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##  
SEINFELD'S APARTMENT.  CLOSE-UP OF SEINFELD ON THE PHONE.  AS THE CAMERA PULLS BACK GRADUALLY, HE IS WALKING AROUND PACING.


SEINFELD (into phone)


Okay, ma. (pause) Yeah, ma. (pause)  No, I don't think I'm gonna watch it this year.  (pause)  Because, I've seen every superbowl since I was born.    Football's boring.  It's loud, it gives me a headache.  No Ma, don't put him on.  No I spoke to him last week.  No, no--ma, I'll think about watching--ma, no--

 SEINFELD'S FACE SUDDENLY CONTORTS INTO A FORCED SMILE


Hi Dad!  How are you?!  Yeah great, great! (pause)  Buffalo, by a mile.  Oh yeah.  Hands down.


(pause)

 
Oh, you think San Francisco, huh.  Oh.  (pause)  What?  (Suddenly gravely serious) Of course I'm gonna watch it.  (pausing) Who told you that?  (pause) Dad it's Superbowl Sunday!  Of course I'm gonna watch it.  What's wrong with you, listening to her!  You oughta know better.  (pause) O.K. Dad.  O.K.  I love you, Dad.  Got to go.

AS SEINFELD IS UTTERING THESE LAST WORDS TO HIS FATHER, KRAMER LOUDLY SKIDS INTO THE ROOM IN TYPICAL KRAMER FASHION.  HOWEVER, A LOOK AT HIM REVEALS THAT HE IS SOAKING WET WITH FEET CLAD IN WEBBED DIVING FLIPPERS WHICH ARE DRIPPING WITH WATER.


KRAMER


Do you have a plunger?


SEINFELD 


A plunger?  Kramer, what are you doing?!  You're getting water all over my apartment!  Take those off.  


KRAMER


(as he removes left flipper, spraying Seinfeld with water)


Oh, you think this is bad.  You should see my apartment.  There are fish swimming in there.

KRAMER PLACES THE DRIPPING FLIPPER ON SEINFELD'S COUNTER.  


SEINFELD


What happened?


KRAMER


I don't know.  I was taking a bath.  Listening to the new Funk-man C.D....  

KRAMER goes into a crazy head-banging routine as if he can still hear the music.  He mouths words and rocks his body to the inaudible heavy metal beat.  Then he stops suddenly.


KRAMER (continued)

 
I think I fell asleep.  The next thing I remember was swimming out of the bathroom.  I must have left the water running.


SEINFELD


That's terrible.  What are you gonna do?


KRAMER


Oh, I can fix it pretty easily.  I just need a plunger--on second thought, can I borrow your vacuum cleaner?


SEINFELD


My vacuum cleaner.  Kramer, you're out of your mind.  What are you going to do--vacuum up all the water?  


KRAMER (gesturing madly)


Oh, sure.  Haven't you ever seen that.  It just sucks it right up.  

AS KRAMER SAYS 'SUCKS', HE ILLUSTRATES THE SUCKING ACTION WITH A CRAZY GESTURE.


SEINFELD


Kramer, that's crazy.  You'll get electrocuted!


KRAMER


Oh, that won't be the first time.  I'm a veteran.

BY THIS TIME, KRAMER HAS REMOVED THE VACUUM CLEANER FROM SEINFELD'S CLOSET AND IS ON HIS WAY OUT THE DOOR.  AS HE EXITS, HE STOPS FOR ONE MOMENT.


KRAMER


Oh, Jerry, by-the-way, I hope you don't mind, I told the guys they could come to your place tomorrow night to watch the game.  My furniture will still be kind of damp.


SEINFELD


The guys?  To my place--Kramer, why did you do that?  Who did you tell to come here?  I'm not even watching the game.


KRAMER (not letting Seinfeld finish)


Hey, hey, hey, hey.  You have a civic obligation here.  This isn't optional.   You're watchin.  Oh, yes you are watching this game.  And with good company too.  Murray and the guys will be over at Six.  This is going to be one you don't want to miss.  Trust me on this, Jerry.  


SEINFELD


Kramer!  You just can't--

KRAMER HAS ALREADY RUSHED OUT THE DOOR AND CLOSED IT BEHIND HIM.  JERRY, DISGUSTED, PLOPS DOWN IN A CHAIR AND STARES STRAIGHT AHEAD AT THE TV WHICH IS OFF.  FINALLY, HE PICKS UP THE PHONE.


SEINFELD (into phone)


George, you've gotta watch the game tomorrow night. 


(pause)

 
I know, I wasn't gonna.  But Kramer invited all the guys together.  You've gotta watch.  I'll need you around to preserve my sanity.  You  remember last year at Kramer's; they were a bunch of weirdos.

AS SEINFELD SAYS "WEIRDOS" THE LIGHTS FLICKER AND WE HEAR KRAMER YELP FROM ACROSS THE HALL.  SEINFELD ROLLS HIS EYES.  


(pause)


George, come-on, watching is required.  It's Superbowl Sunday.   


(pause, then smiling)


That-a-boy.  Six O'Clock.   (slight pause)  Oh, one thing, I was wondering. . . can we have it at your apartment?

SEINFELD CRINGES AND PULLS THE PHONE AWAY FROM HIS EAR.  WE CAN HEAR GEORGE'S HIGH-PITCHED RANTING BLARING OUT OF THE PHONE.


SEINFELD (into the phone, shaking his head)


Alright, alright.  My apartment.  Six O'Clock.  Catch a ride with Murray.  See you then.

(SLAP-BASS TRANSITION)


##   EARLY SUNDAY MORNING.  SEINFELD WALKING AROUND IN BATHROBE.  HE HAS A HEADACHE.  THE INTERCOM BUZZES.


SEINFELD (into intercom)


Yeah.  Who is it?


ELAINE'S VOICE


It's me.


SEINFELD


Come on up.

SEINFELD GOES TO REFRIGERATOR AND POURS HIMSELF A GLASS OF ORANGE JUICE AND TAKES TWO ASPIRIN.

ELAINE ENTERS.


ELAINE


You'll never guess what I saw on the way over here.


SEINFELD (unenthusiastic)


What?


ELAINE (smiling)


I'm not tell ing.


SEINFELD (rolling his eyes)


Fine.  Don't tell.


ELAINE


You really don't want to know?


SEINFELD


No.


ELAINE (pausing)


I don't think I want to tell you.


SEINFELD


Fine.


ELAINE


Fine. (Long pause) 

ELAINE AT FIRST LOOKING AROUND THE ROOM IN FEIGNED DISINTEREST GRADUALLY BEGINS TAPPING HER FINGERNAILS ON THE COUNTER.  AFTER SEVERAL SECONDS, SHE IS BURSTING WITH THE DESIRE TO TELL.  SEINFELD IS LOOKING AROUND IN WHAT APPEARS TO BE TOTAL DISINTEREST.  FINALLY, ELAINE CAN'T STAND IT ANYMORE.


ELAINE (almost screaming)


Jerry, you really  don't want to know?!


SEINFELD


 (whining, totally not in the mood for this shit)


Elaine.  What?  What What What.  What did you see?



ELAINE 


(unaffected by Seinfeld's lack of enthusiasm)


I saw...(pausing dramatically)...

SEINFELD WIDENS HIS EYES AS IF HE IS SURE TO DROP FROM BOREDOM.


ELAINE


I saw a football player from the superbowl getting out of the elevator.

SEINFELD CONTINUES TO LOOK BLANKLY AHEAD, THEN HE TURNS VERY SLOWLY TOWARD ELAINE.  SHE IS STILL SMILING A BROAD GRIN.



ELAINE


So.  What do you think?  I think it might have been the tackle guy for the Washington 49'ers!


SEINFELD (after long pause)


Elaine, what are you talking about?  

ELAINE BEGINS RAMBLING HER STORY EXCITEDLY WITH SPARKLING EYES AND WILD GESTURES.  (DESPITE ELAINE'S OBVIOUS SELF-ENTERTAINMENT THROUGHOUT, SEINFELD LOOKS AT HER AS IF SHE'S COMPLETELY OUT OF HER MIND.)


ELAINE


I walked into your building, and was getting into the elevator.  Coming out of the elevator was this enormous man with huge shoulders and knee pads, wearing this really neat orange and green football uniform thing.  And I overheard him saying to a smaller guy--I think the smaller guy was his agent--that he was going to be the star of the show at the Superbowl tonight. (Mocking a man's deep voice)  Quote me, he said, 'Tonight I will make history.  I will be the most valuable player.'  Can you believe it, Jerry?  I met the winning tackleback in the Superbowl...in your building!


SEINFELD (after longer pause)


Elaine, the Superbowl is in California.  What would a player for the San Francisco 49'ers be doing here in New York, wearing his uniform in an elevator on the morning of the superbowl?  That's crazy.


ELAINE


Well, it may be crazy but it's true.  He's the winning tackleback.  I am sure of it.


SEINFELD


The winning tackleback, huh.  


ELAINE (smiling, and nodding "yes")


Uh-huh.


SEINFELD

  
The winning tackleback.   

SEINFELD IS LOOKING AT ELAINE WITH AN EXPRESSION OF PITY AND PATHOS.  ELAINE IS STILL SMILING BROADLY.


SEINFELD


Elaine, can I tell you something?


ELAINE (Quizzically)


Sure.


SEINFELD


First of all, there is no such thing as a tackleback.


ELAINE


You know what I mean.  He's a nose guard.  I met him.

SEINFELD GIVES HER THAT 'YOU'RE A GIRL AND YOU HAVE NO CLUE ABOUT SPORTS' LOOK. 

ELAINE, IN HER ABSORBED STATE, HAS PICKED UP THE FLIPPER WHICH KRAMER HAD LEFT ON THE COUNTER THE NIGHT BEFORE.  SHE LOOKS IN HER HAND, GIVES IT A VERY STRANGE GLANCE, BUT THEN QUICKLY MOVES ON TO CONTINUE HER STORY, TOO EXCITED TO EVEN QUESTION WHY SHE IS HOLDING A FLIPPER.


ELAINE (continued)


Jerry, I met him!


SEINFELD

 
What do you mean, you 'met' him.  Did you actually talk to this guy?


ELAINE (looking a bit less confident)


Well, no.


SEINFELD


Uh huh.  Did you get his name?



ELAINE (pausing slightly)


No.  I didn't get his name, but I--


SEINFELD


You didn't get his name!  Elaine!  What did he look like?


ELAINE


Well, I didn't actually see his face because he was wearing one of those helmets, you know the--


SEINFELD


Elaine!  You see a guy in a football uniform--and now you've met the quarterback of the 49'ers!  You don't know the guy's name, you don't even know what he looks like.  You hear him saying something to someone about the Superbowl, and from that you are certain you've met O.J. Simpson here in my elevator.  Now that makes sense.  It's obvious.  I don't know what's wrong with me.  Come to think of it I think the whole fourth floor of my building is the Miami Dolphins.  The Redskins live on the fifth floor.


ELAINE (upset)


Jerry!  Shut up.  It's not funny.   I know he's someone famous.


SEINFELD (with a chuckle)


Alright.  You're right, he's famous.  I bet he'll say 'hi' to you tonight after he throws his first pass.

SEINFELD BLOWS A KISS TOWARD ELAINE, MOCKINGLY MOUTHING 'HI ELAINE.'

ELAINE, GESTURING IN DISGUST WITH JERRY'S ATTITUDE, REALIZES THAT SHE IS HOLDING A DIVING FLIPPER.


ELAINE


What is  this anyway?!


SEINFELD


Kramer was here last night.

  (SEINFELD says this as if the rest is self explanatory.)


ELAINE


Oh.   (as if no further explanation needed.)


Hey, you know I can prove  to you that the guy I saw in the elevator is a famous football player in tonight's game.


SEINFELD (with fake British accent)


Oh really?  And how might you prove that?


ELAINE


Because, I saw his uniform number.  I know what it is.

SEINFELD BURSTS OUT LAUGHING.  


SEINFELD


You saw his number and that proves Mr. Elevator is a San Francisco 49'er.


(pause)


What's his number?


ELAINE


99 and a half.


SEINFELD LAUGHS UNCONTROLLABLY; ELAINE BECOMES VISIBLY ANGRY.  


ELAINE


What?    What's so funny?


SEINFELD


(holding back laughter)


Elaine.  There isn't even such a thing as 99-and-a-half.  


ELAINE (disbelieving and angry)

     Why not?


SEINFELD


Nobody wears half numbers.


ELAINE


Why not?!


SEINFELD


Because you're not allowed to.


ELAINE


You're not allowed to?  Jerry, why wouldn't you be allowed to wear half numbers?


SEINFELD (at a loss, impatient)


Elaine, I don't know!  It's against the rules of mathematics, like no zero in the denominator.

 

ELAINE


Look, Jerry.  I'm sure this guy was for real.  I've got an idea.  Why don't we make a bet?  We'll watch the game tonight, and if we see the guy wearing the 99 and-a-half, then I win.

SEINFELD LAUGHS THIS OFF AS IF IT IS THE MOST PATHETIC, FUTILE ARGUMENT HE EVER HAD.


ELAINE (very frustrated)


What's so funny?  Is it a deal?


SEINFELD (conceding in a condescending way)


It's a deal.  What does the winner get?


ELAINE


The winner, me, gets taken out to dinner at The Russian Tea Room.


SEINFELD


Ooh.  The Russian Tea Room (in mock upper-class accent).  Elaine, can you afford that?


ELAINE


I won't have to.


(brief pause)


So where do you want to watch tonight?  My place or yours?


SEINFELD


 (caught a bit off-guard by the question) 


Eh.  Elaine.  I have the guys comin' over tonight.  I don't think it would be--


ELAINE (not understanding at all)


Oh.  So I guess I'll just come over here, then.


SEINFELD (pausing awkwardly)


No, I mean the guys are coming over tonight.  I don't think you'd like it.  There's gonna be a lot of, you know, guy things  going on.  You probably would have a much better time in your own apartment.


ELAINE


Guy  things?!  Like what?  What kind of guy things?


SEINFELD


You know.  Drinking beer.  Eating pizza.  Swearing at the TV.

ELAINE SEEMS UNIMPRESSED.


SEINFELD


Farting.


ELAINE (Suddenly disgusted)


Farting?


SEINFELD (playing it up)


Plenty of farting.  In fact, that's the primary activity.  It's the purpose of assembly.  From the kick-off to the last touch-down.  It's just one big fart-fest.  Kind of a fart-o-rama, if you will.  It sounds almost orchestral at times, like a flatulence symphony.  I don't think you'd like it too much.  Why don't I call you when the game is over and we can discuss when you're taking me out to dinner?


ELAINE


You really don't want girls here, do you?


SEINFELD


Elaine,  it's not a matter of what I want.  Actually, it would be great if you could come, but it's the law.  'Thou shalt hang with the guys on Superbowl Sunday. No girls.'  It's in the Torah somewhere.  I remember, I learned it on my Bar Mitzvah.  I'm not too happy about the whole thing.


ELAINE


Alright, Jerry.  You don't want women here, I'll watch by myself.  I can take a hint.  But let me warn you,  I'm calling you at half-time to collect on our bet.  You better make reservations now.

ELAINE LEAVES.  JERRY SITS DOWN WITH HIS ORANGE JUICE AND SHAKES HIS HEAD. 

 (COMMERCIAL BREAK)

UPON RETURN FROM THE COMMERCIAL, A BRIEF STAND-UP PIECE ON SOMETHING SUCH AS THE LUDICROUSY OF TV SPORTS ANNOUNCERS.  I.E. SOMETHING REFERRING TO THE FACT THAT IN THE DAYS OF RADIO, SPORTSCASTING MADE SENSE; YOU, AS A LISTENER, COULD NOT SEE  WHAT WAS HAPPENING, SO THE RADIO SPORTS ANNOUNCER WAS A USEFUL CONCEPT, BUT WHAT IS THE PURPOSE OF TODAY'S TV SPORTS ANNOUNCERS: YOU SEE THE BALL IN THE AIR; "The ball is in the air," SAYS THE ANNOUNCER.  "Oh really.  Thanks for notifying me."  EXPOUND ON THIS OR SIMILAR THEME.) 

#   SEINFELD'S APARTMENT.  SEINFELD SITS WITH SLUMPING POSTURE IN A COMFORTABLE CHAIR AS HE WATCHES THE BEGINNING OF THE PRE-GAME SHOW.

  THE INTERCOM BUZZES.  SEINFELD LAZILY GETS UP AND MAKES HIS WAY TOWARD THE INTERCOM.  IT BUZZES LOUDLY AGAIN.


SEINFELD (whining to himself and then to the speaker)


What?   Whadaya want?  I'm coming.  I'm coming.

SEINFELD GETS TO THE INTERCOM AND IS JUST ABOUT TO START SPEAKING INTO IT WHEN IT BUZZES LOUDLY IN HIS FACE.  HE DRAWS BACK AND THEN SCREAMS INTO IT.


SEINFELD


Who is it?!


A JUMBLE OF LOUD MALE VOICES


It's us, we're here...goddamn...ridiculous...miss the pre-game... Jerry...to the aardvark--


SEINFELD


Come on up.

SEINFELD GOES TO THE REFRIGERATOR AND POURS HIMSELF A GLASS OF PRUNE JUICE AND TAKES THREE ASPIRINS.  HE MAKES A FACE AS HE SWALLOWS.

GROUP OF GUYS ENTER LOUDLY, CARRYING BIG BAGS OF CHIPS AND CASES OF BUDWEISER.


GUY#1 (MURRAY)


Jerry---What's it been--a year!  How have you been ol' buddy?

SEINFELD SHAKING HIS HEAD, SMILING FAKELY, PRETENDING TO BE EXCITED TO SEE EVERYONE.


GUY#2 AND GUY#3


(practically talking on top of each other)


Hey.  My man.  'sup?  Hey, SSSeinfeld, my friend, can I use your bathroom.  I got to take a real whisser before this game gets started.   

SEINFELD MOTIONS TO THE BATHROOM.  GUY#2, OBVIOUSLY DRUNK ALREADY, GOES OFF AS OTHERS HEAD TOWARD THE TV FURNITURE AND BEGIN RIPPING OPEN PACKAGES OF CHIPS AND OPENING BEER CANS, RECKLESSLY SPILLING CONTENTS ON JERRY'S FLOOR.


SEINFELD


(looking at the mess, hopelessly shaking his head)


Where's Kramer?   


MURRAY


Had something to do, said we'll see him in a little while. 


SEINFELD


What about George?  Wasn't he catching a lift with you?


MURRAY


He's got his own ride with the psychic woman.  Should be here any minute.


SEINFELD


(pausing, confused and taken by surprise)


With the psychic woman?   What psychic woman? 


MURRAY (shrugging)


George said he met some kind of chick who's lucky with numbers.  'e was gonna bring her along for good luck.


SEINFELD


(insulted that George has not shared this info with him, and still very confused.)


Good luck?  What are you--?  Did George bet on the game?


MURRAY


Oh, sure.


SEINFELD (incredulous)


George hates betting.   (pause)  Who did he bet on?


MURRAY


Oh, I don't know.  He--

GUY #2 COMES BACK FROM THE BATHROOM HOLDING PART OF THE FLUSH HANDLE IN HIS HAND.


GUY#2


I think this broke.

SEINFELD JUST STARES AT THE HANDLE.  HE BARELY HAS TIME TO BEMOAN THE SITUATION WHEN GEORGE ENTERS WITH AN EXTREMELY TALL, SOMEWHAT ATTRACTIVE, BUT ECCENTRIC-LOOKING RED-HEADED WOMAN, JULIE.  JULIE TOWERS OVER GEORGE.


GEORGE (babbling excitedly, gesturing madly)


I'm gonna be rich.  I know it.  Jerry, I can feel it.  What's the score?  Did it start yet?  How many fumbles have there been?  Jerry, I never win anything, but this time, tonight, I've got it made. I, George Castanza, am going to be a winner.  A winner!  A rich man, I know it.  What's the score?  Did San Francisco score yet?

GEORGE KISSES JULIE ON THE CHEEK IN EXCITEMENT.

SEINFELD is BLOWN AWAY BY GEORGE'S FEMALE COMPANY AND BY GEORGE'S SUDDEN INTEREST IN THE SUPERBOWL GAME.  SEINFELD IS SPEECHLESS.


GEORGE


By the way, this is Julie.   Where's the food?


SEINFELD


(looking alternately from George to Julie)



     (Overwhelmed by George's behavior)                                          

 
You picked San Francisco?  How much did you bet?


GEORGE (excited)


No.  I did not pick San Francisco.  I put down three hundred big ones.


GUY#2 (drunkenly slurring words)


You put down thirty thousand dollars?


GEORGE


No. No. No.  Three hundred big ones.  Three hundred dollars.


SEINFELD


So, you bet $300 on Buffalo?!  Are you insane?  Buffalo has lost the last three superbowls!


GEORGE (feeling like a genius)


No. Jerry.  You're not list ening.  I bet $300 on two-eight.


SEINFELD


On what?


GEORGE


On two-eight.


SEINFELD


Two-eight?  Two-eight?  What is that?  Is that a player? Two-eight?  Is that a l--



GEORGE


(pulling out a yellow paper with a grid and numbers on it)


No. No. No. No.  Two-eight.  Jerry, don't you see?  If at the end of any quarter, the Bills' score ends with a two and the 49'ers score ends with an eight, then I win ten times the amount of money I put in!  22-18, BINGO!  That's three thousand dollars, Jerry.  Three thousand dollars.  Do you know what I could do with three thousand dollars?


MURRAY


The first thing you'd do is buy a deluxe gourmet Italian dinner for all of us here, right?


GEORGE


What? (hesitating, then laughing)  Sure.  Hell, with three thousand dollars, I'd buy all you guys two delux gourmet Italian dinners.


MURRAY


With wine?


GEORGE (pausing)


There could be wine.


MURRAY


What kind of wine?


GEORGE


Something aged.  Manichewitz, would be nice.


MURRAY


Manichewitz?!  Why you cheap bastard.


GEORGE (quickly, defensively)


Alright, alright.  Black Label Chateau Blanc [or some expensive French brand].   Half liter.

MURRAY GLARES AT HIM.


GEORGE


OK, a full liter.


JULIE


If you win, will you pay for that traffic ticket you got me? 


GEORGE


What?


JULIE


You know.  That traffic ticket you made me get today, will you pay for it?


GEORGE


Traffic ticket I got you?!   Traffic ticket I made you get.  Listen to me, Julie.  I got news for ya.  That was your fault.  I never told you to make a U-turn on 21st Street.  


JULIE


You told me turn around.


GEORGE


It was a one-way street!  You don't turn around on a one-way street.  


JULIE


But you said--


GEORGE


I know what I said.  I meant go up to the light.  Who makes a U-turn in the middle of 21st Street? (exasperated, then suddenly seeing a light)  Oh, why are we fighting?  (Holding her face in his hands)  We've got so much...money to win here!


JULIE (smiling now, endeared to George)


Oh, George.  You're so sweet.  (pause)  I've got to go freshen up.

JULIE WALKS TO THE BATHROOM.  INSTANTLY, SEINFELD MIMICS HER.


SEINFELD (imitating her walk)


'Oh George...You're so sweet.'  (suddenly serious)  Where did you drag her in from?  Who is she?  Are you going out with this woman?


GEORGE


No. no. no.  I am not going out with her.  I am seeing her.


SEINFELD


Oh, you're seeing  her.


GEORGE


Yes.  I am seeing her.  We see each other.  That is what we do.  We see each other.  


SEINFELD


So you don't go out with her?


GEORGE


Oh, I go out with her.  We've gone out plenty of times.  We go to many places together.  We go out.  We're just not going out with each other.


SEINFELD


So, you go out with each other but you are not going out with each other.  


GEORGE


Exactly.  


SEINFELD


I see.


GEORGE


You see?


SEINFELD


I see.  I see.  (PAUSE, GUY#2 PASSES GAS [or belches] LOUDLY; SEINFELD CRINGES.  THE OTHER GUYS ARE CHEERING AT A PLAY ON THE TV) 


SEINFELD (continued)


George, why did you bring your lady friend here?  This is guy's night.  It's a guy thing, you know that.  You know the law.


GEORGE 

(As George proceeds with the following explanation, we hear him telling the story, but we are seeing a flashback of the situation he is describing.  We can see little, bald George standing on his tip toes, maybe jumping up a few times to catch a glimpse over tall woman's shoulders.)


GEORGE 


I know.  I know.  Look Jerry, you've got to understand.  I saw her standing on line waiting to buy a lottery ticket a few weeks ago.  (VOICE OVER BEGINS)  She looked so confident.  I saw her and I said to myself, boy this girl looks confident.  So I stood behind her, and I watched which numbers she picked, and I picked the same ones.  Sure enough the numbers won.  (VOICE OVER ENDS)  I won twenty bucks.  


SEINFELD


You won twenty bucks?


GEORGE


Yeah, twenty bucks.


SEINFELD


Impressive.


GEORGE (ignoring Seinfeld)


And so the next week, she was standing on line again and I said to her, 'Hey did you pick 3-4-5 last week and win twenty dollars?'  She said yes.  I said, 'Hey so did I!  We've got a lot in common.'  I asked her if she'd like to go out on a date and if she had any tips for that week's numbers.


SEINFELD


 What'd she say?


GEORGE


She said yes to the date and said that 7-7-7 was a sure thing.  So I bet on it.  


SEINFELD (pausing)


And...?

GEORGE, LOOKING AT THE FLOOR, MUMBLES SOMETHING INAUDIBLE.


SEINFELD


What?  Did you win?


GEORGE


No.  (absolutely depressed, then suddenly elated.)  But we came close, the winning number was 2-4-1.


SEINFELD (confused)


2-4-1?  


GEORGE


2-4-1.


SEINFELD (feigning deep thought)


2-4-1 . . . 7-7-7... Yes.  (with a look that says: 'what the                                   hell are you talking about?')


GEORGE (interrupting)


Don't you see, if you add up the two, the four, and the one, that equals seven.  She's a genius.  

SEINFELD ROLLS HIS EYES


GEORGE


She obviously has some type of psychic power--it just needs to be honed, sculpted, perfected.  (pause)  And so last night, after I got off the phone with you, I thought 'Yeah, the Superbowl.  This is the perfect opportunity to realize the full potential of Julie's power.  So I took her out and I bought a box in the Tri-delta football pool.  With her here, I'm destined to win. She's a very lucky woman, Jerry, a powerful woman. 


SEINFELD (still floored)


The football pool.


GEORGE


Sure.  Come-on, it's Superbowl Sunday.  Have some spirit, Jerry. 


SEINFELD (insulted)


You bought a box in the football pool--George you hate Superbowl Sunday!  We both do.  You know that.  I thought we had an agreement: I hate Superbowl Sunday, you hate Superbowl Sunday.  We hate Superbowl Sunday.  No football pools.  That implies interest in the game.  We can't have interest in the game.  We can't have that George.  No interest.  How are we supposed to enjoy complaining now?

AN EXPLOSION OF CHEERS AND BOOS FROM THE GUYS MAKES GEORGE RUN TO THE TV, STRANDING SEINFELD.


GEORGE (to the TV, uncontainably excited)


Yes!  Yes!  Yes my babies--Go! Go! Go! Go!  Oh, isn't this fantastic?  

SEINFELD WALKS MISERABLY TO THE TV FURNITURE AND PLOPS DOWN LAZILY IN A CHAIR.

(slap-bass transition)

CAMERA SHOOTS CLOSE UP OF THE HANDS ON A CLOCK; AN HOUR AND A HALF GOES BY.  AS THE CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM THE CLOCK and MOVES IN CLOSE ON GEORGE'S SOMBER FACE, WE HEAR THE TV SPORTSCASTERS:


SPORTSCASTER'S VOICE


So, at the end of the first half, it's San Francisco 21, Buffalo 6.


GEORGE


(completely dejected, to no one in particular)


I knew it.  I don't know what I was thinking.  Me a winner (He laughs a pathetic laugh of self-pity).  You know, I don't know why I do these things.  Why do I do it, huh?  Why do I do it?  I'm gonna lose three hundred dollars.  I'm an idiot.  

A WIDER SHOT SHOWS US THAT JULIE IS SITTING NEXT TO HIM.


JULIE (swirling her hands mysteriously)


George, don't give up yet.  The second half seems lucky.  I can feel it.  


GEORGE


(totally unconvinced, wallowing in pessimism)


Yeah.  Yeah.  It's no use.  I might as well go home now.

GEORGE STARTS TO GET UP, BUT JULIE PULLS HIM DOWN AND GEORGE OFFERS NO RESISTANCE.  HE SITS BACK DOWN.

SEINFELD IS SITTING IN HIS CHAIR, LOOKING ALTERNATELY AT THE TV AND THE TELEPHONE, LAUGHING TO HIMSELF.  THE LAUGHING GETS LOUDER.  GEORGE THINKS HE IS LAUGHING AT HIM.


GEORGE


Sure.  Laugh at a friend in pain.


SEINFELD


I'm not laughing at you, George.  I'm laughing at Elaine.


GEORGE (totally confused)


At Elaine?  Whadaya mean at Elaine.  She's not even here.


SEINFELD


Yeah, I know.  She's at home.   We made this stupid bet.  She was gonna call me at half time to claim her victory.


GEORGE


Bet?  You bet on the game?


SEINFELD


Well, no.  Not really.  Elaine was trying to convince me that the first-string quarterback for the 49'ers was in my elevator this morning.


GEORGE


In your elevator?


SEINFELD


Yeah, isn't that a hoot.  She said she saw some guy wearing the number 99-and-a-half, standing in the elevator telling everyone he was going to be the star of the show tonight.  She was convinced she was going to see him on TV.


GEORGE


(ignoring the bulk of what Seinfeld just said)


99-and-a-half.  You're not allowed to wear half numbers.


SEINFELD


Yeah, I know. 


(pausing, as if George's was the natural response to his whole story) 


 Elaine's gonna owe me dinner at the Russian Tea Room.


GEORGE


(barely listening, back to wallowing in his own pessimism)


Oh.

THE GUYS BURST INTO CHEER AS WE HEAR 'SUDs LIGHT' BEATING 'SUDWEISER' IN THE SUDS-BOWL.

(slap-bass transition)

CLOSE UP OF THE MOVING HANDS OF THE CLOCK REVEAL ANOTHER HOUR AND TWENTY MINUTES GO BY.  AS THE CAMERA PULLS BACK FROM THE CLOCK ONTO A CLOSE-UP OF GEORGE'S EXCITED FACE, WE HEAR THE SPORTSCASTER.


SPORTSCASTER


And ten seconds left in SuperBowl Twenty-eight.  This will be the determining play of the game.  It's down to the wire.  The score, 32-28, Buffalo.  San Francisco with the ball on the Buffalo forty yard-line.  They'll need a hail Mary.  


GEORGE (gesturing excitedly)


I don't believe it!  I'm gonna win!  I'm gonna win.  Two-eight.  32-28!  Three thousand big ones!  Miss this pass!  Miss this pass!  We're gonna do it!

GEORGE GRABS JULIE and KISSES HER; HE IS ABSORBED IN THE TV SET,  AS ARE ALL THE GUYS.  THEIR EYES ARE WIDE AND THEIR MOUTHS ARE OPEN AS THEY STARE MESMERIZED INTO THE TUBE.  GUY #2 PASSES GAS LOUDLY.  AS THE SPORTSCASTER SPEAKS EXCITEDLY, THE CAMERA STAYS ON GEORGE AND HIS ENGAGED EXPRESSIONS.


Here's the play...the pass...it's up.  It's sailing deep, across the twenty...across the ten...into the endzone.  Johnson jumping up to receive it---and oh my-god, what is this?!!  The ball is--is gone--A man seems to have parachuted down and landed right on the field of play.  I think the ball has been caught by this parachuting madman.  

THE TELEVISION SCREEN REVEALS A MAN WITH PARACHUTE CRADLING THE BALL, HIGH KICKING IN THE ENDZONE.  THE MAN IS WEARING A GREEN AND ORANGE UNIFORM WITH THE NUMBER 99-and-a-half ON IT.  THE CAMERA PANS UP THE MAN'S BODY TO HIS SMILING FACE.  WE SEE HIS FACE IS EXTREMELY FAMILIAR.


SEINFELD


(wide-eyed, taking an interest for the first time)


My God!  It's...it's Kramer!  (slight pause)  Kramer!  Kramer just parachuted into the superbowl!


GEORGE


What?  Kramer?  Kramer?  What about the ball?  What about my money.  The pass was no good.  The pass was no good.  I still win... The score stands---

(quick slap-bass transition)

ELAINE BARGES INTO THE ROOM EXCITEDLY, RUNS RIGHT PAST JULIE AND GEORGE TO SEINFELD.  AS SHE SEES JULIE, THE ONLY FEMALE IN THE ROOM, ELAINE PAUSES MOMENTARILY AND GIVES HER A TERRIBLY DIRTY LOOK.  THEN SHE QUICKLY SEEMS TO FORGET IT AND RUSHES TO JERRY.  GEORGE IS GESTICULATING MADLY BEFORE THE TELEVISION.


ELAINE


Jerry!  Did you see?  Did you see?  Kramer parachuted into the game.


SEINFELD


Kramer!  I know. I can't believe it.  Kramer!

AS THE SPORTSCASTERS TRY TO DOUBLETALK THE CONFUSING RULES IN SITUATIONS LIKE THIS, WE SEE A SHOT ON THE TV OF FIVE POLICE OFFICERS ESCORTING A SMILING KRAMER WITH PARACHUTE AWAY FROM THE FIELD.  KRAMER IS MOUTHING THINGS TO THE CAMERA, 'HI MOM.  HI JERRY, HI MURRAY, HI ELAINE.' HE BLOWS A KISS AS HE IS ESCORTED AWAY.


SEINFELD


I can't believe it.  Kramer.  First Murphy Brown, now the superbowl.   He's a lunatic!  


ELAINE.


Yeah!  (suddenly more serious)  Uh, Jerry, I believe you owe me a dinner.


SEINFELD


A what? (then realizing)  Oh, Elaine, you can't be serious.  It was Kramer.  The guy in the elevator this morning was Kramer.  Kramer isn't a famous player.  He parachuted into the superbowl.  (Seinfeld looks up to the ceiling in disbelief of what he just heard himself say, then repeats:)  Kramer parachuted into the superbowl.


ELAINE


I believe that qualifies.  He is  nationally famous now. 

JERRY LOOKS AT HER STUBBORNLY, THEN LIGHTENS UP AND YOU CAN TELL BY HIS FACIAL EXPRESSION THAT HE HAS CONCEDED.


ELAINE


Saturday night.  Eight O'Clock.  The Russian Tea Room.  We'll start with caviar.


SEINFELD 


Caviar?!  Since when do you like caviar?  You've never liked caviar!  (To the guys)  Now she likes caviar.

ELAINE MAKES A FACE AND THEN SMILES.


SEINFELD


Oh, alright.  Alright.  I'll take you out.  Kramer's gonna pay for this one.


GEORGE (frantic, furious)


Kramer's gonna owe me three thousand dollars.

THE TV BLARES.


SPORTSCASTER


Well, the official ruling is that the score stands Bills 32, The 49'ers 28.  The Buffalo Bills have won the superbowl.

THE GUYS GO CRAZY.  SOME YELLING IN VICTORY, A FEW BOOING.  ALL LOUD.  GEORGE IS SILENT AT FIRST, BUT GRADUALLY REALIZES THAT HE HAS WON.  HE GOES CRAZY WITH ECSTASY.  JUMPING UP AND DOWN, REACTING MUCH IN THE SAME WAY AS WHEN HE LEARNED 'MY BOYS CAN SWIM.'


GEORGE


I'm a winner!  I'm a winner!  I've never won anything in my life!  I'm a winner!  Three thousand dollars!  Three thousand dollars!  Three thousand dollars!

GEORGE, IN HIS ECSTASY FINDS THE NEAREST WOMAN, ELAINE AND KISSES HER.  SHE CRINGES.  JULIE, VERY NEARBY, GIVES HER A DIRTY LOOK.


MURRAY


Uh, George.  Italian Gourmet?


GEORGE (beaming)


You got it.  Call up now and order veal parmigiana platters for everyone.

MURRAY IS ALREADY ON THE PHONE ORDERING.

ELAINE IS NOW GETTING BACK TO THE POINT OF JULIE BEING IN THE ROOM.  SHE PULLS SEINFELD ASIDE.


ELAINE


Jerry, who is she?  I thought you said this was supposed to be 'a guy thing.'  It's the law, remember?


SEINFELD (apologetic)


Yeah, I know.  You're right.  I didn't know she was coming.  George brought her along for good luck.  (pausing) Apparently it worked.

ELAINE IS ABLE TO SETTLE FOR THAT SINCE SHE'S WON HER BET ANYWAY.

(Slap-bass transition)

THE INTERCOM BUZZES.  IT IS THE FOOD DELIVERY BOY.  SEINFELD BUZZES HIM UP.

FOOD BOY ENTERS WITH PACKAGES.


FOOD BOY


That comes to $187.91.

GEORGE GIVES HIM HIS CREDIT CARD.


GEORGE (thinking he's being very generous)


Write yourself in a little tip--make the total $200.  (Then proudly) I just won a big bet on the superbowl.  


FOOD BOY


Thanks a lot.


GEORGE


You know what?  Make it $205.  Buy yourself a little somethin.


FOOD BOY


Actually, sir, it's not necessary if you don't want to.  I just won a big bet on the game myself.  Three thousand dollars to be exact.  This is my last night on the job.


GEORGE (smiling)


You won three thousand dollars.  That's great.  Me too. That's funny, same amount.  Football pool.  Two-eight.  Lucky numbers.   How'd you come by your fortune?


FOOD BOY (confused, but self-assured)


Actually, I was in the Tri-delta football pool.  I bought the box that had Buffalo-2, San Francisco-8.


GEORGE (still smiling)


That's impossible.  I was in the Tri-delta pool.  There's only one person per box.  I bought the 2-8 box.  The 2-8 box was mine. 

GEORGE PULLS OUT THE YELLOW GRID WITH THE NUMBERS ON IT.  HE UNFOLDS IT AND SHOWS THE NUMBERS TO THE BOY.


GEORGE 


See that there, two-eight, George Castanza.  That's me, there I am.  Three thousand dollar winner. (He smiles widely.)

FOOD BOY TURNS THE GRID NINETY DEGREES.


FOOD BOY


You're reading it sideways.  The box you had was San Francisco 2, Buffalo 8.  I'm sorry, man, but your box is a losing box.

GEORGE, INCREDULOUS, STARES AT THE YELLOW SHEET OF PAPER.  HE BEGINS ROTATING IT MADLY IN ALL DIRECTIONS, HOLDING IT UP TO THE LIGHT LOOKING AT IT.  HE IS FRANTIC.


GEORGE.


This is impossible!  How is this possible?!  I don't believe it.  This is not possible.  I've been scammed.  I'm an idiot.  This cannot be.  (Looking at Julie)  How could you do this to me?  How could you let me do this?

JULIE IS SPEECHLESS, then:


JULIE


I--I, I don't know.  I guess I got the numbers backwards.  I--


GEORGE


I don't believe it.  A dyslexic psychic.  Only to me.  This could happen only to me.

THE FOOD BOY HAS UNLOADED ALL THE FOOD INCLUDING TWO LITERS OF EXPENSIVE WINE AND IS ON HIS WAY OUT THE DOOR.  (THE GUYS, LIKE VULTURES, HAVE BEGUN DEVOURING EVERYTHING, SPILLING SAUCE AND WINE ON JERRY'S FLOOR.)  GEORGE RUNS AFTER THE FOOD BOY.


GEORGE


Hey wait a minute. (Grabbing the food boy's arm.)  Cancel this order!  Cancel this order!  (Turning toward the GUYS who are pigging out)  Stop eating!  Stop eating!  Put that down!  (To the FOOD BOY, frantically)  Give me back my charge slip!

GEORGE GETS INTO A SKIRMISH WITH THE FOOD BOY AS HE TRIES UNSUCCESSFULLY TO PULL THE CHARGE SLIP FROM THE BOY'S HAND.  THE TWO ARE IN A TUG OF WAR.  GEORGE ENDS UP ONLY WITH A SMALL CORNER OF THE CHARGE SLIP WHICH HAS RIPPED OFF.  THE FOOD BOY CURSES HIM AND IS SOON GONE.  GEORGE LOOKS AT EVERYONE IN THE ROOM.  ALL ARE STARING AT HIM.  HE YELLS OUT THE DOOR TO THE DEPARTED FOOD BOY.


GEORGE


You know it's my three thousand dollars you won.  My three thousand dollars.  

AS GEORGE SLAMS THE DOOR, TELEPHONE RINGS.

SEINFELD ANSWERS.


SEINFELD (into phone)


Yes.  Yes.  Kramer?!  Kramer!  Yes, we saw you!  You were great. (pause)  Yeah, the one with the parachute. (pause) Yeah, and 99-and-a-half.  Where are you?  (pause) You're being held on bail?  Where?  I'm sure we can come up with the money.  How much do you need?

SEINFELD PUTS THE PHONE DOWN AWAY FROM HIS FACE AND LOOKS AT ELAINE


ELAINE


How much does he need?


SEINFELD (whispering to Elaine)


Three thousand dollars.   


SEINFELD AND ELAINE (delicately to George)


It's for you.


###


APPENDIX

Note:  ** References to farting could be replaced by belching to reduce level of vulgarity. **

Note:  Possible opening monologue for this episode of Seinfeld.


If you're a guy in America, you know that Superbowl Sunday is much more than a simple tradition.


It's the law:  on the third Sunday of every January, every American male must sit on a decaying chair in a rundown apartment surrounded by a group of beer-guzzling buddies and bowls of aged potato chips, pretending to be interested in helmeted maniacs who run around the same way they've been doing every Sunday for the preceding four months, except this time they do it between Michael Jackson songs and three-minute pepsi commercials.


This law is in the Constitution.  It's there.


Somewhere next to that thing about the right to bear arms.






