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FADE | N:

EXT. JOHNSON HOUSE - DAY

A peaceful mddle class Norman Rockwel| hone, clean and
neat, conplete with white picket fence.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

MOM and DAD, |ate 40s/early 50s, sit on a couch, a coffee
table in front of them On the coffee table sits a BAG
OF MARI JUANA, a sandw ch bag full of bright green weed.

DAD
I still can’t believe this was in
her gl ove conpartnent.

MOM
| keep thinking, “Wat if a cop
had st opped ne and asked to see ny
regi strati on?” What are we going
to do?

DAD
Let ne handl e this.

MOM
What do you have in m nd?

DAD
I’ mgoing to scare her straight.
I’mgoing to tell her some stories
about ny old drug days.

MOM
Al bert! | didn’'t know you did
drugs!

DAD

There' s plenty about ny past that
must remain a nystery, Daphne. But
when our Kitten hears the kind of
troubl e she could be heading for,
she’ s gonna get off the green
stuff and get back on the good kid
train A-S-A-P

MARY, 17, a surly teen in black t-shirt and heavy goth
makeup, wal ks in.

MARY
Hey.

Mary spots her weed on the table.



MARY ( CONT’ D)
VWhat...? Wiere’'d you find that?
That’s ny private stuff!

MOM
| found it while | was taking your
car to the Jiffy Lube.

Mbom st ands.

Mom wal ks

Dad si ghs.

Mary sits.

MOM ( CONT" D)
You take your little girl’s car in
for a 29-point inspection, oil and
filter change, and this is the
t hanks you get.

out of the room

DAD
Kitten, have a seat.
MARY
Dad, |I told you, | do not answer

to Kitten anynore.

DAD
Al, right, Mary, I...

MARY
Refer to me by ny chosen nane, or
I wll not respond!

DAD
Al right...Madane Deat hbuzz.
Pl ease, sit down.

DAD ( CONT’ D)
Li sten, you may not realize this
now, but drugs are very bad for
you.

MARY
What woul d you know about drugs?

DAD
You' d be surprised how nuch your
ol d man knows regardi ng the
Maryjane. | used to be quite the
reefer addict.



MARY
(sarcastic)
Oh, really?

DAD
Yes, | fired up the ganja while I
was wor king at Sundley’s
Supermarket. | was a bag boy, and
Pi geon Eddie lived in the dunpster
behind the store. M. Sundley paid
himto take care of the pigeons
around the store so custoner’s
cars would stay cl ean.

MARY
“Take care of the pigeons...?”
DAD
He ate them That's all Pigeon
Eddi e lived on. He cooked them at
first, but later...

He drifts off, then snaps back when Mary asks:

MARY
Does this story have a point?

Mom noves into a doorway, and |istens in on his story.

DAD
One day, Pigeon Eddie asked ne if
| wanted to try sone wacky
t obackky. | had never snoked
before, but | thought, *You ve
been driving for al nost two years,
now, Al bert. Perhaps you re nmature
enough to try a cigarette.” But
this was no ordinary cigarette.

MARY
No ki ddi ng.

DAD
No! It was a reefer cigarette.
The killer bud, doobage, cheeba,
Sat an’ s dreadl ocks, the chronic,
dopesville! And | took a toke, and
that was it! Daddy was a changed
man! (beat) | ran straight hone,
| ocked nyself in nmy room and
waited till | canme down, two days
ater. And | never did drugs
again. And neither should you.

Mary rolls her eyes.



MARY
Ww. Geat story, Father. |I'm
swearing off the wacky tobackky

forever.
Mom enters the room pats Dad on the shoul der.

MOM
You did a wonderful thing, sharing
that awful story with our little
girl. Now, you go upstairs, and
let ne talk to her al one, Daddy-
Bear!

Dad, pleased with hinself, gets up to | eave.
DAD
Don't forget what | told you
Mar . .. Madane Deat hbuzz.
He exits.

Mom makes sure Dad is gone, sits down quickly, and |eans
in towards Mary.

MOM
Al right, listen up, Mary.
MARY
It’s Madanme Death. ..
MOM
Just shut up and listen. | used to

work at Sundl ey’s Market, too. |
was a checkout girl.

Mary picks up her bag of weed fromthe coffee table and
rolls it up. She stands to | eave.

MARY
These stories about the good old
days at the grocery store are
bitchin', Mormy Dearest, but |

have. ..

MOM
| snoked weed with Pigeon Eddi e,
t 0o.

MARY

And did you run honme and | ock
yourself in your bedroomfor two
days after your first toke?



MOM

No, | liked pot. | liked it so
much, | couldn’'t afford ny habit,
so eventually, | was bl ow ng

Pi geon Eddie for joints.
Mary, caught off-guard, sits back down, hard.

MARY
VWhat ?

MOM
| needed snoke so bad | was
screwi ng himon a nmakeshi ft bed of
pi geon bones and feathers. |
caught the clap from sone
busi nessnen Eddi e nade ne sl eep
with when | picked up a taste for
the horse... heroin... and
eventually, | was sold to white
slavers in Japan, and forced to
make specialty porno reels for nen
who |iked...well, My doesn’t
t hi nk you need to know that right
now, Sugar Bear. | ended up
killing one of nmy captors when he
l et his guard down. Jammed a
pigeon in his ear, beak-first. |
stowed away on a boat, then sl ept
W th enough guys to nake bus fare
back here to Annapolis. | begged
for ny old job back at Sundley’s,
where | told everyone | had been
studying in France for six nonths.
Your father and | married a few
weeks later. | never snoked weed
agai n.

Mary stares at her Mom aghast.

MOM ( CONT’ D)
So, you can keep toking the tasty
nugs and find yourself pinped into
the Asian sex trade by a honel ess
bird-eater, or you can go
upstairs, wash off that horrible
makeup, and cone give ne a hand
with dinner. W’ re having
Chat eaubri and wi t h Beéarnai se
Sauce.

Mary rises, dazed, sees the weed in her hand, drops it
with a | ook of horror, and starts to | eave.



She pauses, doubl es back, and gives her Moma hug and a
ki ss on the cheek.

MARY
I ove you, Momy.

MOM
| love you too, Mary. And let’s
not tell Daddy, about this, shal
we?

Mary sm | es, shakes her head, and starts for her room

Dad wal ks in as she’'s about to |leave. Mary throws her
arnms around him

MARY
Thank you, Daddy.
DAD
You' re wel cone, Madane Dea..
MARY
Call nme Mary, Daddy. No, call ne
Kitty! | love you

She skips out of the room

Mom pi cks up the bag off the coffee table, and | ooks at
it thoughtfully as Dad sits down.

DAD
That’s quite a change.

MOM
I think those stories from
Sundl ey’s Market really got to
her.

DAD
Vell, | hated to tell her how her
old man broke the law, but | think
she needed to hear sone of the
cold, hard facts of life.

MOM
I’msure you're right, Dear.
(beat) | wonder what ever happened
to Pigeon Eddie?



