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EXT. | NTERSECTI ON - DAY 1

An AGGRESSI VE CYCLI ST (late 20's) races across a busy
intersection with focused precision. He hops onto the sidewal k
and gl ances at a clock nmounted on the bike's handl ebar.

Its digits turn over to 3:31:00.

CUT TO
TI TLE OVER BLUE SKY:

KITE CCRCU T

EXT. SI DEWALK PARKI NG METER - CONTI NUQUS 2

The aggressive cyclist darts past two shady-1ooking nmen, 201185
and 100588 (both 20's). Both wear a cheap dress shirt |oosely
pul | ed over an orange prison junpsuit, their black nunbers stil
visible under the shirt's thin fabric. They cooly eye a
nondescri pt green sedan

The sedan's wi ndows have been left open, its ashtray is stuffed
with tattered lottery tickets, and a pair of toy dice hang from
the rearview. Its side mrrors are both cracked.

100588 | ooks into the car, then up the street toward a lottery
outl et.

100588
W' ve got time.

201185 opens up a booklet of partially-filled traffic tickets
and rests the pen on the enpty "offence"” line. He | ooks to
100588 for a suggestion.

100588 ( CONT' D)
No hat ?

201185
(satisfied)
Driving without a hat.

201185 scri bbles down the offence and tucks the ticket under the
sedan's wi ndshield w per.

EXT. SI DEWALK - DAY 3

The aggressive cyclist hops onto the sidewal k and gl ances at a
cl ock nmounted on the bike's handl ebar.

He darts past 201185 and 100588, steely eyes fixed on a BALD VAN
W TH SUNGLASSES ON THE BACK OF HI S HEAD di sappearing into the
crowd ahead.



The cyclist pedals faster.

EXT. OFFI CE ROOFTOP - DAY 4

Three floors up, a freshly-tarred rooftop soaks up the hot
aft ernoon sun.

A wel | -dressed WOVAN (50's), gagged and bound, feebly squirns
against the railing. Her fearful eyes watch SLUG and MARK (both
30"s), a pair of overeager hitnmen who carel essly sw ng basebal
bats as they tal k.

SLUG
Bo told ne this story once. Some friend of
his dropped a coin out the top wi ndow of a
skyscraper. It picked up so nuch speed that
it sliced right through a guy wal ki ng bel ow
and made a crater in the asphalt.

MARK
Bul | shit. Wndows are bolted shut that high
up. You couldn't even try it.

SLUG
Unl ess you were a w ndow washer.

MARK
I don't think Bo knows any w ndow washers.

Sl ug | ooks around the rooftop, then takes a coin out of his
pocket and kisses it for |uck.

SLUG
Want to prove hima liar?

Mark | ooks at the coin and sneers.

MARK
Fromthis height? A coin'd just bounce off
the sidewal k and roll into the gutter. W'd
need sonething heavier if we wanted to nmake
an i npact.

Slug and Mark fall silent and sinultaneously look to their
captive, who starts thrashing. They wal k over and pick her up
with forceful hands. Mark swi ngs her around to face him | ooks
into her eyes a nonent, then heaves her over the railing.

EXT. SI DEWALK - DAY 5
Two teenagers, SPY AND SACE (both 15), wal k down the sidewal k in
an awkward silence. Sage wears a cardboard crown wi th "Burger

Inn" witten across its front.

Spy studies the half-eaten burger in his hands.



SPY
O her days | don't wake up at all. Sleep
"til 2, watch TV all afternoon, xbox al
ni ght, wake up the next day and do it al
over again. I'mwasting ny entire life. |
wish I could bottle those days unused
before they even start. Store themin the
freezer for the next sixty years and keep
it shut until | really need them Wen I
know I "d give up the last ten years of ny
life to experience *this* just once nore.

He gestures with his armand hits a branch.

SPY ( CONT' D)
To have the choice of going upstairs to say
goodni ght to ny nmumor just |lying on ny bed
and dream ng, and to have the rest of ny
life change even a little because of ny
decision. That's what life is about, the
possibilites... that's the neaning |'ve
f ound.

He tosses his half-eaten burger into a rubbish bin, then changes
his mnd and fishes it out.

SPY ( CONT' D)
I need to make the right decisions now.
Deci sions that will change the world. |
want to be so big that conputer
spel | checkers will recognize ny nane.

SAGE
Your nane is Spy.

SPY
Yeah, but ny |ast nanme's
McFeyer br andenkowski .

SAGE
No it isn't.

The two friends step aside to let two frail old nmen pass. One
makes eye contact with Spy, who | ooks away - but not before
silently offering the man the remains of his burger.

The old man gladly takes it and smles at nothing in particular.

I NT. PET SHOP - DAY 6

Two nen, a strung-out OAMNER and a brash BUSI NESSMAN, converse at
t he back of a seedy pet shop. Their |ips nove, but all we hear
are the wails rising fromrows of sickly, unfed aninals.



The owner passes a baggy of cotton-wapped pills over in a
handshake. The busi nessman tucks the drug packet into a stitched
pocket on the inside of his pants and turns to the door.

I NT. POLI CE CAR QUTSI DE - CONTI NUOUS 7

Two cops, SKIP (40's) and TYSON (20's), sit in a ghost car
outsi de the pet shop. Skip rotates Tyson's hat, analysing its
shape and curves.

SKI P
It's all about authority. The hat conpletes
t he package. You can't afford not to wear
it on a bust.

Ski p hands the hat to Tyson, who hangs it off the rearview
mrror. Skip isn't inpressed.

SKI P ( CONT' D)
You renenber Danger?

TYSON
Sure. He was a good cop, just wore his
heart on the wong sleeve, that's all.

SKI P
W were on an anbush together. Running back
to the car when the baddies opened fire on
him Bullets in every linb. They had to
pi ck shrapnel out of his knuckle. Al
because no one knew he was a cop. Wul dn't
have shot himif they did.

Skip clears his throat.

SKI P ( CONT' D)
Never did wear a hat, that Danger.

The pet shop door swings open with a friendly "jingle" and the
busi nessnman steps out.

TYSON
Shhh... now s our chance.

SKI P
Put your hat on.

Tyson renoves Skip's hat and throws it in the back seat.

TYSON
Trust ne.
(smles; pause)
He's getting away.

Tyson weat hers a nonent of Skip's burning eyes, then opens the
door and wal ks toward the businessman. Skip follows suit.



SKI P
Fork it th' fuck over!

BUSI NESSIVAN
I don't know what you're tal king about,
of ficer.

TYSON

The drugs, chingo, the drugs.

They drag himoff to the alley. Tyson pats the businessman's
suit down top-to-bottom but finds nothing.

TYSON ( CONT' D)
(wavi ng gun)
Strip.

EXT. STREET - DAY 8
CLI CK!

A STUDENT (early 20's) releases the shutter on her canera, an
SLRwith a comcally oversized lens affixed to its front. Her
subject is the cracked side mrror on a parked car.

She scurries forward to the next car up the street, also with
its side mrror cracked. She crouches for another photograph.

I NT. CAR - DAY 9

Two mi ddl e-aged wonen, each the epitome of white trash, cruise
down the street in a dented station wagon.

The driver, GREEN EYELINER, fiddles with the fan controls while
her passenger, RED EYELINER, |ooks into the rearview as she
applies a gob of lipstick with her finger. The clock on the
dashboard reads 3:31:00.

GREEN EYELI NER
Didja ever neet Ruffi? He was ny w ener
dog. The long brown one that | ooked like a
rol |l ed sausage?

Red Eyel i ner pauses a nonment then shakes her head.

GREEN EYELI NER ( CONT' D)
Vell, it was tragic. He fell into the
nei ghbour's sw mm ng pool but y'know those
wei ner dogs, they don't have arns or |egs,
so he drowned. Straight to the bottom Like
a rock. So sad.

RED EYELI NER
That's terrible! Wiy are you | aughi ng?
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GREEN EYELI NER

It was a long tinme ago. Like a week. |'ve
had a week to cope. Hey, hun, look - a hot
dog st and!

Green Eyeliner pulls the car up al ongside the stand and whistles
loudly to the VENDOR, who turns his back to her.

She refocuses her attention on a man (30's), wal king past the
car with lottery ticket-lined pockets. He is THE GAMBLER

GREEN EYELI NER ( CONT' D)
Hey, studly, how bout picking up ne and ny
sister here sonme hot dogs?

Green Eyeliner none-too-subtly pushes her bust up over the
wi ndow | edge. As The Ganbl er swaggers over, she opens her purse
to reveal a sea of gold coins inside.

RED EYELI NER
Big night |last night at the pokies, hun?

Green Eyeliner grabs a fistful of coins and thrusts theminto
The Ganbl er's waiting hands.

GREEN EYELI NER
Ah yah.
(to The Ganbl er)
Here, sweetie, keep the change.

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY 10

A dRL (7) and her blissful MU (30's) walk up the sidewal k. The
girl has turned the sidewalk tiles into a gane and is careful
only to step between their cracks.

Di sappearing into the crowd ahead of themis the bald man with
sungl asses over the back of his head.

From behi nd, the aggressive cyclist races toward them and the
mum gently pulls her daughter aside. To mmintain bal ance, the
girl steps on a sidewal k crack and her mumi s back snaps.

EXT. SI DEWALK - DAY 11
Two m ddl e-aged nen, HANK and CORDUROY, wal k down the sidewal k.

HANK
I"ve been waiting all ny life for that one
turning point; that defining nmoment that
takes all you have, throws it away, and
| eaves you to find the right way on your
own. A car crash, being franed for
nmurder... a divorce, maybe?

( MORE)



HANK( CONT" D)
I"'m smack bang in the mddle of a perfectly
clichéd mdlife crisis.

Corduroy | ooks at his wist, which is striped with the tan
outline of a watch.

HANK ( CONT' D)
Are you even listening to ne?

CORDUROY
'Scuse a sec.

Corduroy ducks into the nearest shop. Its sign reads "CLOCKS"

I NT. CLOCK SHOP - CONTI NUQUS 12

Cl ocks of all shape and type Iine the walls, each laying claim
to a different time. There are so many clocks, in fact, that one
rings at every nmonment. Corduroy scans the walls a nonent before
interrupting an exasperated CLERK

CORDUROY
Sorry, sweets, do you have the tinme?

She points to a clock on the door behind Corduroy and returns to
her work. The cl ock reads 3:30:45.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY 13

A drunk netal head (20's) anbles down the sidewal k, trying his
best to appear sober. He | ooks up an alley and sees two nen,
Ski p and Tyson, rifling through the pants resting at the
under wear - cl ad busi nessman's feet. The netal head wal ks up and
taps Skip on the shoul der.

DRUNK METALHEAD
(into Skip's ear)
There's fucking pigs everywhere, you guys
had better stop making out.

Ski p, Tyson, and the businessman freeze and | ook at the drunk
net al head. Neither Skip nor Tyson have their hats on. The
net al head stares back, oblivious.

After an awkward nonent, he sees their badges and clues in.

He stunbl es back a few steps, then turns and runs. The two cops
abandon the strip search and run after him madly shaking
fistfuls of handcuffs and badges.

EXT. STREET - DAY 14
A WOODPECKER j ackhammers into a car's side mrror with its beak.

The student phot ographer sneaks up to the mrror and quickly
snaps away froma variety of weird and bizarre angl es.
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The woodpecker turns and | ooks into the student's oversi zed,
mrror-like canera lens with hungry eyes.

EXT. SI DEWALK - DAY 15

Two frail old nen wal k down the sidewal k in an awkward sil ence.
TALE stunbles forward in a stone-faced daze, while BRI MSTONE -
who wears a grey tie with "JESUS" scraw ed down it in white-out
shuffles erratically.

The street is bloomng with the chattering of pedestrians and
the nusic froma busker on another block, but their faces
sonehow deaden t he sounds.

Two teenagers, Spy and Sage, step aside to let the old nen pass.
Tal e catches Spy's gl ance, who | ooks away - but not before
offering Tale a hal f-eaten hanburger.

Tale gladly takes it and smles at nothing in particular.

I NT. STATI ON WAGON - DAY 16

Green Eyeliner and Red Eyeliner sit at an intersection in their
stati on wagon, scarfing down hot dogs. The tomato sauce has

m xed with Red Eyeliner's red |lipstick gobs and snears her face,
but she doesn't seemto notice, or care.

They exchange grunts of satisfaction through nmouthfuls of bun.

EXT. SI DEWALK - DAY 17

The aggressive cyclist speeds down the sidewal k, eyes stil
fi xed ahead. Passing buildings and cars are a blur. The
handl ebar - nount ed cl ock now reads 3:31:52.

The drunk metal head runs up the sidewal k. He | ooks over his
shoul der. The cops are right on his tail. He | ooks back up the
street and sees the cyclist speeding R GHT TOMRDS H M

CRASH!

As the cloud of linbs and dust settles, the fallen cyclist |ooks
up and sees the bald nman di sappearing back into the crowd.

EXT. SI DEWALK PARKI NG METER - DAY 18

Hot dog in hand, The Ganbler returns to his nondescript green

sedan. As he opens the unl ocked door, he spots a ticket tucked
under his w ndshield wi per - charging him$40 for "driving

wi thout a hat". He instinctively reaches up and feels for his

hat. It's there.



He | ooks down the bl ock toward a METER MAI D hunched over a
parki ng neter several cars down, witing a ticket. The Ganbl er
angrily snatches up his ticket and wal ks toward the neter maid.

Just as he turns fromthe sedan, a wonman’s body falls fromthe
sky and | ands on the windshield. Its glass doesn't even shatter.

CUT TO BLACK



