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1. INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

CU on a small pad of paper with several long words: 
Synchronicity, Monochromatic, Superimpose, Tremendous, 
Turbulent. A brown hand is carefully writing another 
word: Impecunious.

HILARIO stands in the middle of a busy kitchen lost in 
his list of words.

The door swings open and FIONA, an Asian-American 
waitress in her late 20s, drops a stack of dirty plates 
into the dishwashing section. She sidles over to Hilario 
and peers over his shoulder.

FIONA
I got one - Cumulative.

Hilario slides the pad over to her and she writes the 
word for him.

FIONA
It means like, gathering 
together? Like when one thing 
leads to another.

HILARIO
Cu...?

FIONA
Cumulative.

Hilario looks at the word with appreciation, repeats it 
under his breath a few times. Fiona fixes herself a cup 
of coffee.

FIONA
Slow tonight?

HILARIO
(shrugs)

Still early.
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FIONA
Yeah, maybe people aren’t home
from work yet.

(sipping her coffee)
I’ve got these spoiled brats 
on 24. What do parents do to 
kids that they will only eat 
yellow and white food? There 
are five billion kids in Asia 
and none of them have food 
issues. These two will only 
eat pasta with butter. Real 
nutritious.

HILARIO
(referring to a word)

This is right spelling?

Fiona looks at his new word, Somnambulist.

FIONA
(laughs)

I have no idea. I can’t even 
pronounce that one.

HILARIO
You know this word?

He points to Synchronicity.

FIONA
Yeah. It means like different 
things happening at the same 
time.

HILARIO
I read it in a book about 
film. How to pronounce?

FIONA
Synchronicity.

HILARIO
(trying out the word)

“Synchronicity is very 
important in filmmaking.”
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FIONA
So when are we gonna do a film
together? You direct, I act.

HILARIO
I learn better English first, 
save money, go to film school.

FIONA
I thought you already went.

HILARIO
In Mexico. But now I wan’ go 
to Columbia University. Maybe 
NYU.

FIONA
Sheesh, you better save up. Or
find a sugar mama to support 
you.

HILARIO
Yeah, expensive.

The manager, KRISTIN, 30s, bustles in with a few plates.

KRISTIN
Hey, no chit chat here! 24’s 
looking for you.

FIONA
Okay.

Fiona drops her coffee cup in the dishwashing area.

KRISTIN
(to Hilario)

Chop chop! We just got two 
take out orders.

She heads upstairs to the office. Fiona rolls her eyes as
she exits.

FIONA
Chop chop!

ESTEBAN, a runner, drops several full plastic containers 
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in front of Hilario, who puts down his list with 
reluctance. He laboriously ticks off the items on the 
dupes as he places lids on the orders. Esteban watches 
him in exasperation.

ESTEBAN
Eres como el camarón que se 
duerme y se deja llevar por la
corriente. [You’re like the 
shrimp that sleeps and gets 
carried away by the current.]

HILARIO
Cada quien tiene su manera de 
matar pulgas.[Everyone has 
their own way to kill fleas.]

ESTEBAN
Claro y tengo una tía que toca
la guitarra. [Yeah, and my 
aunt plays the guitar.]

Esteban grabs the remaining containers and bags them up 
expertly. 

HILARIO
¿Qué pasa, primo? Siempre 
pasas enojado conmigo estos 
días. [What’s the matter, 
cousin? You’re always angry 
at me lately.]

ESTEBAN 
Me estás dando mal nombre. Te 
recomiendo para la chamba aquí
y te la pasas soñando y 
escribiendo palabras largas en
inglés. ¿Para qué? [You give 
me a bad name. I recommend 
you for a job here and you 
spend your time daydreaming 
and writing long English 
words. For what?]

He picks up Hilario’s list and tosses it into the trash.

HILARIO
¡Oye!
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Esteban staples the check to the bag with finality.

ESTEBAN
Dispárate de aquí y vuelve 
rápido. Tienes que hacer un 
«delivery» hasta la Forsythe. 
[Get outta here and come back
quick. You have a delivery 
all the way on Forsythe.]

CUT TO:

2. EXT. STREET - EVENING

Hilario bicycles up Lafayette, passing through shadow and
light as he pedals past street lamps. A GAGGLE OF GIRLS 
in high heels and skimpy clothes teeter by, gabbing 
excitedly. A couple of LOVEBIRDS stop and kiss every few 
feet.

CUT TO:

3. INT. EXPENSIVE LOFT - LATER

Hilario’s eyes are agog as the elevator door opens onto a
cavernous loft, very expensively furnished. Gerhard 
Richter paintings line the wall and Brancusi sculptures 
contort themselves on black lacquered pedestals.

Hilario steps out of the elevator and humbly hovers at 
the threshold of the loft. From somewhere within a voice 
calls.

ANNA (O.S.)
Just put it down anywhere!

HILARIO
Um, lady, you have to sign for
the credit card?

ANNA (O.S.)
What? Oh, one second...

She appears wearing a white bathrobe, toweling her blonde
hair and talking into a cell phone.
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ANNA
(to the cell phone)

Hold that thought, Jamie. The 
delivery boy is here.

She signs the slip that Hilario produces without looking 
at him.

ANNA
(to the cell phone)

So the opening is this 
weekend? I can’t believe I 
didn’t get an invitation! The 
rat...

Hilario watches her drop the bag and her purse onto the 
dining room table and disappear into the back again. He 
pulls out a wad of bills and credit card slips from his 
jacket pocket and adds the latest one to it. Taking one 
last look at the loft, he pushes the elevator button.

CUT TO:

4. INT. RESTAURANT - LATER

The kitchen is bustling. Two bags are waiting for him. 
Esteban bustles past carrying several dishes.

ESTEBAN
¡Rápido! ¡Rápido!

Hilario picks up the bags, checks the addresses and 
exits.

CUT TO:

5. EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Hilario pulls up at an apartment building and locks up 
his bike. He grabs the bag from the bike basket and 
checking for the apartment number, rings a doorbell.

CUT TO:

6. INT. TENEMENT APARTMENT - NIGHT

Hilario takes some money from an elderly man who has 
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shaky hands. Behind the old man, he can see an old woman 
sitting at a table expectantly.

CUT TO:

7. MONTAGE OF SHOTS - HILARIO DELIVERS FOOD

1) Hilario bags up food and staples the dupes to the 
corresponding orders.

2) Hilario bicycles up Bowery and delivers food to a gay 
couple.

3) Hilario bicycles east onto Rivington and delivers to a
frat house of 20-year-old’s with loud music.

4) Hilario comes back to the kitchen and sees Fiona 
trying to explain a difficult order to the EXPEDITER.

5) Hilario bicycles west onto Spring and delivers to a 
half-Asian ten-year-old boy and his single mother.

CUT TO:

8. INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

The kitchen is winding down. Hilario is writing another 
list of words. An order is complete and the PREP CHEF 
rings a bell. Esteban is eating a late night meal.

ESTEBAN
¡Oye, dormilón! [Hey, sleepy-
head!]

Hilario detaches himself from a particularly satisfying 
long word and picks up the containers of food.

Fiona comes in with a half-eaten plate. She sticks her 
fingers in and unabashedly scarfs down some food.

FIONA
Oh my god, I’m so hungry!

Hilario places lids on the containers and checks a dupe 
as he places the order into a bag.
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FIONA
Last one?

Hilario glances at the clock above the kitchen door.

HILARIO
(affirming)

Eleven o’clock.

FIONA
Lucky. They just sat a table 
in my section.

Esteban glares at Hilario who quickly throws on his 
jacket. He heads out the door with an apologetic look at 
Fiona.

CUT TO:

9. EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Hilario laconically pedals east past cars jammed on 
narrow streets.

CUT TO:

10. INT. NEW CONDO APARTMENT - LATER

Hilario climbs up two flights in a brand-new condo 
building. He is met at the door by PILAR, an attractive 
Latina in her mid-20s, with tired eyes.

HILARIO
¿Delivery? [Delivery?]

PILAR
¿Cuánto? [How much?]

HILARIO
Treinta dos cincuenta. 
[$32.50.]

The woman looks at the twenty in her hand.

PILAR
Momento. [One second.]
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She opens the door wider and nods for him to enter for a 
moment.

PILAR
¡Tacaños! Sólo me dejan veinte
dólares para la cena. ¡Y 
tienen millones! ¿Adónde voy a
encontrar qué cenar en este 
barrio por veinte dólares? 
[Cheapskates. They only leave
me $20 for dinner. And they 
have millions! Where am I 
going to find dinner for $20 
in this neighborhood?]

She rummages in her purse and produces a $5 bill and a 
few scraggly singles. Hilario adds her cash to a wad of 
bills. A child’s cry is heard from somewhere within the 
apartment.

PILAR
(shaking her head)

¡Mi dios, el niño está 
poseído! Cada diez minutos se 
despierta! [My god, that baby
is possessed! Every ten 
minutes he wakes up!]

(to Hilario)
¿Cuánto te di? Suficiente? 
[How much did I give you? Is 
that enough?]

HILARIO
Sí, gracias. [Yeah, thanks.]

The baby screams more insistently.

PILAR
¡Ya voy! ¡Ya voy! [Coming! 
Coming!]

She shoos Hilario out and hurriedly shuts the door.

CUT TO:

11. EXT. STREET - LATER

Hilario pensively bikes back to the restaurant. Suddenly,
he careens into LARRY, early 20s and piss drunk, who has 
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lurched onto the street trying to hail a passing cab.

LARRY
SHIT!

HILARIO
HEY!

They both topple to the ground.

LARRY
Yo! My bad!

HILARIO
Sorry! Sorry!

The wad of money in Hilario’s pocket tumbles to the 
street just as the wind kicks up. Bills begin to unfurl 
and fly down the street. Hilario and Larry hobble around 
snatching up money.

A cab passes and Larry staggers towards it.

LARRY
Taxi!

HILARIO
My money!

LARRY
Sorry!

He presses the bills into Hilario’s hand and stumbles 
down the street towards the waiting cab.

The taxi zooms off, leaving Hilario alone, peering around
for money and credit card slips on the street. He picks 
up a bill that has landed in a soupy mess by the curb.

He sits down on the curb and without understanding why, 
suddenly breaks down in tears.

WIDE ANGLE ON Hilario, hanging on to his wad of dirty 
money on an empty street.

CUT TO:
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12. INT. RESTAURANT - LATER

Hilario returns to the restaurant. 

ESTEBAN
¿Adónde chingados estabas? 
Hace quince minutos que 
terminé. [Where the hell were
you? I’ve been done for 
fifteen minutes.]

Hilario pulls out the mess of bills from his jacket and 
tosses them onto the worktable.

HILARIO
Renuncio. [I quit.]

ESTEBAN
¿Cómo? [What?]

HILARIO
Renuncio al trabajo! [I 
quit!]

ESTEBAN
¿Qué carajos te pasa? ¿Te 
crees que los trabajos te caen
del cielo? [What the hell is 
wrong with you? You think 
jobs rain from the sky?]

He takes a closer look at his cousin.

ESTEBAN
¿Qué pasó? [What happened?]

Hilario is still too upset to be coherent.

ESTEBAN
No importa. Cálmate. Siéntate 
un momento.[Never mind. Calm 
yourself. Sit down for a 
minute.]

Hilario sits.
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ESTEBAN
No hay prisa. Ya te imprimí tu
informe, ¿okay, primo? [Take 
your time. I printed out your
report. Okay, cousin?]

He pats Hilario on the back.

ESTEBAN
Toma. [Here.]

He tosses Hilario his list of words and goes downstairs. 
Hilario takes a few deep breaths. He takes a look at his 
list - Disconsolate, Inarticulate, Indoctrinate. The 
crumpled pile of money on the worktable is slightly wet 
and smells.

Fiona drops some dirty dishes in the dishwasher’s area.

FIONA
Oh my God! I’m finally done! 
Are you?

HILARIO
Yes, I’m done.

Hilario picks up a crumpled bill and straightens it. He 
counts off what he owes the house and pockets his tips.

END.
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