Incident At The Natural (last week)

HOST: Just last week, there was another Corn Attack in Countryside, IL, just a hop, skip and a jump up I-55 from Will County. It was just another uneventful Tuesday evening at The Natural Sports Bar and Grill. 

Zoom in from Natural sign to door, dissolve to interior shots

People at tables, playing pool, darts, go to toilet, corn starting to erupt, etc

HOST: A room full of people, enjoying themselves after a hard day’s work. Then, all of a sudden, their night out turned into a night mare to remember.

(Med c/u, slow zoom out to fx shot on front door)

DAVE DOUPĒ enters, gets carded routinely

FUBAR enters, DOORMAN asks for ID – Dave & Animal improv. 

DOORMAN: Good evening, welcome to The Natural. May I see an ID please?

FUBAR: (all FUBAR dialogue - vox fx – with text subtitled) 

(FUBAR shows DL with FUBAR pic to DOORMAN, then zoom in to CU of DL,

cut to 2shot of DOORMAN with flashlight comparing ID pic to FUBAR) 

FUBAR: Am I safe yet?

(door alarm goes off indicating the presence of an energy weapon)

DOORMAN: Sir, you have an energy weapon. May I see your permit? (FUBAR fumbles for permit, mumbling fx vox) 

(Subtitle cliché bar door “no ID” excuses)

“I dunno if I have my wallet”

“Dude, I left it at home”

“I got a ticket for 6.9 million mph over the limit. Is a ticket ok?”

“Well, I know the bartender and the waitress and the manager – 

 can’t u let me slide one time?”

“I was here last week – you don’t remember me?”
FUBAR finally finds wallet & fishes out Permit, 

DOORMAN puts Permit under UV light, “FAKE” glows)

DOORMAN: Sir, this permit is fake. So, you don’t have a valid permit then?
FUBAR (subtitle): Permit? What Permit? I don’t need no stinking permit!

FUBAR pulls phaser, zaps DOORMAN, DOORMAN turns into cornstalk scarecrow

fast blur pan to back of room NW alcove

Alien enters from NW alcove, patrons notice, run screaming

fx: slo-mo, running, getting zapped

after mayhem subsides, slow pan of room littered with stalks, 

fade to black, pause 2 beats of silence, fade up to MAIN SET

HOST: It must have been terrifying. The next morning, local authorities were still unable to explain what happened.

cut to Natural exterior (daylight), yellow tape around front door, 

slow zoom in to two-shot DIZZY SIMON interviewing DETECTIVE JOHN PADRAY
DIZZY: We’re on the scene at The Natural with Detective John Padray trying to ascertain exactly what happened here last night. We’ve had some very conflicting reports. (turning to JOHN) Detective, can you tell us exactly what happened here last night?

DETECTIVE: (dialogue loaded w coptalk) No, I really can’t. We’re still trying to piece it together. But, according to witnesses, an alien named Fubar attempted entry via the front door, confronted the doorman, and committed battery.

DIZZY: What did he do?

DETECTIVE: Well, he zapped him with an unregistered energy weapon and transformed him into a cornstalk scarecrow. (DIZZY reacts) 

DIZZY: Then what happened?

DETECTIVE: A second alien perpetrator was observed entering the rear of the building, who then immediately commenced decimating the clientele with a second unregistered energy weapon.

DIZZY: Alien perpetrator!!!? What do you mean an alien perpetrator!?

DETECTIVE: Well, your typical grey alien, mostly or completely bald, skinny, about 5-5, maybe 5-6, big dark eyes, metallic silver sweatshirt, black pajama bottoms, you know, the usual low-life type – they never register their new blasters in a timely fashion. . .

DIZZY (interrupting): Wait! Wait! Blasters?! Is that an energy weapon?! What’s that about energy weapons? What’s an energy weapon!!?

DETECTIVE (answering a slightly different question): Well, luckily, they were using the low-power Type A66-6 Disintegrator. Whew! If they’d had the new A-69s, we’d a had some SERIOUS damage here! We’d have a pile of stalks 69 feet tall instead of just a few scraps!
(cut to Natural interior littered with corn)

DETECTIVE: That’s why we’re trying to get them to register those darn things. They’re becoming a menace! And this was only from a model six dash sixty six, not a whopper model A sixty-nine!

DIZZY: Whoa! Hold on! So tell me, what’s the difference between a 666 and a 69?

DETECTIVE: I can’t tell you. (pause) But, I can show you. Just watch this closely (ripoff MIB) 

DETECTIVE holds up “flashy thing” & flashes DIZZY (reacts blondely) 

and then flashes the camera (ripple dissolve animated) 

DETECTIVE (more now like Will Smith than Tommy Lee): Remember, you are only watching a TV show. You didn’t see anything you just saw.You will all have great lives, get your hair done regularly, keep your toenails trimmed and clean, and have a thousand grandchildren, except for whats-his-name.

