Sqpirrel

Time: 2002.

Seot: The wage thould sppear 1o be & warehouse or romted space converted ta a o studio. There shonld be vorious
mics, monitors, cameras, and a couch for lounging. Dominating the backdrop should be a large projection screen,
which is used periodically during the show for flashbacks and communication with Mexico. Consequently, there are a
[few parts in which the actors appear only on the screen. Action on the screen should only take up 10% of the play’s
wrtal | at maximum. The screen can also be used to provide visuals when various characters are recording commentary
Sfor the movie

Onstage rofes:

Brian: A screenwriter and artist. Very dry and sarcastic sease of humor. 20.
Pierce: Brians friend, a director and film student. Industrious yet sometimes oblivious. 21.
Timothy: A helpless movie-making intem. 18.

Portia. Another intern.  Sleeps with Pierve. 20,

Harold: A professional British voice actor.

LeHoc: A pretentious French social critic.

Dr. Sideburns: Squirrel feminist and biologist.

Trees: Total-immersion squirrel scientist. Flamboyantly dressed.

Valdez: Anything but Mexican. Middle aged.

Sanchez: A professional type.

Ms. Flapperjacker: A very old, vrochity woman

Gerry: Balding Ex-President.

(Appearing only on video screen:)

Producer: Bearded, husky man. A littie too loud.

Hidalgo: Mexican. Older.

Note: The characiors imvolved in the production of B8s movie are meanl to be sutrageous. Divectors, Actors, and
Designers are encouraged to embellish and add to them as they see fit.

A Bit on Source Material: The basic concept of making a movie about squirrels was first developed by Bryan Madole
and Tyson Wu. Some fragments of their original narration for that movie (uncopyrighted) appear in the lines of
LeHoc, Trees, and Harold. Their permission was granted for the use of this material (which is less than 5% of the
entire text of the play). Otherwise, they were not involved in the creation of this script. The writer would like to thank
them for their inspiration and encouragement.

{(Lights up on Brian only)

BRIAN: When [ was 2 kd, my dad used (o beat e with bricks. Bags full of them. And that was alnght -
the scars were only on the outside. But every once in awhile, just to make me feel guilty, he would open
the bag - right before he wailed on me with it — and put a squirrel in. Not a dead squirrel - a live, cute,
fudsy vite. Aad after wards hie would say, “you’te not just harting me, sad you’ic 50l just udting youiscll
- you’re hurting a poor, innocent, adorable squirrel. And that’s what makes God angry, son: rodent
suffering.” (smokes cigarette, thinks for a while) So that’s why I'm making a documentary film about

somirrals At lenet that”s my exeuse for i Pm aure have some messed up paychological motrvation foo,

(lights go up on whole stage)
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HARMETY Fine Rut 'l bave vt know, T am ansatisfied

PIERCE: A shame. Let’s roll.

(ighits Change, crew siaais filiming

HAROLD: As we come to the conclusion of our journey through the world of squirrels, a few things still
renum fuzzy. What makes o squirrel hapoy? Ts it something profound, something that we hemaps miss all
the way up here? Or is it just & good set of nuts? We may never know the answer. [ certainly don’t. I'm
Jools Tuffington, thank you for joining us.

e

BTN v, U S O S
PHLRCE. Cut! Cut, Your aaimc 5 Harold,

HAROLD: What?
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CIERCE. You aard Jouls again. Yow nane is Harold
HAROLD: Bloody hell. Who cares what name [ said? It was brilliant narration.

PIERCLL Maybe that soit of fudy-taity woicc-over wnprov would fly oo 4 Uama show, but thee's just ao

place for it with squirrels.
HAROLD: (mumblingy At least of the Unma show they have some real eatering.

PIERCE: What’s that?

PIERCE: Do you want to go back to hosting “The Absoclutely British Buttocks Hour”? Because that can be

arranged.
HAROLD: No. Let’s proceed.
PIERCE. Rol svuusd.

(Harold says the next lines very quickly, stowing down and emphasizing only “Harold ™
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[IARCE W o d iou of our journcy tirough the world of squirels, o fow things sull

ILARCLD: As we come to the conclus
remain fuzzy. What makes a squirrel happy? Is it something profound, something (hat we humans miss
all the way up here? Or is it just a good set of nuts? We may never know the answer. [ certainly don't.
Pm Harald Voffingron thank vou for jeiming us

PIERCE: Harold. ..
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BRIAN: Just get him the damn schnitzel.
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CIERCE. We'reuna uE,ul schedule, There s nu iune k1Y ~iUsAEC dilivs.

HAROLD: There’s always ume for sausage in my life.



PIERCE: Fine. Fine. You go get some schnitzel, we’ll shoot another scene. Just keep in mind that [ hate
all of vou. (points teTimothy, who has just entered) Especially you.

TIMOTHY : (n adolescent voice) What did 1 do?

(intern stands with scared expression for a second, then runs)
PIERCE: (emiling at the scared intern)y D1} !1'ew:r get tired of ccaring them
BRIAN: Or sleepmg with them.
 PIERCE- Keep vonr moral guandaries to vonrself So_what else can we shoot?
BRIAN: How about my “squirrel imagery in the abusive family” sequence?
PIERCE: Well | 1f we must. Itreally is infringing on my vision.
BRIAN: Oh come on, it’s my movie!
PIERCE: But Lam... the director. The.. essence of the movie bes within my firm

BRIAN: Loins?

PIERCL: Grasp! Grasp of the... stakes. And what's at stake hore is the imagce of the squirrel in the mmds
of the world.

BRIAN: That's orecisely what my family psvehology sequence deals with.

PIERCE: But they told us never to mix drama with fact!

BRIAN: High [ suppose vou learned that at fitm echeal

PIERCE: No! ... It was a film camp.

(The intorns, Tim and Portia, onter in costume as a father and mom. They are borsing around)
BRIAN: Control your mimons. (he puts on some costume items to become a “son” character)

PLERCE: Adright, places! I hope everyone remunibers their lines diis thme. . or it's back o working on

“The Regis Show” you go.
Uthe lights focus on the large dinmer table that they are now sifting of center stage)

PIERCE: And... action.

£~

AL, Son, sowr Mom aid [ have somc bad news.

SON.  What? Did Grandma die? Did you not get the inheritance you wanted? She was a greedy old bat,

veg boosy

DAD. No, no, that’s not 1t

SON - R0 we got the monev? L et’s oo crazy and buy chitt T aoant my nwn hplifiohting ringt

pi3414
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SON. What dad. what?

DA Mach, mudi worsc.

MOM. Just tell him, Patrick. Just tell him.
DAD. DU warnming up o i, Do

MOM.  You're impossible. (furning to son) We found 1! We found it, you little brat, we found it! [ can’t
believe vou were hiding it from me! Um a failure 23 o0 mother!

SON. Uh... what did you find?
DAD Your sweh, sen. Youwr stash . of squirrel.
SON. What! You were going through my porn drawer?
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DAD. I was well hidden under 4f] those Hustlers aind RS i v“vc"d'l, but Yol mvther has a dnack for

knowing when things are up... and something was certainly up with you. mister.

SON. ot believe ths,

MOM. How could you? lmagme, a rodent smoker in our family. And we thought Uncle Frank’s
pedophilia was bad.

DAD. Now Fran, we need to be firm but gentle, remember? That’s what the brochure said... before I lost
it during sex.

SON. Ewwww, Dad.
DAL, Dair't worty Bui, b wasu { sen wibli your o,
SON. Oh. Ok.

DAD. Now, wo're going to do somc role-playing, son

3

MOM. [It's for your own good.

5
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ya dom", sweet pussy?
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SA0ME Sarigat, ot mh, Fowe Jon T Uwcar a condom.

DAD. Anything for you, my hot buttered roll.
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i
(sensing their stares) It’s not about you! It’s about me. Imean, if you want something about you, daa’,
maybe we should talk about vour little obsession with trout.
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SON.  You know what I'm talking about, Dad. Or should I call you Fishy McFish?
DAD. Lies!

MOM. It’s true, dear. Everything’s about trout with you. Trout for every meal. Trout hung on every
wall. When [ want to go on vacation, you want to go trout fishing. And... when you're angry, vou even

beat us with a ffozen wout. Now I start 16 see where our little guy got it Tom. When Joes the maJness

end?

DAD  Pmnotall about trout! Fm nlse | writing a book

MOM. About what?

DAD. CGypsies!

MOM. Gypsies?

DAD Well, Gypsies aith tromt Is ap ancient tradition. Like Sudaiem, bt fishier.
MOM. That’s it! I’'m leaving!

DAD.  Sounds.bke somebody didn 't get their daily trout. (Takes out gient irout, siarts 1o beat her.
However, the scene goes awry and has to be called off)

PIERCE. Cut. Cut. Just, cut. Briag, can we cut that completely? Please say yos. Please. Please.

BRIAN: I think the interplay between the Dad’s obsession and the son’s disorder is key. It explains man’s

relations with aquirrels,
PIERCE: No one has a relationship with squirrels like that.
BRIAN. Gension is Suildingy Spedk for yoursalfl

PORTIA: (having removed her mom outfit) Am 1 the only one not wearing underwear here? It’s really
chally.

(silence)

PIERCE: Thank vou, dear That was 3 keen reminder to s all 2s to why we have internx.
PORTIA: Why do you have mterns?

PIERCE: Noy reason whatsoever. Vou agree, Brian?

BRIAN: Hey, vou're the one sleeping with her.

PIERCE: Touche Ree Portia, your are geod for something

PORTIA: But Brian doesn’t get anything out of our working relationship.

TYTEY e

SHERCLEL B maybe you could break my hewrt and seduce him, only o lave commiiment 1ssues i “puil
out” at the last second?

PORTIA- Trhink will do that someday. Sarry Rrian bat vew're seroaed
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Just give you syphisdis!
TIMOTHY: Hev... do I get to sleep with anyone?
TNV X i E N Lt : v

CIERCE. Noo Male mlams are here o e killed w tamible rigging eccideats. Let's take fve aid then
wntmue this death march of a production.

Lol tocroe Put Pvian. He smakess

BRIAN: So you might ask, “how did we get to make a film about squirrels?” Which is a good question,
because 1’s not evervdav that vou find anv sort of production companv backing a rodent-related show. ..
unless, of course, you're m the dirty movie business, which 1 don’t plan to be for at least the next five
years. Actually, funding wasn’t hard te get, but compromises had to be made. (smokes cigarette) Terrible
compromises. The type that make poor art school students wake up in the middle of the night screaming,
“But there were no machine guns in Little House on the Prairie! How can you ruin my masterwork like
this? [ wrote my thesis on David Lynch!” See for yourself. [ would say, “look at it through the eyes of a
squrrrel,” but I doubt any of you could handle seeing that many nuts.

(The large screen turns on. The action takes place in the interior of an office. A big shot producer sits
across from Brian and Pierce.)

PRODUCLER: Uentle et Y Uve ecad s youl i iph v scen YO stol st ve hicard yuouai uii{i‘ut}yih.

PIERCE: Something else you need?

TR, U ot T . . rotroary Thiazrn g v
PRODUCLR: No, no. Thare’s just one question [ have for you.

3 ~ TEATTY . A [ Ry . S T o
PRODUCER: Whare, my friends, are the boobalics

BRIAN: The what?

R he luscious mokuits.

BRIAN: Uh, squirrels don’t have breasts. They re rodents.

PRODUCER: So, shiat § Lave hivac is anovie aboud syuintels, thanscives quate ovil, which features o

racks or giant busts of any kind.

PRODUCER: And you expect me to sell this?

FYIPT & mF. TR,
iag ¥
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PRODUCER: I'm afraid I'm going to need to sec some giant gazongas added to your production before |

camoapprove i Sgurrele are et (oo negotive,

BRIAN: Hey, hold on.

FEY Fag T agro e g B4 € 1 N T P VAN B U R
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PRODUCER: Only if I can spend that moment {ooking at this magazine full of fake breasts.
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(They huddle and talk, the camera can still see their faces)

BRIAN. [ don't ke how this is gomnyg!

PIERCE: Yes, 1 feel my vision being tied to the stake as we speak. But... maybe we can go... another
rouste than the “sauwrrel plavhoy monsion special ”

BRIAN: I don’t quite follow you.

PEERCE: Maybhe we can’t add sex, but we can add. . well vou knew,

BRIAN: I'm still n the dark.

PIERCE. Violeace.

BRIAN: Uh...

PIERCI: Let's have the squirrels explede.

BRIAN: But they don’t do that. At least, not without alka-seltzer.

PIERCE: That’s a minor issue. We'll ix it in post production. T et’s try and sell it to him!
BRIAN: [ dunno...

PIERCE: {t's better than the dancers.

BRIAN: Ok, let’s do it.

PIERCE: What if the squirrels blew up?

PRODUCER: (puts down magazine, considers.) A movie. With squirrels blowing up.
PLERCE: (disuppuinied wt how dumb it svumls) Yeuah...

PRODUCER: That’s brilliant. It’s every producer’s dream. It’s like Land Before Time meets The
Termmator, bot with more fur

BRIAN: That makes it sound dirty.

PRODUCER: | like how vou think, voung man.
PIERCE: Do we have a deal?

PRODUCER: Well, let me ask my partners. (he turns to the magazine and consulls the pictures of the
ladies insidey Well girls, whatdya think? Yean? So do L You, Mindy, you're one smart cookie. You're
gonna make it in this biz. (he gives her a kiss, and turns back to Brian and Pierce) Boys, you're on.

\Screen goes up. nce again, Srian addresses the audience)

BRIAN: Stay tuned for the exciting conclusion to “the combustion of small mammals.” Tn the meantime,

P T T S WA S 2 SR ¥ it e s N T S R R 2
Vel sd s {od yod e deadin of ol ungs goud and naturel! (s iy seid in pre paidivii foi Jic ciitiviice of

Pierce and Portia, followed slowly by the sociologist, LeHoc)

PIERCE: Tupecifically asked vou only to call me “Mommy” if ¥ ealted von “Diaddy ™

o
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PORTIAY Butven &id say “daddy™ Yo zaid, Daddy, Porta!” Kinda weird, bt it counted

PIERCE: I said. “at ease, Portia!” We were having our army fantasy, not our grown-up fantasy.
PORTIA Whatever, You're lucky T a total prostitute.

BRIAN: Uh, Pierce couldn’t afford a real prostitute.

L LR 0y o called iss Anrericas wonld not Taad Dve minaios 11
LerlOC, Cne ol juur so called Miss Americas swould not lest fve minules na

woman... must be like a man!

.
h

rench trothel The
PIFRCE - That’s geod to know. Tl TeHoe, T'd ke to thank von for faking time out of vonr busy leetive
schedule to help us make your film. Your contribution is most appreciated.

EeHOC: TUis easy to sacrifice the chance to berate Americans in person for the chance to berate them on
film.

BRIAN: Are we readv? I have my sound gear hooked up.
PIERCE: Yeah, Dr. LeHoc, please take a seat.
LerOC. That is sot all { will ke froin you

PIERCE: Right. Roll sound. (from offstage: “rolling!”y And, speak whenever you're ready, Doctor.

his narration.)

LeHOC Squirrels, Bike alt American creatures, generally waste mast of their Yives staring hankly invo
space, surfacing from their idle filth only to procreate and devour foeds rich in fat and grease. Fortunately,
squirrels arc the feast intrusive of these United States slobs, having the decencey to keep to themsclves
mstead of corrupting other cultures with their television. slang. and furniture.

PIERCE: This is where we put a shot of a squirrel on a futon.

SRIAN {stdl thisdk & should be an araachan.

PIERCE: We'll work on it. We might have to settle with a recliner.

BRIAN. Can the squiniel have a pipe?

PIERCE: Only if 1t’s a bubble pipe.

Leiiul, Most ol these Asnciivan squircls, whan sl wasling oway lixtu iuthingiss, are sicalig tiugs
that belong to me. Things like my watermelons, my taxicabs, and assorted buildings. They then replace
these plundered goods with McDonalds and Starbucks brand whorehouses.

PN ET L NT L wh o Ee o B S LT JIVTVE L SPUR . PRSI e
PIERCE: Teow s is CUitLie, ciue Luz{h;é*guéc LEiKiE IANLIE.

BRIAN: I didn’t know the cutting-edge was so French.
SERCE. Cliyes, | beliove i raas dight along the Alps.

LeHOC: Hopefully, in time, these creatures can be trained to do something for the greater good. These

asefil memhers of

wbs will inehede cating nueleor waste, dipping for tuffles, and sliminating the e

Fenda S



society, such as children and the elderly. (he turns from the microphones) [ am completed. Where is my
money?

PIERCE: That’s not m the seript.

BRIAN: Thank von Pieree for making our sbvious lack of money 2ven more chvions.

PIERCE: Dr. LeHoc...

LeHOC: | know what you will say, tancy pants. You wiil say that in Amernca art1s a charity. n France
film is a charity as well, paid by the taxpayers, so that the film people can pay the men who do nothing but
be quoted in therr films. One of those men is me. I demand that your taxpayers pay me now, as well. They

should share the burden of the noble frenchman.

PIERCE: But by paying you, we would be breaking our trust with the other unpaid professionals donating

dici offoits (o dus Gl

LeHOC: These others that you speak of, are they french?

PIERCE. No.

LeHOC: Then they are of no interest to me. Pay or die.

BRIAN: IV's not w lus contract!

PIERCE: Who wrote that contract, you or me?

DRIAN: Uh... me.

PIERCE: We're screwed.

BRIAN: Hev! T can deal with complex issues T'm not just an artist.

PIERCE: You have no sense of responsibility.

BRIAN. Yes I do!

PIERCE: A responsible person would not have named our fish “diarrhea.”
BRIAN: You asked mc to same it while [ was drunk!

PIERCE: Well, a responsible person knows not to name fish while they’re drunk.
BRIAM: T can’t heliove von're dragging the fish into this

PIERCE: First you ruin my pets. Then, my movie.

BRIAN: OUR MOGVIL.

PIERCE: Yeah, maybe I should start saying that, so you can take credit for this disaster.
BRIAN: [Tey!

PIERCE: Look, LeHoc, we can’t pay you. We didn’t agree to it.

FPeHOC YVes von did. Actmally, by naving me vom alan deslare war an Mexicn, It was in my contract

20
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BRIAN: {quietly to pierce) I have an idea. Play along. (oudly) Say Pierce, where did we put all those

axndogives?

PIERCE: Uhm, you mean, the one for the squirrels?

DRIANS YVeah! We had waough to blow P d Ceusiy .. a couatty about tie size of Uraace.
LeHOC: What?

Ty

CHERCE, OF course we vould never Jo thal,

BRIAN: No, of course not. Think of the baguettes. They'd all be refugees: starving, homeless. In need of
oy and butter

PIERCE: It would be a shame to let so many pastries go to waste.

LeHRCT My precivus pastries! [ niust saleguard them [rom the likes of youe Dwill be buck. Possible with

a lawyer, possibly with a lot of booze. Only time, that retched slut. shall tell.
(He exits. Timothy enters with a platter full of dummy squirrels.)

TIMOTHY: Here's those explosive squirrels you were asking for. T almost lost an arm stuffing them with
all that dynamite.

PIERCE: Almost? Damn. That would have been good press.
SRIANN (Observing combustible rodents) This ausiwil needs more o,

PIERCE: I think we've almost got it...

ne SO Pt e ka8 veith o e iee og ol
SRIAN: Ok, fot mie poke it with this match

PIERCE: What? No, you fool!
BRIAN. She's gonnu bow!

(They hurl the squirrel offstage, where it explodes)

TR ENT A

BRIAN. (us if suiiuviic stieczedyGod bless you. Lot i &y dus vne.
(Brian drops the squirrel, which sparks.)

SRIAN. Do you have aiiy fropioot Kloones luady

PIERCE: For sweet Jesus, get that out of here!

viriey sierl I again, leudinig io Gioiicr uffstuge cxpiosion

PIERCE: This sounded a lot simpler before.

I A Drhios e vart duaad v e L sderad o ab o L WAL e vyt ot S T
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(He is imterrupted by the door opening stage lefi. An old lady walks on.}
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MS. FLAPPERJACKER: You!

PIERCE: Uh, can we help you, ma’am?

MS FLAPPERIACKER: You've been harhng ex:piosive rodents nto my garden oll mommg!
BRIAN: All morning? We just started.

PIERCE: (jenaring Briam) Oht Well 1 can assure vou ma’am i was a complete acerdent
BRIAN: We'll be happy to pay you back for your damaged soil.

MS FUAPPERIACKER: Shut your face, whippersnapper! 175 not pust my garden you hat
PIERCE: Wait... what else?

MS. FLAPPERJACKIER: You blow up my dog! Your wresponssbie rosdent combustion has robbed me of

my precious poodle.

BRIAN: Ohmy.

PIERCE: Was this poodle particularly valuable?

MS. FLAPPERIACKEFR: M was a rare athine poedle, purchred.

BRIAN: And we blew it up?

M5, FLAPPERIACKER: Yes.

BRIAN: (genuinely impressed with himself) That’s so cool!

PIFRCE - T what he meant to say, ma’am, 12 that you're taking this very coolly.

MS. FLAPPERJACKER: I'm used to it. I"ve always hated squirrels. Squirrels and minorities.

MS. FLAPPERJACKER: Those Africans, when they cross the border, they bring all sorts of squirrels with
them. Squirrels in therr leederhosen, squirrels in their dentures, squirrels m their hula skirts, even squirrels
m thewr naonghty ats.

PIERCE: I didn’t know squirrels could fit there.

MS FLAPPERIACKEER: {gesturing dowm pants) Would vou ke me 10 show you how, sommy?

PIERCE: For the love of all that’s holy, no.

BRIAN: Ms. Hlapperjacker. Are you setanded?

MS. FLAPPERJACKER: I don’t know what that word means, so I'm going to leave. But I warn vou: (her

voice suddenh gete very deepd Ul be back {vhe oxits)

PIERCE: Well, that sure shriveled my sack.

RRIAN: What's left of it after vour armyv rainimg wath Porfin

47
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imitation fur coat, then blow it up in fits of childish rage.
BRIAN: You’re still mad about the fish named Diarrhea, aren’t you?
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BRIAN: You're lucky it’s time for one of my emotional soliloquies, or I'd... do... something. Go away.
il leave Bar Bricn, who addresses the audicnee)

BRIAN: Pierce 1s mad. I'm mad. But there’s a difference. Pierce is mad in the way that he’ll blind you
when that vein in his forchend pops. Pm mad in the way that U dlind you, in the night, with salind Gk
(smokes) Of course I'm kidding. They would be nicer forks than that. Maybe tongs. Anyway, here’s the
point: 'm not mad because I want to be, or because | was born that way. I’m mad because society says |
am  Allow me to explain. Mot that von conld de anvihing ohse bat allow me. heeanse. hev, vou're mst an
audtence, and I'm drunk on power. Power and gin. Here’s the story:

We're all born weird. When you get rich, it’s called eccentricity, it's charming. When you're
famous, it's erotic: you have “obsessions” and “fetishes.” And when vou're a genius, it’s like vour
weirdness becomes the ultimate sign of your brilliance. But us not-so-special people, the pieces of
everyday shit, have to feign “normalness.” As a self-declared piece of shit, I protest this segregation. So
I’'m making a movie that indulges all of my weirdness, 1 don’t care if Pierce, or anyone, can handle it. How
does the Readmng Rambow song go? (simgs) I can be anyone... (stops singing) Yes, weil, that detiated any
momentum [ had going. But you get the point, maybe. Or you had some good fantasies about the person
n front of you while I was talking. All you people, turn around and wave to your new best friend behind
you! They woie dnnking »omie vary wend Banigs, whick ey "1 el you about afle the show, in suic.

(Pierce enters, lighting changes.)

1 SR TS S Rye)
13

ILRCH. [duak | patched stuff ap with Lelloe™s lawyer... o thaaks W you, fsh Jefaner.

BRIAN: You're lucky we got that fish! [t could have been a chihuahua. Then “diarrhea”™ would have been

an the fags and evervihing,

PIERCE: T hate chihuahuas even more.

;1

(A crazily dressed men, Juwii Valdez, struls s from stuge lefi. Do is filled with braggoadocio, machismo,
and other Italian superlatives. )

WIAN VAT DF7- Fnongh! Fraough of this chibushua bashing! T shall not have it

BRIAN: Who are you?

I SR CALTS S 5 5ag SENL ENPIUGENS GUNINIL KPS DY SUUUUN » NN SRS 1 SO
AN VSN L ddkd vl Y dilvg, 1T Usiadil G Meanu!

BRIAN: No you're not.

X,

TETANT V7 47
JUIAON VALDE

i L/LZ
Bow! (they baw) Ok enough bowing, 1 very much thank you.

T Foone T o, 4T [ O R TER S JPRE NI IS SPUEY SN Y oo bl
©B, & wrki. & GHE G EECDGb vn gRIWEED St Fux&r){u il auki g wu.h Ukl . LAU belure miv.

RREAN- We hawed ont of gmazerment. Yo re <111 not the Precident

JUAN VALDEZ: Who else could T be? No one but myself, me. I am the President of Mexico.
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BRIAN: Why 1s the President of Mexico on our set, then?

JUAN VALDEZ: Because you declared war on us 20 minutes ago, you fool.
PIERC E’~ When we sizned IeHoe’s contraet

JUAN VALDEZ: Correct, young man who is to be dead soon.

BRIAN. Bul I"ve never been 1o Menioo,

JUAN VALDEZ.: Ah! You have not lived until you have seen the rolling green hills of Mexico, heard the
rour of the elephants felt the sting of our dehisious hunanas.

BRIAN: You’ve never been to Mexico, cither, have you?

JUAN VALDEZ: Silence! What do you knew, dog/ You know nothing. Y ou hump these fuzzy squirreis
all, how do you say it, “the live long day.” In Mexico we would eat the squirrels. Eat them and dance!

LA dacat in it S rs)

JUAN SANCHEZ: Good evening. [ am Juan Sanchez, Assistant to the Vice-Consulate of Mexico. I'm
afrard we'll have to sue all of vou for defaming the good name of our nation. ¥ would read off the list of
your violations, but I only have a few hours.

(Evervone stands silent and befuddled. After a few seconds of evervone staring at Scmchez, Juan Valdez
casually lifts his gun, extends his arm and shoots him. Sanchez falls to the floor without a sound, and the

conversation continues. During the rest of the scene, Timothy creeps out and slowly drags the body away.)

JUAN VALDEZ: As I was saying, you do not need to see Mexico to hurt her pride. Does Jorge
(pronounced hor-hey) Bush the Junior visit Iraq before he bombs? No. Now, prepare yourselves for hell.

(fe raises fiis gun 1o fire. Lir. Sideburns evfers. Shie sees b aldez, wie approaches fier)

JUAN VALDEZ: You! You are a sexy american feminist. We hear of you in Mexico. It is said that your
{ype likes to ride the Jonkey on lop. {guieily) § like o woman on top.

DR. SIDEBURNS: Ugh.__ get your disgusting, non- ﬁnTy paws off of me. (she puts him in a headlock)
Sorry buddy, (she Farate chops him to the floory, D only date mammals with fur,

BRIAN: That 1s not how [ expected that problem to be solved.
PIERCE: Dr. dideburns, I presume?

DR. SIDEBURNS: Yes, and that’s what you’li call me... unless you're a cute little squirrel. Then you can

ot L I M~
Catig 1R300 MV DREUEIEER.
(Portia enters)

PORLIA: (lookimg ar Juan Faidezy Oh my god, that guy 15 5000 dead. (Jookimg at Dr. Suteburns) Oh my
god, you are sooo ugly. Did you get run over on the way here?

”‘I’A\T {
£

R

i B Loy Faroc o Yot o it vicald
vy, Dotiid, shdi U vou fogel to Guave wp odir vous last wacal?

PORTIA: Oh yeah! Thanks for reminding me! (she exits. Much to Brian and Pierce’s relief, Dr. Sideburns

fonghey
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SRSIDEBURNS: S0, which vae of you i3 scrowing ha”?
PIERCE: Actuallv, [ am.

DROSIDEBURNS: Well, vou disgust me. In fact, sexual relations Setween hmnans alwavs diseust me, |
! By b h f ol
will only mate with the squirrel kind.

BRIAN Have vou succeeded?

DR. SIDEBURNS: Yes, [ had three beautiful squirrel children. They were then promptly devoured by
dmgoes.

PIERCE: Whoa. The dingo really did eat your baby.
ORCSEDEBURNS: Yos, | staited that joke.
BRIAN: My sound equipment is set up. Ready to start your commentary?

CR.SIDEBURNS. Don't arder wie siound lihe 1 was one of your Mary Hoi-lelween-ie-logs, Tl start
¥ Y ¥
when I'm ready. Which 1s now.

PIFRCE- Roll sound... and, begin,

DR. SIDEBURNS:‘ Squirrels love sex. You think rabbits are homy? I've been to a squirrel porn shop
before. You’ve never seen anvthing like it. These squirrels know how to get it on. And they will keep
humping, and their numbers will overtake all else. Then, the earth wall be ours! Uh, [ mean, theirs.
BRIAN: Does it seem a bit sexist to vou that the only girl in our movie is talking about sex?

PIERCE: Shhhhh... | think I can see her breasts growing. (many seconds of silence) Still growing. ..
BRIAN: Shuulds’t someone be ulking? Gnore silence)

PIERCE: Is... something wrong, Doctor?

DR. SIDEBURNS: Ne, that's «il T have w say.

PIERCE: Ok. Uhm, thanks?

DR. SIDEBURNS: That's just like you, st 47 Just use s vwoinan and Jismiss her. [ bot you teal
everything in life that way. It’s all about the masculine power structure, you know.

PIERCE: Vdon’t have any power over vour. Yom respond to squireeds

DR. SIDEBURNS: But I have to use men to get to those squirrels, fool. That’s how [ have so much power
now. by manipulating men. Those squirrel affairs are mv reward.

PIERCE: Brian, I really wish I could blame you for this.

IESTARY. Tt Lol
SDRIAN: Tunly hale my

father. Mot oll men, just him.
PIERCE: Right.

S SITY IR VORI TH s B S s api W ars Tarn ven oincstensd asoep etk e [2 S PO U S
DROSIDEBURNS: This ;Cu;{fy ¥ Qu(BCﬁCA You have ao convo! over au,fy{hu%, Mr Piorce. Yiowr aovic is

controlling you. And you, Mr. Brian. Your obsessions control you. You're both bitchslapped by
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PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Hi, 'm Gerry.

PIERCE: Oh... mv god. President Gerald Ford? Oh myv god. I'm going to wet myself. Oh my god.
BRIAN: Do [ need to get you a bib?

PIERCE: Yes. . and lots of Kleenex.

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Hello. Iid someone order nachos?

MEX: Oh vesh, let me st grab those from you,

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Hold on, partner. Are you Mr. M. Army?

MEX: Yo got of,

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Good enough for me! Here you go.

BRIAN: Wait. Your name ¢ actially Mexican Army.

MEX: Sure is. I guess my parents saw me as a military man.

BRIAN: That’s pathetic.

MEX: I know. But hey, | have nachos, you don’t.

BRIAN: Ginod peint. Carry on.

(Pierce snaps out of his admiration of President Ford long enough to address him.)

PIERCE: President FFord! s such an honor (o meet you. { have all of your books. 1've memonzed ali of
your speeches. I've even stolen light bulbs from your presidential ibrary. Can [... shake your hand?

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Sure! But [ haven't washed 1t since Nixon died.

(As they are about to shake, a door flies open. Harold enters, holding a tub of radishes. He flings them at
Mex )

MEX: Dude. Radishes? Come on, dude.

HAROLD: This will be a good war yet! I shall retwrn. History Channel, here [ come! (he exits again)
PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Oh, I see you’re having a war here. How nice. I never got to have one of
thosc. Where did my nachos go? id you order the nachos?

PIERCE: ... No. Listen, Mr. President, will you be in my movie?

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Is it about me?

PIERCE: No.

PRUSIDENT CERALD TORD: Ok!

(As they are about to shake, Harold once again interrupts them. He flings open the door, Shouting various

war cries, carrying a spear. Mex hurls the Nachos at him, but misses and hits the President, who is
hlinded }
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MEX Oops, § was aiiiug at the beitish gay.

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: I’'m blind! But I love cheese! Thanks.

e Cresident siandy b the middle, stumbling. Suddenly, Darold urls a spear ab Mex, He does ot see
Gerald Ford until it is 100 late. The former president is struck, and lies dving on the floor.

PRESIDENT GERAYT DY FORDY: Geer . Pm sorry that veu didn’t epioy your Nachas ar
PIERCE: Gerry! Gerry, you're dying.

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: We had some good times, diough.

PIERCE: Sure, yeah, we did. Can I shake your hand before vou die?

CRESIDENT GERALD FORD: Mo, I'd like o speak to diat strange oy over there.
BRIAN: Me?

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD. Yes, yuu, soitie ke, (a whispers fo Briang Your father told e Lo il

you... before he died... that he’s (coughs) very proud. ..

BRIAN: Of me? Realty?

PRESIDENT GERALD FORD: That he’s very proud... of his record collection. (He dies.)

BREAN. His record collection? Well that’s bloody marvelous.

PIERCE: What did he say? What did he say to you? 1 can’t believe Gerald Ford is dead!

BRIAN: He said... W tell you tiat y our true cadling is in port, Muree,

PIERCE: Oh I knew it, I knew it! Thank you Gerry! (he kisses the president’s head)

SRIAN. Dwww... you just Kissed a Jead gay.

PIERCE: Wow. I did. Our squirrel movie has a body count.

BRIAN. Dsu't hal what wo waniad?

PIERCE: I was figuring on squirrel bodies only.

DRIAN. T gucss that’s e lusson hiore. aninals are colistatiily &yt to aall us.

(7 imoihy enters and slowly drags off the body of the President)

HARULD: Talway s santed o be va the history channel. May be sow they I du a biegraphs of meon
A&E. This stupid squirrel movie has lead to one good thing... well, for me at least. The rest of you are

buggered silly! I'm Jools Fuckyou-ington. Goodnight. (ie leaves)

DI o oalad one porson s Baswer This o date Iue croapnn
PICRCE. T'm 6Au‘d CLC PTG S QAPPY. This couldn’t be worsc.

- o v K13 ] I3 SR - .
ERCE Ok, T icis i i hows of s, § gaucss.
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PORTIA: Sure! Oh that reminds me, ’'m dumping you. Bye!

BRIAN: Wait, you forgot the part where you sleep with me after you dump him.

MEX: Dude, the rebound 15 so pathetic,

BRIAN: Shut up, Mexican Army.

(Portia suddenty stops and turns veards Mex)

PORTIA: Your name is Mexican Army?

MA: Yeoh, woman. ze shead and meck me.

PORTIA: My real name 1s Portuguese Armada.

MA: Are you senous?

PORTIA: Oh my god! Someone with a name worse than mine!

MEX: Maybe we're soulmates. Let’s run off together.

PORTIA: Well, when you think about it, having similar crappy names doesn’t mean we’ll have any sort of
romantic compatibility, but... you are a Mexican. There’s not many days when you run into someone from
Mexico in the U.S.

MEX: Actually, 1 'm from New Jersey.

PORTIA: Even more exotic! Let’s go. (us they leave) You know, I've always wanted to date a mulitary

qian.

(They skip offstage, holding hands)
BRIAN: And thus the Mexican army was defeated hy 1 total shot.

PIERCE: Well, I guess that ends that.
BRIAN: Yeagh, evcept our movie still sucks.
PIERCE: That can be fixed in editing. I’'m going out for a drink.

BRIAN: You incan, afler all this work, afler adl thus angst, after all this . weird shil, you're just gomg o
fix it in editing? What happened to your vision?

PIFRCKE - It died, along with half the nther things mvelved tn oy movie. Taive up.

BRIAN: You're a fake. A fake, Pierce. A big fake. You know it, and I know it now too. After all we've
done on this, your precious vision, you don’t give a damm about 1f. It’s just another intern to you. Another

tool to hive oot your fantasies.

PIERCE: Don’t get all psychosexual on me. I've had enough squirrel sex exposure to last a lifetime.

TYFYT & BT

DRIAN Justielime why, Why aie you giving ap on ihis movie ever being goonld, ever beinyg fnnhod. On
it ever being real.

PIERCE: U tell vou why, Brinn: Beea: hat
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TIRTANT AT,

[PELT AT E LN

PIERCE: Yes. Thev disgust me.

No Take i back,

PIERCE: No! 1 used to think they were just... blah. Normal. Whatever. But all this shit, from you, from
cvervone. has made me absolutelv despise them, You said vem zet 1 choose something 1o ove 2l of ns
get to choose a passion. Well we get to choose what not to care about too, Brian. Some people just don’t
carc about squirrels. And you can’t force them too. Not with whining, not with science, not with a movie.

. 30 that’s your vison, huh? Uvaicisii,

PIERCE: That’s right. It’s useless. Being artsy can get you a lot of things But it can’t give you passion.
Trean’t give van faith Yo have o helieve hefore you create T oguess Yeah Ok here i ic ¥ et wanted
to use this as a stepping stone to my real career... which now appears to be in porn.  Squirrels are just a
rung on the ladder.

Ty T LY. . k - e
SRIAN. [dun’ know vwhat o ad¥.

PIERCE: You don’t need to. This is how it ends, Brian. Not all creations are finished. Not all art is meant
to b art Tdon™ Ynow how 1o make that point olesrer

(The big screen flicks on. The Producer addresses the boys)

PRODUCER: Well, boys, gut some bad news. Your movie was cancelled, We've £ sned into & pomn
studio. I'm afraid you're out of work... unless you want to help with my new project. “Re-erected: Attack
of the Sex Zombies.” (he shows them the cover of the video) Catch va on the flip side! (the screen turns off)
PHRCE. It my big opportuaity. 'm soiry o leave you ke this. Good luck with the squicls, mae Auid
with yourself. (he leaves)
BRIAN: (Zights cigarette upy And that’s the end folls: no end. There will never be 4 squirrel ending.
There is no funny twist. There is no secret save. Like so many of your ambitions, your projects, my movie
is dead. It’s the half finished painting of a naked man in your basement. It’s the millions of lines of verse
never put in a proper poem. [t’s the ser( that’s more brilliant than Shakespeare, but never taught to read or
write. It’s you, it’s me, when we die, uncompleted. This is how a lot of things in life end. Just be glad it’s
not everything,

(He thinks for a long time. then smiles. as if relenting) Ok. fine. I'll give vou a bit to cheer you up.
Another ending to another story. Afier this is all over, Pierce 1l be the one working mn porn, and 1’1l be the
millionaire. My memoirs about rodent abuse will be a bestseller, once again proving that this country has a
strange fascination with small-animal bestiality. Someone will talk to me about making them into a movie,
but 1t witl never happen. As lor my 1ssues with my Dad... weil, iet's Just say that I visit s grave every
day. And I kick it. Really, really hard.

So.if any of you are still listening, let me say this: for the love of Jesus, don’t have children. And

N -y Ty

T e Ty 1ty ooy © ot U Yrevery o vprievnd s Lo cprslioe L iifas s thaio s ogp 0N
i Fou u‘m‘:ﬁ ROUP Wil VOYY tar aWaAY Hom f)kihi{li.l). U SHIGRYCS, EYIEFECE35 I S4T3 2 u{xu;t?,;) wadla inkai.

(He grabs a stuffed squirrel, looks at it, and walks towards the door. He Jips a switch and turns on the
Frofeotor, squirrels o showing o the big soreon. He lroves through the Joor stge Izt Ae the Juor
closes, the door on the opposite side opens. Mrs. Flapperjacker enters, walking slowly and concealing
something behind her body. She speaks after a few steps. )

S PLATTTRIACKER. Duvchic was o sice dug. Povchic vas a gound dog. Aad sow pouchiic’s gunna
a happy dog again. (She takes out a shotgun, laughs maniacally, and walks towards where Brian and
Pierce went offstage. Suddenly, Trees emerges)



TREES: We meet again, Patricia. Your dog dug up my nuts just one too many times.
MR FEAPPERIACKER: You want come nmins? Then come get some, tree hugger!

(he lunges, making a strange squirrel sound. She shoots, he dies but fails on her. After they both wriggle
nn the grownd, she dies qaswell. Brine returns o got bis cigarettes.)

BRIAN: (Jooks at both bodies) That was completely unnecessary! (another long pause as he stares at the
audiencey Good might! (lights down. Squirrel footage remains playing through curtain call and audience
XY
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