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INT. BEDROOM - DAY



Empty fried chicken buckets, burger wrappers, soda cups, 
pizza boxes, and other fast food containers are scattered 
about.



DANIEL HAGUE (late 20s, scruffy, but professional) frowns as 
he sleeps on the bed.  He wears a half-buttoned white dress 
shirt and black slacks.  No socks.  A tie and suit jacket lay 
crumpled on the floor next to the bed.  



As he breathes, an empty fry container moves up and down on 
his chest.  



The CLANGING of a chain is heard OS.



The sound belongs to a dog collar:  DEEBO (a stocky English 
Bulldog) hops onto the bed.  He notices Daniel’s bare feet 
and sniffs them...then licks them furiously.



Daniel’s frown turns into a smile as he squirms.  The licking 
becomes more intense and he LAUGHS LIKE A GIRL, until his 
eyes open.  



Daniel sits up and glares at the foot of the bead.

DANIEL
Deebo! 



Deebo bounds to Daniel’s face and gives him a sloppy kiss.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
Ah--Feet--dog balls.

Deebo jumps off the bed and looks at the door.  



DANIEL (CONT’D)
Hungry, huh?



Daniel grabs the fry box from his chest and tosses to Deebo, 
who sniffs at it and looks up at Daniel.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
I Don’t blame you.  No more 
midnight fast food feasts for 
awhile.



(then)
Although the side affects are 
probably still better than Zoloft.



Daniel lies down and closes his eyes.

Deebo BARKS.
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DANIEL (CONT’D)
Sleep--I just want to sleep!  Go 
pee in the living room.  I’ll clean 
it up later.  

Deebo jumps back on the bed.  He climbs on top of Daniel and 
stares down at him.  



Daniel opens his eyes.  Deebo tilts his head, giving his best 
“dog smile.” 



DANIEL (CONT’D)
Oh come on!  You know I can’t say 
no to your “puppy dog face.”

Deebo PANTS.



Daniel pushes Deebo off him.  



DANIEL
Let’s go. 

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

Daniel walks Deebo in a modest suburban neighborhood.



DANIEL
(remembering)



Crap--I forgot the bag.
(to Deebo)



No number twos today, okay?



Deebo ignores him.



They pass MRS. FENDERDINE (60s, grandmotherly) planting 
flowers.  Daniel waves to her.



MRS. FENDERDINE
Oh, Daniel!  



She notices his outfit and smiles.



MRS. FENDERDINE (CONT’D)
How was the wedding?

Daniel cringes at the word “wedding” and looks down.  Deebo 
even stops and looks at him.  



DANIEL
It was...a wedding.



3.

MRS. FENDERDINE
Stay strong, honey!

Daniel nods, forcing a smile.  



They reach the corner of the block and Deebo pulls Daniel to 
the left.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
No way, buddy. 

Daniel pulls the leash, trying to pull him to the right.  
Deebo stands his ground.  



DANIEL (CONT’D)
I’ll carry you if I have to. 

Daniel bends down.  Deebo GROWLS. 



DANIEL (CONT’D)
You and I both know what’s down 
that street.



Deebo tries to “smile” at him again.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
Nope, already played that card 
once.   



Daniel scratches Deebo’s head.  His grip on the leash looses.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
I know it’s hard for a bulldog to 
understand...but love’s like...like 
your favorite bone.  A bone that 
you’ve grown very fond of over the 
years, until one day, someone 
steals that bone. And you’re forced 
to watch some other dog lick that 
bone--Right in front of your face!  
And next thing you know this bone 
is asking you to be in the goddamn 
wedding party!

(beat)
I envy you.  Eat.  Sleep.  Lick 
balls.  Wish it were that simple 
for all of us.  



Daniel shakes his head.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
Is this what my life has become?  
Pondering love with a--
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Deebo sprints away.  Daniel loses grip of the leash and Deebo 
races down the street, leash trailing.  



DANIEL (CONT’D)
Damn it, Deebo!

Daniel chases after him.

EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY



Deebo sits on the lawn of a red rancher-style house.  Two 
cars sit in the driveway.    

Daniel runs up the block and freezes when he sees the house.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
No way.  You’re on your own, buddy.



Daniel walks away, keeping an eye on Deebo through his 
peripheral vision. 

Calling his bluff, Deebo squats and takes a dump on the lawn.



DANIEL (CONT’D)
Come on!



Daniel jogs back to the yard.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
This isn’t funny.



(RE: the cars)



They’re home.  And you know I 
didn’t bring a bag! 

He looks around for something to clean up with:  Nothing.  
Daniel SIGHS and unbuttons his shirt.  



Daniel cleans up the little pile of Deebo.

DANIEL
That’s the last time I feed you 
spicy chicken...



Deebo trots to the front door and lies down on the welcome 
mat. 

DANIEL
Hey!



Daniel balls up his shirt and tiptoes across the lawn.  He 
ninja-crouches next to Deebo, holding the shirt-ball away 
from their faces.  
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DANIEL (CONT’D)
I know you liked her...but you 
can’t do this.  It’s over.  You 
were at the wedding--



(thinks)



Probably didn’t help that I brought 
a dog as my date.



Deebo BARKS.  Daniel covers his mouth with his free hand.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
I had my chance and blew it, okay?  
Maybe we weren’t meant to be.  If 
she’s happy, then...great.  That’s 
great.  Unlike you, I plan on 
adhering to the “forever holding my 
peace” part of the ceremony.  



Deebo WINES.  Daniel Pats his head as he stares at one of the 
windows.  

The blinds are closed, so the only thing he can see is...

...his own reflection. 

DANIEL (CONT’D)
It should have been me.

In unison, Daniel and Deebo stand.



DANIEL
Maybe it’s not too late to get my 
bone back.  



Deebo wags his tail.

Daniel takes a step toward the front door.  



Despite being topless and holding a shirt-ball full of dog 
shit, Daniel reaches for the doorbell...



DING DONG.


