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 TITLE: "FLASH KARMA"

 


EXT – STREET – DAY

 


A well-to-do businessman carrying a briefcase
(BUSMAN: tall, thin, handsome, brunette, quick-tempered &
impatient) strolls briskly down the sidewalk, chattering into his
Bluetooth ear-piece:

 


BUSMAN

Yeah, no, no. I'm going there right now. I can't
believe how bad traffic has gotten in this city, I had to park
three blocks away. And no taxis!

 


A low-flying crow passing by drops a
brightly-colored flyer onto his face. He pulls it away with a sneer
and continues his conversation:

 


BUSMAN

Ack! Yeah, I'm almost to the Post Office now, I'll
check the PO Box and get those figures and then fax them to you
ASAP. PO? Fax, seriously? Why not move into the twenty-first
century and go digital? Yes, I know faxes are digital now, you're
missing the point.

 


He glances down at the flyer: a
pseudo-Christian apostolic rant, with large print reading "There is
a void in your heart/REPENT, A-hole!" He crumples the flyer and
tosses it aside angrily.

 


BUSMAN

Stupid birds! Listen, I can't meet with you right
now to discuss this, I have an important dinner with my girlfriend.
Tonight's the big night, I'm going to propose. Yeah, uh huh. Hold
on, what's this?

 


He approaches the crosswalk as traffic
passes; TWEAKER #1 steps in and blocks the crosswalk, clutching
something to his chest:

 


TWEAKER #1

Hey, hey you. Hey you, I gotta ask you a favor.

 


BUSMAN

Favor? No, I don't want to get involved.

 


TWEAKER #1

Look, it's important. Please, I need you to take
this downtown for me.

 


TWEAKER #1 presses the envelope to BUSMAN'S
midriff, who looks down at it in horror: the envelope is dirty and
wrinkled and spattered with blood.

 


TWEAKER #1

I just need you to take this downtown for me and
give it to Johnny Three-finger. He'll know what to do.

 


BUSMAN

(Aside, to the earpiece) Hey, hang on a minute. I
gotta deal with this. (to TWEAKER #1) No, no I'm not going to do
that. Goodbye.

 


The traffic light changes and BUSMAN leaves
TWEAKER #1 on the corner to cross the street.

 


BUSMAN

I don't know what that was all about. Listen, after
I get the figures, we're going to need to... Hold up, I'm getting
notifications.

 


BUSMAN stops in the middle of the street to
pull his cell phone out of his pocket and swipe at it. The text
reads: 'URGENT NOTIFICATION – Delivery Subsystem has misplaced your
parcel, expect delays in reception'. BUSMAN frowns and pockets his
phone, then collects himself and continues to cross.

 


TWEAKER #1

Hey! Come on, I just need you to take it to...

 


BUSMAN

That's not gonna happen buddy, give it up. (Aside to
earpiece) Jesus, can you believe the crackheads in this town?...
Anyways, as I was saying... Oh, what now?

 


The phone buzzes in his pocket again and he
takes it back out, a new notification reads 'POSTAL ALERT – Your
parcel has been misplaced or destroyed, please see Postmaster for
further information.'

 


BUSMAN

I can't believe this shit. I have to look into this,
can I call you back later? Mmm, yeah, mm-hmm...

 


BUSMAN approaches the second crosswalk, where
TWEAKER #2 with scabs on his face and arms paces and shuffles
looking at his feet; as BUSMAN nears, TWEAKER #2 looks up with
desperation in his eyes:

 


TWEAKER #2

Hey man, can you spare ten dollars? I need to buy
some super-powerful neodymium magnets.

 


BUSMAN

What? Get off me, dude. I haven't got anything for
you.

 


TWEAKER #2

Come on, man, it's just twenty bucks. I need
them.

 


BUSMAN

You don't need magnets, you need drugs. And you're
not getting them with money you got from me. Buzz off. (aside, to
earpiece) Yeah, I'm real glad you're finding this entertaining.

 


TWEAKER #1 from the first block frowns in the
distance and throws his bloody envelope down on the ground.

 


TWEAKER #2

Look man, have a heart. All I need is fifty
dollars...

 


BUSMAN

Fifty? You started off at ten!

 


TWEAKER #2

Inflation, man! Have you seen the prices of stuff
lately?

 


BUSMAN

Get the hell away from me or I'm calling the
cops!

 


BUSMAN steps into the crosswalk prematurely,
shaking his head and dodging traffic; TWEAKER #2 watches
disdainfully.

 


BUSMAN / TWEAKER #2

(Both, simultaneously) Some people...

 


BUSMAN leaves TWEAKER #2 behind at the
intersection and makes it to the opposite sidewalk, but his phone
buzzes in his pocket again.

 


BUSMAN

Does it ever end? Hang on, I gotta see what this is
about. I should get off this call.

 


He takes his phone back out and reads the
notification: 'Transfer canceled due to insufficient funds. Please
contact Bank Manager for further assistance'.

 


BUSMAN

No, no! Alright, I really have to let you go now.
This situation is going south, I'm going to have to bust some
heads. No, no, I have it under control, the deal will still go
through, I just need to... Look, I'll call you right back, okay?
Let me get this sorted. Yeah. Bye.

 


He taps his earpiece, ending the call just as
he makes it to the third intersection. TWEAKER #3 sidles up to him
as he stands there fuming; the man taps him on the shoulder and he
startles:

 


BUSMAN

Wha— what? Oh God, what now? What do you want?

 


TWEAKER #3

Hey there friend, my girlfriend and I have fallen on
hard times. She's about to give birth to my baby and we don't have
anywhere to stay tonight. She's real sick coming off the dope and I
don't want her to get any sicker until after she has the baby...
Would it be okay if we crashed at your place tonight? It won't be
for more than a day or two...

 


BUSMAN

Absolutely not. What the hell is wrong with you
people? Why don't you get a job like the rest of us and quit trying
to make other people responsible for your problems? Crash at my
place? I think not. Jesus Christ.

 


TWEAKER #3

No, listen, it would just be for a week or two...
She's right over there, you can see how big she is. It's gonna be
any day now.

 


TWEAKER #3 points to an impossibly large
woman sitting on the sidewalk, cracking open raw clams from a
bucket with her bare hands.

 


BUSMAN

Oh, I don't fucking think so. Get lost dude. I'm not
saying it again.

 


TWEAKER #3

What's happened to compassion in the world today?
Can't a man and his pregnant wife find anyone with a soul
anymore?

 


BUSMAN

Well you're not finding him here. Get lost.

 


TWEAKER #3

This is on you. If she gets sick it's your
fault.

 


BUSMAN

No it's not, now beat it, you degenerate. I don't
have time for this.

 


The traffic signal changes and BUSMAN beats a
hasty retreat. Halfway across the walk, his earpiece lights up and
he taps it to answer the call:

 


BUSMAN

Hello? Sarah! Listen, I'm going to be running a
little late, something's come up... What do you mean cancel? I got
us reservations at the Westin!

 


A crow offscreen caws loudly and drops a
flyer just behind him.

 


BUSMAN

Wait, what?! What? What are you talking about,
incompatible? Wait, Sarah, Sarah, wait... What? You're dumping me?
No, wait, wait, let's talk about this... Sarah? Sarah! Sarah!
God....Dammit!

 


BUSMAN has stopped in the middle of the
crosswalk shaking his fist but the light has changed; a car honks
at him and a bunch of the colorful flyers drop out of the sky
around him.

 


BUSMAN

Yeah, I'm going! Hold your fucking – Goddamnit!

 


BUSMAN gets out of the crossing and looks
down the street he's just traversed: the three frustrated beggars
each stand in a line, one on each block, all of them looking at him
in disappointment. His phone buzzes again and he pulls it out to
see a text from "SARAH fiancé": 'It's over between us! Goodbye!' He
looks again at the three TWEAKERS:

 


BUSMAN

No, no it couldn't be...

 


He pulls his earpiece out of his ear and
stuffs it in his pocket with his phone, then looks carefully around
the parking lot of the Post Office: no addicts lurking near the
door, no crackheads in the bushes – it looks safe to cross the lot.
He goes carefully, casting about furtively and occasionally
glancing behind himself... Almost to the front door when an elderly
one-eyed VETERAN dressed in fatigues and colorful rags approaches
him out of nowhere:

 


VETERAN

Oh, good...

 


BUSMAN

Oh no.

 


VETERAN

Hey guy, I need some help here.

 


BUSMAN

Of course you do.

 


VETERAN

You mean you can see me?

 


BUSMAN

Of course I can, you're standing right in my
fucking— Doesn't matter. What do you want?

 


VETERAN

I really need your help with something...

 


BUSMAN

I'll bet you do. I'm not going to...

 


BUSMAN's phone buzzes in his pocket and he
freezes. A beat, then:

 


BUSMAN

What do you need? How can I help you?

 


VETERAN

Oh thank you for saying that, I've been trying all
day but no one seems to have the time.

 


BUSMAN

Yeah I don't have a lot of that, so let's get down
to business. What exactly do you want from me?

 


VETERAN

I need you to help me get this battery to the other
side of the parking lot.

 


BUSMAN

Battery? What? What are you talking about?

 


VETERAN

This battery.

 


The VET holds up the end of a leash; the
other end is secured around an old car-battery on the ground. Two
nearby crows pecking at french fries suddenly take flight.

 


BUSMAN

Oh, God. Where do you need it?

 


VETERAN

Over to the other side of the parking lot.

 


BUSMAN

And why do you need it on the other side of the
parking lot?

 


VETERAN

I just – it needs to be over there.

 


BUSMAN stares at him for a minute, then
resolutely accepts his fate.

 


BUSMAN

All right. Let's do this then.

 


VETERAN

Here, take this.

 


The crusty old VETERAN hands him the crusty
old leash.

 


BUSMAN

Do I have to?

 


VETERAN

Yes, just take it.

 


BUSMAN

Dear God.

 


BUSMAN takes the leash, then squats down to
lift the battery.

 


VETERAN

No, you have to take it by the leash.

 


BUSMAN

What?

 


VETERAN

The leash. You have to pull it.

 


BUSMAN

The what? Are you kidding me?

 


VETERAN

Just pull it.

 


BUSMAN stares at him again for another
second, then shakes his head:

 


BUSMAN

Alright, here we go then. I can't believe I'm doing
this.

 


BUSMAN starts to drag the battery at the end
of the leash across the pavement, dutifully following the course
laid out by the old
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