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"LTCENSE TO DRIVET"

FADE IN:

EXT. COMMERCIAT, SUBURBAN STREET - COLD FOGGY MORNING

No cars. Swirls of newspapers blow across the street.
Suddenly, a YELLOW SCHOOL BUS BECCMES VISIBLE, rising over a
hill. As it gets nearer, we feel the ROAR of the engine.
The bus is a monster. As it rumbles by us we SEE "SUNNY
MEADOWS HIGH SCHOOL" inscribed on the side.

INSIDE THE SCHOOL BUS
Grimy. Run down. School Bus Hell. Oppressed grey-faced

HIGH SCHCOLERS sit round-shouldered, looking out into nowhere
land.

WE DOLLY SLOWLY ALONG the floor TO REVEAL all the students'
ankles SHACKLED and CHAINED to their seats. The faint rhythm
of a FILE RUBBING AGAINST STEEL becomes louder and louder
until the CAMERA STOPS ON a student's hands. Seconds away
from filing through the lock on his shackle... FREEDOM.

The CAMERA TILTS UP TO REVEAL LES ANDERSON, sixteen, maybe
seventeen. He's the only kid on the bus with a spark of life
left in him.

As the bus stops at a RED LIGHT, something catches Les' eye.
LES' P.0.V. - THROUGH A GREASY WINDOW - A RED BLUR

He wipes the window, revealing a RED FERRARI 308 GTB parked
beside the bus, ocutside a CORNER GROCERY STORE. The T-ROOF
is off, and all we CAN SEE are the LONGEST, MOST BEAUTIFUL
LEGS lounging in the passenger seat. A GUY walks away from
the car intc the store.

LES

locks to the back of the bus, tc the REAR DOOR, clearly
marked "FOR EMERGENCY USE CONLY." He teeters on the edge of
his seat, about to make a move. He looks to the front of the
bus, at the:

BUS DRIVER

A maniac: mid-40s, lousy toupee. He's been watching Les in
his rearview mirror the entire time. They stare at each
other, eve to eye. Les holds his ground. The driver thrusts
the bus in gear and beging to pull away... away from the
Ferrari.

(CONTINUED)
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Les explodes from his seat, charging for the "emergency
docor."™ The kids come to life, watching and screaming with
excitement. Les kicks at the door.

A RED WARNING LIGHT on the Driver's dash flashes. An ALARM

gounds. The Driver looks back, angrily. Then pushes a
buttoen.

A STEEL BOLT slams across the door. Les slams through the 7
back window -- diving out of the bus onto the street. Les
bounces out of a COMMANDO ROLL and runs up the street to the
Ferrari.

The bus does a spectacular BOOTLEGGER'S turn. It's coming
back.

LES LOOKS INTO THE FERRART

Keys dangle from the ignition. In the passenger seat is the
LEGGIEST BLONDE GIRL you've ever geen. The approaching bus
builds speed. Leg jumps into the car.

She smiles, seductively. He gsmiles back. They're in love.

The bus screams towards them. Les turns the ignition, pops
the clutch, then squeals into a right turn slicing ontc a:

QUIET TREE-LINED SUBURBAN STREET

The bus rcars after them, barely making the turn, bkalancing
on two wheels.

LES RACES DOWN THE STREET

Locks at his speedometer: 70... 75... 80... 85. Maple trees
whip by like he's in a rocket ship. AWESOME! He looks up at
his rearview mirror. It's all yellow. Miraculocusly, the bus

ig right on his tail. Suddenly:
A LITTLE BOY DELIVERING PAPERS

Hops the curb and bicycleg across the street. Leg, about to
hit him, yanks the wheel left, practically tearing it off its
column. The bus bombs by, slicing the front tire off the
bike. The LITTLE BOY is left there on his seat, spinning
around acrobatically on his back tire.

THE FERRART

still trying to lose the bus, streaks down a street, then
screeches into:
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NARROW BACK ALLEY

8o narrow they spell it with one "1". The bus slams in,
rocking and rebounding c¢ff the alley's walls. Dragging power
cords and live wires, sparks shoot out from the bus' sides.

Les jams on his brakes, cuts and slides right onto a:

WIDE COMMERCIAT, STREET

Les guns it! A laser beam. With one hand he downshifts to
accelerate, with the other, he starts to light the girl's

cigarette... She pulls his hand closer tc her, locking into
his evyes.

But WAIT! Up ahead, by a GAS STATION, there's a HUGE PUDDLE
OF WATER. But it's not water. It's GAS! A tank pumps gas
into a tanker fuel truck. GAS gpews from a ruptured hose.
Suddenly, we hear a BORING MONOTONE voice.

VOICE OVER
Remember. Be prepared and loock
ahead. The driver must see the BIG

PICTURE. ..
CUT TO:
INT. CLASSROOM - DAY
A dark classroom. The sound of a projecter. Flickering

light. An instructional film is being shown to a class of
DRIVER'S ED STUDENTS. The CAMERA MOVES THROUGH the room and
stops in back where we FIND Les Anderson, head on his desk,
fast asleep, resting on his DRIVER'S ED BOCKS.

VOICE OVER
«s.In heavier rain, your tires may
begin to 'hydroplane,' ride on the
water, rather than the pavement.
Don't panic! And egpecially don't
jam on the brakes. Ease your foot
off the gas pedal.

INT. FERRART - DAY

High speed. There's no avoeiding the puddle. Leg EASES HIS
FOOT off the gas pedal. The Ferrari remains steady as a 15-
foot spray of gas erupts on either side of the car. He
finisheg lighting the girl's cigarette, then casually tosses
the match out the window.
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INSIDE THE BUS

The driver shifts gears with reckless abandon, charging for
the puddle. ©Suddenly, the puddle ignites. There's a HUGE
EXPLOSION. The bus driver JAMMMMS on his brakes. Headed
straight for it.

INSIDE THE FERRART

Legs and the girl hear the explosion and turn around
simultanecusly. There's no bus, just a huge WALL OF FLAME.
They smile at each other. They've made it... Legs leans over
to kiss her, but suddenly she's not smiling. Her mouth is
open in shock. There's terror in her eyes. We hear the ROAR
OF AN ENGINE. Les looks back at the road.

THE BUS IS HEADED STRAIGHT FOR THEM

about to smash into them. WE HEAR a LOUD HORN which becomes
a SCHOOL BELL.

INSERT - SCHOOL BELL

INT. CLASSROOM - CLOSE ON LES - DAY

He wakes up, startled. He has sleep marks on one gide of his
face. He looks around, embarrassed. The bell stops.

Standing in front of him is the DRIVER'S ED TEACHER, MR.
GASKET, the bus driver from the dream. The class is getting
up from their desks, leaving. He motions for Les not to
move.

Leaving the classg, A VERY CUTE GIRL turns to Lesg' twin
sister, NATALIE -- she's conservative, bookish.

CUTE GIRL
(low voice)
Does your brother have monc or
something? He slept through the
entire course.

NATATTE
No, he's just brain dead.

The class empties. Mr. Gasket stands ominously above Les.
MR. GASKET
(dead serious)

Mr. Anderson.
(MORE)
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MR. GASKET (cont'd)
It's punks like you the paramedics
end up scraping off the roads at
four in the morning.
(beat)
For your own sake and the safety of
others, I hope vou fail your
driver's exam.

Les gets up to leave. Gasket signals to stay, then throws
him a piece of chalk. Les rolls his eyes.
EXT. SUNNY MEADOWS HIGH - DAY (BEGIN CREDITS)

Kids lcocad into YELLOW SCHOOL BUSES and fancy cars.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

LINES. Blackboards full of "I WILL DRIVE SAFELY. I WILL
DRIVE SAFELY..." Les finishes his last one and flies out of
class.

EXT. SUNNY MEADOWS HIGH - DAY

Buses and cars begin to pull away.

INT. SCHOOL HATLWAY - DAY

Deserted. Sprinting. Lesg glides to his locker and qguickly
unlocks it. An avalanche of books and junk fall onto the
floor. He stuffs it back in.

EXT. SUNNY MEADOWS HIGH - DAY

A few kids here and there. Les bombs out of schecol, jamming
papers into his knapsack. He runs down the street after the
last departing school bus. He can't catch it. Natalie,
inside the bus, smiles at him. He stands in the middle of
the rocad, pissed. We hear a car racing towards him from
behind.

IT'S A RED FERRART
The one from the dream. T-roof off. Music blares. MERCEDES
LANE, the leggy blonde girl from the dream, site in the

passenger geat. PAOLO, her GQ Latin American boyfriend,
drives. They're in their own perfect world.
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Les jumps out of the way as it screams by him. He watches
the Ferrari drive off.

We hear a bicycle tire SKIDDING along the pavement. He turns
to see:

A "nut case" on a ten speed stop his thirty foot skid a hair
away from Les' sneaker. This i1s DEAN, Les' best friend. He

has charm and mischief with a capital M written all over his
face.

They both lock back at the Ferrari.

LES
You know, Dean, I can't help
wondering whether it'll ever get
that good for me.

DEAN

Anderson, the only difference
between you and that greaseball, is
that he has a license and you
don't. In two days we open a whole
new chapter.

(motioning to his handle

bars)
Get in. I'll drive you home.

Les locks at Dean's BEAT TO SHIT death trap bike.

LES
Unh, unh. Too much is at stake.
They'll never let me take my
driver's exam in traction.

DEAN
Les, your license is as important

to me as it is to you. I'll take
it easy. I promise.

EXT. SUBURBAN MIDDLE CLASS NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

White knuckles. Les hangs on as a sadistic Dean gpeeds along
the sidewalk. About to collide with a JOGGER, Dean cuts
onto:

THE STREET

zigzagging in and out of TRAFFIC. A HONK here, a honk there.
Dean JOLTS the bike back up on the SIDEWALK.

(CONTINUED)
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Leg tries to absorb the shock. Dean laughs, pedals faster.
He whips Les through:

LOW HANGING BRANCHES

They flap against Les' face. Dean's having a riot. Les
wants to start one. The torturous branches give way to:

LES' P.0.V. - A FEROCIOUS DOG CHATINED ON A PORCH

Dean has the bike headed straight for it. Its mouth
salivates. As Dean swerves Les by i1t, the dog runs and pulls
his chain taut, swinging out against an imaginary wall.

EXT. ANDERSON HOUSE - DEAN TURNS INTO THE DRIVEWAY

making sure to run Les through a SPRINKLER. This is Les'
house; large and colonial, ite landscaping perfectly groomed.
Ahead of them, in front of the garage, there's an Audi 5000
Turbo. It's surrounded by mounds of dusty boxes and garage
junk. Dean slaloms through it.

EXT. ANDERSON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - A 1972 CADILLAC SEDAN
DEVILLE

gits parked at an angle, barely squeezing in. 8Sky blue.
Gleaming chrome. It's in mint condition. Dean and Les ride
in. Dean jams on the brakes. Les slides painfully off the
handlebars. He giveg Dean a dirty look. END OF CREDITS.

DEAN
Just a painful reminder of what
yvou're leaving behind.
(beat)
Whose Caddie?

LES
My grandfather's. Can you believe
it's sixteen years cold? It only
has twenty thousand miles on it.

Dean gets off his bike and lets it crash to the ground.
DEAN
(examining it)

It'es intense. What's it doing
here?

(CONTINUED)
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LES
He's afraid to take it on long
tripe so he borrowed my dad's car
for a week.

DEAN
(opening the door)
I gotta tell you, Les, this boat
would kick-ass up at Archie‘s. Do
vou think we can get it for
Saturday night?

DAD
(0.8.)
Not a chance in hell, Dean.

They turn. It's Les' DAD -- good-locking, early forties, he
wears grimy work clothes. He walks into the garage, removes
Dean's hand from the door, and buffs the chrome.

DAD
You have a better chance of winning
the Nobel Prize for physics than
vou do of getting in this car.

Les locks at Dean as if to say "Does that answer your
guestion?"

LES
Hi Dad.

DAD
(to the boys)
How 'bout a hand helping me move
this junk?

DEAN
(picking up his bike)
I'd really love to, Mr. Anderscn,
(a fake cough)
but I'm sort of allergic to dust
and cardboard boxes.

He coughs again. Dad doesn't even bother. Dean gets on his
bike.

DEAN

(driving off)
See you tonight.

(CONTINUED)
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LES
Dad? Do you think you could tell
me for sure if I can use Mom's car
Saturday night?

DAD
(shoving a dusty box at
him)
Do me a favor, will vya, Les? Just
paseg your driver's exam. And then
we'll talk.

INT. KITCHEN DINING AREA - NIGHT

Dad, Les, Natalie and Rudy git at the table. Rudy is the
cute, ten year old brother you can only find in the movies.
As they munch away at their dinner, one by one they lock up
in awe...

THEIR P.O.V. - MOM

Locking more like nine years pregnant, rather than nine
months, she carries the most humongous plate of mashed
potatoes, gpotted with mini-pickles, chocclate chips and
potato chips. Instead of putting it in the center of the
table, she plops it down in front of her table setting.

With the family still looking on disgustedly, she picks up
the ketchup bottle, and starts squirting it out on her food
(HAPPY FACE)...

MOM
Fer your informaticon, this is
exactly what I ate when I was
pregnant with all of vyou.

She downs her first bite. It scares them back to their
neals.
LES
Dad?
DAD
Unh, unh.
LES

Did you get a chance to lock at
those brochures?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
DAD
(pulling a crumpled
brochure frcm his back
pocket)
Sure did.
LES

Well? What do you think?

DAD
(flipping through it)
A twenty-three thousand dollar BMW
for a sixteen year old kid who's
never had a job in his life? I
think it's a great idea.

ILes is humiliated.

DAD
Leg, you only completed your
driver's ed course two hours ago.
You don't even have a license yet.

LES
But Dad, it wouldn't be Jjust for
me. It would be for Natalie too.

NATATTE
Don't include me in your ckesession.

LES
ExXcuse me, Miss Mature. Is there
anything wrong with being American?

NATAT.TE
A BMW at sixteen? It's more like
spoiled. Karl says...

Everyone gtops what they're doing ala E. F. Hutton.

NATATTE

Can you people please be serious
for once in your life?

(beat)
Karl says that in America the
pecple are misled to believe that a
car represents freedom and
individuality, when, in essgsence, it
is more oppressive than anything
else, burdening the individual with
materialistic costs, such as
insurance, gas and repairs.

(CONTINUED)
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LES
Who cares what your Commie
boyfriend thinks? I think we'd all
prefer to be burdened with the cost
of an automobile, than with bread
lines and two year waiting lists
for a washing machine.

RUDY
I agree.

Mother starts to boil.

NATALIE
You two are so simple, it's
frightening.

LES
Why are you even getting your
license?

NATATTE
(upset and getting up from
the table)
I'm not hungry.

MOM
Natalie, if vou prefer to eat
standing up, that's fine with me.
But ncobody leaveg the table until
we finish eating.

NATATTE
This is the most oppressive
environment a child could be
subjected to.

Natalie sits down. We hear a loud HONK-HONK! Les stands up.

LES
(wiping his mouth)
That's for me.

MOM
You heard me Les. Whoever it is
will have to wait a few minutes.

LES

(still standing)
But, Maaa.

(CONTINUED)
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MOM
Les? Do you want to use my car
Saturday night?

Les sits down like he's playing musical chairs! The family
eats 1n silence. We hear another HONK, and then a couple of
guick HONKS, and then a HONNNKKK... The family tries to
ignore it, but it's more than annoying. It starts again:

EXT. ANDERSON HOUSE - INSIDE A RUSTED TWO-DCCR 48 DATSUN B-
210 - NIGHT

Hanging over, from the back to the front seat, leaning on the
horn is Dean. Dean's MOM and his LITTLE SISTER ride in
front. They're used to this behavior.

BACK IN THE DINING ROOM

The obnoxious HONKING continues. Everyone except Les has
stopped eating. Cheery, he munches away as if nothing is
going on. Mom and Dad boil. Dad has had it.

DAD
Leg, if you're not cout of this
house in five seconds, there's a
good chance you'll never drive
anything but a gclf ball.

A victorious Les calmly excuses himgelf from the table.

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

Now this is a party. Loud music. Sixteen-year-old kids all
over the place. ALL THE GORGEQUS GIRLS AND GUYS huddle
around expensive SLICK DRIVING MACHINES, and competing car
sterecos. If you happen to be a male without a car, you may
as well be at home with a Playboy.

The Datsun makes its way down the street.

INT. DEAN'S MOTHER'S DATSUN - NIGHT

An uncomfortable backseat, filled with Jjunk. Les and Dean
sit squished together, practically eating their knees. The
front geat is pushed all the way back. Dean's little
munchkin sister sits comfortably in the passenger seat.

They apprcach the party. Dean's mom slows down. Embarrassed,
Dean and Les duck.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN'S MOM
Is there something wrong with the
car, Dean?

DEAN
It's not the car, Ma. It's you,
you're driving. Just drop us coff

around the corner.

EXT./INT. CAR - ARQUND THE CORNER - NIGHT

As Dean and Les pull themselves out of the car, a GLOSSY
BLACK GTO, with a confederate flag attached to its antenna,
slows down across the street. Inside the GTO are THREE cof
the scariest and rowdiest looking HIGH SCHOOL DROPOUTS you've
ever geen. They're laughing at the boys being dropped off by
mom.

THE DRIVER
Hey boys, doeg Mommy drive you to
the little boys' rcom, also?

Les and Dean are crushed. As the derelicts drive away
laughing, we hear their crazy horn. The Funeral March...
"DUM, DUM, DaDUM... DUM, DaDUM, DaDUM, DaDUM."

DEAN
(to his mother)
Sorry, I didn't introduce you, Ma.

She laughs.

DEAN
See you at twelver?

DEAN'S MOM
I'll be right here at eleven.

DEAN
I'11 call.

DEAN'S MOM
It's a gchool night, Dean. If
you're not standing here between
eleven and eleven o' two, I'm
changing the locks.

The Datsun drives off. Composed, they strut around the

corner. Ahead of them, in front of the estate and all the
kids, a HONDA pulls up.

(CONTINUED)
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CHARTLES

Jumps cut and WAVES GOOD-BYE TO HIS MOTHER. Older looking,
but by no means better looking than Les and Dean, he wears
glasses and isn't ashamed of being dropped off by his mother.
He waveg to Dean and Les. They turn into the party, ignoring
him.

EXT. MANSTON - NIGHT

Leg, Dean, and Charles gip fruit punch. They sit alone on
the front steps gawking at the hoards of cute girls
surrounding the guys and their cars. Impressive, but
gickening.

DEAN

I know exactly what you're
thinking, Les. I'm thinking the
same thing. I'm not sure about
Charles.

(beat)
Why am I so alone here? I'm good
looking, I've got a great sense of
humor, and yet there's not one
gsingle female within twenty vards
of me? Can you find one of them
who isn't within arms reach of a
carr

LES
They've even monopolized the
fifteen year colds.

CHARLES
You guys are pathetic. Life dces
exist outside a V-Eight.

LES
Not in this country, it doesn't.

DEAN
And do you know what the beauty of
it all is? The beauty of it all,
Leg, is that Saturday afternoon,
less than forty-eight hours away,
the people at the DMV are going to
be handing you your license... our
future.

Leg' eyes glitter. He's in a trance.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN
You can say good-bye to the
humiliation of public
trangportation, and not being able
to date someone who isn't
conveniently close to a bus stop.
You're going to be free, Les. One
of them.

(beat)

And on Saturday night, when we pull
into Archie's Atomic in your mom's
Audi 5000 TURBO, all this is going
to be at our fingertips. In fact,
Archie's makes this place look like
Sesame Street.

CHARLES
To you Archie's makes the Playboy
Channel look like Sesame Street.

DEAN

Archie's is the joint. I swear it.
My brother used to go there every
weekend. He says the ratic of
girls to guys is five to cne. And
we're not talkin' dogs, we're
talkin' bunnieg. The place is a
paradise.

(beat)
I'm telling you, Les. The secret
to your happiness, and ultimately
our happiness, as long as we live
in this country, is a driver's
license.

CHARLES
You can't possibly believe that
bullshit, can your

DEAN
(looking around at all the
cars, girls and
happiness)
Charles. Seeing is believing.

You gotta believe him.

15.
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INT. ESTATE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Soft lighting. Kids sitting, standing, talking, necking.
Les, Dean, and Charles slump by the punch bowl observing the
decadence.

DEAN
Do you ever wonder what kind of car
would be most appropriate for some
of these wenches to lose their
virginity in?

CHARLES
You never ceage to amaze me, Deano.

DEAN
Seriously. Look at Cheryl
Lieberman.

THE BOYS' P.0.V. - CHERYL LIEBERMAN
A sixteen-year-old JAP. They laugh.

CHARLES
A Camaro.

LES
Cheryl Lieberman? A Trans Am.

DEAN
Beth Maclaine.

BETH MACLATNE
Pristine. Conservative Anglo Saxon.

LES
A Volvo. Maybe a station wagon.

DEAN
Bonnie Dupa.

THE BOYS' P.0.V. — BONNIE DUPA

We CAN ONLY SEE her face as someone is sitting in front cof
her. She's sleaze to the max.

CHARLES
(c.s.)
A van.

(CONTINUED)
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DEAN
(0.8.)
Nah, a Harley.

LES
(0.s.; reverent tone)
Mercedes.

DEAN AND CHARLES
(c.s.; shocked)
A Mercedes?

THE BOYS

They turn to Les only to sgee him gaping, mouth open. Dean
and Charles look up and become entranced, as well.

THE BOY¥Ss' P.0O.V. - A VISION - MERCEDES LANE

Standing, framed, in the doorway, backlit, the light shining
through her dress, exposing the silhouette of her long legs.
At seventeen she looks twenty. She's an untouchable.

THE BOYS

LES
(still reverent)
Mercedes Lane.

DEAN
What more can be said?

LES
I've bumped into her a million
times, and she's never once bumped
into me.

Mercedegs heads for them, arguing with her older looking
boyfriend, PAOLO. He looks very out of place.

MERCEDES
You don't own me, I can do whatever
I like. Women have rights in this
country. Not like Chile or
Argentina, where they worship their
mern.

They barge through the boys as if they were a string of

beads. Les "quivers" beside Mercedes as she pours herself
gsome punch.

(CONTINUED)
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PAQLO
It has nothing to do with worship,
it has to do with going to parties

with... with kids.

MERCEDES
I happen to go to schocl with these
kids. I have friends here.

PAQLO

Friends? These children can do
nothing for you.

MERCEDES
(cold)
Can we Jjust stop this discussion?
There are some things vou and I
will never agree on.

PAQLO
(flustered)
Mercedes. I'm beginning to
perspire. You know I hate to

perspire.
(turning to go)
Are you coming?

MERCEDES
I think I can find my own way home,
thank vyou.

He walks away.

MERCEDES
And Paolo? If you're wondering
about Saturday night, I Jjust
remembered. ..

PAOLO
(turning back)
Don't do this to me, Mercedes.
You'll regret it.

MERCEDES
I've made other plans. I already
have a date.

PAQLO
With who?

MERCEDES
With him.

(CONTINUED)









































































































































































































































































































