
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Once More That Soap 
By Joe Palana 

  



BLACKNESS: 
There is a flick of a light switch 
 
INT. SMALL APARTMENT 
Open on a typewriter in a circle of pale light from a single bare 
lightbulb overhead. The typewriter is near the window of a small 
sparsely decorated apartment room. This opening sequence should all 
be filmed in high contrast black and white. 
 
There is the sound of a door being shut and Detective Rick 
HOLLOWWAY enters the circle of light and sits at the typewriter. He 
is dressed like typical 50’s noir detective, trench coat, fedora, and 

cigarette filling the room with a light haze. He begins typing. 
 

HOLLOWAY (VO) 
Things started, as they tend to do, with a 

dame. She walked in on two legs like ladders 
stretched all the way to heaven. She carried  
herself well, like she came from money. You 

knew right away she had dough. She stunk of it, 
like a bakery.  But she also had eyes, eyes that  

cut through you and examined every part of you 
like a surgeon’s scalpel. Yeah, she had the eyes  

and the dough, and of course a big problem. Dames 
like that they never drop in just to say hello. Her 

fiancé, it turns out had gotten into some trouble with 
some rough customers and she was willing to share 

his trouble with me. Little did I know at the time that 
I would barely make it of this one with my- 

 
There is an audible CREAK from the background 
 

HOLLOWAY (Out Loud, Hushed) 
Shit. 

 
A GUNSHOT and HOLLOWAY slumps over the typewriter. His body is 
pushed aside and another almost identical DETECTIVE takes his seat 
and begins typing. 
 

DETECTIVE (VO) 
Holloway was good, one of the best. But eventually 

even the best slip up and crack, and when they crack 
I’m like the jackhammer that tears that crack apart. I 



caught up with him just in time but I was careful not to 
make the same mis- 

 
A GUNSHOT. The second detective slumps over, dead, on the 
typewriter. Another 50’s GUMSHOE pushes him off to the opposite 
side that Holloway was pushed to and takes his place. He begins to 
type 
 

GUMSHOE (V.O.) 
This dame walked into my life and she was like a shark 
and I was a goat defenseless in her path because goats  
can’t swim. She told me she had already given her case 

to Holloway and another detective, but she was sure they 
were more crooked than a vulture’s walking stick, and she 

needed someone she could trust. Someone who wouldn’t 
slip up. It was no easy job let me tell you, and I only barely  

made out with my- 
 
A GUNSHOT. The gumshoe’s lifeless body is thrown from his chair and 
another private DICK takes his place. He begins to type. 
 

DICK 
You’ve got to have street smarts if you want to survive  

in this business. I- 
 
A GUNSHOT. The dick’s head hits the typewriter. He is pushed aside 
by another slick SLEUTH. The man begins to type. 
 

SLEUTH 
Dames and money are trouble, and me, I always  

preferred my trouble in a little flask in my breast  
pocket. That way you can keep a lid on it if it gets  
out hand which is more than you can say about the 

other two. Also you can drink it, and- 

 
A GUNSHOT. The sleuth is pushed aside and another SEAMUS takes 
his spot. Start zooming out as identical noir detectives kill each other 
and take their spot at the typewriter and the cycle repeats.  
 
While this cycle repeats and the camera zooms out, a different voice 
over begins, younger, more eager, and less grizzled than those of the 
detectives. 
 



CHARLIE (VO) 
And then it just keeps going on like that, with the  
Different detectives just piling up on each other.  

Isn’t that great?!  
 
A female voice, the cycle still continues. 
 

DEB (VO) 
They just keep killin’ each other like that? 

 
CHARLIE (VO) 

Yeah, and then at the end of it you cut back to 

that little room and it’s just filled with all these 
dead 50’s detectives. It’s like it’s gone full circle. 

So I’ve got the perfect beginning and end to this 
Thing I’ve just got to start writing it. 

 
DEB (VO) 

But what happens in the middle? 
 
EXT. COFFEE SHOP-MORNING 
 
Cut to a close up Charlie (everything is now in color). He is young, 

with short black hair and a fairly expensive suit on. His brow is 
furrowed with concern. 
 

CHARLIE 
The middle? 

 
Zoom out to show him sitting at small table outside of a little coffee 
shop. Across from him is his old friend, Deb. She is a wearing a nice 
sundress and a large straw hat to block the sun. She is oddly ethereal. 
 

DEB 

Well, you’ve got have a middle bit, don’t you? 
Isn’t that where the story comes in? 

 
Charlie appears annoyed. 

CHARLIE 
Sure, I mean of course there’s a middle bit! 

I’ve just to work it out first, but the middle’s 
the easiest part. Everyone knows that. That’s 
still a fine beginning and end I’ve got, right? 



 
She’s not sure what to say 
 

DEB 
It’s certainly an interesting idea. 

 
Their coffees are put in front of them by a waiter. Charlie reaches for 
a pack of sugar and replies to Deb animatedly frequently becoming too 
worked up to open the sugar packet and having to start all over again. 
 

CHARLIE 
Well, it’s the only interesting idea I’ve had in  

months, Deb! You have no idea what it’s like  
writing that drivel day in and day out. I was  

only supposed to be there for a few months to 
get some easy money and focus on my own 

writing. The real stuff. But it’s been three years! 
Three years, Deb!  

 
He finally opens his sugar packet, and is about to pour it into his 
coffee. 
 

CHARLIE 

Hey at least I’ve got a beginning and end to something. 
That’s more than a lot of people, I can tell you that!  

You’ve got to know how things begin and end. 
 
Suddenly: 
 

DEB 
Charlie, NO! 

 
He freezes, still about to pour in his packet. There is a beat where he 
just looks terrified. 

 
DEB 

That’s not sugar, it’s salt. 
 
She laughs. Charlie looks relieved and puts the open packet down, a 
little bit of salt pouring onto the table.  Zoom in on the salt packet. 
 

CHARLIE 
What kind of person would do that? 



 
DEB 

Do what? 
 

CHARLIE 
Put the salt in with the sugar. 

 
Deb laughs, but Charlie is very serious. 
 

DEB 
I’m sure it was an honest mistake, Charlie. 

 

CHARLIE  
You’re so naïve, Deb. So innocent and trusting, but 

That’s not how things are. Sometimes I think you’re 
Too sweet for this world of ours. 

 
DEB 

Then I guess I can pass on my sugar and avoid 
The whole mess altogether! 

 
CHARLIE 

You joke, but- 

 
DEB 

That’s right, I do joke. And you could do the same, 
What with being a comedy writer and all. Jesus Christ 

Charlie, lighten up!  
 

CHARLIE 
That’s not comedy and you know it, Deb. 

 
She grabs his wrist encouragingly.  
 

DEB 
Well, maybe it could be. 

 
He shakes his head sadly.  
 

CHARLIE 
Deb, the tween to teen sitcom is barren wasteland where 
comedy goes to die a slow painful death. I’m not gonna  

be able to change that. 



 
Deb is annoyed by his pessimism. 
 

DEB 
Hmph, with an attitude like that no wonder! 

 
He puts his finger on the little bit of salt on the table and then licks 
his finger absentmindedly. He scowls. 
 

CHARLIE 
Bitter.  

 

He thinks for a moment, and smirks a little to himself. 
 

CHARLIE 
Fitting, I guess. 

 
Deb cracks a smile but she’s still annoyed with his attitude. 

 
DEB 

Alright just quit then, sourpuss. Then you can 
Have time to work out your middle bit and be  

Happy. 

 
He looks at his watch and stands up. 
 

CHARLIE 
If I quit now, who will pay for our little coffee dates? 

 
He laughs and throws a hundred dollar bill onto the table, over the 
salt.  
 

CHARLIE 
Keep the change. 

 
He starts walking away. Deb shakes her head and takes a long sip of 
coffee, enjoying the sun. 
 
EXT. STREET 
Cut to Charlie walking down the street, suddenly a homeless man 
comes up to him, gets very close to his face, and grabs his hand. 
 

HOMELESS MAN 



Have you seen my brontosaurus?! 
 

CHARLIE 
Huh? 

 
HOMELESS MAN 

No worries, you will soon enough. 
 

CHARLIE 
Sorry? 

 
HOMELESS MAN 

Nah, I’m not sorry about nothing. My conscience 
is purer and freer than a ladybug’s landlord. Ol’ Bill’s 

going into this world the way he came out. No regrets 
and a lot of wrinkles, am I right brother? 

 
Ol’ Bill laughs heartily to himself, letting go of Charlie’s hands. Charlie 
doe not look comfortable with his situation. 
 

OL’ BILL 
You’ve got to be the same way, brother. Your sins are 
written all over you. You’ve got wipe that chalkboard 

clean before the chalk dust fills your lungs. 
 
He grabs Charlie’s hands again. 
 

OL’ BILL 
You’ve got to do it. Do it for Ol’ Bill! Free yourself 

now while you still can.  
 

CHARLIE 
Listen, man. I don’t have money for you I’m sorry. 

 

Ol’ Bill let’s go and buckles over with laughter. He straightens up and 
begins slowly stepping backwards as he speaks. 
 

OL’ BILL 
I don’t want your money, brother. Ol’ Bill don’t need your money. 

Money’s no problem for me. I’m all set. You see… 
 

He’s now standing in the middle of the street, and he throws his arms 
out wide as he says: 



 
OL’ BILL 

I’m gonna be a star! 
 
He is instantly hit by a car. 
 
Charlie eyes are wide with horror and his mouth is open. 
 
There is a big cymbal crash. 
 
EXT. WISNEY STUDIO 
 

Cut to a golden arch at the entrance of a big Hollywood studio 
shimmering in the sunlight. There is another large cymbal crash and 

title appears above the arch in big bold white letters “ONCE MORE 
THAT SOAP”. It hangs there for a moment. 
  
INT. WISNEY STUDIO 
Cut to the outline of a TV showing an episode of Charlie’s show 
“Privlag’d”. KELLI GRACE, teen pop-star extraordinaire, is in the 
middle of consoling her friend OLIVER, a thin blonde boy with 
carefully styled hair, in what appears to be the dramatic conclusion of 
this episode. The acting is faker than fake. 

 
KELLI 

Oliver, I’m sorry I called you a total dweeb bag 
for getting a hundred on that math test. 

 
Pre-recorded Aww noises 

 
OLIVER 

It’s okay, Kelli. Math is pretty dweeby I guess. 
 
Laugh track. 

 
KELLI 

No, Oliver. Like I’m good at being a world famous 
rock star, and shopping, and stuff, and you’re  

really good at books and math and boring stuff. 
It’s all part of the same thing. 

 
OLIVER 

You think? 



 
KELLI 

Yeah! You know I’ve got looks, fame, and musical talent, 
And while it’s not as important, you’ve got intelligence. 
And I insulted that intelligence by calling you a dweeb 

Bag. I guess that makes me the dweeb bag, huh? 
 

Laugh track 
 

OLIVER 
You were just being honest, Kelli! 

 

Laugh track 
 

KELLI 
 Ha ha yeah. But I still felt bad. So I wrote you this totally 
Awesome song called, “I’m Insulting Your Intelligence!”  

Hit it! 
 
She pulls a guitar from nowhere, most of her clothes fall off, and she 
is now on a stage for no reason lip-synching and air-playing a 
derivative pop song to Oliver who looks blown away. 
 

Pan down from the TV Set in the top corner of the studio lobby, as 
Charlie walks in.  
 

SECURITY GUARD 
Mornin’ Mr. Haddock! 

 
From the second Charlie walks into the studio he just appears 
defeated.  
 

CHARLIE 
Mornin’ Bill. 

 
He looks up at the TV just as they’re showing the end credits of the 
episode. It says in big white letters, “Written by Charles Haddock”. He 
sighs heavily. 
 
INT. ELEVATOR 
Cut to Charlie standing alone in the Elevator. He stands there looking 
forward emotionlessly. He looks down. In the corner of the elevator a 
mushroom has started growing. He stares at it.  



 
INT. OFFICE 
The elevator doors open and Charlie walks out onto his floor. He takes 
a few steps and then his co-writer NEIL slides onscreen from the side 
smiling mischievously. Neil is much taller than Charlie 
 

CHARLIE 
Morning Neil. 

 
NEIL 

I’m building a boat.  
 

He winks at Charlie. Charlie is confused. 
 

CHARLIE 
A- Are you? 

 
NEIL 

Oh yes. 
 
Charlie still doesn’t get it. Neil doesn’t appear as if he will say anymore. He is just 
smiling and rocking slightly. Charlie begins to speak but Neil cuts him off. 
 

NEIL 
We’re setting sail any minute now. 

 
He winks again, and raises his eyebrows suggestively. 
 

CHARLIE 
Neil, I- 

 
NEIL 

Hope you brought your wet suit! 
 

He motions with his head toward the back of the room. Charlie looks where he has 
indicated. 
 
In the back of the office, the knob of the water cooler has been taped down and it is 
continuously pouring out water. 
 
Neil claps his hands delightedly.  
 

NEIL 
We’ll fill up the whole floor! Then we can splash  
About and make a mess of things. Can’t write if  



The paper’s wet! 
 
He laughs. 
 

NEIL 
That’ll show ‘em, eh Charlie? 

 
CHARLIE 

Neil, it can only pour out as much water as was in the 
Cooler in the first place. It won’t fill up the whole floor. 

 
This news puts an end to Neil’s high spirits. He looks down sadly. 
 

NEIL 
Oh. 

 
Charlie puts an arm around him. 

CHARLIE 
That’s okay. It was a very good idea anyway. 

 
He looks up at Charlie reverently. 
 

NEIL 
Yeah? 

 
Charlie can’t dare to disappointment the poor soul. 
 

CHARLIE 
Of course, buddy. Let’s get on with it I suppose. 

 
They start to walk away, Charlie still with arm around Neil. The sound 
of the water cooler emptying itself is audible in the background. 
 
INT. WRITER’S ROOM 
 

Cut to a silent group of writer’s sitting around a table deep in thought. 
Finally a pudgy, sweaty one breaks the silence: 
 

GREG 
What if we end it with a musical number?! 

 
Charlie’s head hits the table and he does not have the energy nor 
desire to lift it back up again. 
 



INT. BREAK ROOM 
 
Cut to Charlie leaning against a wall and eating a sandwich. Neil 
walks up to him and leans next to the wall beside him. He has a leg of 
chicken and a jar of mayonnaise. He keeps moving the chicken around 
in the mayo but he doesn’t take a bite out of it. 
 

NEIL 
Charlie? 

 
CHARLIE 

Yeah, Neil? 

 
NEIL 

Do you ever think about purple? 
 

CHARLIE 
Purple, Neil? 

 
NEIL 

Yeah, Charlie. Can you think of a world without purple? 
No plums, no petunias. Sunsets would have a different 

Flavor, y’know. 

 
CHARLIE 

What makes you think of this Neil? 
 

NEIL 
Oh you know. Just purple. 

 
He moves around his chicken in mayo. 
 

NEIL 
It’s weird that we call it purple or any other color. 

You can’t really describe it to someone without using 
It to explain it. We could all see colors completely different 

And nobody would know. My purple might not be your  
Purple y’know.  

 
He moves his chicken some more. 
 

NEIL 
I hope we have the same purple, Charlie. 



 
CHARLIE 

I’m sure we do, Neil.  
 

NEIL 
Oh good. That makes everything easier. 

 
CHARLIE 

How do you mean? 
 

NEIL 
Just us having the same purple and all. Should 

I call my mom and tell her? 
 

CHARLIE 
Probably not, Neil. 

 
NEIL 

Oh, alright. I just don’t want her to worry.  
 

He takes out his chicken fully and just watches the mayonnaise drip 
off it for a moment. Finally he sighs and puts it back in the jar. 
 

NEIL 
Hey! 

 
CHARLIE 

Yeah? 
 

NEIL 
What color Ninja Turtle would Donatello be if there 

Wasn’t any purple? 
 

Charlie shrugs. 

 
NEIL 

What would it be Charlie? 
 

CHARLIE 
I dunno… Yellow maybe? 

 
Neil starts laughing and lets a little mayo fall onto the floor. 
 



NEIL 
Charlie, please. Such a kidder. 

 
He stands there a moment and then laughs to himself. 
 

NEIL 
Yellow. That’s why you’re the best writer here Charlie 

You know that? 
 

CHARLIE 
You think so? Well I finished my sandwich… 

 

He starts to make like he’s going to leave the break room. 
 

NEIL 
Wait. Charlie, do you wanna go down to the floor for a 

Bit and watch ‘em film? 
 
The idea noticeably bothers Charlie. 
 

CHARLIE 
I dunno, Neil. You know, I hate watching it in action. 

 

NEIL 
Oh, I know it’s awful, but come on it’s got to be better 

Than going back to the writer’s room. Plus I hear  
Kelli’s outfit is gonna be real skimpy today. 

 
He grins at Charlie slyly. 
 

CHARLIE 
She’s like sixteen and horrible, Neil.  

 
Neil is saddened slightly by this remark. 

 
NEIL 

You don’t think I have a chance with her, do you? 
 

CHARLIE 
Don’t you have a wife? 

 
NEIL 

Oh I do, but there’s my wife and then there’s love, 



You know. She’s the Kelli Grace. 
 

CHARLIE 
That’s not love, Neil. 

 
NEIL 

But- But- But she’s Kelli Grace. Of course I love her. 
Everyone loves her. We have the same purple, Charlie.  

You have to understand this.  
 

Charlie looks at Neil sadly.  
 

CHARLIE 
I get ya, Neil. You wanna go to the floor? 

 
Neil gives him a big puppy dog smile. 
 

NEIL 
I do! 

 
He puts his jar of mayonnaise on a countertop, out in the open with 
the chicken leg still poking out of it.  
 

CHARLIE 
You’re not gonna finish that. 

 
NEIL 

I can’t, Charlie. No Salt. 
 

He walks past Charlie out of the room. Charlie lingers a moment 
looking concerned.  
 
INT. PRODUCTION FLOOR 
Cut to an episode of “Privlag’d” being taped. Oliver’s overly stupid 

sidekick DUNCAN is the focus, currently being filmed from the waist 
up. He has a bowl cut, a tie-dye shirt, and suspenders. He over-acts 
spectacularly. 
 
He hands a package to Kelli. 

 
DUNCAN 

I remembered to get Kelli’s new guitar strings. 
 



He hands a package to Oliver. 
 

DUNCAN 
I remembered to get Oliver’s new calculator. 

 
He looks very proud of himself. 
 

DUNCAN 
And you guys say I’m forgetful. Well you better 

Give me a spin, cuz I am so on top of things. 
 

KELLI 

Um, Duncan. Your pants? 
 

Duncan looks down and his suspenders are buckled to his tighty-
whiteys. He makes an exaggerated face and delivers his catch phrase. 
 

DUNCAN 
Oh CHICKEN NUGGETS! 

 
He holds his goofy face an uncomfortable minute, as there is no laugh 
track yet. 

 

DIRECTOR (O.S) 
Cut! Good take guys. 

 
Pan to Charlie and Neil watching. Neil is in awe. Charlie looks 
disgusted. 
 

CHARLIE (under his breath) 
We used the same joke last season. And 

The one before that. 
 

NEIL 

What was that, Charlie? 
 

CHARLIE 
Nothing Neil. 

 
Neil looks lovingly at Kelli, who, now out of character, is berating a 
makeup woman.  
 

NEIL 



Isn’t she beautiful? She’s like if an angel had sex with 
A song bird. 

 
CHARLIE 

That would just be a winged abomination, Neil. 
 
Neil doesn’t notice this. 

NEIL 
You’re right, Charlie. She is perfect.  

 
The actor playing Duncan notices them watching and excitedly gets up 
and makes his way over to Charlie. Off camera Duncan is much more 

subdued and very well-spoken. 
 

DUNCAN 
Mr. Haddock? 

 
Charlie is surprised to be addressed by an actor. Neil can’t believe it, 
he’s so excited. 
 

CHARLIE 
Huh? Oh, Markie, hey. What’s up? 

 

DUNCAN 
Please, Mr. Haddock. We must preserve the illusion. 

Leave it as Duncan for now.  
 

CHARLIE 
Really? 

 
DUNCAN 

Can I speak to you for a moment? 
 

CHARLIE 

Yeah, sure. 
 
Duncan motions toward Neil. 
 

CHARLIE 
Oh, right. Hey Neil, I think you can get a better view of 

Kelli from that angle. 
 

NEIL 



Good call, partner. 
 
He pats Charlie on the back and runs off excitedly. 
 

CHARLIE 
Now look, uh, Duncan, if this is about getting more lines 

You know I can’t really- 
 

DUNCAN 
It’s not about something so trivial, Mr. Haddock. 

 
CHARLIE 

Charlie. 
 

DUNCAN 
It isn’t so simple, Charlie. 

 
CHARLIE 

What’s up? 
 

DUNCAN 
I just wanted to let you know you have an ally. 

 

CHARLIE 
A what? 

 
DUNCAN 

We both know the show is shit. It’s beneath a man  
Of your talent, and if you ever want to take it down 

I can be of great help to you. 
 

CHARLIE 
Why would you wanna end it? You have nothing to gain. 

 

DUNCAN 
The same reason I joined the cast in the first place. The 
Universe is constantly moving towards a state of more  

And more disorder, Mr. Haddock. It’s more energetically  
Favorable that way. I’m an agent of Chaos, Charlie. It’s 

What the universe needs. Think about my offer. 
 

He walks away, leaving Charlie bemused. Charlie looks down and 
there is a white powder where Duncan was standing. After staring at 



it a moment, he starts to bend down to put a finger in it and see what 
it is.  
 

VOICE (O.S.) 
Charlie! 

 
Charlie looks up. A large man with a bass guitar is coming over to 
him. 
 

CHARLIE 
Hey, Lee! 

 

LEE 
Can I talk to you? 

 
CHARLIE 

Yeah, sure. (under his breath) Anyone else? 
 

LEE  
Can you come into my studio?  

 
Charlie hesitates. He looks at Neil, who is blindly admiring Kelli, who 
is now hitting her make up woman wildly.  

 
CHARLIE  
Alright. 

 
INT. RECORDING STUDIO 
Cut to Charlie and Lee sitting at a soundboard in a recording studio.  
 

CHARLIE  
What’s up Lee? 

 
LEE 

Alright look. 
 
He turns on a little TV in the room showing a muted episode of 
“Privlag’d” in the midst of a big musical finale. 
 

CHARLIE 
It’s an episode of Privlag’d. 

 
LEE 



Right. You looking at it? 
 

CHARLIE 
Uh huh. 

 
LEE 

Alright, now listen. 
 
He turns on the sound to play the cheesy pop song. 
 

LEE 
Notice a difference. 

 
CHARLIE 

Before only my eyes were offended but now my ears 
Are invited to the party? 

 
Lee is getting a little worked up. 

 
LEE 

No, listen! 
 

They listen. Charlie doesn’t know what he’s getting at. 

 
LEE 

It’s all bass! The hook, everything. You can  
Clearly hear that! 

 
CHARLIE 

Yeah. 
 

LEE 
Now look on the stage. Notice anything missing? 

The drummer’s thrashing around like a rhino in heat. 

The guitars are having a grand old time, plugged in or 
Not, and the singers are gypping and gyrating all up 
And down the stage in a sea of prepubescent frenzy 

But you know what I don’t see? 
 

CHARLIE 
A bassist? 

 



LEE 
A fucking bassist! 

 
CHARLIE 

Hey man what do you want me to do about it? 
 

LEE 
It’s just not right Charlie! The bassist is always the first one 

Left out of these things. What are kids gonna think that  
Those sounds just came outta nowhere? It sends the wrong  

Message. 
 

CHARLIE 
Lee, this show sends all kinds of wrong messages. Look- 

 
LEE 

I’m not saying you need to have me playing the bass up 
There. I’m fine where I am behind the curtain, but at  

Least put some kinda glittery lady boy toy up there with 
One in his hand. I know I don’t got the mass sex appeal  

I use to but some things is important you know? 
 

CHARLIE 

I’m just a writer Lee. I agree with you, but I can’t do 
Anything. 

 
LEE 

I saw you talking to the dumb one in his skivvies.  
I figured you might have a little more pull now 

Y’know? 
 

CHARLIE 
Not really, Lee. Sorry. I’ll see what I can do though. 

 

LEE 
Thanks Charlie. With a show like this it’s important 

To have your principles. 
 
INT. CLUB 
Cut to Charlie and Deb having drinks at a trendy club. She still has her 
sun hat on inside. She has a fruity cocktail, and he has a marguerite 
with salt on the rim. They are sitting opposite each other at a little 
table on the periphery of the dance floor. 



 
CHARLIE 

It’s horrible, Deb. Just horrible.  
 

DEB 
Yeah I think you might have mentioned that before. 

 
She flashes him a smile. 
 

CHARLIE 
I’m a regular broken record, huh? Sorry, Deb.  

 

DEB 
No need for apologies. A real broken record can’t choose 

To stop skipping. That’s an important difference to 
Note. 

 
CHARLIE 

I suppose you’re right. 
 

DEB 
Speaking of which, I was at the store today 

And I just… I just couldn’t believe who I saw 

But there was this guy he looked like just  
What’s his name from that big movie…  

You know. 
 

CHARLIE 
Your specificity astounds. 

 
DEB 

You know who I mean though, right? 
 

CHARLIE 

Not really. But you saw a movie star? Shouldn’t 
That not be as exciting after living here so long. 

 
DEB 

No but I didn’t see a movie star. You’re not listening 
Charlie. I saw a guy that looked just like him. 

Exactly like him.  Isn’t that more exciting?! I mean what 
 are the odds that someone else would look like just that? 
And one of them’s famous and one shops at the same store 



As me. Isn’t that nuts? 
 

CHARLIE 
You lead a charmed life, Deb.  

 
She takes a drink from her cocktail. He looks around and sees some 
girls he finds attractive. 
 

CHARLIE 
Hey, I’m gonna go play the I have money and work 
For TV card. One of those days, you know? I’ll catch  

you later, Deb. 

 
DEB 

Be safe! 
 
She sits there alone for a moment, perfectly content. 

 
INT. CHARLIE’S APARTMENT 
Cut to Charlie and a young attractive woman from the club, ALEX, 
stumbling into his apartment slightly drunk. They begin kissing 
passionately and make their way to the bedroom. He falls onto his 
bed, and she stares at him a moment. 

 
ALEX 

I like you. You’re not scared of the wolf man, are you? 
 

CHARLIE 
What? 

 
ALEX 

Mmm, you’re not. I can tell. Every other boy I’ve been 
With has just been so scared of that Wolf Man. 

You’re different. 

 
Charlie is too drunk to make sense of this, though it might have been 
hard for him anyway. 
 

CHARLIE 
Who’s the Wolf Man? 

 
ALEX 

Oh, you know. 



 
CHARLIE 

Is it somebody’s nickname? A Friend of yours? 
 

ALEX 
The Wolf Man doesn’t have friends. No, silly, I mean 

Like a werewolf! 
 

She then playfully jumps on him and they begin kissing again. She 
pauses for a moment.  
 

ALEX 

I’m such a big fan of your work. 
 

Charlie freezes, and goes all cold and stiff. She goes in for another 
kiss, but he just stands up and starts walking out of the bedroom. She 
gets up and follows him. 
 

ALEX 
Is something wrong? 

 
He doesn’t reply. 
 

ALEX 
Is it something I said? 

 
He opens the door to his apartment. 
 

CHARLIE 
I think you should leave. 

 
ALEX 
Oh. 

 

She starts to walk out sadly, but stands in the doorway a moment. 
 

ALEX 
You don’t have to be afraid of him, you know. He 

Can only come out when it’s a full moon out there. 
Tonight is safe. 

 
He slams the door. Cut to black 
 



INT. SET 
Cut to a close up Kelli looking into the camera oddly. 
 

OLIVER (O.S) 
Kelli, you don’t look so well. 

 
She keeps looking straight toward the camera. This is Charlie’s 
nightmare, but that doesn’t have to be too obvious. The bad acting 
should be even more extreme here, and every horrible thing Kelli says 
is delivered in a cute-sy sitcom punch line delivery. 
 

KELLI 

Uh oh. That’s probably because of my abortion! 
 

Laugh track. 
 
Cut to Oliver, who has his hands on his hips and is leaned forward at 
an odd angle. 

 
OLIVER 

Kelli, I’m a man and I don’t think that was a good idea. 
 

Cut to Kelli, now holding up a glass pipe and a bag of crack rocks and 

shrugging her shoulders. 
 

KELLI 
Well, the crack would have killed it anyway! 

 
Cut to Oliver. 
 

OLIVER 
Kel-liiii 

 
Laugh track, but the laugh track doesn’t end. Cut back to Kelli now 

laughing maniacally. Cut back to Oliver and he is also laughing 
hysterically. Cut back in forth between the two laughing, with the 
laugh track still in the background, with growing speed and intensity. 
Until suddenly, it cuts to a clown slapping a small dog in the face. 
 
INT. BEDROOM 
Cut to Charlie waking in a cold sweat, panting. Alex is next to him and 
rolls over in bed. She puts a hand on his shoulder. 
 



ALEX 
Aww, you are scared of him. All the other boys I’ve 

been with were too. 
 

He doesn’t say anything but his breathing begins to settle. 
 

ALEX 
I’m glad you let me come back. (Pause) I lied earlier. 

 
He looks at her with a bit of concern. She continues. 
 

ALEX 

About the full moon. He’s really out every night. Out 
There. I was scared too. But we’re safe here. Don’t 

Worry, about the Wolf Man. 
 

She kisses him, rolls over and falls back to sleep. He lays back in his 
bed, eyes still wide open. 
 
EXT. COFFEE SHOP 
Cut to Charlie sitting across from Deb outside the coffee place again. 
She is staring at him intently. 
 

DEB 
You had sex last night. 

 
She thinks about it some more. 
 

DEB 
And a bad dream. 

 
Charlie laughs. 
 

CHARLIE 

It’s uncanny, Deb.  
 

She laughs. 
 

DEB 
You look like you didn’t sleep a wink. And you’re jittery. 

Shaken. What was your dream about? 
 

CHARLIE 



I just dreamt of the show. But that’s not what bothered 
Me. It was the lack of subtlety. It’s like my subconscious 

Isn’t even capable of good social commentary. 
 

DEB 
I had a good dream last night. 

 
CHARLIE 
Did you? 

 
A waiter puts down there coffee. 
 

DEB 
I was at a farmer’s market, and this guy just kept 

Offering peaches, and saying “Peach for the pretty 
Lady?” It didn’t matter who passed him by, guy or 

Gal. It was still, “Peach for the pretty lady?”. I took  
One of his peaches, and even though I have the peach 

He still looks at me smiling. “Peach for the pretty lady?” 
I bite into it, and it’s amazing. The juice just kinda  

Dribbles out and it pours down my wrist. Then I get  
To the pit and I think about it for a moment and then  
Bite into it. Instead of being hard at the center, it’s  

Soft and sweet. Just the best thing I’ve ever tasted. 
 

She smiles at him. 
 

DEB 
I just made all of that up. I don’t remember my dreams! 

 
They both laugh. Charlie reaches for a packet of sugar.  
 

CHARLIE 
And this time I’ll make sure it’s sugar. 

 
He laughs to himself, but as he grabs the packet he looks up and a TV 
Inside the coffee shop catches his eye. 
 

CHARLIE 
Hey that’s Ersatz Calhouney. I went to high school with him. 

 
Deb turns around in her chair to look at the TV. 
 



Close up on the TV. ERSATZ is wearing a big white coat with fur trim 
and being given an award.  
 

COMMENTATOR (VO) 
And with that Ersatz Calhouney is awarded 

The highest award a writer can get making him 
Officially the finest writer of our time and  

Certainly of his graduating class. A real writer, 
Is Ersatz Calhouney. 

 
Cut back to Deb and Charlie watching the TV. Charlie crushes the 
sugar packet in his hand. 

 
INT. WRITER’S ROOM 

All the writer’s are talking animatedly except Charlie who’s head is 
already down in defeat. 
 

GARY 
Alright so Duncan walks in, but get this (pause for effect) 

He’s not wearing any pants! 
 

NEIL 
Hey that could work!! 

 
There are murmurs of agreement. Charlie looks like he might cry. 
 
INT. BREAK ROOM 
Cut to Charlie leaning against the wall like before. He has a sandwich 
in his hand but he can’t bring himself to eat it. Neil walks in all full of 
energy. 
 

NEIL 
Hey Charlie. Nice sandwich you got there. I 

Was wondering- 

 
CHARLIE 
Hey Neil? 

 
NEIL 

Yeah, Buddy? 
 

CHARLIE 
You wanna go out for lunch? I think I need 



To get out of here for a bit. 
 

NEIL 
Oh boy, an adventure! 

 
Neil looks excited. 

 
INT. DINER 
Cut to a close up of the face of a large woman sobbing hysterically and 
wailing. The hushed voice of her husband is trying to comfort her. 
 

HUSBAND (VO) 

Honey, please. 
 

Zoom out to reveal the couple sitting at a booth in the back of a diner. 
The small mousy husband continues trying to comfort his hysterical 
wife.  
 
Charlie and Neil are sitting at the bar of the diner. Everyone else is 
ignoring the couple in the back, but Charlie keeps looking over his 
shoulder at them.  
 
A waitress comes up from the other side of the bar, and puts some 

burgers in front of the guys. She has a large mole on the side of her 
jaw. She leans on the counter top, absentmindedly pouring salt from a 
shaker onto a plate of French fries, and nods her head at the couple in 
the background. 
 

WAITRESS 
Some people, huh? 

 
Charlie turns to look at her. 
 

WAITRESS 

People like that. They make ya sick. Ya get sick 
Just lookin’ at ‘em, people like that. They want 

To bring the whole fucking place down with them 
With their shit. They come in here, and they expect 

The world to notice them. I don’t give ‘em the  
Satisfaction. They’re nothing to me. They could die 

Tomorrow and I wouldn’t notice. I wish they’d hurry 
Up and do it already. Here’s your fries. 

 



She pushes the plate of fries toward Charlie.  
 
Close up on the fries. They’re completely covered in salt. 
 
INT. LOBBY 
Cut to Charlie and Neil walking in to the studio lobby. Bill, the 
security guard, stops them. 
 

BILL 
Hey fellas. 

 
NEIL 

Hey Bill! 
 

CHARLIE 
Hi. 

 
BILL 

Charlie, Mr. Powers is expecting you in his office. 
 

CHARLIE 
Mr. Powers? 

 

BILL 
He is expecting you.  

 
Bill turns on his heels and walks away. Charlie is concerned, but Neil 
is dumbfounded. 
 

NEIL 
I told you you were the best writer here. Now the  
President of the whole company gets to tell you! 

 
He slaps Charlie on the back excitedly.  

 
INT. ELEVATOR  
Cut to Charlie alone in the elevator. Another mushroom has grown 
beside the first one. 
 
INT. WAITING ROOM 
Cut to Charlie at a large wooden table. Across from him is a bald man 
with a pencil mustache.  
 



CHARLIE 
Do you work for Mr. Powers? 

 
The bald man doesn’t say anything.  

 
CHARLIE 

Do you know why he wanted to see me? 
 

The bald man remains silent. 
 

CHARLIE 
You’re right. Why should you be any help at all? 

(under his breath) This place. 
 

There is a loud crack of a whip. Suddenly a large older man in a suit is 
standing at the end of the table with a whip. This is MR. POWERS. He 
looks a bit like Tom Hanks, and his mustache is much fuller than the 
bald man’s. He speaks staring directly at Charlie without blinking. 
 

MR. POWERS 
Get out of here you piece of shit! You 

Don’t work for this company any more! 
Get! 

 
He cracks the whip again. Charlie tries to stammer out a response. 
Suddenly there is a shrill screech, and the bald man bursts into tears 
and runs out of the room. Mr. Powers then takes the man’s vacant seat 
opposite Charlie and proceeds as if nothing has occurred. 
 

MR. POWERS 
Charlie! How the hell are you? 

 
Charlie is taken aback but rolls with it.  
 

CHARLIE 
I’m fine, Mr. Powers. How are you? 

 
MR. POWERS 

Roycroft, please. There’s no need for formality  
Here Charlie. 

 
CHARLIE 

Right, sorry. How are you, Roy? 



 
MR. POWERS 

Hup, sorry boy. That’s Roycroft. If my momma had wanted 
A whipping boy she’d have named me Roy, but as it were 

I hold the whip and I really must insist on the Croft. 
 

CHARLIE 
Sorry, Roycroft. How- 

 
MR. POWERS 

I’m just fine, Charlie. Just as right as rain. Do you  
Know why I’ve called you up here? 

 
CHARLIE 

Not really, sir –er- Roycroft, sir. 
 

MR. POWERS 
Well unclench your ass, boy. It’s nothing too  

Bad. 
 
Charlie does appear slightly relieved but still confused and a bit 
apprehensive. 
 

CHARLIE 
That’s good to hear. 

 
A butler comes in and puts a cup of coffee in front of Mr. Powers. 

 
MR. POWERS 

Coffee, Charlie? 
 

CHARLIE 
Um, no thank you. 

 

MR. POWERS 
Right. 

 
He pulls out a packet of sugar. Dramatically zoom in on it to reveal it’s 
a packet of salt. 

 
CHARLIE 

Roycroft, no! It’s salt. 
 



He has already begun pouring the salt into the coffee. He doesn’t stop 
or react, he just says plainly.  

 
MR. POWERS 

Oh no. 
 

He finishes pouring the salt in, stirs it, and takes a sip. 
 

MR. POWERS 
This is a family network, Charlie. A family. We’ve 

Got certain values we have to uphold here. You 
Understand that right? 

 
CHARLIE 

Of course. 
 

MR. POWERS 
But we are also a business, and businesses must turn 

Profits. And sometimes those values must be compromised 
For profit. That is the sad truth. 

 
CHARLIE 

Um, I’m sorry sir.  

 
MR. POWERS 

It brings me no satisfaction to make these compromises  
Charlie. I want you know that. None at all. I have given 
Myself a lashing with this here whip for every value we 
Have soiled for money, and it brings me no great joy to  

do so. 
 
He pauses. Charlie feels like he should say something, starts to, but is 
then interrupted by Mr. Powers continuing. 
 

MR. POWERS 
But Privlag’d is different, Charlie. This show you work 
On is the crown jewel of our primetime programming. 

The story of a girl who must lead dual lives as the heiress 
To a massive media conglomerate and also a hugely famous 
Pop star, well it speaks to the people Charlie. It’s relatable, 

And it has all the values we hold dear. 
 

Charlie appears skeptical but bites his tongue. 



 
MR. POWERS 

And Kelli Grace, well… I don’t need to tell you she  
Is a once in a generation talent. But, Charlie, it is  

Important we keep this show the way it is. It must  
Remain pure. Do you catch my drift? 

 
CHARLIE 

I don’t know if I do, Roycroft. 
 

MR. POWERS 
Charlie, we know you’ve been talking with the band, 

And you’re not in any trouble, we admire your diplomacy, 
But we do things here for a reason. Charlie, scientists,  

Good Christian men of science, have proven, absolutely 
Scientifically proven, that the bass guitar is an instrument 

Of the devil. It pushes that awful soul music, and moves the hips 
Of youths in ways I shan’t speak of in polite company. If 

We allowed one to be put on camera during the show, well  
I can’t even- Charlie, a thousand lashes wouldn’t be enough 

To cleanse my soul. Do you see? 
 

CHARLIE 

Um, sure, Mr. Powers. Roycroft. 
 

MR. POWERS 
Oh good Charlie, I knew you were a reasonable and sensible 

Man. With a show like this it’s important to have your 
Principles. 

 
He smiles at Charlie. 
 
INT. CLUB 
Cut to Charlie, back at his table from before. Deb is not there and he is 

speaking to her on his cell phone. 
 

CHARLIE 
You sure you can’t make it? (pause) No it’s fine, 
Really. I was just hoping not to be alone tonight. 

 
He laughs. 
 

CHARLIE 



Yeah, I’m sure I’ll make do. Talk to you later, Deb. 
 

He hangs up and sighs. Suddenly the club goes silent, and Charlie 
looks up. 
 

CHARLIE  
Oh god. 

 
Pan to reveal the famous writer, Ersatz Calhouney entering the club, 
still wearing his big white coat from the awards ceremony and large 
sparkling sunglass. 
 

ERSATZ 
Good evening, my most egregious pimps and hos. 

Your king has arrived. 
 

He drops his coat revealing a fine tuxedo with gold trim, and begins 
walking into the club. 
 

ERSATZ 
Fetch me a bourbon. Oh sweet ambrosia, womanly nectar. 

I do intend to get myself into a state. 
 

Suddenly something catches his attention, and he lowers his 
sunglasses to get a better look. 
 

ERSATZ 
Charlie? Charlie Haddock? 

 
Cut to Charlie who waves at him pathetically. Ersatz addresses his 
crowd.  
 

ERSATZ 
Disperse, peasants. I shall be with you forthwith. Leave 

The bourbon. 
 
He grabs a bottle of bourbon and pulls up a seat next to Charlie.  
 

ERSATZ 
Charlie Haddock, as I live and breath! How are you 

Old chap? 
 



CHARLIE 
Oh you know me, same old same old. I saw you on TV 

Today. Looks like things are going well. 
 

ERSATZ 
Accolades are but the empty words of sycophants and 

Hangers-ons. I only care of the opinion of three critics, 
Me, myself, and I!  

 
He smiles widely. 
 

ERSATZ 

And of course my old friend, Charlie Haddock!  
Tell me, did you peruse my latest endeavor? 

 
CHARLIE (awkwardly) 

Um, I haven’t picked that one up yet. 
 

ERSATZ 
Black Paint Upon the Mild Dust? 

 
CHARLIE 
Not yet. 

 
ERSATZ 

A Light That Flickers, surely? 
 

CHARLIE 
Nope. 

 
ERSATZ  

Well no worries, I will have that shit sent to you 
Post haste. But more importantly, Charlie, you 

Were one of my greatest influences back in those  

High school days of yore. Please tell me you still write. 
 

Charlie looks ashamed. 
 

CHARLIE 
I… I am a writer. Yup. 

 
ERSATZ 

Oh praise Thor! Poetry or prose? 



 
CHARLIE 

Nothing you would have seen Ersatz. I’m still 
Just sort of waiting for, you know, inspiration 

To strike. 
 

ERSATZ 
But you are working? Living by the pen? 

 
CHARLIE 

I am. But… on television. 
 

ERSATZ 
No need to belittle your medium, Charlie. I am  

Sure an artist of your caliber can leave their creative 
Mark even on the boob tube. 

 
Charlie looks miserable. 
 

ERSATZ 
But enough talking shop. Look at us, two writers 
Carousing and carrying on about our noble craft. 
What shall these lovely bitches think? Instead I  

Propose a new itinerary for the evening. Charlie,  
Charlie Haddock, great scribe, please, I implore you, 

Help me finish this bottle of bourbon. 
 

Charlie cracks a little smile. 
 

CHARLIE 
You know, Ersatz. That sounds like a fantastic idea. 

 
Ersatz pulls out an ivory case from his suit pocket and removes two 
shot glasses. He fills them with bourbon. The two men clink glasses. 

 
ERSATZ 

To bourbon, literature, and pussy. The sweetest things I 
 Have ever known. May we drown in one and all. 

 
They take their shots and slam them on the table. 
 
Show the bottle of bourbon gradually decrease in contents until it is 
empty.  Pan to Ersatz and Charlie, both highly inebriated.  



 
ERSATZ 

Tell me, have you ever ridden horseback into the desert night. 
 

Charlie smiles at him. 
 
EXT. DESERT-NIGHT 
Cut to Charlie, horseback, still smiling now rocking slightly in the 
desert moonlight, his hair being blown about in the wind.  
 
Ersatz rides up on his horse and fires a pistol into the air. 
 

ERSATZ 
This night, this desert, Charlie. It’s ours. We are 

Masters of our own destiny.  
 

He fires his pistol again, and rides past Charlie. 
 

ERSATZ 
On, on! Carry me onward, ever onward into greatness, 

Gallant steed, until I come out the other end into history! 
Ride righteously, pious pony. Let me paint the name  

Ersatz Calhouney across he midnight tapestry boundless 

As infinity. On, on, on! 
 
He rides forward, fires three shots, bellows, turns back and rides up 
next to Charlie. 
 

ERSATZ 
Charlie, we are riding into greatness. But- 

 
He pauses, saddened. Charlie is still obliviously drunk. 
 

ERSATZ 

But there is no room in greatness for teen sitcom  
Writers. I fear I am to ride on alone. I’m sorry, Charlie.  

 
He points his pistol at Charlie. 
 

CHARLIE 
Ersatz, wait! 

 



Ersatz turns the gun toward Charlie’s horse and fires once into its 
head. The beast begins to crumble and Charlie starts to fall from it in 
slow motion. 
 

ERSATZ 
Sorry, brother. I must leave you in my dust.  

 
Charlie hits the desert sand. Show Ersatz riding away from Charlie’s 
perspective. Fade out. 
 
EXT. DESERT MORNING 
Fade in on Charlie lying in the sand the next morning. He wakes up 

with a start. He looks very confused as he makes his way to his feet. 
He looks around him. There is a dead horse on one side of him. To the 

other is a barren stretch of dusty highway. He looks around himself 
again. A car whizzes past. 
 
Cut to the car driving fast down the high way, a carful observer may 
recognize it as the car that hit Ol’ Bill. 
 
INT. CAR 
Cut to a close up of the driver JERRY THE SOLDIER. He is older, thin 
and all his teeth are a rotten black. He has a dress shirt open at the 

first few buttons to reveal his chest hair and a gold crucifix. “I Know 
There’s An Answer” by the Beach Boys is blasting on the car stereo. 
Jerry speaks directly to the camera. 
 

JERRY 
Two houses both alike in dignity. 

 
He pauses and licks his lips. 
 

JERRY  
James Dean wrote that. He was real cool cat. A happening 

Hipster, you know? Lived by the American Dream and  
Died by it. That’s how we’re all going out, least that’s how 

I’m going out. One big blaze of glory. Whoo-eee! 
 
He pauses and licks his lips again. 
 

JERRY 
You probably think you know how things are gonna go, huh  

Man? Shoot, you don’t know shit from sawdust. 



 
He laughs. 
 

JERRY 
You know the word soldier comes from the world for salt, 

On account a’ that’s what they used to pay soldiers in.  
That’s what I am. Salt gives things flavor and keeps 

‘em fresh, an’ flavor is what gives life meanin’ an’ shoot, 
we all trying to keep things fresh. I’m just trying to 
add a little flavor to proceedings, y’know? Salt and 

soldier one in the same. A flavor warrior, and I’ve got 
flavor to spare if’n you catch my drift.  

 
He lowers his rear view mirror to reveal that the back seat of his car 

is filled with a mountain of salt. 
 

JERRY  
You gotta keep an eye on who’s got the salt and who’s 

Got the sugar. That’s what it’s all about, my man. 
 

He licks his lips. 
 

JERRY 

Whoo-eee! The pieces are coming together now. 
 

EXT. DESERT 
Cut to Jerry’s car whizzing down the road, rattling a solitary sign on 
the side of the road. The sign reads “No Salt Zone”. 
 
Cut to some flashing red and blue lights on the top of a police car. 
Then cut to a police car whizzing by. 
 
Cut to a police officer framed by Jerry’s passenger window. The name 
on the Officer’s uniform says “Gravy”. OFFICER GRAVY has dark 

mirrored sunglasses and a gruff way about him. Jerry flashes him his 
rotten smile. 
 

JERRY 
What seems to be the problem, Officer? 

 
OFFICER GRAVY 

Can it, chicken shit. You know what’s in your  
Backseat. We’re going down to the station. 



 
JERRY 

Officer, please- 
 

Dramatically cut to Officer Gravy’s eyes, as flames flare up in his 
mirrored shades and he glares into Jerry, all business. 
 
There is a sound of a jungle cat roaring. 
 
INT. PRODUCTION FLOOR 
Cut to a small child with his head in a lion’s mouth. 
 

DIRECTOR (O.S) 
Cut! 

 
The child takes his head out of the lion’s mouth, disinterestedly. Zoom 
out to show the production floor abuzz with activity. 
 
Cut to Charlie walking in looking like a mess, in the same sandy 
clothes from last night. He frantically makes his way over to where 
the current episode of “Privlag’d” is being filmed.  
 
Duncan is addressing Kelli and Oliver. 

 
DUNCAN 

Huh, you guys thought I was so dumb, but I got a  
Hundred math tests just like Oliver. 

 
He pulls hundreds of papers from his pockets and just lets them fall 
around him. 
 

KELLI 
Duncan, Oliver got a hundred on his math test 

You dork! 

 
DUNCAN 

Oh, chicken nuggets! 
 

DIRECTOR (O.S.) 
Cut! 

 
Duncan and Charlie make eye contact. Duncan leaves the set and goes 
over to him.  



 
DUNCAN 

Step into my office. 
 

Charlie follows Duncan into his dressing room. Duncan sits down on a 
couch and Charlie takes a seat across from him. There is a coffee table 
between them. A dwarf in a pinstripe suit puts a large bag of white 
powder on the table, and then sits down next to Duncan. 
 

DUNCAN 
Do you do blow, Mr. Haddock?  

 

CHARLIE 
I don’t. 

 
Duncan pulls out a machete and slams it down through the bag of 
powder. He then lifts up the machete and snorts some powder off the 
blade. 
 

DUNCAN 
Neither do I. 

 
He smiles at Charlie. 

 
DUNCAN 

Haddock, that’s the name of a fish. 
 

CHARLIE 
Yeah, and I drink like one too! What’s the deal here, Markie? 

I thought you called me in here for a reason. What’s  
The point here? 

 
DUNCAN 

Charlie, I’ve asked that you call me Duncan. We 

Can’t let the illusion slip, and as long as I hold 
The blade, I hope you oblige me.  

 
Charlie starts to say something. 

 
DUNCAN 

But you asked for a point and I don’t think it’s the 
 One on my knife you’re asking about. The point, 

Mr. Haddock, is the end of the show. Is that  



What you want? Do you want to tear this monster 
Down?  

 
CHARLIE 

I do. What’s your plan? 
 

DUNCAN 
Don’t you worry, I’ll take care of everything. 

 
CHARLIE 

What do you need me to do? 
 

DUNCAN 
Just make sure you stop by the set tomorrow. 

You’ll be a free man. 
 

Duncan smiles. The dwarf begins laughing. 
 
Cut to Charlie walking out of the dressing room.  
 

NEIL (O.S.) 
Charlie! 

 

Neil comes running over to him and gives him big hug, lifting him 
from the ground. 
 

NEIL 
I knew you’d come back! The others said you must 

Be taking the day off, but I knew!  
 

He puts him down on the ground. 
 

NEIL 
Promise me you’ll never leave me like that again.  

You’re the only I know has the same purple as me. 
 
Charlie puts an arm around him. 
 

CHARLIE 
I could never do that to you Neil. Never. 

 
NEIL 

Oh, good Charlie. Oh Good! 



 
He picks him up in another big hug. 
 
INT. COMEDY CLUB 
Cut to a clown onstage at a small comedy club. He silently and slowly 
pushes a sword through himself. The audience is howling with 
laughter.  
 
Cut to Charlie and Deb sitting at a table watching the show. Charlie is 
elated, but Deb seems troubled. 
 

CHARLIE 

Y’see Deb. This. Real comedy, I’ll be able  
To do stuff like this after tomorrow. I’ll be 

Able to write anything I want. I’ll be a free  
Man! 

 
Deb does not share his excitement. 
 

DEB 
You shouldn’t have gotten that little boy all 
Mixed up in this, Charlie. It’s not right. You 

Should have just quit on your own. 

 
CHARLIE 

It was his idea, Deb! What should I have done? 
 

DEB 
You could have told him no, and then just done 

The honorable thing. 
 

CHARLIE 
Deb? 

 

DEB 
Charlie, it’s just not right. Until you can see that  I  

Don’t know if I can be your friend any more. 
 

CHARLIE 
Deb? 

 
She’s gone, just disappeared. Charlie stands up and looks around the 
club for her. 



 
CHARLIE 

Deb?! 
 
The crowd hushes him. The clown looks up from skewering himself. 
 

CLOWN 
Hey man, I don’t shit in your bathroom and tell you it’s 

Gold. I’m trying to do a show here.  
 
He removes the sword from himself, shudders, and then raises it 
above his head. 

 
CLOWN 

I expel thee!  
 

The sword begins to glow. Charlie runs out of the club to thunderous 
applause. 
 
EXT. STREET. 
Charlie runs out into the street, he looks around frantically. But Deb is 
nowhere to be found.  
 

INT. DINER 
Cut to Charlie sitting at the bar of the diner he and Neil ate in before. 
He is sipping a cup of coffee, still a little shaky from before. The 
waitress comes over with a plate of French fries. 
 

WAITRESS 
I made ‘em how you like them. 

 
Charlie looks down at the French fries. Again they are covered in salt.  
 

WAITRESS 

You wouldn’t fuck me because of my mole, right? 
 
Charlie is taken aback. 
 

CHARLIE 
Excuse me? 

 
The waitress doesn’t act as if she’s said anything. She leans on the 
counter again like she did last time. She looks out at the diner.  



 
WAITRESS 

Some people, huh? 
 
Charlie turns around to see what she means. The diner is just about 
empty, except for one man sitting alone his back toward them. He is 
very hairy. Stay on him. 
 

WAITRESS (O.S) 
Doesn’t it just make you sick? 

 
The man turns around slowly and he has the face of a wolf. He is the 

WOLF MAN. He glares at them and begins to stand up. 
 

WAITRESS  
The things people do for attention these days. 

 
Charlie can barely breath. The Wolf Man is standing up and begins to 
walk closer. He has huge claws. 

 
WAITRESS 

It’ll make you sick! People are so miserable. You 
Just can’t give ‘em the satisfaction. You’ve gotta  

Ignore ‘em, that’s what I do. 
 

The Wolf Man is now standing right in front of Charlie and the 
waitress, breathing heavily. Charlie is scared stiff. The waitress is 
ambivalent. 
 

WAITRESS 
They don’t mean nothing to me, these people. 
They just do it for attention and you simply 

Can’t give it to them.  
 

The wolf man throws his arms back and howls. Charlie jumps to the 
ground knocking over his plate of French fries, as the Wolf claws the 
waitress’ throat. He turns to face Charlie, who is still on the ground. 
The wolf man howls again and begins to charge at Charlie. Charlie 
grabs a handful of salt from the upturned French fries and throws it 
into the Wolf Man’s eyes. It rears back in pain. Charlie runs out of the 
diner. 
 
EXT. STREET- NIGHT 



Charlie gets outside of the diner a little bit, and looks back. Blood 
suddenly spatters all over one window and a horrible howl emerges 
from inside. Charlie starts running again and doesn’t stop until the 
howls fade into the background. Fade out. 
 
EXT. COFFEE SHOP 
Cut to Charlie sitting alone at the table he usually sits at with Deb. He 
is furiously trying to reach her on his cell phone, but there is no 
answer. 
 

CHARLIE 
Come on Deb! Come on! 

 
No answer. He throws down his phone and sighs. He shakes his head. 

 
INT. LOBBY 
Cut to Charlie walking in to his last day of work. 
 

BILL 
Mornin’ Mr. Haddock! 

 
CHARLIE 

Mornin’ Bill.  

 
He starts to get on the elevator and then pauses. 
 

CHARLIE 
Hey, Bill. 

 
BILL 
Yeah. 

 
Charlie hands Bill a wad of money. 
 

CHARLIE 
You’re one of the only good things about  

This place.  
 
He walks away. 
 
INT. ELEVATOR 
The floor of the elevator is now overgrown with mushrooms.  
 



INT. OFFICE 
Cut to Charlie walking out of the elevator. He looks around, but Neil is 
not around. He appears concerned. 
 
INT. WRITER’S ROOM 
Cut to the writer’s around the table. Charlie keeps looking around for 
Neil. 
 

GARY 
What if Kelli the heiress and Kelli the pop-star 
Have to be at two different places at the same 

Time?! 

 
There are murmurs of agreement.  

 
CHARLIE 

Hey has anyone seen Neil? 
 
Everyone grows silent. 
 

GARY 
That’s not important right now, Charlie. We’re 
Trying to get some work done here. Important  

work. And work comes first. You know that. With a 
Show like this, it’s important to have your principles. 

 
Charlie just sighs and shakes his head. 
 
INT. BREAK ROOM 
Cut to Charlie leaning up against a wall eating his sandwich. Suddenly 
Neil bursts through the break room doors, and falls to the ground. 
 

NEIL  
Charlie! 

 
Charlie goes to him and rolls him over. He has three big fingernail 
scratches across his face. 
 

CHARLIE 
Neil! What happened to you? 

 
NEIL 

It’s not like how they say Charlie. You gotta  



Believe me. It didn’t happen like that. 
 

CHARLIE 
What Neil? What happened? 

 
Neil starts crying. 
 

NEIL 
I never tried to touch her. She just looked so 
Pretty in that dress, and I had found these  

Flowers and I wanted to show ‘em to her because 
They were both so pretty, y’know? 

 
CHARLIE 

Neil, what are you talking about?! 
 
Realization dawns on him. 
 

CHARLIE 
Kelli? Kelli did that to you, Neil? 

 
He nods and whimpers. 
 

NEIL 
I wasn’t trying to touch her, Charlie. Honest.  
But that’s what they keep saying and I don’t 
Want them to say it no more. You believe me 

Don’t you, buddy? 
 
Charlie hugs Neil close. 
 

CHARLIE 
I believe you, Neil. No one’s gonna hurt you 
Anymore. Not after today. (pause) Let’s go  

See what they’re taping, huh? 
 
INT. JAIL CELL 
Cut to Jerry sitting in a jail cell looking at the wall. Officer Gravy 
opens his jail cell.  
 

OFFICER GRAVY 
You’re free to go. 

 



JERRY 
I am? 

 
The officer starts to walk away. 
 

OFFICER GRAVY 
Turns out it was just sugar. 

 
EXT. POLICE STATION 
Cut to Jerry walking out of the police station. His car is parked out 
front. He talks to the camera as he walks to the car. 
 

JERRY 
Sugar? 

 
He licks his lips. 
 

JERRY 
I guess I was fighting for the wrong side this whole 

Time. 
 

He gets into the car and says to the side-view mirror.  
 

JERRY 
I just hope there’s still time. 

 
He speeds away. 
 
INT. PRODUCTION FLOOR 
Cut to Kelli and Oliver on set filming another episode. 
 

KELLI 
But Oliver! I have to be at a concert in one  
Hotel and a media convention with my dad 

At another hotel. I can’t be in two places at 
Once. I thought you were supposed to be smart 

At Geography. 
 

OLIVER 
Kelli, have you ever read The Parent Trap? 

 
KELLI 

Gag, no! Only losers read books, Oliver. 



 
Cut to Charlie and Neil watching this. 
 

NEIL 
Do you think I should apologize to her? 

 
CHARLIE 

I don’t think you need to do that, Neil. 
 

NEIL 
Maybe send her chocolates? 

 

CHARLIE 
She probably already forgot about it buddy. 

 
NEIL 

Maybe I could give her flowers? 
 

CHARLIE 
Neil! Flowers? 

 
NEIL 

Oh. Right. 

 
CHARLIE 

Just keep watching buddy. 
 

Cut back to the show in progress. 
 

OLIVER 
No, Kelli cloning is still illegal. For now! 
We just have to find someone who looks  
Like you and then we can keep switching  

You guys off. It could never go wrong! 

 
KELLI 

Oliver, that’s what you said about Tapioca Tap shoes. 
And that was, like, totally a disaster. 

 
OLIVER 

But that was Duncan’s idea! 
 
Kelli gasps. 



 
KELLI 

Duncan! 
 

OLIVER 
No I’m Oliver, Kelli. 

 
There is uncomfortable silence while they pause for where a laugh 
track would be. 
 

KELLI 
No, Oliver, don’t be a dweeb. Duncan could 

Be my look alike. 
 

OLIVER 
Duncan? But he’s a…boy! 

 
KELLI 

But he’s the right height, and if you put a dress  
On him, it could look really cute. Trust me I’m 

A girl, I know these things. 
 

Another uncomfortable silence. 

 
KELLI 

But where is Duncan, Oliver? 
 

OLIVER 
He was trying to figure out why the toaster 
Didn’t work outside, last time I checked. I’ll  

Give him a call. 
 

KELLI 
Okay. 

 
OLIVER 

DUNCAN!!! 
 

KELLI 
Jeepers I thought you meant on your phone. 

 
Uncomfortable silence. But the uncomfortable silence goes on longer 
than it’s supposed to. The actors appear confused. 



 
OLIVER 

d-Duncan? 
 

Cut to Charlie and Neil. 
 

CHARLIE 
Come on… 

 
Cut back to the actors looking more concerned than earlier. 

 
KELLI 

Duncan? This is so not funny. 
 

Suddenly Duncan walks in with no shirt on, and snakes painted all 
over his body. He has another big bag of white powder in one hand 
and his machete in the other. 
 

KELLI 
Duncan, stop being so gay. Ew! Cover your tits. 

 
OLIVER 

Mark, what are you doing, bro? 

 
DUNCAN 

Filth! You are all filth! 
 

He cuts open his bag of powder and begins pouring it in a circle 
around him.  
 

DUNCAN 
Kelli, you know about as much about music as 

 I do about being a grandmother. And Oliver, you 
Just cash in being on TV to have sex with underage 

Girls and score free drugs.  
 

OLIVER 
Well they’re not underage if I am too! 

 
DUNCAN 

Shut your mouth, you worthless ant! You’d be 
Lucky to be shoveling shit in the zoo if basic 

Life skills mattered worth a damn in this world. 



 
Oliver begins to cower in fear. Duncan’s stunt is beginning to make 
Charlie uncomfortable. Neil can’t take his eyes off Kelli. 
 

DUNCAN 
It’s time to purge the world of the scum we  

Have worked to create on this show. In death 
We will actually have done something of value. 

 
He grabs Kelli by the wrist and pulls her toward his circle. 
 

CHARLIE 

Whoa, whoa, whoa Duncan. I think this has  
Gone far enough. They’ll probably cancel the  

Show by now. You can let Kelli go. 
 

Duncan laughs and points his machete toward Charlie. 
 

DUNCAN 
Oh, Charlie. You, Charles Haddock, are perhaps 
The lowest kind of filth we have on this show. 

Do you know why?  
 

Charlie can’t answer. 
 

DUNCAN 
Because you have the nerve to act self righteous, 
Like you’re better than this, a blameless victim. 
None of us is blameless, Charlie. Just remember, 

You’re the one who asked for this.  
 

He says the last line, and then slides his blade across Kelli’s stomach. 
 

NEIL 

NO!!! 
 
Neil lets out an agonized cry and runs forward toward Duncan. 
Charlie tries to stop him. 
 

CHARLIE 
Neil, don’t! 

 
Neil can’t be reached. 



 
NEIL 
Kelli! 

 
Neil charges Duncan, who lets the bleeding Kelli fall. He swings at 
Neil with his machete. Neil dodges and punches him in the face, 
roaring wildly. He knocks Duncan down, and runs to Kelli’s body. She 
is dying. 
 

NEIL 
Kelli, don’t die! This world won’t be the same 

Without you filling it with your light. 

 
He starts to cry. Suddenly he looks up. Duncan is behind him and 

there is a machete poking out through his chest. He does not bleed 
though. He merely looks at the fatal wound and sighs one last word: 
 

NEIL 
Kelli… 

 
Then he disappears in a wisp of white smoke. Duncan turns his gaze 
toward Oliver who is cowering in a corner. Charlie is frantic but he 
cannot bring himself to move. 

 
CHARLIE 

Duncan, please! Just stop this! It’s madness.  
 

Duncan throws Oliver into the circle and stabs him in the chest.  
 

DUNCAN 
It’s almost over, Charlie. Almost free. 

 
VOICE (O.S) 

Hold up, boy. 

 
Pan to Lee, brandishing his bass at Duncan. 
 

LEE 
I don’t know about Charlie, but I sure as hell  

Am not gonna let you get away with this. 
 

DUNCAN 
I already have. 



 
He takes his machete and cuts across his own arm. 

 
DUNCAN 

I call down the old gods. 
 

He takes some powder and presses it into his gash. 
 

DUNCAN 
You are free. 

 
He collapses onto the circle with his two co-stars. Nothing happens 

for a moment. Lee and Charlie exchange glances. 
 

LEE 
First you can’t get me a bass on stage, and then 

You just watch him kill those kids. What the 
Hell are you doing here, Charlie? 

 
Before Charlie can answer, red light shoots out of the little powdery 
circle and the studio begins to rumble. There is an explosion of fire 
and standing in the middle of the circle is the devil, red skinned, 
horned and hooved.  

 
DEVIL 

Hello, boys. 
 
Lee lifts up his bass. 

 
LEE 

Oh, for heaven’s sake. 
 
He charges at the Devil. The Devil just laughs. 
 

DEVIL 
Mortal, you think you control that instrument? 

That one was always mine. 
 

Suddenly the strings break from Lee’s bass, as if they have a mind of 
their own, and wrap around his neck, bringing him to his knees. 
 

DEVIL 
Looks like it’s just you and me, Charlie.  



Maybe that’s just how it’s been the whole 
Time.  

 
He starts to walk towards Charlie. Suddenly, Jerry’s car crashes 
through the studio wall and into the devil. The devil is knocked to the 
wall and the car skids to a halt. The devil roars angrily and charges at 
the car. Jerry slides out and blows a puff of sugar at the devil who 
freezes in his tracks, shielding his eyes from the sweetness. Jerry rips 
the crucifix from his neck and presses it into the devil’s chest.  
 

JERRY 
Now how about that.  

 
The crucifix burns the Devil on impact and the burning starts to 

radiate through his whole body. He just laughs. 
 

DEVIL 
Send in my avatar! 

 
JERRY 

Avatar? 
 

Zoom up through the floors of the building to Mr. Powers’ office. The 

president is holding a whip, but suddenly he drops it and keels over. 
He then arches his back and lifts his head and howls. 
 
The howl echoes its way back down to the production floor. Jerry 
shivers. 
 

CHARLIE 
Oh not again. 

 
The devil laughs again, and then bursts into flames. Flames suddenly 
bursts out everywhere surrounding Jerry and Charlie. The only path 

the flame leaves bare is toward the elevator, which they see is 
descending rapidly.  
 

JERRY 
I don’t like the looks of this.  

 
CHARLIE 

This isn’t what I wanted.  
 



JERRY 
It rarely is, my boy. 

 
He licks his lips. 
 

JERRY 
But that’s not what it’s about. Not really.  

 
The elevator reaches their floor. 
 

CHARLIE 
This isn’t going to be good. 

 
JERRY 

Just be ready. 
 

The elevator door opens and the Wolf Man in Mr. Powers’ torn suit is 
revealed. He lets out his fiercest howl yet and charges.  
 

JERRY 
Run. 

 
Jerry then runs to meet the wolf man’s charge head on, and they begin 

to battle. Charlie hesitates but then runs for the elevator. 
 
A column of fire shoots up to block his entrance, severing the elevator 
cables. Charlie looks around in horror. There is the entrance to the 
stairs but there is fire in the way of that as well. He looks behind him 
and the Wolf Man is biting out Jerry’s jugular. Charlie looks back at 
the entrance to the stairs and gulps. 
 
He runs for it, leaping through the fire and slamming the door open. 
He hears a howl behind him. He runs up the stairs, his clothes now 
slightly burned and falling apart. The entrance to the first floor is 

blocked in flames. He keeps running.  
 
He looks below him and fire is following him up the stairs. He can also 
hear howling and the sound of something furiously climbing up the 
stairs. He can not see the wolf man, but he always sounds close 
behind. 
  
INT. TOP FLOOR 



Cut to the top most floor, again the door to the stair well is a wall of 
flames. Charlie bursts through this flame wall, out of breath. He still 
hears howling behind him.  
 
He drags himself into an office, locks the door behind him. He pushes 
a couch in front of the door as a barricade. Spent, he rests his head on 
the end of the couch and begins to say in between gasps for breath: 
 

CHARLIE 
God… please, please let me get out of this. 

I’ll be better. I’ll- 
 

The door starts rattling and the howls are louder than ever. 
 

CHARLIE 
I’ll give away every dollar I ever made off 
 this show. I’ll start all over again. I’ll do it 

right. I’ll be a good person. 
 

A claw bursts through the door. Charlie begins to cry, tears leaving 
clean streaks in the soot that his built up on his face. 
 

CHARLIE 

Oh god! Oh… Oh, Neil! 
 

He begins crying harder now thinking of his friend. 
 

CHARLIE 
It’s my fault. It’s all my fault.  

 
He closes his eyes, and accepts death by Wolf Man as imminent. There 
is a crash from behind him. 
 
Startled Charlie opens his eyes, turns around, and looks stunned. The 

rattling at the door and howls obtain a new Urgency 
 
Pan to reveal what Charlie sees, framed by a broken window: the face 
of a brontosaurus. Charlie looks at the rattling door, takes a deep 
breath, and runs for it. Just as he starts running the door bursts open 
with a howl.  
 
Charlie leaps onto the Brontosaurus’ neck. He stays there for a second 
and looks at the night sky. A shooting star crosses the heavens. 



 
CHARLIE 

(under his breath, awed) Ol’ Bill… 
 

The brontosaurus then throws back it’s head and Charlie begins 
sliding down the humongous dinosaur, the Wolf Man’s howls fading in 
the distance. 
 
He slides off the tail and lands flat on his face. Behind him, flames 
ravage the studio. He slowly lifts up his head. 
 
Standing before him is a kindly street vendor with a waxed mustache. 

The vendor stretches out his hand toward Charlie in a friendly 
manner. 

 
VENDOR 

Peach for the pretty lady? 
 

Charlie takes the peach in disbelief. He bites into it and there is soft 
crack sound of tooth hitting pit. He looks at the peach sadly, and then 
notices white powder falling out of the center of the peach. He puts 
some powder on his finger and tastes it. 
 

While he thinks about the flavor, the flames behind get worse and a 
small flaming Wolf Man is visible falling to his death in the back 
ground. With this destruction behind him, Charlie suddenly smiles 
brightly realizing what he’s tasting. 
 

CHARLIE 
Sugar! 

 
Fade to black. 
 
INT. SMALL APARTMENT 

After a pause slowly fade in on the same dimly lit apartment from the 
beginning, in black and white again. It is now absolutely covered in 
the bodies of dead detectives. 
 

VOICE 
One. 

 
The word “ONCE” appears over the scene in the left Corner bold, 
white, and surrounded by blinking lights. 



 
VOICE 
Two. 

 
The word “MORE” appears in the top right of the scene in the same 
style. 
 

VOICE 
One, two. One, two, three, four. 

 
On four the rest of the title “THAT SOAP” appears across the middle of 
the scene and everything instantly turns to color. In color, all the dead 

detectives’ coats are bright, and multi colored. “Graveyard Dance” by 
Da Whole Thing begins playing. When the singing starts the dead 

detective begin rising from the dead, and it becomes a big theatrical 
musical number, while the credits roll. 
 

THE END 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 


