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FADE IN:

INT. LIVINGROOM - DAY

WALLACE (23), a short skinny guy with spiky hair sits on the 
couch watching TV.  His roommate AMOZ (23), a black tall 
skinny skater walks in to the livingroom with a pipe in his 
hand and a lighter in the other.  He sits next to Wallace and 
sparks up the bowl.

The doorbell RINGS.  Amoz stares at the TV screen.  Wallace 
kicks Amoz.  Amoz GRUNTS and stands to answer the door.

Amoz looks out the window then drops to the floor.

AMOZ
Oh, shit!  It’s them again.

Wallace jumps to the floor and crawls towards the door.

WALLACE
(loud whisper)

I can’t fuckin’ believe these 
people.  What is wrong with them?

Amoz is on his hands and knees peeking between the blinds.

AMOZ
I’m scared, man.

WALLACE
We’re gonna be alright, dude.  Just 
stay the fuck down.

Wallace crawls over to the closet and opens it.  He takes out 
a baseball bat and a badminton racket.  He crawls back over 
to Amoz.

WALLACE (CONT'D)
Here.  Arm yourself.

He tosses the badminton racket over to Amoz.

Amoz hugs it tightly looking as though he’s about to cry.  

The silhouette of a man appears behind the blinds in the 
window which Amoz is directly under.

The man tries to open the window but is unsuccessful.  Amoz 
is terrified.



AMOZ
Dude, man.  We’re fucked.  We’re 
never gonna make it out alive.
(Beat)

What do you think they’re gonna do 
to us if they ever get in?

The door bell continues to RING, as the KNOCKING gets louder.

WALLACE
Probably perform some sick kind of  
ritual on us.  They’ll probably try 
and convince us there is no such 
thing as Santa Claus and tell us 
birthdays are for chumps.

AMOZ
Those ANIMALS!
(Beat)

Fuck that, man.  I’m not goin’ out 
like that; I ain’t no chump.

Amoz pretends to jab at the air as if he’s fencing with the 
racket.  There’s KNOCKING at the window.  Amoz gets startled 
and goes back to hugging the racket.

AMOZ (CONT'D)
We gotta do something quick, man.  
We can’t keep living like this.

WALLACE
You’re right!  Let’s take a stand.  
I’m unlocking this fuckin’ door.

In slow motion Wallace dives towards the door.  Amoz tries to 
stop him. 

AMOZ
Nooooooooo!

Amoz reaches out to try and stop Wallace.  Wallace bats his 
arm away and unlocks the door.  

Continuing in slow mo’ the door knob begins to JIGGLE and the 
door slowly opens.  Wallace dives back over to where Amoz is 
hiding.

The slow motion stops and Wallace dives next to Amoz in the 
corner and squeezes his baseball bat, Amoz whispers.

AMOZ (CONT'D)
Holy Fuck!  They’re actually comin’ 
in.
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The sound of the door CREAKING as it opens is all that can be 
heard throughout the whole apartment.  Their eyes grow wider 
as they see two shadows cast on the wall across the entrance.  

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
I think I can hear someone 
breathing.

Amoz covers up Wallace’s mouth.

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Hello?  Is anyone home?

The sound of footsteps are getting closer to where they’re 
hiding.  Wallace is hiding behind the wall as they approach.  
Before they can even turn the corner Wallace jumps out from 
behind the wall swinging, Amoz follows with his badminton 
racket. 

WALLACE
Gahhhhhhhhh!

The THUD of a baseball bat hitting a body can be heard, then 
again. It’s followed by the sound of two bodies hitting the 
floor.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIVINGROOM - DAY

The MAN and WOMAN (both in their 30s) wake up duct taped to 
their chairs, they’re both dressed in formal attire.  Wallace 
is sitting on the couch going through their briefcases and 
Amoz is looking at a few of their booklets. 

Wallace notices they’re awake and he smiles.  He closes the 
briefcase and begins slowly walking circles around them.  The 
man and woman are both still all smiles.

WALLACE
So, you thought it was a good idea 
to just keep on comin’ back every 
week, huh?

He gets right in the woman’s face.

WALLACE (CONT'D)
Well guess what SISTA’: you chose 
the wrong two worldly persons.
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WOMAN’S VOICE
Actually we’re here to spread the 
news about “The Society”.

Amoz gets in her face.

AMOZ
We know what you’re here to try and 
turn us into converts.  And we 
won’t stand for it!

Wallace gets in the man’s face.

WALLACE
Why aren’t you saying anything, 
BROTHER?  Huh, BROTHER?  Do they 
not allow the men to speak in your 
little cult society?

The door bell RINGS.

Amoz eyes light up.

AMOZ
Our delivery has arrived.
(In the man’s face)

You’re gonna love this surprise.

Amoz heads towards the door.

WALLACE
How many times have we told you 
we’re not interested, huh?  How 
many?
(Beat)

A fuckin’ shit load, that’s how 
many.  But you keep comin’ back, 
you keep leaving, “Sorry we missed 
you” notes in our mailbox, you keep 
slipping these god damn booklets 
underneath our door that go 
straight to the fucking garbage 
can.  What does it take with you 
people, huh?  Do we have to leave a 
“Leave us the fuck alone” sign on 
our door?  Is that it?

Amoz walks back into the living room followed by a GIRL GUIDE 
(12), a small brunette girl with pigtails.

AMOZ
Go ahead dear.
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GIRL GUIDE
My name is Chantelle and I’m with 
the Girl Guides and we’re doing our 
annual cookie--

She notices the man and woman taped to the chairs.

GIRL GUIDE (CONT'D)
(furious)

You two!  Do you know how fuckin’ 
hard you’re making my job, huh?

The doorbell RINGS again and Amoz goes to open the door.

CHANTELLE 
I can’t even get people to come to 
the door when you two creeps are in 
the neighborhood, let alone make a 
god damn sale.

Amoz walks back into the livingroom followed by a KNIFE 
SALESMAN (40s) a short balding man dressed in a suit and tie 
carrying a briefcase.  The knife salesman recognizes the girl 
guide.

KNIFE SALESMAN
Hey Chantelle!  How goes the rounds 
this weekend?

CHANTELLE
How do you think it’s going, Jerry?  
I’ve gotta follow these two Jehovah 
freaks.

Jerry recognizes the Jehovahs.

JERRY
Kathy!  Doug!  How nice to see you 
again.  Looks like you’re caught in 
quite the predicament.

Jerry opens his briefcase.  The briefcase is lined with 
knifes of various shapes and sizes.

MAN
What are you going to do to us?

Amoz steps behind the man and pulls out the man’s wallet from 
his back pocket.

AMOZ
So how much is a box of cookies, 
Chantelle?
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CHANTELLE
Well this particular box costs one 
hundred dollars.

AMOZ
Wow, a steal of a deal!

Amoz takes out one hundred dollars from the man’s wallet.

MAN
You hopeless goats!

Wallace shoves a roll of socks in the man’s mouth.

The door bell RINGS again.

The man and the woman quickly look at each other in fear then 
towards the door.

Wallace does this little fairy like ballerina dance towards 
the door.

WALLACE
Ooo!  Who could this beeeeeeeee!

Amoz stares maniacally at the man and woman as they 
anticipate who’s at the door.

You hear the sound of the door CREAKING open.

WALLACE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Ah!  Father Balser! Nice of you to 
join us on such quick notice.

FATHER BALSER (O.S.)
Not a problem, my child.  It 
sounded quite urgent over the 
phone.  Though, I don’t believe 
I’ve seen you attend my--

Wallace and father Balser walk into the living room.

FATHER BALSER (CONT'D)
Well, well, well.  What do we have 
here?
(Beat)

Looks like a couple of lost SHEEP!

WOMAN
You’re of SATAN!!!!

Wallace jams a roll of socks into her mouth.  The man and the 
woman both try and scream for help but nothing is heard.  
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Father Balser, Chantelle and Jerry approach them slowly 
LAUGHING maniacally.

FADE OUT.
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