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FADE IN ON:

EXT./INT. IRISH PUB - AFTERNOON 1

A quaint pub in Boston. Wooden floors, local sports
memorabilia, stale beer.

Our HERO, NICK BRODOR (30s), a devilish, fast-talking ne’er-
do-well, faces off against a SERIES of bar PATRONS at TABLE
TOP SHUFFLEBOARD.

In a set of JUMP CUTS, Nick dispatches them one by one:

NICK
This one is my famous knuckle puck-

He slides the puck and it dances across the table, landing
safely on the 10 spot. A BIKER at the opposite end of the
table throws his hands up in disbelief.

BIKER
What a crock!

NICK
Sorry Easy Rider. Pay up.

The biker grimaces, and hands over a few bills.
JUMP TO:
NEXT: Nick faces off against a cute BABE...

NICK (CONT'D)
I'm about to hitya where the good
lord splitya, beautiful!

He slings a shot across the table, splitting two pucks off
the table into the gutter, while landing his puck sweetly in
the money spot. The cute babe stomps her foot and crosses
her arms.

BABE
(annoyed)
Harumph.
NICK

I hate to rob someone so pretty,
but my bank account is blind baby.

Nick puts out his palm, and the babe hands over some cash as
WEe. ..

JUMP TO:



NEXT: Nick takes on a BONEHEAD...

NICK (CONT'D)
I call this one the professor, cuz
Imma take you to school, Spicolil!

Nick slides his puck and defeats Bonehead.

BONEHEAD
So bogus.
NICK
Learn it. Know it. Live it.
(beat)

That’s twenty dollars.
Bonehead slaps a $20 bill into Nick’s hand. Off that we...
JUMP TO:
FINALLY: Nick squares off against a GEEZER...

NICK (CONT'D)
Shouldn’t you be back at the
retirement home, gramps?

GEEZER
You ought to respect your elders,
young man.

NICK
I do. I respect all the cash
you’'re about to lose to me.
(beat)
This one’s called the Grim Reaper!

Nick throws the puck - it curves like the blade of a sickle
clearing all the old-timer’s discs off the table.

NICK (CONT'D)
Goodnight and sleep tight, Pap Pap!

Nick extends his hand as the geezer produces his wallet-
GEEZER
(shakes head)
Show off.

He slaps a bill into Nick’s palm as we...

JUMP TO:



INT. IRISH PUB - END OF THE BAR - LATER 2
Nick counts his winnings at the bar counter.

NICK
Eighty, ninety, one hundred. Not a
bad day’s work.

The BAR OWNER, KEENAN (65), an old Irish crank, chimes in
from behind the counter.

KEENAN
You better order something, Nick,
or I'm not gonna let you hustle my
customers no more!

NICK
Keenan, c’'mon. You know I'm on a
fixed income.

Keenan shoots Nick an annoyed look-

NICK (CONT'D)
Alright, alright.

Nick signals to a FEMALE BARTENDER, TONYA (35), an exhausted
single mom-type, who'’s texting on her phone.

NICK (CONT'D)
Tonya, can you make me a Bloody
Mary please?

TONYA
Yeah, sure Nicky. Just a second.

She finishes a text, then sets down the phone in frustration.

TONYA (CONT'D)
Blegh.

NICK
Everything okay?

As she starts mixing Nick'’s drink...

TONYA
Yeah, it’s just my deadbeat ex-
husband--he won’t even spring to
buy his kid’s school books! I
gotta pick up three weekend shifts
just to make ends meet.

NICK
Damn, that’s cold.



TONYA
(shrugs)
No good men left in this world, you
know.

Tonya slides Nick his drink.

TONYA (CONT'D)
That’11l be $7.50.

NICK
Thanks.

He peels off some cash from his winnings, eyes the wad, then
softens-

NICK (CONT'D)
And here’s some extra for your son.

Nick hands over some additional bills.

TONYA
Oh Nicky, I can't.

NICK
Please. The children are the
future, right?

A CAR HORN BEEPS from outside:

NICK (CONT'D)
And speaking of future
investments...

Through the front window of the bar we see a HEARSE pull up
outside.

NICK (CONT'D)
I gotta go-

Nick rises to his feet, grabs his Bloody Mary and is out the
door-

CUT TO:

EXT. IRISH PUB - PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER 3

Nick gets into a HEARSE driven by RAYMOND RICHARDS (late
20s), Nick’s schlubby, lovable friend.

NICK
Where have you been? You’'re late.



RAYMOND
Sorry, gruesome bus crash downtown
last week: back-to-back funerals.
My job is so nuts right now!

They drive off and we...

WIPE TO:

INT. HEARSE (MOVING) - MOMENTS LATER 4
Nick sips his Bloody Mary as Ray drives.

NICK
If everything works out with this
night club like I predict it will,
Ray, maybe I’'1ll hire you to be my
full-time chauffeur. Like back
when I was on the Olympic hockey

team.
RAYMOND
I was actually on the team too.
NICK
Equipment manager doesn’t count.
(beat)

If I had just gone pro instead of
“representing my country” I’'d be
rich by now.

RAYMOND
Well you know what they say-
RAYMOND (CONT'D) NICK
Adapt or die. Passive income is the secret

to early retirement.
Raymond rolls his eyes and shakes his head.

RAYMOND (CONT'D)
You'’ve been saying that for years.
But there’s no such thing as easy
money. Remember what happened with
your discount umbrella business?

NICK
Not my fault, shitty manufacturer.

RAYMOND
And your condom key chain idea?



NICK
Market wasn’t ready for it. I was
ahead of my time with that one.

RAYMOND
And who can forget Drunkin’ Donuts?

NICK
(admits defeat)
Yeah. I'm still fighting the
copyright infringement on that.

Nick shakes it off and chomps into the celery stick from his
Bloody Mary...

NICK (CONT'D)
But, this is the one Ray, I know
it.

They drive down a street LINED with a TON of night clubs:

NICK (CONT'D)
The night club scene is booming in
Beantown. I'm getting in while the
gettin’ is good.

RAYMOND
I hope so.
(beat)
Where’d you find this contractor
again?

NICK
He did some work for my mom. He's
cheap. Uninsured. But thorough.

They arrive at a construction site where-

EXT./INT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY 5

CALVIN (40s), a big burly contractor (think Craig Robinson),
shows Nick and Ray the “progress” he’s made on Nick’s night
club — a modest space in South Boston.

CALVIN
Upgraded the electrical, installed
your HVAC, tore out your flooring -
termites - replaced and re-laid
with concrete.

NICK
It’'s gorgeous. We're really
getting there.



CALVIN
Yeah, all that’s left is drywall,
painting, lighting, windows,
countertops and tile work.

NICK
Perfect. What do I owe you?
CALVIN
Fifty thousand.
NICK
Dollars?!
CALVIN

No, pesos. Yes you idiot! US
dollars. There a problem?

NICK
No no, it’s just a little more than
we discussed.

CALVIN
Construction is expensive right
now. Supply chain issues.

NICK
Yeah, the problem is, I'm not 100%
liquid right now.

Calvin audibly cracks his neck - both sides.

NICK (CONT'D)

(covering)
But I’'1ll have the money on the
24th.
CALVIN

Fifty thousand: You better, or I
will liquefy your knee caps.

NICK
Haha.
(qulp)
Don’'t worry. I'm actually on my
way to collect on some outstanding
debts right now.

Ray flips on a light switch, it sparks and begins to billow
smoke:



CALVIN
There are still a few bugs that
need worked out with the
electrical. We'’ll get to it.

The smoke causes a FIRE ALARM to sound as we...

MATCH SOUND TO:

EXT. RACETRACK - STABLE AREA - LATER 6
The DINGING of the race bell blares at a horse track...

We find Nick in the backside speaking with a JOCKEY (late
20s)...

JOCKEY
I fed Broomstick five Imodium this
morning: he’s so backed up right
now he can barely trot, let alone
run.

REVEAL: BROOMSTICK, a beautiful CONSTIPATED HORSE in his
stable.

NICK
Thanks Jack, I really appreciate
this. As long as Broomstick loses,
I win.

JOCKEY
Just remember, when you get the
nightclub up, I'm VIP for life.

NICK
Dude, of course.

Off that we...

JUMP TO:

EXT. RACE TRACK - LATER 7

Nick takes his seat in the stands. As the horses line up on
the track, we hear a RACE CALLER (m/50s):

RACE CALLER (V.O0.)
Today's allowance race features six
of the best horses from the tri-
state area, including the favorite,
Broomstick Rising, a thoroughbred
jockeyed by Jack McGlendon.



9.

As Broomstick slowly trots to the starting line, a COLOR GUY
(m/40s) chimes in...

COLOR GUY (V.O.)
Broomstick is slow to the gate, but
I have a feeling he’s gonna
explode in this race.

RACE CALLER (V.O0.)
Riders are taking their mark, set,
and they’re off!

The OTHER HORSES take off as Broomstick moseys along leaving
a long trail of disgusting crap in his wake.

IN THE PRESS BOX: Our RACE CALLER and COLOR GUY, both behind
a mic, react to the action...

RACE CALLER
Maple Stirrup is off to a fast
start, Mane Attraction’s close
behind, and Broomstick-

COLOR GUY
Oh God, is he?

RACE CALLER
Yeah.
(disgust)
Ugh. Someone had a big lunch!

IN THE STANDS: Nick pumps his fist.

NICK
That’s what I'm talking about!

RACE CALLER (V.O.)

The pack is coming around the track
now for lap two. Broomstick in a
very distant last place.

ON THE TRACK: A HORSE slips on Broomstick’s watery dumps.

RACE CALLER (V.O0.)
Oh! The frontrunner loses his
footing and falls a few lengths
behind.

COLOR GUY (V.O.)

It’s slick out there! The horses
are slipping on... well, it looks
like Broomstick’s shit!
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Horse after horse slips and slides while Broomstick gains

ground.
IN THE STANDS: Nick is panicking!

NICK
No!

COLOR GUY (V.0.)
Broomstick is making up lost
ground!

RACE CALLER (V.O0.)
When you said he was gonna explode,
I never imagined this!

NICK
Slow down slow down slow down!

IN THE PRESS BOX:
RACE CALLER
He'’'s gaining! He'’s gaining!

Broomstick is behind by a nose!

COLOR GUY
Oh God the smell!

ON THE TRACK: A relieved Broomstick trots through to the

finish line.
RACE CALLER (V.O.)
And it’s Broomstick first across
the finish! What a victory!
IN THE STANDS: Nick slumps in disbelief...
NICK
(shakes his head)
Jesus-

He tosses his ticket in frustration, as we...

CUT TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - MORGUE - LATER

Raymond works on a CORPSE, laid out on a steel slab, while

Nick paces.
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NICK
It’s like I literally can’t win for
losing! I can’'t believe Broomstick
let me down like that.

RAYMOND
Really?

NICK
Yeah! It was a fool-proof plan.
Now I'm out 2K and I still owe
Calvin fifty grand!

RAYMOND
You can always pick up a shift here
at the funeral home. We need a
scrubber.

Nick picks up and eyes some of the jars of fluids on a nearby
counter top, shakes his head.

NICK
Yegh, no thanks.

Meanwhile, Raymond continues his work, brushing make-up onto
the face of the corpse -

RAYMOND
It’s not that bad. The really
nasty bodies are usually cremated.
The others just require a touch up.
(beat)
Oui-la! Good as new.

Nick leans over Ray’s shoulder.

NICK
Nice job Ray, you can’t even tell
he singed his face, except for the
smell.

RAYMOND
Yeah, I used some latex to rebuild
the forehead. It wasn’'t easy
getting the liver spots right.

Ray turns away, Nick pats down the corpse, turning out pants
pockets, fruitlessly looking for money.

RAYMOND (CONT'D)
Poor bastard, he had just booked a
trip to visit his girlfriend in
Florida. Death is so cruel!
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Ray hands Nick a BROCHURE featuring a tropical retirement
community, Nick quickly looks at it and puts it in his
pocket.

NICK
You should really consider a
different line of work. You're too
emotional to be a mortician.

RAYMOND
Most people appreciate my
compassion.

NICK
Most people are pushovers. Except
Calvin. That guy is not going to
be sympathetic to my situation.

RAYMOND
What are you going to do?

Nick deludes himself.

NICK
I'1ll figure something out. I'm an
entrepreneur and one of Boston’s
favorite ex-athletes. Drumming up
fifty thousand dollars will be a
piece of cake.

SMASH TO:

INT. STRIP CLUB - NEXT EVENING 9

Track in on a LARGE CAKE being wheeled through the dining
area of a male strip club - scantily clad DUDES dance on the
stage in the background, music blares - the cake arrives in
the middle of a BACHELORETTE PARTY.

The FEMALE ATTENDEES wear crowns, sashes and other party
accoutrement. They squeal and laugh, as the ORGANIZER/OWNER
(m/30s) announces:

ORGANIZER
We have one last surprise for the
bride-to-be: 2016 Junior Olympic
Champion, Nick Brodor!

Nick, in a speedo, jumps out of the cake and begins to
gyrate.

NICK
Eat your heart out ladies.
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The attendees are disappointed.

ATTENDEE
Um, gross.

NICK
Don’'t let my stick hit ya where the
good Lord split yal!

ATTENDEE 2
I thought hockey players were
supposed to be in shape?

ATTENDEE 3
Is it too late to go back to
Applebees? The waiter there was
hotter than this guy.

The ladies return to their drinks... Nick shoots a concerned
look at the organizer, who encourages him to dance:

ORGANIZER
Work it a little-

NICK
Right.
(gives some suggestive
thrusts)
This is what we call a hip-check!
Uh! Uh!

As Nick continues to “dance”, we go off on the disgusted
looks of our bachelorette party and...

JUMP TO:

10 INT. STRIP CLUB - BAR - LATER 10

Nick at the end of the night. He sits in the empty club,
fishes tips out of his speedo and slaps them onto the bar.
It’s just a few bills and nickels.

NICK
Dammit, twelve bucks?
(hangs head)
I'm so screwed.

The organizer enters.
ORGANIZER

I'm gonna need twenty dollars for
the speedo, by the way.
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14.
NICK
Really?
Organizer gives a “yeah really” look, and we go off on Nick
dejectedly forking over his earnings...
INT. IRISH PUB - NEXT AFTERNOON 11
It’'s a lively afternoon at the pub. Raymond approaches TWO

LADIES at the bar while Nick plays tabletop shuffleboard
alone in the background.

RAYMOND
Raymond Richards, at your service
m’lady.
He does an awkward bow... LADY 1 is amused:
LADY 1
Cute.

She raises her wrist, as if he’s her liege. Raymond takes
her hand.

RAYMOND
Can I buy you a drink?

LADY 2 slaps her friend’s hand down.

LADY 2
Ew, don’t touch him. He works at
the funeral home.

LADY 1
You're the undertaker? Yuck.

LADY 2
(confidentially)
I hear his cum tastes like
formaldehyde. C’mon.

They laugh, Raymond slumps, and the ladies leave.

Back with Nick, he forlornly slides a puck across the
shuffleboard table, takes a morose sip of his drink and then
is joined by Ray.

NICK
How'’d it go?

RAYMOND
No one wants to touch me let alone
sleep with me.
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NICK
Hm, occupational hazard.

RAYMOND
(indicating the door over
Nick’s shoulder)
Speaking of--

Calvin enters and beelines toward Nick.

CALVIN
Brodor, where we at on that 50K?

NICK
Calvin, nice to see you. You look
well. Is that a new shirt?

CALVIN
Enough with the pleasantries. I'm
not here for chit chat. You owe me
money.

NICK
Yeah, about that, any way we can
figure out an installment plan?

CALVIN
No. That’s not how this works. I
need money to make money, otherwise
my whole crew doesn’t work.
Ukrainians do not like to wait on
their cash.

NICK
I see.

CALVIN
Fifty thousand by next Friday or I
start to get creative.

Calvin seizes a shuffleboard PUCK and knocks Nick’s puck off
the table and through a WINDOW.

NICK
(gulps) o
You have a unique definition of
creative.

CALVIN
Oh I'm a muthafuckin’ artiste.
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NICK
And I appreciate that. But Nick
Brodor always delivers. I'm the
mailman, baby.

Calvin is unamused.

NICK (CONT'D)
I'1l1l have the 50K by the end of
next week. I promise.

CALVIN
Good. Don’'t make me find you
again.

Calvin turns and heads to the door. Nick remains calm, but
then lets out a sigh of relief as Calvin exits...

NICK
(to Ray)
I'm so screwed.

RAYMOND
Yeeeah.

KEENAN (0.S.)
Hey close that window. You're
letting the heat out!

Off Nick sweating in discomfort we...

CUT TO:

INT. NICK’'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - THAT NIGHT 12

Melancholy music plays as a desperate Nick stands in his

living room eyeing his sports memorabilia--Junior Olympic
Gold Medals, state championship banners, regional hockey

trophies and plaques, all hung on the wall or placed on a
book shelf with pride...

He pulls a flyer out of his pocket--a job APPLICATION that
reads, “Pomeroy’s Funeral Home - Assistant Scrubber.” Then
he pulls the retirement home BROCHURE out of his pocket.

We PUSH IN on a page which reads: “Sea Pine Senior (65+)
Shuffleboard Tournament: $50,000 Grand Prize”

Nick looks at both the job application and the brochure, back
and forth, back and forth, then crumples the application - he
has an idea!

Nick dials his phone, then:
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17.

NICK
Ray, it’s me, can you come pick me
up?! I... have a plan.

RAYMOND (OVER PHONE)
Oh God.

NICK
Don’t be so dramatic. You haven’t
even heard it yet!

Off that we WIPE TO...

EXT/INT. HEARSE - LATER 13
In the hearse, Nick runs his plan by Raymond.

NICK
The shuffleboard tournament is in
two weeks. You make me look old, I
go down to Florida, beat a bunch of
geezers, win the money, pay off
Calvin, and get on with my life.
It’'s fool-proof.

Raymond boils over.

RAYMOND
Are you crazy? This might be your
dumbest idea ever, and I say that
knowing you once tried to start a
casting agency to meet girls.

NICK
That would have worked if I’'d had a
bullhorn!

RAYMOND

Nick, I can’'t help you on this one.
It’'s just wrong.

Ray turns back to the steering wheel and puts the key in the
ignition.

NICK

Ray, wait.
(beat)

I’'ve never asked you for anything,
except your electric nose hair
trimmer, which I totally intend to
give back once I'm done using
it... but I'm a dead man if I don’t
get this money.
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Ray softens a little.

NICK (CONT'D)
And I'm not just talking about
Calvin dismembering me. Ever since
I got cut from the team, I’'ve been
lost. Searching for my calling.
This club, it’s got to be it.
Otherwise, I'm a man without a
dream, a man without legs... I may
as well be dead in the ground next
to old man Brown.

Raymond considers this for a beat.

NICK (CONT'D)
Please? I'm begging here. Don't
make me get down on my knees,
unless you'’re into that kind of
thing.

RAYMOND
(rolls eyes)
Fine. I will help.

NICK
Yes! Thank you. You won’t regret
this-

RAYMOND

I already do.
Raymond starts the hearse and pulls away as we...

PRE-LAP: Jaunty music and...

BEGIN MONTAGE - VARIOUS

- We see Raymond pulling several shirts, pants and other
clothing items off the racks in a thrift store...

RAYMOND
(to Nick)
If we're gonna do this right,
you’re gonna need a full
disguise...

- We see Nick trying on several “looks” (before landing on
the costume he’ll wear in Act 2)... He enters and exits a
CHANGING ROOM and goofs around a little in each disguise:

First up, a costume that looks like ALEX TREBEK:

14
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NICK
What is, let’s try again?

RAYMOND
I like the mustache!

Nick retreats into the changing room as we hear:

RAYMOND (V.O.)
You have to study what it’s like to
be old...

- We see Nick at home watching “o0ld” movies on TV. He has a
stack of DVDs on his coffee table (Cocoon, Grumpy 0Old Men,
Last Vegas, The Bucket List, Driving Miss Daisy, etc.)

NICK
(a la Grumpy 0Old Men)
Do me a favor, put your lip over
your head and swallow!

- Nick exits the changing room again, this time looking like
KEITH RICHARDS.

NICK (CONT'D)
I look like I just snorted a pound
of cocaine!

RAYMOND
Okay okay, my bad.

Nick retreats into the changing room as we hear:

RAYMOND (V.O.)
You gotta act old...

- We see Raymond “training” Nick on how to walk slower, grab
his back, and generally complain...

NICK
(clutching his back)
Ah! My sciatica.

RAYMOND
Good!

NICK
No really, I think I slipped a
disc.

- Nick exits the changing room again, this time looking like
a spy-era SEAN CONNERY.
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NICK (CONT'D)
(a la James Bond)
Brodor. Nick Brodor.

RAYMOND
We're getting closer. But-

Raymond motions and Nick retreats into the changing room.

RAYMOND (V.O.)
You gotta talk old...

- We see Ray in front of a chalkboard teaching Nick old-timey

slang (e.g. “Horsefeathers!” “Wooden Nickels,”
“Applesauce”)... Nick sits at a desk and takes notes.
RAYMOND

Wooden nickels. If anyone offers
you them, don’t take them.

- Nick exits the changing room one last time in the
costume/outfit he’ll wear in Act 2 (green army cap, colorful
Hawaiian shirt, khaki shorts, grey socks, crocs).

NICK
I like it.

Raymond gives a thumbs up.

RAYMOND
Now for the finishing touches.

- We see Raymond rub Nick down with mothballs and then he
gives Nick some candies to put in his pocket.

RAYMOND (CONT'D)
(re: mothballs)
You gotta smell old.
(re: candy)
These are standard issue for anyone
over 60.

Nick pops a candy in his mouth.

NICK
Butterscotch. Nice.

RAYMOND (V.O.)
You’ll be in Florida for two
weeks—blend in, stay out of the
sun, and don’t get the mask wet...

- We see Ray in the morgue finishing the “old man” latex
mask: as he places it on Nick’s young face we...
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END MONTAGE & MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. AIRPORT - DAY 15

Nick exits the hearse and stands on the sidewalk in front of
the airport--he’s in full costume (face-mask & old man

attire):

NICK
This is it.

Raymond joins him on the sidewalk.

RAYMOND
It’s like I'm sending my first born
to college.

NICK
I'll be back home soon sweetie,
don’'t worry. I got this covered.

Nick wheels his SUITCASE toward the airport entrance where a
SECURITY GUARD holds the door for him.

SECURITY GUARD
Welcome.
(he notices Nick’s
infantry cap)
And thank you for your service.

NICK
Thank you.
(tips his hat, then to
himself)
I could get used to this.

Raymond waves from the sidewalk:

RAYMOND
Safe travels! Call me when you
land.

NICK

(re: under his breath)
Such a softie.

TRANSITION: We see an AIRPLANE fly through the skies from
Boston to St. Petersburg Florida...
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EXT. SEA PINE RETIREMENT COMMUNITY - AFTERNOON 16

Nick arrives at Sea Pine Retirement Community- a well-
maintained, resort-like haven on the coast— it looks
heavenly, but for all the OLD FOLKS meandering about.

Nick exits his cab, pays the DRIVER and passes through the
pearly gates...

NICK
(to himself)
This is gonna be like taking candy
from a baby.

He takes a few steps while consulting the map in the
brochure, when suddenly BURT (70s), a wily Eugene Levy-type,
zooms up in a GOLF CART.

BURT
Greetings! I'm Burt Bentley,
community chair and event manager
here at Sea Pine. And you must be?

NICK
Uh, I'm Nick Brodor.
BURT
Yes! Our newbie. Great to meet

you.

They shake hands, Burt exits his cart, grabs Nick’s BAG and
tosses it into the back seat.

BURT (CONT'D)
C’'mon get in! 1I’ll show you to
your bungalow. If we move fast we
can still make dinner.

As they zoom away...

NICK
(checks his watch)
Dinner? But it’s 4:307?

In a SERIES of JUMP CUTS we get the LAY OF THE LAND and “pre-
meet” our OLD TIMER CHARACTERS (a la The GOONIES opening):

BURT
You’'ve made the right choice by
deciding to join the Sea Pine
community. The resort has two
pools, three hot tubs and a
sauna. ..
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- We see SAUL (60s), a womanizing widower, lathering a
SUNBATHER by the pool...

BURT (CONT'D)
We've got a cafeteria, café and our
own food truck...

- We see PETIE (60s), a heavy-set spinster/nurse, breaking
into a snack machine outside the cafe...

BURT (CONT'D)
In the rec center there’s TV, video
games, and music...

- We see AJAY (60s), a foul-mouthed gambler, yelling at a
horse race on TV in the rec room...

BURT (CONT'D)
And if you’re the athletic type, we
have volleyball, bocce ball and of
course, shuffleboard.

- And we see MORTY (60s), a bowler-turned-salesman, playing
bocce ball: he throws with a bowler’s finish...

BURT (CONT'D)
Anything you enjoy doing, you can
do here at Sea Pine...

- Finally, Burt drops Nick at his bungalow, where STAN (26),
our ditzy, stoner handyman, awaits his arrival.

BURT (CONT'D)
And this is your tiny little piece
of Heaven.

Nick hops off the cart:

NICK
Thanks for the tour. There’s so
much to do: being retired is going
to be exhausting.

BURT
Hah, I felt the same way when I
first moved here. But don’t feel
pressure to do everything at once.
You got time! Unless you don't.
That’s the beauty of old age:
everyday is a gift.

Burt lifts Nick’s bag from the cart, then:
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BURT (CONT'D)
I wish I could stay around and chit
chat, but I have to starch the pool
towels and de-sort the recycling
before sundown. Stan here will
help you load in and set you up
with anything you need.

STAN
Nice to meet you Mister Brodor.

They shake hands.

BURT
Sleep well Nick!

Burt hops back into the driver’s seat.

NICK
(checks his watch)
It’s 5 o’clock?

BURT
We're really burning the midnight
oil!

Burt zooms away as we...

JUMP TO:

INT. BUNGALOW - MOMENTS LATER 17

Stan sets Nick'’s bags on the couch, and gives Nick the lay of
the land.

STAN
All the bungalows are pretty much
the same - kitchen, bathroom,
bedroom down the hall, living room
in... the living room. If you need
anything, or if you’re having a
heart attack you can always dial
the intercom and I’'1ll be right
over.

NICK
Thanks. I don’t suppose there’s
anywhere I can get a beer around
here?
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STAN
Alcoholic beverages tend to be hard
to come by in the community -
mostly on account of all the liver
conditions - but I might be able to
set you up with something to your
liking.

Stan produces a bag of MARIJUANA EDIBLES.
STAN (CONT’'D)
Can I interest you in a little
“snack” to take the edge off?

NICK
Oh hell vyes.

Nick grabs one and devours it.

NICK (CONT'D)
It’s nice to hang with someone my
age... I mean, who makes me feel
young again.

STAN
Ditto.

Stan samples the goods.

NICK
You're alright, Stan.

Off their chewing & smiling...

TRANSITION: Evening becomes morning at Sea Pine...

EXT. SEA PINE - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - NEXT MORNING 18
A groggy Nick takes to the shuffleboard courts. He does a
few stretches and confidently approaches a GROUP OF OLD WOMEN
on the deck.

NICK
Any of you ladies up for a game?

The old women give Nick a once over, smile and ready their
cues-

OLD WOMAN 1
You’re on.

Off that we see a SERIES of QUICK CUTS...
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- Nick sails a puck across the shuffleboard deck, and OLD
WOMAN 1 fires back landing her puck expertly on the 10-
spot...

- Nick lunges and glides in his best attempts to counter, but
he’s not good at this game (yet): frustration quickly sets
in...

- Then, in rapid succession each old lady dismantles Nick’s
game, sending pucks flying off the deck, until finally...

- Nick appears to have a defensive edge landing 2 of his
pucks in the 7 & 8-spot, but with one swift shot OLD WOMAN 1
knocks his discs off the deck... he cracks his cue in
disbelief.

OLD WOMAN 1 (CONT'D)
Nice try, new guy. Keep
practicing.

Nick shakes his head and barrels over his knees in
exhaustion:

NICK
(frustrated)
This isn’t like tabletop at all!

The OLD WOMEN depart.

OLD WOMAN 2
(calls out)
Seeya around. Welcome to Sea Pine.

Meanwhile, ART GARFUNKEL (70s), a wheelchair-bound
curmudgeon, zooms into frame.

ART
(to Nick)
You got good form but shuffleboard
is a game of strategy. You wanna
win the tournament, you gotta
train, hard.

Nick slumps on a nearby bench.
NICK
And what would you know about that,

old timer?

ART
I'm Art Garfunkel, seven-time world
champ! That's what I know.

Art shoots out his hand for a shake, Nick takes it.
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NICK
Nick Brodor. Garfunkel?

ART
No relation to the singer. Though
I am involved in a longstanding
feud with Paul Simon, the butcher.
He always gives me the gristliest
cuts!

NICK
Sorry to hear that.

ART
Yeah, well if you’re looking to
learn, I'm looking to train. I'm
bored out of my mind just sitting
around watching.

NICK
Thanks but no thanks. I think
something’s wrong with my stick,
that’'s all.

ART
A shit carpenter blames his tools.

Nick brushes this off and starts to walk away... as he exits,
he’s passed by INDIA (25), slim, playful--she’s meeting up
with Art:

INDIA
Hi Grandpa, ready for lunch?

Art grumbles some pleasantries. Nick, instantly smitten with
India, back peddles:

NICK
You know, maybe I'll take you up on
that training.

INDIA
(to Art)
Just as long as you don’'t get
overly excited. I couldn’t stand
for you to have another heart

attack.
ART
Ha, you’d be the only one at my
funeral.
(to Nick)

We’'ll start first thing tomorrow.



19

28.

NICK
Great.
(to India)
I'm Nick.
INDIA

India. Pleasure to meet you.
They shake.

NICK
The pleasure’s all mine.

INDIA
Seeya around.

Nick slumps as he watches India wheel Art away...

NICK
(to himself)
I wonder how she feels about May-
December relationships...

Nick shakes his head and resumes practice.

PRE-LAP: A funeral dirge plays...

INT. FUNERAL HOME - SAME 19

Back in Boston, we track in on a BOUQUET OF FLOWERS being
delivered by Calvin.

He enters the viewing room of the funeral home where a GROUP
of MOURNERS is paying respect to the DECEASED.

Calvin finds Raymond, suit & tie, watching from the back of
the room.

CALVIN
Hey Tubby, where’s that friend of
yours? He hasn’t answered my
calls, won’'t return my messages.
He better not be running out on his
bill!

RAYMOND
No, don’t worry, he’s just gone to
collect on an investment, he’ll
have the cash, I swear.

CALVIN
Good, or I'll take it out on your

ass.
(MORE )
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CALVIN (CONT'D)
(beat)
My condolences.

Calvin hands over the bouquet.

RAYMOND
Lilies. Nice.

CALVIN
Grandfather was a florist.

RAYMOND
It shows.

Off Raymond smelling the flowers...

CUT TO:

INT. SEA PINE - REC ROOM - EVENING 20

BURT cranks the handle of a BINGO tumbler. He stands at the
front of a HALL populated by the Sea Pine RETIREES.

BURT
N-35. N as in Nancy. Thirty five.

Nick navigates through the tables, which are segregated by
“cliques” (fitness freaks, ex-hippies, white bread
Republicans, etc), until he spots a seat next to AJAY.

Ajay waves him over.

AJAY
Hey, new guy. Half price card. I
bought too many. Help me play,
split the winnings.

NICK
Yeah sure.

AJAY
Great. I'm Ajay.

NICK
Nick Brodor.

They shake hands. Nick sits, gives Ajay some money, and
begins to play his cards.

NICK (CONT'D)
It’'s really a packed house here.



AJAY
Yeah, old people: we got nothing
else to do but wait for death to
come. Playing numbers helps pass
the time.

Burt calls out a number.

BURT
B-7. B as in Beatnik. Seven.

NICK
Seems a little boring to me.

AJAY
Eh, it keeps the mind active. Each
card brings a new strategy. The
game evolves before your eyes. If
you don’t adapt, fast, you’ll get
left in the dust.

Burt announces the next number:

BURT
G-58. G as in Gypsy. Fifty Eight.

Nick stamps his card.

NICK
Bingo!

AJAY
What!?

NICK
Sweet!

Burt comes over to verify Nick'’s numbers:

BURT
Let’s have a look here.

NICK

(giddy)
I never win anything-

BURT
Hm, as I suspected. A forged
ticket. You know, this is NOT a
good way to ingratiate yourself in
this community, new guy.



NICK
What?! I didn’'t forge that. I got
it from Ajay.

AJAY
(faux-shocked)
I've never met this guy before in
my life. Psh.

Burt shakes his head and exits.

BURT (0.S.)
False alarm folks. Let’s get back
to it.
NICK
(to Ajay)

Hey what the eff?

AJAY
You weren'’t supposed to win. Musta
been a misprint.

Ajay grabs Nick’s card and rises to his feet.

NICK
Dick move man. Give me my $5 back.

Nick stands, puts out his hand.

AJAY
Hahahaaa! In your dreams!

Ajay turns away and exits frame.

AJAY (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Welcome to Sea Pine!

Saul pushes in behind Nick.

SAUL
That’s Ajay for you. Always
hustlin’ someone.

AJAY (0.S.)
Like lambs to the slaughter!

NICK
And he’s such a jerk about it.

SAUL
Some people never grow up. C’mon,

let me introduce you to some
folks...

31.



Saul leads Nick to another table where a SMALL GROUP of
SENIORS 1is seated... We track in on each SENIOR as Saul
introduces them:

SAUL (CONT'D)
This is Morty, former pro-bowler
and shoe salesman.

Morty gives a salute.

SAUL (CONT'D)
(points)
Petie, our resident nurse.

Petie slurps from a straw and gives a wave.

SAUL (CONT'D)
(points)
You know Art, and I'm Saul,
formerly of Saul’s Plumbing in

Topeka.

NICK
Good to meet you all. I'm Nick
Brodor. Formerly of... Brodor
Enterprises in Boston. So you all
live here... permanently?

MORTY

Well yeah. This is retirement
noob. Reward for decades of hard
work and responsibility.

PETIE
And the weather is great for my
sciatica.

NICK

Ah, I'm with ya on the sciatica.

SAUL
There’'s always an adjustment period
upon entry, but you’ll get used to
it.

Saul slaps Nick’s back.

SAUL (CONT'D)
Let’s get you a fresh card. Still
plenty of time to get lucky.

Nick forces a smile as we...

JUMP TO:

32.
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INT. BUNGALOW - NEXT MORNING 21

Track in on Nick sleeping soundly in bed until Art pops into
frame wielding a buzzing ALARM CLOCK.

ART
Time to rise and shine, meat!

Nick shoots upright:

NICK
What the!

Art tears the covers from Nick’s bed.

ART
C'mon noob! We have work to do!

Nick looks at his alarm clock--it reads “3:02AM”

NICK
Haven’'t you ever heard of a little
thing called beauty sleep?

ART
You won’t win the tournament by
looking good. Now get your pants
on, I'll meet ya outside.

Art zooms away as Nick sits up in bed.

NICK
(calls out)
How did you even get into my
apartment?
Off that we...
CUT TO:
INT. SEA PINE - REC ROOM - A LITTLE LATER 22

Art projects a slide show to help explain the rules of
shuffleboard to Nick. The room is dark, Nick can barely keep
his eyes open.

ART
In order to master this game, you
must have an appreciation for its
history.
(clicks to a new slide)

This is Belize.
(MORE)
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ART (CONT'D)
Early settlers played a primitive
form of the game with boat oars and
fish skulls.

(clicks again)

As you can see, the puck drops
right in front of the baseline.
You shoot from behind, and glide it
down the river. Drop, shuffle,
glide.

Art clicks to another slide featuring Art dancing with a DARK-
SKINNED WOMAN on a shuffleboard court.

ART (CONT’D)
It’'s a very sexual game.

NICK
Is that your wife?

ART
No that’s her in the back. God
rest her soul.

Art indicates an OLDER WHITE WOMAN standing in the back of
the photo, looking very angry.

ART (CONT’D)
Ten frames in a game. You can
score 10, 8, or 7. First player to
75 wins. There’s a 10-off square
too. We call it the kitchen and
you’ll want to stay away from it.

Art clicks to another photo of Art playing shuffleboard pool
side, next to some BATHING BEAUTIES:

ART (CONT'D)
It’s a gentleman’s game. We play
in khakis and dress shoes, not
those Jap-made sneakers.

Nick looks at his tennis shoes.

Art clicks on to another slide featuring Art playing
shuffleboard against a GROUP of MEXICAN MEN wearing
traditional Luche Libre wrestling masks.

ART (CONT'D)
You're docked points for every
incident of unsportsmanlike
conduct. So keep your cool.

NICK
Are those referees?



35.

ART
No. Mexican Leaguers. Incredible
competitors.

Art clicks to a slide of him mud-wrestling one of the MEN:

ART (CONT'D)
There’s a real poetry to the game.
You want to score, but you want to
block your opponent from scoring
too. I call it the thinking man’s
chess. Got it?

NICK
Yes! Click through, please!

Art clicks through to another slide featuring Art and the
wrestler showering naked:

NICK (CONT'D)
Aaah! Click through!

ART
Oh like you’ve never mud-wrestled
another man.

Art clicks to another slide where he spins a puck like a
plate on top of a shuffleboard cue:

NICK
I thought you said to avoid
unsportsmanlike antics?

ART
This isn’t a gag. This is a move!
You spin the puck at just the right
speed, kick out the cue and swoosh!
The puck drops and dances down the
court like a Tasmanian devil. It’'s
called the Fibonacci Fling. It’s
an unstoppable move developed by my
mentor, Don Cornelio.

Art clicks through to a photo of him and his mentor, DON
CORNELIO (65), a wizened Asian man, shaking hands. Don wears
his signature GLOVES.

NICK
He seems nice.

Art clicks to one final pic of him, Don and the Mexicans
eating flesh from a recently slaughtered PIG:



ART
So, any questions?

Nick flicks on the lights.

NICK
Nope. I think I'm good.

ART
Great. Let’s hit the courts.

NICK
You know, I think I'm set. I just
wanna digest that presentation,
maybe get some breakfast-

ART
Are you kidding me? The
tournament’s less than eight days
away .

NICK
Plenty of time. I once landed a
spot on the junior Olympic hockey
team after coming off a three week
bender. I can handle beating out a
bunch of old farts.

Nick packs up his stuff.

ART
Pfft. Don’'t you take anything
seriously?

NICK

Of course I do. I’'m serious about
winning that money.

ART
It’s not about the cash, newbie!
Don’'t you care about playing the
right way?!

NICK
Eh?

Art wheels away in frustration.

NICK (CONT'D)
I'l]l see ya tomorrow, Coach.

ART (0.S.)
Whatever, ya nancy.

36.
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INDIA

Nick shrugs and stoops to tie his shoe...

JUMP TO:

INT. SEA PINE - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Nick exits the rec room, India appears:

Hey Nick, have you seen my grandpa?

NICK
He rolled that way.
(beat)
He's not... an easy
along with, is he?

INDIA
(laughs)
Oh so you'’ve met my

Nick laughs.

NICK
It’s nice of you to
look out for him.

INDIA
He's all the family

NICK
Still, it must suck

man to get

grandpa?

spend time and

I got.

to hang out

here with a bunch of old timers all

day.

INDIA

Well... it’s sobering, if you know

what I mean.

NICK

Ah, someone likes to party and
can’t control her ligquor?

INDIA

Let’s just say I'm giving my liver

a rest.

NICK

Hm, well you should meet my
grandson, Nick the Third. He'’s
visiting on Thursday.

37.
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INDIA
If he’s anything like you, I'd love
to.

NICK

It’s a date.
Off their smiles...
PRE-LAP: Sex sounds...

WOMAN’S VOICE (0.S.)
Oh, yes, YES!

EXT. SWIMMING POOL - LATER 24

We track in on a POOL SHED (where the SEX SOUNDS are coming
from), Nick walks by, pauses and then-

NICK
(tentatively)
Hello?

Saul pops out of the pool shed sporting a HUGE BONER.

SAUL
Oh hey, noob.

NICK
Everything alright in there?

SAUL
What? Yeah, sorry bout that, just
catching a little afternoon
delight.
(confidentially)
The women here are total sluts.
And they love a widower.

A WOMAN (70), CYNTHIA, POPS out of the SHED, sporting sex
hair.

CYNTHIA
See ya later Saul.

SAUL
Bye, Cindy. Thanks for the swim
lesson.

NICK
You dawg.

Saul and Nick take a seat on some nearby deck chairs:



NICK (CONT'D)
I thought old people didn’t do it
as much.
(covering)
I mean, that’s been my experience.

SAUL

Nah, total misconception. I’'ve
banged half the women here-

(he points)
Irene, Evelyn: did them both in the
hot tub. Judith, what a freak,
don’t let the Rosary beads fool ya.

(more pointing)
Edith, Dorothy, Harriet - or
Friday, Saturday and Sunday as I
like to call them. We have
standing appointments.

NICK
Damn, you’'re a real ladykiller.

SAUL
Women'’s inhibitions really decline
after age 50.

NICK
Nice. Getting old sounds great.
Er, I mean, being old here sounds
great.

SAUL
Yeah, though what I wouldn’t give
for one more day with the woman I
love.

NICK
How’'d she pass away?

SAUL
Lung cancer. Life long smoker. No
matter how much I begged and
pleaded for her to quit, she never
would.

NICK
I'm sorry, Saul.

SAUL
Not as much as I am. Everyone
suffers when someone refuses to
change.

39.



40.

Saul shakes off the memory, gets up and leaves. Off Nick
considering his words...

PRE-LAP: The chorus to Tupac Shakur'’s “How Do U Want It”
plays...

INT. SEA PINE - REC ROOM - EARLY EVENING 25

Track in on Petie performing karaoke on stage in front of a
healthy CROWD.

PETIE

(rapping)
Love the way you activate your hips
and push your ass out/ Got a
[bleep] wantin' it so bad I'm 'bout
to pass out / Wanna dig you, and I
can't even lie about it / Baby just
alleviate your clothes, time to fly
up out it

Burt works the PA SYSTEM from the back of the hall. Nick
enters and turns to Burt:

NICK
What’s this?

BURT
Karaoke night. Just a monthly
thing we do to unwind here at Sea

Pine.

NICK
I didn’'t expect retirement to be
SO... lively?

BURT

0ld timers gotta remember what it’s
like to have fun too.

NICK
The lyrics... they’re a little
provocative for this crowd,
wouldn’t you say?

BURT
You should be here on Psychedelic
Funk night.

Petie wraps up and retreats to the rear of the crowd.
Another SENIOR gets on stage:
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SENIOR
Thank you Petie. That was aces.
Next up: Miles will be performing
Madonna's “Like a Virgin.”

MILES (60s), a balding, bespectacled dweeb, takes to the
stage and performs a very sexual rendition of Like a Virgin.

BURT
(to Nick)
I like to keep the music selection
current. Gives me something to
talk to my grandkids about. Have
you heard the new Beyonce album?

NICK
No, I haven't.

BURT
It’'s off the chain! You’'re up
next!

NICK

Aw, I dunno, I don’t really sing-

BURT
Only way to learn is to do!

Burt pushes Nick toward the stage...

JUMP TO:

INT. SEA PINE - REC ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 26

A sweat-soaked Miles finishes his song, then Senior grabs the
mic-

SENIOR
Alright, next up is our newest
member of the Sea Pine community:
Nick Brodor!

Nick ambles to the mic as Beyonce'’s “Texas Hold ‘Em” begins
to play. At first, he stumbles with the lyrics-

NICK
This ain’t Texas / Ain’t no... hold
‘em

Burt calls out from the back-



42.

BURT
Don't be afraid to let loose up
there!

NICK

(gaining confidence)
So park your Lexus and throw your
keys up / Stick around, 'round,
'round, 'round, 'round

He engages the crowd in a little “call and response”

NICK (CONT'D)
There’s a tornado

CROWD
(singing)
There’s a tornado

NICK
In my city

CROWD
In my city

Nick really starts to get into it, the crowd eats it up.

NICK
Hit the basement / that shit ain't
pretty / Rugged whiskey / 'cause we
survivin' / Off red cup kisses,
sweet redemption, passin' time,
yeah / Ooh, one step to the right /
We headin' to the dive bar we
always thought was nice / Ooh, run
me to the left / Then spin me in
the middle, boy, I can't read your
mind

Nick tries to crowd surf - this immediately ends in disaster
as the OLD TIMERS collapse under his weight - the music
stops.

OLD TIMER
Oh lord, my hip!

NICK
Sorry everybody, got carried away.
Really sorry.
Nick climbs to his feet and helps the OTHERS up. As we...

TRANSITION: Night becomes morning in scenic Sea Pine...
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INT. BUNGALOW - NEXT MORNING 27

Nick sleeps soundly in bed until Art pops into frame wielding
an AIR HORN. He BLASTS it LOUDLY!

ART
Time to rise and shine, meat!

Nick shoots upright:

NICK
Jesus H!

Art takes a bucket of cold water and dumps it on Nick.

ART
That’s the cold damp feel of
defeat.

NICK
It’s awful.

ART
That’s the idea! C'mon we're
burning daylight!

Art wheels away as Nick pulls himself out of his wet sheets.

CUT TO:

EXT. SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - A LITTLE LATER 28

Nick stands at center court as Art wheels back and forth.
They're joined by Stan. There are other PLAYERS in the
background.

ART
Now, in shuffleboard, if you want
to win, you gotta play
aggressively. Anticipate your
opponent's move. And the only way
you can do that is to be ready for
anything.

NICK
I'm ready, let's do it.

Art blows a whistle: Stan pops up behind Nick and throws a
black bag over his head.

NICK (CONT'D)
Aaah! What the hell?
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Stan grabs Nick and hoists him into a wheelchair.

ART
You gotta be ready for anything.
Including a sneak attack. And you
have to know what the puck wants.
How the puck feels. Are you ready
to be the puck?

NICK
What?

ART
Good!

Art gives the chair a shove and sends Nick careening down a
hill into a wall. He falls out of the chair.

ART (CONT'D)
Once you internalize the collision,
then you can control the collision.
It's simple mathematics.

Stan helps Nick back into a chair and gives him another
shove, sending him sailing into a ditch, falling flat on his
face.

NICK
Ahh! I think I broke a my leg!

ART
You're learning. Again!

Stan helps Nick into the chair again as we PUCK WIPE to...

EXT. SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - LATER 29

Nick hobbles over to a bench and collapses: he’'s clearly
absorbed MANY collisions. He nurses his wounds as Art wheels
into frame.

ART
Good work today, meat. You may
feel raw tonight, but you’ll be
thanking me in the long run.

NICK
I guess. Are you sure all of this
is really necessary to get ready
for the tournament?
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ART
Only if you wanna win.
(beat)
Ice down your balls and be here
tomorrow at 4AM. And remember what
I said about footwear: dress shoes!

Nick nods and Art zooms away.

EXT. FUNERAL HOME - LOADING DOCK - SAME 30

Meanwhile, back in Boston... Ray receives a delivery from a
BODY TRANSPORTER (m/40s), a matter-of-fact, hefty Italian-
type. Raymond stands at the rear of a van containing several
boxes.

TRANSPORTER
Hey Ray, dropping off a couple
toetags from the county coroner-

He hands Raymond an inventory and begins to unload the boxes.

RAYMOND
Yikes. What happened to these
guys?

TRANSPORTER

Local fisherman found them in a
suitcase floating in the Charles.

He places a head-sized box on a nearby counter.

TRANSPORTER (CONT'D)
Chopped to pieces so they’d fit
into the luggage. Coroner had a
hell of time figuring out who was
who.

RAYMOND
That’s sickening. Who would do
something like this?

Raymond helps with the boxes. Both he and the transporter
talk while they try to figure out which boxes belong
together.

TRANSPORTER
Rumor has it the one guy was caught
up in some bad business dealings.

RAYMOND
What about the other guy?



TRANSPORTER
Just a victim of circumstance—wrong
place wrong time—collateral damage.

RAYMOND
That’s... awful.

TRANSPORTER
Gotta pick your friends wisely in
this world.

RAYMOND
But the police, they must be
looking for whoever did this,
right?

TRANSPORTER
You kidding me? We got real
problems in this town. The cops
don’t care about dirtbags like this-

RAYMOND
They don’t?

TRANSPORTER
Hell no. Far as they’re concerned
this guy and all his friends are
better off as fish food, you know?
Whoever offed these guys did the
community a service.

Ray gulps. Transporter unloads one last foot-sized box.

TRANSPORTER (CONT'D)
Here, I think this is a foot.

RAYMOND
Thanks.

TRANSPORTER
Anyway, I gotta run. It’s my turn
to carpool the kids from daycare.

RAYMOND
Seeya Rodney.

Raymond turns and eyes the boxes.
RAYMOND (CONT'D)

(to himself)
Nick, you better not screw this up-

46.
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Off Raymond’s nervous face we...

CUT TO:

INT. MALL - AFTERNOON

Nick enters a mall and heads toward the men’s department

47.

31

store. As he does a THRONG of MALL WALKERS crosses behind

him. MORTY calls out from the group:

MORTY
Brodor! Come to get in some
exercise?

NICK

Hey Mort. ©Nah, I need a new pair
of shoes for the shuffleboard
tourney next week.

MORTY
Ah, I see. Well, let me help you.
I was in shoes before I was outta
diapers. We’ll find you something
stylish and sleek.

NICK
Alright.

As they cross off...

JUMP TO:

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE - MOMENTS LATER
Morty and Nick walk the shoe aisles.

MORTY
I love footwear. The foot, it’s
overlooked, taken for granted, but
a good shoe supports the foot,
adapts to the terrain, and stands
the test of time. These are a pair
of my favorites.

Morty grabs a box off the shelf.

MORTY (CONT'D)
Let me guess, you’'re a size 97

NICK
You're good.

32



MORTY
Lace ‘em up, take ‘em for a spin.

Nick does, Morty joins him--they power-walk around the
perimeter of the store.

NICK
They feel great. Very aerodynamic.

MORTY
That’s what Florsheim is known for.
The leather is triple treated to
cut down on resistance.

NICK
You sure do know a lot about shoes.
You'’ve been working in sales your
whole life?

MORTY
Not my whole life. I was a
professional bowler for many years.
Toured all over on the amateur
circuit. I was good. Some would
say great. But I met a girl, got
her pregnant, you know how that
goes-

NICK
Who have you been talking to?

MORTY
I needed something stable. I found
that in shoes. Some people say I
gave up on the dream, but I'm
living my dream. I got a beautiful
wife and family. And plenty of
time to bowl now.

NICK
Hm, interesting perspective, Mort.

Nick stops, bends down and begins to unlace the shoes.

MORTY
What are you doing?

NICK
I'm putting them back in the box so
I can buy them.

MORTY
No no no, c’'mon. We'’re seniors.
We don’t pay.

48.
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NICK
What?

MORTY
Follow me.

They walk out the store and an ALARM sounds:

MORTY (CONT'D)
Run!

Morty takes off in a sprint leaving Nick dumbfounded for a
beat:

NICK
What the hell?

A HEAVYSET GUARD calls out from across the store.

GUARD
Hey! Stop!

NICK
Oh shit-

Nick turns and catches up to Morty as the guard gives half
chase...

GUARD
Come back here! I need to check
your bags!

MORTY
What? We can’t hear you!

NICK
We're having a senior moment!

MORTY
That'’s good.
(to the guard)
Stay back! We just dusted our
Depends!

Nick and Morty round a corner, and the guard gives up as
WEe. ..

CUT TO:
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INT. BUNGALOW - BATHROOM - EARLY EVENING 33

Nick (sans mask) gets ready for his date with India - he
slicks his hair, puts on an Ed Hardy shirt, sprays himself
with Axe body spray - then gives himself a satisfied look in
the mirror...

AT THE FRONT DOOR: He checks to make sure the coast is clear,
then sneaks out as we...

CUT TO:

EXT./INT. SANDALS BAR & GRILLE - A LITTLE LATER 34
Nick enters and spots India sitting at the bar.

NICK
You must be India. My grandpa
couldn’t make it, but said look for
the prettiest girl in the place.
I'm Nick.

INDIA
Nice to meet you.

They shake hands.
NICK

Can I order you a drink? What are
you having?

INDIA
Just a water is fine.

NICK
C’'mon it’s humpday, let’s loosen
up.

INDIA

It’'s Thursday-

NICK
Almost the weekend, even better!
(to bartender)
Two Coronas. Extra lime for the
lady.

INDIA
I don’'t really drink.

NICK
Me neither. But one won’t hurt.
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INDIA
(sighs)
Fine.

The BARTENDER delivers two bottles--Nick and India clink the
lips of their beers...

NICK
Cheers.
(takes a swig, then)
So let’s talk more about me.

Nick beams and music plays as we see...

A SPED UP TIME LAPSE: Shot glasses and beer bottles pile up
on the bar top, as Nick yaps and India grows increasingly
disappointed, THEN:

NICK (CONT'D)
Just a matter of time before I
franchise the idea, sit back and
let the dollars roll in.

INDIA
That’s... really something.
NICK
Yeah, I know, right?
(beat)

So what do you say, you wanna get
out of here now, or you need
another drink?

INDIA
Uh, actually, I think I'm gonna go.

NICK
Sweet!

Nick signals for the check.

INDIA
Home. Alone.

NICK
Wait what?

INDIA

You're really not what I expected.
Your grandfather is such a

gentleman. You haven’t even asked
me a single question about myself.

India gets up to leave. Nick panics.
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NICK
Hold on, hold on. He and I are
more alike than you think.

India gives Nick an incredulous look, crosses her arms.

NICK (CONT'D)
I'm sorry... I sometimes act like
an asshole when I’'m nervous.

INDIA

You might want to work on that.
NICK

I am. I'm seeing a therapist about

it.

India squints in playful disbelief.

NICK (CONT'D)
I swear. And a couple of shamans.
A witch doctor too.

India smiles, uncrosses her arms.

INDIA
That’s a start.
NICK
Can we start over? Please?
INDIA
Fine.
NICK

Tell me more about you.

52.

Nick pulls out a chair, inviting India back to the table...

as she sits we...

JUMP TO:

INT. SANDALS BAR & GRILLE, POOL TABLE - LATER

35

Nick and India play pool--they swap turns as they converse.

INDIA
After college I still had no clue
what I wanted to do. Spent two
years traveling, working as a
waitress here and there.

Nick takes a shot.



NICK
Been there. Gotta pay the bills,
right?

INDIA
Unfortunately.

India lines up a shot.

NICK
Okay, but what are you passionate
about?

INDIA
I got into photography for a bit,
and really loved it, but it’s not
like I could make a career out of
that.

India takes her shot, sinks it.

NICK
Why not?

INDIA
Well, I mean, I don’t have a real
portfolio, so I can’t get hired.
And I can’'t really make a portfolio
unless I get jobs.

NICK
That just sounds like excuse making
to me. I'm more of a fake-it-til-
you-make it kind of guy. You think
I know the first thing about
running a nightclub?

INDIA
For your sake, I hope you do.

She lines up her next shot.

NICK
Hell no! I'm flying by the seat of
my pants.

INDIA
And how's that working out for you?

Nick shoots her a side glance.

NICK
I see your point.

53.
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INDIA
There’s no substitute for
experience and hard work. At least
that’s what my grandpa always says.

India sinks her shot.

NICK
This the same guy who thinks taxes
are optional?

INDIA
You’ve met him?

NICK
(whoops)
Uh no. My um grandpa mentioned him
a couple times.

INDIA
(nods)
I think he’s right on this one.
0ld people may not know what
they're saying--on account of the
dementia--but they know what
they’re talking about.

NICK
(considers)
Maybe you’re right.
INDIA

Eh, maybe it’s a little bit of
both.

India sinks a tough shot.

NICK
Are you hustlin’ me?

INDIA
(faux-offended)
Me? Never!

Off their playful jabs...

CUT TO:

INT. BUNGALOW - BEDROOM - NEXT MORNING

We track in on Nick (back in his old timer disguise) as he
taps off his alarm clock (”2:50am”) and jumps out of bed.

36
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OUTSIDE: Art arrives at the bungalow door, but just as he’s
about to knock, Nick flings open the door, dressed and ready
for action:

NICK
You're late. Thought you might
have had a coronary.

ART
You’'re not that lucky.

NICK
Shall we?

Off Art’s appreciative look, Nick closes the door and we...

PRE-LAP: Training music...

BEGIN MONTAGE - VARIOUS 37

- We see Art chasing Nick in his wheel chair across the
shuffleboard courts...

- We see Art concocting a “protein drink” for Nick. Nick
eyes it in disgust...

- We see Nick practicing his shuffle-thrusts, BLINDFOLDED on
the court, Art barks at him...

- We see the other OLD TIMERS get in on the training (Saul
swims laps with Nick at the pool, Ajay times Nick with a
stopwatch, Morty makes Nick a uniform, Petie measures his
vitals, etc)...

- We see Nick improving, embracing the training more...

- We see Nick dispatch the OLD WOMEN who bested him at the
beginning of Act 2--He high-fives Art...

- We see Nick present the old timers with pizza and beers in
the rec room (they drink, eat and have a blast together)...

Then finally, we land on Art and Nick at REGISTRATION DAY
outside the Sea Pine shuffleboard courts as we...

END MONTAGE.

EXT. SEA PINE - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - DAY 38

There are BUSES, CARS, BIKES and WHEEL CHAIRS parked
everywhere.
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COMPETITORS & their COACHES/TRAINERS stretch in a long line
around the courts.

ART
Well Brodor, ready or not, we’'re
here. 1It’s time to find out if you
got what it takes to compete.

NICK
Wow, this is like the Olympics for
old people.

ART

Fifty thousand dollars puts some
butts in the seats.

(beat)
Now, the top twenty qualifiers
today are in the tournament this
weekend. So not only do you gotta
win but you gotta win fast.

NICK
Right. It’s game time.

ART
You’'re not nervous, are you?

NICK
Please, I got this.

SMASH TO:

EXT. SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - LATER 39

Nick squares up to a VERY LARGE/SCARY OPPONENT, HEIDI
HIGHTOWER (65) in the qualifying round of the tournament.
The ground shakes when Heidi walks on the court.

NICK
(to Art)
Holy- That’'s a woman?

ART
The bigger they are the harder they
fall. Make her move to defend you.
Wear her down. Stay focused.

A REF walks into center court. Nick and Heidi join him:

REF
Winner of the coin toss gets to
decide who receives. Brodor, call
it in the air.



The ref flips a coin.

NICK
Heads.

REF
(catches the coin)
Tails it is. Hightower has opted
to receive.
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Nick and Heidi take their respective spots at opposite ends
of the court.

Nick and Hightower exchange shots.
of the moves from his training.

REF (CONT'D)
Remember, no illegal maneuvers,
English rules, you’ll be scored on
style and strategy. Let’s shuffle!

sideline...

ART
Concentrate, be the puck!
Remember, use your hips! Thrust!
NICK

I'm thrusting, I'm thrusting!

Nick'’s score climbs on the SCOREBOARD. More pucks
Art is joined by Saul, Morty, Ajay, and Stan:

SAUL
He'’'s looking good out there.

ART
Hightower’s no match, but Brodor
needs to beat the spread to
advance. How’s the action look on
the other games?

AJAY
The top ten are already set.

MORTY
Lewis and Mills dispatched their
opponents in five rounds.

STAN
Smart took home the bacon in six.

SAUL
The rest are just playing for
posterity.

fly.

We see Nick employ some
Art coaches from the

Then
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ART
Then we still got a shot.
(to Nick)

Nicky, rack ‘em and stack ‘em.

Nick nods, then stacks 3 pucks on top of each other, thrusts
and shoots. They all land safely on the board. Hightower
tosses her stick in defeat. The ref walks to center court.

REF
That’s match point.
(points)
Winner, Nick Brodor.

NICK
Yes!

Nick pumps his fist, then walks off the court and high-fives
Art.

ART
Good work.

NICK
I just hope it was enough to crack
the tournament.

They look to the LEADER BOARD: the final names are slotted
into the top 20 spots - Nick is number 19!

ART
You’re in meat!

The old-timers clap Nick on the back and congratulate him.
Stan bounds in behind them and dumps a GATORADE JUG on Nick’s
head:

STAN
Way to go Mister Brodor!

NICK
(cringes)
Ah!

Nick’s mask begins to peel off:

NICK (CONT'D)
Shit! No!

He barrels over, grabs a nearby towel and covers his face-

ART
Nick? You okay?
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NICK
Yeah, I just--lost my face a
little. Uh, I gotta run. See you
tomorrow at practice.

Nick runs off the courts into the crowd. A puzzled Art
shakes it off and turns to the group:

ART
Yankees. Eh.

The gang exits and we...

JUMP TO:

INT. BUNGALOW - BEDROOM - LATER 40

A mask-less Nick sits in front of his bedroom vanity and
dials Raymond...

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. FUNERAL HOME - SAME 41

Raymond is preparing a CORPSE - he is putting in a glass eye -
which he drops when the phone rings. He answers.

RAYMOND
Nick! Where are you? How'’s it
going?

NICK
I'm still in Florida, and I’ve been
better.

RAYMOND

Did you get the money yet? Cuz
Calvin has been looking for you.
And he does not seem happy.

NICK
Not yet, I had an accident with the
mask.

RAYMOND
I told you to be careful, latex is
delicate!

NICK
That’s why I'm calling. I need
your help.

(MORE )
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NICK (CONT'D)
You have to come down here, build
me a new mask. This one looks like
dog meat.

Nick examines the mask: it indeed looks like crap.

RAYMOND
I wish I could, but what about my
job?

NICK

Tell Pomeroy this is client
development: half the people down
here are on death’s doorstep!

Ray looks around at his drab surroundings.

RAYMOND
(considers)
I guess it would be nice to get out
of town for a bit.

NICK
Yes, come down, catch some sun,
bring your kit. I need you.

RAYMOND
Alright, fine. 1I’'ll book a trip
now.

NICK

Thanks buddy, I owe you.
They hang up and we...

TRANSITION: An airplane flies through the air to Florida.

EXT. AIRPORT / INT. CAR - DAY 42

Nick, with his face wrapped in gauze, waits in a car outside
baggage claim. Ray exits the terminal, dressed like he was
born for Florida.

NICK
(faux whispers)
Ray! Over here.

RAYMOND
Nick?

NICK
Get in. C’mon.
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Ray crosses to the car.

RAYMOND
Sorry, I got caught up talking to a
lovely couple about their last
rites’ ceremony. Everyone here is
so accepting about death.
(whimsical)
It’'s like a beautiful dream.

NICK
(sarcastic)
Yeah, it’s Shangri-La. Did you
bring the mask?

RAYMOND
Got my supplies right here.

Ray gets in the car and they pull away, but as they do, we
see Calvin emerge from the terminal wearing a floppy sunhat
and flip-up shades...
CALVIN
(re: Raymond)

Just where do you think you’re

going squirrel?
A TAXTI DRIVER calls to Calvin from the curb-

TAXI DRIVER
You need a 1lift?

CALVIN
Yeah, follow that Sedan.

Off that we...

CUT TO:

INT. BUNGALOW - LATER 43

A toilet flushes and Nick exits the bathroom, fully restored,
in his old-person attire/mask.

NICK
Ah, I feel brand new.

Raymond sits amid his supplies on the bed.
RAYMOND

I still don’'t feel great about
helping you do this-
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NICK
You worry too much. It’s not like
I'm stealing from their pensions.
It’s a contest. And honestly, some
of these guys are really good.

RAYMOND
Okay. Just do me a favor and keep
a low profile?

NICK
Ray, it’s me, of course I will.

Off Ray'’s doubtful face...

CUT TO:

INT. PHOTO STUDIO - NEXT DAY 44

Track in on clicking CAMERAS and popping FLASHES: Nick has
arranged an elaborate photo shoot for India - there are
WORKERS building sets, STYLISTS prepping wigs/make-up and
COSTUMERS steaming wardrobe...

Nick consults with a TECH GUY who shows him a still from one
of the camera exposures.

NICK
(re: still)
Perfect. Everything looks great.

He checks his watch.

NICK (CONT'D)
And not a moment too soon. Okay
everybody take your places, she
should be here any second-

India is led into the studio by Art. We hear a couple
throwaway lines (e.g. “You sure this is the place?” “Trust
me.”) before India takes in the spectacle:

INDIA
(surprised)
What’s this for?

NICK
It’s for you. My grandson told me
you needed a new portfolio—so I
called up some friends. Figured
maybe these old-timers could still
be of some use?
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Nick pulls aside a CURTAIN behind which all his FRIENDS -

Saul, Petie, Morty, Ajay, Burt and OTHERS - are primping for

their photo spread debut.

ALL
Hi India / Morning sweetheart /
Close that curtain I’'m naked!

INDIA
I'm- I, I'm speechless.

NICK
Luckily, this is a photo shoot and
not a recording session.

Nick hands her a camera.

NICK (CONT'D)
So just do your thing. I’'ll take
care of the rest.
Off their smiles...

SFX: Fun music plays...

And we see a SERIES OF CUTS featuring all the old-timers as
they strut their stuff for the camera, one by one, dressed in

the attire they used to wear when they were young...

- Saul comes out in PLUMBER OVERALLS and uses a WRENCH to
a sink...

INDIA
Yes, just hold right there and-

Click.
- Petie appears in a NURSES UNIFORM and examines an IV...

INDIA (CONT'D)
Beautiful!

Click.

- Burt comes out in a MAITRE D’ TUX and consults a
RESERVATION list...

INDIA (CONT'D)
Show me some sass, a little bit of
that “reservations only” look-

- Burt hams it up.

Click.

fix
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- Ajay appears in a HARD HAT & VEST and operates a JACK
HAMMER. ..

INDIA (CONT'D)
I love it!

Click.

We weave in a FEW OTHERS (e.g. bus driver, ballerina,
hairdresser, chef, etc)... before LANDING ON:

Nick in his HOCKEY GEAR - stick, gloves, and jersey -
whipping pucks into a HOCKEY NET.

INDIA (CONT'D)
You still got it, gramps!

NICK
(laughs)
He shoots... he scores!

Click on Nick, stick overhead in victory, then...

JUMP TO:

INT. PHOTO STUDIO - LATER 45

The photo shoot has wrapped. The OLD-TIMERS and WORKERS pack
things up. India sets down her camera and approaches Nick.

INDIA
That was so much fun.

NICK
You were incredible. You really
have a talent for this.

INDIA
And thanks to you, now I have a
portfolio. This is the nicest
thing anyone has ever done for me.

NICK
Aw well.

INDIA
It’s too bad you’re not 30 years
younger, I’'d be all over you.

NICK
Yeah, too bad...
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He takes a moment as she walks away, then shakes it off as
we...

CUT TO:

EXT. OCEAN LINER - NEXT DAY 46

A “Sportscenter”-esque promo rolls featuring shots of St.
Petersburg, the CROWD, the PANDEMONIUM, and a LARGE OCEAN
LINER where the competition will take place on the deck.
Under this we hear:

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
Welcome to St. Petersburg Florida,
where the best of the best have
gathered from all over the globe to
compete in the World Shuffleboard
Championships.

We POP from the promo onto a SHOT of our TWO COMMENTATORS
(m/60s), seated side by side in a PRESS BOX:

GAME ANNOUNCER
I've never seen talent quite like
this—
(beat)
My cataracts make life barely worth
living.

COMMENTATOR
There’'s a big cash prize on the
line, but more than that, community
pride.

GAME ANNOUNCER
Representing Sea Pine is newcomer,
Nick Brodor.

COMMENTATOR
He’ll have his hands full in the
first round, squaring off against
the opponent from Sweden.

Track in on a lively BOAT DECK where all of our COMPETITORS,
including Nick and Art, are assembled. Nick preps his stick
while Art gives him a run-down of his opponent.

ART
OK. You're paired up against Elsa
Anderson, nickname, the Swedish
Swan. She may look pretty, but
she'’s vicious in the kitchen.
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Across the deck we see a MATURE BEAUTY stretching at the end
of the court.

ART (CONT'D)
So watch her back-hand and be sure
to hide your biscuits!

NICK
Got 1it.

IN THE STANDS: Raymond, India and the gang have gathered to
support Nick...

MORTY
(calls out)
Good luck Brodor!

AJAY
(yells)
Do Sea Pine proud!

SAUL
Stay hydrated!

RAYMOND
(to Petie)
Think he really has a chance?

PETIE
Anything is possible in Florida.
(suggestive)
Anything.

BACK ON DECK: Nick takes his first shot and lands a beauty.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Brodor’'s opening bid is a tasty
shot.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
He’s come to win, and with seven-
time champ Art Garfunkel in his
corner, he’s got all the tools he
needs to succeed.

IN THE PRESS BOX: Our commentators watch as Elsa lines up her
return...

GAME ANNOUNCER
It’s like when Rocky trained Tommy
Gunn in Rocky 5.
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COMMENTATOR
Exactly! But without all the brain
damage.
ON DECK: Elsa fires her return shot and we...
JUMP INTO a musical MONTAGE (“Eye of the Tiger” plays).
In a SERIES of QUICK CUTS we see:
- Nick dispatches ELSA
- Nick & Art high-five
- Nick’s name moves up the leader board
- The gang cheers in the stands
- Nick wipes the floor with OTHER COMPETITORS

- And Nick does his “victory dance” along the sidelines

Meanwhile...

INT. BUNGALOW - SAME 47

Calvin breaks into Nick'’s bungalow and rummages through his
stuff:

CALVIN
Thought you could hide from Calvin
Claw? Think again, Brodor.

Calvin finds the make-up, the old man clothes, and
dentures...

CALVIN (CONT’D)
(to himself)
What kind of sick shit is this?

After a few more beats, Stan can be seen in the background
walking by the open front door: he peaks his head in...

STAN
Can I help you?

CALVIN
(covering)
Uh yeah, I'm looking for a friend
of mine. Short guy, brown hair,
bout your age, real asshole.
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STAN
Only asshole around here is me. Do
you know old man Brodor?

CALVIN
0ld man Brodor?

STAN
Yeah, this is his place, he got in
a couple weeks ago. He’s been
tearing it up on the shuffleboard
courts. In fact, I'm headed over
to the tournament now.

CALVIN
Tournament?

STAN
0ld timers from all over come to
compete. You should check it out.

CALVIN
Hmm, maybe I will. Thanks.

Stan exits, as Calvin nabs a jello cup from Nick'’'s
nightstand...

CALVIN (CONT'D)
Whatever you’re up to Brodor, it
stinks.

He spoons out a scoop of jello, takes a bite and thinks as
WEe. ..

PUCK WIPE TO:

EXT. OCEAN LINER - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - LATER

The competition is still underway as some spirited play
unfolds on deck. Meanwhile...

IN THE STANDS: Ray confides in Petie.

RAYMOND
Every time I get close to a woman,
well, I get nervous, I can’'t
focus...

PETIE
You just need to meet someone you
feel comfortable with-



69.

RAYMOND
(thinks)
I'm comfortable with you.

PETIE
Oh please, I'm old enough to be
your mother.

RAYMOND
I have a very close relationship
with my mother.

PETIE
(eyes him)
You are an unusual man, Raymond
Richards.

RAYMOND
At your service m'lady.

Petie extends her hand for a kiss. Could this be the
beginning of a May/December romance? Raymond smooches her
wrist and we're...

BACK ON DECK: Nick celebrates as he wallops ANOTHER
CONTENDER. ..

NICK
Oooh no need to wait for the bus,
cuz I just took you to school
grandpa!

As he does a celebration dance we...
CUT TO:
THE PRESS BOX:

GAME ANNOUNCER
Nick Brodor, doing a dance of joy
after taking another set from
Oliver 0Olin-Mills.

COMMENTATOR
One more round and he’ll advance to
the quarterfinals.

GAME ANNOUNCER
Despite his spirited play, the
crowd here, not really on Brodor’s
side.

We hear distant “boos” from the crowd.
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COMMENTATOR
No. He’s been acting like a dick
every time he scores a point.

BACK ON DECK: Nick pantomimes humping his opponent with his
cuestick.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
I guess every player has his
process...

Nick turns to the stands and tries to get the crowd into it:

NICK
C’'mon, let me hear it! Who's your
favorite shuffler?!

But the CROWD is unamused:

CROWD MEMBERS
Boo / Eh tell it your momma / What
do you want a participation award?

NICK
(to Art)
What gives? 1I've been giving these
folks a show all day.

ART
Tone down the smack talk, Brodor.
Nobody likes an obnoxious winner.
Respect your opponent and the work
they did to get here.

This sits with Nick as he returns to the competition.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
The pucks are set and the deck is
ready. Let’s see if 0lin-Mills can
mount a comeback in this final
round.

We see a couple shots exchanged, Nick is nicer/more
encouraging -

NICK

Nice one / Good hustle / You got me
on the ropes grandpa.

Then Nick dispatches his opponent to polite APPLAUSE from the
crowd.

They shake hands:
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NICK (CONT'D)
Great match. Looking forward to
facing off against you next year.

OLIN-MILLS
You too, new guy.

As they head off the court we BOUNCE TO...
THE PRESS BOX:

GAME ANNOUNCER
That concludes play for the first
day of the tournament. We have our
Fateful Eight, tomorrow we’ll crown
our winner.

COMMENTATOR
I don’t know about you Todd, but
all this competition has me
famished.

GAME ANNOUNCER
Time to hit the buffet!

COMMENTATOR
BINGO!

Off that we...

PRE-LAP: Big band music plays...

INT. OCEAN LINER - BALLROOM - EVENING 49

We cut in on A 10-PIECE BAND playing in the ocean liner
ballroom.

A tracking shot around the room clues us into some quick
banter about the food/boat/weather (e.g. “the shrimp’s
rubbery but they’re bottomless” “I haven’t been on a boat
this big since Korea” “Is it warm in here or am I having a
hotflash?”)...

Then we land on Nick as he dines with his friends around a
table in the corner of the room. He stands and clinks his
glass.

NICK
Everyone, if I could have a moment.
I'd like to make a toast.

(MORE)
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NICK (CONT'D)
I haven'’'t been at Sea Pine long,
but in the time I've been here you
guys have all taken me under your
wing and made me feel like part of
the gang. Which is nice, because I
certainly didn’t deserve it.

The gang nods in agreement and appreciation.

AJAY
Yeah, you’'re kind of a blow hard.
NICK
From you, Ajay, I take that as a
compliment.
(beat)

Anyway, what I'm saying is thanks
for investing in an old snow bird
like me. No matter what happens
tomorrow, it’s been a ride.

ALL
Here here.

They clink glasses and drink. Stan cycles in, he’s working
as a waiter:

STAN
Who's ready for dessert?

He has a large tray of edibles:

ALL
Me! / Don’t bogart the dessert /
That looks tasty!

Meanwhile, across the room we see Calvin, dressed in a suit,
by the BUFFET TABLE. He eyes Nick:

CALVIN
(to himself)
There’'s something oddly familiar
about that old fart-

Petie comes over and mistakes him for a bartender:

PETIE
I'll have two French 75s, please.

CALVIN
(fumbles)
Uh sure, one second.

Calvin grabs a couple glasses and begins to mix two drinks...
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CALVIN (CONT'D)
First time at the tournament?

PETIE
Oh no, I'm here every year. I live
in Sea Pine full time.

CALVIN
And what about that guy you’re
with?

PETIE

Raymond? He'’s just in town
visiting a friend. Why do you ask?

CALVIN
Just making conversation.

He finishes pouring and slides Petie the drinks.

CALVIN (CONT'’D)
There you go.

PETIE
Thank you.

Calvin picks a LILY out of a nearby flower display and hands

it to Petie:

CALVIN
And here’s a little something for
your boyfriend. From me.

PETIE
Okay?

CALVIN
He’ll know what it means.

Petie takes the 1lily.

PETIE
I'1ll make sure he gets it.

Petie turns from the bar and we follow her as she returns
Raymond and hands him his drink.

PETIE (CONT’D)
Here you go, young man. And this
is from the bartender.

She hands him the lily.

to



PETIE (CONT’D)
I think he might have a crush.

RAYMOND
(sniffs)
A lily. How nice-

Raymond turns to look back at the bar, but Calvin has
disappeared. Raymond looks troubled.

PETIE
Something wrong?

RAYMOND
I'm not sure.

PETIE
Well, let me ease your mind.

Petie kisses Raymond. Meanwhile...
ACROSS THE BALLROOM: Art speaks with Nick.

ART
Come here, eastie. I got you
something.

He hands Nick a wrapped BOX.

NICK
Aw, you didn’t have to do that.

Nick opens the box, revealing a pair of WHITE GLOVES.

ART
I'm proud of ya, bud.

NICK
Art, I can’t accept these.

ART
You’'ve worked hard. You deserve to
sport the mantle of my mentor, Don
Cornelio.

NICK
I don’t know what to say.

ART
You don’t have to say anything,
just kick some ass tomorrow!

74.
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Art shoots a smile, punches Nick in the arm and wheels away.
We go off on Nick rubbing his arm with a smile...

JUMP TO:

EXT. OCEAN LINER - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - NEXT DAY 50

Sportscenter-esque music plays as Day Two of the tournament
begins: once again we track in on a BUSY BOAT DECK.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Eight competitors remain here in
the final rounds of the World
Shuffleboard Championships. Fifty
thousand dollars is on the line and
the excitement is palpable.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
I'm so amped I could wrestle a
moose!

We see Nick on the deck walking toward a shuffleboard court
where an AGE-LESS ASIAN WOMAN is waiting to play...

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Speaking of wild animals, Nick
Brodor is making his way to the
deck, where he will face off
against Fumi Fukigama from Japan.
She’s swift, deadly and quieter
than a library at spring break.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
That’s right, she’ll hit ya with a
sneak attack that puts Pearl Harbor
to shame.

IN THE PRESS BOX:

GAME ANNOUNCER
(covers mic)
And she’s sexy as get-out. If I
got her alone in a room I’'d give
her the old one-two.

COMMENTATOR
(covers mic)
You can’t do that anymore, Ron.
That’s called harassment.
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GAME ANNOUNCER
(still covering)
This generation: such a bunch of
snowflakes.

ON THE DECK: Art cautions Nick...

ART
You won’'t beat her by brute
strength alone. She’s smart, and
cunning, a former protégé of Don
Cornelio.

NICK
Then I guess it'’s good I was
trained by his best student.

Nick puts on the GLOVES, FUMI sees them, gasps, and waves her
arms in forfeit. We see her whisper to the Referee. He
steps to center court and announces:

REF
The contender from Japan has chosen
to forfeit this round. Brodor
advances.

The crowd murmurs conspiratorially, then cheers for Nick.
IN THE PRESS BOX:

GAME ANNOUNCER
Well, I’'ve never seen that before.

COMMENTATOR
It’'s about respect. It’s nice
someone still remembers what we did
for them after World War 2!

BACK ON DECK: Art and Nick shrug and appreciate the victory.
Nick and Art bow to Fumi.

NICK
(to Art)
On to the semi-finals.

ART
You grab some water. I gotta see a
man about a horse.

NICK
They have livestock on this ship?
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Art wheels off, and Nick heads to the refreshment stand.

JUMP TO:

EXT. OCEAN LINER - REFRESHMENT STAND - MOMENTS LATER 51

Nick is at the refreshments table. He takes a drink of water
as India approaches...

INDIA
Nick! Congratulations on making
the semi-finals. I'm so excited
for you.

NICK
Aw well, I'm excited too.

India signals to a SERVER - one water.

INDIA
And my grandpa: I haven’t seen him
this happy in a long time.

NICK
I think this has meant a lot to
both of us.

INDIA
Speaking of, I took the photos from
my shoot and sent them to my friend
in admissions at M of A. She loved
them. She thinks I'm a shoo-in for
admission in the Fall. And my
grandpa said he’d take care of

tuition!

NICK
That’s wonderful. I’'m proud of
you!

INDIA

I just wish I could thank your
grandson for encouraging me.

NICK
I'll be sure he gets the message.
(India smiles and turns)
India...

INDIA
Yeah?

Is he about to tell her the truth?
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NICK
(hesitates)
You forgot your water.

INDIA
Oh duh, thanks.

She takes the water and exits. Off Nick’s longing look...

CUT TO:

52 EXT. OCEAN LINER - PRESS BOX - LATER 52
Track in on our COMMENTATORS recapping the action...

GAME ANNOUNCER
We’'re back for the main event.
Nick Brodor handily dispatched
Parker Lewis after his surprise
forfeit victory over Fumi Fukigama.

COMMENTATOR
Parker had a reputation for never
losing, but today was just not his
day.

INSERT: We see a VIDEO RECAP of the match, Parker leaving the
court in defeat.

GAME ANNOUNCER
Brodor will now square off against
Grandma Smart in the finals. She
is last year'’s champ and easily the
fiercest grandma this side of the
Mason Dixon.

COMMENTATOR
That’s right, Smart will be sweet
to your face but burn ya in the
kitchen.

INSERT: We see a Sportscenter breakdown of Grandma Smart’s

best moments (e.g. She performs some super-human moves, does
back flips, splits, etc)...

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)

And with her always is her trainer,
Melinda Bradley - famous heir of
Milton Bradley - known for her
rigorous and sometimes
controversial training techniques.
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INSERT: We see a profile of Melinda Bradley featuring her
conducting some INTENSE training exercises a la Ivan Drago in

Rocky IV...

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
That is one family who takes gaming
seriously.

BACK ON DECK: Nick and Grandma walk to center court and shake
hands. Art and Melinda join them:

ART
(to Melinda)
Bradley, nice to see they let you
out of the penitentiary for the
weekend.

MELINDA
I haven’'t been to the clink since
the 80s. You know, back when Simon
was still touring with Garfunkel.

ART
(lunges)
Do not mention that no-talent hack
to mel!

They slap fight. Nick intervenes.

NICK
Guys please. Let’s just play.

Art and Melinda stand down and retreat off the court.

JUMP TO:

53 EXT. OCEAN LINER - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - MOMENTS LATER 53

Grandma lines up her shot.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Grandma won the coin toss and has
opted to serve.

Grandma Smart shoots.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
She can work the board blindfolded.
Her first shot lands sweetly in the
10 spot. If I'm Brodor, I'm
packing extra Depends.



80.

ART
(to Nick)
Play patient. Don’t let her bait
you into anything foolish.

Nick shoots and knocks Grandma’s puck into the 10-Off. He's
pleased with himself. But Grandma returns and ricochets off
of Nick'’s puck to place her first and second shots into play!

NICK
Dammit!

ART
You walked into that one, meat!

As more pucks fly, A CUT to the SCOREBOARD shows Grandma
Smart taking the first set.

BACK ON THE COURT: Nick towels off and drinks some water.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Grandma’s out to an early lead.
Brodor's gotta wash the taste of
that first set out of his mouth,
and just forge ahead.

COMMENTATOR (V.O.)
Just like we did in college. The
old chuck and chug.
ART
(to Nick)
Shake it off. Still a lot of game
to play.
Nick nods and sets his jaw.

GAME ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Call me crazy, but I think we’re in
for an epic bout here, Todd.
IN FURTHER QUICK CUTS we see...

- Nick and Grandma exchanging shots, leap frogging each other
in points on the SCOREBOARD

- Nick and Grandma conferring with their COACHES

- Nick and Grandma celebrating on the court over winning
points, deflating over tough points

- Nick and Grandma arguing with the REF, until FINALLY...

Nick has Grandma on the ropes - one point can win it all -
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ART
You got her Nicky. Keep your
biscuit out of the kitchen and you
got her!

Just then, Calvin appears in the stands:

NICK
(to Art)
Don’'t worry, when the pressure’s
on, I always deliver: I'm the
mailman baby!

CALVIN
(to himself)
Mailman?

Nick tees up his shot as Calvin parts the crowd and barrels
to the deck...

CALVIN (CONT’D)
Thought you could hide from me?!

FROM THE STANDS: Raymond spots Calvin.

RAYMOND
Nick, look out!

But it’s too late...
ON DECK: Calvin grabs Nick and unmasks him. Everyone GASPS!

NICK
Son of a bitch, Calvin!

When Nick’s mask is removed, Art clutches his chest:

ART
Brodor, you’'re young? Is this
Heaven!?

Art falls out of his wheelchair onto the ground and passes
out. India pushes through the crowd and crouches at Art’s
side:

INDIA
Grandpa? Grandpa can you hear me?
Someone call an ambulance!
(to Nick)
How could you do this?

NICK
Wait, India, I can explain.



54

82.

INDIA
What the hell is wrong with you?!
Just stay away from me you
monster!

The crowd parts and TWO MEDICS hurry in.

MEDIC
Clear a path people. Give ‘im room
to breathe.

They perform a few first aid moves on Art as everyone looks
on...

INDIA
He'’'s gonna be okay, right?

MEDIC 2
We should get him to the hospital.
You can ride with us.

They slide Art onto a stretcher and load him into an
AMBULANCE. India rides off with Art as Nick looks on in
disbelief as we...

FADE TO BLACK.

PRE-LAP: A funeral dirge plays...

EXT. SEA PINE CEMETERY - AFTERNOON 54

A couple days later: Art is dead. We track in on A COFFIN
being lowered into the ground. A photo of Art is balanced on
an EASEL, A PRIEST stands at a PODIUM and addresses the
CONGREGATION:

PRIEST
May your goodness and love follow
us all in the days of our lives and
may you dwell in the house of Lord
forever. Amen.

Everyone crosses themselves;
PRIEST (CONT'D)
And now Art’s granddaughter India

would like to say a few words.

Nick (sans mask/attire), Raymond and the gang look on. India
takes to the podium.



INDIA
Art often joked that I would be the
only one at his funeral when he
died. Probably because at some
point he’d managed to piss off or
offend every person here.

Chuckles from the CROWD.

INDIA (CONT'D)

But he was always toughest on those
he loved most. He was a good man,
a devoted father, friend and
husband, someone you could always
look to for hard advice. I am
grateful to call him grandpa, to
have him as family. It’s hard to
think his time came too soon-

(glares at Nick)
-but at least he died doing what he
loved. I will miss him. Thank you
all for coming.

As the crowd disperses, India is comforted by a couple
passing ATTENDEES, then Nick approaches:

NICK

India, I'm so sorry, what I did was-
INDIA

Criminal. You killed my grandpa!
NICK

Well technically it was a stroke,

but...

He slumps and India exits. The gang passes Nick as they
leave the cemetery.

SAUL
Really irresponsible, Nick. And I
say that as someone who has sex
without a condom.

BURT
Stay away from me, changeling!

AJAY
Collecting on a dead man’s debt is
the thing I like to do LEAST.

NICK
What?
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AJAY
Yeah, he bet India’s tuition money
on you. 2-1 odds. $25K down the
drain.
(shakes his head)
Heartbreaking.

Nick hangs his head and joins Raymond and Calvin:

CALVIN
Don’'t look so glum, Brodor. Now
you can follow your true calling:
doing my dirty work.

...they get in a TAXI and we TRANSITION to SNOWY BOSTON...

BEGIN MONTAGE - VARIOUS 55

MELANCHOLY MUSIC plays as we see Nick at the whim of Calvin
in Boston:

- We see Nick stealing construction supplies, bullying
homeowners, collecting on debts...

- We see Nick living on the streets, dumpster diving for
food...

- We see Nick mopping at Keenan's pub trying to scrape
together some extra cash...

- We see Raymond teaching Nick how to scrub at Pomeroy'’s
Funeral Home...

With each cut Nick forks over money to Calvin in an effort to
pay him back...

END MONTAGE THEN...

JUMP TO:

EXT. IRISH PUB - EARLY EVENING 56

Over our establishing shot we hear a VOICE smack-talking
PATRONS:

VOICE (0.S.)
There’'s more holes in your serve
than a salt shaker! What’s next
for you Ghost Rider? Ritual
suicide?!
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INT. IRISH PUB - SAME 57

We CUT IN we REVEAL an OBNOXIOUS YOUNG GUY (late 20s) playing
the BIKER from Act 1 at table top shuffleboard:

OBNOXIOUS GUY
Oh, come back on ladies night big
boy!

The biker slumps in defeat. Nick mops the floor in the
background.

NICK
(under his breath)
Show off.

OBNOXIOUS GUY
Who’s next?

An OLD TIMER steps up to play:

OLD TIMER
I'll take a crack at ya
wisenheimer.

OBNOXIOUS GUY
(laughs)
Where am I, on the set of Cocoon 2?

OLD TIMER
Very funny. I still got gas in the
tank.

OBNOXIOUS GUY
So that’s what that smell is.
(laughs)
It’'s your funeral gramps!

He quickly scores a couple of points on the 0ld Timer.

OBNOXIOUS GUY (CONT'D)
Head back to the senior center Jack
Lemon! You're too old for my game.

The Obnoxious Guy pantomimes humping his opponent with his
cuestick, then...

Nick loses his patience and intervenes:

NICK
Respect your elders, dillweed.
This guy’s probably done more for
his country than you’ll ever do for
anyone ever.



86.

OBNOXIOUS GUY
That’'s pretty rich coming from Nick
Brodor— the most selfish P.0.S ever
to wear the stars and stripes— if
you hadn’t hot-dogged it every
other play you wouldn’t have
snapped your ACL and lost your spot
on the Olympic team. Guess karma's
a bitch.

Obnoxious guy deliberately pours his drink on the floor.

OBNOXIOUS GUY (CONT'D)
Oops, you better clean that up.

Obnoxious Guy laughs and walks away as we go off on Nick
begrudgingly mopping up the slop...

CUT TO:

INT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - LATER 58

A dejected Nick walks through the nightclub construction
site. Somehow the place is in worse shape than when we saw
it last.

NICK
Way to go Brodor. Just another
epic screw-up. What was I
thinking?

He takes a swig from a bottle of tequila - it’s strong stuff -
he looks at the worm in the bottle and begins to
HALLUCINATE...

IN HIS HEAD he hears:

INDIA’S VOICE (V.O.)
0ld people may not know what
they’re saying, but they sure know
what they’'re talking about...

Nick stumbles with the bottle, then he hears:

SAUL’S VOICE (V.O.)
When people refuse to change,
everyone suffers.

Nick scans the space and IN HIS DRUNKEN FANTASY he sees the
concrete floors turn into shuffleboard courts, he looks at

the brooms and sees cues, he looks at the sawdust and sees

sandy beaches...
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BURT'S VOICE (V.O.)
Seniors need to remember what it
was like to be young and have fun
too.

Nick takes another swig, peers out the window and IN HIS
FANTASY sees old people lined up and down the block.

ART’S VOICE (V.O.)
There’s no substitute for hard work
and experience.

Suddenly, in reality, Keenan pops up in the window:

KEENAN
Brodor!

NICK
Ah! Keenan?

Keenan holds up Nick’s time card.

KEENAN
You forgot to punch out you weenie.

Inspired, Nick now knows what he has to do!

EXT./INT. RAY'S APARTMENT - A LITTLE LATER 59

We track in on Nick running to Ray'’s apartment. He knocks on
the door--Raymond, in a state of undress, answers.

NICK
Ray, I have an idea!
RAYMOND
Oh God.
NICK

I need your help.

RAYMOND
No you cannot have my nose hair
trimmer back!

NICK
This isn’t about that. We're gonna
get the nightclub up and running!

RAYMOND
Riiiight.

Raymond turns to shut the door...
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NICK
I'm serious. With some good old
fashioned team work and a little
bit of luck, I think we can do it.

RAYMOND
We?

NICK
Yeah, all of us... I just need to
get all of my Florida friends on
board.

RAYMOND

And how do you plan to do that?
You kinda screwed the pooch big
time at Sea Pine.

NICK
I know. But this time I’'m not
doing this for me. I'm doing it
for India.

Off Ray'’s piqued curiosity...

JUMP TO:

INT. NICK’'S APARTMENT - NEXT MORNING 60

We see Nick call his Florida buddies: Nick delivers the
message below as his buddies pop up one by one...

IN SPLITSCREEN:

NICK
Hey it’s me, Nick. Please don't
hang up!

- We see Burt de-sorting plastic bottles into the trash..

NICK (CONT'D)
Look, what I did was really
irresponsible and dumb.

- We see Saul in a hot tub, surrounded by TOPLESS OLD LADIES..

NICK (CONT'D)
And I'm sorry. I want to make this
right and do something for other
people.

- We see Ajay losing money on a greyhound race...
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NICK (CONT'D)
I'm planning a fundraiser for
India.

- We see Morty mall walking...

NICK (CONT'D)
And I need your help.

- We see Stan... cultivating weed in his grow house...

NICK (CONT'D)
Are you in?

Then Nick remains center-screen as his buddies appear one by
one IN SPLITSCREEN around him with their responses:

SAUL
Why didn’t you say it was for a
girl? 1I’ll be there.

AJAY
Sounds like a good deal to me.
MORTY
I'1ll have to find something to
wear.
BURT
You had me at “irresponsible and
dumb.”
STAN

I could use a vacation.

NICK
Great, I'm buying all of you plane
tickets to Boston. Meet me at the

airport tomorrow afternoon. See
you then!

END SPLITSCREENS:

Nick hangs up the phone. We PULL OUT to REVEAL...

INT. PAWN SHOP - SAME 61

Nick is selling all his medals and awards to a PAWNBROKER.
He places them on a counter...

NICK
This is all of it.
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PAWNBROKER
(re: medals)
That real gold?

NICK
Yep.

PAWNBROKER
(nods)
I think we can do business.

NICK
Good. Cuz it’'s time to get to work-

Off Nick watching the pawnbroker produce a wad of cash we...

JUMP TO:

62 INT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - NEXT DAY 62
Nick, Raymond and the gang gather in the construction site.

NICK
I want to make a ‘dayclub’ where
all the old timers and the young
bloods in the area can hang out and
catch a taste of Florida,
regardless the time of year. It’s
gonna take a lot of work to get
this right, but you guys have more
experience and know-how than anyone

I know.

BURT
What’s our drop date?

NICK
Saturday.

ALL

That doesn’t leave much time /
We’ll be cutting it close / Better
shake a leg. / Let’s do this!

In a series of QUICK CUTS we see the gang in action. They
use their special skills to build, renovate and decorate the
club:

- Burt hangs flyers around town and posts a “Now Hiring” sign
in the window...

- Morty shakes hands with a WHOLESALER then loads and unloads
a bunch of kegs into a flatbed...
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- Ajay uses a sledge hammer to bust through a wall inside the
club...

- Saul runs the plumbing and directs the CONSTRUCTION CREW...

And Stan taste tests HAMBURGERS, WINGS and FRIES in the
kitchen as he pieces together the club menu...

Meanwhile...

INT. RADIO STATION - DAY 63

Nick and Raymond announce the grand opening on a RADIO SHOW.
They sit behind two mics, across from a ruddy-faced DJ (40s):

DJ
I'm here with Raymond Richards and
3 time Junior Olympic Champ, Nick
Brodor. They’'re here to tell us
about their new business venture in
Southie-

NICK
Thanks Wolfman. That’s right, next
Saturday we're opening up a new day-
club, exclusively for customers who
like to get up early and turn in
early. Because let’s be real:
staying out late wreaks havoc on
the skin.

DJ
You're telling me.

RAYMOND
We'll also be offering free make-up
consultations and one-on-one end of
life planning sessions.

DJ
Righteous. Just what Boston needs.
Be sure to check these guys out
next Saturday at 17 Sycamore
Street!

RAYMOND
And don’'t be afraid to bring your
moms. We're family friendly!

Off that we...

JUMP TO:
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EXT. SIDEWALK - A LITTLE LATER 64

Nick and Raymond exit the radio station and walk down the
street.

RAYMOND
Think it worked?

NICK
We’ve done our best. All we can do
now is hope people show up.

Nick texts a photo of the PUBLICITY FLYER to India--it reads,
“Al]l proceeds benefit the education of a very talented
photographer.” And with that we...

CUT TO:

EXT. CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY 65

Nick and the gang gather outside of the bar - Ajay is on a
ladder - there’s a cloth covering the signage for the club.
It’s time for the GRAND REVEAL:

AJAY
Ready? 3-2-1!

He pulls the cloth and displays the sign: It reads, “Early
Retirement: Bar & Shuffleboard Club”

NICK
It’'s perfect.
SAUL
We thought you’d like it.
NICK
I don’'t know how I’'ll ever repay
you guys.
BURT
Friends don’'t keep score.
MORTY
(smiles)

But they do buy each other drinks.
Saul claps Nick on the back.

SAUL
C’'mon, wait til you see the inside.
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Off everyone heading toward the front door...

CUT TO:

INT. EARLY RETIREMENT BAR - MOMENTS LATER 66

The group enters as we REVEAL the fruits of their labor in a
series of QUICK CUTS:

— DECK CHAIRS line the bar rail...

- A lily-pad covered kiddie POOL is tucked in a sunny
corner...

- FAKE PALM TREES and TIKI HUTS populate the dining area...

— In the rear there are 2 SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS stocked with
PUCKS, CUES and a SCOREBOARD...

- And on the wall over the bar Art’s white gloves are hung in
a glass-enclosed case...

In short, the place resembles a warm Florida resort. Nick is
overwhelmed by the sight of his vision brought to life:

NICK
Guys, this place looks amazing.

ALL
Thanks / Yeah it turned out nice /
I could live here

NICK
Now all we have to do is raise
fifty thousand dollars.
(qulps)
Piece of cake.

MORTY
Where we at on those drinks Brodor?

Nick shoots a smile and circles the behind the bar.
NICK
Guess we should see if these taps
work.

Off the old timers pony-ing up to the bar we...

JUMP TO:
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EXT. EARLY RETIREMENT BAR - NEXT DAY 67

It’s the grand opening - balloons and banners signal the
celebration from the sidewalk - where a LONG LINE of SENIORS,
SCENE-STERS, and other CHARACTERS from Act 1 has assembled at
the front door...

INSIDE: Nick and Raymond survey the crowd through the
window. ..

NICK
Guess the word got out that we’re
in business.

RAYMOND
Let’s just hope they'’ve come to
drink.

Ray crosses to open the door, but Nick stops him.

NICK
Wait. I just wanted to say that
whatever happens, doing this with
you was a lot of fun. Thanks for
always believing in my dreams, bud.
I don’'t know what I’'d do without

you.
RAYMOND
(stunned by the
admission)
Really?
NICK

You’'re the best friend and teammate
a guy ever had.

RAYMOND
I think I'm going to cry.

NICK
Please don’t.
(shakes his head)
You’'re such a softy.

Nick claps Raymond on the back. Raymond pulls Nick in for a
long awkward hug. He needs this...

NICK (CONT'D)
(after a beat)
Okay okay.

Raymond squeezes harder, Nick relents, then:
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NICK (CONT'D)
You good?

RAYMOND
Yeah.

Raymond releases Nick.

NICK
Good. ‘Cus it’s time to let ‘er
rip.

With that Raymond opens the front door and we...

JUMP TO:

INT. EARLY RETIREMENT BAR - LATER

CUSTOMERS mingle, play shuffleboard, and dance to music.
GANG is there, working and enjoying themselves. Ray has
reunited with Petie.

RAYMOND
I can’'t believe you came.

PETIE
You kidding me, those cheeks are
all I think about.

She gives Raymonds cheeks a squeeze as we find Nick
conferring with Burt behind the cash register.

NICK
(re: earnings)
How we doing?

BURT
Forty two thousand and counting—it
looks like we might just make it.

NICK
(forlorn)
That’s great.

BURT
Why the long face? You should be
happy .

NICK

I was just hoping India might show.
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BURT
It’s early. I bet she walks
through that door any minute.

Just then, Calvin flings open the front door...

CALVIN
Brodor, nice party, pity I wasn't
invited.

NICK

Calvin, what are you doing here?

Calvin walks across the bar, surveying the scene...

CALVIN
Just checking up on my investments.
NICK
What are you talking about? We're
square.
CALVIN

That’s cute, quaint even. But when
you do business with Calvin Claw, I
decide when we'’re square. You owe
interest, son. And until you pay,
I think I’'1l1l just keep this place.

NICK
Excuse me?

CALVIN
Mechanics lien.

Calvin hands Nick a COURT ORDER.

CALVIN (CONT'D)
Entitles me to Treble Damages: that
means 3 times what you owe. You're
gonna be paying off this money pit
for the rest of your life! Ha ha
haaaa.

The gang gathers around Nick as he reads the order.

ALL
What’s he talking about? / He can’t
do that! Can he do that? / What a
low-life!

NICK
Once again, my epic decision-making
skills come back to haunt me.
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Nick shakes his head in disbelief.

CALVIN
(whimsically)
Maybe I’'1ll just level this place
and turn it into a parking lot.

BURT
I'll level you!

Burt lunges at Calvin. Of course, his attack is easily
rebuffed.

AJAY
You money grubbin’ creep!

Ajay joins in, but he too is held at bay by Calvin.

MORTY
Somebody get me a rubber hose!

Morty follows, but Nick intervenes:

NICK
He'’'s not worth it, guys. We lost.

The gang turns in defeat. But just then:

INDIA (0.S.)
Unless Calvin wants to make this
interesting.

Everyone turns to see INDIA standing in the doorway:

NICK
India? You made it!

INDIA
Yeah. And it seems like not a
moment too soon.

She crosses in and turns to Calvin.

INDIA (CONT'D)
(to Calvin)
Let’s settle this once and for all.

India grabs two shuffleboard cues, walks toward the bar and
hands one cue to Calvin, then one to Nick.

INDIA (CONT'D)
Title to the bar versus money in
the till.
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NICK
But that’s for your tuition!

INDIA
Yeah, and I'm investing it wisely.
So don’t screw up!

CALVIN

Just when I thought this day
couldn’t get any better, now I get
to put you out of business AND
humiliate you in front of your
girlfriend?

(laughs)
Let’s rack ‘em up.

The CROWD buzzes with excitement as we...

BEGIN A MUSICAL MONTAGE: 69
- Nick and Calvin chalk their cues, THEN...

- We see Nick land some shots, the gang celebrates and high-
fives

- We see Calvin knock some of Nick'’s pucks off the board,
while his safely balance in the ten spot. He blows Nick a
kiss

- We see Nick attempt to battle back, but Calvin taunts him
(e.g. crushes a handful of peanuts into dust) causing Nick to
lose focus and shoot astray... the gang cringes in despair

- Finally, Calvin has Nick on the ropes (i.e. he lands a shot
that is nearly impossible to defend against).

CALVIN
Chew on that Brodor!

END MONTAGE.

INT. EARLY RETIREMENT BAR - SHUFFLEBOARD COURTS - CONTINUOUS

The tension is palpable as we find BURT, AJAY and INDIA in
the crowd...

BURT
I don’t know how he’s gonna get
outta this one.
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AJAY
If T hadn’'t given up gambling, I’'d
be betting against Brodor.

INDIA
Shhh. He’s got this.

TIGHT ON: Nick examining the board. In a “Beautiful Mind-
esque” moment, Nick maps all the shots and outcomes in his
head: he realizes the only way to win the game is to use
Art’'s special move to dispatch Calvin.

This is confirmed by “Art’s ghost” who appears IN NICK’S HEAD
(i.e. in overlay)...

ART (AS APPARITION)
The Fibonacci Fling! When the puck
hits 22 reps a second, kick the
stick, cover your face and pray!

Nick nods to himself.

ART (AS APPARITION) (CONT'D)
And remember: Paul Simon is a hack!

Art disappears. Determined, Nick marches over to the case
containing Art’s gloves: he breaks the glass, takes out the
gloves and puts them on.

NICK
It’s showtime. Stand back
everybody.

Nick grabs his cue and spins the puck atop the stick. It
whirs majestically. The GANG can barely contain their fear
and excitement. Petie cradles Raymond’s nervous head.

RAYMOND
I can’'t watch!

Then, Nick kicks the stick! The puck sails down the
hardwood, kicking up sawdust and smoke in its wake. EVERYONE
covers their eyes.

When the haze clears we see Nick’s puck is the only one
remaining on the court.

INDIA
You did it!

Nick collapses to the ground in victory/relief... he’s
swarmed by his friends:
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ALL
Way to go / You won kid! / Holy
crap, I was so nervous I peed my
pants!

Calvin walks over as Nick climbs to his feet.

CALVIN
Nice game Brodor.

Then Calvin tears up the COURT ORDER, and shakes hands in
conciliation.

CALVIN (CONT'D)
Never wanted this dump anyway.

Calvin turns and exits through the crowd.
NICK
(to the gang)
We did it!

Everyone cheers, hugs and celebrates, as Nick kisses India
and we...

FADE TO BLACK.
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OVER CREDITS: We see a “Where are they now” PHOTO SEQUENCE -

- We see a photo of Calvin being hauled away in handcuffs by
the COPS...

CHYRON: “Calvin was arrested on 4 counts of fraud.”
- We see a photo of Nick at a ribbon cutting ceremony...

CHYRON: “Nick franchised ‘Early Retirement’ - he has clubs in
cities across the US.”

- We see Raymond in a tux and Petie in a wedding dress...
CHYRON: “Ray and Petie got married...”

- We PULL OUT to see a shot of India photographing the
wedding...

CHYRON: “India photographed the event. She will earn her MFA
this Spring.”

- We see another shot from the wedding featuring Stan as a
caterer: Burt, Morty, Ajay, Saul and Nick are there - they
look high.

CHYRON: “Stan opened a catering company... it’s very popular
with seniors.”

THE END



