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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

EXT. CITY STREET

Suburbia California. Parents corral children through the 
unassuming front doors of “Child’s Play Incorporated,” youth 
talent agency.

GERALD (O.S.)
(mid coughing fit)

Dang it.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - ENTRYWAY

Framed bright and shiny headshots line the wall below label 
that reads: Rising Stars. Dated, faded, and dusty ones below: 
Other Notables.  

GERALD (O.S.)
(coughing)

Piece of crap.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - HALLWAY

The SOUND of COUGHING gets louder, as we follow some darling 
red ringlets that bounce down the hall, past the CEO’s office 
door which reads: Ms. Yaris, President...

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - LOBBY

... To the bustling waiting room, and past...

GERALD (50s, curmudgeon, collared shirt and khakis) who 
slumps at a desk in a cubical, back to the lobby. He fists 
peanuts into his mouth, chokes, guzzles water, and repeats 
this cycle.

GERALD (O.S.)
(coughing)

Son of a flourless brownie.

Over an archway, we focus on a sign which reads: 
“Supplimentals”.
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INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS OFFICE

CASSANDRA POST (30s, pretty and funny, black skirt and floral 
blouse) tries to focus on her task at hand -- searching a 
filing cabinet, but the SOUND of COUGHING is very 
distracting. 

CASSANDRA
Talbot. Talbot. Talbot. Here it is.  
I understand you are Ms. Yaris’ 
oldest client? I mean your contract 
goes back the farthest?

LARRY (O.S.)
(child’s voice)

Cassandra, right? You must be new, 
yeah? I currently do voices for 
animation, but I’m looking to break 
back into live action.

CASSANDRA
Yeah, my first day as a temp here.  
Well, I’m pretty sure we are mainly 
for youth talent, but this is the 
supplimentals office, so, I’ll have 
to ask someone... One moment, 
please.

As Cassandra passes through the doorway, we glimpse:

LARRY TALBOT (late 40s, lovable, V-neck sweater -- think 
Ricky Garvais) who sits in a child’s chair, sitting closer to 
the ground than the dusty silk plant in the corner.  Include 
open door frame through which Larry tries to continue 
conversation with Cassandra.

LARRY
(normal voice)

I’ll take any part, really.

Larry watches as Cassandra taps Gerald on the shoulder.  
Gerald bats at Cassandra like a cat. Larry looks himself 
over.

LARRY (CONT’D)
I’m quite the baby face underneath 
all this...

In the b.g., Gerald picks up the phone and shoos Cassandra 
away.  She turns to leave, so he puts down the receiver.

LARRY (CONT’D)
... And that...
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Cassandra turns back, but Gerald grabs the phone again. 
Giving up, she looks around for another staff member. 
Everyone’s busy. 

LARRY (CONT’D)
... And these things.

Cassandra reenters the office just in time to see Larry 
grabbing his chest. 

CASSANDRA
Larry, was it? Um, let me get back 
to you on that, Okay?

CUT TO:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS OFFICE - LATER

Cassandra swaps out the kid’s chair for a regular one as 
MARSHA (late 30s, gangly, grungy) flops a script down on the 
desk.

MARSHA
I’m here for the audition.

CASSANDRA
Please, have a seat.

Cassandra sits across from her and flips through the pages.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Um, this casting call is for more 
of a Lindsay Lohan, Mean Girls, 
type...

MARSHA
No, I’m here for Ugly Janitor #2.

Cassandra searches the script.

CASSANDRA
That’s just insulting.

MARSHA
Are you going to book me an 
audition or what?

Cassandra nods and presses a button on her computer monitor. 
She throws Marsha a smile as she waits for it to boot up. 

CASSANDRA
One moment.

3.
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The computer starts with an error screen.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
(reads)

Safe mode.

Cassandra clicks enter. 

A black and white simple screen asks for name and password.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Right. Um, Marsha, let me check on 
that and give you a call.

CUT TO:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - BREAKROOM

Gerald eats a bagged lunch at a tiny round table and chair.  
DEBBIE (mid 40s, round, garish patterned blouse) stirs an 
empty coffee cup, watching the doorway like a lion in the 
bush.  Cassandra enters.

DEBBIE
I think I accidentally flashed my 
neighbors this morning.

Cassandra takes a step back and blinks her eyes, then puts 
out a hand.

CASSANDRA
Hi. I’m Cassandra, the temp.  I 
don’t think we’ve --

Debbie brushes past her.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Met.

Cassandra grabs a cup and pours some java.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
(to Gerald)

I guess she didn’t take 
Interpersonal Communication in 
college, am I right...

(reads lunch bag)
... Gerald?

Gerald lays lunch bag face down, and scoots away from her.
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CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Right.

CUT TO:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS OFFICE

OLD LADY (80) sits in front of Cassandra, who tries to get a 
word in, but is too polite to interrupt.

OLD LADY
So, I was in an accident, and I was 
like, “It wasn’t my fault!  I was 
asleep!” 

Cassandra reacts.

OLD LADY (CONT’D)
It’s like they don’t understand 
biology. You don’t cite someone who 
sneezes, because it automatically 
closes their eyes.  Most people 
sleep with their eyes closed, so, 
you get it.  But they didn’t.  No.  
I asked, “How can I cause an 
accident if I wasn’t even aware I 
was driving?” 

Cassandra opens her mouth, but the Old Lady continues without 
a breath.

OLD LADY (CONT’D)
I said, “Let me put it in terms you 
can understand,” because the other 
guy was wearing a baseball cap.  
Not the cop, the other driver. I 
told them, “Say you’re at a 
baseball game and feel like taking 
a little cat nap. A batter hits the 
ball and it flies towards you, 
hitting you in the left ear. Now, 
that accident was no more your 
fault than my situation.” And 
that’s when they stopped arguing 
with me.  

Cassandra reacts.

OLD LADY (CONT’D)
It’s called science, turd slip. 
It’s called math.

Cassandra smiles.

5.
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CASSANDRA
That’s a very nice story.  So, what 
brings you in today?

OLD LADY
Weren’t you listening? I need my 
car fixed!

CUT TO:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS OFFICE - LATER

Cassandra sits across from EMMA (14, driven, trendy).

EMMA
And my regular agent, Don, won’t 
listen to me, so maybe you will. 
I’m sick of all this teenybopper 
crap. Book me for this mom part - I 
can totally do it. Listen to this.

Emma passionately throws chair out from under herself and 
faces the silk plant.

EMMA (CONT’D)
No, Laslo! Don’t leave me! Your 
father left, and you’re all I’ve 
got.

Emma sobs and grips silk plant.

EMMA (CONT’D)
Please!

Emma backs away from silk plant, reaching after it.

EMMA (CONT’D)
Laslo, noooooo!

MS. YARIS (O.S.)
This isn’t season 11 of NCIS.

MS. KAREN YARIS (mid 40s, icy, designer pantsuit) startles 
Cassandra and Emma from doorway.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
I can’t book a 16-year-old face for 
a 30-year-old part, just like you 
wouldn’t want to see a 30-year-old 
face on a 16-year-old part. We’ll 
call you when we have something. 
Zippy can show you out.

6.
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CASSANDRA
Cassandra.

MS. YARIS
Whatever. Times, they are 
a-changin’.

Temp walks with Emma down hall, tears still streaming down 
Emma’s face.

EMMA
(sotto)

I can’t get out.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY

The TV in the lobby displays an ad for the LitaGators. We see 
a woman and twin sons in business suits, beam from the open 
mouths of Alligator costume masks.

ANNOUNCER
It’s not about the money, but let’s 
be honest, it is about the money.

A GAVEL HITS.

ANNOUNCER (CONT’D)
LitaGators. A family law team you 
can trust. 

Cassandra flushes and looks across the lobby to see Ms. Yaris 
cross to the hallway. Trailing behind her like a duckling is 
JAMES (20s, intense, designer suit).

CASSANDRA
Ms. Yaris!

Cassandra catches up to James.

JAMES
It’s “Yari.” The “s” is silent.

CASSANDRA
Oh gosh. Thanks.

JAMES
Don’t thank me, you should’ve 
researched Ms. Yaris before you got 
here.

CASSANDRA
I came straight from the temp --

7.
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INT. CHILD’S PLAY - EXECUTIVE WASHROOM

James and subsequently Cassandra follow Ms. Yaris into a 
private restroom. 

Ms. Yaris faces a wall contraption. We hear ZIPPER OPEN and 
URINE STREAM. 

Cassandra looks away in horror.

MS. YARIS
Femurinal. A female urinal. Do you 
think I have time to sit and piss? 
Your job is simple, temp. Handle 
the cry babies and infantile actors 
so I don’t have to.

ZIPPER CLOSE and URINAL FLUSH.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Capiche?

Cassandra remains flabbergasted. She backs out the door while 
James washes Ms. Yaris’ hands for her.

CASSANDRA
(incoherent)

I go erph leff floof.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - ENTRYWAY

Cassandra rushes to the front door.  She considers leaving, 
but sees someone coming. Instead, she opens an inconspicuous 
door and closes it behind her. 

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SMALL AUDITION ROOM

Cassandra sighs, closes her eyes and rolls her shoulders.

She opens her eyes to see a DIRECTOR and PRODUCER settling 
into their seats behind a table.

DIRECTOR
Oh darling, did no one tell you?

PRODUCER
You can’t pass for 17 and a half 
anymore.

DIRECTOR
Maybe in a wide shot.

8.
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PRODUCER
In low light.

DIRECTOR
On a 10-inch television.

PRODUCER
In standard definition.

DIRECTOR
Maybe.

Cassandra flushes and fumbles for the doorknob which is 
locked.

CASSANDRA
No.  I’m sorry. I work her.  Here.

She notices another door on the other side of the same wall 
and rushes for it, trips and falls to the ground.  She gets 
back up, and slowly, carefully and safely makes it to the 
exit with her head held high.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Standard definition.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - ENTRYWAY

Back in the entryway, Cassandra stares at the beautiful 
sunshine beckoning her to leave, until DEBBIE grabs her arm.

DEBBIE
Where have you been?  Why aren’t 
you at your desk?  If you need 
something, the office supplies are 
in the closet by your office.

Cassandra goes with it.

CASSANDRA
Oh! Perfect.  

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY

Cassandra finds the supply closet, and shuts herself inside. 

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY

James follows Ms. Yaris. Her PHONE RINGS.

MS. YARIS
James?

James grabs her phone, presses the button and holds it up to 
Ms. Yaris’ ear.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Yaris --

She listens briefly, then suppresses a squeal and grabs the 
phone.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Privacy, James!

He opens the supply closet. She enters and he closes the door 
behind her.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLY CLOSET

Cassandra cowers behind a shelf in the back, and listens.

MS. YARIS
Snickerdoodle!? Your Pookie’s here! 
I miss your squishy-wishy facey-
wacey!

PEOPLE GASP and the CROWD makes a COMMOTION in the lobby. 

James opens the door.

JAMES
Ms. Yaris, you have to see this.

She hangs up and exits.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY

Everyone is gathered around the lobby television. The news is 
on the screen displaying clips of a courtroom scene.

Cassandra peeks out the closet doorway.

10.
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A NEWSCASTER addresses a REPORTER on a monitor.

NEWSCASTER
For those just joining us, a 
monumental court case has just 
concluded. Here with me is my 
affiliate on the Supreme Court 
steps. Baxter, what is the latest?

We see a Reporter on the Supreme Court steps.

REPORTER
Lisa, for millions of young 
Americans, life is no longer going 
to be “business as usual.” With the 
help of the LitaGators Law team, 
childhood is now back in the hands 
of the children. Moments ago, the 
Supreme Court ruled that there will 
be no more child labor in the 
United States of America. Every 
child will be entitled to a full 18 
years mooching off their parents 
and focusing on their education.

Newscaster addresses monitor.

NEWSCASTER
Baxter, who all does this affect? 
For those who have lazy kids and 
don’t know what kind of money they 
could have been bringing in, what 
kind of jobs are now only for 
adults?

REPORTER
Lisa, this ruling affects all 
children who have worked in 
agriculture as farm laborers, in 
their family businesses, perhaps in 
a restaurant or store...

Ms. Yaris watches the TV.

MS. YARIS
They couldn’t. They wouldn’t. They 
can’t.

11.
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REPORTER
... But most tangible example of 
little workers are the sweet 
youthful faces that have graced our 
television and movie screens and 
model our children’s clothing: 
Hollywood actors. 

Ms. Yaris high-pitch screams as her skin eerily pulls back 
like a bad face lift.

Cassandra watches helplessly as the newscaster wraps up.

NEWSCASTER
You heard it here, first, folks. 
The curtain has closed on child 
labor, and now we just sit back and 
watch the dust settle and the 
industries adjust.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY - A LITTLE LATER

James follows Cassandra down the hall. As the staff and 
clients are in a state of panic.

JAMES
Temp!

Cassandra turns toward him.

CASSANDRA
Well that was fast. Did Ms. Yaris 
say to fire me, or are you just 
being proactive? 

James reacts. Cassandra takes off her badge and hands it to 
James.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Obviously the jig is up, or is it 
gig? Either way, this really sucks. 
I needed this job, you don’t even 
know.  My family --

James hands her the badge back.

JAMES
You can’t go, yet, temp. We’re in a 
state of crisis. 

James pulls Cassandra to the side so no one can hear.

12.
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JAMES (CONT’D)
She won’t listen to me. She's too 
jealous of my calves and 
cheekbones. She needs a face 
that’s... Safe.

CASSANDRA
Hey!

Cassandra gives James her badge back.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
I don’t have to take this.

(then)
Excuse me, you’re standing in my 
way.

James lets down his guard.

JAMES
Cassandra, please.  She really 
might do it.

Cassandra studies his face.

EXT. CHILD’S PLAY - ROOF

Ms. Yaris is on the edge of the roof, completely distraught.

Cassandra stands in the stairwell doorway with James, then 
steps out towards Ms. Yaris.

CASSANDRA
Hi, Ms. Yaris.  I’m Cassandra, your 
temp.  We met in the female urinal? 

Ms. Yaris turns to listen, and Cassandra approaches.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
I just started today, so I can’t 
imagine how you must feel to have 
built such a successful agency, and 
now your life’s work is 
threatened...

James clears throat from doorway, and motions to Cassandra to 
make it more upbeat.  He gestures a forced smile.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
... But I don’t think we need to 
panic... 

(making it up as she goes)
And I’ll tell you why. 

(MORE)

13.
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Earlier, you said, “Times, they are 
a-changin’,” and you’re right.  

Cassandra looks down at her hands, then looks up with misty 
eyes.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Life is full of changes, some bad, 
some really bad, some horribly, 
awfully, impossibly...

James gestures a cut throat and diving off the side of the 
building.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
... Oh, and some good, too.  

(sincere)
We need to keep adapting, and get 
back up.  We have to trudge through 
the bad, because there’s good on 
the other side somewhere. 

(reaching again)
You just need to change your 
business model, that’s all.  No big 
deal.

Ms. Yaris wipes her eyes.

MS. YARIS
What do you mean?

CASSANDRA
Think about it, we’ve got the best-
of-the-best aged-out child actors 
in the Supplimentals division.  

Gerald has a coughing fit from the doorway. James pushes him 
back into the darkness.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
It’s true.  I hear we have some of 
the best baby-faced adults out 
there.  

Ms. Yaris’ wheels are turning.

MS. YARIS
James! Get Larry on the line.

JAMES
Larry Talbot?

MS. YARIS
Hurry it up.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)

14.
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James dials and puts phone up to Ms. Yaris’ ear.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Larry, it’s Karen.  Listen, you 
heard the news?

(listens)
Well, the show must go on.  Picture 
this - the dawn of a new age where 
the man with the most child acting 
experience is king.  I’m going to 
plaster the town with your --

(listens)
Alpha?! What are you saying, Larry?

She hangs up the phone, incredulous.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
He’s been snagged by the Alpha 
Agency.

Ms. Yaris turns to jump, but Cassandra grabs her legs.

CASSANDRA
No, Ms. Yaris! Not you, too! I just 
couldn’t take it.

Cassandra cries as she holds on for dear life. Ms. Yaris is 
moved by Cassandra’s emotions.

MS. YARIS
You don’t even know me and yet you 
care so much?

Ms. Yaris lifts Cassandra’s chin up.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Zippy, get me down from here. If 
you really think we have a chance, 
then I’m expecting you to throw off 
the fetters and keep showing up, 
temp or not.  I’ve got a company to 
save. Karen Yaris does not run!  

(then)
Walk with me.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY

Ms. Yaris and Cassandra walk side-by-side through the empty 
and littered lobby. James follows, straining to hear.

15.
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MS. YARIS
The weak are going to be dumping 
their contracts, and we’re going to 
snatch them up.  James! Get on the 
phones. 

JAMES
On it!

MS. YARIS
Gerald, my best and brightest!

Gerald wakes up and pops his head out of his cubical.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Come up with an updated name and 
logo!

Ms. Yaris enters the Temp office and sits at the desk, 
Cassandra stands in front of her.  She’s on a roll.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Temp, pull up the files on all of 
our Supplimentals.  Karen’s gonna 
crush this.  

James pops his head in the doorway.

JAMES
Who am I calling again?

MS. YARIS
Get on the phone with the networks - 
what are they wanting, expecting 
from us - no - tell them how we’re 
going to save their million dollar 
projects.  Yeah, that’s right.  
We’re going on the offensive.  
Pookie ain’t trippin’.

JAMES
(mouthing the word)

Pookie?

Cassandra feigns ignorance. Ms. Yaris jumps out of her seat 
and is off down the hall again.

MS. YARIS
Keep up with me, Zippy.

CASSANDRA
I was going to pull the files --

Ms. Yaris is already out of sight.

16.
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CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Walking with you!

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - STUDIO HALLWAY

Ms. Yaris and Cassandra walk through the double doors to the 
studio rooms where casting calls are being held.

They walk through a door labeled “GERBER.”

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - STUDIO A

An elaborate and glamorous kitchen set sparkles with modern 
high chairs and pyramid-shaped baby food jars.  Stage parents 
are utilizing the baby-changing stations set up on the wings 
and cozy play areas for the would-be clients. 

Everyone turns to Ms. Yaris as STAGE MOM #1 approaches 
holding up cell phone.

STAGE MOM #1
What are you going to do about 
this?  

MS. YARIS
Everyone, we found out at the same 
time you did.  Please.  Everything 
is on hold until further notice.  
You can expect official word from 
our lawyers in the mail this week.

STAGE MOM #2
This is my -- I mean, their 
livelihoods!

MS. YARIS
Please.  Go home, and enjoy the 
rest of your day like a normal 
family would.

STAGE DAD #1
(to Stage Mom 1)

I guess we can work on their reels 
and rehearse their impressions.

As the room empties, James enters. 

JAMES
I put the calls in. Mostly voice 
mails. Everyone’s in panic mode. 
All our agents left. All of them! 

17.
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MS. YARIS
I’ve got to get back to my office.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - MS. YARIS OFFICE

Ms. Yaris types madly at her computer.

James tries to get in front of a man who pushes in the door. 
STEVEN COLEBERTON (40s, distinguished, designer suit).

JAMES
I’m sorry, he just --

STEVEN
Karen! How are you? I’m freaking 
out!  Gerber cannot halt 
production, will not reason with 
me, and is expecting nothing short 
of a miracle.  They won’t even 
change the ad order, can you 
believe that?  I don’t even know 
what to say.

MS. YARIS
James, this is Steven Coleberton, 
President of Flash & Dazzle 
Advertising and an old, dear 
friend.

James puts out hand.

JAMES
It’s a pleasure --

MS. YARIS
James, get... Zippy in here.

JAMES
Why her?

MS. YARIS
Because, James, after 18 years of 
me pouring my heart and soul into 
mentoring her, Jenny accepted a job 
offer at Alpha, and now we have a 
temp.  So, please go get her, now.

James crosses out.

18.
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MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Berty, have I ever let you down? 
When I was a Casting Director, and 
you were a Director, didn’t I 
always pull through?

STEVEN
Well, but this is unprecedented --

MS. YARIS
Has that ever stopped me?

STEVEN
But we have a shoot scheduled 
today! 

Cassandra and James enter, the tension palpable.

MS. YARIS
Temp, tell Mr. Coleberton what you 
told me upstairs.

CASSANDRA
That I met you in the femurinal?

MS. YARIS
About our Supplementals department.

CASSANDRA
Sir, it’s my first day, but I can 
already see that we have an edge 
here at Child’s Play, Inc. We have 
the highest profile former child 
actors in town, and their skill 
level is... Impressive, to say the 
least.  You can go back to Gerber 
and let them know that the show 
will go on, and we have the perfect 
baby face to prove it.

James and Ms. Yaris exchange worried glances.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Larry Talbot.  He’s Ms. Yaris’ 
oldest client, and he will get 
right in there and you won’t even 
notice a difference.

STEVEN
You know we don’t want a weird 
computer graphics baby, right?  No 
cartoon?

Ms. Yaris nods.

19.
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STEVEN (CONT’D)
(to Ms. Yaris)

Well, okay.  I’m relieved you 
already have a plan so quickly.  
You wouldn’t believe what a bad 
position it would put me in if I 
brought a crap product to my 
biggest client.  

(laughs)
I would have to fire you and get 
those crocodile lawyers to sue you 
for breech of contract!

CASSANDRA
(mumbles)

Gators. Alligators. You can tell by 
the U-shaped snout.

Ms. Yaris and Steven laugh like old friends.

MS. YARIS
Have a safe drive back to the 
office, Berty.  

Steven kisses her cheek and exits.

Cassandra beams.

CASSANDRA
Anything else while I’m here?

MS. YARIS
I’m going kill you! I’m literally 
going to eat your eyes like 
meatballs.

James smiles.

CASSANDRA
So specific.

MS. YARIS
Why did you say Larry Talbot?!  

CASSANDRA
His was the only name I remembered!

JAMES
He works for Alpha, now, numbnuts.

CASSANDRA
That is both inappropriate and 
inaccurate.
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MS. YARIS 
Well, that’s what he said when he 
called. Why did you have to stop me 
from jumping?

CASSANDRA
Have you tried calling Larry?

JAMES
Ms. Yaris, would you like me to 
take her badge for insubordination?

MS. YARIS
You are not getting how this works.  
He’s with another agency now.  He 
walked away.

CASSANDRA
So, Alpha had Larry Talbot -- the 
Larry I had in my office just this 
morning -- his number on speed dial 
and called him five minutes after 
the news broke?

Ms. Yaris and James share a look.

JAMES
He’s fishing for an updated 
contract.

MS. YARIS
A better deal! That sly dog.

(to James)
Get Larry on the line. 

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE IN:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY  - BASEMENT I.T. LAB

The basement IT lab is home to a large desk with multiple 
screens, another desk with assorted laptops and electronic 
parts, and a twin mattress on the floor in the corner. 

GAYLORD (30s, sweet, casual) talks with James over lunch.

GAYLORD
But I don’t know how you can work 
so closely with her, man.  She’s so 
scary.

JAMES
How so?

GAYLORD
(changes subject)

Oh, dude, what’s up with that 
friend you set me up with? You 
called her “supernatural”? I was 
just not seeing it.

JAMES
I said she was super natural. Like 
granola.

GAYLORD
Okay, well, I’m all right with the 
ladies who don’t shave, but did she 
have to do all those arm stretches 
in her family’s restaurant?

CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT - PAST

Gaylord and DATE sit across from each other.  Date stretches 
widely revealing hairy armpits to the chagrin of Gaylord and 
the other nearby guests.

DATE
That’s when I learned that yoga and 
constant movement is imperative to 
maintain a healthy spine.  

A server hands out menus.
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DATE (CONT’D)
(to server)

Thank you, Harrison.
(to Gaylord)

Don’t feel like you have to just 
sit there.

CUT TO:

Date stretches legs gratuitously over her chair while she 
eats her salad and Gaylord cuts his steak. He holds up a 
breadbasket.

He tries not to look at her body.

GAYLORD
Would you like the last roll?

CUT TO:

Date performs pelvic thrust exercises which wobble the table 
as Gaylord picks at dessert crumbs.

GAYLORD (CONT’D)
So that’s when we found out she had 
cancer, and within the month, Mom 
was gone.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - BASEMENT I.T. LAB

As before. Gaylord and James stare at each other for a beat.

JAMES
But the steak was good, yeah?

GAYLORD
Best steak I’ve ever eaten. 

(shamefully)
I’m taking her back there tomorrow.

The ELEVATOR DINGS and Cassandra enters the lab. James gives 
her the stink eye.

JAMES
(whispers)

That’s Ms. Yaris’ new “Jenny.”

Cassandra smiles at them, and Gaylord smiles back.

CASSANDRA
Are you the IT guy?
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Cassandra sees his burrito.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Oh, you’re on lunch. I can come 
back.

GAYLORD
No, it’s fine.  I’m Gaylord.

He puts out his hand, and Cassandra shakes it.

CASSANDRA
Cassandra. 

GAYLORD
That’s a pretty name.

James does a spit-take.

CASSANDRA
I’m the new temp in Supplimentals, 
but I don’t have access to the 
system yet.  Oh, and also the 
computer in that office is running 
in “safe mode” for some reason? Do 
you need to see my badge for 
verification?

GAYLORD
No, you’re fine.  I mean, you’re 
hot.  I mean, no. My friend, James, 
here can vouch for you.

JAMES
Never seen her before in my life.

CASSANDRA
Thanks, James. Such a nice guy.

Gaylord gets up.

GAYLORD
Well, let’s take a look. Ladies 
first.

CASSANDRA
Thank you, but I’m for equal 
rights, so you can go first.

GAYLORD
I insist, really.
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CASSANDRA
Please, it’s insulting if you make 
me at this point.

GAYLORD
Really?  My mom would roll over in 
her grave if I --

CASSANDRA
I’m so sorry. Oops, I interrupted 
you.  

GAYLORD
No, go ahead.

CASSANDRA
I was just going to say, I lost my 
father, too. So, gosh, I’m so 
sorry.

GAYLORD
Thanks. Thank you.

James walks between them and presses the elevator button.

JAMES
And this is how an elevator works.  
You press this fun little light, 
then when the doors open...

James enters the elevator.

JAMES (CONT’D)
... You walk into this little room.  
Wow!  I’m inside now.  It’s really 
easy.  Even you can do it.  Try it!

Gaylord holds his hand out, and Cassandra smiles at him and 
enters the elevator before him. 

JAMES (CONT’D)
Yay! You did it! Tomorrow, I’ll 
teach you how to ride a bike!

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - STUDIO A - NIGHT

Ms. Yaris and Steven are standing in the back of the studio 
behind the camera operator and director.  

Cassandra and James watch from the wings.
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Larry enters the set, shaved smooth and wearing a diaper and 
a ton of make-up and lifelike prosthetics.  His face, 
although large, looks very baby-like.

STEVEN
God, this is awful.

MS. YARIS
We have to start somewhere.

Larry picks up the product and a baby spoon, opens it and 
takes a bite while a costume assistant puts a bib around his 
neck.

STEVEN
This is never going to work - how 
is he going to fit in the high 
chair? The pyramid jars are going 
to look gigantic, and that baby 
spoon in his hand looks like a... 
rectal thermometer. I gotta go 
reinforce the carbon monoxide seal 
on my garage.

MS. YARIS
Steven!  

(softer)
Berty, don’t make any decisions 
until you look at the final 
footage.

STEVEN
Fine, but I can’t stay and watch 
the taping.

Steven crosses out.

James and Cassandra approach Ms. Yaris.

CASSANDRA
Where’s he going?

MS. YARIS
I need to be alone for a minute.

Ms. Yaris crosses out.

Larry forces one foot in the high chair, hops on the other 
foot and struggles with the chair. He gets his other foot on 
top and then falls to the floor.

The Director buries his face in his hands.
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INT. CHILD’S PLAY  - MS. YARIS’ OFFICE - NIGHT

The exhausted Ms. Yaris, James, Cassandra, and Gaylord sit 
together in front of a television. Empty pizza boxes lay 
haphazardly on the coffee table.

Footage of baby Larry’s expressions while being fed the baby 
food are displayed.  His face looks passable, body does not.

MS. YARIS
We can’t use computer graphics. 
Steven was adamant, and it’s too 
late anyhow.

JAMES
We’re screwed.

MS. YARIS
We’re a half hour from deadline, 
our whole business rides on this. 
What haven’t we thought of?

CASSANDRA
Excuse me. Restroom.

Cassandra crosses out.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY  - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY - NIGHT

Cassandra exits the women’s restroom, passing by the TV which 
is still on.  She goes to turn it off, but stops.

A LitaGators commercial comes on, showing public domain 
footage of alligators. The Announcer rap-sings:

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Who you gonna call
when you’re up against the law? 
LitaGators! 
LitaGators!

The LitaGators law team stands in their trademark Alligator 
head and business suit costumes. Their arms crossed, and the 
twins are back-to-back.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
LitaGators.  We’ve got your back. 
For realsies.

Cassandra shuts off the TV.  Her eyes grow wide.
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INT. CHILD’S PLAY  - MS. YARIS’ OFFICE - NIGHT

Cassandra rushes in.

CASSANDRA
I’ve got it!

INT. CHILD’S PLAY  - EDITING OFFICE - NIGHT

Gaylord sits behind the computer, and Ms. Yaris, Cassandra, 
and James stand behind him. 

Gaylord presses enter on the keyboard and swivels around in 
the chair.

GAYLORD
It’s sent.

CASSANDRA
(to Gaylord)

Thanks, again, for pinch-hitting.  

MS. YARIS
What did Mr. Coleberton’s assistant 
say?

JAMES
That he was staying in his office 
until he received it, and he’d call 
you once he has viewed it.

MS. YARIS
Let me see it one more time.

Gaylord pulls it up on the monitor.

It begins with a close up shot of a woman’s hand trying to 
stack the pyramid-shaped jars.

LARRY (V.O.)
(baby noises)

Oooo.  Gooo.  Goooood.

We then see Larry’s baby face as he’s being fed baby food 
with the woman’s hand.

MOM (O.S.)
You just love the new Gerber 
pyramids!  Yes, you do!  Yes, you 
do!

Wide shot with Larry’s baby face integrated onto the baby 
body from public domain footage ala 1950s.
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ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
New Gerber Pyramids.  

(then faster)
No children were harmed in the 
making of this commercial. 

Ms. Yaris’ phone rings. James goes to answer it for her.

MS. YARIS
I got it, thanks.

James doesn’t know what to do with himself.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Berty?

Everyone is on the edge of their seats.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
That’s wonderful! Tell your cocker 
I said hello, and talk to you 
mañana.

(to the room)
He has the most glorious pure-bred 
cocker spaniel.

Everyone cheers, shakes hands, and high-fives.  

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
That’s a start, but we’ve gotta 
helluva lot to figure out tomorrow.  
It looks like this is our team now.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - SUPPLIMENTALS LOBBY - NIGHT

Debbie takes down the sticky “Supplimentals sign” and slaps 
it over the “Youth” one.  

She taps Gerald on the shoulder to wake him, and together 
they head out the door.

INT. CHILD’S PLAY - ENTRYWAY - NIGHT

Gaylord walks with Cassandra.

GAYLORD
Are you sure I can’t walk you out?

CASSANDRA
I’m good.  I have, like, three 
flavors of mace.
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She pats her handbag.

GAYLORD
Flavors?

She looks in her bag.

CASSANDRA
Pepper, Fire Pepper, and Chipotle 
Ranch.  

GAYLORD
So, you’re going to keep the temp 
job?

CASSANDRA
Yeah.  I think, so.

James and Ms. Yaris approach.

JAMES
So, I’ve got your handbag, 
briefcase, laptop bag, reusable 
lunch satchel, makeup case, 
emergency car kit, and Chipotle 
Ranch pepper spray all packed into 
your Escalade.  Anything else I can 
help you with tonight, Ms. Yaris?

MS. YARIS
No, James.  See you tomorrow.

James and Gaylord exit.

Ms. Yaris sees the old logo on the door.

MS. YARIS (CONT’D)
Gerald is a genius! Keeping the old 
name and logo.  Very clever. I’m 
telling you, he is on top of it! 
Irreplaceable.

CASSANDRA
Gerald?

Ms. Yaris looks at the wall of Rising Stars and Other 
Notables. She moves the decades old child headshots to the 
Rising Starts spots, and Cassandra helps her stack the frames 
of former youth talent on a table.

CASSANDRA (CONT’D)
Ms. Yaris, Thanks for the 
opportunity.
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They exit, and Ms. Yaris locks up.

We hear a TOILET FLUSH and a little man in a red ringlets wig 
from the beginning approaches the door and tries to get out.

RED RINGLETS
Help! Help!

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

FADE IN:

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

Cassandra steps out of her car, carrying a bag of fast food. 
She walks up the steps and opens the door.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

Cassandra follows the hall towards the MUSIC PLAYING and 
VOICES CELEBRATING.

She enters a dining room, where MOM (late 50s, hard, 
glamorous) and twin brothers, ORVILLE (30s, proper, gay) and 
WILBUR (30s, surfer, straight) toast champagne. 

ORVILLE
Cassandra! Did you hear the news?

CASSANDRA
Yeah, I heard it. Congratulations.

WILBUR
You should’ve been there! Mom, 
wouldn’t it have been epic if 
Cassandra was there and all of us 
were like, “Take that child labor!”

ORVILLE
Throat punch of justice!

WILBUR
LitaGators for the win!

We see a painting of the LitaGators team above a Gothic 
fireplace mantle. 

MOM
Yes, boys, that would be wonderful 
if Cassandra was there, but she 
chose Interpersonal Studies, or 
Humanities, or what was it, again? 
No matter.  I hardly recall who of 
my three children became lawyers, 
and who didn’t.  

Orville raises his glass.
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ORVILLE
To Cassandra!

WILBUR
To Cassandra!

MOM
To Cassandra, who keeps us... 
Grounded.

CASSANDRA
Thanks, Mom.

MOM
Would you like to stay for rack of 
veal?  The chefs are preparing a 
feast!

CASSANDRA
No, thanks. If a 99 cent chicken 
sandwich is good enough for the 
masses, it’s good enough for me.

MOM
Suit yourself.

CASSANDRA
Good night.

ORVILLE
Sleep well.

WILBUR
Good night!

Cassandra walks down a hallway of rich furnishings to a 
private apartment.

INT. LITAGATORS MANSION - CASSANDRA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The apartment is essentially a studio apartment space.  It is 
decorated with an eclectic flair - odds and ends from 
backpacking trips to exotic locales, and a framed copy of the 
poem “If” by Rudyard Kipling.  

Cassandra drops her keys and bag on a small table, kisses her 
fingers and touches a picture of her dad. She fingers a 
obituary clipping with the same picture. 

Cassandra falls on her bed face down, and turns off the 
lights with a clapper.

FADE OUT.

END OF TAG
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