
SOLD PENDING PICK UP (SPPU) written by Katherine Andrews

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

DIEGO (late 30s, smart & sweet) stands on the front steps,
facing a closed door.  The door opens and we see MIKE (late
30s, confident & chill).

DIEGO
Hi.

MIKE
Hey man.

An awkward pause.

DIEGO
I'm here for the pick up?

MIKE
For the wife, right?

DIEGO
Yeah.

MIKE
Which site?

Diego looks puzzled as Mike opens the door...

INT. MIKE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Past Mike, Diego sees a wall with a sign that says SOLD
PENDING PICK UP, and signs underneath that read: KIJIJI,
BUNZ, CRAIG'S LIST, FACEBOOK, VARAGE SALE.

MIKE
Oh, you gotta narrow it down, man.

There's huge piles of stuff underneath each sign.  Diego
looks closer and sees plastic bags, all taped up, each with
a LABEL on them. It's borderline hoarder-looking.

DIEGO
Wow.

MIKE
I know. It's kinda her side business. 
People say they want stuff and then
never pick it up.  So which site?

DIEGO
Um...I don't know.  My wife just
gave me $5 and your address.
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MIKE
Oh shit, man. Can you call her?

DIEGO
She's at crossfit.

MIKE
I can't either.  It's half-price
wings night with the girls.  Under
no circumstances am I to call.

DIEGO
I'll just say I couldn't get it.

Diego turns to go but Mike grabs him by the arm.

MIKE
No way, man. We're smart guys.  We
can figure this out. What kind of
stuff does she usually buy online?

DIEGO
I dunno?  House stuff?  When she
found it, she said it was "just what
she needed."  Whatever that means...

Diego follows Mike towards the mounds of plastic bags.

DIEGO (CONT'D)
That's a lot of stuff.

MIKE
Yeah it kinda got outta control. 
She likes to buy stuff and resell it
for more on a different site.

DIEGO
Yeah, Lindsay sells stuff online
too.  But once someone says they
want it, she delivers it to them,
just to get it out of the house.

MIKE
Get your wife to talk to my wife.

DIEGO
Right? So, should I just rip open
the bags...

MIKE
NO!  Under no circumstances do you
open the bag.  Just read the label.

We see the bags are all labeled by ITEM & PRICE.
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DIEGO
This could take a long time...

Mike randomly picks up two bags and reads the labels.

MIKE
(mocking Jeopardy)

Salad spinner for $3 or brass
candlesticks for $4, Alex?

DIEGO
Who buys this shit?

MIKE
I know, man.  Commercialism's ugly.

DIEGO
Well, we already have a salad spinner
and Lindsay's a firefighter, so...

MIKE
...under no circumstances are there
candles in the house.  Got it.  Let's
narrow things down.  You got kids?

DIEGO
Nope.  Too big a fire risk. You?

Diego looks around the messy toy-strewn house, sheepish.

MIKE
They're asleep upstairs.  Okay, well
that cuts out all this kids crap.

Mike tosses bags aside that are labeled as toys or kids stuff.

DIEGO
Shouldn't you keep those in order? 

MIKE
Nah, she'll figure it out.

DIEGO
I think I should just go.

Mike digs deeper in the piles and pulls out two more bags.

MIKE
No way!  We'll find it.  House stuff.
Simpson's coffee table book for $10
or Rare hockey jersey for $15.  $15?

DIEGO
I have a Simpsons coffee table book. 
Lindsay hates it.
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MIKE
Yeah the wife gave it to me for my
birthday, but I didn't want it so I
guess she sold it. Wait a sec, this
better not be my Devils jersey.

Mike tears into the bag, revealing his Devils jersey.

MIKE (CONT'D)
No fucking way!

DIEGO
I thought you said not to rip...

Diego picks up the bag labeled SIMPSONS COFFEE TABLE BOOK,
$10, longingly. Mike notices.

MIKE
Go ahead.  The gloves are off now.

Diego rips the bag open and admires the book, opens the flap
and sees his name written on the inside cover, gasps.

DIEGO
This is mine!!!!  Lindsay must've
sold it without telling me.

MIKE
Well, take it back then.  I wonder
how many other guys have lost stuff
because their wives sold it online?

DIEGO
Right?

MIKE
If I could just hack into her
accounts.  She has a password list,
in case she dies or goes into a coma
or something but under no
circumstances am I supposed to...

INT. MIKE'S LIVING ROOM - LATER

A list of passwords beside him, Mike wears his Devils jersey,
looks at Facebook on his laptop.  Diego stands, cradling his
Simpsons coffee table book.  A pile of guys' stuff is spread
out in front of them, ripped plastic bags beside it.

MIKE
Those Star Wars collectibles...Derek's
wife sold them to her last month.
Here's his address.

Mike searches down the message thread: 355 Hill St.
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DIEGO
That's just around the corner from
me. I can drop them off to him.

MIKE
And Andrew from across the street
would never sell this vintage cocktail
shaker.

DIEGO
For $5?  No way!

MIKE
I think we've stumbled onto something
big here, man.

A noise at the front door.  The guys spring into action.
Mike shoves the password list in his pocket and helps Diego
gather the guy stuff up into a nearby box.

MIKE (CONT'D)
Shit...take this and go out the back.

Diego takes the box, starts to run through the kitchen to
the back door, but the coffee table book drops.

DIEGO
NO!

MIKE
Go!  Go!  I'll get it to you somehow.

Mike scurries over and grabs the coffee table book, tosses
it on top of the fridge and opens the door for Diego.

DIEGO
Add me on Facebook.  We can't stop
now. There are too many guys who
need our help. Your jersey.

Mike pulls his jersey off and throws it on top of the fridge,
as we hear a bellowing voice from the living room:

MIKE'S WIFE (O.S.)
MICHAEL!

MIKE
Coming!

MIKE'S WIFE (O.S.)
Under no circumstances were you to
open these bags!

Diego closes the door as Mike heads into the living room and
we FADE OUT.
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