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FADE IN:

A white, boundless expanse. In the center, a line-drawn black 
ink circle.

SUPER: “In the beginning, there was nothing interesting. 
Then...”

Two dots appear in the circle, then an upward arch. What we 
humans would call a SMILEY FACE.

A thought bubbles poofs out from the smiley’s head.

SUPER: “There was something that thought”

In the bubble: “Hmm, that’s interesting.”

The Smiley face turns counter clockwise. From it’s other 
side, continents, seas, clouds appear until the circle is a 
small planet.

Black dots appear to form a vast sky.

SUPER: “A little while later...”

We fall into the planet past satellites, through the clouds, 
over fields, cities, and seas. A world composed of simple, 
hand-drawn lines.

In the middle of a metropolitan city rests the center of 
knowledge. A large, prestigious campus.

Above the arch of the main building, a sign reads:
“POLY UNIVERSITY”

We fly into the window of

INT. ROOM 111 - DAY

PROFESSOR SALLY JOAN (38), stick figure with with glasses. 
Those are her only distinguishing features.

The classroom auditorium is filled with stick figure 
students. Some snooze, some watch intent on learning.

On the board behind her: “Everything is STICKS”

MISS JOAN
Though superstick theory proposes 
that sticks are just made of 
wiggles in the third dimension, the 
dominating theory is stick theory. 
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Now, please review chapter eleven 
for next week’s lecture. Get out of 
here.

The students file out. Miss Joan takes a seat behind her 
desk, pulls off her glasses. Sighs.

We zoom into her torso. The line of her torso rotates to be 
horizontal. We’re now on 

EXT. ROAD - DAY

The horizontal line is road. Stick trees, buildings, other 
stick cars drive along.

A stick car comes into view, Miss Joan in the driver’s seat.

CLOSE ON A STICK TREE

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Pull out to reveal the stick tree is a piece of stick 
broccoli.

Joan sits at the coffee table.

CLOSE ON THE TV

A news story. Officials shake hands. One waves the to the 
camera.

A lower third reads: “Ink Change regulations repealed in 
congress.”

CLOSE ON JOAN

Miss Joan sighs.

She picks up the remote, flips off the TV.

Close ON THE TV.

The image fades out. Then, Miss Joan appears on the TV, a 
top down of her laying under covers. We are now

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Miss Joan’s eyes flutter closed as she lays in bed.

As they do, everything goes black.

FADE TO:

2.
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DREAM SEQUENCE

A boundless black ink expanse. In the center, a white line-
drawn circle.

Two white dots appear in the circle. Then below them, a 
straight line. What we would call a NORMAL FACE.

A line extends from beneath it. The torso. Then arms, then 
legs. Last, glasses.

It’s Miss Joan. She walks toward us, bewildered, as if she 
can see us.

A horizon line draws out behind Miss Joan. It rushes toward 
her. Then another line. It rushes toward her. Then another. 
Another. Like we’re zooming past horizontal lines.

Over the horizon, a human hand appears. The hand draws one 
last line that rushes toward us. A white pen in-hand.

Miss Joan stares at the hand, captivated. It draws a circle. 
Two dots. Then a smile.

Miss Joan smiles at the new friend. Then, her boundless 
black world crumples, she folds up into the crumples, then 
vanishes in the folds.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Miss Joan shoots awake in a panic. She catches her breath.

She holds her head in confusion, reeling from the dream.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

“Everything is STICKS” on the blackboard looms above Miss 
Joan. She stares up at it as students fill the seats behind 
her. She turns around to face them.

MISS JOAN
So, supersticks.

SMASH TO WHITE.

END OF EPISODE
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