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I NT. TELEVI SION STUDI O - DAY

A wel | -dressed young man strolls casually through a

tel evision studio, flashing a sickeningly sweet smle for
the canera. He‘s dressed to the nines: suit, tie, and
shi ny bl ack shoes.

This is ALAN SM THEE, the next Sally Struthers, and he’s
here to ask for your support.

ALAN
H. [|I’mA an Smthee. You nay
remenber nme from such great filns
as Appoi ntnent with Fear and
Bl oodsucki ng Pharaohs in
Pi ttsburgh.

Sni ckering can be heard of f - caner a.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN (O S.)
Sure they will ...

Alan is hurt. He shifts to his natural voice, whiny and
effem nate, as he talks to another person behind the
caner a.

ALAN
Chris? What did he nean by that?
|’ mnot going to stand here and
put up with any sh...

The canera abruptly cuts to a nedium shot of Al an
standi ng behind a SMALL PEDESTAL. Two snmall FRAMED MOVI E
PCSTERS stand upright on the pedestal. No |arger than 8”
x 10", they are fromthe novies he just nentioned.

Al an nmusters a nostalgic, faraway | ook, as he caresses
one of the franes.

ALAN (cont’ d)
Ah. Now those were the...good old
days.

He pauses for a nonent, lingering a bit too | ong on one
of the pictures.

ALAN (cont’ d)
(rmockingly, to hinself)
Trust me, Alan. This part wll
open doors. Open doors ny...



The canera abruptly cuts to the same shot of Alan, only
| ater. He's obviously had a few nonents to regain his
conposur e.

Al an crosses his arns and taps one foot. He glances off
to his right.

The canera follows his gaze, resting on a nmenber of the
crew. the SOUND GUY. He's funbling with a boom pol e,
tangl ed i n cabl es.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN (O. S.)
Waiting for sound!

The sound guy | ooks up at the canera and flashes a quick
smle, hiding his enbarrassnent.

Anot her quick cut back to Al an, calmand confident.

ALAN (cont’ d)
Fi | mmaki ng has changed
I mreasur ably over the years.

When | was starting out, | had no
nmoney for a formal “film school”
education. | had to learn the

hard way, suffering for ny art.
The canera cuts to a close-up. Too cl ose.

ALAN (cont’ d)
(with pride)
I was an i ndependent fil mmaker.

The canera cuts back to the mediumshot. Alan’'s tie is
gone, and his top button is undone.

He wal ks over to a director’s chair and sits down.

ALAN (cont’d)
The world of indie filmcan be a
desol ate | andscape. Shunned by
famly and friends, independent
filmuakers often suffer in
silence. Al the while, they
keep their eyes fixed on the
goal : the glanorous |ife of a
pr of essi onal fil nmaker.

Al an hesitates and steps out of character. He stands
fromhis chair and addresses soneone behi nd the canera.



ALAN (cont’ d)
(frustrated)
G anorous, Chris? Do you know
what it snelled |ike on the
Ragi ng Angels set? Ass, Chris.
It snelled |ike ass. How
gl anorous is the snmell of ass?

Anot her abrupt cut, back to the nedium shot of Alan in
the director’s chair. H's two top buttons are undone.

The pedestal fromthe previous shot is suddenly beside
the chair. On its surface rests a franed bl ack & white
pi cture of a young man | oaded down with film gear

ALAN (cont’ d)
I f these independent fil nmrmakers
are to achieve their goals,
they’re going to need your help.
| " m here today on their behalf.
Wth your support, we can help
change the lives of these
struggling artists. W can give
them t he support they so
desperately need.

He stands from his chair and begi ns wal king off to the
right.

The canera cuts back to a wide shot. Al an is now wal ki ng
toward the left. The camera dollies al ongside him

ALAN (cont’ d)
O course, | could continue to
describe their suffering, but |
fear that ny words sinply
woul dn’t do their stories
justice.

He pauses beside a |large screen, the kind that teachers
used to setup in grade school to show the kids
filmstrips.

Al an steps out of character again, suddenly insecure.

ALAN (cont’ d)
Chris, | want to do that one nore
time. | want to try this thing
with my eyebrows...



Cut to medium shot of Alan, wapped up in the arns of a
burly GAFFER. Alan is sobbing, his back to the canera.
The gaffer is gently patting Alan’s back with a gl oved

hand.

GAFFER
(To Alan) No, they don’t | ook
i ke drunken caterpillars. (To
the crew) C non, you guys! G ve
hi m a break!

Abrupt cut, same shot, no gaffer.

ALAN (cont’ d)
(sull en)
Let’s watch a few behind-t he-
scene clips, showng the trials
of i ndependent fil mmaki ng.

The canera unsteadily zoons in on the blank screen.
| NT. KI TCHEN - DAY

A video canera pans around a large kitchen, taking in the
cast and crew of a snall production.

ALAN (O 9)
Young i ndependent fil mmakers
often have famlies of their own.
Est abl i shing a bal ance between
famly and fil mmaki ng can be
extrenely chal | engi ng.

The canera settles on an eager DI RECTOR speaking to a
YOUNG ACTRESS.

DI RECTOR DAD
In this scene, you re putting
away groceries. There's a killer
in the house, but you don’t know
that. | need...oblivious
intensity. Calm unaware. |
need you be the epitone of a
housew f e.

DI RECTOR S WFE (O S.)
| need you to be the epitone of a
husband and get these peopl e out
of our house. The kids are
getting hungry!



DI RECTOR DAD

(annoyed)
Five mnutes! This is the |ast
shot of the day. | prom se!

Besi des, the kids are doing fine.
The director | ooks over his shoul der.

DI RECTOR DAD (cont’d)
M chael! Keep that scrimup!

The canera pans to a group of very YOUNG CHI LDREN, the
ol dest no nore than five.

M CHAEL struggles to balance a scrimtw ce his size, as
JCEL fights with a boom pole. SAMM E and SYDNEY pl ay
with a pair of headphones.

M CHAEL
(abashed)
Sorry, Daddy.

EXT. CTY SI DEWALK - DAY

A MAN stands panting, holding a FAKE KNIFE in his right
hand. On the sidewalk at his feet lies the STILL FORM of
anot her man.

ALAN (O.9S)
Anot her chal | enge these brave
soul s face is securing | ocations.
Wthout the funds for or
know edge of permts, indie
filmakers are often forced to
shoot guerilla-style.
Unfortunately, this can yield
unpl easant consequences.

GUERI LLA DI RECTCR (O. S)
Cut!

The canera keeps rolling as the actors instantly rel ax.
The director steps into the frane.



GUERI LLA DI RECTOR (cont’ d)
(to the actor with the knife)

That was excel |l ent! Excel | ent!
W’ re going to need one nore
take. This tine, | need you to

scream at the top of your |ungs
when you stab him Don’t hold
back!

The actor nods unsteadily, |ooking over the director’s
shoul der. The director turns to see a BI CYCLE COP
wal ki ng hi s way.

The canera follows the director.

GUERI LLA DI RECTOR (cont’ d)
(stepping toward the officer)
Evening, officer. Can | help
you?

Bl CYCLE COP
You runnin’ the show here?

GUERI LLA DI RECTOR
Yes, Ssir. I"’mthe director.

Bl CYCLE COP
W’ ve received sone noise
conplaints fromthe residents.
You' re going to have to pack up

GUERI LLA DI RECTOR

(nervous)
Pack up? Absolutely. One nore
take, and we’'ll be on our way.
Bl CYCLE COP

By pack up, | nmean pack up. Now.

GUERI LLA DI RECTOR
| understand, but...

BI CYCLE COP
Do you even have a permt for al
this?

The cop reaches for his CITATION BOOK. The director
makes eye contact with the cameraman and nods.



GUERI LLA DI RECTOR
Permt? Ah...yeah. Sure. 1’ve
got it right...herel

The director takes off down the street at a DEAD RUN

The cop drops his citation book to the ground and gives
chase. The camera stays in place, but swivels to foll ow
t he chase.

The pursuit ends as the cop TACKLES the director. Wth
his face pressed agai nst the sidewal k, the director
YELLS.

GUERI LLA DI RECTOR
Acti on!

The CAMERA qui ckly SW VELS back to two confused actors.

LOCATI ON CAMERAMAN (O. S)
C non! Action!

The actor with the knife | ooks at his counterpart and
pl unges the fake knife into his stomach. He lets out a
PRI MAL ROAR as the dead man clunsily slunps to the

gr ound.

I NT. APARTMENT LI VI NG ROOM - N GHT

A young actress’s face fills the screen. Her hair and
makeup | ook as though they were done in the dark
Wthout a mirror. By a trained nonkey.

She’s smling flirtatiously, loving the Iinelight.

ALAN (O 9S)
Yet anot her significant struggle
of indie filmmking is finding an
audi ence. W thout an audi ence,
many budding fil nmakers fail to
realize the nerit of their work.

The actress steps away fromthe canera, establishing a
medi um shot. She’s dressed in an Oscar-style gown,
conplete with costune jewelry.



CLOCKWORK ACTRESS
(bubbl y)

Vell, here it is. The big
premere. | just finished
editing ny first film
Introspection. 1t's based on the
true story of a beautiful young
worman, ne, who defies her
Mennonite parents to pursue a
career in acting. | had a hard
tinme | eaving anything on the
cutting roomfloor, but | was
finally able to trimit down to
223 mnutes. Wthout credits.

The canera foll ows her as she backs toward the couch.
Over her shoul der, a MAN and WOVAN are sitting together
on the couch

They are bound with DUCT TAPE and gagged w t h BANDANAS

The actress positions herself in what she thinks is the
center of the frame. She nouths the word “here?”, and
the canera nods along with the caneraman’s head.

She resunes her perfornmance, paying no heed to her
capti ves.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)
I"'ma little disappointed that no
one RSVP ed, but | was able to
rustle up a couple of lucky souls
for the big night.

She noves to stand behind the man, placing her hands on
his shoul ders. The nman’s eyes screamin terror.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)
This is Pete, ny brother.

She shifts her hands to the woman’s shoul ders, smling in
appreci ati on.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)
And this is Alex, ny only friend.

Al ex starts struggling. A gruff voice erupts from behind
t he canera

BULLDOG (O S.)
Hey!



Al ex’s eyes w den, as an enornous KNI FE creeps into the
left side of the shot.

BULLDOG (O. S., cont’d)
You gonna hold still, or you need
alittle help?

Al ex freezes. The knife eases out of the shot.
BULLDOG (O ' S., cont’d)
That’ s what | thought. (Suddenly
sweet) Go ahead, princess.

The actress beans. She tilts her head to one side.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS

Bul | dog, sweetheart, 1’'d be | ost
wi t hout you. Thank God for the
I nternet!

She bl ows hima kiss. Suddenly, she renenbers her
audi ence and resunes the perfornmance.

The actress noves to stand in front of the couch, facing
her captives. When she taps into her enotional
reservoi r, hands over her heart, it’s readily apparent
why no one RSVP ed.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)

| would Iike to thank you, ny

fans, for show ng your unwavering
support. The day will cones when

this face graces screens all over

the world. And when it does,

"1l think back to this day, to

the real reason I’mdoing this.

She pauses for effect. Al ex and Pete remain perfectly
still, their eyes shifting to the man hol ding the canera.

CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)
|’ mdoing it for you.

She reaches for a roll of SCOTCH TAPE. She uses it tape
her captives’ eyes open.

She then reaches for the renote control. Pointing it at
the DVD pl ayer, she presses pl ay.
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CLOCKWORK ACTRESS (cont’ d)
And now, on with the show.

Al ex and Pete screamthrough their gags.

| NT. BASEMENT - N GHT

DANNY stands in front of the camera, dressed in JEDI
ROBES and brandi shing a store-bought LI GHTSABER. A

StarFleet INSIGNIA is pinned to his chest, and a
COVWUNI CATOR is clipped to his belt.

KARL, a closet sci-fi geek, stands behind the canera,
adj usting the zoom

KARL (O S.)
Dude, this isn’t going to work
DANNY
Just shut up, Karl! It will too
wor k!
ALAN (O 9)

In an attenpt to enulate their

i dol's, many aspiring fil nmakers
struggle with the el usive beast
that is...special effects.

Danny assunes a battle stance.

DANNY
Alright. | need you to throw
that nerf ball at nme. 1’11 tell

you when to go.
He cl oses his eyes and takes a series of deep breaths.
KARL (O S.)

This is stupid, dude. W should
be nodeling the cruiser.

DANNY
Dammt, Karl! W have to do this
first! | need to practice

tracking nmotion in After Effects.
KARL (O. S.)

C nmon, Danny! Admit it. You
don’t know what you’re doing.
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DANNY
(expl osi ve)
Yes | do, Karl! This is exactly
how Lucasfil m does it.

KARL (Q. S.)
Says who?

DANNY
(wi th authority)
The force dot net, that’'s who!

There's a nonent of silence behind the camera. Karl's
just questioned that which is never questioned, and he
knows it.

KARL (O.S.)
(abashed)
My bad, dude. | didn’t know.
DANNY
Well, you do now.

Danny resunes his battle stance.

DANNY (cont’ d)
Alright. Let’s do this thing.

He takes anot her deep breath, closes his eyes, and
exhal es steadily.

When he opens his eyes, the focus and determ nation
behind themis frighteningly serious.

DANNY (cont’ d)

Engage.
Pause.

KARL (O S.)
VWhat ?

DANNY

(i nmpatient)

Engage!

KARL (O. S.)

You can't do that, dude. You
can’'t cross universes |like that.
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DANNY

(shouting)
Just shut up and throw t he damm
bal |, Karl!

A NERF BALL cones flying into frame and beans Danny
bet ween t he eyes.

He drops the |ightsaber as his hands go to his face.

DANNY
Ow, Karl! Not so hard!

KARL (Q. S.)
Track that, ass goblin.

EXT. RED CRCSS - DAY

The instantly recogni zable Red Cross logo fills the
frame. The canera pans down to the profile of a young
man, our desperate director, md-stride

ALAN (O 9)
And all indie filmuakers |earn
early on the struggl es associ ated
with financing a novie.

G RLFRIEND (O S.)
You sure you' re up for this,
baby. You don’t | ook so hot?

DESPERATE DI RECTOR
"Il do what needs to be done.

This novie is ny ticket, ny E
Mar i achi

G RLFRIEND (O S.)
Mmmm.. Say it again...

He pauses m d-stride and does his best Antoni o Bander as.

DESPERATE DI RECTOR
My... El Mariachi ...

She giggles, and they start wal ki ng agai n.

When they reach the front door, he pauses and turns to
his girlfriend.
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DESPERATE DI RECTOR
Wait here, beautiful. "1l be
back in a few

He wi nks and ki sses at the canera, before turning and
entering the building.

She turns and starts | ooking around the parking | ot
t hrough the canera | ense.

G RLFRIEND (O S.)
(to herself)
El Mariachi... EIl Mariachi ...

She gi ggl es agai n.

Then, hearing the door open behind her, she turns to see
the director being escorted fromthe building by a nurse.

DESPERATE DI RECTOR
Look! | know I’ ve already been
here twice this week. Can’t you
make an exception?

The director’s jacket is off, and he’'s in a short-sleeve
shirt. Track marks are visible on both arns from so many
donat i ons.

NURSE
l"msorry, sir. Qur policy
dictates...

DESPERATE DI RECTOR
Screw your policy! [|’ve got two
nore days with an Arriflex SR
before the rental contract
expires, and ny actor isn't
avai l abl e until Thursday! |If |
don’t extend the rental, the
whol e project falls apart!

NURSE
| truly amsorry, but there’s
not hing nore | can do.

The nurse wal ks back inside the building.

The young director spins around, huffs, and turns back to
the building. He raises his arns.
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DESPERATE DI RECTOR
(shouting)
Come on! There's got to be
sonmet hing I can donat e!

Wth his arnms still in the air, he pauses to | ook down at
his crotch.

I NT. TELEVI SI ON STUDI O - DAY

Alan is sitting in the director’s chair again, nmedium
shot. His sleeves are rolled up, and his shiny black
shoes have been replaced by a pair of Converse Al -Stars.

He opens his nouth to deliver a line, but stops at the
direction of soneone behind the canera.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN ( Q. S.)
Waiting for sound!

The canera pans over to the sound guy again, still
wrapped up in his cables. This tine, he snaps.

SOUND GUY
Look! You want sound, you're
gonna shut the hell up and wait
patiently, or so help nme God I
wi |l beat you and beat you with
this boom pole until you bl eed!

The entire set goes absolutely silent. Very slowy, the
canmera pans back to a stunned Al an.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN

(quietly)
We'll roll in just a mnute.

Cut to Alan in the director’s chair, back in character

He’s laying it on thick now, despite his dishevel ed
appearance. He nusters up all the fake enption in his B-
novi e bag of tricks.

ALAN
Ri ght now, there are thousands of
i ndependent fil mmakers all over
the world, struggling to get by.
They can’t do it on their own,
but you can hel p.
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He stands and wal ks to the pedestal. This time, a | aptop
conputer sits in place of the picture.

ALAN (cont’ d)
(i nmpl oring)
Logon to the Internet today and
visit this website.

He gestures to the bottom of the screen, where the URL
www. t enper edzeal ot . com appears.

ALAN (cont’ d)
By making a snmall donati on,
you' | | becone a part of a grow ng
effort to enmpower independent
filmeakers, turning their dreans
into a reality.

Agai n, he breaks out of character. The enbtion’s gone.

ALAN (cont’ d)
[’msorry, Chris, but this is
pathetic. This is truly...

Abrupt cut to close-up of Alan. The enotion’s back.

ALAN (cont’ d)
In the end, though, it’s not
about the noney. It’s about the
pride that these filmuakers wll
know when they | ook up at the big
screen and see their nanes, their
stories, their dreans.

Once nore, out of character. Enotion gone.

ALAN (cont’ d)
Speaki ng of noney, when am |
getting paid for this gig? 1[I’ ve
got a car paynent due next week
and I'ma little short.

CHRIS (O 9)
Actual ly, 1’ve been neaning to
talk to you about that. | didn't

get as nuch birthday noney as |
t hought | was going to this year,
and...
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ALAN
(wary)
Chris? | amagetting paid for
this, right? Chris?

CHRIS (O S)
Absol utely. Just as soon as | ...

Alan grows. Wthout another word, he turns and wal ks
of f the set.

Chris cones into frame, follow ng Al an

CHRI S
Cone on, Alan! You can't | eave!
W' re al nost done!

A door slanms in the distance. Chris stops short and
| oners his head.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN ( Q. S)
What now, chief?

Chris turns to | ook at the canera.

Cut to a close-up of a black & white 8" x 10" headshot of
Al an Smthee. The nouth has been cut out, and Chris’s
i ps protrude through the hole.

CHRI S/ ALAN
The journey of a thousand mles
begins with one step, and the
production that will nmake an
i ndependent fil mraker’s career
begins with one small donati on.
Visit this website today. Mke a
difference in a young fil mmaker’s
life.

Cut to a nediumshot of the director’s chair and

pedestal. Chris and his canmeraman are striking the set.
The canera is still running.
CHRI S

Il load the footage into

Prem ere this week. Should have
the first cut edited before the
weekend.
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STUDI O CAMERAMAN
You got rel eases from everyone,
right?

CHRI S
Rel eases?

STUDI O CAMERANVAN
Yeah. Signed consent forns.
Permi ssion to show the finished

pr oduct ?
CHRI S
Oh, releases! Sure. Sure.
|’ ve...uh...1"ve got those in ny
car.

The caner aman shakes his head as he folds up the chair.

STUDI O CAMERAMAN
Look, | was afraid to say
anyt hi ng, but sound on that | ast
shot was all over the place. |
don’t know if we can use it.

Chris picks up the pedestal. Both nmen walk toward the
canera and out of frane.

CHRIS (O S.)
Not a problem I'IIl fix it in
post .

THE END



