/’72:'71/ (~fANDSon? &

BT

21,

EXT. TENNIS COURTS ~-- SIMULTANEOUS

Chip hits a ball to AUGUST, his chubby ill-tempered ten-year-
old son., August flails at it, then tosses hisg racket down.

—

AUGUST
This blows!

CHIP
What is the matter with you? We do
not sulk on the court, August! Are

you still upset about that Snickers
bax?

AUGUST
I wasn’t finished with it yet!

CHIFP
You were eating on the toilet! Do
you want Type I diabetes? Pretty
hard to play tennis after they
amputate your feet,

AUGUST
Yeah, well, you're fat too.

CHIP

I'm also very rich. Go practice
your serve.

He motichs to Oliver, who i%
court asfthe ball machine THOR

him. Bolwalks over to his 2On :
contrabghd chalk to draw an algctg] e court.

BOR

OLIVER

L suck, Dad -- worse than Augﬁf
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the world, 0llie -.
o much is going

to come zo 2asy do™eg’t mean you
can quit on things th¥g

(2 beat) )
1’1l make you a deal. Come v
with me and I'11l add a half Hou

day to your computer privilegesi.

Cliver ncim
notices Mad

— ' w-he court, he
offe "coaching -~ bad ¢oaching,

BOE (CONT'D)
Hold that racquet level, August.

over here. " -

e TR

i — \
August listens to his dad apd gends the Ball intoc the net --
that makes Bob happy. Chip, playfully defending hi=s honor -—

CHIP (CONT’'D)
Hey tube socks, why don’t you pick
Cn someone your own size?

BOR
(grinning right back)
You challenging me?

Loser buys ice cream
team,

The kids along with Elizabeth and Corpe gather-around the
court, excited and amused at the duel.

CHIP
You're on.

August muscles up to Oliver.

AUGUST
Your dadre meat.

Qliver just stares at August, freaking him out..ﬂ—w



