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INT - ‘62 CHEVROLET IMPALA - SUMMER DAY

ABEL (Ecuadorian and Peruvian boy, with thinning hair), sits on 
the backseat of the car. Sitting up passenger side is his 
little brother, REM. Driving the car, with a stern look and the 
occupied road fixing his gaze, is POPS. 

Rem, who’s height is five feet exact, with a buzz cut, has down 
syndrome. Pops, a bald, heavy set, big bearded man with no 
censor, gives his son Rem a small cup of apple juice with a 
straw. Rem takes the cup and looks up at Pops with a smile, 
Pops smiles back.

FROM THE HEAD MIRROR
Pop’s eyes move directly at Abel’s view. 

Abel leans in towards Rem, and holds the cup for him. 

Rem drinks.

POPS
You wanna get something to 
eat before I go to work? 

ABEL
Sure, if you got the time.

POPS
(looks at his watch)

We’re good. I’ve got an 
hour.

(quickly)
Phil’s? Chicken Parmigiana 
sandwich? 

ABEL
(smiles)

Yeah, that sounds good.

POPS
(looks over at Rem, with 
his arm over his 
shoulder)

What you think Rem? Want a 
chicken parmigiana 
sandwich?

Rem looks at Pops, he stares blankly for a moment and then says 
‘si’. 



POPS (CONT’D)
Nice... Only thing is, I 
ain’t too crazy about the 
guys over at Phil’s, 
sometimes. 

(to Abel)
I remember last time, they 
overcharged me by the tax. 
They’re sneaky, those guys. 
But their food’s good. 

It’s almost starting to sound as if he’s just talking to 
himself.

POPS (CONT’D)
It’s fine, I always get 
them realizing, yanno?

(beat)
Rem, want some tunes?

Pops turns on the radio, he switches till he gets to a classic 
station. The sound of the radio host’s voice, midway 
introducing the The Drifters’ ‘Up on the Roof’ is heard.

The song plays. Filling the car with the harmony that is Ben E. 
King, Clyde McPhatter, Charlie Thomas and Bill Pinkney’s 
voices. 

CUT TO

EXT - PHIL’S BROOKLYN PIZZERIA - MOMENTS LATER

The Impala comes to a full stop on the front of the pizzeria. 
Now showing the car in its full form. The muscled engine in 
bright, baby blue color with a silver hood over the top. 

The FRONT of PHIL’S PIZZERIA 
Outshines Montgomery Street. With its neon lit Italian sign 
hanging over two poles designed like a barbershop pole.   

From the car window, the working men behind the pizza counter 
can be seen, and the other side of the pizzeria which looks 
more like an elegant Italian restaurant. 

INT - ‘61 CHEVROLET IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Pops pats Rem on the head. He looks back at Abel.

POPS
Stay put.
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ABEL
Okay.

Pops gets out of the car. Abel leans over, close to Rem, both 
boys listening to the tunes. Abel’s eyes follow his Pops.

FRONT ENTRANCE of PHIL’S PIZZERIA 
Three customers stand by the side, waiting for their orders. 
The round and heavy Pops enters. 

INT - PHIL’S PIZZERIA - CONTINUOUS

Pops, facing the COUNTER MAN, who’s wiping the glass counter 
with an old, soiled towel. The Counter Man notices Pops. 

COUNTER MAN
(fast)

How ya’ doin’, what can I 
get ya?

With his bulky hands shoved into his working jean pockets, Pops 
looks at the Counter Man and then looks at the displayed pizza 
pies on the counter. 

POPS
Let me get three chicken 
parmigiana sandwiches.

(beat, realizing)
On the go. 

(quickly)
Oh and toast the bun, 
please. 

COUNTER MAN
(as he’s walking, 
repeating and fast)

Three chicken parmigiana 
sandwiches on the go, 
gotcha.

POPS
(projecting his voice to 
be heard)

Toasted bun.

Pops turns around, facing the restaurant side of the pizzeria. 

POPS’ POV
The Italian restaurant. A fair crowd, including a cop sitting 
around the corner, eating veal with lemon squirted penne. All 
the tables are covered in white, silk sheets. The walls 
plastered in velvet color, with a rose over rose design. 
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Its nothing comparable to the pizzeria side, they’re almost two 
different places. 

Pops watches the people in the restaurant, standing a few feet 
away from the three customers waiting for their food.

CUT TO

INT - ‘62 CHEVROLET IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Abel wording the lyrics to ‘Enchanted’. Rem drinks his juice 
and rocks himself back and forth (a thing he does listening to 
music). 

ABEL
(smiling at Rem)

You like this? It’s a 
classic.

Rem continues rocking back and forth. 

Abel thrusts himself back on the ripped cushioned seat, shaking 
his head slowly to the slowly paced song. He looks over to his 
left side window.

He sees three little boys, two Black and one Puerto Rican.  

ON THE THREE LITTLE BOYS
One’s leading, dribbling a basketball. The one closest behind 
him, steals the ball. Two of the boys circle the boy with the 
ball, trying to grab it from him. 

The Puerto Rican boy in the middle dodges the boy facing him, 
he dribbles with the ball in the middle of the road. The two 
black boys follow.

Abel leans behind Rem.

CUT TO

ON REM
Looking at the palm of his hand, he then looks across at the 
pizzeria. 

TIME CUT TO

INT - PHIL’S PIZZERIA - CONTINUOUS

Counter man brings a paper bag of three chicken parmigiana 
sandwiches Pops ordered. 
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POPS
(grabbing his wallet out)

You toast the bread?

COUNTER MAN
(almost dismissing)

Yeah, yeah -- it’s toasted. 

Counter Man functions with the register. 

COUNTER MAN (CONT’D)
All together is $23.97

Pops gives the counter man a funny look.

POPS
Huh? $23.97 --

(chuckles)
You’re going over by $65 
cents --

CUT TO

INT - ‘62 CHEVROLET IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Suddenly Abel’s attention to the three boys playing around is 
interrupted by the sound of Pops’ voice. He turns and leans 
behind Rem, looking out the passenger window. 

Both boys see their Pops, sweating and gesturing his hands 
quick and often. His voice raised high. 

BACK TO

POPS and the COUNTER MAN.

POPS
Every time I come here, I 
swear -

(kisses his fingers)
- to my mother, this always 
happens. You can’t 
overcharge the tax. You’re 
raising up $65 cents. Now, 
if this was the first time 
this was happening, I 
wouldn’t care. But this is 
the FIFTH time this is 
happening. 

COUNTER MAN
Listen guy I don’t make the 
rules here --
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POPS
-- Rules? 

(squinting his eyes, his 
voice simmers for a 
moment)

What fuckin’ rules? You’re 
pressing the buttons -- 
estimating the damn price? 
Are you not? 

(beat)
Are you not? Are you --

COUNTER MAN
(interrupts)

-- look guy, people want 
their food too --

POPS
(interrupts)

-- tell me why you guys 
always overcharge here? Do 
me a favor, will ya, let me 
talk to Phil. Bring Phil, 
here alright? Just bring 
him. 

The Counter Man blankly stares at Pops, looking very worn out. 

POPS (CONT’D)
(waves his hand at the 
Counter Man)

Just go. Just go. Bring 
Phil.

The Counter Man smacks his towel right on the counter top, and 
dramatically walks away to the back.

It doesn’t take long for PHIL LaCATTURO, the owner of Phil’s 
Pizzeria, to make appearance and face Pops, with the counter 
standing in between them. 

Phil LaCatturo, with an apron on, is a middle aged, bald and 
Palestinian/Italian mix man. But one wouldn’t know exactly what 
he is. Not even the fella’s that work for him. But here he is, 
running a pizza joint. And fairly assuming he’s running a 
popular one, with all the customers he’s got eating here. 

PHIL
(recognizes Pops)

Oh, this guy. 
(chuckles)

What’s going on, here? Talk 
to me.
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Pops comes close to the counter, placing his palms against the 
glass counter and now, vocally explaining himself in low tone. 

He speaks, also looking over to the Counter Man behind Phil. 

POPS
I ordered three sandwiches 
alright? Tax only goes for 
58 cents more. I know, I 
check every time I order 
here. You’re raising it up 
an extra 65 cents. It ain’t 
the estimate of the 
sandwich, but its the 
AMOUNT added on the tax. It 
ain’t what it should be. 
You understand what I’m 
sayin’, Phil? 

Listening to Pops’ analysis of what a tax comes out to for a 
sandwich, all just sounds like bullshit to Phil. 

He says to Pops, almost disbelievingly. 

PHIL
You’re busting my guy’s 
balls over a tax raise? 

He waits for Pops to react to this.

And he does react, taking in that question and biting his lip.

PHIL (CONT’D)
You kiddin’ me? You’re 
making a scene out of tax 
raise? It is what it comes 
out to. 

He takes the receipt from the register and smacks it to the 
counter for Pops to see. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
You have to pay it, there’s 
no raise in that.

Pops takes a step back, his face slowly pulping red.

POPS
You’re telling me you 
didn’t just over charge me 
by 65 cents extra? 

(laughs)
You guys rip people off, 
and you know it... 
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Either it’s a god damn tax, 
or it’s the actual price 
when you have your un-
fuckin’ valued specials, 
which you’re not fooling 
anybody. You can get a 
better bargain on the 
sausages for a side platter 
than with the caponata 
dish.

If anybody looked at the menu and summed it up, Pop’s 
estimation actually sounds logistically correct. 

POPS (CONT’D)
(his final blow)

You’re con men. That’s what 
you do... And you’re sneaky 
about it.

PHIL
We’re no con men, asshole! 
You want to accuse me for 
being a con man? Then get 
the fuck out of my 
restaurant.

POPS
You’re gonna waste my time? 
I come here and now I’m 
gonna walk out? You sum the 
price up again, right in 
front of me. I know -

One of the customers from behind interjects --

CUSTOMER
Man, it’s just --

POPS
(to the Guy, subtly)

Shut up -
(to Phil, in his tirade)

I know right from wrong. 
And what you’ve been doing 
to me every time I come 
here, is wrong. I just want 
to pay as it should be 
paid, the way it’s really 
estimated, WITHOUT an 
overcharge.
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PHIL
Then you take the damn 
sandwiches, don’t pay.
I don’t want your money.

POPS
You don’t want my money? 

(laughs)
You’re something else, 
Phil. Okay, how’s ‘bout I 
take these sandwiches, 
without having to give you 
a damn dime? And I’m out, 
and I’m never coming back 
to this fuckin’ place.

He grabs the bag of sandwiches and walks out of the pizzeria. 

Phil walks to the entrance and shouts:

PHIL
He didn’t pay! 

INT - ‘62 CHEVROLET IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

Pops aggressively shuts the door. He shuts the music off and 
starts the car. Mumbling to himself all the curses in the 
world. Abel backs away, neither he nor Rem make a sound. 

Phil runs out the pizzeria with the COP (who was eating 
before). The Cop, like Phil and Pops, is a round man. 

PHIL
(pointing his finger at 
Pops)

This motherfucker didn’t 
pay!

POPS
(to himself)

The fuck --

Leaning onto Rem, yelling out the passenger window at Phil. 

POPS (CONT’D)
-- no, no, no, no, no. I 
didn’t steal shit, he just 
told me to leave with the 
food, without paying. 

Phil yelling from Rem’s side. 
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PHIL
You’re a fuckin’ thief!

POPS
You callin’ me a thief in 
front of my kid, right now?

Pops opens his driver side door, and gets out of the car. 

Another car nearly DRIVES into him.

It immediately comes to a halt. The Driver in the car shouts at 
Pops, but the man just ignores the driver and confront Phil and 
the cop. 

POPS (CONT’D)
(to Phil)

You’re fuckin’ insane, 
calling me a thief in front 
of my boys. 

COP
Sir, you leave without 
paying, I’m going to have 
no choice but to arrest 
you. So, come on --

POPS
-- arrest me? The guy told 
me to leave without paying!

Abel’s head slightly comes out of the window. 

ABEL
Pa, you have to go to 
work...

Pops doesn’t acknowledge. 

POPS
(to the cop)

I’m sorry officer, but I 
ain’t paying. He told me to 
take the food and NOT pay. 
He didn’t want my money. So 
I AM leaving.

As Pops turns his back on them.

COP
Sir, you got your two boys 
here.... You really want to 
end this ugly? Come on guy. 
Let’s settle this quietly --
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POPS
-- you wanna settle?

Pops gets close, but not too close to the cop and Phil.

Suddenly Rem plays the station and the music roars loudly. Abel 
reaches to turn it off.

This triggers Rem to start crying. 

ABEL
(to himself)

Shit --
(to Rem)

Rem, stop. 

Rem is crying, Abel holds him, trying to calm him down.

Pops facing off against Phil.

POPS
You son-of-a-bitch, you’re 
fucked up. You’re telling 
him --

(meaning the cop)
-- I’m a thief when you’re 
the one telling me to leave 
with the food? Fuck you!

PHIL
Fuck me?

Phil meets eyes with Pops, nose to nose, with a threatening 
look on his face, the cop emerges.

Pops shoves Phil. 

POPS
You gonna try that shit in 
front of my boys? 
Motherfucker I will fuck 
you up!

PHIL
You give me my money!

Before the cop can stop two men, Pops backs away from Phil.

His boys watch, Rem still tearing.

The people inside Phil’s watch.

Pops let’s his steam kind of cool off. 
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ABEL
(beat)

Dad you’re gonna be late!

Pops looks down at his son. Nothing needs to be said. Abel 
stays quiet.

Pops walks back to the cop and Phil. 

POPS
(to Phil)

Alright asshole, lemme pay 
you and get outta here.

That being said, Pops, Phil and the Cop quietly walk into 
Phil’s Pizzeria. 

All eyes on them go back to their business.

FROM ABEL’S POV
Phil going behind the counter. A crowd of people are standing 
inside too. Pops looks at the Cop.

Rem’s quiet and calm, his tears being wiped off from Abel’s 
fingers. Abel opens the door of the back seat and exits the 
car, watching his Pops.

CUT TO

The men in the pizzeria. Abel can be seen in the background, 
watching his old man at the scene.

POPS (CONT’D)
(to the cop, mid 
conversation)

-- you gotta understand 
officer, it’s every time I 
come here, they pull this 
shit.

PHIL
(from behind the counter)

Then why do you come 
here?!?

POPS
Because I like your sauce!

Pops pulls out cash from his wallet, counts it and smacks it 
down at the counter, facing Phil.

CUT TO
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EXT - PHIL’S PIZZERIA - CONTINUOUS

Pops walks, and notices Abel standing. The sight of his pops 
emerging the car makes the boy enter the car, without saying a 
word. Pops walks around the car to the driver side, he gets in 
the car and slams the door shut. 

He starts the engine. 

Pops pats Rem on the back, looking at him. 

POPS
I’m sorry.

Abel sitting in the back, quiet. The cop approaches the car.

COP
Listen, I couldn’t just let 
you walk out without 
paying. It’s just basic 
law, guy.

POPS
It’s fine, I ain’t coming 
here again. Good sauce or 
not, I’ll find another one. 

COP
Try Romeo’s. 

POPS
Yeah, maybe.

(beat)
You have a good one, 
officer.

COP
You and your boys have a 
good one, as well.

The cop walks away, the car drives away.

CUT TO

INT - ‘62 CHEVROLET IMPALA - CONTINUOUS

As Pops is driving and everyone’s quiet. 

POPS
(beat, meaning Phil)

That guy’s an asshole. 

Abel doesn’t know whether to take that seriously or chuckle...
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... Pops chuckles.

Abel sees this and he chuckles too. 

But from that chuckle, comes Pops serious voice now.

POPS (CONT’D)
People think they can just 
take extra from you. 
Without you knowing. 

(beat)
People think of each other 
as idiots when it comes to 
buying or selling. 65 cents 
ain’t nothing, but the idea 
of him tryna to pull that 
shit with me again. Doesn’t 
work. Not with me. 

(beat)
How much time I got?

ABEL
I dunno, I don’t have a 
watch.

POPS
Oh yeah.

(checks his watch)
Fifteen minutes... I gotta 
eat home, I can’t while I’m 
driving to work. You feed 
Rem, alright?

ABEL
Alright.

POPS
Don’t tell your mom about 
what just happened, 
alright?. 

ABEL
Got no reason to. 

As Pops looks out the street and both his boys gaze out their 
windows. 

POPS
Good.

CUT TO BLACK
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