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COLD OPEN

INT. LAMAR’S BAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Brian, Joel, and Zach (poor, late 20's) sit at a sketchy dive 
bar. They are the only white patrons. A disinterested 
bartender watches TV, ignoring them. Joel searches through an 
apartment finder. Brian is off to the side texting.

JOEL
Here’s one. Three bedrooms, three 
baths, Jacuzzi, Koi pond--

ZACH
How much?

JOEL
$4,300.

ZACH
Joel, I told you, nothing over 
$550. Annual income divided by 
forty, remember? 

JOEL
Wait, so that means we make...

Joel tries to do the math in his head. Zach just stares as 
this charade goes on for what seems like an eternity. 
Finally...

ZACH
$22,000. 

JOEL
(impressed)

Each?

ZACH
Combined.

JOEL
Fuck. Well, I guess the East End is 
out. A condo there goes for like a 
million dollars.

ZACH
Even if I had a million dollars, I 
wouldn't blow it on a condo.

JOEL
I'd move to Florida and build a BAD 
ASS bunker. We're talking 
completely underground. 



ZACH
There aren't basements in Florida.

JOEL
Yeah, cause I haven't built my 
bunker there yet!

ZACH
Actually it's cause of the water 
table...

JOEL
Fine, above ground bunker.

ZACH
Alright, you just described a small 
house, and that's way less than a 
million dollars.

JOEL
(trailing off)

Well I'd spend the rest on snacks, 
chips... sunchips... chocolate 
chips... chips-a-hoy... 

(then)
Brian, what would you do with a 
million dollars?

BRIAN 
(looks up from his phone)

Wha-oh, yeah, yeah I'd suck his 
dick if I had to.

JOEL
No, we weren't doing would you suck 
a dick for a million dollars. We 
were just asking what you'd do with 
one million--

BRIAN
Look I said I'd do it!  Next 
question!

The bartender, Lamar (Black, Late 50's), walks up.

LAMAR
You white boys gonna drink or what?

JOEL
Sure. What do you recommend?

LAMAR
(dry)

Alcohol.

2



BRIAN
May I see your craft cocktail list?

Lamar stares.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
I’m thinking something in the area 
of an Pisco Nuevo? Or Chartreuse 
Swizzle?

Lamar continues to stare.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
What about a Fox Rose Fizz?

Lamar reaches behind the bar and opens a beer and walks away.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Thanks! Man, I’m so glad we ran out 
of gas. This place is awesome.

JOEL
Yeah dude, this isn't one of those 
hipster bars.

Zach rubs his hand across the bar. It’s incredibly filthy.

ZACH
It's so authentic!

JOEL
And you can smoke in here!

ANGLE ON a group of SMOKERS, one of them coughing profusely. 

BRIAN
And the people here are so REAL.

We pan across several intimidating looking guys playing pool. 
Two macho dudes are fist fighting and wrestling on the 
ground. BIKER (Black, 40's) is playing pool, ignoring the 
fight in the background, he catches Brian staring at him.

BIKER
What're you lookin at?

Brian is smiling, and gives a long pause.

BRIAN
You guys! You're amazing!

BIKER
Oh... Thanks.
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JOEL
Wait... what do you think rent is 
like in this neighborhood?

BRIAN
(points to his phone)

There's a place right down the 
street for $350 a month!  

ZACH
(skeptical)

What is it? Someone’s garage?

BRIAN
It’s an apartment. Three beds, 1 
1/2 baths-- 

(gasps)
Refrigerator included.

The guys look at each other excitedly.

ZACH
Wait, are you guys thinkin’ what 
I'm thinkin’?

BRIAN/ JOEL
Yeah!/ Of Course!

Zach thinks they are all going answer with him. His eyes show 
he is begging their response.

ZACH
Llllleeeeeeeettttttt's...

Joel & Brian are just staring at him. Zach is trying to get 
them to say it with him like a game of charades.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Lllllleeeeeeeettt's... Move in. 
Let's move in guys.

JOEL/ BRIAN
Oh! Yeah./ Yeah, got it!

ZACH
So one more time. Llleeetttt's...

Before he can even say it we just cut to titles.

CUT TO TITLES: “Locals Only”

END COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Brian and Joel are sitting on the couch, relaxing.  Joel is 
listening to music on his headphones, smoking a bowl, 
drinking a beer. Brian is taking a selfies. 

BRIAN
(typing on his phone)

#NewPad, #Str8Chillin, #TheHustle, 
#OnMyGrind...

Zach walks through with several boxes in his arms.

ZACH
Guys, we’re not done. 

JOEL
I’m done. 

ZACH
No. Not this time. I’m not 
unpacking all of our shit again!

JOEL
All of your shit. 

BRIAN
(preachy)

The more stuff you own, the more 
stuff owns you.

JOEL
(re: weed paraphernalia)

I got everything I need right here.

BRIAN
It’s not our fault you’re such a 
consumer whore.

ZACH
Okay, fine. Then you don’t get to 
use my forks, spoons, basically any 
kitchen utensil, my blender, 
toaster, dishes, mugs, bowls, 
laundry detergent--

JOEL
Don’t need em. Don’t want em.

BRIAN
(holding up hand)

Got my fork and spoon right here.
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There is knocking at the door. 

ZACH
Will you at least get that?

Brian and Joel ignore him.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Fine! I’m not getting it either.

(after a micro beat)
Fine! I’ll get it. 

Zach makes his way to the door, still carrying all the boxes. 
He awkwardly tries to open the door with his forearm, then 
his foot.

Their landlady, CARLA (Hispanic, motherly, 50s), bursts into 
the house, knocking all the boxes out of Zach's hands.

Brian and Joel scramble to hide their weed and paraphernalia, 
Brian shoves his weed in a bookcase, Joel shoves his piece in 
a coffee table drawer. Carla speaks SPANISH with SUBTITLES.

CARLA (SPANISH)
Hey boys, welcome to the 
neighborhood!

She sits on the couch unfazed, and as she continues to talk, 
reaches into the bookcase and the drawer, retrieves their 
contraband and begins to light a bowl.

CARLA (SPANISH) (CONT’D)
It's so nice to have three white 
brothers living in one of my 
apartments!

The guys are in shock. Carla helps herself to Joel's sandwich 
and Brian's beer.

JOEL
What do we do?

Carla turns on some football and continues to talk.

CARLA (SPANISH)
You boys have to be careful here. 
This neighborhood can be a little 
rough. People might try to take 
your Walkmans, Bose headphones, 
your two-way pagers--

ZACH
Did she just say Bose?
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BRIAN
Guys, we should just leave... And 
she'll leave with us... right?

Carla turns up the television and screams at the players.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Alright Carla, well we are leaving!

Carla continues to ignore them.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
And you are.... going to stay here, 
apparently.

The guys all back out of the apartment and Brian shuts the 
door.

CARLA (ENGLISH)
You boys have fun!

Brian re-opens it.

BRIAN
What was that?

CARLA (SPANISH)
Buenos dias!

BRIAN
Alright....

They shut the door again and leave.

EXT. STREET - DAY

The guys all exit the apartment building. A group of blue 
collar Mexican American locals walk past. Joel waves.

JOEL
Hey, you fellas know where we can 
grab some lunch around here?

The men look at each other, shrug and walk off. Brian pulls 
out his phone.

BRIAN
I’ll just Chowhound it.

ZACH
Put that away, Brian. Come on guys, 
let’s explore our new neighborhood. 
I’m sure there’s tons of local 
flavors here to discover. 
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The guys stroll down the sidewalk, taking in their new 
surroundings, waving at confused locals. They pass several 
ethnic street food options, carefully considering each.

- a Cuban man selling homemade Empanadas out of a cooler

- a sizzling kabab and hotdog cart

- an old Vietnamese lady selling Banh Mi sandwiches

- a fish taco stand with a grandmother hand making tortillas

ZACH (CONT’D)
Man. So many great options.

JOEL
Yep. So many.

BRIAN
So so so many.

After a long beat, we SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. MCDONALDS - MOMENTS LATER

The guys exit the local McDonalds, happy and full.

BRIAN
What a great neighborhood.

ZACH
I love it here! Not a yuppie in 
sight!

JOEL
Just breathe it all in!

The guys all mime "breathing it in", Brian starts actually 
sniffing loudly.

BRIAN
Is that? Is, uh... Is that a vape?

Big Wheel (early 20s, white hipster) rolls up on a big wheel 
for adults, pulling on a vape, he also has more vapes hanging 
from his neck.

JOEL
Woah woah woah, what are you doing 
here?

BIG WHEEL
Oh! I'm just checking out that new 
bar in town.
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ZACH
What- no! There's no bars here for 
you!

BIG WHEEL
Yeah, tonight is Füt-n-mouth's 
grand opening party with the whole 
fam! Over on 10th!

BRIAN
Yeah, sounds awesome. We should 
check that out.

Joel nudges Brian.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
I mean... No, that doesn't sound 
cool.

ZACH
Wait... Over on 10th... That's 
where Lamar's is...

ZACH/JOEL/BRIAN
(realizing)

No./No./No.

All Brian, Joel, and Zach bolt off toward Lamar's. Brian runs 
back into frame.

BRIAN
Oh and by the way, before I run 
down there can I get a hit of that 
vape?

ZACH(O.S)
Brian!

Brian hears Zach and immediately runs back out of frame.

EXT. LAMAR'S - DAY

Brian, Joel, & Zach run up to Lamar's, but are greeted with a 
newly renovated yuppie cocktail bar, complete with a hand-
carved sign that reads "Füt-n-Mouth." 

JOEL/ ZACH/ BRIAN
No./No./No.

INT. LAMAR’S - CONTINUOUS

The place is packed with other hip white people. 
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JOEL/ ZACH/ BRIAN
No./ No./ Not bad-- er, No.

BARTENDER (O.S.)
Welcome to Füt-n-Mouth.

The guys turn to see a hip white bartender. He speaks with an 
unparalleled amount of vocal fry.

ZACH
Wait, where’s Lamar?

BARTENDER
Lamar... not ringing a bell.

ZACH
He owns the bar!

BARTENDER
Pretty sure the owner’s name is 
Otto.

JOEL
(disgusted)

Jesus Christ.

BARTENDER
So, ah... You guys like want 
somethin’ or somethin’?

BRIAN
(to Joel & Zach)

I got this.

Brian also starts speaking with a ton of vocal fry.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Yeah, like I'll have something. 
Waddya think?

BARTENDER
Well I dunno how about some of 
these?

As the bartender and Brian become harder and harder to 
understand, they get subtitles. We occasionally cut to Joel & 
Zach for reactions.

BRIAN (INDISCERNIBLE)
Yeah those seem cool? If you're 
into those.

BARTENDER (INDISCERNIBLE)
Oh, too cool for those?
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BRIAN (INDISCERNIBLE)
I'm not too cool i'm just over it

BARTENDER (INDISCERNIBLE)
Okay like wat about these?

BRIAN (INDISCERNIBLE)
?????

BARTENDER (INDISCERNIBLE)
?????

BRIAN (INDISCERNIBLE)
?????

BARTENDER (DISCERNIBLE)
Sure thing, be right back.

The bartender exits.

BRIAN
Actually guys, this place is pretty 
cool.

JOEL
What was that?

BRIAN
He's just a cool dude, what?

ZACH
Where’s the smokers? Where’s the 
scary pool players?

Zach wipes his hand across the bar. His hand is cleaner than 
it was before he did it.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Where’s the authenticity?!

Bartender returns with drinks for each of them. The drinks 
are served in fancy shoes.

BARTENDER
And here we go... all our cocktails 
are served in a authentic hand-
cobbled shoes.

ZACH
What?

Brian is embarrassed by Zach even asking.
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BRIAN
They serve all their handmade 
cocktails in authentic hand-cobbled 
shoes! C'mon!

Brian starts to take a drink and spills it all down his chin.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Okay, yeah, these are terrible.

JOEL
Man, I cannot believe this is what 
they turned Lamar's into.

ZACH
It’s like this happens every time 
we find some place cool! Remember 
when we moved to the north side, 
and that awesome deli became a yoga 
studio after a few months?

JOEL
Yeah! And remember when we lived on 
the West side and that amazing taco 
stand became a Micro-Juicery?

ZACH
Eleven dollars for OJ. Fuckers.

BRIAN
You guys remember our first 
apartment in college, when they 
turned our local laundromat into 
that god awful improv theater?

JOEL
That was actually good for me. Sold 
a lot weed there. But yeah, 
totally.

ZACH
Why is it that the second we find a 
cool neighborhood, white people 
move in and ruin it?!

Joel turns to a nearby blonde woman (mid 20's, white).

JOEL
Excuse me, what made you decide to 
hang out here?

BLONDE
Oh I'm not hanging out, I'm a brand 
ambassador. Here you go!
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She hands Brian some swag. 

Brian, now wearing a Sky Vodka baseball cap, turns to a 
really good looking man (mid 20's, white).

BRIAN
You! How did you find this bar?

HUNK
Oh, I'm a brand ambassador too!

The Hunk hands over some swag. A third, equally attractive 
white person leans in.

STUD
You're both brand ambassadors too?

And yet another beautiful person leans in.

BABE
I'm a brand ambassador too!

Brian, Zach, and Joel, now covered in branded accessories 
(caps, bath robes, LED flashing sunglasses) step forward.

ZACH
Is there anybody normal around 
here!?

JOEL
Wait! That guy is still here!

Angle on the same intimidating biker from earlier, alone at 
the bar. Brian, Joel, Zach run up to him.

BRIAN
Hey man! What happened to this bar? 
And where are all your biker buds?

BIKER
They left the second they saw this 
abomination. 

(shakes head)
Took their free Corona coozies and 
got the fuck out.

The guys look confused.

BRIAN
Why are you still here?

BIKER
This is as far from my house as my 
ankle monitor lets me go.

(MORE)
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(looks around)
I’d rather be back in prison.

The biker takes a sad swig out of a shoe. Zach turns to Joel 
and Brian.

ZACH
Guys, we can’t let this happen to 
another one of our neighborhoods. 
We have to do something.

BIKER
You could always just leave.

JOEL
No way man. We’re not quitters. 
We’re in this together!

The Biker looks at the boys with disgust.

BIKER
You know this is all happening 
because of you, right?

BRIAN
...Us?

At that moment, they all see themselves in the bar mirror, 
covered in their ridiculous flashing swag.

ZACH
Oh my God. Are you guys thinking 
what I'm thinking?

JOEL/BRIAN
Uh huh...

Same game of charades again.

ZACH
It's ououuuuuuurrrrr ffffault. It's 
our fault.

JOEL/BRIAN
Oh, yeah. Got it./ Do it again.

ZACH
It's our fau- (Cut off)

END ACT ONE

BIKER (CONT'D)
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ACT TWO

INT. APARTMENT - AFTERNOON

Carla is still watching football, she clearly has not left 
the house. The three guys come in hot.

JOEL
Guys! If this is our fault, then we 
have to fix it! 

ZACH
Yeah, there's gotta be something we 
can do to get Lamar's back!

Carla interrupts them with a "ahem." She points to the TV.  

ZACH (CONT’D)
Uhp. Sorry.

EXT. APARTMENT STOOP - MOMENTS LATER

The guys are outside to give Carla her space.

ZACH
(still hot)

There's gotta be something we can 
do to get Lamar's back!

JOEL
I say we trash that bar!

BRIAN
On it!

Brian pulls out his phone and types away.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
“Service was horrible, menu was 
generic, shoe selection was 
laughable. One star!” 

JOEL
I’m not talking about trashing them 
on Yelp! I’m mean we fuck the place 
up.

BRIAN
Oh.

ZACH
(proudly)

I knew that was what you meant.
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BRIAN
It's only three of us, though.

JOEL
That's why we bring in...

(points off screen)
... some outside muscle.

ANGLE ON THREE MIXED-ETHNIC KIDS walking across the street. 
Off Joel’s look...

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER

Joel, Zach, and Brian approach the kids. Zach comes in WAY 
too hot, trying to act like he is cool. 

ZACH
Hey! You ready yo get so turnt your 
head gets fierce? 

The three kids look at Zach, confused. So do Joel and Brian.

KIDS
What did you say?/ Huh?

BRIAN & JOEL
The hell was that?/ Why?

ZACH
I’m just trying to lay it down with 
these fleek ass dubsteppers!

BRIAN
(to Zach)

Nope, you’re done.

Zach sulks away. Brian turns to the kids.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
Look, dudes, we just wanted to talk 
to you guys about a...

(Cocks an eyebrow)
Proposal. 

KID #1
We don't have any money.  Please 
don't rob us.

BRIAN
No, we're not trying to rob you.  
We just had you fellas in mind for 
a... 

(Cocks an eyebrow)
Job.

16



KID #1
Dude what's wrong with your face?

BRIAN
Nothing's wrong with my... 

(Cocks an eyebrow)
Face.

JOEL
Okay now you're done.

Brian sulks away and stands next to Zach who is still 
sulking.

JOEL (CONT’D)
We want helping trashing the new 
bar down the street. We'll give you  
$20 each.

KID #2
$20? Do you think that’s a lot of 
money?

JOEL
(yes)

No. Uh... How about $50?

KID #1
Man I don't know about--

KID #2
We're in. Meet you there in an 
hour?

JOEL
Deal.

Joel and the kid shake on it and the kids walk away.

BRIAN
Well guys, if we're gonna do this, 
we're gonna have to dress the part.

EXT. BAR - LATER

Slow-Motion walk up of us in douche-bag Justin Beiber style 
"gang" outfits. The three kids show up, still dressed the 
same as earlier. They see what the three guys are wearing and 
start to laugh at them, cutting off the slow motion walk up 
and stopping the guys in their tracks.

KID #1
What's with those corny ass 
outfits?
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BRIAN
This!?  Oh you know these losers.  
They insisted on these stupid 
outfits.

JOEL
Us? These are all from your closet.

BRIAN
(cutting off Joel)

So, you guys ready to do this?

KID #1
Alright... Uhhh, whatever man. You 
guys need to pay us up front.

JOEL
Sure thing!

As Joel pulls out an envelope and goes to hand money over to  
the kids, a mini-van pulls up and honks.

MOM
You boys ready for band practice?

The mom notices the three guys with the kids and get 
suspicious of them.

MOM (CONT’D)
What the hell are y'all doing with 
these kids!?

BRIAN
Oh don't mind us! We're just 
getting these kids to help us with 
a little...

(raises eyebrows)
Job.

MOM
What is wrong with your face!?

BRIAN
I'm insinuating!

MOM
Insinuating what?

ZACH
We were just going to pay them to 
help us wrec--

(backtracking)
... mow some lawns!
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KID #1
Yeah mom, it's cool. They were just 
about to... 

(cocks an eyebrow)
Pay up.

Zach and Joel are impressed.  Brian throws his arms in the 
air in defeat.

MOM
That is just stupendous. See how 
rewarding honest work is? Well, go 
ahead and get your money boys! We 
don’t want to be late.

ZACH
Well okay then.

Zach begrudgingly hands over the money and the kids pile into 
the mini-van. The mom waves as she drives off.

MOM
Have a great day!

BRIAN
Great! What're we going to do now?  

Joel pulls out some spray paint and puts a crow-bar in 
Brian's hands. The camera moves in on Joel as he looks 
iconically off screen toward the bar.

JOEL
We're gonna do what we planned--

ZACH
(interuppting)

Did you bring a 3rd thing for me?

Joel looks at his spray can. Brian looks at his crowbar.

JOEL
Oh uh... I guess you can have the 
bag I brought this stuff in.

Joel hands Zach a flimsy duffel bag.

ZACH
This... Doesn't really do 
anything... Uh, thanks.

The camera moves in on Joel as he looks iconically off screen 
toward the bar.
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JOEL
We're gonna do what we planned to 
do!

Joel pulls a ski-mask over his face, Brian pulls stockings 
over his face, Zach looks at them.

ZACH
Oh! Oh yeah...

Zach puts the bag over his head.

JOEL
Let's do it.

INT. BAR - EVENING - MOMENTS LATER

Brian and Zach burst into the bar. Zach runs into a wall 
instantly and is knocked out cold. We see Joel has begun 
spray painting the outside windows. Brian’s jaw drops.

ANGLE ON a totally packed and loud bar. It’s standing room 
only. A cute host approaches Brian.

HOST
Do you have a reservation?

BRIAN
What? I can’t hear you.

HOST
(yelling)

DO YOU HAVE A RESERVATION?

BRIAN
NO. I’M HERE TO CAUSE CHAOS.

HOST
IT’S A TWO HOUR WAIT.

BRIAN
No-- I’M GOING TO SMASH THE PLACE 
UP WITH THIS CROWBAR.

HOST
YEAH, YOU CAN WAIT AT THE BAR. 

BRIAN
THANKS!

She goes off to greet another customer, stepping over Zach, 
who is still knocked out and laying on the floor.
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BACK TO outside. Joel is spray painting the wall. People 
start to gather. Joel joyfully mutters to himself as he 
continues painting.

JOEL
That’s right. Witness my utter lack 
of regard for your way of life.

BACK TO the bar. Brian squeezes his way through the dense 
crowd.

BRIAN
Excuse me. Sorry. Can I get past-- 

He finally finds a small space to himself in the corner. 
Brian uses the crow bar to smash a bunch of glasses and 
plates off of a table. Immediately a couple sits down.

WOMAN
Thanks for clearing that table!

BRIAN
No, I--

WOMAN
Can we get some water? Sparkling?

A WAITER steps between Brian and the table.

WAITER
Sorry Ma’am. This man isn’t a 
waiter.

(to Brian, sternly)
Go clear off tables 5 and 7!

BRIAN
I don't even work her--

WAITER
Go!

ANGLE ON Zach. He begins to rustle awake, but another person 
kicks him and knocks him out again.

BACK TO outside. Joel is spray painting the wall, unaware 
that the crowd behind him has doubled. Onlookers are taking 
photos with their phones.

BACK TO Brian, he halfheartedly clears off another table of 
dirty dishes with his crow bar. A MANAGER angrily approaches.

MANAGER
Hey! What are you doing? If you 
keep this up- 

(MORE)
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(He reveals an apron)
You're gonna need this apron!

BACK TO Zach, still on the ground motionless. A foot steps on 
him, then recoils.

MAN
Oh my goodness! Oh it's just a guy.

MAN stomps hard on Zach's body as he resumes walking over him.

BACK TO Joel, he finishes up his spray painting.

JOEL
There we go. Suck on this!

He turns, only to see a large crowd of admirers. They applaud. 

JOEL (CONT’D)
Dammit!

Frustrated, Joel storms into the bar.

JOEL (CONT’D)
This isn't working!

Joel sees that Brian is in a FULL RESTAURANT UNIFORM, wiping 
down tables with a cloth.

JOEL (CONT’D)
What the hell, you work here now? 
And where's Zach!?

BRIAN
He's on the ground! Goofing off!

Big Wheel, the guy from earlier, enters the bar, impressed 
with Joel's spray painting.

BIG WHEEL
Hey! My bros from earlier! Did you 
see that mural outside?

JOEL
It's not a mural, you white piece 
of shit!

Just then, Big Wheel trips on Zach and falls into a WAITER 
holding a tray of drinks. The Waiter bobs back and forth 
trying to keep his tray level.

The guys watch in anticipation for the Waiter to fall. It 
keeps looking like he'll crash into a table of people, fall 
into the bar, smash a window, but alas, he doesn't. 

MANAGER (CONT'D)
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He finally rights himself and sets the tray down on a table.

BIG WHEEL
Whew, that was a close one.

Joel shoves Big Wheel, who crashes into the bar, sending a 
half dozen Flaming Dr Peppers flying off the bar, starting a 
small fire. 

BRIAN
Oh man, that actually worked.

Brian and Joel look pleased with themselves, but then quickly 
frightened because the small fire starts to grow rapidly. The 
crowd panics.

JOEL
That’s... getting pretty big.

The fire then turns into an "inferno"

BRIAN
Oh shit, we better get out of here!

They grab Zach and flee the scene with the rest of the patrons. 
As everyone runs out, we hear the manager in the background.

MANAGER
Quick everyone grab the shoes on 
the way out! Please carry as many 
shoes as possible on your way out!

A co-worker is trying to pull the manager away from the 
flames.

MANAGER (CONT’D)
No! We need to save the shoes!

As Zach, Joel, and Brian exit the bar we hear sirens 
approaching.

JOEL
We did it! We destroyed Füt-n-
Mouth!

JOEL/BRIAN/ZACH
Yeah!/ Nice!/ Where am I?

The guys high-five each other as emergency responders move 
around them. The guys completely ignore the responders and 
they keep high-fiving.

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. APARTMENT - MORNING

CUE MUSIC: "It's a Beautiful Morning"

MONTAGE:

As the sun pours through the window, Zach sits up and yawns 
excited to start his day. 

Joel goes to sit down on the couch and nearly sits on Carla, 
the landlady, who is asleep on the couch. 

Brian shuts the bathroom medicine cabinet. It falls off the 
wall. He sighs, reflecting on how much he loves this new 
place.

EXT. APARTMENT - LATER

The guys all exit the apartment building, happy to see 
everything is "back to normal" on their street. The same 
group of Mexican American locals walk past. Joel waves.

JOEL
Good morning, neighbors!

The locals awkwardly wave back.

ZACH
(to the locals)

Hey, you guys know a good place for 
breakfast--

BRIAN
(to the locals)

Sorry fellas, go about your day. Be 
with God.

(to Zach)
This is our neighborhood, right? 
I’m sure we can find a place on our 
own. Let’s explore! 

A little embarrassed, Zach gives an “aw shucks” smile.

EXT. STREET - LATER

The guys walk as they consider several local, ethnic street 
food breakfast options. 

ZACH
Let’s be bold today.
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JOEL
Yeah. Let’s try something 
different.

BRIAN
Let’s shake it up.

After a long beat, we SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. TACO BELL - LATER

The guys exit the local Taco Bell, happy and full.

ZACH
(patting his tummy)

Wow. I didn’t even know Taco Bell 
had a breakfast menu.

JOEL
That Grande Scrambler was off the 
hook.

BRIAN
(shouting)

I LOVE THIS NEIGHBORHOOD!

They walk past a African American father with his kids. He 
ushers them to the other side of the road, avoiding them.

ZACH
Man, it really feels good to be 
part of a community, you know?

Just then the guys turn a corner, only to REVEAL:

EXT. BLOCK PARTY - DAY

A huge crowd is gathered around Füt-N-Mouth. A large sign 
reads "Save the Neighborhood." Several white people with 
clipboards gather signatures. An event organizer approaches.

JOEL
Hey! What is going on here???

EVENT ORGANIZER
We're throwing a block party to 
help re-open Füt-n-Mouth. Last 
night someone burnt it down.

BRIAN
Did they look cool?

ZACH
Wait, why are they re-opening?
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EVENT ORGANIZER
Füt-n-Mouth was a neighborhood 
institution and it's an essential 
part of this community.

JOEL
Institution? It just opened like 
two days ago!

ZACH
Yeah it burned down like a day 
after it opened!

BRIAN
We're getting off topic! The guys 
who burnt it down, did they look 
cool doing it?

EVENT ORGANIZER
Look, I don't have time for this. 
If you want to sign up for our 
email list, we'd love to take your 
information, if not I gotta get 
going.

The event organizer goes to walk away.

BRIAN
But did it--

EVENT ORGANIZER
(devastated)

Yes... It looked awesome.

The event organizer walks away as Brian gives a victory fist 

pump to himself.

Zach, Joel, and Brian walk into the festival grounds to see a 
crowd full of white people, there's a band playing a "save 
this neighborhood" hymn.

BRIAN
Well guys, mission accomplished! We 
looked awesome!

ZACH
No! Not accomplished! We tried to 
get rid of white people, but by 
attacking them, we've just made 
them stronger!

JOEL
So I guess they've won.
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Joel puts on a “Save Füt-N-Mouth” T-shirt.

ZACH
You're giving up that 
easily?

JOEL
Look, we've done this before. We're 
the problem! The second we move 
somewhere, it gets gentrified! If 
we fight it any more it'll just 
happen faster!

Zach and Brian are disappointed.

JOEL (CONT’D)
So while our rent is still low I'm 
going to try and pay for it by 
selling designer drugs to all these 
white people.

Joel walks into the crowd, immediately trying to push drugs 
onto white people enjoying the concert. Zach turns to Brian.

BRIAN
I think Joel's right. Is everyone 
at this party that bad?  They're 
all white, but like, hey, so are 
we. In a capitalist society no one 
is exempt from their status as a 
culture thief.

ZACH
...what?

BRIAN
...I'm gonna go buy some drugs from 
Joel.

Brian walks off to enjoy the block party.

ZACH
Wait! 

Zach is getting lost in a sea of white concert-goers.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Guys! We can't just give up! 

Zach is glancing left and right, while being engulfed in the 
white crowd.

ZACH (CONT’D)
This neighborhood was cool!

27



He glances left, and sees grown men playing hacky sack. He 
glances right and sees two girls taking a selfie. They laugh 
in slow motion as the flash on their phone goes off. He sees 
a high-end food truck selling $14 lobster tacos.

ZACH (CONT’D)
No!!!

Just as we think Zach is nearly engulfed, he breaks out and 
reaches fresh air. He climbs onto a park bench and starts 
yelling into the crowd.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Everybody! We have to do something! 
This neighborhood used to be 
something!

The crowd cheers.

CROWD PERSON
Yeah! Save Füt-n-mouth!

ZACH
No! It used to be something, but 
something else not what you thought 
it was!

Crowd is confused.

ZACH (CONT’D)
I'm saying you don't belong here!

He points out into the crowd blindly.

Cut to a black family that is confused and offended.

BLACK MOTHER
Are you saying we don't belong 
here!?

Zach starts to back track.

ZACH
No, not you... You're fine. I'm 
talking about everyone else!

Points blindly again.

Cut to a hispanic couple.

HISPANIC MAN
What about us? Do we have to leave?
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ZACH
Ummm... No! I was talking about...

Zach searches the crowd for a white person and then points at 
them.

ZACH (CONT’D)
This white asshole right here!

WHITEISH ASSHOLE
Screw you man, I'm mixed!

Zach tries to back track again, but the crowd turns on him 
and starts to boo him and throw stuff at him.

EXT. OTHER SIDE OF THE BLOCK PARTY - CONTINUOUS

Joel and Brian are standing together. Joel is making money 
hand over fist and Brian is chatting up/taking selfies with a 
group of hot girls.

They hear a commotion coming towards them and see Zach being 
carried out by the angry crowd.

ZACH
Guys! Guys! Help, you gotta tell 
them I live here!

Brian and Joel try to act like they don't hear him.

ZACH (CONT’D)
Oh come on guys! Tell them we live 
down the street.

When the crowds hear they live there, their adoring fans and 

customers take a step back.

CROWD MEMBER #1
Wait, do you guys live here? 

JOEL
Yeah, we live a few blocks over, 
and I sell all hours of the night.

Joel holds up multiple bags of various drugs. As he does 
this, the angry mob gives up on trying to force Zach out and 
everyone starts to leave.

CROWD MEMBER #2
False alarm everyone! This 
neighborhood's already been 
gentrified!
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CROWD MEMBER #3
Let's pack it up everybody.  Move 
out!

The whole block party comes to a halt and everyone starts to 
break down the festival.  The crowd slowly shuffle out.

As everyone leaves, the guys see Lamar standing out front of 
the now closed Füt-n-Mouth.

BRIAN
Guys, look! We did it!

The guys all run up to Lamar to rejoice in the fact his bar 
will be coming back.

ZACH
Lamar! We got you the bar back!

LAMAR
(points to the closed bar)

Oh, this was you?

JOEL
Not to brag or anything, but yeah 
it was us.

LAMAR (OVERACTING)
So you're the reason I'm not gonna 
be selling the building?

BRIAN/JOEL/ZACH
Yeah!/Yeah!/Yeah!

LAMAR (OVERACTING)
And you’re the reason I won't have 
the money for that vacation...

BRIAN/JOEL/ZACH
Yeah!/Yeah?/Yeah?

LAMAR (OVERACTING)
And you’re the reason I can’t put a 
down payment on a new house for my 
momma?

BRIAN/JOEL/ZACH
Yeah!/Shhh./Shut up Brian.

LAMAR
Well guess what, white boys? I’M 
the reason your lives are going to 
be a living hell from this day 
forward.
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Zach and Joel exchange nervous looks. Brian remains clueless. 
Lamar storms off muttering to himself.

BRIAN
Huh. That was an odd “thank you.”

BIG WHEEL (O.S.)
That was kind of a big moment for 
us.

We zoom out to reveal Big Wheel standing next to them.

BIG WHEEL (CONT’D)
Lots to unpack right there, but 
we’ll make it right.

JOEL
We?

BIG WHEEL
Btw, fam, did you see the new BYOC 
bar down the street?

ZACH
BYOC? What the hell is that?

BIG WHEEL
Bring your own cupcake. It's pretty 
lit! Everyone from the rally is 
there! It's the hip new spot to be! 
Deuces!

Big Wheel exits. Brian turns to the guys, concerned.

BRIAN
Guys... Where are going to get 
cupcakes to bring? 

Brian pulls out his phone and starts to search. Joel smacks 
it out of his hands. 

JOEL
We’re not getting cupcakes, you 
fuckin’ asshole!  

Brian looks down in shame.

ZACH
Guys, are you thinking what I'm 
think... nevermind, of course 
you're not... Let’s go home. I’m 
tired.

The three friends walk back to their apartment, crestfallen.
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INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Carla is preparing several sandwiches as she talks to Zach, 
Joel, and Brian.

CARLA (IN SPANISH)
So you boys had a big day today! 
You realized that you were part of 
gentrification, and then set out to 
defeat it!

Carla is spreading condiments on several sandwiches.

CARLA (CONT’D)
You made some new friends, but you 
also made a new enemy. Will Lamar 
seek vengeance? Or will he forgive 
you? Has the neighborhood 
irrevocably been changed as a 
result of your presence? And has 
this neighborhood ever stopped 
evolving in the first place?

Carla lays out at least eight sandwiches. Zach holds out a 
plate. Joel and Brian hold out their hands. The guys have a 
hungry, expectant look in their eyes.

CARLA (CONT’D)
I guess only time will tell as to 
whether you three white brothers 
will be able to change this 
neighborhood for the better, or for 
the worse!

Carla picks up the plate of sandwiches, clearly all for her, 
and brings them over to the television and starts eating. The 
guys clearly did not understand a word she said.

JOEL
So then what’s the deal, do you 
live here?

END
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