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GET A JOB

INT. ACADEMIC OFFICE - DAY

WILL DAVIS, 22, sits in a chair. Looks straight at the
camera.

WILL
Look, T apgreClate that this is
your job, but I’'ve already got
somethlng lined up.

VOICE (0.8.)
Where at?

WILL
Windy City Magazine. I interned
there last summer. They told me to
come back after I graduated and
theﬁ d have a job for me. I just
talked to them again couple weeks
ago. We’'re all set.

VOICE (0.S.)
Wow. You really have it together.

Will’s CAREER ADVISOR sits across from him.

CAREER! ADVISOR ,
You’'re a lot more fortunate than
most of theg,studentg I talk to.
Most of tHese turn into me soothing
students’ fears and telling them
not to freak outi That there’s a
job out there for them somewhere.

Will smiles: he is Sp@Clal;

CAREER ADVISOR (cont’d)
Are you ready to hit the ground
running?

WILL
Oh, yeah. I read The Sun-Times
online every morning this semester:
cover to cover. That'’s very time
consuming. You know during
political debates when they ask the
candidates who the head of some
obscure country is? And they don’t
know? I always know the answer.
And I write every day. I have a

blog.
CAREER ADVISOR
So do I.
WILL
My blo% probably funnier than
your blog.

(MORE)



WILL (cont'd)
And people actually read it.
(beati
Whitemanblackcock.com.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A beautiful, solemn tree-lined GRAVEYARD. A FRISBEE flies
through the air. Hits a HEADSTONE that reads REYNOLDS. Falls
limply to the ground.

WILL (0.S.)
Birdie!

Will pumps his fist. Four friends surround him:

MILES
And Will leads at six under.

MILES marks on a scorecard. He simply thinks he’s two steps
ahead of everyone else. He looks like Fry from Futurama.
Will takes the JOINT from Miles’ hand, smokes.

CHARLIE
We should start a pro frlsbee golf
tour.

CHARLIE, the big, lovable dog, carries anjeighteen pack of
canned MILLER LITE under his arm. He wearsia dark blue
Illinois shirt. Will takes a beer from him.

WILL
Set it up, baby 1/ m your poster
boy . -

/CHARLIE

Can’t, dude. I’'11l be leaving no
child’ behlnd.

WILLV,
Yeah, you’'re exactly what our
education system needs.

Charlie throws a frisbee.

MILES
Let’s see if I understand this
whole Teach For America thlng. They
get idiots like you who don’t know
what they want to do with their
lives to take a job in the inner
city that allows them to say
they’'re doing something productive.
Is that about it?

Miles cocks back. Lets it fly. It’s a sad, pathetic throw.

LUKE
I talked to my buddy about the
crashpad. We can move in right
after graduation.



LUKE, the alpha male, throws a graceful frisbee. Veined
blceps underneath a Pi Beta Phi sorority shirt, cut off at
the sleeves. Oh, and he’s black.

LUKE (cont’d)
Which is good because 1 need a new
Bone Zone, a place to keep the LZA
at A-game interview fighting trim.
The goal is two interviews a day,
five days a week. I’'m armed with
an MBA, now I need a firm that fits
me as well as I fit it. Like a
good condom.

MILES
That’s how it felt when I
interviewed at The Genius Bar.

CHARLIE
We're all amazed, Miles.

WILL
You’'re equal to or greater than
Luke, okay?

MILES -
Fuck you. I'm sorry it’s not as
excitling as your little magazine
job. You’'re gonna be writing
reviews about Polish sausage stands
for the next five years.

WILL
Don’t be jealous.

Will throws. It flies over:the grass, lands Eerfectly...
atop a stone casket, a Raphaelite baby angel looks down in
beatific love. b -

WILL (cont d)
Hole in one!
EXT. UNIVERSITY OF ILLINOIS - DAY
We move over the beautiful school to... The giant basketball
and event arena. Parking lot filled with cars.
INT. ASSEMBLY HALL - DAY

“POMP AND CIRCUMSTANCE” plays. The packed-to-the rafter
crowd cheers the soon-to-be grads as they stream into the
auditorium.

Will walks down the aisle in hat and gown. One of many.
CUT TO:

The white-haired, white-bearded DEAN grips the podium, speaks
with passion.



DEAN
I look out today at your bright,
shining faces with tremendous
pride. Men and women of every race
and creed who have grown at this
institution. Full of hope and
optimism. Ready to carry the torch
of enlightened education into
American society.

Will zones out.

DEAN (cont’'d)
And you’re going to need that torch
because the American economy today
is a dark, dark, place.

This wakes Will up.

DEAN (cont’'d)
To make matters worse, students
graduating this very day in India
and China are better Erepared to
meet the demands of the new global
order, and feel less entitled!

Silence in the auditorium. Awkwatrd.

WILL
Jesus. That'’s a Jdot for my massive
hangover to deal with.

The guy next to him has “HIRE ME” written on the top of his
cap. /

' HIRE ME
(whispers) '
I dropped X an hour ago.

WILL
Bold move.

DEAN
The future of America is in your
hands!
(beat)
Surprise me!

CUT TO:

The HONORS STUDENTS walk across the stage, fancy yellow
sashes across their chests. Among them...

. . DEAN (cont’'d) .
Jillian Stewart. Accounting. With
High Honors.

JILLIAN STEWART is smoking hot in that 22-year-old smoking
hot kind of way. She gets her diploma, flashes a dazzling
smile. Will stands and claps. She waves.

CUT TO:



DEAN (cont’'d)
William John Davis. English.

Will strolls across stage, smiles to the crowd. He takes the
diploma with one hand, shakes the Dean’s with the other.

DEAN (cont’'d)
Good luck. We’'re all counting on
you.

WILL
I won't let you down.

The Dean nods.

EXT. AUDITORIUM - DAY

A cigcus of joyful reunions. Will works his way through the
crowd.

~ STUDENT
Hey! White Man Black Cock!

They high-five. Will heads towardg his parents, ILENE and
ROGER, and sister KARA.

MOM 4

That’'s my boy! That’'s my...
(tear)
Young man.

His Dad holds up a DV Camera that he/just bought.

' pAD
Will, say something to the camera.

CWILL o
(waves to camera)
Seriously guys, I love you and I
want to say thanks for paying for
college. It means a lot.

DAD
Think again, Einstein. I’'m not an
ATM. You're paying those loans off
yourself. Comprende, amigo?

WILL
No hablo espanol, senor!

. . JILLIAN (O.S.)
Hi, Davises!

MOM
Jillian!

Jillian comes over, gives them all hugs. Hugs Will last,
hands him a box.



JILLIAN
Congratulations, fellow graduate.

WILL
Congratulations to you.

He opens the box: a BRIGHT YELLOW AND BLUE PASTEL TIE.

WILL (cont’d)
What am I gonna do with this?

JILLIAN
You're gonna wear it. To work.

WILL
Jillian, people at your office will
have to wear ties. Not mine.

DAD

Will tells us you got a job.
JILLTIAN

Yep. Proctor and Gamble.

Oh, my gosh, Jillian! That’s

amaZlng' |
JILLIAN

You’'re looking at the newest member
of the Purchase Management Team,
Chicago branch. , ;

gl
That is awesome! . Even though
dumped my brother, can we stil be
friends?' I need a mentor.

WILLj
No one got dumped okay? We're
taking a break.

JILLTIAN
We’'ll always have Facebook.

Jillian and Kara hug.

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

Will eats at a table with his parents and sister. Everyone
except Kara drinks wine. Roger hands a stack of papers to
Will, one by one.

DAD
And here is your cell phone bill.
You may want to downgrade to a
cheaper plan until you settle on a
workable monthly budget.



WILL
What'’'s a budget?

DAD
Very funny. I'm in stitches on the
inside.

WILL

Do we really have to do this here?

DAD
Where? The real world?

MOM
I don’t understand this “break”
thing with Jillian. How is “doing
it” with other people for a while
gOlng to help you two decide if
you’'re right for each other?

WILL
She’s not gonna be “doing it” with
anyone else, Mom. Trust me. This
isn’t real. 1It’s just about her
feeling independent or gsomething
stupid like that.

DAD v
Here’s your car insurance. ' Be
careful until you're twenty-five,
and_your rates will drastlcally
decline. , ,

WILL
You want /me to go three years
without a wreck?.

" :DAD ;
I don’t care what ou do. You're
no longer on'my policy. And
this...

He hands across a check, made out in the amount of $1,000.

DAD (cont’d)
Is a graduation present from your
mother and me. That should help
‘til you get a job.

WILL
Thanks, guys. And I'm heading into
Wind{ Clty as soon as I get
settled

MOM
You know you’ll have to clean uﬁ-
for the interview. They don’'t hire
vagabonds.

WILL
Yes, Mom.



MOM
Well, I don’t know, Will. You
don’t seem to care what people
think of you. That awful website.
Why would you even want to write
that kind of stuff? I don’'t see why
Luke stays friends with you.

WILL
He came up with the name when we
were suitemates Freshman year!

MOM
Then he should be ashamed of
himself too. People must think you
come from a broken home.

WILL
I tell everyone it was a perfectly
normal crackhouse upbringing.

DAD
3o now you have ever¥thlng you need
to start your own 1i

Will gathers up the papers.

WILL
Awesome. I'11 let you know how lt
turns out.

DAD
It’'s certalnly a thrlll for me.

MOM
You know your father's the only man
I've ever had sex Wlth.

zwf” p

DAD
Son, I love you. And I'm sad that
you’'re leaving our home and
rotection. But know that it is
or good. I volunteer at homeless

shelters. I don’'t run one. You
can’'t come back.

(beat)
Get a job.

John Lennon’s “Nobody Told Me” kicks on.

EXT. ILLINOIS STATE HIGHWAY - DAY

Bird’s-eye view of the Pathfinder flying down the highway.



INT. PATHFINDER

Will drives. All of his worldly possessions in the back: His
full cardboard box. An OLD STYLE BEER sign. And his 52-INCH
FLATSCREEN HD TV.

EXT. CHICAGO - DAY

The impressive Chicago skyline. The Hancock, the Sears
Tower, the Prudential Standard 0il. The Pathfinder pulls off
the highway....

EXT. CRASHPAD - DAY

Pulls up in front of Will’s new home. 0ld and barely
standing, yet kind of cozy. In a seedy kind of way.

INT. CRASHPAD - DAY

Will enters. BACKPACK over his sheulder. BOX in his hands.

Charlie, Luke and Miles lounge around the,wood-floored living
room playing MADDEN on a SMALL TV. The place is already
completely TRASHED. They cheer his! arrival.

. LUKE
Alright!
./ CHARLIE
Finally!
MILES

Where'’s the TV?

WILL
Where’'s my room?

A pregnant pause.

MILES
There are no rooms left.
WILL
What are you talking about?
LUKE
There’s only three bedrooms
upstairs.
WILL

Where am I supposed to sleep?

Miles pats the couch.



10.

WILL (cont’d)
I'm not sleeping on the couch.
This is not *Nam, Walter. We have
to do this democratically.

MILES .
Our stuff is already upstairs.
WILL
I don’'t care. Take it out.
MILES
Fuck youl!
WILL .
Fuck you! What if I have a girl
over?
LUKE

Will. You’re the last one here.
When someone moves out, you take
thelr room. And someone new comes
in and gets the couch and so on and
so on. This is a time-honored
tradition.

Will slumps onto the couch. Looks down at it.

WILL
This is my bed. This.

CHARLIE
Here.

Charlie chucks him/ an OLD STYLE. Will opens it. It EXPLODES
in his face. ,

INT. CRASHPAD - MORﬁTNG¢ ~

Will groggily opens his eyes. Sees Luke head out the door in
suit and tie, attache case over his shoulder.

LUKE
Scheduled an eight a.m. interview.
ghow ‘em I can play with the big
0gs.

WILL
Mmpf.

He closes his eyes.

The clank of dishes. Will opens his eyes again. Charlie
rung out the door, a satchel over his shoulder.

CHARLIE
I'm late for my first day. Start
shooting out emails for your move-
in party.
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He’'s out the door. Miles flies down the stairs.

 MILES
Do some dishes.

He’'s out the door. Will’'s left alone.

FADE TO:

EXT. JESSE JACKSON MIDDLE SCHOOL - MORNING

A two-story brick building. In front, an American flag flies
at the top of a pole.

INT. CLASSROOM - MORNING

Charlie peeks his head in. A class of rowdy 6TH GRADERS sit
on each others desks. Talk, yell, play cards, dance to
iPods. Charlie walks to the desk. Puts down his stachel.

CHARLIE
(deep breath)
Hello. I’'m Charles Baxter the
third. I will be your homeroom and
history teacher this year.

The kids don’t even pay attention to him.
ROLAND walks up to Charlie, stigks jout his hand.

'ROLAND
Can I have a dollar?

Charlie pulls out his wallet. Takes out a dollar.

Wait. T don’t know if I'm allowed
to give you money.

ROLAND
Damn.

Roland heads back to his seat, bumps fists with DEJUAN, who
sits right next to him.

ROLAND (cont’d)
Couldn’t pimp him for shit.

Charlie’s eyes go wide.
~ CHARLIE
(tries agailn)
I'm Charles —-

DEJUAN
Cracker!

The class LAUGHS! Charlie frowns.
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EXT. WATERTOWER - DAY

Chicago’'s Apple Store sits right on Michigan Avenue.
Unmistakable in its large silver frontage with a huge apple
plastered on it.

INT. APPLE STORE STORAGE ROOM - DAY

Miles sits in a fold-out chair, hands crossed. Surrounded on
all sides by stacked boxes bearing the Apple brand.

LANCE, a bulbous tech geek with large, square, glasses,
standé over him.

LANCE

You are m¥ Padawan and I your Jedi
Master. you follow my every
move, you Wlll soon learn the way
of the Genius. Pop quiz hotshot:
Some nimrod comes to the bar and
says his volume indexing files have
ﬁeen corrupted. What do you tell

im?

MILES y
(thinking) A g
Uh...That the problem can be solved
by either DiskWarrior or Techtool
Pro.

. LANCE
And? .

. MILES
And you ¢an purchase both of those
downstalrs.

Lance nods. Pleased. He tosses something at Miles. He unfolds
it. ANGELS SING:

The sacred black Apple Store shirt.

Miles pulls on the shirt. Tucks it in.

Lance Eushes open a swinging door. Yellow light streams
throug Miles steps through the portal and into...

INT. GENIUS BAR - DAY

grouﬁ of mere mortals wait patiently, broken computers in
hand ike peasants waiting for the touch of the witch
doctor. The “Geniuses” stand behind the bar.

GENIUS
Do you have Apple Care?
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MORTAL
(cringes)
I think it expired.

GENIUS
You can renew it for 349 dollars.
Then I'11 be able to look at your
computer.

Miles takes his place at the end of the row.

The "“GENIUS” in “Genius Bar” hangs directly over his head.
Miles smiles, satisfied: He is a genius.

He looks at an electronic waiting list.

MILES
roud)
Plaschke!

INT. WINDY CITY MAGAZINE - DAY

The ELEVATOR doors open and Will steps out into a hive of
activity. He wears slacks, a polo shirt, and a beat-up sport
coat. Doing his best to look like a reporter. Will steps up
to the front desk and a put-together reaeptlonlst headset
ready for action.

WILL
Hi, Laurie!
_RECEPTIONIST
Hello? o
- WILL

wille I lnterned here last summer.

REQEPTIONIST
Oh. Right. Nice to see you again.

INT. OFFICE - DAY
Will sits across from BRIAN BENDER, mid 30’'s, but trying to
look as young as possible. Behind’ Will, a glass wall that

gives a great view of a busy bullpen areéa.

BRIAN
Good to see you, Will.

WILL
Good to see you, too, Brian. I'm
here for my job.

BRIAN .
We don’t have anything.

Will looks around, confused.



Will just

Will’'s in
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WILL
But... You told me last summer
you’d have a job for me when I
graduated. Then I e-mailed with you
recently and you told me to come
in. So you can see why I might be
confused.

BRIAN
Yes, I can.

WILL
Because you gave me your word.

BRIAN
And T usually keep my word.

WILL
I'll take whatever you can give me.
I don’'t need to do features. Local
stuff, calendar of events,
obltuarles, christenings, funerals,
births, circumcisions, any event in
the human cycle will suffice.

BRIAN
There’s nothing I can do, Will.
Our numbers just aren’t ‘what thez
used to be. We're competlng wit
web sites and blogs. We’'re not
hlrln% {one right now. We’'re
actually letting people Jo. We're
in a depreSSlon here. We! re
fighting for our lives.

stares.

., BRIAN (cont d)
Okay, looky, This is just as hard
on me as it'lligion you. But... it’s
ﬂust not gonna happen. I don't
ave a job for you.
(beat)
I'm sorry.

shock.

WILL
Well. All I have to say to you
is... that... this... is not how

you do business.

BRIAN
Excuse me?

WILL
This is not how you do business!
You do not just let someone do
things for you around the office
for three months just because they
say they’ll do it for free. Those
people expect something in return!
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BRIAN
They get valuable experience.

Will stands.

WILL ‘
No! You owe them a job! Where you
pay them! In money!

Outside the office, people in the bullpen stop and look.

WILL (cont’d)
You pay them money because they
depended on you. Because they told
their parents and friends and
career advisors and women they
wanted to have sex with that you
would! Because you told them you
would. Because 1f you take work
from peoEle and don’t pay them for
that wor then they are slaves!

BRIAN
No. They’'re interns.

WILL
Without a paycheck, everyone out
there right now is a slave.,/ i

Will turns and points at a row of workers.

. WILL (cont’d)
He is a slaye, and he is a slave
and she ;5,a~slave and he —-

The black guy he points at ‘squints. Will whirls to Brian.

" WILL (cont’d)
And you are the 'slave master!

Brian stands, leans forward against his desk.

BRIAN
I don’'t owe you shit, will. I
don’'t know who told you life was
fair, but it’s not. " It’s not fair
that I have male-pattern baldness
at the age of thirty-five. But in
the grand scheme of things, I think
both of us have had a pretty good
shake of the dice so far. We
weren’'t born in Sub-Sahara Africa,
and we have all our limbs. If I
were you, I would make a serious
attitude adjustment, and get out
there and bust ass looklng for
another job. Comprende, amigo?

Will blinks. He can’t believe it.

WILL
No hablo espanol.
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He strides out of the office, through the office full of
people staring at him, and out the front doors.

Everyone goes right back to work.

INT. CRASHPAD - NIGHT

A PARTY RAGES. GUITAR HERO rocks on the HUGE TV. The small
TV plays a Cubs game beside it. Will and Charlie guitar
battle. People walk in front. Get screamed at to move.
Will’s character loses.

WILL
Fuck!

CHARLIE
Who will challenge the Rock God?

Charlie rips open his button-down shirt. A CHICK grabs the
guitar from Will. Luke, not fully out of his suit, grooves
over with two CUTIES.

. . ILUKE . . . .
This is Will! This issHis move-in
party!

WILL

(shakes hands)

(to Luke)
Why are you wearing a su1t7 You
don’t have a: job.

Hey!

Luke laughs, leads @ne cutie up the stairs.

. LUKE
This way, sweetheart' Enter the
Bone Zone 2.0

CUTIE
(to Will)
Which room is yours?

. WILL
This one!

She makes a face.

WILL (cont’d)
I don’t_actually mind it. The
rent’s low! Which is good, cuz
some asshole just turned me down
for a job cuz he doesn’t know how
to run a magazine.

CUTIE
(looks around)
Oh.

Will stares at her. What a bitch.
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WILL
You're not even going to pretend
like you’re interested anymore, are
you?

CUTIE
Huh? No, I am.

WILL
Since I don’t have a job, I'm going
to write a book. Wanna hear what
it’s about?

CUTIE
(No.)
Sure.

WILL
It's about a woman who goes to get
an abortion, and falls in love with
the abortion doctor. But, he
doesn’'t love her. So, the only way
to keep seeing him is to keep
getting pregnant, and keep getting
abortions.

She’s horrified. Charlie looks over With a smile.

She looks

She walks

WILL (cont’d)
Until finally, they fall in love
and she comes in ohe day and says,
“I'm pregnant. It's y@urs. And
I'm keeping it.” ,

at Will,’eYes wide.'

WILL (cont’d)
And then, :as just a final “gotcha”
for the reader, he whips out a
scalpel and''says, “I don’t think
so' "

. CUTIE
That's disgusting.

away. Charlie cracks up.

CHARLIE
You should call it “Womb Raider!”

. WILL
I was thinking “Vacuum of Love.”

INT. NICE RESTAURANT - NIGHT - INTERCUT AS NECESSARY

Jillian sits across the table from a nicely dressed, verg
professional YOUNG BUSINESSMAN with dark, spiky hair. e
pulls out her vibrating phone, gestures "excuse me” to her
date, turns away.
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JILLIAN
I am so sorry.
(into phone)

Hi.
WILL
Where are you!
. JILLIAN
I'm at dinner.
. WILL
I'm having a party and you're not
here!
JILLIAN
I told you I'm —-
. WILL . .
I'm going to keep calling until you
come.
JILLIAN

Then I'11 turn my phone off.

WILL :
Then you’ll have to delete 200
megssages. Cuz I'm gonna leave one
every time. ,

Jillian rolls her eyes, smiles. W

INT. CRASHPAD

Jillian walks in thé”dqgr,W/The party’s even louder than it
was. Charlie, now shirtless, runs over, shoves a drink into
her hand, pulls her through the crowd.

CHARLIE
Jillian! Drink! 1I’1ll take you to
Will! Are your tits bigger?

_ JILLIAN .
That’s wildly inappropriate,
Charlie. How’s TFA?

CHARLIE
The kids are monsters! And they
fucking hate me. The{ call me Mr.
Saltine! Me! No one loves the
black man more than me. But, I
might %et to help coach the
baseball team. So, hopefully I'1l1l
meet some hot moms. You know how I
feel about African-American women.

They walk up to Will and Luke next to the keg.



19.

JILLTIAN
Have you ever dated a black girl?

CHARLIE .
No, but I watch a lot of inter-
racial porn.

Will and Jillian laugh.

LUKE
Just because you bottomed out with
your own race doesn’t mean you have
to start harassing mine.

CHARLIE
I know, Luke, but I need a fresh
start. And you’ve eaten sushi with
me. I have no chance with Asian
women.

Charlie throws his arms around them.

CHARLIE (cont’d)
I love ¥ou will! I love you,
Jillian! I wish you would just
love each other and then we,could
all be in love and not have to
worry about rubbers! ,

INT. CRASHPAD

The party’s died downga,bit. A'¢oreyof ten or so people
left. Will and Jillian sit on the couch, drink. Miles
pﬁactliilly holds the now- plastered bltchy Cutie up against
the wall. ,

WILL
Miles, testlng the boundaries of
date rape once again.

. JILLIAN .
Did you talk to the magazine about
when you can start?

WILL
Yeah, that’s not going to work out.
JILLIAN
What?
WILL

There’s a hiring freeze because of
the "economy” and the “recession”
or "“depression” or whatever they
decide to call it. It should be
called “The Great Fucking Over Of
Will Davis.”

JILLIAN
Okay, let’s stop it there.
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WILL
You know what’s really depressing?
Blogs are the reason magazines are
in trouble. I am the agent of my
own demise.

JILLTAN
Are you claiming credit for the end
of traditional media?

WILL
Yes, I am.

JILLIAN
What are you going to do?

WILL
I'm gonna ask for a little loan
from my folks. They’'re the
generation that’s fucking us. It’'s
the least they can do.

JILLIAN .
No, I mean what are you going to do
for work? ,

WILL
I'm going to get out there. Get a
job. /
Jillian checks her watch.

JILLIAN '
Speaking of jobs, 1 have to get
going. Bye, guys.
The guys ad-lib goodbyes. 'Will walks Jillian to the door.

 “WILL j7
Stay a little"longer?

JILLIAN
Where would I stay? On the couch?

He frowns. She kisses him on the cheek. Will watches her go.

WILL
It’'s really comfortable!

The door closes.

WILL (cont’d)
Shit.

Miles leans in to kiss the DRUNK GIRL. She slides down the
wall. His face hits the wall.






