INT. MIKE’S ROOM—MORNING
An alarm clock goes off playing the radio.  MIKE, 27, lies in bed.





OBNOXIOUS DJ






(V.O.)



Good morning all you happy campers out there,



you’re listening to Andy in the AM!  I’m your



host, An-

Mike flops a tired arm out of bed, turning the dial on the clock.  A nice, easy song flows out.

MONTAGE:

1. Mike gets dressed.

2. Mike chugs orange juice from carton.

   3. Mike gets in car, and pulls out of driveway.

   4. Mike pulls up in the parking lot of Target.

5. Mike comes out of employee’s only door where his Target attire.

INT. TARGET—MORNING
Mike occasionally glances at the clock as he prices the groceries for some older middle aged woman.





MIKE



Would you like to purchase one of our 



easily accessible cash register adjacent

magazines ma’m?





LADY



Hah!

She scans over the magazines.





LADY



“Lose Ten Pounds in Five Day’s”,



“Herbs That Enlarge your Breast”,



“Aliens Abduct Cows for Calcium”!



Well, I never.  Those magazines 

are positively ridiculous.

MIKE
Okay, that will be thirty nine forty.



LADY



As if I want to learn how to enlarge

my breast!  Ha!  I’m completely happy

with how I look mind you.



MIKE

Sorry mam I never implied-



LADY

And ten pounds in five day’s!  Not

only is that unrealistic but just-

well, it’s absurd!  That’s what it is.

I don’t need to impress anyone!



MIKE

I never said you did; now it’s just thir-


LADY

And who the hell is going to believe that

crap?!  Do you think I’m stupid?  Do I look

stupid?  Why would aliens need cows when they

live on a giant ball of cheese?  It’s 

improbable!  Do these reporters even try anymore?



MIKE

The moon is not-



LADY

I ought to report you.  This is harassment.

A hate crime.  Why do you hate me?  Are you

just so filled with hate that-



MIKE

Just give me the money.



LADY

Well!  If you aren’t just the rudest young

man.

The lady slaps down two twenties, Mike give her change, and she’s off.  Mike motions with his hand as though he is shooting himself, and collapses onto a stool.

INT. MIKE’S CAR—NOONISH
Mike, still wearing his target shirt, is driving.  His cell phone RINGS.  He answers it.





MIKE



Hello?





LUCY





(V.O.)



Mikey!  




MIKE



Lucy, hey.

LUCY





(V.O.)



Honey, how was work?





MIKE



Well honestly it-





LUCY





(V.O.)



Can I ask of you a big favor?





MIKE



Well I really just feel like going 

home Lucy.



LUCY



(V.O.)

Mikey please?  Honey?



MIKE

Well, what is it?



LUCY



(V.O.)

I need just a little help running

a booth at the big Medieval fair on 

Gaffney Road.



MIKE

That’s today?  Sorry Lucy but-

LUCY

(V.O.)

Please?  It’s for a good cause!

Don’t do it for me, do it for the
 
kittens!



MIKE

Hon I-



LUCY



(V.O.)

Thanks hon. see ya!





MIKE


But-

He notices the DIAL TONE, and hangs up.  Turns onto the next exit, swearing under his breath.

EXT. MEDIEVAL FAIR—AFTERNOON

Mike is leaning against the counter of a small booth.  An annoying little kid throws a wooden ball at a wall of barbarian dolls.  He is wearing a large fur robe and an antlered helmet.





KID



I knocked down three barbarians, 

what do I get?



MIKE

Thou gets’t nothingeth.



KID

Why don’t you talk like a normal

person, idiot?



MIKE

Just go away kid.  I’ve had a bad day.



KID

Cry me a river, freak.

The kid grabs one of the wooden balls and chucks it.  It hits the spinning goblet ride and flies into the nearby forest.





KID



Fetch, freak!

EXT. FOREST—SOON AFTER
Mike stumbles through the woods.  A tree catches the cheap robe and rips the back part off.





MIKE



Oh c’mon!

He grabs the part that fell off, and continues onward, with furry shoulders, a Target shirt, and antlers.  A GUNSHOT rings out across the forest.





MIKE



The hell?

Mike begins to run.  A few more gunshots are heard.





HUNTER





(V.O.)



You let the deer get away!




MIKE



I’M NOT A DEER!  I’M NOT A



DEER!  DON’T SHOOT!

Mike continues to run as he throws off the antlers and robe.  He leaves the forest and enters farmland.  Cows graze around him.  He slips on a pile of cow crap.





MIKE



Shit.

Mike thinks for a second.





MIKE



Literally.

He giggles, tries to get up, but slips again.  This time he shouts and grabs his ankle.





MIKE



Oh, c’mon.

Mike crawls over to a cow and uses it as support to get up.  A gunshot rings thorough the air.





FARMER




(V.O.)

Damn kids!  Get away from my cows! 

Don’t tip my cows! Damn cow tippers.



MIKE

Ahhh!

Mike falls then crawls behind a food troth.
SUPER: TWO HOURS LATER

Mike crawls out from behind the troth, and begins crawling towards a road near the end of the field, opposite a graveyard.  His white T-shirt, spotted with mud, stands out in the night.





MIKE



Worst day ever.

A cow is hit with a green beam, and is sucked through the air into a U.F.O., Mike sees it.





MIKE



Aliens abducting cows?  You have



got to be kidding me.

He waddles faster towards the road; green beams narrowly miss him as he quickly crawls.





MIKE



I’M NOT A FUCKING COW!

Mike stands up and quickly limp-waddles, to avoid being mistaken for a cow.

EXT. GRAVEYARD—11:57
BARBARA, 17, and JOEY, 17, walk through the graveyard.





BARBARA



Take me home Joe.  This isn’t fun, 

I’m seriously freaking out.



JOE

I’m here for you babe.  This is the

quickest way home anyway.



BARBARA

It all adds up Joe, the young

couple taking a-

Barbara checks her watch.





BARBARA


Yup.  Midnight.  Its midnight Joe.



This is when it happens.





JOE



Oh grow up.  What are you afraid



of?  A zombie?





BARBARA



Shut up.





JOE



They’re coming for you Barbara!





BARBARA



This isn’t funny!

Mike comes limping across the road towards them grunting in pain from the sprain and waving.  Barbara screams, and pulls out a stun gun, shooting Mike, who gets shocked and falls to the ground.  He gets out and pulls the little wire metal thing off of his cut up Target shirt.





MIKE



Idiot kids.

He sees the U.F.O. shoot across the sky.  He points up at it.




MIKE



This is your fault! I hate You!

Thunder crackles and the moon is blocked by clouds.  Lightning strikes the ground near Mike.





GOD





(V.O.)



Repent!

Mike screams and hobbles up the road.  Lightning strikes everywhere around him.





MIKE



I’m sorry!  I’m sorry!  Hail God!  

Hail Mary!

A jeep comes down the road and stops in front of Mike.  Lucy steps out.





LUCY



Honey, what’s going on?

Mike runs around dodging lightning.





MIKE



I’M SORRY! I’M SORRY!





LUCY



What are you sorry for babe? 





MIKE



HAIL MARY!





LUCY



Who the hell is Mary?





MIKE



I’m so sorry I didn’t mean you!





LUCY


You cheated on me didn’t you!  You 

bastard!

Lucy ruffles through her purse and pulls out a stun gun.  Mike seems to finally notice her, and he sees the stun gun.





MIKE



Not again!





LUCY



You’ve already been stun gunned tonight?



Did you rape this Mary?  You sicko!

She shoots him, just as lightning hits the wire connecting the gun to the person you shoot.  Lucy has already let go and fled to her car, but Mike gets a little more shock the Lucy intended.
 His hair is black, steaming, and sticking up on its ends.





MIKE



At least the lightning stopped.

Mike continues down the road and reaches the night life part of the town.





MIKE



I need a doctor!





GUY



That is the worst haircut ever!

The guy pulls out a pistol and starts shooting at Mike.  Who runs down the street screaming in disbelief.  





MIKE



Why does everyone keep shooting at me?!

He runs smack into the lady from Target earlier in the day; she is with her large tough looking husband.





LADY



Bruce!  This is that kid who said

I looked fat and stupid and had tiny

breast!


BRUCE

Ain’t no one talk smack about my lady!

Bruce shoots Mike.  Mike falls to the ground dead.  His soul rises up above him, slowly going towards heaven.





MIKE



Finally.

God is sitting on a cloud staring disapprovingly at Mike wielding a lightning bolt.





MIKE



Not cool.

End.
