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c sm:h-p.d ;:i-ti.an Scene >

P =ini=r MRS
INT. SCHOOL CAPETERIA

its at a table with & grocery bag and starts to unpack
"s contente: six pack of soda, large bag of Skittles, box
of cookles, glant snickers, etc. PAT approaches.

glor} —> ez
§ What‘s up, Chrim?
Just gonm some lunch. They

say it‘s the most important meal of
the day.

Chris opens the bag d: skittles, swallows them and chases it
with a soda. Then belches.

[coNt‘D)
A, mn.’%f'- the stuff.

A glazed loock comee over Chrise.

PAT
Um...d0 you ever think you may be
eating teoo much sugar?

Chrie’'s eayes go wide as sugar kicks in.

» . .
Too much sugar? I don’t think I sat
tos much eugar in fact I don't
think I eat enough sugar which is
why I'm genna need to breakx into
those cookies -

Chrie ripe intc box of coockies and starts te savagely eat
them, but it doeen't slow down the verbal barrage.

T§ _(CONT'D)

I lovesr me o cookiee den’t you?
but T'm not mure what's my favorite
what’s youxr favorite? (CHUSS MORE

S0DA) :
Ny cont.~3
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cont-~7 S _(CONT'D)
My favorite choco=chip or
ocatmeal raisin those are good you
know what ®lse is good
snickerdoodles gpeaking of
enickerdoodles hand me that
snickers bar and thosa cheease
doodles would you, PAT thanks...

Sease something imaginary in peripherxal vision.

2.

- (CONT'D)
i What? Wha want some of
' this? Come on! BRING IT! BRING

Iri

(back *to PAT)
Did I ever mention what a good
friend you ars ‘cuz you are and I
like your sweater dec you like my
sweatar I knitted it this morning
right after breakfast and before my
nap do you nap cuz to me there’s
nothing better--

L 1

Chrim’'s head hits the table and falle instantly asleep,
snoring up a storm.

PAT
Chris? You ckay?

Pat jostles Chris who comee to, now groggy and depressed.

Pat? 1Ims mﬁ How long was I

cut? :

PAT
About three saconds.

That keeps g and I have no
idea why.

. PAT
Mayba it's the augar.

<]
I love you, + Why don’t we hang
out more? Time is so preclous ‘eug
bafore you know it, we’ll be gone.
Junior High will be over and then
what? Tall me, Pat, then what?l

PAT
Highsehool? Tk
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|
. Exactly. E%n"t want to go to

highschool, Pat. Don’'t make me go.
They got caleulus thare. And
chemistry. I'm scared. Aand I'm
cold., Hold me, Pat.

PAT .
Um, bhow about a cookie?

‘ E .
That’d work.

As Pat hands Chris a cookie, we: m

FADE OUT.
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