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1.
EXT. CONSTITUTION HILL - DAY

The view is amazing. On a bench sits HENRY DONOVAN. He reads the latest issue of EMPIRE. Gentle, maybe classical, music plays. Through the use of SFX we hear birds chirp, the gentle dilations of the sea, and the calming nature of a tranquil existence. HENRY puts down his magazine, and walks over to the edge. He stares down at the town of ABERYSTWYTH, a small smile forming on his face. 

We PULL BACK from HENRY, as he continues to stare. The sounds of a thousand bees buzzing (SFX) start to play. (NB: I’m thinking more mechanically sounding than Candyman.) 
HENRY falls to his knees, clutching his ears in agony. His eyes are nearly bulging out of their sockets. His face is contorted in pain. He screams, but we can’t hear it.

(NB: The following is one-shot on HENRY’S face. He conveys the emotions and actions of the scene through his eyes. It’s probably an idea to get a really good actor, because this will make or break our short. Have a nice day.)

CLOSE ON: HENRY

His eyes widen in horror, then slowly droop. His face drops. He is no longer scared or angry. In fact, he shows the most basic human emotion. Bland acceptance. A goofy smile forms on his face. Whatever stands before him, it has transformed HENRY into a child-like state. He stares for the longest time, the biggest goof on the planet.

HEAVENLY VOICE

(OFF)

The time has come…

The screen slowly turns into a deep shade of GREEN, as we:

DISSOLVE TO:

ANGLE ON: NEWSPAPER ARTICLE

The Aberystwyth Corn… January 22nd 2005… 35p… headlines summarise harrowing events from yesterday… paper itself should be a cross between The National Enquirer, The Guardian, and a gaudy MTV special. (Lots of colour and crap exploitation stories.)

PULL BACK FROM THE PAPER:

2.
INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

ANGLE ON: KLAUS VON HERTZ

A twenty-five year old German Teacher from GERMANY. He has a pronounced limp, a receding hairline, a comically expressive face, and a misguided belief that the world is only truly alive in BERLIN.

He rolls the paper up as he speaks… which he does, frequently, and with a strong GERMAN accent.

KLAUS

I am displeased with you. Your conduct is unbecoming of one of my pupils. It is a disgrace to mein country, mein culture, and mein as a whole.

He walks past a desk. The classroom itself is small, but perfectly organised. KLAUS treats his locations like he treats his woman – spic-and-spam and with an insane attention to detail. At the desk sits JOHNNY BOY, a student at UWA. He’s cocky, conceited, and a fan of Rolo’s… to the extent that there is but one left on the table, a detail not lost on MR. HERTZ.

JOHNNY

Here’s what I don’t get. You’re a German Teacher extolling the values of Germany, but you don’t speak in German, but with a brusque German accent. Sounds like someone has some cultural issues he needs to work out. Sounds exactly like that in fact.

KLAUS stops by JOHNNY-BOY’S desk. He chuckles slightly in a forced manner, before smacking JOHNNY-BOY over the head with the rolled-up newspaper. JOHNNY-BOY falls off his chair, and clatters to the floor. KLAUS puts the chair over JOHNNY-BOY, and sits on it. JOHNNY-BOY squirms and struggles as KLAUS eats the last Rolo.

KLAUS



Ah. Mein wunderkind!

He savours every bite… until his phone rings. Annoyed, KLAUS answers.

KLAUS



Yes.

(pause)



Most intriguing.

(pause)



Yes. I do know the myth. Very, very well.

He smiles… evilly! (Muhahaha)

3.
INT. HALLWAY

Dark and gloomy, this is one creepy as heck dimly lit hallway. It is lit in a blue tint. There is no sound whatsoever. Via a clever camera move, the hallway itself seems to stretch for a near-mile. As such, it officially is the “creepiest hallway in the world”.

Around the corner walks SUSAN HAYNES. She’s your girl-next-door type. Kind of gal who’ll win out in the slasher film due to blind luck, and’ll always play second fiddle to the supermodels/film-stars. She walks down the hallway, not making a noise.

SUSAN walks by a classroom door. It creaks open. A pair of hands grabs her by the shoulder. Before SUSAN can speak, she is pulled inside.

4. 
INT. CLASSROOM

The same one as before. SUSAN stands face to face with GEORGE, an effusive tomboy.

GEORGE


Did you get it?

SUSAN nods. She pulls an artefact out of her pocket. It’s a triangle type disc thingy. Looks pretty cool. Shines red light.

GEORGE


Wow! Shiny!

SUSAN laughs.

SUSAN

It’s the second piece of the puzzle. If we can find the third one, we can unlock the mystery of existence.

GEORGE



Or destroy life as we know it!

They stop. Contemplate. Cue the dramatic pause.

SUSAN

Long as we take out Paris Hilton while we’re at it, I don’t see the downside to that plan.

Both laugh. They stop as suddenly as they started, showing serious face.

GEORGE



He can’t get this.

SUSAN

The Metrons were insistent that only those worthy would be able to complete the puzzle.

GEORGE



Our cause is worthy.

POWER SHOT ON: GEORGE

GEORGE

By this time tomorrow, the Sisters of Feminist Triumph will hold power over this planet.

They cackle… quasi-evilly!

5.
EXT. CONSTITUTION HILL - DAY

KLAUS, flanked by as many LACKEY extras as we can find, strides forward in SLOW MOTION, as MY SACRIFICE (CREED) plays on the soundtrack. The LACKEYS are armed with guns, knives, baseball bats that look suitably toy-like. KLAUS doesn’t hold a weapon, but has a supremely confident look on his face.

One of the LACKEYS (DOUG) looks up in the air. He senses something is up. Another LACKEY (RUPERT) looks at him, all incredulous like.

RUPERT



What’s wrong?

DOUG



I hear music.

RUPERT



What kind of music?

DOUG



My Sacrifice. By Creed.

RUPERT



Yeah. I bet that’s symbolic.

He snorts and walks off. DOUG looks around for a second, worried, before joining the LACKEYS.

They stop in front of the bench. KLAUS steps forward, while the others step back. MY SACRIFICE (CREED) slowly FILTERS out on the soundtrack.

KLAUS



We come in war!

Amped up maniacal laughter echoes. The LACKEYS look suitably nervous.

HENRY

(OFF)



I’ve seen Heaven… and been through Hell. 

KLAUS



Quite!

HENRY

(OFF)



I know my purpose.

KLAUS



As do I!

KLAUS pulls out a kick-ass futuristic gun from a cleverly concealed holster. It’s shiny. He aims it forward.

KLAUS



Give me the artefact, before I blow your head off.

More maniacal laughter.

HENRY

(OFF)



It is beyond your understanding.

KLAUS sighs. He puts down the gun.

KLAUS



Get him!

The LACKEYS run forward.

ENTER THE SANDMAN (METALLICA) plays. 


The following is in SL0W-MOTION… the LACKEYS charge forward… HENRY stands before us, unshaven and very primal looking… DOUG swings a baseball bat… it breaks over HENRY’S shoulder… KLAUS looks surprised… HENRY snaps DOUG’S neck… KLAUS looks on… four guns fire… bones are broken… there is a lot of screaming… then, there is quiet!

KLAUS walks forward, taking in the carnage before him. His LACKEYS have been decimated, mutilated in the most brutal ways our budget will stretch to.

HENRY stands above them, snarling slightly.

KLAUS



Bit extreme.

HENRY mellows.

HENRY



Bit.

(beat)



They were not worthy.

KLAUS



But I am?

HENRY



No.

(shrugs)



You have a shiny gun.

KLAUS eyes the gun. He shrugs too. It is indeed a shiny looking gun.

KLAUS



Its state of the art.

HENRY

Indeed. I’ve been gone from your Earth for 24 hours, and I know not of this technology.

KLAUS



24 hours? Did they give you that crazy beard?

HENRY



No. I took it from an ant.

KLAUS nods in agreement.

KLAUS



Cool.

He aims his gun.

KLAUS



Where is the artefact?

HENRY



First there is a puzzle.

KLAUS shoots HENRY in the right knee.

HENRY



Ow! 

KLAUS



Don’t fuck with me.

HENRY



Then there is a octagon.

KLAUS shoots HENRY in the other knee.

HENRY



Ow!

KLAUS



Do you not get how this works? 

Beat.

HENRY



Then there is a computer simulation.

KLAUS shoots HENRY in the chest. He falls onto his back. HENRY breathes heavily.

HENRY



Ow!

KLAUS stands over HENRY, aiming the gun at HENRY’S head.

KLAUS



I give you three seconds. One… two… thre…

He doesn’t get to three. KLAUS recoils in horror, and falls to the ground. He has an arrow sticking out of his spine. 

SUSAN & GEORGE appear. SUSAN holds a crossbow. GEORGE holds the other two artefacts.

KLAUS



No. The only thing worse than a Fascist State! Feminists!

HENRY



We’re doomed.

GEORGE kicks HENRY in the chest.

GEORGE



Where is it?

HENRY sighs.


HENRY

Up the path, turn left, up the stairs, in the back of the gift-shop.

GEORGE smirks.

GEORGE



Thank you.

SUSAN shoots HENRY in the chest with an arrow. He whimpers slightly.

SUSAN



Victory is ours.

GEORGE



Kneel before soft!

HENRY looks insulted.

HENRY



That’s low.

GEORGE kicks him in the groin. He bites his lip.

HENRY



Owee!!!

GEORGE & SUSAN walk off.

HENRY



So.

KLAUS



So.

HENRY



Feminists…

KLAUS



Yeah.

HENRY

Trust a woman to give birth to a child, and a woman to negate existence.

KLAUS



Could be worse!

HENRY



How so?

KLAUS



Could be Catholics!

Both of them laugh.

FADE OUT:

THE END

OR IS IT?

