Thursday’s Catalyst

An original short script by Steve Meredith
We begin with many short shots of the inner city of CHICAGO, a HOT DOG stand, NEWSSTAND, various groups of PEOPLE dressed in business suits going to work.  A rock song plays.  It is entitled “WHAT I NEED” and is by an unknown band.  Finally the random inner city shots come to a conclusion and we go…

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE, LATE AFTERNOON:  The walls are bare with an “industrial” look to them.  Off in the corner of the space is a couch with a TV in front of it.  In the opposite corner is a table with a laptop on it.  We see the band playing and singing the end of the song.  The band consists of BRODY GREY, on lead vocals and lead guitar, JULIE FENWAY on guitar and vocals, SCOTT MARSHALL on bass and vocals, and CARL CRUSTER on drums.  Silkscreened on the drums are the word’s THURSDAY’S CATALYST.  They finish the song.
Julie:

That was easily one of the best runs of “What I Need.”

Scott:

Yeah I agree.

Brody:

Alright cool, so does anyone need to work anything out before tomorrow night.

Carl:

I’m good if you guys are o.k. with all of the songs.

JULIE, BRODY, and SCOTT all nod their heads.  They all go to put their instruments down.

Scott:

Oh wait a minute, are we playing “Endless November” on tomorrow night?

Brody: 

I don’t know let me check.

BRODY walks over to a table with a laptop and some papers on it.  HE picks up one of the papers and reads it carefully.

Brody:

Yeah we are.

Scott:

Don’t we need to fix the chorus on that one?

Brody:

Oh shit, you’re right we do.

THEY all pick up their instruments and go back to THEIR respective mics.
Brody:

Kick it off, Carl.

CARL does an intro drum lick and melodious guitar chords start the intro.  BRODY starts singing the verse, when the band reaches the chorus, all of a sudden, BRODY becomes somewhat more agitated. 

Brody: (singing)

I FUCKING HATE THIS FUCKING SHIT

FUCK YOU AND YOUR STUPID BITCH 

I FUCKING HATE YOU, YOU’RE AN ASS

ALL I WILL REMEMBER

IS THIS FUCKING ENDLESS NOVEMBER.

The band stops playing, BRODY almost continues to sing the next verse, but stops himself.

Brody:

What’s wrong?

Carl:

Brody, I understand that you’re trying to show the anger and hate in the song, but I’m pretty sure everybody but you thinks that there are too many F-bombs in the chorus.

Brody: (his anger from the performance is wearing off)

Well do you guys have any better ideas?
Julie: (strumming the chords on her electric guitar, and singing)

EVERYTHING’S GONE NOW

I’VE GOT NOWHERE TO TURN

YOU LEFT ME FOR THE JOCK NEXT DOOR

FELT SO BAD, MY HEART HIT THE FLOOR

AND ALL I WILL REMEMBER

IS THIS FUCKING ENDLESS NOVEMBER.

Brody:

Yeah, but that doesn’t express the anger enough.  That’s too “emo.” How about this…

(strumming the chords)

FUCK YOU, YOU GOD DAMN BITCH

FUCK YOU, YOU GOD DAMN BITCH

FUCK YOU, YOU GOD DAMN BITCH

ALL I WILL REMEMBER 

IS THIS FUCKING ENDLESS NOVEMB—

Carl:

Brody!

Brody:

What?!

Carl:

Let me ask you something, so where are we performing tomorrow night?

Brody:

At the 14th street stage.

Scott:

And who’s sponsoring us?

Brody:

Gorgio’s Coffee

Julie:

O.k. you right, but who’s actually paying us to be there?

BRODY ponders this, HE does not know.

Julie:

St. Stephen’s CHURCH!

BRODY takes off his guitar.

Brody:

Well screw you all then, I’m not going to be there!  Hope you can sing the songs yourselves!

BRODY storms out of the door.

INT. WAREHOUSE. Later that night; we see JULIE, SCOTT, and CARL sitting at a table eating a pizza.

Carl: (through a mouthful of food)

So do you think that he’ll be back?

Julie:

Maybe, but we can do the songs without him if he doesn’t show.

Scott:

Yeah, I just wish he wasn’t so controlling all the time.

Julie:

Well Scott, you’ve got to remember that the whole reason Brody wrote the song was because he was pissed at Amber for screwing JT Davenport.

Carl:

She does have a point.

Julie:

But still, when you’re being paid to play by a Christian organization, you can’t go in there cursing up a storm.

Scott:

True.

The three sit there, munching on pizza, there is silence for about a minute.  Scott downs the last piece of pizza.

Julie:

Alright, I’m heading out.  

Scott:

Me too.

Carl:

Everything’s loaded, so I might as well do the same.

SCOTT picks up the empty pizza box, takes a swig of HIS Pepsi, and throws the pizza box away.  The two others follow behind HIM and walk out the door.  SCOTT turns off the lights on HIS way out.

EXT. WAREHOUSE, NIGHT.  

Carl:

See you guys later.

Julie:

See ya

Scott:

Later man.

THEY all disperse in different directions.

INT. BACKSTAGE OF THE 14th STREET STAGE.  Julie is picking out a guitar solo quietly while Scott softly picks out HIS bass parts.  CARL is seen warming up his wrists on a drum pad, periodically spinning HIS drumsticks.  In walks BRODY, there is silence.  BRODY begins to unpack his guitar and HIS amp cable.  HE pauses for a minute to address his quiet comrades.
Brody:

Go ahead, say it, I’m a dick.

Julie, Scott, and Carl together:

You’re a dick.

Brody: 

I’m sorry.  A band’s about the band.  And I’m still pissed at Amber for what she did.

Carl:

We know, dude.  And you have every right to be.

Julie:

She’s a bitch—

Scott:

A whore—

Carl:

A slut—

Julie: (now establishing a rhythm) 
An evil—

Carl:

Conniving—

Scott:

Two-timing

Julie:

Heart breaking—

Scott:

Gut-wrenching

Carl:

Wench!

Scott:

She’s easy—

Julie:

She’s got tiny tits.

Carl:
A—

THEY all look at JULIE with confused looks on their faces.

Julie:

What?  She and I went to the same high school, one day in gym this girl named Karen Bankowitz came up and said that Amber was an A-cup.

There is a short pause.

Scott: (Shrugs HIS shoulders)

She was an A-cup.

Carl:

Look, we’re just trying to say that it’s alright, she was a bad girlfriend to you, but she’s in the past.  Now lets just go out there, use Julie’s idea for the chorus, and play our hearts out.

Brody: (strapping on HIS guitar.)

Alright, you guys ready?

Julie:

Yeah, let’s go.

From onstage we hear an ANNOUNCER’S voice.
Announcer:

Ladies and Gentlemen, please welcome THURSDAY’S CATALYST!!

The crowd cheers, the chords begin, on with the show.  FADE OUT.

INT. WAREHOUSE, A WEEK LATER: We see BRODY at a piano playing chords and singing softly; periodically stopping the chords HE is playing to write lyrics down.  JULIE is strumming some new chords on her guitar while she sings softly; she is also periodically stopping to write down lyrics.  SCOTT and CARL are watching T.V.  All of a sudden MTV NEWS comes on the T.V. SUCHIN PAK’S voice is heard.
Suchin:

Hi this is Suchin Pak with an MTV NEWS brief.  Just last week a fairly unknown band played at a fairly unknown venue, a set of fairly unknown songs.  That all changed Friday when the band got signed to First Light Studios, an independent label based out of Ohio.

Carl: (realizing something)

Scott, they’re talking about us!  (to BRODY and JULIE) HEY GUYS, GET OVER HERE!!

BRODY and JULIE walk over to the T.V.

Suchin:

I’m talking about a new band you might like called “Thursday’s Catalyst,” and they are the feature in this week’s edition of “You hear it, first.”

INT. WAREHOUSE: Six weeks later.  We see the band playing a new song called “The right time.”  The music quickly fades to nothing, but the song isn’t finished.  The camera zooms out, goes through the door to the outside world focused on a girl’s face as she walks down the sidewalk.  SHE is listening to her Ipod, holding it in the palm of HER hand.  The camera moves around behind her as if it is perched on HER shoulder.  The camera zooms in on the Ipod.  It reads “The Right Time. By Thursday’s Catalyst.”  The music fades back in and the rest of the song continues to play.

BLACKOUT: ROLL CREDITS.

THE END.

