
EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

A rusted ‘98 Ford Crown Victoria putters to a stop.

ARTHUR (40s) and MARCUS (40s) stare through the 
cracked windshield at a flashing neon sign: FRESH 
FROZEN BURRITOS, 2 FOR $5. 

MARCUS
I don’t think I’ve had a decent 
frozen burrito.

They exit the vehicle.

ARTHUR
I don’t think there’s been a 
decent American-made car since 
the invention of the burrito.

(kicks tire)
Son of a bitch.

MARCUS
Sounds like a dying hyena.

(beat)
We’ll never make it to Austin 
in time to get the lottery 
ticket.

ARTHUR
(stares at neon sign)

At least we can afford 
burritos--

MARCUS
About that--


