HOW TO GROW YOUR LIFE



HOW TO GROW YOUR LI FE

FADE | N:
EXT. SUBURBAN BACKYARD - SCOTTSDALE, ARI ZONA — MORNI NG

A huge expanse of grass, two full acres, dotted with mature
trees. To our right is an inpressive nodernistic style house
and pati o/ sw mmi ng pool. W nove to the back |left of the
property, and go up steps to a large rai sed garden area,
barren of plants, but studded with vegetabl e seed packets
attached to stakes.

We exam ne each packet and see the OPENI NG CREDI TS pri nt ed
on them Plants slowy break through the soil. WH MSI CAL
MUSI C starts as the plants grow PRETURNATURALLY FAST. W are
at ground |l evel as the vegetable stal ks and vines grow all
around us.

Tomatoes form swell and instantly ripen. Broccoli heads
become enornous. Corn husks appear and sprout soft silk.
It’s chaotic vitality, abundance, richness—and beauty.

IN REAL TI ME, PULL BACK as the MJUSIC FADES to reveal a
dense, fully grown summer garden. An automatic sprinkler
cones to life and SPRAYS the plants with a gentle rhythm

DAVE (V.Q)
The answers to life's questions
were out there all the time—n
nmy garden.

CU of a huge, red tomato with a water droplet slowy noving
down its unbl em shed face.

We turn toward the house and MOVE IN toward a bedroom
wi ndow.

I NT. BEDROOM — MORNI NG

DAVE FI ORELLO, 39, is in bed, hands behind his head, w de
awake with a norose expression, staring at the slowy
rotating ceiling fan. On his night stand is a blue green
bottl e of stomach nedicine. On the opposite side of the huge
bed is his wife JOAN, 39, in a cushy nest of frilly pillows.
The colors and fabrics in the roomare decidedly fem nine.
Dave’s pillow | ooks flat and hard.

A bedsi de cl ock al arm BUZZES annoyi ngly.



Wth one quick,
the noise stops. He groans and sits up in bed.
turni ng over.

Dave reaches

She stretches |i ke a happy cat.

DAVE
It can’t be norning already.

JQOAN
How d you sl eep?

DAVE
Somewher e bet ween poorly and not
at all.

practi ced novenent Dave swats the cl ock and

Joan stirs,

for the stomach nedicine, gul ps sone down.

DAVE
Julian’s cut ny ad budget agai n.
He's doing it just to nake sure
| won’t reach the sales targets.
My whol e departnent’s dying on
t he vine.

Joan gets out of bed, turns to Dave. Her hair and nake-up
Her designer nightshirt has a print of 100 gol f
clubs of different vintages.

are perfect.

JOAN
(cheer | eader)
You have to hang in there. It’s
only a nmonth until Dad retires—
and we take over.

I NT. THE KI TCHEN — SAME

CU OF A CALENDAR

“Great Golf Courses of Scotl and”

MAY. A large circle is drawn around May 30'", and in red
letters “THE BI G REWARD! ! I'”

DAVE (O. S)
I’mnot so sure that’s a good
t hi ng.

JOAN (O S.)
Yes you are.

I NT. BEDROOM CLOSET — MORNI NG

As big as nost bedroons, full of beautiful and expensive
cl ot hes. Dave and Joan sel ecting what to wear.

MONTH OF

3.



DAVE
The house is so quiet in the
nor ni ng Nnow.

JOAN
| can’t believe our little girl
is in college.

DAVE
| can’'t believe she’s gone.

Joan | ooks at Dave fondly.

JOAN
You shoul d be proud. W raised a
wonder ful young woman.

DAVE
Yes we did.

Joan ki sses Dave on the cheek and wal ks out.
EXT. GOLF COURSE — MORNI NG

Dave, in running togs, jogs along to join KENNY GRABOASKI

49, a pudgy, happy guy whose nmaroon Arizona State University
t-shirt is already soaked with sweat. Dave is rangy, tanned,
and noves with the fluid grace of an ex-athlete. Kenny
stretches and flexes in a goofy way, creating an odd series
of | oud CREAKS AND POPS.

DAVE
(jogging in place)
You wanna keep it down. Sone of
the nei ghbors are trying to

sl eep.

KENNY
Just making certain all the
parts still work. | haven’'t done

this in 25 years.
They wal k toward the golf course fairway.

DAVE
Tell me again why you tal ked ne
into taking up running?

Kenny gl ances furtively behind.



KENNY
Because someone’ s gai ni ng on us.

Dave starts to turn his head.

KENNY
Don't let himsee you! He's a
grot esque nonster. And he’s
com ng for us
(chilling voice)
He's M DDLE AGE!

Dave | aughs. They have reached the carefully manicured
gr ass.

Kenny takes a deep Yoga-type ‘cleansing breath’. Dave
com cally emul ates him Then coughs.

KENNY
Al'l right. Repeat after ne:
(starts jogging)
I’m 28 and | feel great!

Dave exhal es a deep sigh and runs behi nd Kenny.

DAVE
(unent husi asti cal | y)
’m 28 and. ..
KENNY
Louder! 1'"'m 28 and | feel great!

Dave pulls even w th Kenny.

DAVE AND KENNY
["’'m28 and | feel great!

They start running surprisingly fast.
FI FTEEN M NUTES LATER

Wth the stately clubhouse in the b.g., Kenny is doubl ed
over, wheezing. Dave has his hands on his hips, appears
whi pped.

DAVE
Look at me, |1’ m 83.

Kenny wi pes his face with his shirt.



KENNY
Dam this is hard.
(nmotions to cl ubhouse)
I’mgoing in for a beer.

Dave tugs hi m back toward hone.

DAVE
No, no. Renenber what your
doctor said. You' re going to
have a nice | ow chol esterol
breakfast. Maybe cardboard and
skimm | k.

Kenny protests nonmentarily, then foll ows.

KENNY
Stupid guy just overreacted when
he found nmy bl ood was one part
vodka and two parts butterfat.

APPROACHI NG DAVE' S HOUSE
A TURQUAO SE M NT CONDI TI ON VI NTAGE T- Bl RD CONVERTI BLE

in the driveway next door. Both Kenny and Dave al nost drool
over the fine machi ne, as boys are wont to do.

KENNY
Isn’t that a geml It belongs to
our classy new nei ghbor. Met her

yet ?
DAVE
Haven't seen her.
KENNY
Well, | have and she i s awesome—

st unni ng- - fabul ous. Gotta be an
actress, or maybe a local TV
anchor. And ny sources tell nme—
single. I"’mgoing to get to know
her very, very well this sunmer.

DAVE
So you' ve talked to her?

KENNY
Ahh...not yet. One step at a
tinme.



Dave shakes his head skeptically.
I NT. SUNNY KI TCHEN ALCOVE — MORN NG

Dave, in suit and tie, pours hinself a cup of coffee froma
carafe on the small breakfast table. Joan rushes in, a
stylishly dressed cycl one of drana

JOAN
| amgoing to be so |ate!
DAVE
Rel ax. They can’t start w thout
you.
Joan pours a cup of coffee, goes to the door--spilling the
coffee on the way--opens the door then turns back.
JOAN
Renenber those errands—the |i st
| gave you. | just won't be able
to break away.
DAVE
No problem | don’t need to eat

| unch or anyt hi ng.

JOAN
| am a bundle of nerves. This is
such a huge day.

EXT. THE DRI VEWAY — MORNI NG

The garage door is open, Joan inside, Dave outside in the
dri veway. An SUV takes up half the garage. The other half is
occupied by a golf cart and a junble of golf equipnent. A
sedan sits baking in the hot driveway.

JOAN
Wsh me luck! And please pick up
Boston Mar ket for dinner.

DAVE
What a great idea. We eat there
so sel dom
(a three-beat)
Go get ‘em Kkid.

He wal ks to the sedan and opens the door, w nces from
touching the hot handle. Joan gets in the golf cart, and
backs out of the driveway.



JQOAN
They said | couldn’t nmake it to
the cl ub chanpionship finals.
But they were wong.

DAVE
| know you’ Il bring home a
t r ophy.

She flashes a smle.
I NT. DAVE'S CAR — M NUTES LATER
Dave turns on the radio. He's sweating.

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
Anot her scorcher in Phoeni x
t oday.

Dave shakes his head, | oosens his tie. He arrives at the
exit gate.

EXT. QUTSI DE THE GATE — SAME

An enorrmous netal plaque is affixed to the wall outside the

gate: Golf clubs and golf balls are arranged in a “skull and
crossbones” pattern. The sign reads: Sussex Country Club. A

Private Golf Community. Trespassers Cheerfully Prosecuted.

THE OTHER SIDE G THE GATE

Dave is waiting patiently for the geriatric security guard,
ARTHUR, to open the gate. Arthur stabs a long finger at a
control button inside his booth. The gate opens a foot or
so, then quickly closes. He repeats this procedure several
tinmes.

I NSI DE THE CAR
Dave is getting unbearably warm

ARTHUR
Sorry, Dave. Just don’t know
what’s the matter with this—

DAVE
And of course ny air
condi tioni ng went out yesterday.

Dave nops his forehead with a handkerchi ef.



THE DOOR OPENS

Wth great relief, Dave goes through. PULL UP HHGH to revea
A BUZZARD sitting on a light pole, observing Dave as he
drives off. The nei ghborhood is a nmaze-like series of little
streets, surrounded by four high, thick walls.

EXT. DOMN THE STREET — SAME

Tall, stern, silver-haired WEBSTER VONRUDEN is slowy and
ponmpously maki ng his way down the sidewal k, acconpani ed by
equal |y haughty CECI L MALSBURY, who is burdened with a | arge
cli pboard and an enornous bi nder. Vonruden stops and trains
his eyes on each house and each | awn—studying carefully--
then continues on.

Vonruden spi es a garbage can on the side of one house, five
doors down. He points at it, and Mal sbury scribbles on the
clipboard. Rotund DR STEIN cones running out the front
door, in only his boxer shorts. He burns his feet on the hot
dri veway as he gingerly pads toward t he garbage can

DR STEIN
oM O Ow
VONRUDEN
(yel l'ing)

Too late, Dr. Stein! That’'s a

$100 viol ation of the

Homeowner s’ Associ ation rul es.
(to Mal sbury)

Got that one down?

MAL SBURY
We’'re over $1500 already this
norni ng. Ni ce haul!

Dr. Stein starts to forma fist, then just shrugs and
pai nfully hops his way back to the front door

Vonruden cracks a smle, then abruptly stops in his tracks,
i n disbelief.

CU OF A PILE OF DOG CRAP ON A LAWN

Mal sbury drops his binder and clipboard and takes out a tape
nmeasure from his pocket. He and Vonruden approach the pile.
Mal sbury gets on his knees and unrolls the tape. He neasures
carefully, fromseveral angles, alnost touching the poop.
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MAL SBURY
Ri ght on the border of 3 and 4
I nches, Webster.

VONRUDEN
Round it up to 4.

Mal sbury hol ds up the binder.

MAL SBURY
(hol ds up regul ati on book)
It’s incredible people can’t
follow a few sinple rules.

EXT. DAVE' S DRI VEWAY — SAME

PULL BACK to take in the house next door. The garage door
opens and the T-Bird enmerges, driven by CARLY HOLLI DAY. She
is striking both from physical beauty and from a trenmendous
aura of confidence. She turns ROCK MJSI C on and ZOOVS down
the street.

EXT. I NSIDE THE FRONT GATE — SAME

Carly pulls up, happily SING NG ALONG with the ROCK MJSI C
She has a | ovely voi ce.

ARTHUR PUSHES HI S CONTRCL BUTTON

The door opens a crack, then snaps shut. Carly throws up her
hands.

CARLY
Are these gates put here to keep
us in or everyone el se out?

ARTHUR
It’s being tenperanental today.

The door opens alnost all the way. Then snaps back shut.

CARLY
|’ve got a plane to catch

She puts the car in gear and RAMS | NTO THE GATE, swinging it
wi de open.

ARTHUR
You can’'t do that...get back
here! I'mcalling M. Vonruden!
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CARLY
(di sm ssive wave)
Send ne a bill!!!

She ROARS down the street, the ROCK MJSI C now even | ouder.
EXT. /I NT. TRUAX COVPANY — DAY

Large gl ass door stenciled with ‘ TRUAX COVPANY' .

DAVE OPENS | T AND STEPS | NTO THE LOBBY

then wal ks to an open el evator and steps inside. He hits a
button. He | ooks wilted and despondent.

DAVE
Renmenber: The Big Reward. Thirty
days, The Bi g Reward.

The el evator closes with the CLANKI NG SOUND OF PRI SON CELL
DOORS.

I NT. MARKETI NG DEPARTMENT — DAY

Dave feigns happiness as he gets to the reception desk. Two
PRETTY RECEPTI ONI STS are there, one on the phone, who waves
and a second who smles brightly at Dave:

RECEPTI ONI ST
Good norning, M. Fiorello.

DAVE
(returning the smile)
My dad is M. Fiorello. Call ne
Dave.

He continues on down the hall through anot her set of doors
to a large bull pen roomdivided into nodul ar partitions with
private offices along the side.

This place is a ZOO. ALTERNATIVE MJSIC is bl asting through
speakers along the walls. The walls are festooned with
colorful and politically incorrect posters. The twenty
EMPLOYEES are all casually dressed. Three are engaged in a
spirited nerf basketball gane. Several enployees wave at
Dave as he cones in.

Yout hful , spi ky-haired LEO BROOKS, resenbling a bass player
who got separated fromhis jazz band, scurries over to
i ntercept Dave.
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