Si npl yBBQ
By

Al Nevat el

EXT. PARK — DAY

A | arge banner stretched between two trees, lettered in
Courier font, reads:

“\WELCOVE TO THE 15" ANNUAL SI MPLYSCRI PTS COOKQUT”

Fol ding chairs surround a long |line of end-to-end tables,
draped with checkered tabl ecl ot hs.

Pl umes of snoke waft froma large grill. |Ice chests are
filled to bursting with beer and w ne.

SinplyScripters mngle and chat. Sone carry a beer. Sone
carry a beer in each hand. Sone carry a beer in each hand
and have several nore stuffed into each pocket.

AT THE CGRILL

Don stands at the massive grill, a spatula in one hand and
a glass of Merlot in the other.

The grill is buried beneath sizzling nounds of sausages,
burgers, and ribs.

Beside him a huge pig simers as it twirls on a spit
suspended over a pit of coals.

A giggling Frenchman, M CHEL, pen and paper in hand, races
past .

M CHEL
Qui, oui -- anozer screept
eez fini!

Don shakes his head and smiles. Sips his Mrlot.
Then he turns to a pot of barbecue sauce. He sets down the

spatula -- not his wine -- then grabs a brush and begins to
sl ather his hot, spicy neat.



WESLEY (O S.)
That sauce is delicious.

Don | ooks up fromhis slathering to find that WESLEY and
DOGGLEBE have joined himat the grill.

Doggl ebe scoffs, then -- FIZZT -- he pops the top on a
homebrew. He flips the cap at Wesley. It hits himin the
eye.

WESLEY
ow

DOGG_EBE
You can’t just say the sauce
is delicious. How would I
know t he sauce is delicious?
You have to show ne!

Wesl ey grabs the pot and dunps it over Doggl ebe’ s head.

Doggl ebe sticks out his tongue, catching the sauce that
drips from his nose.

DOGGLEBE
Hey, that is good!

D stant thunder RUMBLES om nously. Don |ooks up at the
gathering clouds with a frown.

DON
| don’t want to be dramatic, but
| sure hope this weather holds.

AT THE FOOD TABLE

GECRCE W LLSON sets out plastic silverware and paper
pl at es.

M KE SHELTON i s nearby. He arranges an arny of Tupperware
containers -- each containing potluck offerings in typical
pi cni c-food shades of yell ow

GRAVYBOATMAN strolls up. He carries a five-gallon bucket
of thick, brown liquid that sloshes as he wal ks.



GRAVYBOATNVAN
Where do | put this?

M ke turns to G avyboat man.

M KE
That’ s not your “special” brand
of gravy, is it?

GRAVYBOATMAN

(grins)
Hey...it’s a party!

M KE
(nods O S.)
Well, just put it over..

WHAM M ke junps as JAMES MCCLUNG sl ans a | arge, bl oody
chunk of...something...onto the table.

JAMES
Hey, guys. \Were can | put this?

George | ooks over now -- and grimaces at the grisly
speci nen that Janes has pl opped onto the table.

GEORGE
What in the nanme of shiny,
nmoonlit asses is that?

Janes is hesitant.

JANVES
[t’s...um..neat!
M KE
It | ooks kinda' ...fresh.
JANVES
(grins)
It should be. Il killed it

nmysel f!

Ceorge rolls his eyes.



GEORGE
Well, take it to Don. |I'm
assum ng you want this cooked
as opposed to raw.

Janes nods, then hefts the...whatever it is...and heads

over to the grill. He calls back over his shoul der.
JAMES
You'll see...tastes just |ike
por k!

CGeorge and M ke share a shudder, then return to their
pr epar ati ons.

AT ANOTHER PART OF THE TABLE

Pl A wat ches as BREANNE pl aces sonething tall and heavy onto
the table. Sonmething covered by a sheet.

Pia is inpatient.

Pl A
Well, are you gonna’ let ne
see it, or what?

Breanne smles, then whips off the sheet to reveal a |arge
ice scul pture of M chel angel o' s Davi d.

Pia claps her hands with delight.

Pl A
Oh...it’s gorgeous! And so
dramatic. But couldn't you
have nmade...it...a wee bigger?

The wonen giggle. They sound |ike WIlm Flintstone and
Betty Rubbl e.

Now DAN ROBINSON -- a heavily tattooed nan with denons
flying out of his ears -- races between them and pl ops a
| arge bow onto the table.

DAN
Done! !



The bow is filled wwth raw, unpeel ed pot at oes.

Breanne and Pia frown at Dan and his spuds.

Dan runs off.
di sdai n.

BREANNE
VWhat is that?

DAN
It’s potato sal ad!!!

Pl A
But...it’s not finished.

BREANNE
How | ong did you cook that?

DAN
| made it in two mnutes!!!!

Pl A
Hrm .. woul d you like to know
how you m ght i nprove your
pot at o sal ad- maki ng skills?

BREANNE
Did you even taste that before
you submtted it here?

DAN
Thanks for your comments!! This
potato salad is getting produced!!
| ” m maki ng nore real soon!

Breanne and Pia gaze at the potatoes with

DAN (O S.)

BACK AT THE CGRILL

Don | ooks about, confused. He turns to N XON, who has now
joined himat the grill.



DON
Hey, what happened to all of those
chi ckens | had?

Ni xon nods to sonme nearby bushes.

The | eaves rustle furiously, and HEAVY GRUNTS can be heard
from somewhere within the foliage.

NI XON
Balt took them.

DON
Ch, no...don’t tell ne..

NI XON
Yeah...he' s porking themin

the butt.
Don sighs and tosses a few nore sausages onto the grill.

DON
Sausage it is, then..

A drunken Brazilian with a 30-ounce norrito, HELIO, runs up
and throws what | ooks like a tiny chicken onto the grill.

HELI O
Pl ease you cook Heli o s snack
Now GREG approaches the grill. He glances left and right,
as if searching for sonething.
GREG
Hey, has anybody seen ny bird?
Helio giggles and runs away. Don slans the grill closed.
DON
Um .. no.

Ni xon hooks his thunmb towards the rustling bushes.

NI XON
| heard sonething in there.
Maybe you ought to go take
a | ook.



GREG
Hey, thanks N xon!

NI XON
No pr obl eno.

Don frowns at Ni xon as Geg steps away fromview --
-- for another nmonent or two, then --

GREG (O S.)
Ch ny God!! The drana!

Ni xon sm | es and shrugs.
M chel runs past, in the opposite direction this tine.

M CHEL
Anozer screept eez fini!

The THUNDER RUMBLES once nore. Dramatically. This one
closer. Don |looks to the sky with grow ng concern.

AT THE FOOD TABLE — LATER

Everyone is gathered about the table, and the spread | ooks
fabul ous. The pig -- apple in nmouth -- the whol e nine
yards -- lies at the center of the table.

Don stands at the head of the table and spreads his arns
wi de.

DON
Dig in everybody!

Don | eans over to Wesley.
DON
(whi spers)
Do NOT eat the chicken.
AT ANOTHER PART OF THE TABLE

Dan grabs a whol e chi cken and begins to devour it. He
speaks with his nouth full. Big surprise there.



DAN
Man!  This sauce is fantastic!
Creany and salty, and...sonething
el se...what is that?

CHRI S HARRI S frowns at Dan. Dan holds a drunstick al oft.

DAN
| m gonna nake a novi e about
this chicken! |’m gonna get

this chicken produced!!!
Dan t akes anot her chonp of chicken.

Chris pulls a huge bible fromhis belt and whacks Dan
across the head.

Dan’s bandana flies fromhis head, revealing two smal
horns on his forehead.

CHRI S
You shoul d say grace before
you eat, you heathen! And I
t hi nk your chicken novie is
goi ng to suck!

Dan frowns. Then he pulls a gleam ng netal shiv fromhis
j eans and goes straight for Chris’ kidney.

But suddenly, then scene freezes.
Then, the action plays out in reverse.

Dan sheathes the shiv -- then his bandana snaps back onto
his head as Chris un-whacks himw th the bible.

Then, the scene freezes once nore. And normalcy returns.

Chris | ooks around -- confused at first -- then annoyed.
He gl ares around the table.

CHRI S
Hey! What happened to ny di al ogue?

BERT | eans across the table with a large renote control,
aimed at Chris.



BERT
Oh, | deleted that.

Chris funmes. Then, a deafening CLAP OF THUNDER startles
the entire table.

Everybody | ooks up to the sky.

Suddenly a HUGE BOLT OF LI GHTENI NG streaks fromthe sky.
It strikes the pig |ying at the center of the table.

The pig twtches. Spasns. Then -- |ITS EYES SNAP OPEN

The pig spits out the apple, and with a full-blown zonbie
RAAAAAAAR it |eaps to its hooves.

Reani mated by the lightning bolt, the pig now sports
obscenely massive tusks and fire in its eyes.

The snarling pig charges down the center of the table,
overturning gl asses and paper plates as peopl e push away
fromthe table in horror.

Except for one guy, who claps with glee. THEDEADWALK2NI TE.

TDW2N
Awesone! A zonbie pig!

Doggl ebe shoots honebrew out his nostrils and sputters with
rage.

DOGGLEBE
NO! The rules explicitly say
a drama! No f[i][/i]ucking
zonbi es! !

The pig turns now and | eaps onto TDW2N. They both tunble
to the ground.

The squealing zonbie pig drives its tusks into TDVW2N s
m dsection with a horrific ripping sound.

It chews with ferocious intensity, as it twirls |oop after
| oop of intestine around its tusks like |inguini.

TDW2N gapes at the carnage that once housed his abdonen.



TDW2N
Amazing! And it | ooks so
real! The drama!
Dan runs up with a small handhel d vi deo recorder.

DAN
|’ m gonna get this produced!

Ajolly, rotund man, PEPI, now | eaps from behind a tree.
He points to Dan and | aughs.
PEPI
This story she is so stupid
now | i ke poop!

Dan whirls. He spots Pepi.

DAN
YOU!

And out comes the shiv. Dan charges Pepi

DON

Leans back in his folding chair and drains his Merlot.
He heaves a heavy sigh as PEPI’S O S. SCREAMS begi n.
Then he chuckles to hinself.

DON
The drama...the drann..

Then, the screen goes bl ack --

-- followed nonents later by this SUPER

Sorry folks, but things are getting out of hand.
This story i s now LOCKED.

(D*rn one week ganes...)



