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FADE IN

INT.  THE DARK MONOLITH’S ROOM—DAY
HOWARD WARDBLUTH and THE DARK MONOLITH sit in the Monolith’s room.  The Monolith is sitting cross-legged on his bed, and Howard is leaned up against the wall.  The Monolith is in his early twenties, is somewhere in the ballpark of seven feet tall, three hundred pounds, and wears thick black plate mail over his entire body.  Howard, his father, just barely breaks five and a half feet, is middle-aged, particularly wiry, wears his pants just below the armpits, and is anything but a fluid speaker.

HOWARD

I tell ya, I shoulda noticed something…ahh…early on.  Ahh…this was many…many years back, when this…ahh…this little rascal, here, was in kindergarten.  Well, I get this call over at the…ahh…over at the PO, which I…ahh…I don’t think I need to say isn’t exactly the Tri-County Mall, if y’knoh what I’m mean.  So anyway, I got this call…from Jeremy’s teacher, Mrs. Bursleigh, and…ahh…apparently he’d made some kindah replica of himself and had used it to escape from naptime, yah?  Hohohoh, they…ahh…they eventually found him on the…ahh…standing on the top of the monkey bars with the month’s supply of graham crackers, waving his little fist, there, and…and repeating the words, “Injustice is served!  Injustice is served!”

Howard chuckles warmly to the camera and the Monolith.

HOWARD

Except it was more “Injussus is suhh!”  He had a li’l…ahh…had a l’il speech impediment during his formative years.

INT.  BARON DIABOLICAL’S OFFICE—DAY
BARON DIABOLICAL, the Dean of Cazes Bay Villainy University, sits at his desk.  He’s a crooked, thin man in a tux, top hat, white gloves, black cape, and monocle.  He has a habit of twirling the ends of his greased moustache.

DIABOLICAL

We here at the Cazes Bay Villainy University try to encourage our students to take the initiative.  It becomes…difficult…structuring a post-modernist criminal scheme if all the pieces on the playing board don’t have their heads screwed on—or, as the case may be, screwed off—at just the right time.  I mean, let’s face it, one slip up in this game and we’re talking the end of the line!  Unless, of course, you manage to, like, gain control over a prison guard’s molecular density or seduce your psychiatrist into obsessive insanity, but you’d be surprised at how little that happens nowadays.  I mean, today it’s all about the megacosmic containment units and vortex prisons that exist in some desolate sea canyon thirteen centuries in the future.  I won’t lie to you, it’s not an easy time for a young man or woman to break into this industry, but you know, survival of the fittest, that’s what it’s always been.  And frankly, I can think of only one occupation which subscribes to that theory more strongly than that of the super villain, and that’s the librarian.  Although now that I actually make the comparison, they might as well be considered the same thing.

But it’s because of this competition that the summer vacation is maintained here at CBVU.  A school filled with evil masterminds, half-crazed lightning beings, and human road blocks isn’t a button you want to be pressing like an epileptic with a remote control tied to his hand.  Vacation is necessary and has always shown a positive result in the psyches of both, the students and faculty.  Well, except, of course, for that one year where young Johnny Timestream stole the whole three months from us.  We were going to discipline him until we found he’d been hired by a secret megalomaniacal cult to give them a little time off before their final battle against Admiral America.  It was upon discovering this that we had to make Timestream the valedictorian of the class.  I think people would still be sour about that irony to this day if we hadn’t customized his graduation medal to explode with the words, “I would not be where I am today if not for”.  Seriously, why should the students have all the fun?
INT.  CBVU DORM ROOM—DAY

The Monolith sits on the couch, legs crossed.  HAMILTON SHAW, a prim and proper man in his early twenties in stylish colonial mahogany attire, a stylish pony tail, and kempt block sideburns finishes brushing his teeth and takes a swig of Cognac to wash it out.  He spits it back into the sink.

MONOLITH

So you going back home for the summer?

Shaw leans up against his doorway as he speaks to the Monolith.

SHAW

One of them.

MONOLITH

Excited about it?

SHAW

I guess.  I dunno.  It’s just…I’ve been to most of them far too many times already this past semester.

MONOLITH

Can’t you just, like, build a new mansion somewhere you haven’t been?

SHAW

Normally, but money’s kinda tight…you know, recession…so I’d only be able to have, like, sixteen or seventeen bathrooms in it.

MONOLITH

…is…is that not a lot of bathrooms to have?

SHAW

When the total area of all the floors in your house is about six feet larger than Rhode Island, yes, it’s not a lot of bathrooms to have.  I mean, the monorail/elevators can only help you so much, and the teleportation pads are really only meant for long distances.

MONOLITH

You wouldn’t think those would turn out to be a hindrance.

SHAW

Well, I would, ever since the Leaping Lemur knocked Uncle Perry halfway onto one.

MONOLITH

“Uncle Perry”…wasn’t he Perry Pogo Stick?

SHAW

Well, after that happened, he was.

INT.  CBVU DORM HALLWAY—DAY
THE DARKER MONOLITH, a HUMONGOUS black man in his early 20’s, wearing olive green pants and covered in gray tribal paint, stands in a dorm hallway.  Behind him, students are packing from within their opened doors and scurrying back and forth through the hallway with their bags.

DARKER MONOLITH

There’s a slightly…tense…situation between myself and the Dark Monolith.  I mean, it’s coo, he enrolled before me, he gets dibs on the name.  First man up the ladder saves the baby from the fire, like Granny says.  What I DO got beef with is this:  where in Hell’s name does Whitey McShrimpLegs get off calling himself “the DARK Monolith”?  I mean, I do hate turning this into an adjective pissing contest, and my boys say I should just call it off and get creative with my title, but screw that!  This a matter of principle!  Hey…hey, wait.  Is he gon’ see this?  Yeah?

The Darker Monolith leans in, filling up the camera with ferocious ebony muscle.

DARKER MONOLITH

Lemme tell you somethin’…it ain’t armor that makes you dark.  It’s your SOUL.  And I think it’s only fair to warn you that they use MY soul as the standard for charcoal…sucka.

INT.  THE MONOLITH’S CBVU ROOM—NIGHT

The Monolith places a handful of his DVDs into a cardboard box (with the words “Kitchen Appliances” crossed out and “Jeremy’s DVD’s” written underneath it) resting on his bed.  Behind it is a duffel bag filled with folded pairs of socks, underwear, and a plate or two of extra armor.  He speaks as he sorts.
MONOLITH

I guess it was a pretty good year.  Grades weren’t bad.  Weren’t good, but weren’t bad.  Probably closer to bad, but…wait, no, there’s five grades, right?  Yeah, I thought so.  Alright, then…I guess I did okay.

INT.  SHAW’S CBVU ROOM—NIGHT

Shaw sits on an oversized leather recliner, stroking a diabolically red cat resting in the nook of his arm as a bulky android wearing a butler’s coat uses its right hand to steam press a pair of pantaloons.

SHAW

My grades?  Please, those were paid for before I knew the difference between Debussy and Ravel.

Ahh, to be two again.

INT.  WARDBLUTH RESIDENCE LIVING ROOM—DAY

BEVERLY and Howard Wardbluth, the Monolith’s conservative middle aged, middle class parents sit on a plain sofa, each with a mug of hot chocolate resting on matching coasters on the coffee table in front of them.  Beverly is short, plump, and has an essence that says she’ll manage to find a positive in any possible situation.

BEVERLY

We’ve tried very hard to raise Jeremy in a good household.  Not “good” as in “good and evil”, but “good” as in “homely”, y’knoh?  And I like to think we’ve done that for him, given him a real homely…home.  Is it perfect?  Are we perfect?  I certainly wouldn’t say soh.  Everybody’s got their Off Days, everybody’s got their pouty moods, yeah?  Some people punch a pillow, others kidnap the council members of NATO, y’knoh?  Howard and I have never done that, mind you, but y’koh, we’re not going to grudge our son from doing what it is he feels he needs to doo.

HOWARD

That’s…that’s right, honey.  We went ahead and…ahh…told our boy to go out and follow his dreams, and…and by golly we meant that.  Y’knoh?  He’s a good boy, and we’re…we’re proud of him…y’knoh, he’s making something of his life…ahh…he’s not in a gang or…or sniffing glue of a harlot’s back or anything…cockamamie like that.  Ahh…he’s out there, he’s following his dream, he’s fighting for his dream, he’s…ahh…living his dream.  And we…we couldn’t be more pleased about it.

BEVERLY

You’re right there, Howard.  I mean, how many mothers can say their boy’s on a first name basis with UltraLad, y’knoh?

A picture is shown on the mantelpiece of a smaller and slightly less-armored Monolith doing battle with UltraLad.  Then back to the Wardbluths.

HOWARD

Not…not many.  Not many at all.

BEVERLY

And y’knoh, I do sense a little resentment from some of the other parents in the neighborhood about it.  I do.  I do sense a little.  Almost as if they’re…I don’t want to say “disappointed” in their children, but rather…

HOWARD

“Disappointed”, honey, you can say it.

Beverly shakes her head in admonishment.

BEVERLY

Noh, noh, that’s not what I’m getting at.

EXT.  THE NEIGHBOR’S YARD—DAY
BOB and LINDA stand in their lawn.  They’re also middle aged, but are regularly sized and definitely look like less of a self-parody.  The Wardbluth house can be seen off to the side.

BOB

What’s it like living next door to the Dark Monolith?  Well, it ain’t raising the property value, I’ll tell you that much.

Linda turns a diplomatic scold upon her husband.

LINDA

Bob.
She turns back to the camera.

LINDA (CONT’D)

The Wardbluths are good people of strong conviction.  They’ve been exemplary neighbors for twenty years, and they love their son, and they support their son, and I don’t think there’s anything more you can ask from anyone.  Is it awkward when he’s in town for the Civic Center Barbecues?  Sure.

BOB

I don’t even want to guess the number of lawn chairs and beach balls he’s ruined with that armor of his.
LINDA

Well, yes, but the fact of the matter is that he’s a super villain.  It’s what he does.  And frankly, that’s the worst that’s going to come our way…I mean, no self-respecting super hero is going to endanger a bad guy’s family or family friends or neighbors.  It…it just doesn’t happen that way.  And you know, in that regard, it makes me feel safer than the fact that we live near a police station.  Besides, there are worse things to be in this world than a super villain.

BOB

Like being Mexican.

LINDA

For one, yes.
EXT.  A HEARTSON CITY STREET—DAY

ULTRALAD, a young man in his early twenties with the build of a moderately juicing high school baseball player and expressions that walk the line between being slimy and smooth, stands on a street in Heartson City, a masked man in black slung over his shoulder, unconscious.  There is a crowd of onlookers behind him and a few police offers walking around the area.  As he gets closer to the end of his interview, one officer walks up behind him, waiting politely for him to finish.

ULTRALAD

He was a real pleasure to work with.  I mean, that sounds odd, considering the source and, you know, context, but really, genuinely a pleasure to work with.  Our little scuffle kind of solidified my decision to pursue a career in super heroics, which is going pretty well right now.  Oh, did you want my business card now?  After the shoot?  Okay, yeah, I can wait.  I’ve got more than enough.  Heck, got any friends?  Maybe you could distribute some for me?

INT.  THE DARK MONOLITH’S ROOM—DAY

The Monolith stands, facing the wall.  He evilly chuckles and increases the laugh incrementally and terrifyingly.  Soon he has an all-out evil guffaw going, his fists clenched and in the air, his back arched.

Howard walks into the Monolith’s room absent-mindedly and knocks on the frame of his doorway.

HOWARD

Jerem—ah, Jeez!  Jeez!  Ah!  Ah, noh!

The Monolith turns around, flustered, revealing a picture of UltraLad on the wall he was facing.

MONOLITH

Damnit, Dad, don’t you know how to knock?  Get out!

HOWARD

I just…ah…I just…it’s just that I…ahh…

Howard turns awkwardly and runs from the room.  The Monolith is left alone.  He rubs his chest plates lightly.

INT.  WARDBLUTH UPSTAIRS HALLWAY—DAY

Beverly is walking up stairs as Howard runs out.

BEVERLY

Howard?  What was all that Savior Slander I was hearing?  Is everything okay?

HOWARD

It’s just…I…ahh…I…I might’ve…ahh…y’knoh…

BEVERLY

Oop—y’caught a l’il cackle, didja?

HOWARD

Ermm…I…I…ahh…yah.  Yah, I did.

Beverly embraces her husband reassuringly, as if he were a kindergartener with a skinned knee.

BEVERLY

There, there, Howard.  Everyone does it at least once in their life, y’knoh?  Our son’s just at that point.  It’s perfectly natural.  He’s probably already done, now.  Here, y’wanna goh speak to him with me?  Would that make y’feel better?

Howard nods, his face downcast and pouting.

BEVERLY

Okay.  C’mon, then.  Take my hand.  There we goh.  There we goh.  Who’s my brave postman?
Howard bends his hand and points to himself a few times, his head still hung.  They walk back to the Monolith’s room.

INT.  THE DARK MONOLITH’S ROOM—DAY

The Monolith sits on his bed, hands in his lap.  He looks up as his parents enter.

BEVERLY

Jeremy, honey, is this a good time?

MONOLITH

Uhm…yeah, I guess.

BEVERLY

We just wanted to speak to you about college and some of the decisions you’ve been making.

MONOLITH

Sure.

Beverly looks over at Howard, who’s still out of it.  She nudges him, he snaps back.

HOWARD

Err…son, we’re wondering what kind of crowd you’re mixing in with.  I mean…ahh…I don’t mean to make it sound like we’re…ahh…invading…into your life.  Just…ahh…well, the people you’re, ah, spending time with.  Are they making strong life…ahh…life choices?  Do you think they…y’knoh…have…ah…ambition?

MONOLITH

I…I guess, yeah.  I mean, Commodore Cold doesn’t come out of his room much, but Hamilton Shaw’s spent the better part of last semester organizing strategies to conquer greater Europe with his Hambots once he’s done mass producing their prototype.

BEVERLY

Well, that’s all fine and well, honey, but what about their drive, y’knoh?

MONOLITH

I’m not quite sure I understand what you’re getting at, Mom.

BEVERLY

I guess what I’m trying to say is that it’s not the power of your Gravitron Beam that counts, it’s what you’re picking up with it.

MONOLITH

But what if you’re picking up the Gravitron Beam with…ahh…the Gravitron Beam.

BEVERLY

Well, then I guess it is a question of the power of your Gravitron Beam, yes.

HOWARD

Could…ahh…could yah do that?  Could yah pick up the Gravitron with itself?

MONOLITH

No, no, I don’t think you could.  It doesn’t extend out or, like, curve like that.

HOWARD

Ahh.  Hah…pity…could be like a liddle…metal doggie chasing its tail throughout eternity, there.

MONOLITH

Er.  Yeah.  Yeah, it could, Dad.  Yeah, it could.
EXT.  A HEARTSON CITY STREET—DAY

There are more police officers about the scene now, and an ambulance can be heard approaching in the background.  The officer waiting for UltraLad to finish is still in the same spot, checking his watch a bit anxiously.

ULTRALAD

I mean, it was real early for both of us, but even before getting enrolled in that specialty college or whatever, the Dark Monolith understood our roles real well.  You know, enough property damage to make a statement without, like, taking down a building, a minimum number of civilians thrown, a one and a half minute gloat period to get me some recovery time…actually, he might’ve even spotted me ten, fifteen seconds on top of that, come to think of it.  And while, you know, he got away, if I HAD captured him and sent him to jail…I like to think he’d’ve shaken my hand before he went.  Good, good guy.
UltraLad nods in nostalgia.  The officer walks up just into his line of view.  It takes UltraLad a few minutes to notice him, but once he does, the officer gestures to the robber slung over his shoulder.

OFFICER

Ermm…may I?

ULTRALAD

Uhmm.  Oh!  Oh, yeah!  Please!  Yes, thank you.  Thanks.
INT.  COMETMAN’S FRONT HALLWAY—DAY

There comes a knock at COMETMAN’s door.  The Monolith can be seen taking up most of the glass above and to the side of the door.  Cometman is also in his early twenties, average size, in pretty good physical shape, and wearing a black and blue costume.  He walks to the door.

COMETMAN

Gee, I wonder who this could be, eh?

He opens the door.  The Monolith throws his hands open in a Fonzie-esque stance.  Cometman reaches his hand out to one of the Monolith’s and shakes it heartily.

MONOLITH

Heyyyy!

COMETMAN

Buddy!  C’mon in!

The Monolith ducks through the doorway and walks in.  Cometman guides him into the living room.  Once there, they sit, a tray of candies on the coffee table between them.

COMETMAN

So how’ve you been, man?

The Monolith seems to get a good look of Cometman for the first time.

MONOLITH

Not…not a super hero, for starters.

COMETMAN

Ho hooo…yeah, yeah, that’s true.

MONOLITH

Wow.  I mean, wow.  That’s really…ahmm…that’s…that’s really something, man.

COMETMAN

You betcha.

MONOLITH

What happened?  I thought you were going into microbiology?

COMETMAN

Oh, you’d be surprised at how similar microbiology is to super heroics.

MONOLITH

What, like, both get rid of diseases, but one’s medical, one’s social?

COMETMAN

More like…ahh…well, I was gonna say, “Both wear cool-looking coats,” but yeah, yours is better.  Yeah.

INT.  COMETMAN’S ROOM—DAY

The Monolith and Cometman sit on opposing sides of Cometman’s bed.

MONOLITH

I actually have…had a girlfriend—

COMETMAN

“Had”.  Definitely “had”.

MONOLITH

Had.  Had a girlfriend, here, in town…Mallory.  We…ahh…we were together for the last year of high school, and then I went away to CBVU and she went to the Community College here, but, y’know, we had one hell of a summer before all that, and I had a buddy who was doing his own pretty successful long-distance relationship and he recommended it, and…well…

COMETMAN

Disastrous.

The Monolith gives him a look.

COMETMAN (CONT’D)

What?  Wasn’t it?

MONOLITH

By the end, yes, yes it was.  But y’gotta admit, when I was with her, I was happy.

COMETMAN

No I don’t.  We hardly ever saw you.

MONOLITH

Hey, now, that’s not fair.  You know my Invisible Ray backfired on me in twelfth grade.

COMETMAN

That’s not what I meant.

MONOLITH

It could’ve been, I don’t know.  Fine, I sold you out, but it wasn’t like I sold you out for plutonium or galactic power.

COMETMAN

No, you sold me out for puss.  Which is worse.

They sit in awkward silence.

MONOLITH

So I called Mallory and told her I was coming and I’m gonna see her today.

Cometman looks at the Monolith condescendingly.  The Monolith notices.

MONOLITH (CONT’D)
What?

COMETMAN

Nothing.  Nothing.

MONOLITH

No, come on, what?  Say it.

COMETMAN

Like I said, nothing.  Just…ahh…just don’t come looking for me to apply rust remover to that helmet once you fill it up with those tears of yours later today.

MONOLITH

Oh, that’s…that’s witty.  That’s real witty.

EXT.  MALLORY’S FRONT WALKWAY—DAY

The Monolith parks Mrs. Wardbluth’s Buick (complete with “CBVU Mom!” sticker in the back) and gets out.  He walks up to the front and rings the doorbell of a smaller house.  He waits for a moment, bobbing up and down on the balls of his feet.  He then paces for a second, and begins to slowly move away from the door and back to the driveway.

The door clicks a few times and opens, revealing MALLORY.  She’s small, in her early twenties, with pretty eyes and COVERED in a mountain of colorful bracelets, rings, and two earfuls of assorted earrings.  The Monolith turns back to her, mid-way between the door and the driveway.

MONOLITH

Oh.  Ermm.  Hi.  Hi, Mallory.

MALLORY

Jeremy!  Hey!

Mallory notices where the Monolith is standing in relation to the door and how his back is turned away from her.  Monolith tries to cover.

MONOLITH

Oh.  Uhmm.

MALLORY

What are—where are you going?

MONOLITH

I…uhmm…dropped a contact lens.

MALLORY

You dropped a contact lens?

MONOLITH

Yeah.

MALLORY

You’re wearing glasses now?

MONOLITH

Nope.  Wearing contact lenses.  Which I’m not wearing now.  Because I dropped one.  I’m wearing contact lens.  I’m wearing contact monocle…lens.  Or something.  Uhmm.

MALLORY

Oh.  Okay.  Well, did you want to come in?

The Monolith freezes like a deer in headlights.

MONOLITH

Who, me?  Naah.  Naah, I’m good.  No thanks.  …unless…you want me to?...

MALLORY

Jeremy.  Did you just come to my house to search for a lost contact?

MONOLITH

No.  I came to your house and THEN lost the contact and NOW I’m searching for it.

MALLORY

Okay.  Did you want to talk?

MONOLITH

No, no.  Just came to say “hi”.

MALLORY

Oh.  Hi.

MONOLITH

Hi.

They stand for a moment, not moving.  The Monolith turns, gets into his car, and drives off.

Mallory comes out into the walkway and looks down the street as he’s turning off of it.  She shakes her head, sniffles, and wipes away a tear.  She then collects herself best she can.

MALLORY

Guess I’m not getting my DVDs back today.

INT.  THE MONOLITH’S CAR—DAY

The Monolith pulls over into a parking lot and parks.  He then leans forward, resting his helmet on the wheel and weeps pathetically for a good thirty seconds.  He then picks his head up ever-so-slightly and speaks between sniffles and wiping tears from the outside of the helmet.

MONOLITH

I know Cometman was just being a jerk when he talked about the rust remover, but he’s probably not all that far off.  This stuff is pretty high…uhmm…high maintenance.  I better go…uhmm…better go take care of that.

INT.  MALLORY’S ROOM—DAY

Mallory sits cross-legged on her bed.  The walls are covered by posters of smaller-name bands, and even some of the posters are covered by posters.  The room is cluttered with sketch papers, trinkets, and a lava lamp or two.

MALLORY

Jeremy and I were…I don’t want to say we were like peas in a pod…we were…we were like peanut butter and jelly in a pod.  Y’know, just the right tastes at the right time…together.  But then, I guess I realized that peanut butter and jelly doesn’t come in pods.  It comes in jars.  Different jars.  I mean, there’s that one brand where they both come in one, but that stuff’s kinda gross.

Jeremy knows what he wants from life, he went to a University.  I’m still not too sure, I’m going to Community College.  And I think these decisions were mirrored in our relationship:  he knew what he wanted from us, and I knew, but…I mean, only because he was telling me.  It was like the only reason I was there was so his long-term goals could come true, which…I blame some of that on the distance, but most of that on the scheming, because all that is is imposing a role onto someone, when you really look at it.  And that’s not to say he’s a bad guy.  Well.  Apart from, y’know, the obvious.  But underneath that fifty pounds of black armor is a kind heart and I really think he always has best intentions in mind.  Except when he gets frantic and threatens to disintegrate new boyfriends.  But, y’know, that was only once, and I don’t think he should really be judged for it.  It was a rough time for both of us, and he didn’t.  No harm, no foul.

INT.  COMETMAN’S ROOM—EARLIER THAT DAY
MONOLITH

I kinda have this expectation that how this summer turns out will rely upon how it goes with Mallory today.

COMETMAN

Don’t do that to yourself, dude.

MONOLITH

I know, I know, it’s dumb to put myself in that kind of position, but it’s not like it’s something I can change.  It’s…how I honestly feel.

COMETMAN

Well, I mean, I guess that’s cool, and all, but y’know…life can’t be about two people.  It has to be about one.  And that one person is you, Jeremy.  You ARE that one person.  So to say that the reaction of someone else who’s hurt you in the past is going to set your attitude for the next three months is ridiculous…it’s…it’s setting yourself up for disappointment.

MONOLITH

You don’t think I know that?  You don’t think this whole past year was spent setting myself up for disappointment and knowing it and continuing anyway?  Damnit, dude, this is bigger than just me—this is a chance for something humongous, and it’s just as important if I get my heart broken as it is if I find what I’m looking for!  Just so long as SOMETHING happens, NOTHING will have been wasted!

A pause.

COMETMAN

How do your roommates feel about you reading Nietzsche?

MONOLITH

They thought the Ubermensch was a member of the Honour Axis in the 60’s.

COMETMAN
…wasn’t he?
EXT.  THE NEIGHBOR’S YARD—DAY

Bob and Linda are still standing on their lawn, the Wardbluth house behind them.

LINDA

Jeremy isn’t the only source of…I guess the term is “metahuman”?  Metahuman activity around here.  Ahh…we do have a local Ninja’s Union.

Bob shakes his head at his wife.

BOB

I don’t think they’re considered “metahuman”, dear.

LINDA

Oh, no?

BOB

I don’t think so.  I think the proper phrase is “meccahuman”.

LINDA

I…I don’t know what that means.

BOB

“Meccahuman”.  Y’know, ‘cause they go to Mecca?

LINDA

No, Bob, Ninjas are from Japan.  They don’t go to Mecca.

BOB

What, never?

LINDA

Well, I mean, they might, but I don’t think it’s their regular holiday vacation.

BOB

No?  I thought it was, like, their ultimate holiday vacation.

EXT.  NINJA UNION HEADQUARTERS—DAY

A Studebaker parks in front of the Ninja Union Headquarters, a simple concrete building with pleasant landscaping.  In one of the windows can be seen a ninja sitting at a secretary’s desk, filing papers.

MITSUHARA (VO)

It is said that thea cannot be justice without chaos, happiness without contempt, creashun without woa, rife without death.  That is au puhpose:  barance.  Werr, the negative side, anyway.

Two ninjas, the shirts of their gi untucked, their black belts draped casually round their necks, step out of the Studebaker and close the doors.  They begin to walk towards the door when one smacks himself in the forehead and jogs back to the car.  He tries the handle, but it doesn’t give, so he fumbles about in a pocket for a moment and eventually pulls out a set of car keys.

MITSUHARA (VO CONT’D)

For countress ages of brud and grauries past, the samurai and the ninja have fought terribre woa, varor against expedience.

He opens the door, reaches in, pulls out a Wendy’s Biggie sized cup, and closes and locks the door.  He pulls up the bottom half of his mask and sips happily as he rejoins his comrade, and they enter the building.

MITSUHARA (VO CONT’D)

And then the ninja rearized, “Wait, if we are the expedient ones, why are we stirr where we are, being kirred?  This is kind of dumb.”
