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Characters
DAN
JARED
ISABEL
BOBBY
JUNE
KYLE
KERRY
TINA
JACK
SPANISH TEACHER
SECURITY
PRINCIPAL LEONARD
TACO BELL

Setting

15; kind of dorky

15; kind of cool

15; pretty cool

15; badass

15; quirky but cute

15; male outcast with acne; wears combat boots
15; male has a ponytail; wears combat boots
15; female gamer; wears combat boots

15; bright-eyed

female; high school Spanish teacher

male; high school security guard; wears combat boots
female; high school principal

drive-up voice

A sprawling high school campus in a small town in New Mexico in the year 2000

Inside a minivan



Note on Set A portable is like a mobile home, but it's used as a
classroom

The set should leave enough space for characters to
roam around

The trashcans mentioned in the script are large, metal
trashcans, like the kind you’d see at a campsite or on

a hike
Note on Dialogue A / calls for overlapping dialogue
Note on Dry Ice Bombs A dry ice bomb is a simple explosive device often

made from a plastic bottle, water, and dry ice. The
shockwave it makes when it explodes can be
extremely loud. The blast can propel fragments of the
container and cause puncture wounds and cuts.



On campus.

SECURITY carries a duffle bag full of supplies (tent, water, binoculars, cans of beans)
and a few weapons to hide under the Spanish classroom portable.

He gets down on his knees to crawl under the portable.

He crawls under the portable.

He reaches out from beneath the portable to pull the duffle bag under.

The zipper begins to open as he drags it along the ground.

A handgun slips out of the duffle as he pulls the duffle under.

He doesn’t notice.

He climbs out from under the portable.

The SPANISH TEACHER appears, heading toward the classroom portable.
SECURITY notices the handgun and quickly pushes it under the portable with his foot.
As he dusts himself off, SPANISH TEACHER approaches.

Pause

SPANISH TEACHER
John. Morning.

SECURITY
Yolanda. Pretty day. Pretty day today, huh?

SPANISH TEACHER
What are you stuffing under my portable?

SECURITY
My car wasn'’t starting today. So | don’t have anywhere to store my stuff.

SPANISH TEACHER
What about your locker in the security lounge?

SECURITY

Yolanda. | told you | don’t like hanging out in there with those guys. They're
always cracking jokes about the female teachers on campus. Slapping on each
other’s backs. It’s a bit of a performance. | like to have my peace at least in the
morning.

SPANISH TEACHER
Okay John.

You gonna get your car fixed?

SECURITY
Hoping to yeah.

Starts to walk away, stops.



SECURITY (cont'd)

Hoping for good things for you today too okay? Hey I'll try not to bother you when
| retrieve this stuff later. | know it’s hard for us both, still, to uh, run into each
other, here. So.

Starts to walk away, stops.

SECURITY (cont'd)
Any uh change in terms of the separation? Are you thinking you might, uh, give it
another shot with your uh.

SPANISH TEACHER
Husband. No well I'm not thinking about that right now. Trying to just be. Be here
in the present.

SECURITY
Hey. God bless that.

He heads to South Campus to check student IDs.

Three kids are sitting in a big white van in a deserted parking lot near South Campus,
smoking weed.

ISABEL
We’re gonna run out of gas!

JARED turns the car engine off.

ISABEL (cont'd)
Yeah. | guess | like to fuck, too.

DAN
You do?

ISABEL
Yeah? | mean, yeah.

DAN
Hm.

JARED
Yeah. You want another hit?

ISABEL grabs the pipe, hits it. Coughs.
JARED takes a long hit and starts coughing, uncontrollably.



JARED
Shit.

JARED passes the bowl to DAN.
DAN takes a long hit and starts coughing uncontrollably.

JARED
You good?

DAN, coughing.

JARED
You good?

ISABEL
More?

JARED
Yah?

DAN
Shit.

JARED
What?

DAN
I’'m pretty fucked up.

JARED
Have a little more it will make you feel better. Did you get your eyebrows this
week?

DAN
Oh. Okay. Cool.

They pass the bowl! around.

DAN takes another hit.

DAN coughs.

ISABEL takes a long hit and starts coughing uncontrollably.

DAN
Shit.

ISABEL
We snuck into the pool again. Stole a good sign this time.



DAN passes the bowl to ISABEL.
ISABEL takes a long hit and starts coughing uncontrollably.

DAN
Shit. | feel like.

ISABEL
The car is swimming like a big whale. We’re in a whale.

JARED
What was the pool sign?

DAN
Shit. We're. Whale.

ISABEL
“No diving here. 4 feet deep.”

DAN
Shit. We are.

DAN reaches for the inside wall of the van to steady himself.
JARED laughs at DAN.

JARED
Haha. / Where’d you store the sign?

DAN
Ha. Yeah.

ISABEL
This is totally a whale. White whale. My room. Under my bed.

JARED
Sweet.

ISABEL
We are the contents of a white whale’s stomach you guys!

JARED
To ISABEL
You’re a pretty lightweight, huh?

ISABEL
Me? Thanks.



ISABEL and JARED lock eyes.

DAN
To JARED
You’re all compliments today.

DAN reaches for the wall of the van again to steady himself.
He cannot reach it.

He cannot steady himself.

He sways.

JARED
Dan, did you do the brows?

DAN
Ha. Yeah.

He reaches for the wall of the van again.

DAN (cont'd)
My aura is glowing again.

ISABEL
Wait, what?

JARED
Nothing.

ISABEL
No, what?

DAN

The barber, this crazy guy Jared found, he thinks if you’re a man you should
have your eyebrows waxed, otherwise eyebrow hair gets in the way of your aura
glowing. And girls can’t see your beautiful eyes.

ISABEL
That’s retarded.

DAN
I's kind of funny.

JARED
| think the man has a point.



DAN
So we go like every week as a joke.

ISABEL
That’'s absurd.

ISABEL begins to repack the bowl.

JARED
You suck at that. Here give it to me.

ISABEL
My mom says | am really lazy. And she worries about me for me for when | grow
up. | am so fucking lazy.

DAN
Ha. Yeah.

ISABEL
Jared! This is totally fine, dumbass.

DAN uses his other hand to reach for the other wall to steady himself.
He cannot reach it.
He sways.

JARED
To DAN
You okay?

DAN
Ha. Yeah.

ISABEL packs more weed into the bowl.

ISABEL
Lighter.

DAN
Oh. I.

ISABEL
You had it last. No? Right.

DAN
Hm.



JARED
Yeah. You had it last dude.

DAN searches the floor of the van.
He hands something to ISABEL.

JARED
Good.

ISABEL
Thanks. Fuck. This isn’t the lighter. Dan!

ISABEL throws the object.

JARED
You guys good? You good?

ISABEL
It's.

JARED
What?

DAN
Shit.

JARED
What?

DAN
I’'m pretty fucked up.

ISABEL
Hand me the lighter, Dan!

JARED finds the lighter.

Hands it to ISABEL.

ISABEL lights the pipe, takes a big hit.
Passes it to DAN.

DAN hits it and passes it to JARED.
ISABEL starts coughing uncontrollably.
DAN starts coughing uncontrollably.

DAN
Shit.
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ISABEL
We should listen to my favorite song now. It’s perfect. Do you wanna go to the
mall?

JARED starts the car up again.

He climbs into the backseat.

‘Away” by School blasts.

ISABEL nods her head up and down.
Lights a cigarette.

ISABEL
Singing along
Are you away from me or you will wait for me are you away from me.

DAN lights a cigarette.
JARED lights a cigarette.

DAN/JARED
Or you will wait for me! Aaah order you will ...

DAN
Shit | feel like | can’t breathe.

ISABEL
It's just the smoke. Open the window, Jared.

JARED climbs to the front of the van and tries to roll the window down.
Tries again.

The window falls halfway down.

JARED jumps into the back seat again.

ISABEL
They say that that song actually has no lyrics and it’s just a bunch of howls and
sounds.

JARED
No way.

ISABEL
Yeah. But that’s why every person likes it a lot.

JARED
We know all the lyrics though.
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DAN
Yeah.

ISABEL
Well, yeah you think you do.

DAN

Wait did you guys feed my gerbil today? Isabel it's your day right? Thanks for
taking care of him while my stupid hypochondriac allergic aunt is visiting. Did you
feed him today?

ISABEL
Oh ...

ISABEL looks down.
Twists her ring around her thumb.

ISABEL

Lying
Yeah.

DAN
Thanks.

ISABEL’s phone rings.
Flips it open.

ISABEL
Hey June. Yeah. We’re just hanging out. We think we’re gonna ditch second.
You wanna come? No? Whatever. I'll pry see you at lunch.

ISABEL flips phone closed.
DAN’s phone rings. He flips it open.

DAN

Hey Suna. Hi. What? No. What? No sorry | just couldn’t hear. How was first.
Yeah. | bet. Sorry it was so shitty. Yeah we’re just hanging in the parking lot,
smoking a bowl.

JARED'’s phone rings.
DAN (cont'd)

You’re welcome to come. Uh huh. Okay. / Have a good second period, I'll pry
see you at lunch.
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JARED
Yo what up. Joselyn come meet us. Okay. Whatever. Enjoy Environmental
Science, lady.

DAN and JARED flip their phones closed.

ISABEL

Do you know what I'm afraid, you guys? Getting older and just like giving up. And
not that much later from now, not like old old, like young and hot still but like
fucking boring as fuck. Like getting home, and just like looking forward to
watching TV, and like showering, and like eating health food. And, just being like
kind of content but not that content and not that upset and not that reflective and
not that attractive and just like in a nice like place, and like thinking about
cleaning products to buy, and organic expensive face products to buy, and just
like fucking thinking everything is going really well when it’s really just the worst
because it's so boring, but I'll never even know because I’'m in a nice like routine,
| wouldn’t even take the time to see if things were really okay. | want to be like
never fucking kind of boring, even if | start to look like a somewhat or really
elegant like thirty-year-old, like my sister, | don’t even care, | just never wanna be
like coming home and looking forward to staying in, and like looking forward to
getting like cozy and clean. Like that’s the fucking worst thing | can fucking think
of. My sister is like that. And she’s fucked. I'd rather be fucking dead. Dude, turn
the car off before we run out of gas.

SECURITY approaches the van.
Looks in.

ISABEL
Ah, what the fuck, you guys, go Jared, go!

JARED jumps into the driver’s seat and tries to start the car.
It stalls.

ISABEL (cont'd)
Fuck, he’s gonna get in, go, go.

JARED tries again.
DAN ducks down.

ISABEL
Go!

SECURITY opens the driver’s door.
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SECURITY

Jared Allen. | told you if | caught you ditching once more, it'd mean suspension.

JARED
You can’t do anything, we’re not even on campus.

SECURITY
School district’s just bought up this lot, here.

JARED
Yeah right.

SECURITY
Smell like marijuana.

JARED
It's not.

ISABEL
I’m sorry, are you a cop?

SECURITY
Excuse me?

ISABEL
Are you a cop?

SECURITY
Excuse me?

ISABEL
Never mind.

SECURITY
I’m gonna have to take you in.

ISABEL
No, please officer, isn’t there anything we can do?

SECURITY
You got a third back there?

ISABEL
Nope.
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DAN

Giggling
A third back. A third back. Hahahahahahahahhahahahaha. A third back.
Hahahahahaha

ISABEL
Shut up.

DAN
Hahahahahahahahahahahahahahaahahahahahahahaha.

JARED
Can you just give us a break, here? It's a national holiday.

DAN
It's called Four Twenty.

SECURITY
| don’t care for your tone.

ISABEL

Did you, wait are you the one, are you the one, wait, wait, are you the one, did |
see you backing up over Principal Leonard’s foot last week? In that beige Volvo?
You’re the guard with the ponytail. You’re the one who backed up on Principal
Leonard’s foot. | was standing under the tree by the library right behind you. |
saw you in that beige Volvo. It was you, wasn’t it? You're the one who backed up
over Principal Leonard’s foot. Was that an accident? | thought it was an accident.
| thought it was a student but now | think it was you. Was it you?

SECURITY
You’re speaking really fast and | think you're confused. Don’t let me catch you
here ever again. Consider this to be your last warning.

SECURITY wanders away toward South Campus.
He flips open his phone.
Dials.

SECURITY (cont'd)
Hi. | know I’'m not supposed to call you anymore but this is John and | need some
help.

Lights down.
Lights up on Security sitting on a slab of bedrock in the South Campus dirt parking lot.
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SECURITY (cont'd)
You always say to write a letter and send it if I'm having trouble. But, | can’t
picture it. Sending a letter. If | ever do, | just hang it on my wall near my kitchen
table as a reminder to not send you a letter. It’s like love letters. Or break up
letters. You just write them but nobody really needs to read them. | don’t like to
feel dependent on a professional to get through the day anyway. So, I'm calling
instead. It’s a voicemail. It's about Principal Leonard. You read in the paper how
someone ran over her foot after school last week? And she’s in crutches? Well,
you know my rage issues? You know my PTSD from working that high school
shooting? Those two girls. Anyway, Principal Leonard’s in crutches. Just last
week, beginning of the week, she caught me talking on my cell phone. She said,
“Let’s not be a bad example for the students. If they aren’t allowed to use their
cell phones let’s not allow you to use yours either. Let's model behavior for the
kids.” And | already do so much for the kids. | already model so much behavior.
They say they thrive with routine. | always give them that. | always walk through
checking hall passes between ten in the morning and ten thirty. | always check
IDs at South Campus from 7:30 to 7:50 a.m. | always scan their bags for guns.
Anyway, Principal Leonard, she was walking around in the parking lot, checking
parking passes, | don’t know why. That’'s my job. But, since she was doing it, |
decided | would leave early. Why should | stay if | don’t even have my own job to
do? So, | signed out at the South Campus post, | put on my baseball cap, and
got in my car and started backing up. And then | looked in the rear-view mirror
and saw her in the corner. And my foot went to the brakes, but then in a second it
went to the gas, and then before | knew what | was doing, it went to the breaks
again and | stopped the car on top of her foot. And she was screaming. And then
| drove away. | flew over the speed bump, going much faster than ten miles an
hour. | flew right over and smashed the front of my car. But, | kept going. And,
now, I've been leaving my car in the garage. Walking to school. Principal
Leonard was out last week but she’s coming back today. And, I'm afraid that
she’s gonna remember what | did. Remember my cap, or my car, my ponytail. |
don’t know. | should’ve just come clean. But | can’t lose this job. | can’t. Anyway,
call me back, thanks. Bye.

Pause
Thanks a lot.

Pause
Bye bye.

He looks at the phone.

He presses a number.

He listens, presses another number to rerecord.
Rerecords.

SECURITY (cont'd)

Hi this is John, your patient from last year. I'm calling to see if we can schedule
an appointment for the beginning of June. My health insurance should have
come through by then. You can reach me at 505-670-6897. Thanks. Bye bye.
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