INT. A CITY BUS - DAY



It’s a cold, dreary January morning. The CITY BUS is partially full, mostly with high school students on their way to school. JAKE JUSTIC is sitting by the window alone. Jake is a 17 year old, who dresses like the normal high school student with a shirt and a pair of Levi’s. Jake is glancing at the window. 



JAKE (VO)

High school is my personal Vietnam. Just like Vietnam, it’s a losing battle that should have never been fought... Unfortunately for me, high school is obligatory since my aspirations are higher than minimum wage... Good evening, ladies and gentlemen and welcome to my life. My name is Jake Justic, underachiever par excellance. My friends call me Whitefish and it’s not because I like smoked fish... Whitefish is short for the Coney Island Whitefish Boy which is another way of describing a used condom... Sounds pretty, doesn’t it? I do prefer Whitefish over my real name since my real name sounds like one belonging to a professional wrestler... Anyway, I’m in my final semester at Glenwood High, one of the most prestigious high schools in the City. If I pass all my classes, rumor has it that the governor will commute my sentence to time served... Why do I hate high school so much? In one word, I hate the pressure, the teachers, the environment, the school administrators, and most of my fellow students. Any other questions? By the way, I don’t wear boxers, I wear briefs.



Jake stands up and begins to walk to the front of the bus. The bus comes to a complete stop. Jake gets off the bus which is across the street from school.



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL - DAY



Jake gets off the bus and starts to cross the street to get to the school. Dozens of STUDENTS are hanging outside of the SCHOOL BUILDING before the start of classes. Among the crowd of students, an OLD MAN wearing a beard and a Toga stands alone. Jake crosses the street and proceeds to walk to the front of the building. Jake passes the old man without noticing him at all.





OLD MAN

Mr. Whitefish?



Jake turns around and notices the old man. Puzzled by the appearance of him, Jake walks up to the Old Man.



JAKE

(perplexed)

Do I know you? If you’re looking for a charitable donation, I gave at the office.



OLD MAN

I didn’t come here to ask for money, Mr. Whitefish, I came here to warn you. Good luck on your final semester. This semester will bring both triumph and tragedy. The road will be a very bumpy one--



JAKE

(interrupting)

Listen here, old man, how do you know me?



OLD MAN

How I know you is not important. Just remember, it’s always darkest before the dawn. If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. The early bird catches the worm and if the shoe is on the other foot, it hurts.



JAKE

Thanks for the advice, the Ghost of Spring Semester Past or is it the Dalai Lama? That’s a very nice outfit you got there, did you steal that from a motel? 



Jake grabs a couple of dollars from his pants pocket and gives it to the Old Man.

 

JAKE

Anyway, for your trouble, here’s a couple of bucks. Why don’t you take the money and get high on some cough syrup?



The Old Man takes the money from Jake.



OLD MAN

You’re very generous. Once again, no matter how difficult it may get, never give up because you will be vindicated in the end... Just believe in yourself!



JAKE

Thanks for the advice. Bali, Bali to you and may you have good regularity.



LYNN (OC)

Hey Whitefish, who are you talking to?



Jake, turns around and sees LYNN, an African American student. Jake turns around again and realizes that the Old Man has disappeared.



JAKE

(puzzled)

Aw, no one.



Jake turns around again to look at Lynn.



LYNN

You should stop talking to yourself, it’ll make you go crazy. That’s what my Momma always said.



JAKE

Lynn, you’re right. I better stop smoking those canned mushrooms. I should also stop taping those baseball games without the expressed written consent of the commissioner.



LYNN

(laughing)

Whitefish, you’re a funny guy. Did you ever consider a career in standup?



JAKE

No, I never really thought about it. However, my guidance counselor told me that I may have a future career as an exotic dancer. 



LYNN

How does your guidance counselor know you have that talent?



JAKE

I really don’t want to get into it, but there was that time I wanted to get into a Sanskrit Literature class and I needed to soften her up with an offer that she could refuse.



LYNN

I’m sorry I asked.



JAKE

Well, now you know. Anyway, you still working tables at that dump, the Junction Cafe?



LYNN

Yes and it’s not a dump. It pays the bills and I certainly need the money for college. Not all of our parents have money you know.



JAKE

That’s right, I’m loaded. It’s really hard to find a parking space for my Rolls Royce. But you know it’s not a major problem since I have my chauffeur Ted Kennedy park the car.



LYNN

It’s our final semester of high school, excited?

�

JAKE

No, not really. My goal is simple. I want to pass all my classes, graduate from this god forsaken school and be a guest on Jerry Springer, but not necessarily in that order.



LYNN

Why are you so worried about passing all your classes?



JAKE

I just worry about not passing Latin, I just hate the damn subject. Taking Latin is almost the same as having hemorrhoids, they’re both pains in the ass.



LYNN

Do you have any thoughts about where you’re going to college?



JAKE

I haven’t made a firm choice. I may go to Beauty school or a college with a good mortuary science program. I have always wanted to be an embalmer. Seriously, I just want to get out of this place. It’s like a roach motel except I want to check out...



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL AUDITORIUM  



The Auditorium is where many students hang out right before classes. The auditorium is half filled with STUDENTS awaiting the beginning of their first period class. 



GARY and DAN are sitting in the back of the auditorium. Gary is a high school gigolo with very good looks and a great wardrobe. Dan, the editor-in-chief of the school paper sports a pair of glasses.



DAN

I just never understood the whole premise of the Facts of Life. First, they were students at a posh boarding school and then they all stuck together after graduation. Mrs. Garrett then opened up a gourmet food shop, my question is where did she get the money for that business?



GARY

It’s television, Dan. Anything can happen in TV, remember that whole dream sequence on Dallas---



DAN

(interrupting)

Gary, I think I know where she got the money. Mrs. Garrett was a big time drug dealer in the town of Peekskill.



GARY

Sure �and rap music is easy to listen to.



DAN

And what about that girl, Tootie? Where did she get that name from?



Jake enters the auditorium and starts walking down the aisle to meet his friends. 



DAN

Forget about Tootie, what about Natalie? Jesus, didn’t she have a real weight problem?



GARY

That’s right, but I had a crush on her. I always wanted to slap her thigh and ride the wave.



Jake finally walks up to his friends. 



JAKE

Hey guys, nice to see that you are once again engaged in the important debates that shape the very essence of our civilization.



DAN

St. Peter’s fish, cut the crap. You’ve been here three seconds and you’re already piling it high and deep.



JAKE

What’s wrong with Dan?



GARY

I think he has that unfresh feeling or maybe he has a soggy diaper that leaks.



DAN

I’ve had it up to here with you morons. So let’s change the topic, shall we? Any suggestions?



JAKE

I certainly would like to know if we have any classes together this semester. Classes tend to be a bit more interesting if my partners in crime are there to suffer with me.



DAN

Tell us who you got, Bluefish Boy.



JAKE

I’ve got Sacks for Gym and Pearlstein for Government. I also have O’Brien for Latin, first period---



DAN

O’Brien? I’d like to send you my condolences since it was nice knowing you.



JAKE

I have already heard the rap on O’Brien. The rumor on the street is that he has knocked off more Latin students than the Huns. By the way, I also have Breyer for Journalism.



GARY

I’ve also got Ms. Breyer for Journalism. I can’t wait to have her since she is very gorgeous--



DAN

And very married.



JAKE

That never stops Gary. He either likes them very young or very married.



GARY

You should talk the Heartbroken Kid, are you still 0 for forever? The $64,000 question this semester is whether you are finally going to ask Karen Roth out for the prom?  



JAKE

On the advice of counsel, I am going to have to take the fifth.



GARY

Come on, Whitefish. She’s been in your homeroom for four years now and you’ve had a crush on her for three. After this semester, you’ll probably never see her again. Ask her out or you may regret it for the rest of your life.



JAKE

The only thing that I regret is believing that the Lambada craze would have stayed around for years to come. I also regret not taking a shower in the last few weeks.



Dan, and Gary try to inch away from Jake.



DAN

Trying to change the subject once again, I was wondering if anyone here is interested in joining Argus since I’m Editor-in-Chief and Chief Muckity-Muck.



GARY

Nah, I can’t. The work with the paper would take away valuable time from my love life. 



DAN

What about you, Salmon Trout?



JAKE

I don’t really know how to write for a paper. I don’t think it’s for me.



DAN

Asswipe, aren’t you taking journalism this semester? What do you think the course is for?



JAKE

Actually, I thought the course was there for the free pony rides. Regardless of the class, I don’t have the time to be a staff member of a school paper.



DAN

You have an 82.5 average, Red Snapper. You don’t look like one of those people who devote a majority of their time to their studies. 



JAKE

This coming from a guy who almost failed Health Ed because he thought an enema was a candy bar.



Gary bursts out into LAUGHTER.



DAN

I’ll give you a column if you write for us.



JAKE

Say what?



DAN

That’s right. I will give you, your very own column in the pages of Argus. A column where you can talk about anything.



JAKE

Anything?



DAN

Within the boundaries of good taste. Do we have a deal?



JAKE

I’ll think about it. My people will contact your people and your people will contact their people. Their people will then contact the people underneath stairs. Vice-versa, ex post facto, and E. Pluribius Unum. 



DAN

Production on the first issue will start in a week. Don’t forget that working at the paper also entitles you to stare at our ace reporter, Adrian Gruber.



JAKE

Boy, she is a site for sore eyes.



DAN

She’s more like a site for venereal disease.



JAKE

OK, you pinned me down. You got yourself a deal, I’ll do it for God, for country, and the view of Adrian Gruber.



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM�

Class has yet to start and the STUDENTS are shuffling into the CLASSROOM to fill up the seats. Jake enters the classroom and tries to find a seat in the class, which is about half full. After surveying the room, Jake finally realizes that there is an empty seat next to KAREN ROTH. Karen is a very attractive blond with a killer smile. Jake sits down across from Karen.  



JAKE

Hey, Karen, what’s going on? How are you? How’ve you been?



Karen turns her head towards Jake.



KAREN

Jake, you’ve been in my homeroom for four years and this the first time that you have ever spoken to me.



JAKE

I’m sorry for not talking to you until now. I guess you didn’t hear that I have been battling muteness for the past three and a half years.



KAREN

You have a problem with your vocal cords?



JAKE

Nah, I have been battling muteness because most people in this school are trying to shut me up.



KAREN 

Sounds like a good idea to me.



JAKE 

Say what?



Mr. O’Brien walks through the front door and then slams the front door shut. Mr. O’Brien is a teacher in his early 40’s  with a beard. He dresses well as he is always seen in a suit or sports jacket. As soon as he shuts the door, Mr. O’Brien walks to the teacher’s desk. 

MR. O’BRIEN

Good morning, ladies and gentleman. My name is Master O’Brien and I will be your instructor for your final semester of Latin. For those who have had me before, you know my teaching method. For those who have not had me before, you are in for a treat.



JAKE

 (to himself)

A treat just like the one I got when they pulled out my wisdom teeth.



MR.O’BRIEN

Latin is not a language, for me it’s a way of life. Since I believe it is a way of life, you must treat it as an integral part of your daily regimen. You will only succeed in my class if you devote the many hours that the coursework entails. Latin should follow you throughout the day. When you wake up in the morning, you should think of Latin. When you work during the day, you should think of Latin. When you go to sleep, you should think of Latin-----



Jake raises his hand. Mr. O’Brien notices Jake and points his hand at him.



MR. O’BRIEN

Do you have a question, young man?



JAKE

Yes, my question is whether you should think of Latin when you’re taking a dump?



The class breaks out into LAUGHTER. Mr. O’Brien is oblivious to what Jake has just said.



MR. O’BRIEN

Pardon?



JAKE

I just want to know if we should think about your way of life when we are sitting on the toilet bowl when nature calls.



The Class again breaks out into LAUGHTER. 



MR. O’BRIEN

Class, we have an amateur comedian in our midst. What is your name, young man?



JAKE

Tom.



Mr. O’Brien takes the class roster and frantically searches it.



MR. O’BRIEN

What is your full name?



JAKE

Tom Jones is my name. So what’s new pussycat?



MR. O’BRIEN

It’s not unusual to have a student in my class named Tom Jones, but you don’t seem to be on the class roster. Mr. Jones, what is your real name?



JAKE

Jake Justic, sir.



MR. O’BRIEN

Mr. Justic, you may think that your theatrics are amusing... However, there is nothing amusing about Latin. As a Latin teacher, I take no prisoners. You either play by the rules or you will take this subject over again in summer school. 

(addressing the entire class)

Everyone in this class should watch their step as nearly a third of my students fail this class because they do not follow my rigorous teaching method... Class, your destiny is in your hands. Follow or fail, the choice is yours. 

(addressing Jake)

Mr. Justic, you should watch out or your next ticket will be to the tropical and sunny hallways of Glenwood High for another semester of Latin.



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL CAFETERIA



The school CAFETERIA is located in the basement of Glenwood High and covers the entire floor. The cafeteria is full of students.



Jake, Dan, and Gary are sitting down, eating lunch. 



JAKE

I really don’t know why I did it. I guess I probably did it to impress Karen.



Dan is in the middle of eating his meal.



GARY

So, you actually talked to her?



JAKE

Yes, yes I did. Proud of me?



Dan stops stuffing his face. 



DAN

What did you talk to her about?



JAKE

Oh, I talked to her about the illustrative history of the disco era. Class started as I was in the middle of explaining the impact of the Village People on 20th century music.



GARY

Come on, what really happened?



JAKE

It really didn’t go that well. I said maybe five words to her before the class started--



DAN

What went wrong, Halibut?



JAKE

I just have a major problem when it comes to talking to girls that I’m interested in. When I am about to speak to them, I freeze up like Walt Disney.



GARY

Whitefish, take it from me, the Casanova of Glenwood--



DAN

(interrupting)

Gary, you’re more like the Joey Buttafucco of Glenwood.



GARY

Dan, did your parents have any children that survived? 



Dan stares at Gary with a look of death.



GARY

Back to my love tips before we were so rudely interrupted. Whitefish, you will only succeed with girls if you are brimming with confidence--



DAN

I really don’t see why asking a girl out is such a big deal. It’s as simple as tying your shoes.



JAKE

Dan, you’re not exactly burning up the dating scene.



GARY

Whitefish, I just don't understand what the problem is. Don’t sweat it, all you need is confidence in yourself. You talk back to teachers, how can you be nervous when talking to chicks?



JAKE

I’m just afraid that if I ask Karen out, she’ll say no. It’s as simple as that.



DAN

What’s the big deal if she says no? If she says no, then she really doesn’t deserve a guy like you.



JAKE

Thanks for the compliment, Dan. But, the fact of the matter is that I have a giant fear, a fear of failing. The possibility of Karen saying no makes me wary of asking her out... She’s attractive, she’s smart, and she’s at the top of the class... Why would she want a guy like me?





CUT TO:



 INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM



The STUDENTS in the class are slowly moving to the CLASSROOM and choosing their seats.



Jake sits down. Gary is sitting straight across from him. Jake and Gary are quietly sitting while more students shuffle in before class. Entering the front door of the class is HUNTER REGINALD WENTWORTH the fifth. Hunter is a very rich kid and he dresses like it. Hunter walks in through the front door and tries not to notice Jake, which is a little too late as Jake notices Hunter.



 JAKE

Hunter Reginald Wentworth the fifth, did you run over any non-whites today?



Hunter finally walks over to Jake.



HUNTER

Jake Whitefish Justic, unfunny as usual.



JAKE

Preppy, you have it all wrong. My full name is Jake George Herbert Walker Bush Justic, 

got that?



HUNTER

Jake, it’s always been a pleasure. I will certainly miss our battles when we finally graduate. I’ll reminisce about you when I’m sitting in Harvard Square while you’re flipping burgers at a greasy fast food place.



 JAKE

Harvard? Congratulations, that’s very nice. You have the money and the grades. My question is when did Harvard start accepting cheaters?



HUNTER

Like I always say, cop didn’t see it, I didn’t do it. The people who spread the vicious rumors of me cheating are jealous of my intellect. Public school is full of so many little people and that’s why I love being here.



JAKE

You will be caught cheating, Hunter just like I caught you with your pants down in gym class, freshman year...



HUNTER

You pulled them down! All the other kids laughed and I was so embarassed. I was in therapy for a year and a half!..I will get you Jake Justic, if that is the last thing I will ever do!



JAKE

Come on Hunter, nothing dirty. This is a family program.

 . 

GARY

Hunter, class is starting. Maybe you should sit down?



Hunter turns to look at Gary.



HUNTER

Maybe you’re right. I have to find a seat on the other side of the room, away from the garbage on this side. 



Hunter walks away to find a seat on the other side of the room. MS. BREYER, the Journalism teacher makes a grand entrance to the classroom. Ms. Breyer is a rather attractive teacher, who is only in her late 20’s.



GARY

Was that really necessary what you said to Hunter?



JAKE

It certainly was because the Hunter Wentworths of this school made me what I am. These are the people that I despise...



GARY

The rich kids of Glenwood made you a sarcastic, bitter, old young man?



JAKE

No, I mean the students who lie and cheat to get to the top at this friggin’ school...They turned me off freshman year, they just forgot to turn me back on.



Ms. Breyer is organizing her notes before actually starting the class. As she is organizing her notes, Gary is staring at her. Jake is looking down at the notebook on his desk and is unaware what Gary is up to. Ms. Breyer finishes up her organizing and realizes that Gary is staring at her. Ms. Breyer winks at Gary, which surprises him. Gary stops staring and turns to Jake.



GARY

Did you see that?



JAKE

See what?



Jake looks towards Ms. Breyer and sees that she is still organizing her papers. 



GARY

(excited)

Ms. Breyer--- she winked at me.



JAKE

Gary, maybe  you should stop sniffing glue. Everybody is spreading rumors about her life, and that’s all they are, are rumors. She’s married, what could she see in a high school student? Acne and a ticket to the prom?

 

The school buzzer BUZZES to signal the beginning of class. Ms. Breyer moves to the front of her desk.



MS. BREYER

Good afternoon, students. My name is Mary Breyer and I’m your teacher for Journalism this semester. You can call me Mary since I’m not that much older than you and also because I don’t want the class to be too formal---



Ms. Breyer starts walking and stands in front of Gary’s seat. 



MS. BREYER

(continuing)

In this class, you’ll learn the very basics of Journalism. However, this course is not totally devoted to Journalism since the world doesn’t revolve around the printed page. We will read many works this semester including the works of  William Shakespeare. I really don’t want to drone on specifics and the criteria for my grading policy. I want every person in this class to be close enough to me that they could consider me as a buddy or a close friend. I know this semester will be a lot of fun. Now let’s get to the basics of journalism--- 



Ms. Breyer starts staring at Gary.



CUT TO:

 

EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL -DAY



The weather is bitterly cold and there are only a few students hanging outside the building. Jake is standing outside the building in front of the steps. Jake is wearing a warm ski jacket. After a few seconds, Karen makes her appearance. She is wearing a warm coat with a hood to brace the cold. Karen walks to the building. 

  

JAKE

(to himself)

Talk to her dummy, talk to her.



One Glenwood student who is walking past Jake hears Jake talking to himself and turns around. Karen is still walking and is about three feet away from Jake.



JAKE

(to himself)

Talk to her, make me proud.



Karen is right in front of Jake and she is still walking, unaware of Jake’s presence. 



JAKE

Karen, how’s it going?



Karen stops walking, in order to talk to Jake. 



KAREN

Pretty good, and yourself?



JAKE

Not bad, not bad.



KAREN

That’s good.



JAKE

(nervous)

So--



KAREN

So--



JAKE

So what do you think about Latin with O’Brien? I can’t stand that S.O.B.. That anal retentive bastard is going to keep me from getting my diploma. I hope the Romans find him and feed him to the lions.



KAREN

Mr. O’Brien? I really like him. He makes Latin enjoyable for me to learn. Mr. O’Brien is a doll. I initially hated the subject and now I’m considering taking Latin in college. Jake, it’s time for me to go in so I’ll see you in class.



Karen leaves Jake and walks up the stairs and enters the school. 



JAKE

 (to himself)

Thank God. If the conversation got any worse, she’d probably get a restraining order against me.



CUT TO:



INT. ARGUS OFFICE



The OFFICE of Argus, the school paper is located in the basement of the Glenwood High School Building. The offices are located in just one large room, about the size of an actual classroom, filled with computers and printers. In the middle of the room is a dinner table with six chairs. 



Jake is standing by the doorway of the Argus office. Dan is sitting by the computer with the larger table. The other ace reporter ADRIAN is sitting down by another computer working on articles for the next issue. Adrian is a very attractive brunette with a lot of cleavage and wears low cut outfits to flaunt it.



JAKE

Dan?



Dan turns around from his chair and realizes that Jake is standing by the door.



DAN

Come on in. I’d like you to meet Adrian.



Dan gets out of his chair and walks towards Jake, who has walked in from the doorway. Adrian turns around.



JAKE

Sure, why not.



Jake and Dan both walk to the other side of the room to meet Adrian. Adrian gets out of her seat and walks to greet Jake.



DAN

Whitefish, you know Adrian Gruber our managing editor?



JAKE

Of course I do, it’s always a pleasure Adrian.



Jake shakes Adrian’s hand.



ADRIAN

Nice to see you. I’m sure your column will be a great asset to Argus.



Jake moves a little closer to Adrian. 



JAKE

Thanks. How about we talk about my ass-et over dinner?



ADRIAN

Do you have a car?



JAKE

No car, I’ve just got a rickshaw. It may be slow, but it’s dependable. 



ADRIAN

Well then, I’m not interested.



Jake steps back from Adrian.



JAKE

Nice to know that some people aren’t materialistic--

DAN

So what changed your mind about the paper?



JAKE

What better way to end a prison sentence than to attack the warden and all the guards?



DAN

I don’t understand?



JAKE

Life is a game of give and take...For three years, I consistently gave to this school...I supported the administration and put up with the crap that my teachers were giving me. I even supported the golf team and I hate golf!...This school has given me nothing in return, it rejected me like spoiled milk...



DAN

What do you expect when you didn’t work at all?... You said so yourself, you never put an effort in. What do you want?



JAKE

Revenge!



DAN

Revenge for what?



JAKE

Revenge for every time they praised a cheating student and looked down at a student who did their best. Every time they judged a student by looking at their grade point average. Every time they sacrificed our school camaraderie for competition as well as every time they removed the doors from the bathroom stalls... For four years, I couldn’t take a crap in peace. I don’t like to take a crap in front of witnesses, if you know what I’m saying?



Jake smiles at Dan.



DAN

OK, then.

 

Dan walks toward one of the computers as he is followed by Jake and Adrian. Dan stands in front of the computer with Jake and Adrian standing behind him.



DAN

Do you know how to use one of these?



JAKE

A computer?



DAN

(sarcastically)

No, the fan belt on a ‘69 Ford Pinto. Of course, a computer.



JAKE

Yes, I do. I received the necessary computer training from the school endorsed by Sally Struthers.



DAN

Since you know how to work it, sit down and start writing your first column. We need it today if we are going to meet our deadline.



ADRIAN

The deadline for our printers is tomorrow at four.



JAKE

Deadlines? This coming from Argus, the newspaper that comes out weekly, bi-weekly, monthly, semesterly or anytime the editors feel like making one? OK, I’ll start.



ADRIAN

Dan and I will leave, so you will have perfect concentration.



Jake sits down at the computer table and turns around to face Adrian.



JAKE

Adrian, I’d have perfect concentration if you would stand in front of the computer screen.



ADRIAN

I’m not interested, Jake.



Dan trots over to stand behind Jake, who is still sitting in his chair and now staring at the computer screen.



DAN

Do you have a title for your column?



JAKE

What else, but the Coney Island Whitefish Boy. Either that or I Farted.



ADRIAN

You pig.



JAKE

Silly Rabbit, I Farted is the column title.



DAN

For reasons pertaining to good taste, stick to Whitefish.



JAKE

Got it.



DAN

Adrian and I are going to leave, so you could be alone. See ya.



ADRIAN

Bye.



Jake is still sitting at the computer’s table while Dan and Adrian leave the room.

Jake starts typing away on the computer.



JAKE (VO)

Glenwood High School is a land of opportunity where you can go far in fulfilling your lifetime dreams... Most of the students that this school treasures as their best and brightest, worked hard to achieve their status of being in the higher echelon of their class rank... However, a great number of the students who are at the top of their class are 

there because of outright fraud... Some students cheated, others brown nosed teachers, while some students whose parents are big wigs in the PTA used strong-arm tactics on teachers to get a higher grade... Where do I fit in? I never picked up my silly little ranking file, but I probably fall in the bottom half...  My problem is that I tuned out when it really counted, about the first month of my freshman year. I was sickened by the fierce competition and the worthless information that our teachers were trying to shove down our throats... This is a school that has failed to teach me how to actually write a research paper, but freshman year, they taught me the difference between ionic and doric columns... This is a school that refuses to teach us anything practical, all they teach us is that only grades matter and that cheating is justified if it is the only means to get ahead. God forbid this school would actually teach us something practical that may be of use to us in the real world like how to write a resume or how to do the laundry when mom is no longer around... The school administrators are more interested in prestige than in giving their students the education that they are entitled to... This school has taken away four years of my life and I have nothing to show for it. Parole is only four and a half months away, so this place will be just a distant memory. 



Jake stops typing away at the computer and looks at the computer screen to read his newly created masterpiece.



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL -DAY



Jake is standing with his book bag by the bus shelter with other STUDENTS awaiting for the bus home. Karen holding her book bag and a copy of Argus walks over to Jake.



KAREN

Hey, Jake.



JAKE

(nervously)

Karen? What are you doing here?



KAREN

I wanted to congratulate you on your new column in Argus...



JAKE

Wow, my first groupie!



KAREN

I wouldn’t say that...



JAKE

Why?



KAREN

I didn’t agree with a word you said...



JAKE

No?



KAREN

I can’t say that I see Glenwood the way you see it, but I enjoyed the article nonetheless...I just want to know if you can autograph a copy for me?



JAKE

(enthusiastic)

Sure!



Jake grabs a pen from his pocket as Karen gives Jake the copy of the paper. Jake starts signing away.



JAKE

(signing the paper)

To Karen,...you’ll see the truth about Glenwood and Whitefish before too long...Sincerely, Jake Justic.



Jake hands the paper to Karen and places the pen back in his pocket. Karen grabs the paper back.



KAREN

Thanks...



JAKE

That will be 5 bucks...



KAREN

Will this settle the account?



Karen kisses Jake on the cheek. 



JAKE

(smiling)

I think I may owe you..



KAREN

Great, see you later..



Karen walks away from Jake and the bus shelter. Jake looks up at the sky and collapses on the pavement. Jake is then surrounded by the students, concerned about his safety as he is laying on the sidewalk.



JAKE

Wow, that was some kiss!



CUT TO:



INT. A CITY BUS- DAY



Jake and Dan are sitting on the bus together on the way home from school. Dan is holding the new issue of Argus with Jake’s column on the front page. 



DAN

The new Argus is the most talked about issue since the Girl’s Handball team won the city championship and your column is the reason.



JAKE

Outdone by girl’s handball, the story of my life.



DAN

Seriously, I think your column is on to something. My mole in the Principal’s office says that our beloved principal, took notice of it. 



JAKE

Why would Mr. Miller take notice of a column I wrote? Isn’t he busy molesting cattle?



DAN

No, he’s busy embezzling school funds.



JAKE

Molesting, embezzling, same crap. I don’t know, I just feel that this column was a mistake.



DAN

Why? This column is the greatest thing that happened to the paper since Adrian’s breasts joined.



 JAKE

I know that, but I always believe that when you stick your neck out far enough, someone is going to come over and to try to chop it off. I really stuck my neck out this time.



THOMAS

What are you talking about?



JAKE

I can feel it, the die has been cast, trouble for Whitefish lays ahead.



DAN

What die? What trouble lays ahead? Have you gone completely mad?



JAKE

Dan, just buckle your seat-belt because you ain’t seen nothing yet. The best is yet to come.



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL CAFETERIA



Karen is sitting at a Cafeteria table alone, eating lunch. Jake, holding his lunch tray, walks over to sit at the table.



KAREN

What’s up, Papa Smurf?



JAKE

Papa Smurf?



KAREN

Yes, Papa Smurf... You are familiar with the Smurfs, aren’t you? 



JAKE

Yes, I’m quite familiar with the Smurfs... I pride myself on being a Smurfologist...



KAREN

So Mr. Smurfologist, which Smurf are you most like?



JAKE

I used to think I was more like Jokey, because I thought my high school career was one big, fat joke...



KAREN

And now?



JAKE

I feel like Papa Smurf...



KAREN

Why?



JAKE

He’s the leader of the pack and he tells it like it is, which have been traits of mine, recently... So who’s your favorite? I bet it’s Smurfette....



KAREN

No, actually...



JAKE

Really?



KAREN

I always thought I was like Papa Smurf....



JAKE

Why? Because you have a beard?



KAREN

(smiling)

Funny... But just like you, I also tell it like it is... What you see is what you get....



JAKE

I’d like to get that...



KAREN

What?



JAKE

Oh, nothing... Nothing at all... But there is one thing that always bothered me about the Smurfs...



KAREN

What was that?



JAKE

How did they have sex? They only had one female there, Smurfette.... And she wasn’t even a Smurf, she was originally a creation of Gargamel....



KAREN

Maybe they were gay or maybe they were asexual...



JAKE

Then how did they reproduce?... Asexual reproduction?... Did Brainy Smurf bud off Papa Smurf? 



KAREN

I don’t know.... I never thought about the reproductive systems of the Smurfs...



JAKE

You lie... Just admit it... You wondered how the Smurfs has sex and reproduced.. Be true to yourself, admit it.... 



KAREN

OK, maybe I wondered how they reproduced....



Jake smiles at Karen.



KAREN

OK, maybe I thought about it a lot.



JAKE

Sick minds think alike. 



CUT TO:



INT. HALLWAY /GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL BOOKSTORE



The school BOOKSTORE is located on the first floor of the school building. Instead of being an actual bookstore, it is merely a small room which looks like a glorified supply room or closet. There is a short line brewing on the right entrance of the bookstore in the hallway before the first period of the morning begins. Jake and Dan are standing on the bookstore line in the hallway to buy their breakfast, candy bars. There is one student standing, a FEMALE STUDENT in front of Jake and Dan while the other students waiting on line are already standing in the bookstore.



JAKE

Damn it. We have been on this friggin’ line for about fifteen minutes waiting for candy.



DAN

(sarcastically)

You are perceptive, Catfish. I was unaware of that.



JAKE

A bread line in Russia is shorter than this one. This school has become so crowded since the small star of the small screen Nathaniel Jones became a student here.



DAN

It’s nice to have a celebrity among the ranks of Glenwood High School students. I love that show of his, Soul Parents. Do you watch that show, Perch?



JAKE

Sorry, I really can’t stomach watching a television show about a three foot black midget pretending to be about six years old  who is adopted by rich, white folks. The premise of that show is about as original as the one about a talking horse. It takes different strokes to move the world.



Jake and Dan finally enter the bookstore and there is still one student in front of them. The reason for the long line is clear. Sitting on a stool on the other side of the bookstore is NATHANIEL JONES. Nathaniel is a well dressed, black three foot midget who looks like he belongs in the third grade. The bookstore is staffed with a MALE ADULT WORKER, a FEMALE ADULT WORKER, and two other FEMALE STUDENTS. Only one of the female students is actually tending to the needs of the bookstore customers while the other three workers and a FEMALE SCHOOL SECURITY GUARD are standing right near Nathaniel, catering to all of his needs. The student in front of Jake has finally been served and leaves. The female student tending the store goes to the cash register. Right before Jake is served, the school buzzer BUZZES, signaling the beginning of the first period..



 JAKE

(to himself)

O’Brien is going to kill me.



The female student worker returns to the showcase.



FEMALE STUDENT

Can I help you?



JAKE

Can I have a milk chocolate with almonds?



The female student grabs a chocolate bar from the showcase and places it on the counter. Jake grabs the candy bar from the counter and proceeds to take off the wrapper to start eating. 



FEMALE STUDENT

That will be fifty cents--



Jake plucks down two quarters from his pants pocket and places it on the counter.



FEMALE STUDENT

Thanks.



JAKE

No, thank you. It’s nice to see that one of the bookstore’s finest has decided to do some work. Are you guys unionized or something?



The female student ignores Jake and starts to serve Dan. Jake walks to the crowd hovering over Nathaniel. As Jake walks to Nathaniel, the female security guard steps back, so people will get the impression that she is acting as Nathaniel’s bodyguard. As Jake approaches him, Nathaniel turns around and notices Jake.



NATHANIEL

What do you want? 



The bookstore workers that tended to Nathaniel leave to serve the rest of the student body that enters the store.



JAKE

If you put it that way, I want to pursue a life of philosophical fulfillment. I also want to host my very own game show, a cross between Super Password and Classic Concentration. Seriously, Nathaniel, may I call you Nathaniel?



NATHANIEL

No, you may not.



JAKE

OK, if that is what you wish, Little Man. I just want to tell you that I enjoy your show--



NATHANIEL

Of course you do, it’s the greatest show on the air.



JAKE

Actually, it’s the only show that consistently puts me to sleep. It’s the only therapeutic cure for insomnia that I know of besides allergy pills and British period piece films.



NATHANIEL

Why aren’t you an arrogant s.o.b.? I’m the star of my very own television show, while you are a big nothing, a zero. I have more talent in my pinkie than you do in your entire body.



JAKE

That’s not true, I have a talent for this--





Jake swiftly kicks the stool that Nathaniel is sitting on and Nathaniel falls flat on his backside. Jake then walks over to Nathaniel who is failing in his attempt to get up and hovers over him. The Security Guard walks over to Jake and tries to restrain him. 



JAKE

Now, that’s talent. For everything in life there is a right way, a wrong way, and the Whitefish way. You just have to do it the Whitefish way.



CUT TO:



INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE



The PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE is an ordinary school administrator’s office. File cabinets are placed on the left and right walls. PRINCIPAL BENJAMIN MILLER is sitting at his desk while Jake is sitting in front of him. Miller is a middle aged man wearing a typical principal’s suit. Miller is looking at Jake’s file which includes a transcript, a photo, and the latest issue of Argus. 



 PRINCIPAL MILLER

Mr. Justic, what do you do?



JAKE

I’m the school pimp. Business here is slow, but I have a steady client base, mainly male gym teachers in need of some loving.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

(looking at Jake’s file)

Jake Justic, student ID number 141990, 82.5 average and never having more than an 85 average in any given semester--



JAKE

You forgot to mention that I have a deep love for professional wrestling



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Mr. Justic, I am not interested in your attempts at humor. However, I am interested in why you kicked the stool out from under Nathaniel Jones. 



Principal Miller comes around the desk, then sits down on the desk in front of Jake.



JAKE

It was a sudden, uncontrollable muscle reflex caused by a lifelong addiction to Twinkies.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Mr. Justic, you are nothing but a trouble maker and a menace to our school. There is no room for a student like you.



JAKE

There is no room for a student like me? My grades in junior high got me here. The only thing that got Nathaniel Jones into this school was his stardom. My question is why there is a guard, paid by city tax payers assigned to protect little Nathaniel?



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Nathaniel Jones is an integral part to this school’s prestige. He adds to the viability and marketability of Glenwood High School.



JAKE

Marketability of the school? If I recall, this is a public high school, not a Las Vegas casino. You are supposed to be in the business of educating students. Oops, I forgot. You are really in the business of lining your pockets with Glenwood High School money.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

That is as false as the column you just wrote.



Jake turns to his left and notices that the bottom drawer of one of the cabinet files is ajar. The drawer reads “School Budget.” Jake then turns around to respond to Miller.



JAKE

I think you don’t think you understand the difference between fact and fiction, just like I can’t tell the difference between a PG rated movie and one rated PG-13.



Principal Miller grabs the paper from his desk and places it on his lap.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

The column was libelous and mean spirited.

The competition at Glenwood High School is not cut throat. We immerse our student in the studies of the fine arts and the humanities--



JAKE

(interrupting)

And cheating--



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Another lie, Mr. Justic. There is no widespread cheating at this school, you just have a vivid imagination.



JAKE

What do you see when you see me?



PRINCIPAL MILLER

What are you talking about?



JAKE

When you see me, you don’t see a student. You see a grade. When you see me, you see an 82.5 average. The higher the grade, the better you treat a student. If I had a 97.5 average, you would roll out the red carpet for me and let me beat this trumped up charge of attacking Nathaniel.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Even with your 82.5 average, I’m letting you go. 



JAKE

Why?



PRINCIPAL MILLER

The thing that I hate more than lousy students like yourself is bad press about the school. If I suspend you for attacking Nathaniel, I am certain you will maul me in the pages of Argus. I can’t have my reputation destroyed by you over this--



JAKE

(sarcastically)

Once again, you are looking out for the best interests of the students of Glenwood High School.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Just one word of advice, Mr. Justic. Don’t stick your neck out again because next time will be the last time and I will have the pleasure of destroying you.



JAKE

I look forward to that because this Whitefish is a killer.



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



The class period has already begun and Mr. O’Brien is conducting his rigorous examination of everyone’s homework assignment. He is holding his record book and recording the grades from the assignment. Jake is sitting in his seat, which is still across from Karen. Mr. O’Brien is checking the homework assignment of the student in back of Jake, MIKE ANDREWS. Mike is a rather tall, student who has no taste for clothing. Jake turns to Karen as Mr. O’Brien is busy checking Mike’s work.



JAKE

Hi.



KAREN

Hey.



MR. O’BRIEN

Well done again, Mr. Andrews. Keep up the good work.



Mr. O’Brien walks up to Jake to check his homework.



MR. O’BRIEN

 Mr. Justic, you weren’t in class yesterday.



JAKE

Are you sure?



MR. O’BRIEN

Yes, I’m sure. My records indicate that you were absent yesterday.



JAKE

Oh, I forgot... I spent the class period in Principal Miller’s office.



MR. O’BRIEN

What for?



JAKE

I was giving Principal Miller his annual mammogram. Actually, I went to him to complain about your wardrobe. We both agreed: no more polyester for you!



MR. O’BRIEN

I’m sorry I asked. Let’s check your homework, so I can go on with teaching the class.



Mr. O’Brien glances over Jake’s homework which is in Jake’s loose leaf binder. 



MR. O’BRIEN

This assignment is not complete as you left one answer blank. That will be a check minus.



JAKE

You gave us forty exercises to do and I only missed one. I don’t think I deserve a check minus.



MR. O’BRIEN

Whether the assignment was forty exercises or four hundred, it’s still incomplete.



 JAKE

Says who?



MR. O’BRIEN

(puzzled) 

I do.



JAKE

So what?



MR. O’BRIEN

So what? I’m the one with the power to pass or fail you. 



Mr. O’Brien marks the check minus in his record book. Mr. O’Brien glares over the record book.



MR. O’BRIEN

(continuing)

That homework was incomplete and that check minus will cost you another point off your average. You have already five check minuses for the semester and you need a 71 on the midterm to get a passing grade for the first report card.



JAKE

You mean, I won’t get a 95 with my outstanding and essential class participation.



MR. O’BRIEN

What I am trying to say Mr. Justic, is that I may be forced to give you a failing grade. I would watch my step if I were you. Good day.



Mr. O’Brien leaves and walks over to check the homework of the student sitting in front of Jake. O’Brien crouches down to check the student’s assignment. 



JAKE

(under his breath to himself)

Anal retentive Latin bastard.



Mr. O’Brien turns to Jake.



MR. O’BRIEN

Mr. Justic, did you say something?



JAKE

(nervous)

I said that you were an attentive Latin master.



MR. O’BRIEN

Well, thank you very much. Mr. Justic, I am very touched.



  Mr. O’Brien turns around to check the student’s assignment. 



CUT TO:



INT. ARGUS OFFICE



The decorum of the office has changed as Dan has added his own personal small refrigerator and its sitting on a stand up against the right wall. Adrian is sitting by the dinner table while Jake is leaning against one of the computer tables.



ADRIAN

So do you know anything about Karen?





JAKE

Just a little bit, just a little... No, not really. I thought I would start to get to know her better after we get married and have a couple of kids.



ADRIAN

Wow, you’re already thinking about marriage? What’s so great about Karen Roth?



JAKE

I really like her smile and I also like the fact that she maintains good oral hygiene.



ADRIAN

That reminds me, since you are nervous about asking her out, perhaps I could try to set you up with Karen since I think you would make a great couple.



JAKE

Do you really think so?



ADRIAN

Not really, the only cute couples are the ones that have me as a member.



JAKE

That sounds like half the couples at Glenwood.



CUT TO:



INT. HALLWAY/ARGUS OFFICE



Snooping and listening to Jake and Adrian’s conversation outside of the Argus office is Hunter. 



HUNTER

Jake in love with Karen? I’m going to have to put a stop to that.



Hunter hears Jake leaving the office and Hunter tries to leave before Jake notices him. Jake walks out of the Argus office into the hallway and notices that Hunter is trying to walk away.



JAKE

Hunter, what are you doing here?



Hunter turns around and walks closer to Jake.



HUNTER

Nothing, I was just walking around the building.



JAKE

Hunter, don’t you know that the meeting room for the Society of Obnoxious, Self-centered, and Arrogant Rich Kids is on the fourth floor?



HUNTER

You’re right, thanks.



Hunter walks away from Jake without another word



JAKE

(puzzled)

Jeez, I thought I made up the name of that club...



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL -DAY



The weather has changed for the better as it’s late March. Dozens of students are leaving the school building to depart for their homes or place of part-time employment. A few students are waiting by the bus stop under the plexi-glass shelter for the bus ride home. Standing among the small group of students waiting for the city bus is Karen. Unbeknownst to her, Hunter is slowly walking to her.



HUNTER

Karen, how are you?



Karen turns around.



KAREN

Hunter, what are you doing here? The Alfa Romeo is in the shop or did your parents write you out of their will?



HUNTER

Karen, you’re a really funny girl.

(Seriously)

But for your information, I drive a Lamborgini.



KAREN

Lamborgini, Alfa Romeo, same thing. All it is a car with a fancy price tag.



HUNTER

Karen, you are such a common girl and that is why I really like you. I was wondering if you would like to go out sometime. 



KAREN

Moi? My last name has only four zeros to it. I’m flattered, Hunter, but you’re not my type. I’m looking for someone with a little personality, just a little.



HUNTER

OK, then. How about a ride home?



KAREN

Now, that’s an offer I can’t refuse.



HUNTER

Great. I’ll be back in a few minutes since I’m parked a couple of blocks away. I’ll bring the car over to pick you up.



KAREN

Thanks, Hunter. You’re saving me a lot of time by driving me home.



HUNTER

It will be my pleasure. Just remember, I’ll be back in a few.



Hunter turns and walks away to retrieve his car. After clearing the bus shelter and being beyond Karen’s hearing distance, Hunter cracks a smile.



HUNTER

(triumphantly, to himself)

This will be easier  than I thought.



CUT TO:



INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM



Gary is standing at the front of the room and Ms. Breyer is sitting down at her desk.



MS. BREYER

Gary, would you like to recite your love poem now?



GARY

Sure... She was a bit older, a teacher of sorts. Not only did she teach me the lessons of life, she also taught me the lessons of love. As a combination, unbridled passion heated up our nights. She was a bit older, a bit wiser, and much more knowledgeable about the joys of sex... A neglected wife, she initiated my love life. Her husband made her sexually starved, my love quenched her hunger. 



Ms. Breyer is licking her lips and she is getting highly aroused by Gary’s work. 



GARY

(continuing)

While our love was frowned upon by society, love is love even if it’s forbidden. Thank you.



Ms. Breyer is startled by Gary’s abrupt ending and stumbles a bit while trying to stand up.



MS. BREYER

That was very lovely, Gary. Jake, it’s your turn.



Ms. Breyer sits down while Gary walks to his seat and sits down. Jake gets up from his seat and walks to the front of the class. While he stands at the front of the class, he turns toward Ms. Breyer.



JAKE

Ms. Breyer, my composition is not very good. Could I have another day to fix it?



MS. BREYER

No, you may not. The assignment was due today and you will be forced to recite whatever you have written down.  



JAKE

OK you have been forewarned. This composition is not very good.



MS. BREYER

(angrily)

I’ll make the decision on whether the composition is good or not.



Jake turns to the class and starts to recite the composition.



JAKE

OK, here goes nothing. There once was a girl from Nantucket---



Ms. Breyer jumps up from her chair in a flash to stop Jake from proceeding with the festivities.



MS. BREYER

(interrupting and yelling)

It’s not good enough. That will be all today, Jake. Sit down and I’ll talk to you after class about your mockery and waste of class time.



CUT TO:



INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM



Class is finally over and Jake is staying after class with Ms. Breyer. Ms. Breyer is sitting on her desk while Jake is standing by the side.



MS. BREYER

Jake, do you have a problem with me?



JAKE

I don’t know what you’re talking about, Ms. Breyer.



MS. BREYER

Call me Mary.



JAKE

OK, Ms. Breyer.



MS. BREYER

You see what I mean? I want to be your friend and you back away from me like I have the plague.



JAKE

Let’s get this straight. You’re my teacher, you’re not my friend.



MS. BREYER

Why can’t I be both?



JAKE

When a person finally enters the real world and gets a job, they should act in a professional manner. You get paid to teach and not to be some acne-faced teenager’s friend.



MS. BREYER

Being close to my students makes my class a more cohesive unit--



JAKE

(interrupting)

And a great source of cheap thrills. The whole love composition crock was an opportunity for you to get your sexual kicks.



MS. BREYER

Some people like yourself mistake my assignments as a source for my own sexual gratification. The assignment was to teach the students on how to write a form of writing that they have not undertaken before in high school. I’m also very happily married.



JAKE

(smiling)

Bubeleh, who are you trying to kid? Almost two months into the semester and we have yet to tackle one subject in the wonderful world of journalism. This class is still called Journalism, isn’t it?



MS. BREYER

(nervous)

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it. Good day, Jake.

  

CUT TO:



INT. JANITOR’S CLOSET



The CLOSET is a very small janitorial closet with a sink and shelves that hold the various janitorial products. The door to the closet is closed shut as Ms. Breyer and Gary are about to get it on. Ms. Breyer and Gary are standing toe to toe.



 MS. BREYER

Gary, that composition of yours made me so hot for you.



Ms. Breyer starts unbuttoning her blouse.



GARY

That composition? It was nothing, I lifted it from one of those romance novels.



MS. BREYER

Plagiarism?



Ms. Breyer passionately kisses Gary on the lips.



GARY

If that’s what you call it, sure.



MS. BREYER

I’ll let that one pass by. But you have to promise me one thing--



GARY

What’s that?



Gary kisses Ms. Breyer on the lips.



MS. BREYER

You have to promise me that word of this little romantic rendezvous doesn’t get back to your friend Jake. OK?



GARY

Sure, I promise.



Gary kisses Ms. Breyer again and grabs her thigh. Gary then lets go of Ms. Breyer’s thigh.



MS. BREYER

Great, then let’s begin.



Ms. Breyer and Gary embrace and kiss each other on the lips. Ms. Breyer finally takes her blouse off with her bra exposed. Gary pulls his shirt over his head and takes it off. They passionately kiss again.



CUT TO:



INT. BOWLING ALLEY -DAY



The bowling alley is empty as it’s still early in the afternoon on a weekday. Jake, Gary, and Dan are bowling after school. Jake and Gary are sitting down by their lane while Dan is standing by the lane and ready to bowl. Gary is sitting next to Jake.



GARY

You guys are my best friends in the whole damn’ world and I need to level with you since I haven’t been straight forward about some of my recent activities--



Meanwhile, Dan bowls and hits seven pins. Dan then heads backs to the lane seating area.



JAKE

So what’s the news?



Dan gets to the lane seating area and sits down next to Gary.



DAN

 Bass, it’s your turn.



Jake ignores what Dan said as he is awaiting Gary’s response.



GARY

I had sex with Ms. Breyer.�

Dan’s mouth drops. Jake appears cool, calm, and collected.



DAN

(stunned)

Say what?



GARY

Like I stated before, I had sex with my journalism teacher, Ms. Breyer. Aren’t you guys proud of me?



JAKE

Sure you did, Gary. You had sex with Ms. Breyer and I’m Nipsy Russell.



Jake gets up out of his chair as it’s his turn to bowl. 



GARY

I did. You have to believe me.



Jake walks up to the bowling ball dispenser to pick up his bowling ball.



DAN

For what it’s worth, I believe Gary.



Jake picks up his bowling ball and holds it. 



JAKE

I don’t believe your story because Ms. Breyer told me that she is very happily married--



GARY

(interrupting)

She didn’t seem too happily married in the janitor’s closet.



DAN

The janitor’s closet?



GARY

Yeah, the closet on the fourth floor.



DAN

Do you have any pictures? It would make a great front page story--



JAKE

(interrupting)

 I think you’re missing the boat on Gary’s little tale. Even if it’s true, it’s not something to brag about or be proud of.



Gary stand up from his seat and walks a couple of steps to Jake.



GARY

Why not?



DAN

Yeah, Brook Trout. Why not?



JAKE

Having sex with a married woman is not something to celebrate. It’s not something you put on your resume or get a tattoo for. Ms. Breyer is a sexually frustrated woman and she used Gary as a toy. 



GARY

And what’s wrong with that? I enjoyed being her little sex toy.



DAN

Sounds good to me. Where do I sign up for this sex toy part?



GARY

Dan, the only way you’ll get sex is if you pay for it.



JAKE

Seriously guys, what separates Gary from me is one word---



Gary walks back to his seat and sits down.



DAN

Charisma?



GARY

Personality? 



JAKE

No, morals. I have morals because I was taught right from wrong. I won’t become Ms. Breyer’s boy toy because I still have some pride and integrity left. And that’s why I’m interested in a girl like Karen Roth. She’s a great girl with a good head on her shoulders.



GARY

So?



Gary and Dan both stand up from their seat as they have both heard enough of this 

conversation.



JAKE

So, she will be mine. In this school, style always beats substance. I’m going to prove that substance can beat style when Karen Roth becomes the Coney Island Whitefish Girl.



GARY

So, Mr. Hotshot, when are you finally going to ask Karen out? Two and a half months is all that remains of our high school careers.



JAKE

Hey, Rome wasn’t built in a day and neither was my confidence. Courageous acts like this take time for planning the best possible form of attack. Her birthday is coming up in a couple of weeks. I promise to act before Arnold Scwarzeneger wins Best Actor.



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



Mr. O’Brien is in the middle of teaching his Latin class. Mr. O’Brien is standing by his desk. The class is dead silent. After calling on a student, O’Brien is looking at his class and trying to decide who to call on next. After a couple of seconds, Mr. O’Brien has found a victim.



MR. O’BRIEN

Mr. Andrews, would you decline the noun urbs using the third declension?



MIKE

(nervous)

Sure. Urbs, urbis, urbi, urbem, urbe, urbi, urbs. 



Mike’s desk reveals a Latin review book between his notebook and textbook. Mike is cheating and no one has a clue.



MIKE

 (continuing)

The plural, urbes, urbium, urbibus, urbes, urbibus, urbes. 



MR. O’BRIEN

Excellent work, Mr. Andrews. You are a master of Latin and there is no reason why you should not go far in the game of life. It is a pleasure having you as a student. Talking about pleasures, Mr. Justic, how are you today?



JAKE

Mr. O’Brien, sarcasm will get you nowhere. Look where it got me, a seat in your class. 

 

MR. O’BRIEN

That will be enough humor for today, Mr. Justic. Would you please decline the noun exercitus?



JAKE

Definitely.



A few seconds elapse as Jake remains silent. 



MR. O’BRIEN

Well---



JAKE

Well what?



MR. O’BRIEN

Aren’t you going to decline?



JAKE

I just did.



MR. O’BRIEN

No, you didn’t.



JAKE

Yes, I did.



MR. O’BRIEN

(angrily)

No, you didn’t.



JAKE

Says who?



MR. O’BRIEN

(after a slight pause)

I asked you to decline the noun exercitus using the fourth declension and you didn’t.



JAKE

Fourth declension? What the hell are you talking about? I thought you meant that I should decline the noun. Decline, the same as refusing.



The class breaks out into LAUGHTER.



MR. O’BRIEN

No, I meant declining the noun using the fourth declension. I am asking for the nominative, the genitive, the dative, the accusative, the ablative,  and the vocative. Do you have that, Mr. Justic or am I required to repeat that?



JAKE

I just have one question, Lordship. Should I also give you the expletive?



The class breaks out into LAUGHTER. Jake turns to his left and glances at Karen. Karen gives Jake a smile of approval for his shtick.



MR. O’BRIEN

Mr. Justic, your column and your class participation showcases your wit very well. However, there is no room for wit on my exams. You see Mr. Justic, at mid-term time you will be mine. I will eat you alive and then spit out the rest.



JAKE

I have just one suggestion for you, Mr. O’Brien--



MR. O’BRIEN

(interrupting)

I’m listening.



JAKE

Before you eat me alive, could you please floss first?



CUT TO:



INT. COLLEGE ADVISOR’S OFFICE



The COLLEGE ADVISOR’S OFFICE is divided into three mini-offices with partitions for private consultations between students and their advisors. There is a secretary’s desk in front of each mini-office. Jake is standing outside the largest mini-office which has no secretary at the desk. Lynn opens the door to the mini-office and quickly bolts from the office. 



JAKE

(shouting)

Lynn, what happened?



Lynn ignores Jake and runs out of the main office in tears, SLAMMING the door. Slowly, MR. IRA COOPER, the school’s top college advisor walks out of the mini-office door. Cooper is in his late 40’s and balding. He is heavy set and dresses in a dress shirt, tie, and slacks. Cooper walks up to the secretary’s table.



MR. COPPER

What are you here for? Mr.---



JAKE

(interrupting)

Vincent Barbarino. Mr. Kotter told me to come down to your office for some drugs since you’re the biggest dealer in school. Epstein was supposed to show up, but he got a note from his mom.



Mr. Cooper looks at the appointment book which is on the secretary’s desk and looks up at Jake.



MR. COOPER

Come on in, Jake and leave your humor outside my door.



Jake starts to walk to Cooper’s office.



JAKE

OK, but just answer a question for me. Why did Lynn bolt out of here crying like a baby?



MR. COOPER

I told her that with her 95 average, she probably couldn’t get into any good college. I told her that she should consider attending a community college.



JAKE

That’s what I love, a college advisor with no sense of reality.



CUT TO:



INT. MR. COOPER’S OFFICE



Mr. Cooper’s office is rather tiny with space barely for a desk and two chairs. Mr. Cooper is sitting behind his desk while Jake is sitting in a chair in front of the desk. Mr. Cooper glances at Jake’s transcripts and his college applications. 



MR. COOPER

An 82.5 average. Have you considered enlisting in the Army or the Navy?



JAKE

I hate the insinuation that our nation’s military is full of soldiers who couldn’t get into a good college.



MR. COOPER

I was just trying to make a suggestion.

(pausing for a moment)

Jake, I was wondering if you have heard any replies from your college applications?



JAKE

Harvard said no and so did Yale. However, I got into the State University at Spring Brook and I’ll probably go there when I’m paroled in June.



 MR. COOPER

That’s not bad. What do you think you’ll major in over there?



JAKE

I really don’t know, but I’m interested in the job that you do so eloquently.



Mr. Cooper grins as he is appreciating Jake’s warm remarks.



MR. COOPER

Is it because you want to help students?



JAKE

Not really. I just want to have a job where they pay me even if I don't know what the hell I’m talking about. Mr. Cooper, you do a great job of pretending that you know what the hell you’re talking about. You know nothing about the college application process and all you end up doing is giving nervous breakdowns to great students.



Mr. Cooper is flustered by Jake’s remarks and gets up from his chair. 



MR. COOPER

I’m a great college advisor.



JAKE

Mr. Cooper, when was the last time you visited a college admissions office?



Mr. Cooper is stunned and sits down in his chair to grapple the question.



MR. COOPER

 (after a moment)

About seven years ago when my son was touring Harvard.



JAKE

My next question is whether you would allow a brain surgeon to operate on you, who hasn’t seen a brain in seven years?



MR. COOPER

No, but that’s not--



JAKE

No further questions, your honor. The state rests.



CUT TO:



INT. THE JUNCTION CAFE -DAY



The JUNCTION CAFE is a restaurant that serves as the local hangout of the Glenwood High School crowd. The restaurant has a 50’s motif and a jukebox by the window. Jake and Dan are sitting in a booth. Lynn is standing by their booth, ready to take their orders. Jake has the entire view of the restaurant and its patrons. Dan is sitting across from him. The restaurant is half empty with PATRONS. Also in the establishment is Gary and Ms. Breyer as they are sitting in the tables by the window, the one farthest from the jukebox. The couple sitting in the table that is closest to the jukebox is Karen and Hunter.   



JAKE

Lynn, I’d like to have the dog on the stick.



LYNN

I’ve had enough of you making fun of this restaurant.



JAKE

I want the dog on a stick. What do they call that? A souvlaki?



LYNN

Dan, what are you going to have?



DAN

A fried chicken platter, a diet coke and a fried chicken platter.



JAKE

Dan, always nice to see that you’re watching your weight.



DAN

I don’t recall giving you a speaking part.



LYNN

There will be no fighting in this establishment, guys. If you get into a fight, you’re going to have clean up your own blood. Now then, let me go and place your orders.



Lynn walks away from the booth and walks to the counter area to place the order.



DAN

Just a week and a half until mid-term season, how do think you’ll do?



JAKE

Latin is going to be a real nail biter. Government will be easy and Journalism will certainly be a toss up since we haven’t learned any of it this semester. Plus Gary’s supposed relationship with Ms. Breyer will throw a curve in there somehow. Maybe the test will be on mythical May-December romances.



Jake turns his head and notices that Gary and Ms. Breyer are sitting at a table on the other side of the restaurant. Gary puts his arm out and Ms. Breyer gently kisses it.



JAKE

(surprised)

Man, o Manny Mota--



DAN

Jake, it looks like you’ve just seen a ghost.



JAKE

Worse, I’ve seen one of Gary’s tall tales come true. 



DAN

What did you see?



JAKE

Ms. Breyer at a table kissing Gary’s arm. That view is more revolting than a pierced tongue.

�Dan turns his head and notices Gary sitting with Ms. Breyer.



DAN

Wow, Gary has really impressed me this time... This is even more impressive than the time you tried out for the women’s Frisbee team.



JAKE

Hey, it was the only team that I could make and it’s a great place to meet chicks... Anyway, this has really been a horrible day. I just can’t see it getting any worse. Let me go to the jukebox and play a tune. 



DAN

Mahi Mahi, why don’t you play something really loud like Barry Manilow?



Jake stands up from his seat in the booth and walks to the jukebox. Upon reaching the jukebox, Jake looks at its catalog of songs without looking at Hunter and Karen, who are sitting right in back of him. Jake finds a song and places his quarter in the jukebox. The SONG PLAYS and Jake turns around. He notices Hunter and Karen at the table, but they don't notice him. Jake looks straight at the camera



JAKE

It sucks to be the Whitefish.



CUT TO:



INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM 



Class has ended and the students are shuffling out through both of the classroom’s doors. Ms. Breyer is sitting at her desk and starting to look over the day’s assignment handed in by her students. Jake is standing on the right side of her desk and waiting for the rest of the class to leave the room before he confronts her. Ms. Breyer is busy looking over the assignments and doesn’t notice that Jake is standing right by her. The last few students remaining in the classroom finally leave and Jake moves a bit closer to her desk.

  

JAKE

You lied to me.



Ms. Breyer takes her eyes off her paperwork and looks up at Jake.



MS. BREYER

What are you talking about?



JAKE

Happily married, you said. You painted a different picture yesterday in the Junction Cafe. You certainly proved that you’re a better cradle robber than a Journalism teacher.



MS. BREYER

I had an innocent lunch with your friend, Gary Roarke. Nothing more, nothing less.If that’s what you call cradle robbing, than I’m guilty as charged.



JAKE

I saw you kiss Gary’s arm.



MS. BREYER

Oh, that? I was sucking the poison out of Gary’s arm. He was bitten by a snake on the way to the restaurant.



Jake is smiling after hearing Ms. Breyer’s explanation. Ms. Breyer is sweating profusely and looking nervous.



JAKE

(after a moment)

I believe that Lee Harvey Oswald didn’t act alone. I believe that Elvis is dead. I also believe that leisure suits cause cancer in laboratory animals. However, your response was the biggest B.S. story I have ever heard. Snakes? This isn’t exactly the southwest.



MS. BREYER

Big deal, so you caught me red-handed. I admit having an affair with Gary and several other students in this class. What are you going to do about it--



JAKE

(interrupting)

Several other students?



MS. BREYER

Yeah. I’ve slept with every guy in this class except for you and that short kid, Bryce.



JAKE

Bryce is a female.



MS. BREYER

He is? I mean she is? I guess that makes you the only holdout



Ms. Breyer gets out of her seat and stands right up to Jake. She starts rubbing his shirt up against his chest.



MS. BREYER

(continuing)

You’re a really cute guy and I would love to get my hands on you. I knew from day one that we were meant to be. How about joining me in my love closet?



Jake starts to back away from Ms. Breyer as she loses hold of his shirt.



JAKE

I won’t play your game.



MS. BREYER

Why not? Are you afraid I’ll bite?



JAKE

I just don’t think it’s proper to have a physical relationship with my married teacher. Sex is something that shouldn’t be packaged and given out like fast food. It should be between two consenting adults who care about each other. A teacher and her teenage student, now that’s sick.



MS. BREYER

I was afraid that you, the Coney Island Whitefish Boy would have some very high morals. You’re in the way of my shot at tenure. I guess you want to play hardball.

 

JAKE

If that’s one of your sex games, I’m not interested. 



MS. BREYER

What I mean is that if you don’t join my little love nest, I’ll make life very difficult for you.



JAKE

You make my life very difficult for me every time you show up to teach. I’ll take my chances by not playing your silly little game.



 MS. BREYER

Don't say I didn’t warn you.



JAKE

Catch me if you can.



CUT TO:

.

INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



Mr. O’Brien is in the middle of another session of class. 



MR. O’BRIEN

Who can translate this Latin question: Nonne linguam latinam amatis?



Out of the entire class, only Mike has his arm raised. Mr. O’Brien walks to his left and stops in front of the row that Karen is sitting in. Eyeing Karen, Mr. O’Brien has targeted his prey.



MR. O’BRIEN

Ms. Roth, how about you? Why don’t you take a crack at it?



Karen is caught by surprise by Mr. O’Brien calling on her. 



KAREN

(nervous)

Ah, Master O’Brien can you repeat the question?



MR. O’BRIEN

Sure, my dear. Translate this: Nonne linguam latinam amatis?



KAREN

I don’t know.



MR. O’BRIEN

Come on, Ms. Roth. You are one of my top students. Don’t disappoint me and show me that you belong at the bottom of the class.



KAREN

I’m sorry, I don’t know.



Mr. O’Brien walks down the aisle of Karen’s row and stops by her desk. Mr. O’Brien crouches down by her seat.  



MR. O’BRIEN

Why don’t you take a crack at it?



KAREN

OK, here goes nothing. Do you like Latin?



Mr. O’Brien gets up from his crouched position and walks to the front of the room. His facial expression looks as if he is about to explode.



MR. O’BRIEN

I’m sorry, Ms. Roth, you’re wrong. I’m also sorry that I had faith in you. I believed that you were one of my top students in the class while you’re nothing more than second rate. Ms. Roth, you could have been somebody and now you’re nothing.



Karen’s face is ready to break down and cry. Jake, who is sitting across from Karen turns around and stares at her. Realizing that she is about to cry, Jake raises his hand to participate.



MR. O’BRIEN

(continuing)

Ms. Roth, you won’t make it on the outside world--



JAKE

(interrupting)

Mr. O’Brien, I know how to translate your question in Latin.



Jake lowers his arm.



MR. O’BRIEN

Well, if it isn’t my star pupil, Mr. Justic or is it Mr. Whitefish? 



JAKE

My friends call me Mr. Whitefish, so you can call me Mr. Justic.



MR. O’BRIEN

Enough with your opening monologue, just translate.



JAKE

Nonne linguam latinam amatis? It simply means you know that Latin is dead, don’t you?



Mr. O’Brien is starting to shake with anger. He starts walking to his left and walks to Jake’s seat. Mr. O’Brien hovers over Jake.



MR. O’BRIEN

As always. Mr. Justic you are wrong. The correct translation was: you like the Latin language, don’t you?



JAKE

Hey, I was this close. Give me some credit, will ya? It really doesn’t matter since Latin is a dead language.



MR. O’BRIEN

Latin is not a dead language. 



JAKE

Latin is a dead language. Do you know any Romans or Latinos who speak it?



MR. O’BRIEN

(angrily)

Latin is the foundation of our society. It is the pillar of our language, our way of life, our culture, and our entire civilization. Latin is the only thread that connects ancient history with the present. 

(screaming)

You plebeians must love Latin!



The whole class falls silent. Mr. O’Brien tries to collect his cool and starts playing around with his tie. Mr. O’Brien walks to the front of the class and sits at his desk. Upon sitting at the desk, Mr. O’Brien puts his head down on the desk in shame.



JAKE

Glenwood High School, our teachers are insane!



Jake turns around and looks at Karen. Karen smiles back at him. Jake turns around and starts smiling. Jake looks straight at the camera.



JAKE

It’s good to be the Whitefish.



CUT TO:



INT. ARGUS OFFICE



Jake and Dan are both sitting down at the dinner table across from each other. Dan is holding a copy of the latest issue of Argus. 



DAN

Whitefish, Principal Miller really hates your guts. He makes sure that he doesn’t miss a single installment of  your column. It’s just a shame that we aren’t able to publish an entire press run of any issue of our paper this semester.

 

JAKE

Why not?



DAN

It seems that our semester’s budget is missing about fifteen thousand dollars. Actually, a number of the school’s academic departments are also missing money from their budgets.



JAKE

Who oversees and administers the various school budgets including our budget?



DAN

The principal’s office.



JAKE

Of course. My friend Principal Miller probably has his hand in the cookie jar. I bet he knows where the missing money is, probably lining his pockets. He’s forcing me to expose him as the great embezzler that he is in a future column.



Dan drops the column from his hand.



DAN

Where are you going to get the information on his embezzling? It’s not like it’s available in the school library. All they have are out-dated books that smell.



JAKE

I have an informant in his office.



DAN

Who?



JAKE

It’s more of an it than a who.



DAN

(after a moment)

What?



JAKE

That’s right.



DAN

Forget I asked.



JAKE

OK, but you’ll be very proud of the column since it may contain some truth in it. Seriously, I’m just waiting for the right opportunity to bring him down.



Adrian comes through the door. Adrian stands by the door as she is hiding someone behind her.



 ADRIAN

Jake, I have someone here who wants to thank you for the good deed you did for them today.



JAKE

Tell Bill Clinton that I don’t need any thanks. I’ll get another intern every night...



ADRIAN

No you fool, it’s Karen Roth.

(turning her head to the door)

Come on in, Karen.



Karen comes out of the hallway and walks into the Argus office. Jake gets out of his chair and walks right up to Karen.



KAREN

I just want to thank you for saving my behind in class today.



JAKE

(whispering)

I really would like to grab your behind.



KAREN

What?



JAKE

Nothing, it was nothing really. Someone needed to stand up to that bully O’Brien and of course, it had to be me.



KAREN

Don’t be so modest, you really helped me out and I will never forget you for that. So in appreciation, I was wondering if you want to come over to my house so we can study for the Latin midterm. I know Latin is your weakest subject and you can probably use the help. How about Wednesday at 6 at my house?



JAKE

Definitely, I’ll just make sure that my schedule is clear of any circumcisions. I’ll be there Wednesday.



KAREN

 (smiling)

Great!



Hunter enters the Argus office. 



HUNTER

Karen!



Karen turns around and looks right at Hunter.



KAREN

What’s up?



HUNTER

I heard your voice out in the hallway and I came in because I was wondering if you want a ride home.



KAREN

Sure, that would be great.



HUNTER

Excellent.



Karen turns around to talk to Jake.



KAREN

I got to go, Jake. Just don’t forget about our study session.



JAKE

I won’t.



KAREN

Good-bye, Whitefish and thanks again.



JAKE

No problem.



Karen turns around and walks to the office door. Karen is being followed out by Hunter. Before leaving, Karen turns to her right to tell Adrian good-bye.



KAREN

See ya, Adrian.



ADRIAN

Bye. 



Karen walks out the door still being followed by Hunter.



ADRIAN

(after a couple of moments)

What do you think?



JAKE

That Hunter is becoming one big hemorrhoid.



DAVE

We’ll get rid of him.



Jake turns round and stares right at Dan. 



JAKE

What are you going to do, breathe on him?



CUT TO:



INT. KAREN’S BEDROOM



Jake and Karen are sitting with their Latin books on her bed in Karen’s BEDROOM. 

Jake and Karen are both laying down on Karen’s bed. They put down their Latin books to start another study break. 



KAREN

Jake, could you tell me the real story behind the Coney Island Whitefish Boy?



JAKE

Well, I was born in a log cabin in Kentucky in 1809--



KAREN

Seriously, where did you develop this sarcasm?



JAKE

Honestly?



KAREN

That would be nice.



JAKE

Well, I learned my sarcasm in the hallowed halls of Glenwood High... You see I didn’t adjust very well to high school in my freshman year. Coming from a private school where everyone cares about you, to a public school where they only care about your grades takes a lot of adjustment. 



KAREN

You’re a senior now, what about the time since your freshman year.



JAKE

I’ve just never been one to go with the flow. Let’s face it, this Whitefish always swims upstream. There are more important things than grades, there are some things called dignity and self-respect. I am not willing to lie and cheat to get ahead.



KAREN

You‘re really cool. You’re not like the rest of the guys I know,  you have principles and strong values that you stand behind. It’s refreshing to see an honest person nowadays.



JAKE

Thanks a lot, I really appreciate it. When people read my column, most people dismiss me as some cynical, sarcastic putz who is pissed off because he didn’t do well in high school. The column is really about someone with strong ideals who is not going to cut corners or kiss some ass to get ahead.



KAREN

You’re exactly right. That is exactly what I get from reading your columns.



Jake moves from his seat on the bed and starts to lay down on his stomach on the other side of the bed. Karen does the same. 



JAKE

Anyway, enough of the kudos from the Whitefish fan club. Karen, I have a question for you if you don’t mind answering.



KAREN

Shoot.



JAKE

What’s with you and that Hunter character?



KAREN

What do you mean?



JAKE

I keep seeing the two of you together. Are you guys going out or something?



  KAREN

If Hunter Wentworth was the last man on the face of the earth, I would stay single for the rest of my life. The only reason that you see the two of us together is because he drives me home every now and then. No matter how revolting the individual may be, I’ll accept a ride home from that person.



JAKE

Well, that’s a relief. I had a fear that someone as classy as you would end up with a snob like that.



KAREN

Of course not. Hunter has nothing I want. He has no morals, no values, no personality, and no beliefs. All he has is his big checkbook. He knows how I feel about him, but that doesn’t bother him one bit. Hunter keeps on driving me home, no matter how much I tell him that I would rather date Michael Jackson than him. He is either incredibly stupid or he has some devious plan.



JAKE

Actually, it’s probably both.



KAREN

How do you know?



JAKE

The Whitefish Boy always knows when something stinks. Usually it’s me, but not this time. Why don’t we get back to studying? If I don’t pass, O’Brien will have my ass.



Karen LAUGHS. Jake and Karen both smile at each other. 



KAREN

Sounds good to me.



Karen and Jake take out their books and return to studying.



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



Mr. O’Brien is passing out the mid-term examinations to the row that Jake is sitting in. The other rows of students have their examination papers on their desks, but they are face down. After handing out the exams, Mr. O’Brien walks to his desk and stands on the side of it.



MR. O’BRIEN

This mid-term examination has thirty five exercises on it.



JAKE

 (to himself)

I just wonder how many pushups and sit-ups. I also hope there are no jumping jacks on the exam.



Karen quietly LAUGHS. 



MR. O’BRIEN

There is also a composition to write and an entire section of Julius Caesar that needs to be translated. The entire exam is to be completed in thirty five minutes. Good luck.

(after a moment)

You may begin.



The entire class picks up their exams off their desk and start working on it. The room is silent except for the noise of PAPER SHUFFLING. Jake is looking down at the exam while Karen looks at him.



KAREN

Good luck.



Jake is a bit startled by Karen speaking and quickly takes his eyes off his exam paper to talk to her.



JAKE

You too.



Karen quickly returns to looking over the exam and begins jotting down her answers.

The exam paper is about ten pages and stapled on the left hand corner. The front page of the exam includes spaces for the pupil’s name and the day’s date. The rest of the page is crammed with questions. Jake is looking down and reading the exam. He has yet to write down an answer on the exam paper. Jake is breathing heavier than usual and sweating buckets. He wipes the sweat off his brow and forehead, only to wipe it again seconds later. Jake starts to loosen the collar of his shirt. Jake wipes his brow again and looks up from his desk.

 

JAKE

(mumbling to himself)

He’s got my ass.



CUT TO:



INT. DEPARTMENT STORE�

Jake and Gary are standing by a female cosmetics counter at the local DEPARTMENT STORE. Jake is awaiting service for his imminent purchase of perfume. The lone FEMALE SALES CLERK is helping an ELDERLY COUPLE purchase cosmetics who are standing on the right of Jake and Gary.



GARY

I still can’t believe Ms. Breyer dumped me.



JAKE

Get over it, she probably moved up on her dating ladder by romancing eight year olds. You should forget about her and just concentrate on her mid-term this Friday.



GARY

Which reminds me, what the hell are we doing in the cosmetics section?



JAKE

Karen’s birthday is on Thursday and I wanted to buy her a little something. Simple as that.



GARY

Did you finally tell her that you like her?



JAKE

I don’t have enough guts for that.



GARY

So you’re just going to give her a gift?



JAKE

No, I’m also giving her a card with a letter attached that explains everything. It’s easier to tell someone how you feel about them in a letter than it is in person.



GARY

Strange, strange.



The female sales clerk, having finished serving the elderly couple walks over to Jake and Gary.



SALES CLERK

Can I help you?



JAKE

I would like to buy a 3.5 ounce bottle of Infatuation?



SALES CLERK

Will that be perfume or eau de toilette?



JAKE

I’ll take the toilet water.



SALES CLERK

One moment please.



The sales clerk walks away to fetch the bottle of perfume. Instead of actually getting the bottle, she services a WOMAN for her cosmetic needs. Gary and Jake patiently await for the sales clerk to return. Hunter, also shopping in the department store walks by the counter and realizes that Jake is standing by the counter. Hunter walks to stand right behind Jake and Gary.



HUNTER

Whitefish, buying women’s perfume for yourself?



Jake and Gary quickly turn around and confront Hunter.



JAKE

No, prince of puke are you? 



HUNTER

You must be buying perfume for the love of your life, Karen Roth.



JAKE

How do you know that?



HUNTER

You could imagine the strange things you could hear outside of the Argus office.



JAKE

So that’s why you’ve been offering her rides home?



HUNTER

Correct. I was trying to steal her from you. However, I’ve given up the battle to win Karen’s heart because it just isn’t worth it and I know that just like everything you have done at Glenwood, Jake,  you’ll screw this up too..  As for me, I’ve move on to bigger and better things, I’ve won the heart of Ms. Breyer.



GARY

She dumped me for you?



HUNTER

I guess she also went on to bigger and better things.



JAKE

Congratulations, the two of you make a lovely couple.



HUNTER

Do you really mean that, Whitefish?



JAKE

Of course not, but you must be very proud. Dating a married woman who has been around the block more times than the Good Humor man has to be some sort of notch on your belt.



HUNTER

It sure is. Anytime you get to sleep with the same person who is writing a college recommendation for you is a treat.



JAKE

I didn’t know that was your plan to get into Harvard? I thought hiring someone to take your SAT was the trick.



Hunter looks at his watch, trying to find a way out of the conversation.



HUNTER

Wow, the time is really flying by. Got to go chaps, see ya.



Hunter briskly walks away from Jake and Gary and is quickly lost in the walking stream of shoppers. Jake and Gary turn around again, facing the counter.



GARY

Now, I know why I was dumped by Ms. Breyer. Out of anybody I could lose her to, why did I lose her to Hunter?



JAKE

Don't kill yourself over it, it was out of your control. Don’t get mad, just get even. We both will get even with Hunter very soon because this time, he has bitten off more than he can chew.



CUT TO:



INT. HOMEROOM CLASSROOM



The HOMEROOM CLASSROOM is nearly identical as the rooms for Latin and Journalism. STUDENTS are scattered across the room with many standing up and others sitting down. Standing at the front of the room by her desk is the HOMEROOM TEACHER. Jake and Karen are sitting across from each other, just like in the Latin class. Jake turns toward Karen with the PERFUME wrapped in a box and a birthday card attached to it in his hand.



JAKE

Karen, I got you something for your birthday.



KAREN

What’s that?



Jake hands the wrapped perfume to Karen and she takes it from him.



JAKE

A day to signify the anniversary of your birth, but that’s not important right now.



KAREN

I meant the gift, you idiot.



JAKE

An autographed copy of my book, Famous B.S. stories.



KAREN

(sarcastically)

Sure it is.



Karen moves closer to Jake.



JAKE

Would I kid you?



KAREN 

Of course you would, but that’s not 

important right now. It was really sweet of you to get me a gift. You really shouldn’t have.



JAKE

It was nothing special.



Karen kisses Jake on the cheek.



KAREN

Thanks again.

(whispering in Jake’s ear)

I love you.



Jake turns to his right and stares right at the CAMERA.



JAKE

It’s good to be the Whitefish.



CUT TO:�

INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM



The entire class is in the middle of taking the MID-TERM examination for Journalism. Ms. Breyer is standing at her desk looking around the classroom while her class is busy answering the questions on the EXAM PAPER. Ms. Breyer walks over to the row where Jake is sitting at. She moves to the empty seat in front of Jake and sits in the opposite direction on top of the desk, directly across from Jake. Ms. Breyer stares right at Jake, searching around to see if Jake is cheating. 



. 

Nothing seems out of the ordinary to suggest that Jake is cheating. There are no cheat-sheets, hidden books, or answers written on top of the desk. Pounding his pen to the paper, confidence is fueling Jake the answers on this exam. Ms. Breyer stops staring at Jake for a moment to glance at the class. Sitting from her position, she has a bird’s eye view of the class. Ms. Breyer notices that a number of students are actually cheating including Gary and Hunter.



Hunter is writing down the answers on the exam. After finishing one part of the exam, Hunter looks down on his seat between his legs. Hunter is reading from a cheat sheet that is planted on his seat.



Gary is sitting just a across from Ms. Breyer, but that doesn’t stop him from cheating. Gary writes an answer down on the exam, and then lifts up the exam paper from his desk. The desk reveals answers scrawled and etched into the wooden desk. After retrieving the material from his desk, Gary places his exam paper back on the desk.   



Ms. Breyer is staring right down at Jake like a hawk.



MS. BREYER

Jake, are you cheating?



The entire class pick their heads up from their exam papers and look at the front of the class to see the confrontation between Jake and Ms. Breyer.



JAKE

(sarcastic)

Why yes, yes I am. I have a Journalism book underneath my shirt and a copy of War and Peace in my pants. I also wrote some of the answers down on my tongue.

(Sticking out his tongue which looks normal)

Do you see?



MS. BREYER

I just asked a simple question, I don’t need your sarcasm.



JAKE

And I don’t need your harassment. If you spent as much time teaching Journalism as you do in hatching plots to try to get the Whitefish Boy, we would have actually learned something this semester.



Ms. Breyer starts fuming and gets up from the desk that she was sitting on top of. Ms. Breyer walks to the front door, opens it and  walks into the hallway. She SLAMS the door behind her. Jake smiles and stares right into the camera.



JAKE

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it.



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



Mr. O’Brien is at the front of the class ready to distribute the graded exam. Mr. O’Brien is busy distributing the papers to each of the students in Jake’s row, starting with the student sitting in the front. Karen is looking down at her notebook, looking through past class notes as Jake tries to strike up a conversation.



JAKE

Karen, what did you think about the gift?



Mr. O’Brien moves to the student sitting right in front of Jake to give the test back.



KAREN

It was lovely, but I have to talk to you about it in private.



JAKE

No problem.



Mr. O’Brien finishes giving the exam to the student in front of Jake. Jake turns around to get the exam back from Mr. O’Brien. Mr. O’Brien walks over to Jake.



MR. O’BRIEN

Here you go, Mr. Justic.



Mr. O’Brien gives the exam back to Jake. Mr. O’Brien has a crazed grin on his face while returning the exam paper. Jake receives the paper from Mr. O’Brien and clutches it in his hands.



MR. O’BRIEN

You needed a 71 to get a passing grade for this marking period, you received a 70. This means you fail for the semester.

 (sarcastically)

What a shame.



Mr. O’Brien sports a grin. Jake stares right at the exam paper that he is holding. 



JAKE

Hey, wait a second. You took two points off because I forgot to put on the date.



Mr. O’Brien bends down to look at the exam.



MR. O’BRIEN

That’s right. I decided that the date should be worth two points.



JAKE

When did you decide this? When I had a point over the grade that I needed to pass.



MR. O’BRIEN

I decided it a long time in advance, Mr. Justic. If that is all, I still have many exams to return.



Mr. O’Brien stands up from his formerly bent position and starts to move to Mike Andrew’s desk.



JAKE

Just one thing, don’t I deserve extra credit for writing my name down?



MR. O’BRIEN

No, because that was worth one point on the exam.



JAKE

I thought so.



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL --DAY



Jake, Gary, Dan, and dozens of STUDENTS are standing outside the front door of the school in the morning. The guys are minding their own business while Ms. Breyer is walking up the front steps with her eyes totally on Jake. Ms. Breyer slowly approaches Jake and the gang. Jake takes a step forward while Dan and Gary are standing behind him, in the background.



MS. BREYER

Jake, I just have one question for you.



JAKE

As long as it’s not an indecent proposal.



MS. BREYER

No, it’s not. I just want to know how you got a 95 on my mid-term exam.



JAKE

I just studied extremely hard by reading a couple of back issues of Playboy and a few Harlequin romance novels. Let’s face it, I’d fail if  I just studied Journalism. I do have to say that with a 95 on the mid-term, I was surprised that I got a 75 on the report card.



MS. BREYER

(smiling)

Grading is my great equalizer.



JAKE

I thought sleeping with your students was.



Gary and Dan  start LAUGHING. Ms. Breyer stares at both of them with a dirty look. Gary and Dan pretend that they weren’t actually laughing. Ms. Breyer then turns her nasty stare at Jake.



MS. BREYER

Jake if I were you, I’d watch every step I make. Strange things can happen at Glenwood and that grade of yours may drop to a failing one on the final report card. 



JAKE

Ms. Breyer, I’d watch my step if I were you because I‘ll do to you what you’ve been doing to every male student in your class if you fail me.



MS. BREYER

(smiling)

Is that a promise, Jake?



JAKE

It certainly is because I play for keeps



MS. BREYER

I’ll take that under advisement. See you in class, Jake.



Ms. Breyer walks away from Jake. Before entering the school building, she turns around and looks at Gary. Ms. Breyer stares at Gary and licks her lips.



MS. BREYER

I miss you, Gary.



GARY

I bet you say that to all the guys.



MS. BREYER

Well then.



In a huff, Ms. Breyer turns around and enters the front door of the school building. Gary, Jake, and Dan break into smiles.



CUT TO:



INT. HOMEROOM CLASSROOM



The homeroom is once again filled with students. Jake and Karen are sitting in their regular homeroom seats. Karen turns to Jake with a note in her hand. 



KAREN

Jake, I’d like you to read this.

 

Karen extends her hand with the note to Jake.



JAKE

Is this a stickup?



Jake takes the note from Karen. Karen pulls her arm back.



KAREN

No, just something I need you to read. 

(nervously)

Anyway, I have to run.



Karen quickly gets up from her seat and jolts to the front of the classroom.



JAKE

Where?



Karen fails to respond as she is already on the other side of the classroom.



JAKE

Well, let’s see what this is all about. It may disclose where Jimmy Hoffa is.



Jake opens up the letter and starts reading Karen’s note.



 KAREN (VO)

Dear Jake. I would like to thank you for the lovely gift that you gave me for my birthday. I just hope that you meant it in a friendly way since I just want to be your friend. Love always, Karen. 

 

Jake crumples up the note and throws it on the floor. Jake then places his right hand on his forehead, pondering the circumstances at hand.



JAKE

(to himself)

Hey, at least she didn’t fax it.



CUT TO:



INT. ARGUS OFFICE



Jake and Dan are sitting down at the dinner table at the Argus office. Once again, the two of them are sitting opposite each other. Adrian is standing behind where Dan is sitting, since she is also interested in what Jake has to say. 



DAN

What are you going to do now?



JAKE

I’m going to Disney World.



DAN

What I mean is what are you going to do about Karen?



JAKE

Repossess my gift, or maybe kill her horse, cut off its head and put it in her bed. On second thought, forget about that, that’s been done before.



Adrian moves from her position behind Dan and sits in a chair.



ADRIAN

What do you want from her? She said she wanted to be your friend.



JAKE

I want to be your friend are the six most puke inducing words in the English language.... If I wanted to be her friend, I wouldn’t have waited four years to talk to her and I certainly wouldn’t have bought her perfume for her birthday. I wanted something she had and that was her love. If I can’t have that, then there is nothing else I want from her.



DAN

Well, I guess we can scratch Karen Roth from your prom dating list. There is only about five weeks left until the prom, who are you going to take?



JAKE

Who says I have to take anyone to the prom? Remember there is the right way, the wrong way, and the Whitefish way. The Whitefish way is to go to the prom, no matter what.



ADRIAN

Don’t you think it’s rather silly to go alone?



JAKE

I think for someone who is shallow, for someone who needs their friend’s approval, or for someone who needs to masturbate their own ego, it’s silly to go alone. I don’t fit in any of those categories, so I’m going alone. I’ve got to go to the prom, not going is not an option.



ADRIAN

Why?



JAKE

Hey, I have to go and accept my Academy Award for Best Supporting Actress.



Dan and Adrian both stare at each other with strange looks in their eyes. Jake LAUGHS.



CUT TO:



INT. THE JUNCTION CAFE



The Cafe is practically empty during the early evening, there are only a handful of CUSTOMERS eating. Lynn is at the register counter trying to tabulate a customer’s check. Entering the restaurant are two thugs: a WHITE ROBBER and a BLACK ROBBER. These two bandits are wearing trench coats with sawed-off shot guns hidden underneath. While Lynn is tabulating the bill on a calculator next to the register, the two robbers approach her.



WHITE ROBBER

We want all the money out of the cash register.



Lynn looks up at the two robbers, but doesn’t notice their hidden shotguns.



LYNN

Says who?



Simultaneously, the two robbers pull out their shotguns underneath their trench coat and point it right at her.



BLACK ROBBER

These two shotguns do.



LYNN

Your wish is my command.



Lynn opens the register while the White Robber hands her a SMALL SACK to fill. The two robbers move away from the register to allow Lynn the time to clean out the register. The robbers turn around and notice the customers still in the restaurant, who are making a commotion.



WHITE ROBBER

If you stay cool, calm, and collected, nobody will be hurt.



The black robber turns around and is a bit antsy. Lynn is stumbling while trying to take money out of the register. The black robber moves a little closer to Lynn.



BLACK ROBBER

(yelling)

What’s taking so long?



LYNN

There’s only thirty dollars here. The last shift must have put the rest of the register money in the safe.



BLACK ROBBER

Can you get in the safe?



LYNN

No.



BLACK ROBBER

 (yelling)

You, bitch.



The black robber points his shotgun at Lynn and FIRES. Lynn is blown away by the impact of the discharge. The customers SCREAM in rage and fear for their own lives.

Behind the counter, Lynn’s lifeless body lies. Blood is still oozing from the mortal wound in her chest.



CUT TO:



EXT. THE JUNCTION CAFE --NIGHT



The entire exterior of the Junction Cafe has been cornered off by police lines and barriers. A CROWD OF PEOPLE has developed behind the police lines. POLICE CAR SIRENS are flashing and there are a couple of news vans at the scene. Standing behind the line directly across from the Cafe’s entrance is Jake and Dan. Behind them are a number of JOURNALISTS and POLICE PERSONNEL. Jake and Dan stare at the entrance while Jake tries to wipe away some tears.



JAKE

(sobbing)

She worked at this dive to support her way through college.



TWO POLICE OFFICERS carry a BODY BAG containing Lynn’s body out of the restaurant through the front entrance.



JAKE

(continued)

Out of all the students that I ever encountered in the halls of Glenwood High, she was the kindest. Those bastards snuffed one of our school’s greatest treasures.



DAN

We should really go, we have a deadline to make. Staying here is not going to bring Lynn back.



JAKE

You’re right.



Jake and Dan turn around and start to walk away from the police line into the crowd of journalists, television crews, and police officers. Dan puts his arm on Jake’s shoulder, as they walk through the crowd.



CUT TO:

 

INT. ARGUS OFFICE



The editorial staff of the newspaper is having an editorial board meeting with a guest speaker. Principal Miller is addressing the staff of the paper who are sitting by the dinner table listening to his every word. Dan, Jake, and Adrian are sitting at the table. 



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Argus is an important part of the fabric that makes Glenwood High School, we find it such a fine piece of journalism that we give it to the parents of our prospective students. By reporting the events that transpired at the Junction Cafe, immense harm will befall our school’s reputation. The parents that read Argus may interpret that event as indicative of the security of the surrounding area of Glenwood High. We don’t need people on the outside to think that this school is unsafe.



JAKE 

(interrupting)

Let the people on the outside think what they want to think.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Jake, you don’t understand the politics of public education.



JAKE

What does this have to with public education? All you want from us is to shovel your public relation b.s.



DAN

Jake, will you let the Principal speak? He has graced us with his presence and you should show him some courtesy by not interrupting him.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Thank you, Dan.



Dan smiles at Principal Miller for noting his help. 



PRINCIPAL MILLER

(continuing)

While we are saddened by Lynn’s death, reporting about it is not going to bring her back. I have confidence that that you will do the right thing and not report the tragic event at the Junction Cafe in the pages of Argus.



JAKE

(interrupting)

And if we don’t?



PRINCIPAL MILLER

The person who defies my request will be removed from the staff of this paper.



JAKE

I thought Argus reported all the news that was fit to print, I guess we only report the news that the administration deems fit to print.



Principal Miller stares right at Jake.



CUT TO: 



INT. ARGUS OFFICE



Jake is busy, typing away his new column on a computer. Jake is the only staff member in the office and the only one already working on the issue. Dan comes through the office door and notices that Jake is already working. Dan sprints to where Jake is sitting.



DAN

Whitefish, what are you doing?



Jake quickly turns around and ends the typing of his column for the moment.



JAKE

I’m writing a serious Russian novel. What does it look like I’m doing? I’m writing another installment of the Coney Island Whitefish Boy.



DAN

I can only guess what the topic of the column is. 



JAKE

Well, Karnak the magnificent, what is it?



DAN 

You’re going to defy Principal Miller’s order and write your column on Lynn’s death.



JAKE

How’d you guess? Am I that predictable?



DAN

Is it really necessary for us to cover the killing when the local papers have provided exhaustive coverage of it?



JAKE

This isn’t about exhaustive journalistic coverage or the freedom of the press. There are some things more important than this crummy paper. 



DAN

(interrupting)

Ay.



JAKE

And this crummy school... Lynn’s life meant something to a lot of people. All my column is doing is relating that to the people at Glenwood who didn’t have the fortunate pleasure of knowing her. Miller can talk all he wants about how safe the school is, but Lynn is still dead. We can bury our heads in the sand, but Lynn is still dead. We can go on with our lives after graduating this god forsaken school, but Lynn will still be dead. All we owe her is to remember her. Pretending that her death didn’t happen by not covering it in the paper is almost the same as pretending that she never existed at all. 



DAN

When you’re right Whitefish, you’re right. Write your column on anything you want for all I care. Do what you got to do, but leave me out of it.



JAKE 

That’s the most inspirational speech I heard since “Win one for the Gipper” in Knute Rockne: All American.



CUT TO:



INT. PRINCIPAL MILLER’S OFFICE



Principal Miller is sitting at his desk. Miller picks up the latest edition of Argus from his desk. Miller looks through the entire issue and folds the paper over to where the Coney Island Whitefish Boy appears in the paper. Miller focuses his entire attention into reading Jake’s column. 



JAKE (VO)

I’m going to tell you about something that the administration doesn’t want you to find out within the pages of this paper. As many of you all know, Lynn Rogers, a student at Glenwood was murdered last week at her job at the Junction Cafe. The school’s administration didn’t want that fact printed in Argus, not because they didn’t want us to dredge up a tragic event in a high school paper, but because of a more selfish reason. The school’s administration, namely our beloved Principal Miller....



Miller is sweating profusely as he is clutching the paper with both of his hands.



JAKE (VO)

(continuing)

...didn’t want us to report about Lynn’s death because they want to uphold the image that Glenwood High School is a safe school for parents to send their kids to. What the tragic events at Junction Cafe have to do with the school is beyond me, they are blocks apart from each other. The school is obviously more interested in its reputation than it is for the lost life of one of its students. Lynn touched my life as she did countless others within the confines of Glenwood. Lynn Rogers was murdered once, I would not let her be murdered again by following the administration’s order to ignore her death. By ignoring the order, I will most certainly lose the right to write this column. If this is the punishment for doing what was right, so be it. I only regret that I have but one column to lose for my fallen friend.



Principal Miller throws the issue of Argus down on his desk. Boiling mad, Miller starts to shake in deep anger.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

(screaming)

Jake! Jake! Jake!    



CUT TO:



EXT. JUSTIC FAMILY HOUSE



The JUSTIC FAMILY HOUSE is a typical house for a middle-income family. Jake is sitting on the front steps as Dan and Gary walk slowly to greet him.



JAKE

What’s up, guys?



Dan and Gary are glum.



JAKE

(continued)

Whitefish got your tongue?



GARY

We’ve got some bad news for you.



DAN

Yeah, you’ve been dumped....



JAKE

(interrupting)

Let me guess, from the staff of Argus.



GARY

How’d you guess?



JAKE

My horrorscope said so. It also said that I should avoid eating Indian food.



DAN

You look rather calm about it.



JAKE

It’s always calm before the storm.



GARY

Are you sure about that? You’re in a real bind with only a month left of school. You have a class that you’re failing, a girl you can’t have, a teacher who is out to get you, and a fight with the principal you can’t possibly win.



JAKE

Sounds good to me.



DAN

What are you talking about? The odds are totally against you. Have you gone mad?



JAKE

The odds are in my favor. 



DAN

No, they’re not.



JAKE

Guys, you forget what it’s all about. All you have to do is believe in yourself. If you do that, there is nothing you can’t accomplish. If you want something so bad, it isn’t a dream... The odds are in my favor because for the first time in four years, I believe in myself... When that homeroom bell strikes for the last time on the final day of school, I’ll be getting my diploma and my prize.



GARY

What prize?



JAKE

The prize that signifies what this struggle has been all about. It’s about a person winning a four year losing battle. I’m not going to get mad, I’m just going to get even.



CUT TO: 

 

EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL --DAY



Jake is standing at the bus shelter for the ride home. A number of other STUDENTS are waiting with him. Karen, trying to get a word with Jake walks over to him.



KAREN

Hey Jake, how are you?



Jake appears unenthusiastic.



JAKE

Fine. 



Jake starts staring at the sidewalk. 



KAREN

That column you wrote about Lynn was fantastic. It was noble of you to give up your column in order to do what’s right. I really admire you for that.



JAKE

Thanks.



Jake again starts looking at the sidewalk and then looks to see if the bus is coming. 



KAREN

(after a couple of moments, flustered)

Are you studying hard for O’Brien’s final?



JAKE

Yeah.



KAREN

Are you going to the prom?



JAKE

Yeah.



KAREN

So am I.



JAKE

That’s nice. 



Jake starts looking around to see if the bus is coming.



KAREN

Well Jake, it was nice trying to have a conversation with you.



JAKE

The pleasure was all yours.



KAREN

Well then. See you in Latin.



Karen walks away from the bus shelter for parts unknown. Jake showcases a devious smile. Karen is beyond hearing distance from Jake.



JAKE

It was nice talking to you.



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY



Jake and Dan are walking down the first floor hallway before classes begin. A few STUDENTS and FACULTY MEMBERS are also walking the halls either behind them or on the other side of the hall. While they continue walking, Dan starts a conversation with Jake.



DAN

Pike, did you plan out your plot to get even with everything that is wrong at Glenwood High?



Jake and Dan continue walking.



JAKE

I sure have. When I finally get paroled from Glenwood, I’m going to end my sentence with a bang.



DAN

How are you going to achieve that?



JAKE

I’m certainly not going to give away the ending of my plan before it begins. Let’s just say that part one of the plan is to reclaim my position with Argus. The second part is to get even with Ms. Breyer. The third part is to pass Latin and the fourth part is to resolve my relationship with Karen... Then if I have any time left before graduation, I’m going to try to find out why they put expiration dates on sour cream.



DAN

Pardon the pun, Mackerel, but there is one part of your plan that sounds fishy. I thought Principal Miller banned you from the paper. How are you going to reclaim your column?



Dan and Jake are still walking. As they are about to pass the door to the Principal’s office, Jake stops and stands right in front of it. Dan does the same. The door is closed and reads PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE on it. The students and faculty members are continuing to walk the halls and all of them are passing Jake and Dan.



JAKE�(pointing at the door)

The prize is behind curtain number one.



DAN

What’s in that office that’s going to get your job back?



Jake walks away from the door and starts walking down the hallway again. Dan quickly does the same.



JAKE

There is nothing in that office that will get my job back, but there is a lot of information in that office that will get our beloved Principal fired and a one way ticket to the big house.



DAN

Fluke, how are you going to get that information?



JAKE

We’re going to go in that office and steal it



Dan stops walking and Jake follows suit.



DAN

What’s this we business?



JAKE

Remember those nude photos I took of you at Gary’s party last summer?



DAN

OK, OK. I’ll help you because I know you’ll use them



Jake turns and looks straight at the CAMERA.



JAKE

It’s good to be the Whitefish.



CUT TO: 



INT. PRINCIPAL’S SECRETARY’S OFFICE



Jake and Dan enter the PRINCIPAL’S SECRETARY’S OFFICE which is directly connected to the principal’s office. After entering the office, Dan closes the door behind him. Jake and Dan are both wearing the same disguise. Both of them are wearing hard hats, fake mustaches, novelty teeth, and work uniforms. Jake and Dan are also carrying tool bags. Jake and Dan approach the principal’s secretary who is sitting at the desk. The nameplate on the desk reads MILDRED. Mildred is a woman in her late 70’s who actually looks older for her age. Mildred wears thick glasses since she is blind as a bat and she also sports a hearing aid. Mildred is sitting at the desk looking straight at Jake and Dan.



MILDRED

May I help you gentlemen?



Jake and Dan both stare each other with amazement. Jake then moves a step closer to Mildred’s desk and looks straight at her.



JAKE

Yes, we’re the electricians that the school called to fix the problem in the Principal’s office.



MILDRED

I don’t recall there being an electrical problem in the Principal’s office. Are you sure that this office has the problem?



JAKE

We got a call from the general office that there was an electrical problem in this office. There seems to be a number of wires tied in Boy Scout knots that are affecting the AC\BC....



DAN

(interrupting)

AC\DC.



JAKE

Thanks, the AC\DC in the office. My partner, Al Gore and I have to untie the knotted wires. We’re going to fix the problem with wrenches, screwdrivers, hammers, and the jaws of life. We have to correct the problem or the office could blow.



MILDRED

(shocked)

It could blow?  



JAKE

Just like a piece of bubble gum.



MILDRED

Well then, fix the problem right away. Principal Miller won’t be back until tomorrow, can you fix it by then?



Jake turns to his right and starts walking to the Principal’s office. 



JAKE

Of course we can, we’re professionals.



Jake walks right into the door and holds his nose in pain.



MILDRED

By the way, who in the general office called you guys?



Jake opens the door to the Principal’s office, but turns to Mildred to answer the question. 



JAKE

Gina.



MILDRED

Who’s Gina? There is no Gina that works in the general office or the school for that matter.



JAKE

Must have been a prank phone call.



Jake and Dan quickly walk through the door into the Principal’s office and quickly SHUT it. 



MILDRED

(nodding her head in agreement, to herself)

He’s probably right.



CUT TO:



INT. PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE



Jake and Dan are crouching down on the floor, looking through Principal Miller’s file cabinet. The lights are off in the office. The door of the Principal’s office is shut. Jake and Dan are pilfering through the bottom drawer labeled BUDGET. Jake is doing the actual looking through the files while Dan patiently awaits the discovery of those important files. After looking through one of the files in the drawer, Jake picks the file up and holds it up.



JAKE

Bingo, I found it.



DAN

What did you find?



JAKE

The colonel’s secret recipe.



DAN

Really?



JAKE

No ass wipe, I found the file that shows that Principal Miller has been stealing money from every department in this school. 

(looking through the file)

He makes Ivan Boesky look like a street mugger.



DAN

Now that we found it, don’t you think we should leave? Leaving now will greatly reduce our chances of getting caught.



JAKE

You’re right, let’s go.



Jake quickly stashes the file into his tool bag. Jake and Dan quickly get up from the floor. Jake and Dan both grab their tool bags and are about to leave. The door to the principal’s office suddenly opens and Principal Miller walks right through it. Principal Miller quickly spots Jake and Dan.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Did you fix the problem?



Jake and Dan both shake their head in agreement.



JAKE

(in a manly voice)

We sure did. It was a tough job, but we took care of it.  



PRINCIPAL MILLER

When will the power be back on? 



JAKE

By the time the next issue hits the stands.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

When?



JAKE

I said Thursday.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Great, thanks guys.



Jake and Dan start heading to the door. Dan goes through the door first. Jake is about to go through the door.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Just one last question.



Jake turns around to listen to Principal Miller’s question. 



PRINCIPAL MILLER

(continuing)

Who called your office to report the   electrical problem?



JAKE

Ernest Borgnine.



Jake quickly turns around and runs through the office door, quickly followed by Dan.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Ernest Borgnine?.... Oh, no! 



Principal Miller runs out the door.



CUT TO: 



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY



Jake and Dan are walking down the crowded hallway as Principal Miller starts running.



PRINCIPAL MILLER

Stop! Thieves!



Jake and Dan turn around.



JAKE

Dan, let’s run for it... I don’t look good in prison blues.



DAN

Sounds good to me....



Jake and Dan start running down the crowded hallway, dodging the STUDENTS who are walking. Principal Miller continues in hot pursuit. As Principal Miller passes an office door, a MALE FOOT steps out to trip him. Miller TRIPS over the foot and FALLS flat on his face.



Jake and Dan turn around as a crowd of students hover over Principal Miller. The male foot is revealed as Mr. O’Brien walks out of the office. Jake bows to Mr. O’Brien in acknowledgment.



CUT TO:

 

INT. ARGUS OFFICE



Jake is sitting at the head of the dinner table with the file that he stole. Also seated at the table is Dan and Adrian. Dan and Adrian are both seated on each side of Jake. 



JAKE

Principal Miller’s embezzling was the reason for Argus’ budget problems as well as the budget problems for nearly every academic department in the school... It seems he was diverting money from the school’s general fund into his own private slush fund. When I secretly mail this file in my hands to the authorities, Principal Miller will be up the proverbial creek without a paddle and the Coney Island Whitefish Boy will return to the pages of Argus since Miller will no longer be Principal. 



DAN

Just one question, Rainbow Trout. Why are you mailing the file instead of just publishing its contents within the pages of our paper? We could really use that exclusive story.



JAKE

Dan, are you as dumb as you look? I stole this file from Principal Miller’s office. Did you ever hear of something called Watergate? Stealing files from an office is not considered a good deed, no matter what the Nixon White House thought. You remember my priority? I want to graduate and go to college, I don’t want to graduate and go to prison. However, I do have an exclusive story for you in the very near future.



ADRIAN

I have another question that’s off the topic.



JAKE

Shoot, big ones.



ADRIAN

What’s with you and Karen Roth?



JAKE

Karen who?



ADRIAN

Don’t act dumb with me. She told me that you’re giving her the old silent treatment. She also said that there is a grave misunderstanding between the two of you.



JAKE

The only misunderstanding between the two of us is that we have conflicting expectations. Karen is the girl of my dreams. Unfortunately, the man of  Karen’s dreams is Prince Charming and I’m no Prince Charming.



DAN

Or Prince Charles.



JAKE

I’m not Brad Pitt or the centerfold in Beefcake monthly. I’m just a warm, honest, caring guy looking for someone to love. Unfortunately in the Glenwood High dating game, substance takes a back seat to style. Good guys finish last, so my only question is why don’t I finish first?



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL --DAY



A herd of REPORTERS and TELEVISION CREWS with CAMERAS have taken over the front steps of Glenwood High School. Among the crowd of reporters is Jake and Dan. Exiting from the front door of the school is Principal Miller being led away in handcuffs by TWO POLICE OFFICERS on each side of him. In the back of the principal are THREE PLAIN CLOTHES DETECTIVES. Principal Miller and the police caravan behind him are being delayed by the large mass of reporters. A FEMALE REPORTER holding a microphone breaks away from the crowd and approaches the fallen principal.



FEMALE REPORTER

Who released the information about your embezzling?



PRINCIPAL MILLER

No comment. 



FEMALE REPORTER 

Why did you embezzle school funds?



The police officers escorting Principal Miller start pushing their way through the crowd of reporters. Principal Miller starts surveying the large flock of reporters. After a couple of moments, Principal Miller notices Jake and stares right at him. Jake stares right back at him. After a couple of moments staring at each other, Jake finally nods in agreement at Principal Miller. After seeing Jake nod at him, Principal Miller is being led down the steps of the school by the Police.



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY



A class period has ended and the hallway is cluttered with students trying to desperately make their next class on time. Among the crowd of students scrambling the hallways is Jake walking non-chalantly. Walking in the opposite direction is Mr. O’Brien on the way to teach another class of the virtues of Latin. Mr. O’Brien spots Jake walking in the opposite direction. O’Brien walks over to Jake and stops right in front of him. Trying to avoid a collision with his teacher, Jake also stops. 



MR. O’BRIEN

Jake, it was nice to see you get your column back.



JAKE

Thanks. It was brought back by unpopular demand.



MR. O’BRIEN

The final for my class is only three weeks away, are you going to be ready for it?



JAKE

I don’t know, my ballet practice may get in the way of my studying for your final examination.



MR. O’BRIEN

You hate me Jake, don’t you?



JAKE

Mr. O’Brien, hate is a very strong word. I don’t hate you, I just despise your very existence.



MR. O’BRIEN

You’re certainly honest.



JAKE

It’s one of my better traits just like my ability to fetch sticks thrown in the field by my owner.



MR. O’BRIEN

Before all is said and done with this semester, I just want to tell you one thing. I’m not out to get you--



JAKE

(interrupting)

You could have fooled me.



MR. O’BRIEN

All I tried to do was enlighten you. I never tried to harass you, all I wanted to do was teach you. If all I did was introduce you to a new facet of education, then I have succeeded... When I read your column in the school paper and I do read your column, I notice that you have the talent to be anything you want to be... Your battle to report the death of your friend is something you should be very proud of Jake. You have a gift that many people will never have. When are you going to quit hiding behind your failure at Glenwood and start achieving the academic success you’re capable of?



JAKE

Mr. O’Brien, I just never knew you cared.



MR. O’BRIEN

I never knew you had the talent. All I want from you, Jake, is for you to do your best on my Latin final. Understood?



JAKE

Yes, I understand.  I’ll just try my very least.



CUT TO:  



INT. JOURNALISM CLASS ROOM�

Class has yet to begin as a number of students are still shuffling in before the bell rings. Jake is seated as is Gary awaiting another delightful session of Ms. Breyer. Ms. Breyer is seated by her desk, going over her notes and class plan. Entering the front entrance of the class is Hunter. Hunter spots Jake sitting down and walks over to talk to him.



JAKE

What do you want Pillsbury Rich Boy?



HUNTER

Whitefish, you slick dog. I was told that you were an integral part of Principal Miller’s arrest. I also heard from my sources that it was you who stole the Principal’s files and sent it to the authorities. 



JAKE

You heard wrong.



HUNTER 

My sources are never wrong.



JAKE

I guess that your sources are diametrically opposite from you.



HUNTER

I know you did it.



JAKE

Some pompous, snobbish jerk once told me this: cop didn’t see it, I didn’t do it.



HUNTER

I just want to know who’s next on your hit list? Let me guess, Karen Roth for having the senses to reject you.



JAKE

Actually it’s you and your insignificant other.



The last comment by Jake catches Ms. Breyer’s attention. Ms. Breyer looks up from her work and looks straight at Jake and Hunter.



HUNTER

Catch us if you can.



The class buzzer BUZZES to start the class. A number of students walk in after the buzzer rings to their seats. Hunter moves away from Jake to get to his seat. Jake just has one last parting shot.



JAKE

(louder)

I just hope you and your girlfriend don’t mind being featured on Tabloid TV.



Hunter and Ms. Breyer simultaneously stare at Jake. 



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY/ BOOK SUPPLY CLOSET



Jake and Gary are camped out, hiding in a STAIRWAY diagonally from a BOOK SUPPLY CLOSET. Jake is holding a still CAMERA. 



GARY

What’s the camera for?



JAKE 

In case we see some UFOs, bird brain.



Hunter is unaware that he is being watched. Hunter runs from the right side of the hall and stops right in front of the closet door. Hunter opens the door and slams it SHUT.



GARY

He seems to be in a hurry.



JAKE

I think his trust fund is about to expire.



Ms. Breyer, also unaware that she is being spied on walks from the left side of the hall to her rendezvous point at the closet. Ms. Breyer quickly opens the closet door and enters it. Ms. Breyer quickly SHUTS the door.



JAKE

Well, if it wasn’t the queen of denial.

(after a moment)

Let’s go Gary, we’ve got some dirty pictures to take. 



Jake and Gary quickly leave their position at the stairway to take a position at the book supply closet. They quickly run up to the closet, acting as if they are part of a SWAT team. Jake covers the left side of the closet door while Gary covers the right side. Both Jake and Gary have their backs to the wall as if they are about to storm the closet. After a couple of moments, EROTIC SOUNDS are heard through the closet and on the outside. Jake and Gary hear the sounds and look at each other in disgust.



JAKE

Let’s do it. Open on three



GARY

I’m ready.



JAKE

One---Two---Three!



Gary quickly opens the Book Supply Closet door wide open. Jake quickly storms the closet and pulls his camera out. Hunter who is shirtless and Ms. Breyer who is blouseless are both caught by surprise.



JAKE

Say Monica Lewinsky!



Jake starts shooting away as Hunter and Ms. Breyer are in shock. Jake is taking quite a few frames of film with the camera’s flash flashing. After a moment, Hunter and Ms. Breyer regain their senses.



MS. BREYER

Hunter, get his film!



HUNTER

Whitefish, I’m going to kill you.



Hunter starts running after Jake. Jake starts running out of the closet and into the hallway. Gary is standing in the hallway and stares at Jake running. Hunter quickly follows in his pursuit of Jake.



JAKE

Hunter, you shouldn’t be making any death threats against me. You’ve fulfilled your quota of criminal activity for the day.



Jake continues running down the hall. Hunter follows him, but he’s fading fast.



CUT TO:



INT. CAFETERIA�

Dan is by one of the stairways in the cafeteria. Dan is holding a bundle of newspapers, which is the brand new edition of Argus. Dan slowly places the bundle he’s holding into a metal bin used for holding issues of Argus. After placing the bundle in the bin, Dan takes a copy of the paper and walks away. The headline of the new edition reads GLENWOOD TEACHER’S SEX SCANDAL ROCKS SCHOOL.



CUT TO: 



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM



Latin class has yet to start as most of the class is slowly sifting through the classroom doors and walking to their seats. Jake and Karen are both seated in their normal seats. Jake is staring straight at the blackboard, hoping to avoid talking to Karen before class begins. 



KAREN

Jake--



Jake turns his head to look at Karen.



KAREN

Mr. O’Brien’s final is less than two weeks away and I’m sure it’s going to be a killer.



JAKE

It will certainly be a bigger killer than the bubonic plague and more deadly than watching those Ernest movies back-to-back. 



KAREN

Since the test is going to be a tough one, I was wondering if you want to come over my house again.



JAKE

I’m sorry, I can’t. I’m trying to cut down.



KAREN

You’re trying to cut down on studying Latin?



JAKE

No, I’m trying to cut down on coming over. Anyway, I want to go solo for this final since the last time I studied with you, I failed.



KAREN

Jake, I don’t want to beat around the bush.



JAKE

(smiling)

Why not? I always like beating around the bush.



KAREN

I’m not in the mood for your off-color jokes. All I want to know is why you’re avoiding me? I thought we were friends.



JAKE

Avoiding who?



KAREN

Me.



JAKE

When?



KAREN

The last couple of weeks.



JAKE

Why?



KAREN 

You tell me.



JAKE

I haven’t been avoiding you at all. I’ve just been very busy lately because I’ve had to cover Principal Miller’s arrest and Ms. Breyer’s sex scandal for the paper. I also have my hands full with a part-time job.



KAREN

You got a part-time job? Where are you working?



JAKE

I was elected Governor of North Dakota over the weekend. It may be a small state, but it’s got a lot of cattle. It’s a place where the men are men and the cattle are scared.



CUT TO: 



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL LIBRARY��The LIBRARY at Glenwood is fairly impressive for a public high school. The library is nearly empty of students. Jake is sitting alone by a desk studying for finals. Jake dripping with sweat, nervously turns the pages of his Latin textbook.



CUT TO:



INT. CITY BUS



The bus is half-full of PEOPLE on their commute to work in the early morning. Jake is sitting alone in one of the bus’ seats clutching his Latin book with his left hand. With his right hand, Jake appears to be clutching a cup of coffee. Jake shows his agility by gulping down some coffee and turning a page in his textbook at the same time.



CUT TO:



INT. JUSTIC FAMILY BATHROOM�

Jake is sitting on the TOILET in the JUSTIC FAMILY BATHROOM. The long shirt that Jake is wearing is fortunately covering his private parts. Once again, Jake is clutching his Latin textbook. While holding the textbook with his left hand, Jake grabs the sheet of toilet paper off the wall with his right hand. 



CUT TO:



INT. LATIN CLASSROOM�

The Latin final has begun as Mr. O’Brien is in the middle of handing out the exam papers on the left side of the room. Jake and the rest of the students on the right side of the class room have already received their exam papers which they have all placed face down on their desks. Mr. O’Brien is almost finished handing out all of the exam papers and is ready to start the clock for the exam. 



KAREN

Jake, good luck.



Jake turns around and stares right at Karen.



JAKE

Good luck? As if luck will have anything to do with me acing this exam. It’s destiny that I will kick ass on this final. 



KAREN

Great--



JAKE

(after a moment)

Karen?



KAREN

What?



JAKE

Good luck.



KAREN

(puzzled)

Thanks, I think.





Mr. O’Brien hands out all of the exam papers and heads to his desk at the front of the class. Mr. O’Brien goes to his desk and drops the extra exam papers on it.



MR. O’BRIEN

You may begin, good luck to all of you.



The entire class turns over their exam papers in unison, which creates a sound of RUFFLING PAPERS.



Jake is reading over the exam paper with his pen in hand. Unlike his approach and feelings during the Latin mid-term, Jake looks more confident this time for the final. Jake isn’t constantly sweating and looks as steady as a rock. While Jake is still reading the rather lengthy exam paper, Jake cracks a smile. Once again, Jake looks straight at the CAMERA.



JAKE

It’s good to be the Whitefish.



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL --DAY



It’s a bright sunny day outside the confines of Glenwood High School. Gary and Dan are slowly walking from the front entrance of the school building for parts unknown. Quickly running down the front stairs is Jake. Jake upon running down the stairs, makes a quick stroll to walk directly behind Gary and Dan. Gary and Dan are still slowly walking with Jake walking right behind them.



JAKE

(cheerful)

What’s up guys?



Dan and Gary turn around and look at Jake. 



DAN

If it isn’t Filet of Sole?



GARY

Whitefish, how’d the Latin final go?



JAKE

I came, I saw, I kicked major ass. Julius Caesar would have been proud.



DAN

How many finals do you have left, Sardine?



JAKE

Journalism is my final final, a very touching ending to a mediocre high school career.



GARY

Talking about mediocre, are you guys still planning on going to the prom?



DAN

Yep.



JAKE

Of course.



DAN

Going with anybody or are you going solo, Goldfish?



JAKE

I don’t think it’s the right time to ask Karen out to the prom since I’ve blown her off the last couple of weeks. Anyway, a girl like that probably already has an escort to the prom.



GARY

Why don’t you ask someone else out? Aren’t there other Whitefish in the sea?



JAKE

Going out with somebody to the prom just for the sake of going with somebody just isn’t the Whitefish way. I think going stag is the best option and it’s certainly something that no one else has the guts to do since they care what other people think of them. I don’t exactly care about what people think of me



DAN

You’re going to stick out like a sore thumb.



JAKE

Hey, I’ve got to be me. That’s what it’s always been about, me being me.



CUT TO:



INT. JOURNALISM CLASSROOM



A familiar face in the classroom is missing, as a FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER is handing the rest of the exam papers on the left side of the room where disgraced Hunter is still sitting. The students sitting on Jake and Gary’s side of the room have already received their exam papers which is in the typical face down position. 



JAKE

It’s been a couple of weeks now since the sex scandal was exposed, so where is Ms. Breyer?



GARY

The school administration is trying to keep it under wraps, but I heard she committed herself to a sanitarium.



JAKE

You don’t say? I thought the only place your former lover would commit herself to is her students’ beds.



GARY

Could you stop calling her my former lover? I’m trying to forget that part of my life.



JAKE

I know you’re still hurting from the breakup, but look at the bright side. You weren’t caught with her in the closet on the front page of the school paper.



The female substitute teacher is handing out all the exam papers and walks to her desk. Upon reaching the desk, the substitute drops the extra exam papers on the desk.



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

Class, you may begin.



PAPERS SHUFFLE as the entire class has turned over their exam papers to begin work on the final examination.



Hunter’s mouth is closed but it appears that there is something stuck in it. Hunter looks around the class for anyone one looking his away. After a couple of moments of searching the class, Hunter determines the coast is clear. Hunter takes out a piece of notepaper from his mouth. Hunter, upon taking the paper from his mouth places it on his desk which is fully viewed by the substitute teacher.



The substitute teacher races down the aisle of the row where Hunter is sitting. The students in the class take time from their exam to stare at the substitute teacher as she approaches Hunter’s desk. The substitute teacher approaches Hunter as Hunter nervously looks at her with his guilty face. 



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

What’s that note on your desk?



HUNTER

What note?



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

(pointing at the paper on the desk?

That note.



HUNTER

(grabbing the paper and crumpling it)

Oh, this note.

(placing the crumpled paper on the desk)

It’s just a grocery list. 



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

(picking up the crumpled paper 

from the desk)

Let me see!

(looking at the piece of paper)

A cheater in our midst. You know what they do with cheaters in this school?



HUNTER

What?



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

They get suspended and a big note of it on their permanent record. It seems that your college career has ended before it has begun.



The entire class has forgotten about the exam as all eyes are glued on the proceedings between Hunter and the substitute teacher.



HUNTER

I come from a very wealthy family with extremely deep pockets. How much money is it going to take to forget this silly little matter?



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

I get about eighty bucks a day to be a substitute. Eighty lousy bucks.



HUNTER 

Now, you’re talking.



FEMALE SUBSTITUTE TEACHER

But I’d rather sell my body than sell my integrity to you and your deep pockets. You’re going to have to come with me to the principal’s office.



HUNTER

(crying)

No!



GARY

Whitefish, you’re right again.



Hunter’s SCREAMS are still heard in the background. 



JAKE

I told Hunter he was going to get caught. There will be no Harvard for him. I guess he’s the one headed for a job flipping burgers.



CUT TO:



INT. PROM BALLROOM



The PROM BALLROOM is in a very fashionable and posh city hotel. The ballroom is filled with hundreds of Glenwood STUDENTS dressed in their formal attire. The ballroom also features dozens of tables for the sit-down dinner and a very large dance floor with a DJ on the side of it. 



Making a grand entrance through the ballroom’s front door is Dan and his FEMALE ESCORT followed by Gary and Adrian. After a couple of moments, Jake finally enters the ballroom. Jake stops and looks at the entire room filled with students. Suddenly, all of the students in the ballroom get up from their seats and give Jake a standing ovation. After a couple of moments of APPLAUSE, the entire audience of students stop clapping but remain standing.



JAKE

Thank you ladies and gentleman for the wonderful ovation. I would like to thank the Academy and my agent for getting me this role. This must mean that you like me, you really like me.



The entire audience of students finally sit down after hearing Jake’s short speech. Dan walks over to talk to Jake.



DAN

Whitefish, that was some kind of response you got there. It seems that they’ve come to love you because of your stance after Lynn’s death.



JAKE

My question is where were they four years ago when I really needed them?



DAN

Ice fishing.



Out of the crowd of students in the ballroom, Karen bursts out of nowhere. Karen is decked out in a stunning gown. Karen walks to meet Jake who is still standing with Dan. The rest of Jake’s entourage has already found the way to their seats. Karen approaches Jake and Dan.



KAREN

If it isn’t Whitefish?



Dan, the gentleman that he hopes to be steps away from Jake and Karen.



JAKE

Karen, you look stunning.



KAREN

Thanks, you look great yourself. 



JAKE

It must be the wonder bra I’m wearing.



KAREN

(smiling)

I’ll let that one pass because I was wondering if we can have a private conversation?



JAKE

Sure. Should we move to a private place?



KAREN

That would be great.



JAKE

How about the bathroom?



CUT TO:



EXT. HOTEL OF THE PROM --NIGHT



Jake and Karen are standing right outside the front entrance of the HOTEL.



JAKE

Isn’t your date going to wonder where you went?



KAREN

I don’t have one.



JAKE

Why is that? A girl like you should have a line of guys waiting at your door to be your date.



KAREN

I know, but there is only guy I really wanted to go out with--



JAKE

(interrupting)

So what happened to this guy?



KAREN 

He went alone.



JAKE

So who’s the lucky guy if I may ask?



KAREN 

You may know him. He’s called Whitefish.



JAKE

(smiling)

I don’t understand. What about--



KAREN

The letter? Writing that letter after I got your gift  was a big mistake. I never meant to hurt you, but I certainly can’t fall in love with someone I don’t know who comes out of nowhere with a birthday gift in hand.



JAKE

The reason that I gave you the gift without telling how much I felt about you is because I have zero confidence when it comes to girls that I’m fond of. I can tell people off, I can fight a losing battle, and I can do almost everything that I want to. But I can’t tell a member of the opposite sex how I feel about her.



KAREN

I know. The Whitefish in the pages of Argus acts a lot different than Whitefish, the person. You handled Lynn’s death, Ms. Breyer and Hunter’s affair, and Mr. O’Brien a lot better than you handled me.

 

JAKE

It’s a lot easier to fight someone than it is to tell them that you care.



KAREN

You’re certainly right. 



JAKE

So what about us?



KAREN

Shut up and kiss me, you fool.



Karen kisses Jake passionately on the lips. The kiss lasts for a few moments.



CUT TO:



INT. PROM BALLROOM



The prom has ended and the entire ballroom is desolate except for Jake and Karen who are slow dancing on the dance floor. The ballroom is filled with debris on the floor and tables left by rowdy students. Jake and Karen are dancing without any music as the DJ has departed for the evening. 



CUT TO:



 INT. HOMEROOM



The homeroom teacher is distributing the final report cards for the semester. A MALE STUDENT walks up to the front desk  and picks up his report card from the homeroom teacher. Upon picking it up, the student looks at his report card and returns to his seat.



FEMALE HOMEROOM TEACHER

Jake Justic.



Jake gets up from the seat he is sitting which is in the back of the class next to Karen. Jake walks up to the front desk. Upon reaching the front desk, Jake quickly grabs his report card from the homeroom teacher’s hand. Jake slowly walks back to his seat as he is reading his report card.



JAKE (VO)

Final report card grades at Glenwood High School are like a box of chocolate, you never know what you’re going to get.



Jake manages to sit down in his seat, but he still stares at his report card. 



JAKE (VO)

(continuing)

There was only one question remaining about this semester’s report card and that was if I failed Latin. You’ll be glad to know that my failing grade turned into an eighty on the final report card. It just goes to show you what hard work, perseverance, and a good underarm deodorant can do. I knew I passed because I couldn’t fail for two reasons. First off because four years of high school is enough, even enough for the students in Beverly Hills 90210. Secondly, I wanted to do well because I felt I had something to prove, that I can do almost anything if I put my mind to it.



CUT TO:



INT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAYS



Jake and Mr. O’Brien are facing each other and having a conversation in the empty hallways. Jake and Mr. O’Brien are both smiling.



JAKE (VO)

(continuing)

Mr. O’Brien was very pleased with my ninety five on his final examination. Despite his insane approach to Latin, Mr. O’Brien is a decent teacher and a very nice guy. He’s OK in my book.



Jake and Mr. O’Brien shake hands. 



CUT TO:



EXT. GLENWOOD HIGH SCHOOL --DAY



Jake and Karen are walking down the street as they are leaving the confines of Glenwood for the final time. Jake and Karen are holding hands while walking down to the bus stop. Jake and Karen approach the Old Man who is standing there all alone. Jake and Karen stop walking.



OLD MAN

Wasn’t I right, Whitefish?



JAKE

You certainly were, Spartacus.



OLD MAN

Good luck to the two of you because---



JAKE

(interrupting)

It will be a bumpy road ahead. I know, I know.



OLD MAN

Have a nice life.



JAKE

You too.



The Old Man walks away from Karen and Jake as he crosses the street. 



KAREN

Who was that?



JAKE

Another one of my crazed groupies.



Jake and Karen start to walk away.



JAKE (VO)

As for graduation, I pulled a no-show. At graduation, you sit in a cheap polyester gown for three hours and you don’t even receive your diploma. I made my own mark at Glenwood High and I didn’t need a silly ceremony to validate it. I hated high school until it was too late to enjoy the place and I regret that. This final semester at Glenwood taught me a lot of lessons that I will never forget. Learning is not confined to the walls of a classroom. No struggle is too foolish to fight. If you really want something, it is not a dream and never send a girl a box of perfume before you tell her that you like her because she may think you are a couple of sandwiches short of a picnic. But most of all, I learned that success in high school is not measured by the size of your GPA, it’s measured by the friends you make and the lessons of life you learn. As for Karen and me, the future seems bright. I finally found someone who is caring, sensitive, smart and above all, a girl who can put up with my crap. Before I depart for parts unknown, I would like to leave you with this final thought: it’s good to be the Whitefish.



FADE OUT:



THE END 
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