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COLD OPEN

FADE IN:

EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

A running back breaks through a hole in the offensive line 
and takes off down the football field. After a few yards, 
he's crushed by a linebacker and fumbles the ball. 

The safety scoops up the fumble and runs towards the 
opponent's end zone. He scores. The crowd roars.

INT. BAR - AFTERNOON

The roar of the crowd transitions to just one DUDE [45, 
expansive beer-gut, big beard, stained white t-shirt] 
yelling in a near-empty bar. 

The game we were watching is actual a highlight reel from 
the previous weekend's games playing on the TV.

DUDE
This is the only thing that brings 
me joy!

JEAN
And for you, sir. Ground sirloin, 
sandwiched between homemade 
brioche, and smothered in a 
delicious blueberry reduction.

JEAN [30s, chef's hat, chubby, baby faced] presents a 
CUSTOMER [40s] with what appears to be a normal burger. The 
plate is decorated with several lines of swirling sauce to 
give the feel of authentic French cuisine.

JEAN
My name is Jean (French 
pronunciation), by the way.

The customer looks skeptical but takes a bite of the burger 
anyway.

CUSTOMER
(mouth full)

God, this is terrible!
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JEAN
No, it's French.

RANDALL (O.S.)
Jean! (American pronunciation)

Jean's boss, RANDALL (50s, salt-of-the earth type guy) 
stands behind the bar.

JEAN
What?

RANDALL
What did I tell you about changing 
the menu?

JEAN
Excuse me for attempting to bewitch 
somebody's palette for once! A man 
grows tired of preparing pig slop!

The customer's face is coated with blueberry sauce.

CUSTOMER
It tastes like a squirrel fell into 
a blender mid-smoothie, but I can't 
stop eating it.

RANDALL
You flip burgers! That's what I 
hire you to do. Where did you even 
get those blueberries?

JEAN
I'm a culinary artist, damnit! You 
gotta let me paint!

RANDALL
Take off that ridiculous hat and go 
home for the day. Tomorrow, you're 
going to learn to grill burgers 
like an American. This is the 
*BLEEP* and the Hound, Jean!

JEAN
Fine! I have somewhere to be 
anyway.
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Jean throws his hat on the ground and storms towards the 
door. He touches the handle and turns around.

JEAN
And it's Jean (French 
pronunciation)!

RANDALL
Well then parlez vous *BLEEP* you! 

Jean slams the door on his way out.

INT. BUSINESS OFFICES - DAY - CONTINUOUS

CHET [30s, good-looking, sharp business suit] chucks a 
football over several cubicles. The ball nails a walking 
secretary throwing her into a meal cart sending food, 
bodies, and a stack of papers flying.

CHET
Touchdown!

Chet gets on one knee and makes a cross on his chest. He 
points up to heaven.

CHET
Next stop, Playboy Mansion.

Chet struts into an elevator. A scurrying woman tries to 
catch the elevator before it closes. Chet presses the close 
door button. She never makes it.

Several of the other employees go help up their wounded co-
workers.

INT. FOYER - DAY - CONTINUOUS

ELIJAH [14, homeschooled, sweatpants, 110 pounds] is being 
ushered out the front door by his mother, ISABELLA [40 going 
on 20, sexy].

ELIJAH
I thought you said competitive 
sports only led to pride and 
recreational drug use!
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(MORE)

ISABELLA
(thick Hispanic accent)

That was before you started using 
the computer for recreation.

ELIJAH
I told you! The computer had a 
virus!

ISABELLA
And your pants got caught on an 
exposed nail under the desk which 
has since been removed, I know. 
Out!

Isabella shoves Elijah out the door.

INT. COURTHOUSE - DAY - CONTINUOUS

A small, wood-paneled public courtroom. The gallery is 
packed with media personalities and the general public 
crammed shoulder-to-shoulder. Judge PERRY [60s, rotund] sits 
behind the bench, gavel at the ready. This case has been a 
circus, and he won't have any more distractions.

RICK [late 30s, public defender, attractive, but a little 
sloppy] sits next to his client, SKAGGS [40s, grizzled, 
covered in tattoos, beefy]. 

JUDGE PERRY
Councilor, you may proceed.

Rick stands and buttons up his suit. He pats Skaggs on the 
shoulder and walks to the center of the courtroom.

RICK
May it please the court, counsel, 
and members of the jury. We live in 
troubled times, ladies and 
gentlemen. Murderous criminals roam 
the streets, and corrupt 
politicians roam the halls of 
Congress. North Koreans threaten 
nuclear war and iPhones bend too 
easily when sat on. It's hard for 
an honest man to make an honest 
living in this broken world. My 
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RICK (cont'd)
client, Mr. Skaggs, has made a few 
mistakes, sure. He might have done 
some questionable things for food, 
but let's be honest with ourselves. 
Would we not have done the same 
thing if put in his shoes? If this 
man is guilty of anything, it's of 
being poor and without hope. Is 
that such a crime? It is clear 
today that it's not Mr. Skaggs who 
should be on trial today... It's 
America!

Rick, seemingly satisfied with his speech, walks back over 
to his seat next to Skaggs.

JUDGE PERRY
Jury, you have heard testimonies 
from several witnesses. You have 
seen dash cam footage from 13 
separate police cars of Mr. Skaggs 
dismembering and eating a shitzu-

PRESIDING JUROR
(interrupting)

Guilty!

JUDGE PERRY
I haven't-

PRESIDING JUROR
Guilty, right? We all agree?

The presiding juror looks back at his peers. They all look 
at each other and nod in agreement.

JURY MEMBERS
Yep! Yeah. Oh super guilty. He ate 
*bleep*ing dog!

JUDGE PERRY
Well... I guess that's that then!

Judge Perry smacks the gavel.
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(MORE)

JUDGE PERRY
Nicholas Skaggs you are hereby 
sentenced to jail for life. Who 
wants lunch?

Lightbulbs from the media go off like crazy as they attempt 
to capture the historic moment.

CUT TO:

INT. LAW OFFICE - DAY

Rick pushes open the door to his cramped office, removes his 
coat, and collapses behind his desk, defeated.

INT. FRONT DESK - DAY

JANET [40s, manicured nails, bored] sits behind a tiny 
receptionist desk with her heels propped up. She's 
inspecting her nails.

JANET
(yelling through the door)

I put the paper of the trial on 
your desk, Rick. I put it under one 
of those cream cheese "sadness 
muffins" you like so much.

INT. LAW OFFICE - DAY

RICK
(mouth full of muffin)

It's in the newspaper already?

Rick picks the newspaper off his desk. The headline reads 
"Shitzu? More Like Shit-Ew: Canine Connoisseur To Be Taught 
New Tricks In The Pound". We zoom in to see a line in the 
story, which Rick quietly reads aloud.

RICK
The historically quick verdict came 
as little surprise given the 
overwhelming evidence against Mr. 
Skaggs who consistently referred to 
dogs as "squishy meat snacks" 
throughout the entire trial. Also 
his lawyer's so-far perfect record 
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(MORE)

RICK (cont'd)
of securing harsh sentences for his 
defendants definitely didn't help.

Rick angrily throws the paper back on his desk. Something on 
the back catches his eye. It's an advertisement for a "Rec 
Flag Football League". The picture is of Rob Gronkowski 
spiking a football. His face has been photoshopped out with 
some regular-looking guy's face.

Rick looks up at his bookshelf where a faded, framed photo 
of him playing college football sits. Rick dives into the 
end zone with ten screaming players clinging to him. 

Faintly, he hears the roaring of a cheering crowd.

He looks back at the paper. The bottom of the ad says to be 
at the Monticello High School gym on Friday at 5:30 PM.

Rick checks his iPhone. It's 5:00. He grabs his coat and 
rushes back out the door.

FADE OUT

ACT I

INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYMNASIUM - DAY

The bleachers are about one third full, populated with 
mostly adults from all walks of life. 

On the far court is a high school basketball practice. One 
extremely athletic player leaps over another for a dunk. 

A massive, overweight MAN [40s, Cowboys jersey, jean shorts] 
carrying NACHOS and a BIG GULP trips and falls hard. His 
food and drink spill all across the bleachers. He doesn't 
get up.

Commissioner GARY [50s, out-of-shape, neon workout clothes] 
stands on the empty court with a microphone plugged into a 
cheap karaoke toy machine. The machine is blasting a tinny 
version of the Star Spangled Banner.

GARY
(speaking over the music)

Welcome to the 2017 season of the 
recreational football league! Thank 
you everybody for making the trip 
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 (cont'd)
out here today. I know parking here 
can be a real son of a bitch what 
with the entire lot full of horny 
teenagers steaming up their 
windshields with violent 
lovemaking. 

Elijah perks up. Isabella covers Elijah's ears.

GARY (CONT'D)
I appreciate the effort. That 
said...

Gary awkwardly turns around and presses another a couple of 
buttons on the karaoke machine. The song changes to Bubba 
Sparxxx's "Mrs. New Booty."

BUBBA SPARXXX
(from Karaoke)

BOOTY BOOTY BOOTY BOOTY ROCKIN' 
EVERYWHERE!

Gary fumbles with a few more buttons until the music changes 
to "Down With The Sickness" by Disturbed. The music pumps 
Gary up, and he starts pacing back and forth with passion.

GARY
That's more like it. Now. I got a 
lot of complaints last year about 
how the rules were too strict and 
how some teams were taking the game 
too seriously. Well, guess what, 
whiners? This year just got even 
more serious. My refs and I are 
going to make sure everything is 
legal and competitive as hell. The 
only thing I'll let slide is big 
hits, baby. Woo!

Gary kicks at the air.

GARY
This is going to be our best season 
yet!

He punches an imaginary opponent.
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GARY
Let's kick some ass!

Gary pumps his fist in the air, jerking the karaoke machine 
away from the outlet and killing the power. The music dies. 

The crowd - now much smaller than it was just two minutes 
ago - stares silently. 

Chet lets out an awkward whoop from the back.

GARY
(resignedly)

Signups are over there. Even if you 
were on the team last year, you'll 
need to sign up again. My cat 
pissed all over my hard drive 
because I switched catnip brands. 
Also, please don't write in 
cursive. Nobody can read that 
*BLEEP*.

Potential players make their way down the bleachers to the 
small sign-up table and line up. The fat guy who fell over 
still hasn't moved.

Rick stands in line behind KAT [Late 20s, pretty in an 
accidental way]. She's fumbling around in her purse looking 
for something. A pen falls to the ground. Rick goes to pick 
it up and accidentally touches Kat's hand.

KAT
Woah there, pervert. This isn't a 
Disney movie.

Rick stands back up quickly.

RICK
I wasn't... Do you think Disney 
movies are full of perverts?

KAT
Definitely the theater audience is. 
What are you supposed to be? 
(gesturing to his suit) Pee-Wee 
Herman?
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RICK
I'm a public defender, actually.

KAT
Like Luke Cage?

RICK
Well, I do have a huge 
black...um... barber friend.

KAT
(glances at Rick's crotch)

I can imagine.

RICK
(recovering)

I could also pick up a car, 
probably. If somebody I really 
loved were trapped underneath. Like 
my mom or maybe The Red Hot Chili 
Peppers...

KAT
Wait a minute. I know you from 
somewhere, right?

RICK
I can neither confirm nor deny...

KAT
That's it! You're the dog eater's 
lawyer.

RICK
Alleged dog eater.

KAT
He was convicted in a court of 
law...

RICK
Anybody could have doctored those 
tapes. Skaggs says it was just a 
really messy tuna casserole.
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KAT
I see why you win so much.

Rick is hurt. He falls quiet. 

GARY
(yelling from behind the sign 
up table)

Right now you all are signing up 
for the 8th precinct team. If you 
were hoping to be a part of another 
team, it's too late. They're all 
dead. After you sign up, head 
outside for some rigorous physical 
assessments and snacks.

Kat puts her hand on Rick's arm.

KAT
Hey, sorry. That was a dick move. 
I'm sort of new to the area, and 
I'm not... I'm not great with small 
talk. 

RICK
Calling me a pervert and describing 
the pedophilic nature of Disney 
movie aficionados was at least 
unique small talk.

KAT
(laughing)

You're all right, Luke Cage. Are 
you from here?

RICK
More or less. I came here for 
college.

KAT
During your collegiate or 
professional outings did you ever 
come across the *BLEEP* and the 
Hound? I was thinking of inviting 
some people to check it out after 
practice.
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RICK
I'm not sure if that's like a bar 
or an erotic sex dungeon...

KAT
You say that like it can't be both.

Kat arrives at the table and writes her information on a 
sheet of paper.

KAT
My number's right there, if you 
think you'll need it.

Kat walks towards the field. Rick can't help but stare at 
her as she leaves.

ELIJAH (O.S.)
She is so hot.

Rick turns around, surprised to see Elijah standing there.

CHET
Coming through, mother*BLEEP*ers!

Chet muscles Rick aside and writes his information down on 
the sheet.

CHET
I swear to god if you're as slow on 
the field as you are signing your 
name it's going to be a long 
season.

RICK
Hey, I'm Rick.

Rick offers his hand. Chet fist bumps Rick's outstretched 
palm.

CHET
And I'm your worst nightmare, Dick.

Chet leaves via the far basketball court. He runs up behind 
a kid who's about to shoot and smacks the ball out of his 
hands.
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CHET
Kobe!

Rick watches from afar as Chet kicks open the gym door.

ELIJAH (O.S.)
He is so awesome.

Rick spins around, surprised again. He sighs and makes his 
way to the same door.

EXT. SOCCER FIELD - DAY

Chet, Jean, and SAM [30s, female, built like a tank], stand 
a little behind Gary. Facing them in a haphazard semi-circle 
are Rick, Kat, Elijah, JASPER [70s, silent, full tracksuit], 
GORDON [30s, fat, could literally eat a horse, rastafarian] 
and CALIFORNIA [early 20s, well-built, flowing blonde hair, 
surfer bro]. 

GARY
The good news is, you have pretty 
much exactly enough players for a 
legal team. The bad news is I'm not 
legally single, ladies.

Gary winks at Kat then awkwardly turns and winks at Sam. He 
bows.

GARY
Now that we're settled, I'm going 
to hand this thing over to Chet, 
here. I need to head home and make 
sweet, sticky love to my comely 
wife and microwave some sweet, 
sticky bagel bites for my retarded 
kid so he won't walk in on us 
again. There's also some Capri Suns 
and cookies on the table if you're 
feeling nostalgic. Oh, and whatever 
foul concoction Jean (American 
pronunciation) whipped up this 
week. See you all at this weekend.
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JEAN
(muttering angrily)

I'm Jean.

GARY
(bowing to Jean)

I'm Gary.

Gary throws a box of sports equipment on the ground, grabs a 
Capri Sun and jogs away squirting the juice into his mouth 
without a straw. 

"Chariots of Fire" begins playing as Gary (in slow-motion) 
squirts 90% of the juice onto his face instead of in his 
mouth. 

The music stops and we're at normal speed. Gary grunts 
profusely as he attempts to drink the juice and run at the 
same time.

Chet steps forward to address the team.

CHET
Alright losers, here's the deal. 
Last year, the Grundle Wizards lost 
every single game we played. 
Besides Sam here, I lied to 
everybody from our team last year 
about when signups were so we could 
start over. I honestly thought Jean 
(American pronunciation) had to 
work today, but he's here so, what 
are you gonna do?

SAM
(menacingly)

Yeah. What are you gonna do? You 
corn-filled little turds?

Jean nods in agreement.

CHET
Sam was kicked off her office 
softball team for excessive, 
graphic violence, so thankfully 
she'll be more available this 
season.
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Sam runs a finger across her throat while staring directly 
at Elijah. Elijah's hands fly to his neck. He farts.

CHET
We will win the championships this 
year, no matter the cost. I'll get 
Sam to kill a guy if I have to. We 
do. Not. Lose. Before we get going, 
I'd like to know more about this 
mountain of a man here. (to 
California) What's your name, 
stranger?

CALIFORNIA
(surfer affect)

California, bruh.

CHET
And what brings you to our shores?

CALIFORNIA
Slinging balls and slaying 
ladies...

California winks at Kat who immediately blushes.

CALIFORNIA (CONT'D)
...bruh. 

CHET
Hard to argue with that. Any 
questions before we get rolling?

RICK
Is it too late to change the team 
name?

CHET
Yes it is, and that's strike one, 
fancy pants.

RICK
These are from Old Navy!

CHET
Let's hit the turf!

Chet smacks the football out of Jean's hand and runs onto 
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the field. Kat looks at Rick.
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KAT
Everybody knows Old Navy is for the 
one percenters, Rick.

RICK
They were having a sale-

Kat runs onto the field.

ELIJAH (O.S.)
She is so gr-

RICK
(startled)

God! You're like *bleep*ing Casper!

Chet's finger presses play on the karaoke machine. "Eye of 
the Tiger" by Survivor blasts out of the tinny speakers.

CHET
Let's trade our passion for glory!

MONTAGE - TEAM PRACTICE

The team awkwardly runs some athletic drills: ladder runs, 
cone drills etc. Most of the team is terrible, but 
California crushes it. Rick and Kat do okay as well.

Sam screams at Elijah who lies in the fetal position.

Chet smacks Jean's ass way too hard.

Jean placeholds a football. Jasper prepares to kick, bows 
deeply and then drills a 50-yard field goal. Jasper bows 
deeply again.

Chet smacks Elijah's ass almost throwing him on the ground.

Rick throws a pass over Chet's head to Kat who catches it 
easily. They look like they're having fun. Chet looks 
pissed.

Chet has the team push him on a "dummy sled" while he yells 
at them.

The entire team desperately tries to push Gordon, but he 
stands there, immobile.
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Sam hikes the ball to California who throws a deep, arcing 
pass to Elijah who gets obliterated by the ball.

Chet smacks California's ass, but let's his hand linger 
briefly before using the hand to push California along.

Isabella stands at the snack table, handing out homemade 
cookies that everybody seems to love. Jean stands off to the 
side staring angrily. His weird snack has been untouched.

Rick aims the football, then knocks a Capri Sun off the top 
of Gordon's head from thirty yards.

Chet raises his hand to smack Sam's ass, but before he does, 
Sam takes a bite out of a football, deflating it. Chet puts 
his hand away.

END MONTAGE

The group circles around Chet once again. They're sweaty and 
exhausted.

CHET
I've seen enough to give us our 
positions for Saturday. Sam will be 
in charge of the line...

Sam grunts and smacks her chest once.

CHET (CONT'D)
... along with Jean...

Jean drizzles some sort of powder onto rice krispy treats 
over by the snack table. He's hoping this will win back 
everybody's snack favor.

JEAN
What?

CHET (CONT'D)
...and Gordon...

GORDON
(Jamaican affect)

I done did block da footballs.



19

CHET (CONT'D)
...Jasper will be our designated 
kicker...

Jasper bows deeply.

JASPER
In order to kick the balls, one 
must first have the balls to kick.

CHET (CONT'D)
...I'm first wideout, Kat, you're 
second wideout, and California will 
be QB.

CALIFORNIA
Sunshine and avocados, my man.

CHET
Right. Well, that's pretty much 
it... Oh. Dick and Elijah, you can 
sub in for somebody if they get 
tired from all the winning we'll be 
doing.

Rick is clearly upset by the news. He really needed a win.

RICK
I played quarterback in college.

CHET
And I played flute in the marching 
band, but you don't hear me 
bragging about it. Dismissed!

The team disperses. Rick is frustrated and he walks away 
looking dejected. Kat runs up to him.

KAT
You coming to the *BLEEP*?

RICK
Nah. I think I'll just go home and 
drink away my sorrows there. It's 
cheaper.
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KAT
(mildly deflated)

Okay, well, you still coming 
Saturday?

RICK
I don't know, we'll see.

KAT
I really hope you do.

Kat briefly puts her arm on Rick's arm before running over 
to catch up with the rest of the group.

CALIFORNIA
Salutations my bodacious beach 
princess.

KAT
Greetings, crabs-for-brains.

CALIFORNIA
Right on, right on.

ELIJAH (O.S.)
He is so beautiful.

RICK
He really is.

Rick walks sadly towards the gym.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYM - DAY

Rick walks back to the bleachers to grab his coat. He is 
forced to avoid several janitors cleaning the spilled nachos 
and soda around the fat guy who fell earlier. He still 
hasn't moved.

CUT TO:

INT. RICK's HOUSE - NIGHT

Rick lies collapsed on his ratty couch. Bottles of Bud Light 
are strewn everywhere. He's watching late night, local TV.
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ANCHOR
In the end, the nachos were fully 
cleaned up, and Jeff's funeral is 
on Friday. Back to you, Mike.

MIKE
Do you know the truth about the 
silent killer touching your 
children's butts every day? More 
gym bleachers at eleven.

The news cuts to commercials. Rick's gaze wanders over to a 
picture on his bookshelf of him with his college football 
team.

He fixates on the WATERBOY [16, scrawny] in the back. Unlike 
the others, the waterway isn't dressed in pads, but he seems 
just as happy as everybody that's actually on the team.

Rick picks his iPhone off the coffeetable and dials.

INT. KAT'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kat is sitting on her couch weeping openly. The camera pans 
over to the tv. She's watching a Xanax commercial.

Her phone rings, she collects herself and answers it.

KAT
For the last time, I don't need a 
taint dryer. It's like the Mojave 
down there.

INTERCUT BETWEEN RICK AND KAT

RICK
Uh... hey Kat. It's Rick.

KAT
Oh... uh... I thought you were 
somebody else.

RICK
Yeah. I mean I'm completely out of 
taint dryers.
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KAT
(laughing)

That's a shame. What's up?

RICK
I just wanted to know what time the 
game was Saturday.

Kat smiles.

KAT
Are you coming?

RICK
I might make an appearance. 
Somebody needs to keep Elijah out 
of trouble and his hands out of his 
pants.

KAT
(laughs)

Amen to that.

FADE OUT:

ACT II

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

It's a beautiful, sunny day, and there are probably thirteen 
people in the stands. Around the field stretches a paved 
track for track and field events.

The Grundle Wizards are awkwardly stretching together on the 
far end of the field.

KAT
Has anybody heard from California?

ELIJAH
He is so awesome.

GORDON
(pointing)

Dere be da beautiful man wit da 
locks o' sunshine.

California rounds the corner from behind the stadium. He's 
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running in slow, elegant motion in the grass on the other 
side of the track. His locks flow in the wind. 

His feet touch the track pavement, causing him to slip.

SNAP!

California's leg breaks in three places. The bone is 
sticking out. Blood starts spurting everywhere. He cries out 
in pain.

A woman in the stands screams and faints.

A referee pukes all over himself.

Rick who is right behind the ref pukes as well.

A man running the concession's stand tears his shirt in 
anguish.

Elijah pisses his shorts.

CUT TO:

EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY

California is loaded onto a stretcher by EMTs. They pick him 
up, and place him in the back of an ambulance. California 
waves limply at the team before the EMTs close the doors. 
The ambulance speeds away.

GORDON
(sadly)

No more sunshine...

JEAN
What the hell are we supposed to do 
now?

SAM
Crush them like grapes!

JEAN
Yes, but how ya great galoot?

JASPER
One must become the grape.
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The group starts yelling and arguing with each other. Chet 
runs up from the direction of the field.

CHET
Calm down! (to Elijah) You're 
promoted to wide receiver with Kat. 

ELIJAH
Receiver? I was hoping to play 
Mario Kart.

He holds up a Nintendo Switch.

CHET (CONT'D)
(ignoring Elijah)

I'm taking quarterback, and (to 
Rick) Dick... I could really use a 
gatorade. A blue one. Bowel rush or 
whatever. Everybody else... I've 
got a plan.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

A REF blows his whistle.

REF
SPORTS!

The Grundle Wizards line up for their first possession. 
They're on offense. Rick stands on the sidelines with a 
gatorade in each hand.

The opposing team look like a bunch of nerdy IT 
professionals in athletic shorts. Even without California, 
the Wizards should crush them.

Chet scans the field pre-snap. He likes what he sees. 

CHET
Blue. Thirty-four. Peyton Manning!

Sam hikes the ball, Chet drops back. He let's loose a 
beautiful arcing pass...

...That goes about ten feet right into an opposing 
defender's hands. 

The defender is so surprised, he doesn't even move before 
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Sam runs up and rips his flags off for the tackle. She slaps 
the kid defender in the face.

CHET
It's like we're on Tattoine here! 
Doesn't it look like there are two 
suns or something! God, it's so 
*BLEEP*ing bright here!

The defender carries the ball over to the disinterested REF 
[40s] and hands it to him. They have a brief discussion. 

Both the defender and the ref keep squeezing the ball. It's 
strangely flat.

The ref takes the ball over to the Grundle Wizards.

CHET
(whispering)

Be cool everybody, be cool.

REF
Did you intentionally under inflate 
this football?

CHET
Uh, no. Did you intentionally under 
inflate your pecs? Do you even 
lift, bro?

GORDON
Bingity bing-bing bong!

REF
That's it. You guys are 
disqualified. I remember you from 
last year... And her.

The ref nods at Sam who is clawing at the dirt and running 
in circles while the IT professionals stare on, terrified.

REF
You can't cheat on the first play 
of the season, man.

The ref pulls out a megaphone and addresses both teams as 
well as the small contingency of people in the crowd.
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REF
Due to intentional violation of 
rule... something. One of the rules 
about not inflating footballs 
correctly. The Grundle Wizards will 
forfeit the game. Additionally, 
Chet Chesterston will be suspended 
for the entire fall rec season.

The ref pulls a handful of purple powder out of his pocket, 
and blows it all onto Chet's face.

REF
You've been marked!

IT GUYS
He's marked! He is marked!

CROWD
The mark! The mark!

CHET
(furiously wiping at his face)

What the *BLEEP*?

REF
If you would like to appeal your 
case, you can talk to Commissioner 
Gary.

The ref walks away, wiping his hand on his pants. The IT 
guys run off the field, whooping and celebrating. The 
bleachers quickly empty.

Rick walks over to the group who are pissed at Chet. His 
face is stained purple from the powder.

KAT
What the hell, Chet? Your plan was 
to cheat?

CHET
Hey, gif it's good enough for Tom 
Brady, it's good enough for us.
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GORDON
(angrily)

Da football done still been 
intercepted despite ya under 
inflatin'.

JEAN
If you had left the ball normal 
would it have just rolled out of 
your hand onto the ground?

JASPER
An interception is merely a regular 
reception with a new friend.

SAM
I can't process these emotions!

The group devolved into arguing again.

RICK
Guys, guys! I have an idea.

CHET
Yeah? What's your idea, bench 
warmer? Suck at life? 

RICK
We can get an injunction.

GORDON
What means injunction, man?

ELIJAH
You think Gary would really let 
this slide? He seems very strict.

RICK
No we wouldn't involve Gary at all. 
We'd involve the courts.

The entire team gasps.

CHET
What do you know about lady 
liberty?
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RICK
I'm a public defense lawyer. I 
could probably at least get you an 
injunction that'll defer your 
punishment until after the season.

KAT
(aside to Rick)

Are you sure? You don't have the 
best track record.

RICK
(aside to Kat)

Let me do this.

Kat pauses and looks at Rick, assessing him.

KAT
Let's go with Rick's plan. It's the 
only option we've got. And it's a 
good one.

Rick smiles at Kat.

RICK
If I win, though, you need to let 
me actually play.

CHET
Spoken like a true lawyer. No way. 
I'm the all-time quarterback, baby.

JEAN
If we don't get an injunction, 
you're not going to play anyway.

JASPER
Also, to be a good quarterback, one 
must not suck total donkey *BLEEP*.

Chet looks at the team. He throws up his hands.

CHET
Fine! But if Rick loses, he's off 
the team period.
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RICK
If I lose then we're both off the 
team, but yeah, sure.

GORDON
Bingity bing-bing bong!

FADE OUT:

ACT III

INT. CIVIL COURTROOM - DAY

Rick and Chet stand in line with several criminals, waiting 
for their turn to speak. Along the back row of benches sits 
the rest of the team. Though it's faded somewhat, Chet's 
face is still purple from the powder marking.

CHET
(whispering)

What do you think that guy did? 
Screw up some dude's perm?

Chet nods in the direction of an excessively flamboyant man 
dressed in a pantsuit who is subtly dancing despite no 
music.

BAILIFF
Shut your mouth before I break my 
nightstick off in your ass.

Rick says nothing and stares ahead.

JUDGE PERRY
Chet Chesterston seeking an 
injunction for a... recreation flag 
football league suspension? And you 
have a lawyer?

Rick steps up to the podium with the microphone.

RICK
He does your honor.

JUDGE PERRY
You again. This out to be good. 
What have you got for us today?
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RICK
Well, your honor. What we have here 
is a lack of fair trial. The ball 
may have been underinflated, but 
there were no PSI measurements 
taken at the field. No 
meteorologists were called in to 
determine whether the weather could 
have caused a drop in the ball's 
internal air pressure. The 
commissioner did not preside over 
any trial and every decision was 
made by a part-time grocer who just 
happened to refereeing that weekend 
for a little extra cash. I ask the 
court, is that fair? Should my 
client be so severely punished 
without any semblance of a fair -

JUDGE PERRY
(interrupting)

Let me stop you right there, 
counselor. While I seriously doubt 
the validity of your arguments, 
it's been a long day, and I know 
you have a penchant for droning on. 
Honestly, I couldn't care any less 
about some rec football league so 
I'll grant your injunction until 
some other judge can review your 
case another time. In the meantime, 
stop *BLEEP*ing with the footballs, 
Chet.

CHET
U-Understood, sir. Thank you sir,

JUDGE PERRY
Now get the hell out of my 
courtroom.

RICK
Of course!

CUT TO:

EXT. THE COCK AND THE HOUND - DAY
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We see the front of the bar everybody's been referencing. 
It's named the Cock and the Hound. The sign has a massive 
chicken riding on the back of a big dog.

INT. THE COCK AND THE HOUND - DAY

The entire team cheers. Kat holds up a glass of beer for a 
toast.

KAT
To Rick, the best damn lawyer in 
the city.

The team yells their affirmatives and takes a drink. Elijah 
spills some grape juice on his shirt.

RICK
Thanks, Kat. It's just nice to win 
one. Who wants another round?

Several hands go up, and Rick stumbles up to the bar. Chet 
follows him.

CHET
Hey... Nice work out there, Dick.

RICK
Thanks, Chet. I'm glad we aren't 
going to lose you.

CHET
Damn straight. You all would be 
screwed.

Rick laughs.

RICK
I know buddy, I know.

Chet looks knowingly at Rick and heads back to the table. 
Rick looks over at the rowdy table.

Jean, wearing his chef's hat again, arrives with a plate of 
unidentifiable vegetable mush.
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JEAN
In celebration of today's events, I 
made some garbure on the house.

SAM
Jesus, nobody wants to eat garbage.

JEAN
Garbure, you philistine, garbure!

GORDON
It don smell like da ass o' Satan.

The group laughs and continues to heckle Jean. Rick smiles. 
It's going to be a good season.

FADE OUT:

TAG

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

Gary sits in his basement, furiously staring at his 
computer. There are no lights other than the glow of his 
screen.

GARY
Those jerks think they can screw 
with my league? My league?! We're 
going to have to see what we can do 
about that.

Gary clicks a button and "Down With The Sickness" by 
Disturbed starts playing. Gary stands up and it's clear he's 
wearing nothing but tight whiteys.

GARY
Watch out, Grundle Wizards. You've 
just made a powerful enemy.

Gary farts.

FADE OUT:
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