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EXT. CHICAGO PENTHOUSE APARTMENT

Aerial footage of Chicago. We land on a gorgeous penthouse 
building, push in and see--

INT. CHICAGO PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - DAY

CLAIRE CLARK, 40-50, sits on her couch watching QVC. 

Is that Molly Ringwald? This white-collar pouty princess 
wears a very familiar pink blouse, brown gypsy skirt and 
brown suede boots. 

She is numbed out on the gleaming smiles of the QVC hosts 
chattering away on the TV.

INT. PENTHOUSE WEIGHT ROOM - DAY

INTERCUT with ANDREW CLARK, 40-50, her husband.

In their spare room/gym, he wears old Shermer High sweats. Is 
that...Emilio Estevez? 

He flexes in the mirror, evaluating. Does a quick series of 
push ups. He gets up. He does a hyper dance move. Stops, 
noticing the early stages of a gut.

Back to Claire, staring dazedly at the television.

TV/QVC INSERT:

A cheerful woman shows off a set of silver figurines to the 
host, the sound far and tinny.

CHEERFUL WOMAN ON TV
--Yes indeed, these are 100% 
platinum.

HOST ON TV
Isn’t that something!

CHEERFUL WOMAN ON TV
Isn’t it just? And for you viewers 
at home, these can be yours for 
only 8 simple installments of 
$49.95. What a deal, Jeannie!

HOST ON TV
A real steal, Nancy!

Andrew enters, sweating and winded. 
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He grabs the milk carton out of the fridge and guzzles it, 
coming behind her and watching. The milk streams down his 
throat and face.

CLAIRE
What do you think of these for the 
foyer?

Andrew looks at them, weary.

ANDREW
We don't need another set of those, 
Claire, come on.

CLAIRE
What do you mean, another? These 
are platinum.

The HOUSE PHONE rings. Andrew goes to answer it.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
Don't tie up the line, I'm ordering 
the candlesticks, Andrew. I'm a 
grown fucking woman.

Caller ID announces--

CALLER I.D.
Call--from--Shermer, Illinois. 
Call--from--

Claire whirls around in her chair. She and Andrew exchange a 
look as Andrew picks it up.

ANDREW
(hesitant)

Hello?
(beat, then warmly)

Whoa, blast from the past. How's it 
goin', man? How you feeling? 
What's--

Andrew's eyes wander to the floor, his face contorting as he 
gets the news. 

Off Claire's crestfallen face, the first 2 chords and a 'hey-
hey-hey-HEY' and we're falling into "Don't You Forget About 
Me..."

DISSOLVE TO:

Over Simple Minds, the following introductions are intercut 
with traveling footage--first aerial, then street-level--of 
Shermer, reintroducing us to that formative neighborhood.
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INT. CAMERON'S HOUSE - DAY

CAMERON FRYE, 40-50, in a faded old Red Wings jersey with 
red-rimmed eyes, holds the phone to his chest with that same 
zoned-out look of old. 

ALLISON REYNOLDS, 40-50, rubs his shoulders--and a gaggle of 
kids run to him. 

Allison kisses his head, walks away, and we follow her into 
the bathroom.

INT. CAMERON'S BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Allison wipes at her eyes, re-applies her eyeliner--a beat. 

She grabs something from her bag, rips it open, downs it, 
wipes her mouth. Pixie Stix. 

We follow her out--

INT. HALLWAY/FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Allison approaches the open front door in a smart red blazer 
with an American Flag pinned to her lapel. 

REPORTERS await her on the stoop. She *beams* confidently, 
peak Hillary. 

Flashbulbs go off, a din of questions rises, and in a FLASH 
we dissolve to...

INT. MILES' APARTMENT - DAY

A big portrait of John Candy as Uncle Buck hangs above the 
couch of a hip loft apartment. 

MILES RUSSELL, early 30s, and his sister MAIZY, early 30s, 
are dressed matchy-matchy in red and blue sweatsuits (or 
onesies). 

They lean on each other morosely, looking through a scrapbook 
together. They despondently pick a giant pancake. A telephone 
is in the frame.

INT. BENDER'S OFFICE - DAY

Floor-to-ceiling windows adorn JOHN BENDER (40-50)'s swanky 
corner office. He is packing a briefcase at his desk.
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He rakes his hands through his hair and looks out the window 
at New York.

INT. DUCKIE'S SECONDHAND BOUTIQUE - DAY

With red-rimmed eyes, DUCKIE DALE (40-50) hangs some 
glorious, glamorous items up in his whimsical, West Village-
style thrift shop. 

His face grows contemplative, wistful. He picks up the phone, 
dials 1-847-...and hangs up, conflicted. 

He hands keys to an associate, grabs his jacket and bag, and 
walks out into the San Francisco streets.

INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

A packed commercial airplane. 

NEAL PAGE, 70s, hugs a briefcase to himself tightly as he 
sandwiches his way to his middle seat at the very back. It is 
like Jenga. 

When he is finally settled and buckles his seatbelt, exhaling 
with relief--

Everyone stands up and begins to move forward. With fatigue, 
he begins to get back up--

INT. SAM BAKER'S APT - DAY

A grown SAMANTHA BAKER in a chiffon, sweetheart-neck dress 
(40s).

She swipes at tears as she puts a candle in a cupcake, lights 
it, and blows it out.

INT. KEVIN MCCALLISTER'S BUNKER - DAY

A rundown building that looks like a meth lab. The windows 
are blacked out. 

A grizzled KEVIN McCALLISTER (mid-30s) sits next to a 
telephone. He smokes a cigarette absently. 

Hanging on the walls are maps that look like pincushions, 
news clippings, sketch renderings--like Will Crawford 
stalking Hannibal Lecter. 

He gets up suddenly and we continue to--



5.

EXT/INT. KEVIN'S PANEL VAN- MOMENTS LATER

A similarly blacked-out panel van, dented and scratched to 
high hell.

Kevin gets in and pulls out into the road. He picks up speed, 
his eyes narrowed, cigarette smoldering between his lips.

INT. BRIAN'S HOME - DAY

A room covered in plaid/tartan wallpaper, a twin bed against 
the wall.

BRIAN JOHNSON (40-50) sits at his desk, a composition book 
open at his fingers. 

We see bits of the titular opening letter of "The Breakfast 
Club" in various stages of being written, then scribbled out.

Frustrated, Brian rips out a page, balls it up, throws it 
into the basketball hoop above the wastebin. He tries again. 
"Dear Mr. Hughes..."

EXT. BRIAN'S HOUSE - LATER

"As you walk on by...will you call my name..." fades out as 
Brian walks down the street, a fresh paper in his hand. He 
swipes at his eyes. 

He ends up at a white colonial house that looks awfully 
familiar.

EXT. FERRIS' HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Brian knocks on the door. 

FERRIS BUELLER, 40s-50s, is on the other side of it. Still in 
his printed sweater vest, adorned with a bowtie--but now in 
collared shirts and chinos, the perpetual twinkle in his eyes 
long extinguished. 

This Ferris has evolved from popular wild child 
to...Principal Rooney. 

He takes the paper from Brian, thanks him, and closes the 
door. His wife PATTY (is that Sarah Jessica Parker?) appears 
in the hallway.

FERRIS
It hasn't hit me yet.

(beat)
(MORE)
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FERRIS (CONT’D)
It seems impossible that I'm here, 
and he's not.

Patty nods her head, restrained.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
Well. Better get back to it.

Patty comes to give him a kiss, but he demurs. She squeezes 
his shoulder and leaves the room. 

Ferris, numb, settles in at the old-timey TELEPHONE TABLE. He 
picks up his corded, SEE-THROUGH PHONE and dials a number. A 
beat.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
Hello, is this Samantha Baker?

(beat)
Hi Sam, Ferris Bueller.

(beat)
Bueller? Yes. I--oh, yes, feeling 
much better, thank you. Listen, 
Sam, I'm afraid I have some bad 
news, I--

(beat)
Oh, you've heard. Oh. Listen, Sam, 
it would mean an awful lot to, to, 
all of us here in Shermer if you 
might be able to attend his 
memorial service, and--

(beat--pitying)
Is that right? Well, a very Happy 
Birthday to you.

Off Ferris' face--

CUT TO:

INT. LUXURY SUV - DAY

Claire and Andrew ride, silent and shocked, in the car. 
Overlong silence.

CLAIRE
I wonder who's going to be there.

Andrew looks at her.

ANDREW
You can't be serious.

CLAIRE
What? All I said was--
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ANDREW
--you know exactly what you mean.

CLAIRE
Oh please. Like you're not going to 
freak out if you see that basket-
case. Come on.

Andrew shakes his head.

ANDREW
She won't be there.

CLAIRE
How do you know?

ANDREW
She's a Senator now. She can't 
just--.

He shrugs, clearly not wanting to talk about it.

CLAIRE
Poor baby.

ANDREW
Did he tell you he was going to be 
there?

Claire, an O of indignance.

CLAIRE
Excuse me? I have not talked to 
John Bender since--

ANDREW
Don't bullshit me Claire, I'm not 
in the mood.

CLAIRE
How dare you.

ANDREW
I just--the guy--he nearly got you 
killed, he treated you like shit, 
he--

CLAIRE
He had issues.

Andrew sneers and gives a dark laugh.
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ANDREW
Understatement of the year goes to  
Claire--

Claire grabs at her face, tearful. 

Distressed, she fishes open a bottle of pills from her purse 
and pops...several.

CLAIRE
I need you to not, right now.

Andrew looks at her worriedly, a little ashamed. 

They drive, her swiping at tears rolling down her face.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROUTE 94-W, ILLINOIS - DAY

An aerial view of a motorcade--black town car after black 
town car--and smack in the middle is a tomato-red FERRARI.

INT. CAMERON'S FERRARI - CONTINUOUS

Cameron drives, holding hands with Allison in the passenger 
seat. 

A young intern, JONATHAN (20s, type A, anxious and nebbishy), 
outfitted in an earwig and a smart suit, sits bitch in the 
back. 

ALLISON
I don't know why I'm even trying to 
make this happen.

JONATHAN
It's because Tuesday the house will 
be voting on--

ALLISON
I know why, Jonathan.

She takes a deep and shaky breath. Composes herself. Raises a 
handheld dictation device to her mouth. 

She practices, reviewing.
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ALLISON (CONT’D)
(thinking)

Ladiesandgentlemen, 
thelastseveralyearshavefoundusmired
in... mired in...ah.

She resets herself, closes her eyes, and dives in whole-hog.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
--Have found us mired in a growing 
war with sugar, with seemingly no 
end in sight. Sweeteners, both real 
and artificial, are systematically 
added to virtually all prepared 
foods any given American would find 
in their neighborhood supermarket. 
From salad dressings to pasta 
sauces to canned goods--we are 
consuming far more sugar than 
intend to or even realize. That's 
why my campaign platform--

In the middle of a promising stride, she is interrupted by a 
CRACKLE from Jonathan's earwig. 

Cameron turns around and gives him the look of death. 

Jonathan, abashed, pulls out his Blackberry and furiously 
begins texting another member of the staff. 

Allison breathes, starts again--but Jonathan's furious thumbs 
are click-click-clicking.

JONATHAN
I am so sorry, Senator Reynolds.

With resigned compassion, she turns off the recorder.

ALLISON
It's fine Jonathan, I'm--distracted 
anyway. I won't be able to get my 
thoughts out right until--this is 
dealt with.

Jonathan pulls a pixie stick out of his inside pocket and 
offers it to her.

JONATHAN
Ma'am?

ALLISON
Thank you.

She takes it with a small smile. Cameron smirks. 
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He turns on the radio to Roger & Zapp's "Radio People." 

A beat of her savoring the sugar. Blackberry clicking and 
bings continue.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
If papers ever get wind of this, my 
"Sweet Enough" campaign is toast.

(beat)
Is MacArthur having a grand 
meltdown back there, for God's 
sake?

JONATHAN
Well Ma'am, the drivers are saying 
there is no exit 30B.

Allison spins around.

ALLISON
What? Of course there is. We just 
passed a sign for it a few miles 
back. Are they blind?

JONATHAN
I don't know, Ma'am.

From Cameron's POV, we see a sign: "EXIT 30-B, SHERMER". 

The black town car ahead passes it, continuing down the 
highway.

ALLISON
Where are they going? Tell them 
they'll have to turn around, 
Jonathan.

CAMERON
There's no exit going East.

ALLISON
Oh, that's right. Oh well...they'll 
figure it out.

He puts on his blinker and begins to move to the right. 
Jonathan's eyes widen and--

MATCH CUT TO:
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INT. BLACK TOWN CAR - CONTINUOUS

A car-full of suited administration lackeys (SEAN, CHRIS and 
TALIA), with MACARTHUR in the front (grumpy, old and stuffy) 
chattering and Blackberrying and earwigging.

WE SEE FROM THEIR POV:

Cameron's Ferrari is veering off to the right, OFF the 
highway, OFF the shoulder, and--disappears. Literally 
disappears. 

The town car explodes with panic.

TALIA
No eyes on the Senator! We 
have no eyes on the Senator!

SEAN
Jonathan! Where is The Goose? 
I repeat, where is The Goose?

CHRIS
JESUS FUCKING CHRIST JESUS 
FUCKING CHRIST

MACARTHUR
What in tarnation--?!

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. CAMERON'S FERRARI - CONTINUOUS

Unfazed, Cameron and Allison hold hands while Jonathan looks 
shellshocked in the backseat. He struggles to recover. The 
earwig bleats.

JONATHAN
(sweating bullets)

Uh--no, Sean. The Goose is safe. 
The nest is traveling down--

CAMERON
It's Hughes Boulevard. The sign's 
right there--

(pulling out his haughty 
voice)

if they're keeping their goddamn 
eyes open for once.

Allison giggles.

ALLISON
Do it for MacArthur!

Grinning, Cameron continues.
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CAMERON
Now listen here, Senator Reynolds! 
I will not be mocked, do you hear 
me? I resent the implication that 
my balls are not firmly intact 
underneath my--my--carriage, and--

Allison explodes with laughter. Jonathan grins, tries to 
suppress a giggle. 

The earwig squawks. Allison shushes Cameron and holds her 
mouth closed.

MACARTHUR (VO)
What's that?

JONATHAN
Nothing, sir. That's--uh--Hughes 
Boulevard.

INT. BLACK TOWNCAR - CONTINUOUS

The car is pulled over to the side of the road, no exit or 
sign in sight. The lackeys look around at loose ends. DAMMIT. 

Off the Ferrari jetting down Hughes Boulevard in a flurry of 
leaves, "Radio People" bopping--

CUT TO:

INT. SHERMER GROCERY - DAY

A mom-and-pop, small-town grocery store. 

Miles and Maizy each wear puffer vests over their matching 
sweatsuits. 

They stroll the aisles, "Radio People" playing tinnily over 
the intercom system. They eat jerky and sneak candy bars into 
their pockets. 

After a good raid, they discreetly open their vests to one 
another--both lined with the goods. Sweet.

They start to head to the door. Miles passes a bottle of 
shitty Thunderbird, hesitates, then shoves it down his pants. 

An older CLERK spies them, then panics.

CLERK
Hey! Jimmy Junior, stop that boy!
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A superhero shot of JIMMY JUNIOR, 20s grocery boy in an 
apron, dashing after Miles and Maizy, who take off, giggling. 
We follow them--

EXT. SHERMER GROCERY - CONTINUOUS

Miles and Maizy dash, Jimmy Jr. far behind them, as candy 
bars and loose M&Ms and Spree fall out of their puffer vests. 

Giggling, they plow into HARRY, 60s, a short, heavy man in a 
heavy wool coat and wool beanie, holding a number of brown 
grocery bags perilously in his arms. 

Harry gives a cry of shock as Miles and Maizy run off without 
looking back. As they pass, wider, we see:

EXT. SHERMER ARMS - MOMENTS LATER

Carefully, Harry walks in a wide toward an old, rickety '20s 
apartment building. Is that Joe Pesci? 

Cameron's Ferrari WHIRLS past him, his beanie coming off. 

Pitifully, he carefully places his ruined bags down to 
retrieve his hat in the street.

CUT TO:

INT. SHERMER ARMS - CONTINUOUS

An ancient walkup with high ceilings, a staircase spiraling 
up into the dark. A dim light clacks on. 

Harry trucks wearily up the steps, bags in his arms.

INT. HARRY'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

From the inside, many locks click out of place as the door 
swings pendulously open.

Harry is exhausted, world-weary. His cheeks are more sunken 
than they were when we last saw him in 1992. 

He cautiously places the bags down on the side table, sorting 
his keys and wallet and other sundries in their LABELED AREAS 
on the table. 

He carefully relocks all the locks three times. 
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INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

A KITCHEN, tall and narrow with high cabinets. 

Harry puts away can after can of store-brand tomato soup--and 
can after can of cat food directly next to it.

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A dingy bedroom, sparse. Next to the bed is a LABELED CUBBY, 
which displays a framed picture of John Hughes. 

Harry enters, a mask of sorrow. He delicately touches the 
picture.

He removes his hat, placing it, his Casio watch, and his 
shoes delicately in their cubbies. 

He carefully puts on a bathrobe. From its pocket he grabs 
meditation beads. He takes an old yellow Walkman out of a 
drawer. 

He sits on the bed, anxiously rubbing at the beads in both 
hands. He hits play and we hear the tinny voice of a guided 
breathing meditation. 

Locks click out of place. After a few breaths--

MARCIE (OC)
Hiya Harr!

The sound of high heels clicking and a bag clunking from the 
kitchen. This is MARCIE, also 60s--a good-time gal with a 
heart of gold.

HARRY
(his eyes still closed, 
calling off)

Hiya Marce.

Eyes closed, he resumes deep breathing.

A generous bosom in a loud blouse dips into frame, as two 
fuschia-lacquered lips kiss the top of his head. He flinches 
for just a moment, but then smiles. Marcie sits into the 
frame. 

He opens his eyes, she takes off his headphones. They look 
lovingly at each other.

MARCIE
(quietly)

How ya doin'?
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Harry shrugs with difficulty.

MARCIE (CONT’D)
I brought ya somethin'.

From behind her back, she pulls out A DOGGY BAG from Abe 
Froman's, the Sausage King.

HARRY
Abe's?! Oh Marce--

MARCIE
Whaddaya think? Got some room in 
there for your favorite?

HARRY
I...

MARCIE
Come on--I know how to turn that 
frown upside-down.

Harry drops his head. Marcie gets up, leaving the frame. 

From the living room, we hear a needle touch down on vinyl--
the Beau Brummels' "Laugh Laugh" comes to life. Lonely, oh so 
lonely...

Harry looks over his shoulder.

INT. HARRY'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Harry pads into the frame from the bedroom.

Marcie is doing a sensual twist, beckoning Harry to her. He 
cracks a tentative smile, and she goes to him and gets him 
dancing--however reluctantly. 

Finally they are dancing together enthusiastically. 

Exhausted, they stop, laughing, and he holds her tightly. She 
laughs, patting his back. The hug goes long.

He tightens his grip and stops breathing. Marcie grows 
concerned.

MARCIE
Harry? Honey, you okay?

His knuckles whiten as we see his contorted face, tears 
rolling down his cheeks. Finally, he breaks into a sob. 
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MARCIE (CONT’D)
Oh honey. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.

Off them holding each other in a wide--

CUT TO:

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - DAY

Establishing shot of Shermer Memorial Home. Typical North 
Shore suburbia.

INT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Ferris stands, numb, looking at the several plain placards of 
photographs of Mr. Hughes. Perfunctory, accurate--devoid of 
passion or joy. 

The FUNERAL DIRECTOR (is that Buzz McCallister?) tries to 
find him, calling for him in the echoing chambers of the 
building.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR (OC)
Mr. Bueller?

(beat)
Mr. Bueller?

(beat)
Mr. Bueller?

This third call brings him into the memorial room, where 
Ferris turns around, coming out of his daze.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR (CONT’D)
Oh. My apologies sir, I wasn't sure 
where you were.

FERRIS
Oh.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
I didn't mean to interrupt your--

FERRIS
It's fine.

(beat)
Is there a problem?

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
No, no--I wanted to let you know 
that someone's here for you?
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FERRIS
I'm afraid we won't be accepting 
visitors for another 20 minutes, at 
least.

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
I'll let him know.

The funeral director leaves through double-doors. 

Ferris quietly returns to preparing his eulogy, setting 
pictures and collages just-so. 

After a beat, the doors open again. Over his shoulder--

FERRIS
I'm very sorry, but we won't be 
receiving--

CAMERON
(haughty voice)

Do you know who I am?

Ferris' face lights up, and he turns around with a faint 
spark of the manic glee we remember.

FERRIS
Cam? I can't believe you made it!

Cameron nearly leaps on Ferris, who (like the Cameron of old) 
wasn't expecting such enthusiasm. He kisses at Ferris' 
cheeks, Ferris' laughs turning into a stodgier 'okay, okay.'

Cameron pulls back, examining Ferris closely. Ferris offers a 
handshake, trying to rebound--

FERRIS (CONT’D)
Hey, the White House looks good on 
you, old friend.

CAMERON
(wryly)

Capitol Hill. And I'm just the arm 
candy. Well, for now.

Ferris looks at him, not getting it.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
Her new campaign? Sweet Enough? 
Added sugars getting the axe?

FERRIS
Oh, oh that's right. I think I saw 
something about that on 60 Minutes.

(MORE)
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FERRIS (CONT’D)
(beat, coming alive a 
little bit)

When we were kids, wasn't she big 
into, uh, The Stix?

Cameron laughs.

CAMERON
Last week I found some in her 
travel toothbrush case.

FERRIS
Some things change, others stay the 
same.

A weird beat. Cameron examines Ferris closely. Earnest, 
intimate--

CAMERON
How you doing, buddy? I know it's 
been a while.

Ferris retreats and represses.

FERRIS
Oh, you know, same ol', same ol'. 
Started a book club with some of 
the folks at the civic center. That 
was nice. We just finished "The 
Outsiders." Next month will be 
"Catcher in the Rye." Oh, and 
there's this--

Ferris pulls out a BUTTON from his pocket, pinning it on 
himself. It says "Save Shermer: Bueller for Freeholder." It 
is plain and boring. 

FERRIS (CONT’D)
Watch out, Allison! I'm comin' for 
ya.

Cameron looks at him like he has three heads.

CAMERON
I meant about Mr. Hughes.

FERRIS
Oh.

Ferris turns around, pockets his button.

CAMERON
I know you were close...
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Ferris nods absently.

FERRIS
Yeah.

(beat)
But he'd been so sick for so long.

(beat)
To me, he's been gone for years.

Worried, Cameron comes behind him, putting a hand on his 
shoulder. Off his concerned face behind Ferris' blank one--

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - EVENING

Dusk. The memorial home is lit from within, as people stream 
in and mill about.

INT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

We are on Claire's tortured I'm-listening-and-don't-hate-you 
face as she nods robotically and flashes a frozen smile.

ALLISON (OC)
It's really astonishing, the gun 
laws in Illinois. You wouldn't 
believe the loopholes that allow 
for these nutjobs with assault 
rifles--do you know that if you 
were to call the police with a 
warning, they would do diddly-
squat?

Claire's face falls in confusion.

We reverse to Allison and Cameron, launching right into 
political power couple mode.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
Don't get me wrong, I'm as red as 
Reagan, but I know that the second 
amendment was meant for muskets and 
bayonets. If you wanted to kill 
someone, you had you get up real 
close and commit. What have 
firearms come to? And the NRA, 
these lunatics, they keep trying to 
bribe me, and I keep on telling 
them--I say--oh, do it Cameron!

Cameron slides in with a Voice.
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CAMERON
"I'm not that kind of Republican!"

The two of them break up with laughter.

ALLISON
But my goodness, enough about me! 
You know me, Miss Chatterbox. What 
about you, Claire?

Claire takes a big drink.

CLAIRE
Started a design company. Married 
Andrew.

This takes Allison by surprise.

ALLISON
Andy? He's here?

CLAIRE
Unfortunately.

(beat)
Well. This has been--something. 
Excuse me.

Bender-like, she turns on her heel and saunters away. Allison 
gathers herself and turns to Jonathan, behind them.

ALLISON
Did you get MacArthur yet?

JONATHAN
(re: Blackberry)

No, I haven't had service since we 
got here. I keep trying to connect 
to a wifi, but--there's nothing.

ALLISON
Outside, maybe.

Something catches Cameron's eye. 

He looks over at Ferris, who is alone in a corner, completely 
cut off from the group. Cameron frowns.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
Cam, could you--?

CAMERON
Hmm?
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ALLISON
Could you help Jonathan?

CAMERON
Oh. Sure, sure.

Cameron kisses her, and he leaves after Jonathan. 

Allison looks around for a moment, that ancient door opened 
after so long. As she looks for Andrew, she bumps into Maizy. 
A bunch of stolen candy falls out.

MAIZY
Oh! Geez, sorry.

ALLISON
No please, let me help you.

Allison is on the floor, freezing with an addict's focus as 
she sees the pile of candy in front of her. Off her panicked 
face--

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

A loop of the intro to 10cc's "I'm Not in Love" begins to 
play. 

Claire breathes deeply on the steps. She tries her phone. It 
can't get a signal. 

She pockets it, bringing out her vape cigarette. It won't 
light up. She thwaks it, unscrews it, presses the button. No 
dice. 

In the periphery, a man in a sharp suit sidles up next to 
her, tapping his cigarette pack.

CLAIRE
(not looking up)

Hey, can I bum one of those?

BENDER
Sure.

She is handed a cigarette in the dark. As the figure comes 
close to light it, we see--JOHN BENDER. 

Claire is taken aback, flustered and nervous. She takes a 
step away and refuses to look at him.

CLAIRE
I didn't see you inside.
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BENDER
Nice to see you too, Princess.

Claire's cheeks burn.

CLAIRE
You know what I mean.

She looks at him, guarded as fuck.

CLAIRE (CONT’D)
You look different.

BENDER
Yeah, bad boy went corporate! 
Vernon was right. White collar 
criminal. Dead or alive.

Claire, steely, looking at him--

CLAIRE
Sell-out.

BENDER
Whoa--pot calling kettle, come in, 
kettle.

Bender approaches her. In an intimate profile:

BENDER (CONT’D)
I'm sorry. Is that what you want me 
to say?

CLAIRE
What I want you to say? You're 
twenty years too late, John.

He comes closer to her. They smolder.

BENDER
It's crazy--I didn't think I'd ever 
be able to be this close to you 
without kissing you.

CLAIRE
(raw)

We're not okay.

Raw, shaking, Claire stubs out her cigarette, turns on her 
heel, and heads back inside. 

Bender rubs his face with a ragged sigh. The vocal starts: 
I'm not in love...
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INT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - MOMENTS LATER

A dreamy, white dissolve as flower petals fall, the song 
fading. As we come back...

Conservative white lilies. Ferris' collage. An austere 
casket. 

Everyone sits, somber. It's so quiet you'd hear a pin drop--
and we hear every little sound as--

Ferris approaches the podium, his chinos whooshing. He 
gathers his speech, clears his throat, and takes a sip of 
water.

FERRIS
John Wilden Hughes, was--

Another sip.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
John. John Wilden--

He hesitates. Stares out.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
I'm sorry.

(beat)
It's just--seeing all of you--is 
very strange. For me.

Warm, painful smiles among them all.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
(wooden)

John Wilden Hughes was born on 
February 18th, 1950, to John and 
Marion Hughes. Born in Grosse 
Point, Michigan, the family 
relocated to beautiful Shermer in 
1963. A member of the Shermer 
forensics team, John competed in 
both poetry and Lincoln-Douglas 
debate, and was also a frequent 
essayist for the Shermer High 
literary magazine. After 
graduating--

Throughout this, Cameron has been looking around with 
increasing agitation. Finally, he stands up.

CAMERON
Where's the music?
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A hubbub, as Cameron Frye is the last person anyone would 
expect this from. But Cameron learned from the best.

FERRIS
I'm sorry?

CAMERON
The music, man. The parade. The 
confetti. The dance party.

He's met with radio silence, both from Ferris as well as the 
audience.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
You've gotta be kidding me! Someone 
puts Ferris in charge of honoring 
the man who knew us better than--
who stood up for us, more than 
anyone else in our entire pathetic 
lives, and we give him--what? Calla 
lilies? An obituary?

He turns, more pointedly, to Ferris. He strides up to the 
podium.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
Where's the big reveal?

Ferris looks nervously out at the group.

FERRIS
Cameron, there is no--

CAMERON
Bullshit!

Cameron begins to yank curtains, searching.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
Where's the balloons or the concert 
or the brass band or--?!

Realizing it's truly as sparse as it is, the room is tomb-
silent.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
The Ferris Bueller I know would be 
ashamed to be--whoever you are.

FERRIS
Cam--

Allison stands up.
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ALLISON
Cameron, honey--

But something in Cameron has snapped. 

Red-eyed, he pushes Ferri. The room gasps.

FERRIS
Hey, Cameron--

CAMERON
What happened to you? Who are you? 
What did you do with my best 
friend?!

Cameron shoves Ferris again, and Ferris fights back. 

The room explodes into chaos.

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

A police cruiser pulls up.

INT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Jonathan, Brian and Andrew leap from their seats, trying to 
separate the best friends. 

As the chaos mounts, displays on the dais fall down. Flowers 
tumble, petals everywhere, pictures are ripped and torn.

Ferris and Cameron go at each other, a storm of pent-up grief 
and rage.

As the brawl heats up, Hughes' CASKET crashes down. 

A kickass SLOANE PETERSON (40-50) storms through the door, 
the funeral director behind her, flashing a badge.

SLOANE
(yelling)

ALL RIGHT!

The room comes to a screeching halt.

FERRIS
Sloane?

CAMERON
Sloane?

SLOANE
Okay folks, we're gonna keep 
everything nice and clean, alright?

(MORE)
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SLOANE (CONT’D)
I don't wanna arrest anyone, so you 
gotta get on outta here. Go on.

Confused and heartbroken, everyone gets up in a daze, heading 
for the door.

SLOANE (CONT’D)
Ferris, Cameron--you guys are gonna 
come with me.

A stung Ferris, held back by Andrew, yanks his arms away. 

He glowers with hurt at Cameron, who is still glaring at him. 
Ferris walks away. 

Allison approaches Cameron and Jonathan with controlled rage.

ALLISON
What was that? For God's sake, 
Cameron. It's a funeral, not--group 
therapy!

CAMERON
You don't know Ferris like I do! 
And this was like nothing he would 
ever--

ALLISON
Cameron, I don't care. You--you've 
completely endangered my 
reputation. Before midterms, no 
less! What's going to happen when 
the papers get wind of this? A 
fistfight at a funeral? Are you 
insane?

Cameron digs in.

CAMERON
Oh, of course, THIS is your 
problem. What will the papers 
think. You know Allison, I'm not 
surprised you're defending him! The 
two of you have completely sold! 
OUT! You traded in all your 
homemade clothes and damn-the-man 
ideology for a flag pin and a 
corporate account at Anne Taylor 
Loft!

Allison recoils.
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ALLISON
I'm sorry you feel that way. I 
guess I hadn't realized, given how 
much you enjoy the comforts of our 
stable and privileged life, 
courtesy of my career.

Cameron looks like he's been slapped.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
Jonathan, please get started on 
putting out any fires this might've 
caused. Cam--go with Sloane and 
don't make this worse.

Jonathan gives a solemn nod, motions to Cameron, and exits 
the nearly-empty room. 

Ferris is on his way out with Patty, who cradles his 
shoulder. Allison stares him down.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
From one sell-out to another? 
You're nothing like the Ferris 
Bueller I knew.

A kicked puppy, Ferris leaves. Sloane follows them out. 

Allison takes a ragged breath, realizing that Andrew is very 
much still there.

ANDREW
He doesn't know what he's talking 
about.

Allison, relieved and buzzing, flushes.

ALLISON
Oh my God, Andy--!

He comes to her and hugs her. 

A friendly reunion quickly turns full of longing and desire, 
the hug lingering too long. They pull away, their faces so 
close.

ANDREW
You look--God, you look amazing. 
And I'm so proud of you. I voted 
for you, you know.

ALLISON
No you didn't.
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ANDREW
What? You calling my bluff?

ALLISON
Of course. I know you're a 
registered Democrat.

They laugh, dangerously intimate.

ANDREW
(quietly)

I didn't think your secret service 
would let me get within ten feet of 
you.

ALLISON
How do you think Reagan got shot?

ANDREW
I hope not by--the love of his 
life.

Andrew is so sincere. They look at each other, breathless.

Unable to turn back, they dive into a near-feral, passionate 
kiss. In breaths in-between--

ALLISON
Oh, Andy...

ANDREW
I think about you all the time. 
Every day.

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

People scatter, the chaos diffusing. 

Claire looks around. She heads back inside.

INT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

As Claire enters the room, she sees and hears Andrew and 
Allison, who don't notice her. 

Andrew and Allison kiss passionately.

ANDREW
(breathless, in throes)

I never should have married Claire.

A beat.
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Allison's face starts to shift--this is not to her what it is 
to him.

ALLISON
What do you mean?

ANDREW
(still in the throes)

It was you I always wanted. I 
should have married you. Fuck what 
my dad thought.

Claire, tearful, turns down the stairs. 

Allison pulls away.

ALLISON
Your--your dad?

ANDREW
Yeah. Of course. There's nothing 
else on earth that could have 
pulled me away from you.

Allison goes cold, taking a step back from Andrew.

ALLISON
I thought you broke up with me 
because we'd be too far apart in 
college.

An unsteady beat.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
You know, I'm really happy with 
Cameron. I really love him. But for 
the last twenty-five years, a part 
of me has always wondered if I 
should've stayed in Shermer, with 
you.

(beat)
And shame on me for that. Because 
if Cameron was the one who got 
away, it would never be because he 
was too much of a coward to stand 
up to his shitty dad.

(beat)
Wow. Oh Andy. This--this was a 
mistake.

She picks up her coat, turning quickly.

ALLISON (CONT’D)
Oh my God. This was such a mistake.
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ANDREW
Allison--please wait--

She doesn't. She's out the door, so is Claire, and Andrew is 
left alone with the splintered coffin of John Hughes.

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Allison hurriedly trots down the steps, through the 
meandering crowd, passing Claire unknowingly. 

Claire wipes tears from her eyes, flipping Allison off behind 
her back. 

Allison gets into the Ferrari and zooms off. 

BENDER (OC)
Well, at least the shitshow wasn't 
me this time.

Claire turns to a bemused Bender. She stalks towards him with 
purpose.

BENDER (CONT’D)
Hey--listen, Claire--I said I'm 
sorry. I swear to God--

But she's pressed herself to him, kissing him deeply. 
Surprised at first, Bender kisses her back with mounting 
passion.

They pull apart, breathless.

CLAIRE
Where's your bike?

Off Bender's face--

CUT TO:

EXT. FERRIS' BACKYARD - LATER

A quiet summer night, little lamps illuminating the pool. 

Ferris sits in a chair on the diving board, numb. After 
several beats, he falls forward into the water. 

Sloane and Cameron hear the splash and rush out from the 
house.

SLOANE
Ferris! Jesus Christ, Ferris!
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CAMERON
FERRIS!

He lies still at the bottom of the pool. Cameron takes his 
shoes off.

CAMERON (CONT’D)
Fucking A, Bueller--

Diving in, Cameron grabs Ferris, pulling him to the surface.

Patty rushes out of the house.

PATTY
Ferris, honey?!

SLOANE
It's okay Patty, he's okay--

Ferris coughs up water, tears rolling down his face. 

Patty wraps him in a towel, rubbing his back, as Cameron and 
Sloane exchange a worried glance.

CAMERON
(gently)

Ferris, man.
(beat)

I miss him too. We all do.

The tears come faster, and Cameron hugs him.

FERRIS
(through tears)

I let him down.

Sloane joins the hug.

FERRIS (CONT’D)
I let him down. And I don't know 
how to make it better.

Sloane kisses his forehead.

SLOANE
(so gently)

Yes you do.

She fishes her keys out of her pocket.

SLOANE (CONT’D)
Come on. Who's up for a road trip?
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Cameron looks at Ferris hopefully, and off the tiny twinkle 
in Ferris' eye--

EXT. SHERMER STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Sloane's CRUISER gets a little air going over a hill, lights 
whirring. Cameron and Ferris have arms out the windows.

CUT TO:

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - LATER

The memorial home is now closed and dark. Harry sits on the 
steps, a rose in his hands. 

We hear heels on sidewalk--it's Marcie. Wrapped in a short, 
loud fur coat, she joins him. They sit for a beat.

HARRY
I was too late.

MARCIE
It's okay.

(beat)
He knows you're here.

Sloane's cruiser rip-roars up the block.

HARRY
Oh Jesus, oh Jesus--

Harry panics, racing up the steps to get inside, but of 
course the doors are locked. 

The cruiser passes without slowing, and Harry nearly 
collapses. Marci comes to him.

MARCIE
Harry--Har--honey, relax. It's 
okay. It's okay. Come here. Come 
sit with me.

He does. She rubs his back.

CUT TO:

EXT. HUGHES TAVERN - MOMENTS LATER

Sloane's cruiser pulls into a packed parking lot.
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INT. HUGHES TAVERN - CONTINUOUS

Inside, an Irish wake. As Sloane, Cameron and Ferris walk in, 
everyone is finishing "Happy Birthday."

ALL
Happy Biiiiirthday, tooooo youuuuu!

We pick up on SAM BAKER, who has made it to town. 

She sits with MILES, MAIZY, BRIAN, BUZZ, DUCKIE, more 
familiar faces. They pat her on the back.

SAM
Thanks, everyone. Here's to you, 
Mr. Hughes.

She raises her glass and the room cheers.

SAM (CONT’D)
Worst birthday ever!

The room erupts in laughter and sniffles. 

Brian stands up, getting everyone's attention. He's a little 
drunk.

BRIAN
Okay guys, so--uh--since the 
memorial was a, uh, disaster, I 
brought this eulogy that I wrote, 
for Mr. Hughes. I think this is a 
little closer to what he deserved 
today.

The bar explodes into applause. Sloane and Cameron hold 
Ferris close, who is grateful that Brian could do what he 
could not. Some silent footage over the following:

BRIAN (CONT’D)
(reading)

Dear Mr. Hughes. We come to you 
tonight as outcasts-who-were. 
Rebels--

INTERCUT MOS: 

EXT. COUNTY ROAD - NIGHT

Claire drives the motorcycle, Bender holding on behind her.

BRIAN
--weirdos, nerds--
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A shot of Duckie next to Miles and Maizy.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
--basket cases.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

 Allison in her hotel room, head in her hands.

BRIAN
--Misunderstood kids who have, in 
the intervening years, grown into 
misunderstood adults.

EXT. SHERMER MEMORIAL HOME - NIGHT

On Harry and Marci--we realize we're actually POV from 
KEVIN's VAN. A reverse on Kevin, hidden in shadow, staring.

INT. HUGHES TAVERN - CONTINUOUS

The audience hoots a little, some wipe tears. Over the 
following, we track Ferris, Cameron & Sloane.

BRIAN
We can't know what life was like 
outside of Shermer. But what it was 
here--was wonderful. A place of 
adventure, friendship, coming into 
your own, and--you, sir. Your 
listening ear and open heart as we 
went through trials and 
tribulations. Things our parents 
never could have understood. You 
made us feel heard.

More tears, some claps. Sniffles and nods throughout.

BRIAN (CONT’D)
(beat)

We wish you could still hear us.
(beat)

Goodbye, Mr. Hughes.

END OF PILOT


