FIGHT CLUB:  Near-Life Experience #1 (Human Sacrifice#1)
EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

Tyler and Jack cross the parking lot, towards the convenience store. Jack wears a BACKPACK.

TYLER

Stop for a second.

JACK

Hey, what are we doing?

TYLER

Turn around.

JACK

What are we doing?

Tyler takes the BACKPACK, unzips it, searching contents.

TYLER

Homework assignment.

JACK

What kind of homework assignment?

Tyler takes out a HANDGUN, hands the backpack back.

TYLER

Human sacrifice.

JACK

Hey, is that a gun? Please, please tell me that's not a gun!

TYLER

It's a gun.

JACK

What are you doing?

TYLER

Meet me in the back.

JACK

No, no, don't f--k around.

TYLER

Meet me in the back.

Tyler goes inside the store and Jack runs back.

JACK

F--k.

JACK (V.O.)

On a long enough time line, the survival rate for everyone drops to zero.

EXT. BEHIND THE CONVENIENCE STORE - MOMENTS LATER

THE BACK DOOR opens and Tyler brings the store's CLERK out at gunpoint, forces him to his knees. Jack is already there, freaked. Tyler points the gun at the Clerk's head.

JACK

What are you doing? Come on...

TYLER

(to the clerk)

Hands behind the back.

JACK

God!

TYLER

(to the clerk)

Give me your wallet.

The Clerk fumbles his wallet out of his pocket and Tyler snatches it. Tyler pulls out the DRIVER'S LICENSE.

TYLER

Raymond K. Hessel. 1320 SE Benning, apartment A. Small, cramped basement apartment, Raymond?

RAYMOND

How'd you know?

TYLER

Because they give sh*tty basement apartments letters instead of numbers. Raymond, you are going to die.

RAYMOND

No,...

Tyler rummages through the wallet.

TYLER

Is that your mom and dad? Mom and dad will have to call kindly dr. so-and-so to dig up your dental records, do you wanna know why? Because there won't be nothing left of your face.

RAYMOND

Oh...

JACK

Aw, come on!

Raymond begins to weep, shoulders heaving.

TYLER

An expired community student ID! What did you study, Raymond?

RAYMOND

S-s-s-stuff...

TYLER

Stuff? Where the mid-terms hard?

Tyler rams the gun barrel against Raymond's temple.

TYLER

I asked you what you studied.

RAYMOND

Biology, mostly.

TYLER

Why?

RAYMOND

I don't know...

TYLER

What did you wanted to be, Raymond K. Hessel?

Raymond weeps and says nothing. Tyler COCKS the gun. Raymond GASPS.

TYLER

The question, Raymond, is what did you want to be?

JACK

Answer, Raymond! Jesus!

RAYMOND

Veterinarian! Veterinarian!

TYLER

Animals.

RAYMOND

Yeah, animals and s-s-s....

TYLER

--Stuff, yeah I got that. That means you have to get more schooling.

RAYMOND

Too much school.

TYLER

Would you rather be dead? Would you rather die? Here? On your knees? In the back of a convenient shop?

RAYMOND

Nooo!

Tyler UNLOCKS the gun, lowers it.

TYLER

I'm keeping your license. I'm going to check on you. I know where you live. If you aren't back in school and on your way to being a veterinarian in six weeks, you will be dead. Now run on home.

Tyler throws him his wallet. Raymond takes it, staggers to his feet and heads down an alleyway, running.

TYLER

Run, Forrest, run!

JACK

I feel ill.

TYLER

Imagine how he feels.

JACK

Come on, this isn't funny! That wasn't funny! What the f--k was the point of that?

TYLER

Tomorrow will be the most beautiful day in Raymond K. Hessel's life. His breakfast will taste better than any meal you and I have ever tasted.

Tyler throws the gun back to Jack and walks away.

JACK (V.O.)

You had to give it to him.

TYLER

Come on.

JACK (V.O.)

He had a plan. And it started to make sense in Tyler sort of way. No fear. No distractions.

Jack pulls the trigger -- CLICK. Empty.

JACK (V.O.)

The ability to let that which does not matter truly slide.
FIGHT CLUB:  Near-Life Experience #2 (Human Sacrifice#2)
TYLER

F--k what you know. You need to forget about what you know, that's your problem. Forget about you think you know -- about life, about friendship, and especially about you and me.

JACK

Wh--What is that supposed to mean? Wh--?

Tyler steers the car into the opposite lane, accelerates...

JACK

What are you doing?

TYLER

(to Steph and Mechanic)

Guys, what would you wish you'd done before you died?

STEPH

Paint a self-portrait.

MECHANIC

Build a house.

TYLER

(to Jack)

And you?

JACK

I don't know. Turn the wheel now, come on!

TYLER

You have to know the answer to this question. If you died right now, how would you feel about your life?

JACK

I don't know, I wouldn't feel anything good about my life, is that what you want to hear me say? Fine. Come on!

TYLER

Not good enough.

Jack fights to turn the wheel, but Tyler uses both hands.

JACK

Come on! Stop f--king around! Tyler!

The oncoming truck HONKS and FLASHES its LIGHTS. It moves to the other side of the road. Nearing impact with the oncoming truck, the truck ROARS past, spraying water, HORN BLASTING. Jack looks at Tyler with dead eyes.

JACK

Goddamnit! Goddamnit! F--k you! F--k fight club! F--k Marla! I'm sick of all your sh*t!

TYLER

Ok, man. Ok.

Tyler steers the car into the opposite lane again. Jack keeps the grip, turns the wheel...the car swerves...

JACK

Quit screwing around, take the wheel.

TYLER

Look at you...look at you! You're a f--king pathetic. 

JACK

Why? Why? What are you talking about?

TYLER

Why do you think I blew up your condo?

JACK

What?

TYLER

Hitting bottom is not a weekend-retreat, it's not a goddamn seminar. Stop trying controlling everything and just let go. Let go!

Jack takes his hands off the wheel.

JACK

Alright, fine! Fine.

Tyler accelerates. THROUGH THE WINDSHIELD: a STALLED CAR ahead on the side of the road, surrounded by flares. Jack and Tyler's eyes stay locked as the car drifts onto the shoulder...heading for the stalled car. Their faces are illuminated by the lights of the flares.

They SMASH into the stalled car -- AIRBAGS INFLATE! The back of the car whips around and carries it into a ass-over-tea-kettle ROLL down a hill. The car finally hits the bottom, lying on its roof.

EXT. OVERTURNED CAR

Tyler crawls from the passenger side. He walks around...opens the driver's side door and drags Jack out into the mud. Steph and the mechanic climb out the broken rear window.

JACK (V.O.)

I'd never been in a car-accident. This must've been what all those statistics felt like before I filed them into my reports.

Tyler sits beside the stunned, wounded Jack.

TYLER

Goddamn! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! We just have a near-life experience!

