucking taxes. 
Am I the bum sitting in this limo 
right now?

LUKE
Well, there ya go.

(taunting)
How does it feel to be puttin’ your 
“hard-earned” money directly into 
the pocket of a bum?

LIMO DRIVER
God... I should’ve known. You’re 
one of those.

LUKE
What?

LIMO DRIVER
Conspiracy theorist.

LUKE
That ain’t a conspiracy. That’s Los 
Angeles for ya. You don’t know 
this?

(waits)
Look it up. There’s an organization 
in our beautiful city that has the 
soul purpose of solving the 
“homeless issue”--

LIMO DRIVER
Good! Hopefully their missions 
statement has something to do with 
arson.
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LUKE
But the funny thing is, if you 
haven’t fuckin’ noticed it yet, the 
“homeless issue” is only gettin’ 
worse. And I mean way worse. Like 
shit in the street worse. Explain 
that one to me.

(beat)
I’ll wait.

The Limo Driver is silent, glancing back at Luke in the 
mirror. He stares back to the street and observes the 
trashiness as they drive through the city.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Millions and millions of dollars 
bein’ paid by you only to go 
directly into the hands of a bunch 
of politicians and business fucks 
who don’t care to make anything 
better. And why would they when 
they make more in a year than 
you’ll make in your whole life?

(beat)
And you call me the bum. At least 
I’m a conscious bum.

They sit in silence for a beat, then the Limo Driver slowly 
turns the music back up, again, glancing at Luke in the 
mirror. Luke retorts with a grin.

EXT. DOWNTOWN - DAY (LATER)

The limo pulls up to the sidewalk and parks. Luke hops out 
and walks to the driver’s side window and taps on it. The 
window rolls down, letting an ungodly amount of smoke seep 
into the air, then we hear coughing. 

The Limo Driver pops his head out, holding a blunt. He hands 
the blunt to Luke, nodding his head.

LUKE
You better do it.

LIMO DRIVER
I’m doing it.

LUKE
I mean it.

LIMO DRIVER
It’s happening.
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LUKE
No more bein’ a fuckin’ slave.

LIMO DRIVER
No more.

LUKE
And tell your boss to go fuck 
himself.

Luke and the Limo Driver bump fists, then the limo pulls 
away.

Luke turns, still smiling, and starts walking down the 
sidewalk carrying his duffle bag and poster.

We follow him as he heads deeper into downtown, now starting 
to see the Skid Row tents.

Luke’s smile slowly fades as he approaches a large line of 
people that stretches a hundred yards or so.

At the front of the line, we see a team of people, all 
wearing the same white t-shirts that read “volunteer” across 
the chest. Everyone is handing out foil-wrapped burritos, 
water bottles, and baggies with toothbrushes, toothpaste, and 
sanitizer in them.

Luke stops walking, glances backward where the limo was 
parked, then he falls in line. He looks around, observing all 
the different kinds of people - all races, shapes, and sizes.

In the BACKGROUND, we hear VOLUNTEERS saying things like, 
“Get back in line... He was here before you... If you don’t 
wanna be talked to like a child, don’t act like a child... 
We’re here to help you... You can only have one... You gotta 
do what we say if you want your food...”

We slowly PULL AWAY and stop when Luke is no more than just 
another body in the line of people.

HOLD on this for a beat before we--

SNAP TO:

BLACK

THE END.
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