FADE | N:

I NT. SMALL APARTMENT, SUBURBI A 1983 - MORNI NG

Open on the bright living roomof a second floor apartnent, a
portion of which has been converted to a dining area. MERLYX
RHOADS, an eight year old boy, sits at the breakfast table
blindly shoveling cereal into his nmouth. H's eyes scan back
and forth over the open pages of a hunbngous book on the
table. ELO SE, his nother, can be heard noving around in

anot her room of the apartnent.

ELO SE (O.S.)
Merl ?

Merlyx hardly flinches and continues reading. He, |ike nost
ei ght year old boys, appears to be clean and dirty at the
same tinme, as though he encountered a sandbox somewhere

bet ween the bat htub and breakfast. Eloise enters the living
room

ELO SE
Merl, you are going to mss the
bus! You don’t want to be late for
Career Day, do you? Merl, are you
listening to me?

Merl is startled out of his trance.

MERLYX
What ? Ch yeah, thanks nomni

Merl waps his nouth around one | ast heapi ng spoonful of
cereal and closes the | arge book on the table revealing a
cover that reads: Kingston' s Unabridged Dictionary. An old
and tattered gift tag is still taped to the cover of the
dictionary: To Merlyx, From Santa. He grabs his lunch box and
backpack of f of the counter and scurries off toward the
apartnment door.

ELO SE
Forgetti ng sonething, sweetheart?

Merl stops in his tracks, shrugs, and STOWS back to his
kneeling nother - very inconvenienced - and ki sses her.

MERLYX
Thr angwaggl ed agai n!

ELO SE
Thr ang- what ?



MERLYX
Thr angwaggl ed, you know, it’s when
you have to do sonething that you
really don’t want to do - even
t hough you shoul d.

ELO SE
Oh? Ww, | am i npressed!

MERLYX
Yeah, ne too.

Merlyx turns and runs out the door. Eloise walks to the

wi ndow and wat ches bel ow as the school bus pulls to the curb
and Merlyx clinbs aboard. She turns around and the dictionary
on the table catches her eye. She opens the |arge volunme and
begins flipping through the pages, finally stopping to read.

ELO SE
(to herself)
Thr angwaggl ed. .. thrangwa-

Her finger noves down the page, passing over the word THRALL
and stopping just past the word THRASH.

ELO SE
Sonmetimes | wonder if there is
somet hing wong with that boy...

CUT TGO

I NT. THI RD GRADE CLASSROOM - LATER

A banner that reads: CAREER DAY is visible over the

chal kboard. Merlyx stands next to his desk in the center of
the cl assroom Merlyx stares forward, a proud smle on his
face. Some of the children are pointing at Merlyx, all of the
children are | aughing at him

CUT TGO

I NT. PRI NCI PAL” S OFFI CE - MOMENTS LATER

Merlyx is seated on a chair across a wi de desk from MRS.
HYERDAHL, a nean | ooki ng worman in her fifties. She reads over
a note on her desk and | ooks up at Merlyx. A sign on the desk
i ndicates that she is the school principal. Merlyx has a
fresh, purple bruise under and around his left eye.



MRS. HYERDAHL
Wiy exactly were you fighting, M.
Rhoads?

MVERLYX
| really can’t say.

VRS. HYERDAHL
You can’t or won't?

Merl yx thinks about this for a nonent.

MVERLYX
| can’t - | nean, | wasn't really
fighting.

MRS. HYERDAHL
That is not what Mss Meyer’s note
says here, Merlyx.

She hol ds up the paper she has been reading and shows it to
Merlyx. He squints, trying to read the note but Ms. Hyerdah
pl aces the note back on the desk.

MERLYX
M ss Meyer is a diathurst.

VRS. HYERDAHL
MR RHOADS! YOU WATCH YOUR... she’'s
a what ?

VERLYX
A di at hurst, soneone who doesn’t
know all of the facts, but pretends
i ke they do.

MRS. HYERDAHL
There is no such word, Merlyx. Wo
taught you that word?

MERLYX
| did. Well, | didn't teach it to
me, | made it.

MRS. HYERDAHL
You made it? You can’t just nake up
words, M. Rhoads. Nobody j ust
makes up wor ds.

Ms. Hyerdahl straightens her glasses, |ooks at the note
again and then fixes her glare back on Merlyx.



MRS. HYERDAHL
Now, who started this fight?

MERLYX
Somebody had to...

MRS. HYERDAHL
O course sonebody had to, was it
you or was it...

She gl ances back at the note -

MRS. HYERDAHL ( CONT’ D)
O was it M. Kendall?

MERLYX
No, | neant that sonebody had to
make up words - at some point.
Wrds don’t just cone out of
nowher e.

MRS. HYERDAHL
Merlyx, | am asking you a question -
VWHO started the fight?

Merlyx shifts in his chair and touches his swollen eye.

MERLYX
There wasn’t a fight, really.

MRS. HYERDAHL
Oh no? That is precisely why you
are sitting here, young man. You
were in a fight and you are in big
trouble. Do you understand that?

MERLYX
Al'l 1 did was get punched in the
eye. | don't think of that as a
fight - |1 think of that as..

Merl yx | ooks up into nothingness like he is searching for the
ri ght word.

MERLYX ( CONT' D)
I think of that as getting punched
in the eye.

Ms. Hyerdahl lets out a frustrated sigh and begins filling
out a form She speaks w thout | ooking up at Merlyx -



MRS. HYERDAHL
So, Joshua Kendall started the
fight, is that what you are telling
me, M. Rhoads? That he hit you
first?

MERLYX
No and yes.

She SLAMS her pen on the desk and sends a fiery | ook toward
Merlyx. He straightens in his chair.

MERLYX
Un | nean yes, he hit ne first.

M's. Hyerdahl picks up her pen and continues witing.

MRS. HYERDAHL
And did you do anything to provoke

hi n?

MERLYX
I think so. | called hima
sl er pi ck.

VRS. HYERDAHL
You called hima what?

MERLYX
A slerpick. It neans jerk.

MRS. HYERDAHL
Is that another word that you made
up?

Merlyx nods his head. Ms. Hyerdahl sighs again and continues
on with her witing.

MRS. HYERDAHL
So, why did you call Joshua a jerk?

MERLYX
| didn't. | called hima slerpick

MRS. HYERDAHL
MERLYX RHOADS, ny PATIENCE is
wearing TH N

MERLYX
| called hima slerpick because he
was | aughing at nme, they all were.
( MORE)
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