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FADE IN:

SERIES OF SHOTS

Stillness. Water drips from a sets of playground monkey-
bars.

A wet, mushy math book in the mud.

In the middle of the soaked, cement wall, the dry shadow of 
a kid blocking an assault.

ROCKY (V.O.)
We can no longer afford to do 
nothing.

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

ROCKY SIMPSON (8), passionate, deliberate, he opens his 
Avengers folder, pulls out some papers. He has perfectly 
gelled hair and a black ranger shirt on.

Beside him, MILLIE WATERS (8), nods in agreement. She has 
straight blonde hair and glasses. Her arms wrapped around a 
binder in front of her.

Students fill the library study tables, listen intently to 
the speaker.

ROCKY
How many more? How many more 
students will walk home in soggy 
shoes. How many more homework 
assignments will be lost to the 
paper-ravenging affects of 
unregulated water.

Millie stops nodding. She watched Rocky with curiousness.

TOMMY NELSON (7) pounds on the desk.

TOMMY
I’m tired of feeling like I can’t 
defend myself!

ROCKY
It’s not about defense, Tommy. We 
need to get these things off our 
playgrounds.

Millie, worried, reaches out for Rocky’s shoulder.

MILLIE INTERVIEW
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Millie clutches her binder as if it’s a protective shield. 
Looks into the camera.

MILLIE
Excuse me, but I don’t think 
overreaching is the answer. And 
what about corruption? Nothing 
makes kids want to break the rules 
more than... having rules. The only 
thing we’re doing preventing the 
good students from defending 
themselves.

INTERVIEWER (O.S.)
You seem pretty opposed to Rocky 
Simpson’s platform for re-election.

MILLIE
Well, I don’t--

INTERVIEWER
Millie Waters, are you considering 
a bid against Rocky Simpson for 
student council president.

CLOSE ON MILLIE

Her mouth hangs open. She looks away from the camera.

SERIES OF SHOTS

On the bulletin board, a Super Soaker with a crossed out 
sign on it.

A BODYGUARD KID blocks a SCRAWNY KID with a big backpack 
from entering the classroom. Checks his bag. Takes his 
Reeces, pushes him along. The kid puts his head down.

Behind a building outside, the Scrawny Kid passes some 
Reeces to a SHADY KID with a black coat. The Shady Kid pulls 
a water pistol from his coat. Hands it over, takes the 
Reeces.

INT. SCHOOL HALL - DAY

The Bodyguard Kid pushes another kid along, grins.

The Scrawny Kid approaches behind him. Pulls the water gun, 
aims it.

INT. PRINCIPLES OFFICE - DAY

Bodyguard Kid sits soaked with red eyes next to the Scrawny 
Kid.
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EXT. PRINCIPLES OFFICE - SAME TIME

Millie looks in through the window. Shakes her head.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Millie slumps in her chair at the dining table. Beside her, 
JOEY (8), a chubby blonde boy, eats the last of a banana, 
then jots something down on a piece of paper.

Millie gazes off into space. Then something catches her 
attention.

ANGLE ON

Two kids make a shady deal in line. A quick swap. One kid 
hands over a Chocolate Milk, the other hands over a dollar 
store water pistol. They look around and tuck them in their 
pockets.

ANGLE ON MILLIE

She sighs. Drops her head to the table.

JOEY
So are you going to do it. Are you 
going to run.

Joey scans his sheet of paper. He starts to peel off a 
chocolate pudding top, then pauses. He cross-checks his 
paper.

MILLIE
I don’t know. I know I can’t stand 
seeing my school fall into 
corruption and chaos.

Joey jots down a few more thing, then stuffs the pudding 
back into the lunch bag. He smiles, triumphant.

MILLIE
Hey, are you gonna eat that?

JOEY
Yeah, just not right now. I need 
the mana for later.

MILLIE
Mana? Like magic energy.

Joey flips around his paper. Millie peers down.

CLOSE ON THE PAPER
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A hand-drawn character. A buff caricature of Joey. Beside 
it, a map with little creatures drawn on it. Beside that, a 
stats an inventory grid. Joey draws a little pudding cup in 
an inventory square.

JOEY (O.S.)
You remember when I ripped my pants 
in gym last month?

Millie nods, awkward.

JOEY
Yeah... I may have put on a few 
pounds since I started playing 
table-top games. Anyway, my mom 
made it into a game.

MILLIE
Right, she didn’t just take away 
all the pudding.

JOEY
Yeah... I guess... man, that’d be 
rough.

Joey points to the paper, circles the pudding, then draws a 
line to a creature in the middle of the map.

JOEY
Anyway, if I save this pudding for 
mana later today, I’ll be able to 
slay the Pikachu.

Millie quirks an eye brown.

JOEY
Whatever, my mom is not that 
original with names. But it’s 
pretty fun. And I can fit in my 
ripped pants again... not that I 
wear them.

MILLIE
See, that’s what I’m talking about. 
She trusted you with the pudding, 
and you made the right decision all 
by yourself.

Millie jumps up, pats Joey on the shoulder as she rushes 
away.

MILLIE
You’re a genius, Joey!
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INT. GYM - DAY

Millie stands on the stage in the gym. She paces around, 
confident. Kids sit cross-legged on the floor.

Rocky sits off to the side. Nodding in approval.

MILLIE
Corruption has run rampant. Nobody 
is safe, and worse, nobody can 
protect themselves.

She glances over at Rocky.

MILLIE
And that’s why I’d like to announce 
my candidacy for student council 
president. We must repeal this 
ridiculous water gun ban and arm 
our students. You all deserve the 
right to protect yourselves. And I 
trust that you’ll all make the 
right decision.

Rocky shoots up from his chair, glares at Millie.

She winks at someone in the crowd.

ANGLE ON JOEY

He looks around, awkward. Hesitate, then waves.

ANGLE ON MILLIE

She sets her face, looks confident out at the students as 
they cheer.

SERIES OF SHOTS

A locker door swings open. An unopened, brand new package 
for a water gun sits with a bow.

Another locker, same thing.

Another.

Millie sits at the school hall entrance. She hands out water 
guns to students.

ROCKY INTERVIEW

Rocky shakes his head, clenches his jaw.
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ROCKY

This is not the answer. You really 
want to arm everyone on the 
playground with a water gun. No, 
no. You just watch. It’s going to 
be a literal water bath.

INTERVIEWER
So a regular bath...

Rocky stammers.

ROCKY
Well...

INT. SCHOOL HALL - DAY

SUSIE (7) slams her locker door shut. Glares down the row of 
lockers at PATRICK (8). She stomps over to him.

An orange water gun sticks out of her purse.

Patrick notices her, rolls his eyes.

SUSIE
Were you going to tell me that you 
went to the skating rink with 
Rachel?

PATRICK
Come on, Susie. We’ve been broken 
up for a month.

SUSIE
Three weeks and a day. You have to 
give me time.

PATRICK
Whatever.

Patrick turns around to walk away.

CLOSE ON PATRICK’S FACE

He freezes. His eyes go wide. He turns.

Behind him, Susie holds a water pistol to his head.

PATRICK
Take it easy, Suz.

SUSIE
I didn’t want it to come to this, 
but you’ve left me no choice.
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Patrick flicks to someone behind Susie, she peers back.

Patrick pulls a water gun from his pocket, aims it at Susie. 

PATRICK
It doesn’t have to be this way, 
Susie.

A water pistol pops up again Patrick’s head. A GIRL beside 
him takes aim.

GIRL
Put the generic, dollar store brand 
pistol down and step away.

A BOY beside her whips a water uzi out, aims it at her.

A GOTH BOY pulls a water rifle form his jacket.

Water guns pop out everywhere. A stand off.

CLOSE ON THE FIRE ALARM

A hand reaches out, grabs the fire red switch.

CLOSE ON TIMOTHY

He smirks. All the kids look at him in fear.

He pulls the switch.

EXT. SCHOOL - DAY

A janitor pushes puddles of water out with his industrial 
broom. It runs out the door, then runs down the steps.

INT. PRINCIPLES OFFICE - DAY

Millie and Rocky sit soaked in seats in front of the 
principle’s desk. It’s just them in the room.

ROCKY
This is your fault.

MILLIE
Excuse me. My fault? I wouldn’t 
have had to arm people if you 
hadn’t turned water guns into a 
criminal enterprise!

ROCKY
Yeah, and arming them sure worked. 
And look how that escalated. It’s a 
water bath out there!
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MILLIE

You mean a regular bath?

ROCKY
Well... yeah. Whatever. If we can’t 
figure this out then what do they 
all need us for. We’re just making 
things worse.

Rocky lowers his head into his hands, defeated.

Millie peers out the window into the hall, dismayed.

ANGLE ON THE HALL

Joey passes by eating a pudding. He finishes the last bite, 
tosses it in the trash.

He pulls out his game paper, holds it against the wall. Jots 
some nots on it, then walks off, proud.

MILLIE
That’s it.

ROCKY
I know, we’re done.

Millie grabs Rocky’s arm, pulls him out of the chair.

MILLIE
Come on. I have an idea.

Millie rushes out the door with Rocky in tow.

EXT. PLAYGROUND - DAY

Millie stands in front of a big ribbon. Rocky behind her. 
She addresses the students in the playground.

MILLIE
Welcome to the first monthly P.G.S, 
Playground Water Sports tournament!

Rocky cuts the ribbon with safety scissors. Waves to the 
audience.

MILLIE
Since this is our first tournament, 
everybody can join. But remember, 
after this, only those without any 
water marks on their record will be 
able to participate.

The crowd nods, chatters a bit.
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Rocky leans in.

ROCKY
Now let’s get soaked!

The crowd cheers, rushes in.

Behind the ribbon, red and white water targets. Buckets of 
water. A cardboard score board with names.

Rocky sticks out his hand to Millie. She reaches over and 
shakes, then pulls a water gun out and aims it at Rocky.

He flinches, the smirks.

They run off to the water targets together.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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