FADE IN:





EXT. SUBURBAN HOUSE





The sun shines bright on a small house in suburbia with a single door, two car garage. 


JIM jogs in front of the house, slows down and stops in front of the house. He reaches 


down and picks up the NEWSPAPER from the driveway and walks up to the house. He enters 


through the front door.





INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE





Inside the house, Jim sticks his head in and looks around. He walks past the camera. A 


knock is heard at the door and Jim walks over to the door to answer it. He opens the door 


and standing before him is a man in a turtle costume holding a basket. A confused look 


crosses Jim's face.


		


		TOMMY


	Hello, my name's Tommy and I just stopped by to welcome you to 


	the neighborhood. I brought you some cookies...I just made 


	them.


		


		JIM


	That's mighty fine of you Tommy. I was just about to sit down 


	for breakfast, care to join me?


		


		TOMMY


	I'd love to!





Jim takes a step back and lets the turtle into the house. The turtle looks around and 


head to the kitchen table. 


		


		JIM


	So what's with the costume?


		


		TOMMY


	What costume?





Jim walks over to the refrigerator, looks in and pulls out some orange juice.


		


		JIM


	Ooooook...So how long have you been here...


		


		TOMMY


	About three years.





Jim grabs two glasses from a drying rack, sniffs them and sets them down on the table.


		


		JIM


	You like it?


		


		TOMMY


	Oh it's great. This is a real friendly neighborhood, 


	everyone's terrific.





Jim finds a muffin, sniffs it and puts it on his plate.


		


		JIM


	So, what do you do for a living?





Tommy stares intently at the muffin in front Jim. Jim looks down at the muffin and back 


at Tommy.


		


		JIM


	What did you say you did again?





Tommy stares at the muffin. 


		


		JIM


	Tommy?


		


		TOMMY


	I'm sorry, what?


		


		JIM


	What do you do?


		


		TOMMY


	I'm a salesman.


		


		JIM


	Oh really? What do you sell?


		


		TOMMY


	Y2k Countdown Clocks.


		


		JIM


	Oh...really?


		


		TOMMY


	I've got them in all sort of styles and colors. People really 


	love em. I can get you a deal if you like.


		


		JIM


	No, that's ok...uh...Do you sell many of those clocks?


		


		TOMMY


	I do alright, why?


		


		JIM


	Well...The clocks countdown to the year 2000, right?


		


		TOMMY


	Yeah...


		


		JIM


	Well, it's 2001...


		


		TOMMY


	Whaddayou think I'm stupid or something? 


		


		JIM


	No, I...Uh... 


	(hesitates, then shakes his head)


	Never mind...





At this point Jim picks up the muffin in front of him. He slowly chews and swallows it. 


		


		TOMMY


	You know what?!? You got a lot of nerve!


		


		JIM


	(stuttering)


	I...ex...Excuse me?


		


		TOMMY


	You invite into your palace, sit me down for breakfast, and 


	don't even offer me a muffin!


		


		JIM


	Uhhhh... 


	(offers his muffin)


	would you like a muffin?


		


		TOMMY


	What do you think I want to eat your trash?


		


		JIM


	No, I...


		


		TOMMY


	You just bit into that! God only knows what germs you have! 


		


		JIM


	(struggles and stutters)


	Can I get you something else?


		


		TOMMY


	Oh sure Mr. "It's such a chore to meet the needs of my guest" 


	I'm sorry if it's such an inconvenience for you to get me a 


	muffin! Maybe...


		


		JIM


	(sneezes on muffin)


	Achoo!


		


		TOMMY


	...next time I should schedule an appointment with your 


	secretary so she can hire a caterer!


		


		JIM


	I think you should leave.


		


		TOMMY


	I think you should leave.





The owner of the house enters the kitchen dressed in a robe and finds two people arguing 


in his kitchen. Both Tommy and Jim look over. 


		


		JACK BECK


	Uhhh...Who the hell are you and... why are you in my house?





Jim and Tommy look at each other, and take off running. The Owner stands in the kitchen 


in absolute confusion, picks up the muffin off the table, and begins to eat it.s to eat it.


