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FADE IN:

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NIGHT

A sprawling, gated community under development. Paved
streets mixed with some dirt roads. Rows of houses in
various stages of construction from skeletal lumber frames to
completed homes.

A middle-aged, portly SECURITY GUARD runs down the center of
the road. Battered and bloodied. Fleeing for his life from
an unseen predator.

STRANGE SOUNDS surround him.

The Security Guard trips and falls. He scrambles in the dirt
to get back up. He looks behind, then around...

IN THE DISTANCE... A PORT-O-POTTIE.

He runs for it. Once he gets there he fumbles to unhock the
latch.

The SOUNDS are getting CLOSER!

He flips the latch, gets inside and SLAMS THE DOOR.

Sign on Port-0O-Pottie TURNS TO “OCCUPIED.”

INT. PORT-O-POTTIE - NIGHT

The Security Guard tries to catch his breath. He holds the
door closed as a FORCE outside RATTLES the entire Port-0-
Pottie. He whimpers with fear as he holds on for dear life.
Then... it stops.

He lets out a breath of relief.

A SOUND from outside grabs his attention.

The Security Guard steps up on the side of the tollet bowl
and peeks through the wvents.

A SOUND from within the toilet.

Before he can even look, he is PULLED DOWN. He struggles
with the unknown force before...



EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NIGHT

LONG SHOT of Port-O-Pottie as WE HEAR the Security Guard
SCREAM.

SMASH CUT TO:
EXT. HOUSE - MORNING

A small, cne bedroom fixer upper in the cutskirts of a
college town.

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

CAMERA PANS to reveal bookshelves of college textbocks
(mostly psychology and architecture), CDs, architectural
sketches on the walls, various photos of a happy, good-
looking couple - RICK and NATALIE (both 21) at the beach, in
Europe, etc.

Various articles of clothing litter the floor.

RICK and NATALIE lie in bed in post-cocital bliss. Rick is
handsome, in a genuine kind of way. Natalie’s a beauty with
a bit of “book-ishness” to her.

Natalie kisses Rick’s shoulder.

NATATTE
I want to do that again.

RICK
Me too.

NATALTE
I want to spend the wheole day in bed with
you.

(tickling him)
Eat pancakes off your belly.

RICK
(kissing her neck)
Sounds sticky.

NATALTE
Oh, it will be.

Rick regrettakly has to restrain himself.

RICK
I've got to get up for work, Nat.



NATALTE
It’s Memorial Day weekend. Everyone else
has it off.

RICK

I'm not everyone else.

Rick starts getting out of bed, but Natalie pulls him back
with her toned legs.

NATATLTE
(playful)
Rick...stay I promise you can eat the
pancakes off me.
(2 beat)
And you can put the syrup anywhere you

want.
INT. BATHROOM - MORNING
Rick takes a cold shower. The curtain is pulled back...

It’s Natalie -- wearing a robe and a pout. She holds a cup
of coffee.

Rick takes the coffee from her. He takes a sip.

RICK
It’'s got cream, but where’s my sugar?

Rick turns up the hot water as Natalie smiles, slips off her
robe and steps into the shower.

CUT TOs

INT. KITCHEN - MORNING

Natalie pours milk into her tea. 8he’s in her robe, watching
Rick putting sandwiches into a cocler.

NATALTE
I can't believe you’d pass up one of my
picnics to work in the hot sun with a
bunch of fat, sweaty guys.

RICK
Not all of us can be on scholarship.

NATATLTE
Hey, I bust my ass for that scholarship.



RICK
I know, and I bust my ass at this Jjob.
It won’t always be like this. One day
you’ll have your own practice and I'11
have a few buildings tc my name,
including our dream house...

Natalie smiles and steps close to Rick, wrapping her arms
around him.

NATALIE
...0on the coast...

RICK
...right on the beach.

They kiss.

NATALTE
When will you be getting home?

RICK
Woody said we’'d be off at three. Four,
the latest. After that we’ll put IHOP to
shame. Promise.
(kisses her)
And what are you doing today?

Rick turns back to his lunch cooler. Natalie shrugs.

NATALTE
I guesg I’11l catch up on some Psych
reading.

She sees that he’s too busy packing his lunch, not really
paying attention.

NATALIE (cont’d)
Maybe if I get bored, I’1l1l rob a liguor
store.

A HORN HONKS from outside. Rick gives Natalie a gquick kiss
on the cheek.

RICK
Great. Bring back some beer.

He grabs his cooler from the counter and his tool belt off
the chair. CAMERA FOLLOWS him walking to the front door.

NATALIE (0.S.)
Rick...



He turns to see Natalie opening her robe, flashing him. Rick
just stands in the doorway.

RICK
Not fair.

NATALIE
Tell me about it.

The HORN HONKS again.
CUT TOz:
INT. JEEP - MORNING

JASON, 21, a bit hefty with uncombed hair and stubble, stops
honking the horn only after has Rick ¢limbed in. Jason
immediately REVS the jeep and hits the gas.

RICK
What’s the story morning glory?

JASON
How ‘bout this shit? Working on a
fucking holiday weekend. We oughta have
our heads examined.

RICK
Had mine examined this morning. Twice.

JASON
Congratulations, the two of you are so
almost married that your balls will be in
her sack. On a mantelpiece.

RICK
We don’t have a mantelpiece, asshole.

JASON
Not yet you don’t. You’re dying young, my
friend. Whithering ¢n the vine. You
could’ve been with me at the Pickwick Pub
last night in the early stages of what
could have been a hot and sordid
rendezvous. I’'ve got this little
scphomere under my charm. We’re getting
into an evening of real wretched excess
when I gotta cut it short. Why? Cause I
gotta be up at six this morning to do
pick up work. All I'm left with is a
hard-on and a hangover. Tell me, where’s
the justice?



Rick turns on the radio.

RICK
How’s that doubkle espresso treating you?

JASON
Most people in ccllege get financial aid.
We do construction. Why is that?

RICK
We love the great outdoors?

JASON
No way I'm hanging drywall this summer.

RICK
You saild that last summer.
JASON
This time I mean it. I’1ll become a

waiter or some shit like that.

RICK
Oh yeah, you’ve got ‘people person’
written all over you.

JASON
What are you talking about? EKiss my ass.

CUT TOs

DRIVING MONTAGE:
They're the only ones on the rcad.

DJ  (V.0.)
It’s Memcrial Day weekend and it’'s going
to be a scorcher. 102 degrees in the
valleys; 110 in the deserts. Get
anywhere cool, have a cold drink and
congratulate yourself for not being one
of those unlucky globs that has to work
today.

Rick quickly changes the station.

On a highway. Various HUGE SIGNS for fast food restaurants
and hotels.

They exit the highway.

Pass by a shopping center being built. The start of suburban
sprawl.



The jeep approaches a large billbcard --

HOLD ON BILLBCARD: Drawing of a happy, smiling family,
standing in front of their dream hcuse. The tagline on the
bottom reads, #“COMING SOON - VISTA GRANDE PRIVATE COMMUNITY.
SAFE FAMILY LIVING.”

Their drive becomes more desolate as they travel along a
fenced off area -- the scattering of DESERTED BARRACKS and
signg of a CLOSED ARMY BASE.

CLOSE ON: the old rusted sign on the fence: CAMP SCOTT ARMY
BASE - CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE

The Jeep drives by.
INT. JEEP (DRIVING) - DAY

RICK
Shit, man. Barely seven in the morning
and it’s already hot.

JASON
It gets better. Guess who I heard was
working on the crew.

RICK
Who?

JASON
Harlin.

RICK

Harlin? That fucking guy?

JASON
Yeah, that fucking guy. You heard about
how he dangled a guy off a roof because
the poor jerk accidentally scratched the
back of his truck with a rake?

RICK
Wonderful.

Rick stares ahead at the rcad that continues back and up into
the hills.

DISSOLVE TO:



EXT. VISTA GRANDE (FRONT GATES) - MORNING

Large wrought iron gates protect the development. Beyond the
gates, the road rises up into the hills. Ancther Vista
Grande billbcard is out front.

Jason HONKS his horn.
INT. GUARD BOOTH - MORNING

A heavyset security guard, MARTY, listens to an iPod and eats
a doughnut. He looks out the front window of the booth then
presses a button on a conscle.

EXT. FRONT GATES - MORNING

The gate opens slowly. They drive past the booth. Jason
waves at Marty

JASON
Thanks.

EXT. VISTA GRANDE - MORNING.

Four fully built ‘model’ homes are located at the bottom of
the hill. A large mobkile trailer is near them.

The Jeep pulls over. Rick and Jason get out. As Rick
reaches for his tool belt he notices an extra ice chest in
the back.

RICK
What’s in there?

JASON
Just an innocent six-pack on ice waiting
to be consumed upon the completion <of our
duties.

Rick neds, slinging his tool belt over his shoulder.
RICK
Like yeour bkrand of thinking, Jascn. They

ought to make you foreman.

JASON
That’s what I've been saying.

Rick notices SOMEONE approaching from behind Jason.

RICK
Do tell.



JASON
If I was foreman on this gig, I'd ke
doing things a whole lot different...

Ag Jason rambles, WE SEE the real foreman, WOODY stepping
behind him. Woody'’s in his mid-thirties and has the manner
of a leader among men mixed with the swagger of a good ole’
boy.

JASON (cont’d)
I mean this shit we’re doing! Coming in
on a holiday weekend to do patch up jobs
up and down this hill. I’d put an end to
it by making the guy who screwed the job
up in the first place stay on his own
time to do the job. How’s that?

Woody steps up and claps his arm around Jason’s shoulders.

WOODY
Why I think that’s a fine idea.

JASON
Huh... hey, boss.

WOODY
After all, one of the jobs we’'re doing up
on the hill teoday are the lids you hung
in the garage of Lot Thirty-Seven. Seems
they’'re all crooked.

JASON
Crooked? What are you talking a--

WOODY
You can take care of that one on your
own, while me and Rick take care of the
jobs we screwed up, which when I come to
think of it... are none.
(turns to Rick)
How'’s that sound to you?

RICK
I'm liking that just fine.

JASON
Guyg, hey. What happened to the crew as
a team? I didn’t say I wanted to be
fereman. I said if I was foreman. Big
difference.



10.

Woody and Rick laugh. Woody reaches inte the back of the
Jeep and hands Jason his tocl belt. They walk over to where
two other trucks and a Lexus are parked. Let’s meet...

BUCK - an old codger. Looks like he’s been working with his
hands his wheole life.

PACO - early 20s, quiet-looking. A recent immigrant from
Mexico.

WOODY
Look alive, gentlemen. We got the
college boys on the crew. Hey Buck, Rick
here said he could hang twice as much
board today than you ever could in yours.

Buck looks Rick over. He tilts back his cowboy hat, spits a
bit of tobacco juice and chuckles affably.

BUCK
If he’'s in college, he’'s supposed to be
smarter than that.

Rick and Buck laugh and shake hands. Buck turnsg and ncds at
Jason.

BUCK (cont’d)
Got a smoke, hotshot?

Jason holds out a pack of Camels.
Woody looks over to Paco, who sits off to the side.

RICK
Como estas?

PACO
Asi-asi.

Rick turns to Woody.

RICK
Where's Harlin?

WOODY
He was supposed to be here fifteen
minutes ago.

RICK
(dryly sarcastic)
I can't wait.



11.

WOODY
I had to pick the best guys for the job.
That way we can get outta here by three.
Or I ceculd hire more guys like Jason and
we’'d be here till seven.

Jason loocks over from where’s he’s having a smoke with Buck.

JASON
I heard that.

WOODY
(smiling)
You were supposed to.
(to the group)
I'm gonna talk to the big man in charge.
Be right back.

INT. TRAILER - MORNING
Lavish and air-conditioned.

ALAN MONTGOMERY - mid-40’s, well-groomed and manicured - sits
behind his desk and watches a monitor. The NAME PLAQUE on
his desk identifies him as - Development Manager.

ANGLE ON - MONITOR
Montgomery dressed in a suit, walks to the edge of a pond.

MONTGOMERY
(on monitor)
Hello, I'm Alan Montgomery. ©On behalf of
Consolidated Properties, I welcome you to
Vista Grande.

Montgomery compares his own image in a hand held mirror to
the one on the monitor.

ANGLE ON - MONITOR

A COMPUTER GRAPHIC DESIGN of the Vista Grande community in
its projected completed stage. Luxurious, Spanish tile two-
story homes sprawling up into the seclusion of the hills.

MONTGOMERY (V.0.) (cont’d)
(from monitor)
The Vista Grande Private Community cffers
discriminating home-owners the perfect
area to raise a family.
(MORE)



12.

MONTGOMERY (V.0.) (cont’d)
Each house in this exclusive gated
neighborhood features stylish Spanish
style architecture complemented with all
the modern amenities to make your life
luxurious.

Woody ENTERS the trailer, KNOCKING on the door as he steps
inside.

WOODY

Monty, you watching yourself on that damn
video again?

Montgomery hastily turns it off.

MONTGOMERY
Just going over it one more time before I
take it to that convention. It’'s a big
promo opportunity for Vista Grande.

Woody goes over to the water cooler and pours himself a cup.

MONTGOMERY (cont’d)
Hot out there already?

WOODY
Yeah, but you wouldn’t know it from being
cooped up in here. What you got that air-
conditioner set on... Arctic?

MONTGOMERY
In this end of the business I need to
stay cool.

Woody takes a seat in front of Montgomery’'s desk.

WOODY
Speaking of business...

MONTGOMERY
We agreed on time and a half. Nothing
over eight hours.

WOODY
And you’re cutting the checks today.

Montgomery starts to shift in his chair.

MONTGOMERY
Well, we have a problem there. They're
going to have to be paid on next week’s
payroll.
(off Woody’s lock)
(MORE )



MONTGOMERY (cont'd)
The back up funding has been exhausted
due to last month’s fiascc with that
rocfing company. We still have two dozen
lots that need the roofing replaced.

WOODY
Not my problem.

MONTGOMERY
That’s not all. There’s been vandalism,
materials missing off the job. And then
I've got crews blaming other crews for
stealing each other’s tools and lunch
boxes. It’'s like a goddamn playground
out there.

WOODY
Maybe if you’d hire some reputable
contractors instead of any dipshit that
bids the lowest for the job, you wouldn’t
be having these problems.

MONTGOMERY
I have to hire who I can. I can‘t keep
track with how many guys walk off this
job.

WOODY

Suppose me and my crew decide to be the
next ones to just walk off the job.

Montgomery leans back in his chair.

MONTGOMERY

I know it’s hot out there. 8o, I can see
how you’'re forgetting that you are under
contract with us to stay on at Vista
Grande until the site is completed. If
you left now, that would be in vioclation
of your contractual agreement. A lead
foreman reneging on a contract with
Consolidated Properties, the largest
construction development planners in the
entire southwest?

(beat)
Might be hard to find a jcb anywhere
else, I'd imagine.

Woody bites back a reply.
WOODY

Why don’t you just tell me what lots need
pick up?



14.

Montgomery opens a folder, barely concealing his smarminess.
CUT TO:
EXT. FRONT GATE OF COMMUNITY - MORNING.

With the ROAR of the engine, a bklack Ford Truck 4 x 4 drives
past the closing gate, braking hard and kicking up dust.

INT./EXT. TRUCK - MORNING
HARLIN - a big, intimidating guy in his mid 40s - steps out
of the driver’s side. He crushes his just finished can of

beer and throws it into the back of the truck.

HARLTIN
Why do I not like this?

Harlin looks into the truck...

RAFFERTY - same age, a scruffy, rough-looking sort wearing
sunglasses, 1is sitting shotgun.

TWO RIFLES are in a GUN RACK behind him.
Rafferty’s sweet-talking into the CB radio, beer in hand.
RAFFERTY
What? Baby, you know that ain’t true.

You know you’re my number one.

Harlin sticks his head in the truck.

HARL.TN
Rafferty, cut the love connection. We're
here.

RAFFERTY
We are?

He raises his sunglasses to survey the site.

RAFFERTY (cont’d)
(into CB)
Honey-pie, don’t you listen to Darlene.
I don’'t know nothing about no waitress at
Casa Charlie’s. I gotta go now, I’'m out
on the job. Ten-four, over out.

Rafferty shuts off the CB and drains the rest of his beer.
He drops the can and picks up his tocl bkelt. Steps out of
the truck to see Rick, Jason, Buck, and Paco.



Jason is in the middle of an anecdote.

JASON
g0 she’s on her second Long Island
Ice Tea, which means I'm definitely in.
I mean only easy girls drink those and
she’s only nineteen, so I figure I’'d seal
the deal!

15.

The group hears Harlin clearing his throat and they turn to
see him and Rafferty stare at them, lcoking none too pleased.

HARLIN
Well, well, well. Looks like I'1ll be
working with two pukes, an old fart, and
a wetback.

He delivers that last slur directly at Paco, who is too
intimidated to respond.

Harlin locks over to Rafferty and smiles.

HARLIN (cont’d)
Reminds me of that old joke. What’d the
Mexican get for Christmas?

RAFFERTY
shit if I know.

HARL.TN
My kid’s bike.

Rick looks to Paco, then back to Harlin.

RICK
How would you like it if I made jokes
about your mother?

HARLTN

I don't know. Why don’t you tell one and
find out?

A tense moment...

WOODY (0.S.)
Well, lock who finally Jjoined the party.

Woody comes ambling over, a roll of plans under his arm.

nods at Rafferty.

RAFFERTY
Morning, Skipper.

He



16.

Woody looks over at Harlin.

WOODY
You're a half hour late.

HARL.TN
Shit, if I didn’t show up at all, I’'d ke
considered early.

Woody has a whiff <f Harlin.

WOODY
Started drinking already?

HARLIN
Started? Never stopped. Did some
shooting this morning. Like to get back
to it, so how ‘bout we get to work?

Harlin lights up a Marlboro Red as they walk over to Jjoin the
others.

WOODY
Alright, everybody gather around. First
work detail. Buck, lot eight needs some
L-metal on twco stairwells and all
upstairs archways.

BUCK
Bullnose or straight edge?

WOODY

Straight edge on the stairwells. Bullnose
on the archways.

(turns to Harlin)
I need you and Rafferty to hang drywall
in lots ten, fourteen and fifteen.

(to Rick, Jason and Paco)
We’ll be hanging sheets in lots twenty
and twenty-two.

(to the others)
You guys meet us up at twenty-twe when
you're done. We’'ll move up the hill from
there.

Harlin and Rafferty head over to Harlin’s truck. Buck
pitches his cigarette and gets into his beat up pick-up.
They drive off their separate ways.

Woody turns to his crew.



17.

WOODY (cont’d)
Alright, guys, let’s hit it. We’ll take

my truck.
JASON
(calling out)
Shotgun.

Jason grabs his ice chest and runs to Woody’s truck.

RICK
(to Jason)
What, are you sixteen?

Rick loocks to Woody for support.

WOODY
Don’t locock at me. He'’'s your buddy.

Woody chuckles as he gets in the truck.

Rick grabs his cooler. Paco, standing on the bumper, offers
him a hand and helps Rick up into the back of the truck.

EXT. WOODY’'S TRUCK (DRIVING) - MORNING
Rick and Paco sit in the flatbed.

RICK
Got any big plans this weekend, Paco?
Mucho cerveza?

Paco nods shyly and smiles.

PACO
8i, v tu?

RICK
Oh yeah. Mucho cerveza.

Paco nods and smiles again. There’s a lull as the language
barrier takes hold. They both stare at the passing scenery.

RICK POV: A BLUR of a MYSTERIOUS FIGURE moving in between two
houses. Tracking them?

Rick sguints against the sun, trying to look closer. The
truck pulls up onto a dirt lot. In front is a house nearly
complete and surrounded by scaffolding.

WOODY
Here we are, boys.



18.

Paco starts right to work at unloading two buckets of tools.
Jason gets out and gives him a hand.

Rick heps down cut of the truck and walks across the dirt
lot. He’'s still staring across the street to the house where
he saw the figure.

Woody glances back at Rick.
WOODY (cont’d)
Hey, Rick. You alright? Not

lollygagging on me already, are ya?

RICK
Huh? No. Yeah, I'm fine.

He shakes himself out of it and follows Woody up to the
house.

RICK (cont’d)
We the only crew out here today?

WOODY
Yup. Only cnesgs stupid enough.

Rick casts one last glance over his shoulder before walking
into the house.

CUT TO:
INT. GUARD BOOTH - DAY

Marty is still sitting with his feet up on the conscole, iPod
on, and reading an issue of “Barely Legal”.

EXT./INT. GUARD BOOTH - DAY

WALKING POV towards the back of the booth... through the
door. Marty’s back is to us as the CAMERA MOVES IN.

A hand CLAMPS down on Marty’s shoulder.

MARTY
Yaaaaah!

He falls of his chair and staggers to his feet...
It’s Montgomery. He tries his best not to slug Marty.
MONTGOMERY
Consolidated Properties is not paying you

to listen to the radio and read jack-coff
magazines.



Montgomery’s about to head for the door, but pauses.

MARTY
I was on my break.

MONTGOMERY
Not anymore!

MARTY
Don’t know what I'm supposed to be
looking for.

MONTGOMERY
Vandals, Marty. Vandals.

MARTY
What kind of idiots gonna come all the
way out here to vandalize unfinished
homes?

MONTGOMERY
I don’'t know, but so far they’ve cost me
thousands of dollars in damages. Just
keep your eyes open and stay alert.
(beat)
Where’s your lesser half?

MARTY
Fred’s out in the cart doing the rounds.

MONTGOMERY
Did you find ocut why the guard left his
post last night? What’s his name?

Marty checks a security log.

Montgomery EXITS the booth.

him leave.

MARTY
Chinaski
(loocks up at Montgomery)
Uh, no sir. He wasn’t here for shift
change this morning. There’s no sign out
time. No reports.

MONTGOMERY
I certainly hope he doesn’t expect to get
paid for that shift. Let alone keep this
job.

19.

Marty shakes his head, watching








































































































































































































































































