EXT. STREET - DAY 22

Michael runs after HENRY, 15, a kid on a skateboard who's now
stopped across the street.

MICHAEL
(out of breath, calling
out)
Hey! Kid! Wait up!

Henry turns, the golden gliders still strapped to his back
like wings.

MICHAEL (CONT'D)
(pulling out his wallet)
How much? Name your price for those
gliders.

HENRY
(shaking his head
definitively)
No way, man. I can go twice as fast
on my skateboard with these on.

MICHAEL
(still winded, frustrated)
Yeah, I'm well aware of that
feature.

Henry studies Michael with the shrewd eyes of a teenager.

HENRY
Why do you want ‘em so bad anyway?

MICHAEL
(catching his breath)

Look... I've hit multiple toy
stores like I'm on some kind of
retail scavenger hunt, pestered
every person in my contacts list,
nearly got trampled by a horde of
Christmas candy shoppers, and
engineered a gravity-defying
pyramid of wrapped gifts- just to
be awarded the grand prize of gold-
dusted buffalo wings.

(MORE )




MICHAEL (CONT’D)

ALL this--just to try to find a
pair of golden gliders.

HENRY
Seriously?!

MICHAEL
Seriously.

Henry considers this, his expression softening slightly. Then
a mischievous twinkle appears in his eyes.

HENRY
(grinning)
Tell you what, mister. I'll do it.
I'll sell them to you...

Michael’s eyes brighten before...

HENRY (CONT'D)
...IF YOU CAN CATCH ME!

With that, Henry jumps onto his skateboard and takes off, the
golden gliders catching the sunlight as he speeds away.

HENRY (CONT'D)
(yells back)

Take it up with Fitz Theodore!

MICHAEL
(confused)
Who?




