INT. DENNY'S - DAWN

Late-night Hollywood weirdos mill about.  Andy sits with

bleary Lynne, Zmuda, and George.  Zmuda admires the menu.

                ZMUDA

        Look at that Grand Slam!  Two eggs,

        two bacon, two sausage, two pancakes

        -- $2.99!  How do they do it?

                LYNNE

        They get you on the coffee.

                GEORGE

                (irritable)

        Excuse me -- but could Andy tell us

        why we're here???

All heads turn.  A long pause.

Then -- Andy stiffly speaks.

                ANDY

        I have cancer.

Beat.  Zmuda nods.

                ZMUDA

        Hey, that's good!  We can make that

        play.

                (spitballing)

        And we'll really drag it out.  You

        get better, you get worse... you

        die...

                GEORGE

        FORGET IT.  It's in terrible taste!

        I want nothing to do with this.

Pause.  Lynne is puzzled.

                LYNNE

        Andy, are you serious?

                ZMUDA

                (grinning)

        Serious like a heart attack!  Hey,

        maybe I can push you around in some

        goofy wheelchair!

Andy softly shakes his head.

                ANDY

        No, it's true.  I have lung cancer.

                GEORGE

        That's ridiculous.  You don't even

        smoke.

                ANDY

                (emphatic)

        I -- I got some freaky rare kind.

        It's called large-celled carcinoma.

Lynne's eyes tear up.  She hugs onto Andy.

                LYNNE

        Jesus, Andy!  Can they cure it?

                ANDY

        They don't know... they've gotta run

        more tests.

                LYNNE

                (starting to cry)

        Have you told your family?

                ANDY

        No, NO!  Not yet.  I feel bad --

        I've jerked 'em around so many

        times.

George and Zmuda glance skeptically at each other.  Hmm...

Confused, George leans in to Andy.

                GEORGE

        Andy... you look me in the eye, and

        tell me this is true.

Andy gulps.

                ANDY

        George -- it's true.

INT. DENNY'S BATHROOM - NIGHT

George confronts Zmuda.

                GEORGE

        If I find out you're behind this,

        I'll kill you.

                ZMUDA

        What are ya TALKIN' ABOUT?!  I was

        the one saying I didn't believe it!

                GEORGE

        Exactly.  That's the sort of thing

        you guys would work out to fuck me

        up.

