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JOSHUA OF JERI CHO STREET: THE UNTOLD STORY
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FADE I N

UTSI DE " JERI CHO HOUSE, " PRI VATE RESI DENTI AL REHAB CENTER
DOMNTOM PHI LADELPHI A, 25 YEARS FROM NOW — NI GHT

A man, aging but still novie-star handsone — HI NT! — tunbles
out of a police van onto the asphalt. He curses, picks
hi nsel f up, dusts hinself off and snoothes his hair back.

MAN
Bl eepi ng Tri bbi shers. | bet they
run this place, too.

coP
Watch it, buddy. You're gonna tick
of f the wrong person. Soneone whose
granny was made into an end table,
a plastic statue, or even
vapori zed.

MAN
Yeah, right. Keep it up, Oficer
O Wtzsky, you'll get free tickets
to nmy Alien Invasion thene park.
See how cheerful you stay.

corP
Don't forget your Gscar. It'Il make
a great centerpiece for Alien
worship. In prison. YOU keep it up

The man begi ns whistling. He drops his baggage on the
si dewal k, curses sone nore. An al arm goes off.

At that, a plunpish, pleasant-|ooking woman in her early 50s,
holding a little sausage of a yappy dachshund under her arm
opens the front door of a small neat townhouse.

Don't be fooled by the dog. Sioux — matronly in baggy T-
shirt, vol um nous Bernmuda shorts, clogs, frosted hair, red-
franmed spectacl es — neans busi ness.

MAN
Greetings. |I'mJoshua of Jericho
Street. And who's this?



He chucks the dog under its snout. It grows. The man turns
around and gives a show wave to the cop.

WOVAN
H, I"'mSioux. I'll be your hostess
during your stay. May | call you
Josh?

JOSHUA

Sure, if you genuflect first.

SI QUX
And this is Norbert! Life is easy.
Rehab is hard. Wel cone to Nunber
Ni ne Jeri cho.

Kneeling, the man fixates his gaze on the little dog and
begi ns tal ki ng doggy baby-tal k.

JOSHUA
Poochi e-pie. You' re made for the
novi es. Wanna el ope?

Sl QUX
Nah. He just had his wal k. Listen,
ny nei ghbors think I run a
respect abl e bed and breakfast here,
so please let's keep your visit on
the QI. | don't need any trouble
wi th Licenses and | nspecti ons.
Nor bert! Behave!

JOSHUA
I hope you're not Tribbish. Are
you? My daddy says Tribs cause the
wor st wars. And ny daddy's al ways
right. On the other hand, they say
Tribbish girls are —

Sl QUX
Oh, please! Don't start! And here |
t hought you were just m squot ed.
Silly me.

Suddenly, several neighbors materialize out of nowhere,
congregating on the sidewal k. They turn their attention to
t he newconer and seemto recogni ze him

NEl GHBOR NO. 1
OK, it is you! | was right.
How about an aut ograph?
Pl ease? |'ve seen all your novies.
Over and over.



JOSHUA
No aut ographs today, guys. Trying
to be here anonynously. It's hard.
O herwise 1'd be paparazzi'd to
deat h.

NEI GHBOR NO. 2
Forget autographs. | saw "TOAD
WORRI ER" and it rocked. | just want
your buzz. Hi de your bubbl e-gum and
canned soda around Sioux. She's a
health nut. | think she's onto ne.

Looking a little peeved, Sioux anbles back over. She's

bal ancing her little dog in one hand, and a water ice in the
ot her. Through an act of sheer will, her frown becones a
dazzling smle, and her whole face |ights up. She pats
Joshua' s m dsecti on.

Sl QUX
Hey, Josh, ice creamis in the
freezer, for whenever. Looks |ike
you don't have to worry. Again,
wel cone to Jericho House, pal.
W're all real people here ..

At that, the neighbors stop whatever they're doing and give
big grins. One holds out a pen, indicating Josh sign his
forearm

SI QUX
Yo, gang. Pl ease, no bothering Josh
now. Don't annoy him Leave him
alone and |l et himdo his thing, OK?

JOSHUA
Shema Yisroel ... Loaves and fishes
... Pastram and rye, hold the
Russi an. Tal | yho!

Sl QUX
. Josh, this is a no-snoking
house but we all snoke. Qut back.
What can | say? You get half the
second shelf in the fridge, and
pl ease wri{ r nane on
all your food, a corner of the
kitchen pantry, one small shelf in
t he bat hr oom nedi ci ne cabi net,
hal f a bureau in the bedroom



SI QUX(cont ' d)
and an inch or two of the hal
cl oset to hang your basebal
jackets, westling jerseys, running
shorts, whatever. Ch, and air-raid
drills are mandatory! Honel and
Security, yanno.

JOSHUA
Thy rod and thy staff they confort
me ...

Sl QUX

After you unpack your stuff, Josh
cone back downstairs and join our
little theatrical production. The
Nunber N ne Jericho Pl ayers. GCet
ready. We use |lots of ketchup.
Today we're re-enacting the

Cruci fixion scene from"The
Transfiguration of the Alien.”
I"msure you haven't forgotten
those lines. And bring your crown
of thorns, if you packed it.
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