BAD ASS DAD & THE SPIDER SAFARI
FADE IN:

INT.  KITCHEN – MORNING

At the breakfast table, BAD ASS DAD (also known as “Notorious B.A.D.”) wears a bike helmet, reading glasses, and gardening gloves.  He looks tired and fed-up.  






B.A.D.




Seems like every day it’s the same thing.

INT.  HOME OFFICE – FLASHBACK

B.A.D. is at the computer intently poking the keyboard, when DAUGHTER #1 frantically enters.  






DAUGHTER #1

Dad! Dad!  There’s a huge spider!  Come quick!  He’s in my bathroom!  Please

Daddy!  Come get him!

B.A.D.  rolls his eyes, stands, and grabs a nearby box of tissues.  He walks to his daughter #1.






B.A.D




A spider? Where is he?






DAUGHTER #1




In the tub.  But don’t kill him  Dad!






B.A.D.




I’ll try not to.  Lead the way.

Daughter #1 exits followed by B.A.D., who scratches his head.
INT.  FAMILY ROOM – FLASHBACK

B.A.D.  sits on the couch intently watching his soap opera.







B.A.D.






(to T.V.)




That can’t be Jake’s baby!  It doesn’t even look like him!

His SON enters.  Dad continues to stare at the T.V.







SON




Hey Dad there’s a big spider in my room!  But don’t kill him.

B.A.D., like pleading, motions to the T.V.  He rolls his eyes, grabs a nearby box of tissues, and stands.  He follows his son glancing back at the T.V. 

INT.  KITCHEN – FLASHBACK

At the counter, B.A.D. is about to take a huge bite of a Dagwood sandwich when his DAUGHTER #2 yells from the up-stairs.






DAUGHTER #2 (O.S.)




DAD!  Gigantic Spider!  But don’t kill him!

B.A.D. plops the sandwich on the counter. He grabs a nearby box of tissues and storms out.

BACK TO:  INT.  KITCHEN – MORNING

At the breakfast table, B.A.D. is still dressed in a bike helmet, reading glasses, and gardening gloves. 






B.AD.

Not today.  I’m takin’ matters into my hands.  Goin’ spider hunting -     proactive style!

B.A.D. smiles, stands, and then grabs a nearby box of tissues and a “critter box”.






B.A.D.





(yells to kids)




C’mon little ones, we’re going to get us some spiders!  Catch and release!


INT. HALLWAY – MOMENTS LATER

Safari music can be heard as…

…B.A.D., followed by daughter #1 holding a box of tissues, peeps behind the curtain of a hall window.

A small spider is nestled on the sill.  End safari music.






B.A.D.




Ahhh!  Your common Funnel Web Spider.





(to daughter #1)




Tissue.

Daughter #1 pulls a tissue from the box and hands to her Dad.






DAUGHTER #1




Tissue.






B.A.D





(reaches toward spider)




C’mere little fella…I’m not gonna hurt ya.

He brushes the spider into the box.

INT. HALLWAY – MOMENTS LATER

Safari music can be heard as…

Burried in a coat closet, B.A.D. rummages around while daughter #2 waits with the tissue box ready.  End safari music.

B.A.D.




Ahhhh! A Ground Spider!

Still buried in the closet, B.A.D. , thrusts his hand out.







B.A.D




Tissue!

Daughter #2 pulls a tissue from the box and hands to her Dad.






DAUGHTER #2




Tissue.

EXT. GARAGE – MOMENTS LATER

Safari music can be heard as…

B.A.D., his son, and both daughters approach the garage door.  End safari music.






B.A.D.




The garage.  I bet ther’s a ton of spiders in there.

As his three kids wait in the wings, B.A.D. slowly opens the door…

INT. GARAGE – MOMENTS LATER

Over the shoulder of a massive 3’ spider perched on a web, is a shocked B.A.D. and children.






B.A.D.




We gonna need a bigger tissue.












FADE OUT.  

