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| NT: BAND PRACTI CE ROOM - DAY

Here is a roomwith red walls and guitars hangi ng on them
JUSTIN, 20 and with dreadl ocks sits behind a drumkit, holding
two sticks. His friend LARRY, 20, with long hair and wearing a
gui tar plugged into an anp, faces him

JUSTI N

That was a great jam session, nman.
LARRY

Yeah, we rock. | guess the next thing

is to finally decide on a band nane..

JUSTI N
|'ve had a few i deas. How about Acid
Deat h? Or maybe Spi der Fang?

LARRY rubs his chin.

LARRY
Na. Too cliched.

JUSTI N
You try, then...

LARRY
How about ' The Bo-bations'.

JUSTI N s eyes w den.

JUSTI N
No.

LARRY
You seem certain...

JUSTIN grips his sticks, tight.
JUSTI N
|"mnore than certain. | actually hate
it. In fact | hate it so nuch it makes
me want to punch soneone.

LARRY clicks his fingers with confidence.

LARRY

Dr. Boogal 00's Biscuit Boobal oo.
JUSTI N

No!
LARRY

Pet er Peppay's Pi ed Pango.
JUSTIN hits the snare drum hard with his stick



JUSTI N
Shut up!!!

LARRY
M . Rabble's Bi scuit Babbl e?

JUSTIN throws one of his sticks at LARRY.

LARRY
oM What was that for??

JUSTIN throws his other stick at him

LARRY

ow
JUSTI N

Sorry, sorry... Al better, now
LARRY

(nervously)
The Sweel ey Bo- Heel eys?..

In a rage, JUSTIN throws his snare drum at LARRY's face.

then crashes to the floor as LARRY rubs hinmself better.

LARRY

VWHAT THE HELL??
JUSTI N

Ch man! |'mso sorry!
LARRY

Uncle Sprinkle' s Fantastical Fandango?
JUSTI N rubs his tenples.

JUSTI N
(tired)
... Fine... W're calling ourselves, a
brutal death netal band, 'Uncle
Sprinkle's Fantastical Fandango'. |'1l1
j ust phone the bassist and tell him

JUSTI N grabs a phone from his pocket and dials a nunber.

JUSTI N
Yo John, nme and Larry have finally
deci ded on our band nane: 'Uncle
Sprinkle's Fantastical Fandango'..
Yep, it nakes ne want to punch

soneone, too... You think we should
change it... I'msorry, ny nobile's
going weird... You think it's good? Is

t hat what you sai d? No? Ok, bye!



JUSTI N pockets his phone.

LARRY
(seriously)
Justin... | know John didn't |ike that
name... Wiy did you do that for nme?

JUSTI N
| just don't care any nore. That's
all.

LARRY
So... W're playing | ater as USFF?

JUSTI N
(darkly)
Yes.

I NT: MJSI C CONCERT - NI GHT

On a stage lit up by many changi ng col ours and behind a drum
kit is JUSTIN. On his left is the axe-w el ding LARRY and on

his right is bassist, JOHN (20) with long hair. At the front
of the stage and holding a mc is punk-haired singer, REGAE
(20). On the floor area are 50 AUDI ENCE MEMBERS of all ages,
[it up in red.

REGA E

Hel | o, London! W are... W are..
JUSTI N

Just say it and nove on.
REGA E

We are... Uncle Sprinkle's Fantasti cal

Fandango.

The AUDI ENCE are silence. Then a couple of MEN start hitting
each ot her.

REGA E
| knew this woul d happen..
JUSTI N
| gnore them
REGA E
There will be no fighting in this
venue! ... Apart fromin the nosh pit.

The two now bl oodi ed MEN stop fighting each other and nod to
REGA E.



REGA E
Anyway, here's Uncle Sprinkle's
Fant asti cal Fandango's first song,
' Sweel ey Bo- Heel ey!"’

The MEN start beating each other again. Then two nore join in.
Then two nore. Soon enough, a nass brawl breaks out.

JUSTI N
Just play, it's not our problem

JUSTIN hits his sticks four tines, then plays extrene netal
along with LARRY and JOHN. Then REGA E starts scream ng.

REGAE E
MR RABBLE' S Bl SCU T BABBLE! MR RA..

Sonmeone throws a beer bottle at REGA E, he falls over and the
band stop playing. JOHN then wal ks up to LARRY and ki cks him
just the once.

JUSTI N
k. Let's change our nane.
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