
22. 
CONTINUED: 

Bob LOSES IT. He seizes the car, lifting it overhead as 
if readying to fling it over the far horizon and STOPS--

--a five-year-old neighbor kid on a Big Wheel tricycle, 
RUSTY MCALLISTER, stares on in SHOCK and AWE. Frozen with 
the car overhead, Bob stares back ... then sets his car 
down on the driveway and eases into his house as if 
nothing had happened. 

INT. PARR DINING ROOM - NIGHT 

Helen spoons baby food into the mouth of JACK-JACK (with 
all the facial "English" known to parents), most of which 
Jack-Jack squeezes back out onto his chin ... where it is 
adeptly caught on Helen's spoon and reintroduced into the 
baby's mouth. 

DASH 
Mom, you're making weird faces again. 

HELEN 
(spoons, makes a weird face) 

No, I'm not ••. 

BOB 
You make weird faces, honey. 

HELEN 
(notices Bob's newspaper) 

Do you have to read at the table? 

BOB 
Uh huh. Yeah. 

Helen SIGHS. She turns her attention to Dash, who is 
wrestling with an uncut slab of steak. 

HELEN 
Smaller bites, Dash! Bob, could you help 
the carnivore cut his meat? 

Bob SIGHS, puts down the paper, grabs a knife and fork, 
reaches over to Dash's plate, and begins to cut his meat. 

HELEN (CONT'D) 
Dash? You have something you want to tell 
your father about school? 

DASH 
Uh ... well, we dissected a frog •.. ? 

HELEN 
Dash got sent to the office again. 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: 

BOB 
(cutting, not listening) 

Good ... good .•. 

HELEN 
No Bob, that's bad. 

BOB 
What? 

HELEN 
Dash got sent to the office again. 

BOB 
What for? 

DASH 
Nothing. 

HELEN 
He put a tack on the teacher's chair. 
During class. 

DASH 
Nobody saw me. You could barely see it on 
the tape. 

BOB 
They caught you on tape and you still got 
away with it? Whoa ... you must've been 
booking! How fast do you think you were--

HELEN 
Bob, we are not encouraging this--

BOB 
I'm not encouraging, I'm just asking how 
fast he was--

HELEN 
Honey!! 

23. 

A loud CRACK is heard. Bob stops cutting; realizing that 
he's sawed right through the table with his dinner knife. 

BOB 
Oh, great. First the car and now I gotta 
pay to fix the table--

HELEN 
The car? What happened to the car? 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED: (2) 

Bob rises, gives Dash his plate of food and EXITS into 
the kitchen. 

BOB 
I'm getting a new plate. 

HELEN 
(to Vi, forced cheerful) 

What about you, Vi? How was school? 

VIOLET 
(shrugs) 

Nothing to report. 

HELEN 
You've hardly touched your food. 

VIOLET 
I'm not hungry for meatloaf. 

HELEN 
Well, it is leftover night. We have 
steak, pasta-- what are you hungry for? 

DASH 
Tony Rydinger ••• 

VIOLET 
Shut up! 

VIOLET 

24. 

DASH 
Well, you are! I said SHUT UP, you little 

insect! 

DASH 
Well, she is! 

HELEN 
Do NOT shout at the table! 

(to Bob) 
Honey--? 

BOB (O.S., DISINTERESTED) 
Kids, listen to your mother. 

Dash and Violet swap GLARES. All resume eating. Then-

DASH 
She'd eat if we were having Tonyloaf. 

VIOLET 
THAT'S IT--! ! 

(CONTINUED) 



25. 
CONTINUED: (3) 

Violet LUNGES across the table, VANISHING (save for her 
clothes). They wrestle. Dash escapes, racing around the 
table in a BLUR, SLAPPING at the back of Vi's head before 
crashing into a FORCE FIELD she throws in his path. 

DASH 
OW!! No force fields!! 

HELEN 

VIOLET 
You started it!! 

Stop it! Dash! Violet! 

Helen's arms STRETCH across the table as she struggles to 
keep the KIDS apart. Jack-Jack LAUGHS, loving the chaos. 

INSIDE THE KITCHEN 

Oblivious to the melee, Bob gets a new plate from the 
cupboard, still perusing the newspaper. The headline 
reads: "PALADINO MISSING". With it is a photo of a lean, 
striking man, early forties, sporting wraparound 
sunglasses and a full head of blonde hair. 

BOB 
(V.O., READING) 

Simon J. Paladino, long an outspoken 
advocate of Superhero rights, is missing. 

(mutters to himself) 
Gazerbeam ... ? 

HELEN (O.S.) 
Bob?? It's time to engage!! Do something! 

Bob snaps out of it, turns toward the dining room. 

RESUME DINING ROOM 

Bob ENTERS-- startled to see the CHAOS. 

HELEN 
Don't just stand there! I need you to 
intervene! 

BOB 
Okay-- I'm intervening, I'm INTERVENING! 

Bob hoists the dinner table and everyone with it over his 
head. Dash and Vi dangle from Helen's tangled arms and 
continue to scrap. Jack-Jack shrieks happily. 

The DOORBELL rings. Everyone FREEZES, then quickly resume 
their original "quiet dining" positions. Dash answers the 
door. 

(CONTINUED) 




