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INT. CHUCK E. CHEESE PARKING LOT INSIDE DOUGLAS’S JEEP - DAY

DOUGLAS and PAUL sit in a black jeep with covered in Steez and 
Pinecone stickers.

Douglas pulls a blunt out of the center console and sparks it 
up.

PAUL
So what does the E stand for anyways?

DOUGLAS
What do you mean?

PAUL
The E. in Chuck E. Cheese.

DOUGLAS
There’s a few E’s in Chucky Cheese.

Douglas passes Paul the blunt.

PAUL
No, I know that.  But I mean the E., 
you know like Chuck Cheese’s middle 
name.  Do you think it stands for any-
thing?

DOUGLAS
You know, I always thought his name was 
Chucky.  I never picked up on the 
clever pun.

PAUL
Maybe it’s just an initial...

DOUGLAS
It could stand for Ecstasy.

PAUL
I don’t know, somehow I doubt that it’s 
Chuck Ecstasy Cheese.

DOUGLAS
Why not?  I feel like I’m on ecstasy 
when I eat their cheesy pizza.
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PAUL
True.

DOUGLAS
It’s delicious, probably the best pizza 
I’ve ever had. 

PAUL
I wouldn’t go that far.

DOUGLAS
Yeah...

PAUL
I think it stands for Esther.

DOUGLAS
Sounds right.

PAUL
Chuck Esther Cheese.  Yup.  That’s it.

The blunt is nearly finished and the car is filled with smoke.

Paul stubs the blunt out in the ash tray and they get out.

EXT. CHUCK E. CHEESE PARKING LOT - DAY

Douglas and Paul get out of the car.  Smoke billows out of the 
jeep and it follows them as they walk in slow motion towards the 
Chuck E. Cheese to the tune of Bob Dylan’s “Rainy Day Women 
#12&35.”

They get to the front door and open it and walk in.

Continue slow motion with Dylan in the background.

Douglas and Paul head straight for the skee-ball machines.

MAN’S VOICE
Hey!

Dylan stops playing, everything goes back to normal speed, but 
Paul and Douglas continue to walk towards the skee-ball ma-
chines.

MAN’S VOICE
Hey you guys!

Douglas and Paul turn their heads.
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DOUGLAS
(in his best Sloth 
voice)

Hey you guys!

Paul and Douglas laugh.

The man approaches them.  He’s wearing a name tag that says Ral-
phie.  He has greasy black hair, thick black rimmed glasses and 
a pimply face, looks to be in his early thirties and talks with 
a lisp with constant spittle forming at the sides of his mouth.

RALPHIE
What do you guys think you’re doing?

DOUGLAS
We were on our way to play a little 
skee-ball and grab a pizza or two.

RALPHIE
Well I can’t let you do that.

Paul laughs.

PAUL
You’re kidding right?

Ralphie glares at him.

RALPHIE
‘Fraid not.  Can’t let you in here if 
you’re not with a child.

DOUGLAS
Why?

RALPHIE
Because we’ve had problems with pedo-
philes coming in here and trying to 
pick up little kids.  So from now on 
nobody gets in here unless they are ac-
companied by a child.
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PAUL
Wow, do you realize how backwards that 
is?  Usually it’s the child that has to 
be accompanied by the adult not the 
other way around.

DOUGLAS
Yeah, so if I was a little kid would I 
have to be accompanied by an adult?  
What if it’s a group of adults with one 
kid?  Or does there have to be one 
adult per each child.

RALPHIE
Obviously a child wouldn’t be able to 
just waltz in here.

PAUL
Well no, I wouldn’t even expect a child 
to know how to waltz.  If I ran into a 
kid who waltzed or even knew anything 
at all about waltzing I would be a lit-
tle freaked out.

DOUGLAS
Yeah...those really smart kids kind of 
scare me.  It’s like they’re little 
adults trapped inside a kid’s body.  
Like those kids from School of Rock all 
those little talented kids really 
freaked me out.

PAUL
Were they really playing those instru-
ments or do you think it was recorded 
by an adult?

DOUGLAS
No way, those kids were all playing 
their instruments.  I heard somewhere 
that they had some kind of contest for 
the best kid musicians for the role or 
something.

PAUL
Did you really hear that or did you 
just make that up?
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RALPHIE
Alright guys, enough!  Get out of my 
restaurant now before I call the po-
lice.

DOUGLAS
Whoa whoa, no reason to go and call the 
fuzz buddy, we’re not dangerous or any-
thing.

PAUL
Yeah, and also...is it really your res-
taurant?  And on that note, can you 
really even call this a restaurant?

Ralphie pulls out a cell phone.

DOUGLAS
Alright pal, we’re going to leave.  
There’s no need to throw a little hissy 
fit here.

Ralphie puts the phone back in his pocket.

RALPHIE
Good.  Move along then.

Paul and Douglas walk towards the door.

DOUGLAS
(to Paul, loudly enough 
for Ralphie to hear)

We’ll just go pick up Dan and bring him 
here.

Paul confusedly looks at Douglas as they exit.

EXT. CHUCK E. CHEESE PARKING LOT -DAY 

PAUL
Who’s Dan?

DOUGLAS
Fucked if I know.

PAUL
So why did you tell me that we were 
gonna pick up Dan and bring him here?
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DOUGLAS
I dunno, I kind of have a plan.

Douglas and Paul get to the car and they open their doors.

PAUL
Oh, that explains why I feel like some-
thing bad is going to happen.

DOUGLAS
Just get in the car, don’t be so nega-
tive.

Douglas and Paul get in the car and drive off.

INT. DOUGLAS’S JEEP - DAY

PAUL
So do you plan on letting me in on this 
plot or what?

DOUGLAS
I haven’t really got it completely fig-
ured out yet...so far I know that we 
need to find a kid named Dan.

PAUL
Are you shitting me?  That’s never go-
ing to work.

DOUGLAS
Alright, well...his name doesn’t have 
to be Dan, we’ll just call him that for 
the day.

PAUL
Let me get this straight...you want to 
kidnap a kid, and bring him to Chuck E. 
Cheese so we can play skee-ball?

DOUGLAS 
No no, kidnap is such a harsh dirty 
word.  It’s more like we’re borrowing 
him.  Hell, I’ll even pay him.
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PAUL
How are we gonna do that?  All I have 
is this bag of change.

DOUGLAS
Yeah I don’t have any money either.  
But I do have a whole lot of weed, so I 
could pay the kid in weed.

PAUL
You’re going to pay a kid in weed?  How 
old of a kid are we looking for?

Douglas pulls into a bowling alley parking lot called Strike 
Central.  There’s only two other cars in the lot.

PAUL
What are we doing here?

DOUGLAS
This is where we’re going to find our 
Dan.

PAUL
At the Strike Central?  Nobody comes 
here.  There’s only two other cars in 
this lot, and they probably belong to 
the employees.  This place sucks ass, I 
didn’t even think it was still open 
til’ now.

DOUGLAS
Come on, let’s just go inside and see 
what happens.

Douglas and Paul get out of the car and walk into Strike Cen-
tral.

INT. STRIKE CENTRAL - DAY

Douglas and Paul approach the shoe counter.

There’s a man there spraying shoes with an aerosol shoe spray 
can.  He has a large red handlebar mustache, and is wearing a 
cowboy hat and has a ponytail.
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His name tag says Earl.

EARL
What can I git’ you fellers?

DOUGLAS
We’re just here to see if you’ve seen 
our friend Dan...see I’m his brother 
and I was supposed to pick him up here 
a little while ago and I ended up hit-
ting traffic.  You didn’t happen to see 
him did you?

EARL
What’d this lil’ vermin look like?

PAUL
Oh, you know, short...kinda but not too 
short...and wears a T-shirt..and 
shorts...

EARL
Only kid I seen look like he was 
dressin’ up for Halloween.  Hell, I had 
to check my calendar just to make sure 
it was still summer.

Earl leans over the bar close to Douglas and Paul.

EARL
(whispering)

And you know what?

There’s a short pause where Douglas and Paul don’t say anything.

DOUGLAS
Uhh...What?

EARL
It were.

Another awkward pause.

PAUL
Uh...yeah, must be Dan...he’s going 
through some kind of phase right now.
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DOUGLAS
Yeah, he’s really into this new 
band...you might have heard of them.  
The Flesh-Tearing Backhoes.

EARL
The h-what flaring backbones?

DOUGLAS
No no, it’s the Flesh Tearing Back 
Hoes...

PAUL
Yeah yeah, they’re a death metal coun-
try band...

EARL
Shucks I don’t listen to any of that 
new nick knack patty whack bullshit you 
childr’n listen to.

DOUGLAS
Yeah I don’t blame you...So is he still 
around?

EARL
Believe so...think he mighta gone out 
back or somethin’.

PAUL
Thanks so much for taking care of our 
little buddy.  We’ll leave you to...

We see Earl picking his nose and then looking at it after pull-
ing it out.

PAUL
Do your thing...

EARL
(mushing a booger be-
tween his index finger 
and thumb)

Yep, come back any time ya hear?

Earl flicks the booger.
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DOUGLAS
Will do...

Douglas and Paul walk out of Strike Central.

EXT. STRIKE CENTRAL PARKING LOT - DAY

Douglas and Paul walk towards the back of Strike Central.

PAUL
Are we really planning on doing this?

DOUGLAS
I don’t know...only if I really think 
it’s going to work.  Otherwise we’ll 
just talk to this kid and be done with 
it.

PAUL
This is fucking insane.

Douglas and Paul turn the corner, and there we see FRANKY MILLIS 
taking a huge puff of a Bob Marley style joint.

Franky is wearing all black, has a mohawk with the tips dyed 
green, eye-brow rings on each side, a septum ring with a ruby 
red bull eyes, a dog collar, tight black jeans and black army 
boots.

He takes one look at Douglas and Paul, throws down his joint and 
takes off in the opposite direction.

Paul starts running after him.

Douglas stops and picks up the roach, looks at it then puffs on 
it.

Paul runs along upside Franky.

PAUL
Yo kid calm down.

FRANKY
Fuck you narc prick!

Franky hocks a loogy in Paul’s face.
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PAUL
Uhh what the fuck?!

Paul slows down a bit and tries to wipe the spit out from his 
eyes, trips over his own feet in the process and hits the ground 
hard.

Franky continues to run away.

Douglas walks up to Paul.

Paul is on the ground groaning and moaning and wiping his eyes.

Douglas laughs.

PAUL
Oh you think that’s funny?

DOUGLAS
(laughing)

Yeah, he thought we were narcs.

PAUL
Hilarious.

DOUGLAS
Dude, come on.  Marilyn Manson just 
hocked a loog on your face and you ex-
pect me not to laugh?

Paul stands up and wipes his face on his sleeve smearing 
Franky’s loogy on it.

PAUL
Aw fuck this man.

Paul unbuttons his shirt and throws it on the ground.

PAUL
That was my favorite shirt.

DOUGLAS
That’s the only kind of shirt you wear.

PAUL
I like them, they’re comfortable.
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DOUGLAS
You look like you came here in a time 
machine from 1990.  What’s with all the 
rips in the cuffs and missing buttons?  
Are there guard dogs in time portals?

PAUL
You’re such an ass.

DOUGLAS
C’mon I’m just bustin’ your balls, you 
know I like your Steez.

PAUL
So now what are we going to do?

DOUGLAS
Let’s go find that mother-fucker. He 
couldn’t have gone far.  Here take 
this.

Douglas hands Paul the joint.

PAUL
Well at least we got something out of 
it.

DOUGLAS
See?  That’s the spirit.  Come on lets 
go.

Douglas and Paul go back to their car and get in.

INT. DOUGLAS’S JEEP - DAY

PAUL
So what’s our plan here?

DOUGLAS
We’re gonna find this little punk and 
we’re gonna cut a deal with him.

PAUL
How are we gonna find him?  He could be 
anywhere.

 12



DOUGLAS
I think I have a pretty good idea on 
where he went.

PAUL
Oh yeah?  Where’s that?

DOUGLAS
He’s at Duffy’s.  I guarantee it.

PAUL
How’d you come up with that so far?

DOUGLAS
Because I just smoked the same weed as 
that kid, and all I want to do right 
now is get to the nearest food joint 
possible, and Duffy’s is right down the 
road.

PAUL
Why would any respectable person want 
to buy a sub at Duffy’s? That place has 
been closed down by the health depart-
ment more times in the past year than 
I’ve taken dumps.

DOUGLAS
That says a lot too.  You take a lotta 
shits.

PAUL
I know!

DOUGLAS
But there’s two things wrong with your 
logic.  First of all, our choice of 
restaurant is a children infested ar-
cade with more germs than a portable 
toilet, and second of all, did that kid 
seem like he was going to care about 
cleanliness at all?

PAUL
Well, he didn’t look that dirty 
really...he was just real goth.
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DOUGLAS
Yeah, and goth kids like dirty stuff.  
I’m surprised you didn’t know that.

PAUL
Sorry, I must be a little behind in my 
gothic cultural studies.

DOUGLAS
Yeah stick with that, goths love sar-
casm too.

PAUL
Whatever, let’s just get this over 
with.  I want to play skee-ball.

Douglas pulls into the parking lot of Duffy’s sub shop and Doug-
las and Paul walk inside.
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