EXHAUST KI LLS

by
N. Bertrand



FADE | N
EXT. AN OVERPASS ABOVE A BUSY FREEWAY - DAWN

BOB, a plunp PIGEON, perches alone on a WRE which stretches
fromstreetlanp to streetlanp al ong an overpass. The over pass
itself spans ten |l anes of freeway below, all choked with
norning TRAFFIC crawling at a snail's pace in either
direction.

Bob's eyes are closed, his face peaceful as a mld updraft
gently ruffles his feathers. At a FLUTTERI NG SOUND, Bob opens
one eye, then lets it drift back closed, even as he shuffles
over a fewinches along the wire in wordless invitation.

EDDI E, a | arge GRACKLE, wi ngs down and | ands next to Bob on
the wire.

EDDI E
Mor ni n', Bob.
BOB
(nods slightly)

Eddi e.

They share a silent nonent as Eddie shuffles his feet and
settles hinself.

Bob's eyes drift open to take in the crawing traffic bel ow,
then lift to study the clear norning sky.

BOB ( CONT' D)
Ni ce day for it. Peaceful

EDDI E
That's the best part about this spot.
That and the updrafts. Don't know why
the others get their feathers in a
ruffle about it.

BOB
Getting grief fromyour flock?

Eddie grimaces and lifts his to twitch themin air quotes.
EDDI E
"Bad influence." "Flock pride."
"Exhaust kills." The usual squawks.

Bob chuckl es.
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BOB
Exhaust kills. That's a good one.

Bob' s chuckle turns into a mld cough.

EDDI E
Your flock say anything?

BOB
(snorts)
Pi geons. Wn't say anything to ny
face, just coo, coo, coo behind ny
back.

A STRONG GUST sees both birds pause, eyes closing and w ngs
lifting slightly as an updraft sends their underfeathers into
a flurry.

EDDI E
Mn .. nore updraft for us.

BOB
Aaah yeah, that's the stuff.

The wind settles and a HORN BLARES bel ow as vehi cl es conti nue
to jockey for position along the freeway. Both birds open
their eyes to study the traffic.

EDDI E
Look at that guy. What a dick.

BOB
Was the woman's fault. She cut him
of f.

EDDI E

It's a zipper nmerge. She was just
t aki ng her turn,

BOB
Shoul d have gotten over ages ago. Not
like there aren't signs.

EDDI E
In a zipper formation, drivers should
stay in their own |anes and only nerge
when the | ane actual ly ends.

BOB
Been driving | ong, Eddie?

Created using Celtx



EDDI E
The rul es of the road are conmon
knowl edge. | don't need to operate a

vehicle to...

He trails off as a CAR approaches, speeding toward the
overpass. In the distance a SIREN WAILS, the sounds of police
giving chase (albeit a fair bit behind) to the car and its
crimnal occupants.

Through the open car w ndows, ANGRY VO CES can be heard

argui ng, the sounds growi ng | ouder as the vehicle draws near.
As the car nears the birds' position on the wre, it suddenly
SCREECHES to a halt on the overpass, the angry voices from
inside rising over the sounds of traffic and distant sirens.

MAN (O S.)
Enough! It's not my fault! I'msick
and tired of --

WOVAN (O. S.)
--You're sick and tired? Oh, he's sick

and tired!

Eddi e and Bob exchange a glance. In tandem both turn around
on the wire to face the car on the overpass. They settle in
to listen.

MAN (O S.)
| " ve apol ogi zed. It's done. You need
to let it go!

WOMAN (O. S.)
Let it go? | need to let it go?

MAN (O S.)
I"'mtrying to... what the hell?

WOMAN (O. S.)
This is ne, lettin" it go!

MAN (O S.)
Hey, cal m dow- Shit!

Both birds blink with mld interest as a bl ack, cast-iron
SKI LLET flies out of the driver's side w ndow.

Their gazes follow the skillet as it whirls toward the

pedestrian fence, passes through a ragged gap in the chain-
link, and soars alnost |leisurely out over the traffic bel ow
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EDDI E
(mldly)
That can't be good.

The skillet arcs through the sky, accelerates in a downward
trajectory, and plunges with a | oud CLANG t hrough the hood of
an SUV. The SUV SCREECHES to a halt.

HORNS BLARE, tires SCREAM and netal SQUEALS as notorists
veer to avoid the SUV and nultiple collisions ensue, bringing
one entire side of the freeway to a halt.

In the opposing | anes, vehicles slow as the spectacle
unf ol ds. CRASH NG SOUNDS of nore collisions ring out, and
wi thin monents, all ten |anes of the freeway are conpletely
notionless in either direction.

On the overpass above, the SHOUTI NG continues in the stopped
car.

MAN (O S.)
| can't believe you did that! You
coul d have killed ne!

WOMAN (O. S.)
Oh, I'mnot that | ucky.

The growing WAIL of a police siren silences both voices for a
monment. Tires SQUEAL on pavenent as the car |urches forward.

MAN (O S.)
This is totally your fault!
WOVAN (O S.)
My fault? This whol e thing was your

i dea. ..

Their shouting voices fade as the car speeds away, replaced
by the WAILS of police sirens as a squad car races toward the
over pass, closing the gap on its quarry. It ROARS past,

foll owed by nore WAI LI NG squad cars.

Bel ow, VO CES SHOUT and car doors SLAM as the drivers on the
freeway energe fromtheir vehicles to asses the danmages. New
SIRENS rise in the distance as energency vehicles begin to
make their way through the snarl of traffic.

On the wire above it all, Bob and Eddie turn to study the
t abl eau bel ow t hem
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Eddi e gl ances back at the receding cars on the overpass, then
at the gap in the fencing where the skillet had passed
t hr ough.

EDDI E
What were the odds of that, do you
suppose?

BOB

(shruggi ng)
Not the first accident we've seen.

EDDI E
Yeah, but | eaving aside the anmount of
force it would take to reach that
trajectory fromw thin the confines of
a noving vehicle..

Bob rolls his eyes as Eddie warns to his subject.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
...a couple inches to either side and
that skillet would have hit the fence
and | anded harm essly on the wal kway.
What were the chances it would go
t hrough the exact spot where the fence
was broken?

BOB
Not a mat hemati ci an.

EDDI E
Makes you think, though, doesn't it?
One wel |l -placed hole in a fence can
change everything between one flap and
t he next.

BOB
Life is risk, buddy. It's what flocks
are for. Safety in nunbers.

EDDI E
And yet here we are. Defying our
fl ocks.

Bob coughs lightly. He studies the brightening sky
thoughtfully as the norning sun peeks over the horizon.

More police vehicles race past behind themon the overpass,
SI RENS WAI LI NG
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Bel ow t hem horns continue to BLARE, and hunmans continue to
SHOUT and gesture angrily as RADI ATOR STEAM ri ses on the
br eeze.

BOB
Wrth it for alittle peace and quiet.

EDDI E
(noddi ng)
And good thermals. Hope we get a few
nore breezes before the day heats up
t oo nuch.

Both birds flutter their feathers slightly and settle into a
conpani onabl e silence as the sun rises over the chaos bel ow
t hem

Bob's eyes drift closed.

Thought ful , Eddi e ponders the sky. After a nonent, his head
tilts queryingly.

EDDI E
Hey, Bob.

BOB
HmT?

EDDI E

Wiy a skillet, do you think?

Bob sighs, but after a nmonment his brow furrows and his eyes
open. His owmn head tilts to the sane angle as Eddie's as he
consi ders the question.

FADE OUT
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