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MR, STECKLEBERG, 40, chubby, pale, enters, carrying a guitar
case festooned with stupid stickers ("Visualize Wirled
Peas"), a boom box, and a briefcase. He wears a suit and a
pi ano-pattern tie with BRAND NEW " Adi das"” type shoes.

He wites his name in G ANT UNEVEN LETTERS on the board. He
sets down his stuff, sits on the edge of his desk and just
stares at the kids. He self-consciously stretches out his

| egs, flexes his feet, |ooks down at his shoes, then back at
the kids, zeroing in on Alix and Andre, who is wearing coo
vi ntage Adi das. He points at his shoes, then Andre's, then
his...

MR S
Where' d you get yours?

ANDRE
Huh?

M. S. points to his feet, then to Andre's.

MR S
Adi das, right? "My Adidas...ny
Adidas and ne..." (from Run DMC)

Andre gets up and | ooks closely at M. S. shoes.

ANDRE
ALI X. Cone here. You gotta see
this.

Ali x | ooks too.

ANDRE ( CONT' D)
(struggling not to |augh)
You DO realize that these
are...AD DOS?

ALl X
(1 aughi ng)
Adi dGs! ?

ALl X ( CONT' D)
Did you get these in Mexico or
sonet hi ng?

Alix and Andre return to their seats.
MR S

(to hinself)
Adi dos?



M. S. wal ks behind his desk, and, so no one el se can see,
takes a pen and adds a little line to the "o" in "Adidos" to
make theminto "Adidas." Then he stands to address the cl ass.

MR S (CONT' D)
C ass. Cass? Eyes on ne. Hello?
Hel | o!

The cl ass pays hal f-assed attention to M. S.

MR S (CONT' D)
I"'m M. Steckleberg, and I want to
wel cone you to your new hone for
the next year...the Oswal d Annex.

Goans fromthe kids. M. S. hits "play" on his tape recorder
and sone very quiet, cheesy/dramatic instrunental filmthene
musi ¢ plays. Thene from "Dangerous M nds?"

MR S (CONT' D)
You're in this alternative program
because you' ve done sonet hi ng that
"soci ety" has deened "illegal,"
"antisocial," or "dangerous." But |
want you all to know that | see you
for who you REALLY are...m xed up
angry kids who think that the
worl d's given up on you.

QUCK CUTS - to Viv who is in SHOCK; Andre who | ooks highly
contenptuous; Alix who is entertained and anused; Dug who is
noddi ng seriously like this is a great psychol ogi ca

revel ation.

MR S (CONT' D)
(near tears)
News flash. | haven't given up on
you. | believe in you.

M. S. funbles around with the tape recorder, flips the tape
over and hits rewind. As he waits for it to rewind, the only
sound we hear is the tape spinning backwards, unconfortable.
He stares "neani ngful ly" at the kids who | ook awkwar d.

MR S (CONT' D)
Enough of ny "tal king head"
routine. I'"mgoing to explain
what's going on in here using the
medi um of song...and dance.



Then he hits "play" on the tape recorder - we hear the
famliar siren that begins the Beyonce song: "R ng The
Alarm" The kids all stop talking and stare. M. S. sprawl s
across the desk and slowy craw s across it.

The nusic acconpani es himas he sings, dances, gets in kid's
faces and basically imtates everything Beyonce does. Note he
never gets the "two mddle rows" |ine right, he keeps pausing
to count the rows and getting it wong.

<HOOK>
Ring the al arm
Listen to this here song!
And will ya please try your best
just to follow al ong!
(there wll be a quiz)

*He runs around the rows of desks, getting in kid's faces*

<1/ 2 CHORUS>
t he back two rows
Il let ya know
In the front two rows
"Il et ya know

In
| 1

And in those...two...three mddle
r ows
"Il et ya know
| can't let ya go
| can't let ya go
<VERSE>

Wel | sone of you got arrested

and some of you cheated

and some of you set fires

and sone of you are straight

t weaker s

but now you're in the Annex for the
entire year

Takin' every single subject in this
one cl assroom here

*For the Pre-Chorus: He wags his finger in a student's face,
just |ike Beyonce.*

<PRE CHORUS>
You can't go, you gotta stay.
For every hour of every day.

*He takes a break. Maybe sits down. Wpes his brow Janes
Brown fal se ending. It appears he is finished. But, no, he
LEAPS back up into it.*



He does the final robot head thing fromthe video.
ends. The kids sit in stunned silence, except for
clapping and whistling. M. S. w pes

t horoughly enjoyed it,
sips froma water bottle, breathes hard.

his face,

M. S. recites the song lyrics again,

<HOOK>
Ring the al arm
Listen to this here song!
And will ya please try your best
just to follow al ong!

<VERSE>
Sci ence and WMat h;
English and H s-to-ry
You' ve got one teacher now,
and that teacher is ME.
Yeah, ya mght think this is
uncool . ..
But the rules are the (SHOUTED)
RUULES! !

ANDRE
Uh, M...Steckel berg?
MR S
Yes...?
ANDRE

Andre. 'Scuse nme if I'mgetting
this wong, but it sounds I|ike
you're saying we have to be in this
room all day, every day, for the
whol e year

MR S

(panti ng)
Yes, that's what | said...sang.

Sai d.

MR S (CONT' D)
Sci ence and Math, English
and History, you've got one teacher
now, and that...

ANDRE
Yeah, yeah. W heard it.

super fast,

The musi c
Dug, who

nonot one.



VIV
(to Andre)
Didn't you get the letter? We're in
here all day except for P.E

MR S
And YQU are?

VIV
Vi vi an.

MR S

Well, Vivian, don't forget, you
al so get to leave for |unch

VIV
No of fense, Sir, but I am NOT
spending ny entire year in this
cl assroom As soon as | can get
everything strai ghtened out, |'m
| eavi ng.

M. S. wal ks over and | ooks directly at Andre. He | eans his
face close to Andre, breathing on him

MR S
Look. | know exactly what you're
t hi nki ng.

ANDRE

(maki ng a face)
Did you just eat Funyuns?

M. S. stops tal king, noves away from Andre.

MR S
You probably see ne as "the man."

M. S. does air quotes. Tiny imtates the air quotes at
Li nda, giggling.

MR S (CONT' D)
...but I grew up in a black
nei ghborhood. ..all ny best friends

were black. | consider nyself black

on the inside. I'mlike...an O eo.
ALI X

Un..last tine | checked... Oeo's

weren't black on the inside.



MR S
(sheepi sh)
I must be thinking of the white
ones, then.

Everyone | aughs out |loud. M. S. |ooks enbarrassed.

MR S (CONT' D)
Cl ass. CLASS! Eyes on ne!

MR. S (CONT' D)

(to cl ass)
Eyes on ne, class. Now, we are
going to wite a few Hai kus. Hai ku
is the ancient art of Japanese
poetry, and it's also a great way
to express your anger...at society,
at parents, at authority figures.
Find that heavy vein of enotion!
Tap into it!

M. S. points to the posterboard sign.

MR S (CONT' D)
Remenber, kids, this is a JUDGEMENT
FREE ZONE. These poens will be kept
private, between nme and you, only.
This is a safe space for ALL
expr essi on.

Cut to Viv, one of only a few kids witing. She wites on

di stinctive BRIGHT PINK scal | oped-edge paper with giant "V s"
on the corners. On her desk: dictionary, thesaurus, SPORTS

| LLUSTRATED FOOTBALL SPECI AL. On her paper she's witten one
word - "Judgenent."

A crackly and unintelligible announcenent conmes over the
school PA (simlar to the NYC subway systen).

PA VO CE
Locker assignnments will begin in
...schhhh. You wll need your

cards. .. nunbered BY CLASS... schhh.
The kids all start to get up.

MR S
Sit down...it's not our turn yet.

W HEAR from the hallway...kids and | ockers sl anm ng.



TI NY
Al the good | ockers are gonna get
t aken.

MR S

Let's work on our poens...

From the back of the roomthe HOSTILE PUNK KI D screans at M.
S. His front teeth are coated in black licorice.

HOSTI LE PUNK KI DY HENRY
You're a GOD DAMN FASCI ST!

MR S
Henry, do you even know what a
fascist is?

HOSTI LE PUNK KI DY HENRY
(condescendi ng)
Yes, a fascist is a m ddl e-aged
nerd who thinks he's super cool in
hi s gay pink converse.

MR S
Well for one thing, they're
cranberry...Andre, sit back down!

I NT. MR STECKLEBERG S CLASSROOM LATER - DAY

MR S
Wi |l e you were choosi ng your
| ockers, | took the liberty of
collecting the poens. | bet we have
sonme really talented kids in here!
Now it's tinme for alittle "poetry
sal on. ™

Certain kids blush, groan and put their heads down. M. S
turns off the lights and turns on a single |lanp on his desk.

Viv rai ses her hand.

MR S (CONT' D)
Ckay, Viv, yes?

VIV
You said these were private.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:
MR S
Ever heard of "reverse psychol ogy?"
It's alittle teaching trick | like

to keep innmy little bag of...
teaching...tricks.

Viv |ooks at himlike - "idiot." M. S. selects a bright pink
scal | op- edge paper (clearly Viv's stationery).

MR S (CONT' D)
(readi ng al oud)
Unj ustly accused.
Trapped —a class full of rejects.
Dreans crushed —no col | ege.

W see on Viv's face that this is HER poem

MR S (CONT' D)
Way to bring the whol e room down,
Viv.

Viv | ooks PISSED. M. S. chooses anot her poem

MR. S (CONT' D)
Ch, now, | thought this one was
super great!

MR S (CONT' D)
(reads al oud)
| see himfromfar away.

If he was mine | woul d never stray.
The guy | love is nanmed An...

Tiny |l eaps up and GRABS the poemfrom M. S. Kids snicker.
INT. MR STECKLEBERG S CLASSROOM - AFTERNOON

The kids sit around, tal king, everyone is nellowed out, post-
lunch quiet. A few kids have heads down on desks, napping.

M. S enters wearing a small white turban and a white terry
cloth robe. Everyone stops tal king and stares at him

ALl X
Wiy are you dressed |ike that?

Laughter. M. S. renmains serious.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

MR S
(serious, probing tone)
What do YQU t hink? Have you judged
me? M ght you assune | am..a
terrorist?

M. S. waits for a reaction with a raised eyebrow. Wen there
is none, and the kids just |ook confused, he clarifies.

MR. S (CONT' D)
...because | amwearing a Mo-slim
costune?

ANDRE
My uncle's Muslim and he does NOT
dress |ike that.

AV
(to M. S.)
Is that robe fromVictoria's
Secret?

MR S
VWhat ?

VIV
Uh, my MOM has that robe.

M. S. nervously, quickly renoves the robe and turban.

MR S
VWll, now that we've had a little,
as | like tocall it, "stress
buster”...l think we're ready to

tackl e sone nmat h.

He hands stacks of papers to the front of each row, then
approaches the board and begins to wite out nunbers.

MR S
WI Il you pass those back? Now,
here's sonmething | think you can
all relate to. Call it "Urban
Mat h. "

He wites "3 grans" and "17 grans" on the board.
MR S
Everyone turn to your worksheets.

Look at probl em nunber two.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



10.
CONTI NUED: (2) MR S. (CONT' D)
"If your dealer gives you 3 grans
of a substance, but your friend
needs to buy 17 grans, and he
al ready stole 10 grans fromyou the
week before, how nuch do you need?"

M. S. |looks at the kids. Sml es.

MR S. (CONT' D)
Conme on, | KNOWyou can do this.

ANDRE

(sarcastic)
Wel |, speaking as soneone who's
"urban,” | can't honestly answer

this question w thout knowi ng if
the dealer is arned.

ALl X
(mock-i nnocent)
...and does he work out of his
house or is it nore of a street-
corner operation?

M. S is now nervously shuffling papers.

ANDRE
(to ALIX)
Nobody wor ks from hone, anynore.
WAY too risky. And with cel
phones...you don't have to.

ALl X MR S
Deal ers in MY hood still rock Un let's get back to the
pagers, so | can't really task at hand, here...what was
comrent . it...3 grans...

Viv raises her hand. M. S. |ooks RELIEVED to call on her.

MR S
Viv, yes?

VIV
The first part is like a regular
mat h problem 17 mnus 3, fine. But
if the dealer owes you 10 grans,
does that mean you want us to
subtract 10? | nean...this question
is seriously flawed.

Alix and Andre | ook at Viv, surprised but a little inpressed.

Viv | ooks back at themw th a proud smle...then realizes
what she is doing and | ooks away, enbarrassed.

( CONTI NUED)



11,
CONTI NUED: ( 3)

The bell rings. Everyone leaps up. M. S. renmmins at the
board, pointing to the poster, saying:

MR S.
Renmenber, kids, Believe...to
Achi eve! Believe...to Achievel

The kids wal k out of the class, ignoring him



