PRELUDE

A car, at Makeout Graveyard. JIMMY and HEATHER are watching the skies.

HEATHER : 
Wow! That meteor shower sure was something...

JIMMY : 
It sure was, Heather!

HEATHER : 
It was even better watching it here... with you... at Inspiration Point...


near the graveyard... Do you think any of the meteors could have crashed


nearby?

JIMMY: 

I doubt it, Heather. You see, meteors are made of small particles of rock


and ice. As they speed through the layers of Earth's outer atmosphere


(the mesosphere and ionosphere to name but two), friction causes them


to heat up, burning away much of the solid matter and causing the


celestial fireworks display we’ve just witnessed.

HEATHER: 
That’s amazing, Jimmy!

JIMMY: 

Indeed, and lucky for us! Currently, Space Scientists believe that viruses


from strange alien planets could survive, trapped in the ice of those


meteors for millions of years. If they were to make it down here to Earth,


(laughs) who knows what devastation they could cause?

HEATHER : 
Jimmy, stop. You're scaring me!

JIMMY : 
Oh, I wouldn’t worry, Heather, the chances of that happening are a million


to one, we’re perfectly safe here.

He starts to try and get off with her.

HEATHER :
Jimmy, stop.

JIMMY :

Aw, come on, oh god, yeah, oh god yes, oh etc.

HEATHER :
Stop it! I don't wanna... Besides, this graveyard creeps me out.

JIMMY :

All the other girls do it.

HEATHER :
How would you know, mister?

JIMMY :

Aw, c'mon Heather.

HEATHER :
I'm getting out of this car right now.

She gets out of the car. Lights down on car. She hears a crunching sound.

HEATHER :
What's that?  Hello - is somebody there?  (pause)  I'm warning you, I've got a -

She is killed by zombies, and dragged off. After a moment, JIMMY gets out of the car.

JIMMY :
Heather?  Are you there?  Heather?   Heather!  (shout)  Heather! (shout)  Heather!!
ACT 1

The stage is in darkness. The video screen at the back comes on with the words "Saturday 8:45". The band starts playing the "Don't You Forget About Me" song. After verse 1, they take it down to the instrumental and we see the first video of a car pulling up.

Tracy loves to Mambo

She goes out every night

Jovi on the stereo

dancin’ in the street light

She don't care

What they say

She goes dancin’ anyway

She got looks, an she got ways

She's the one, that you want when your very very o-o-oh

Don't hold back your emotions, don't be scared to go dancing in the night

there’s a fire in those voodoo motions

Shake your demons out and shake em out right

Place your hand, on my heart, 

Baby we're not meant to ever be apart, 

take me dancing

in the street, in your arms I am complete dum dum o-o-oh

Don't hold back your emotions, don't be scared to go dancing in the night

there’s a fire in those voodoo motions

Shake your demons out and shake em out right
VIDEO SHOT ONE :

School. Pans round to film road. Car pulls up towards it, and comes to a halt. Camera moves round the car to film in through driver's window. When MIKEY gets out, we stay with her till he comes back into shot, pecks her through the window, then follow him into the school.
MOM M
: 
Okay, here's your lunch. Now, you listen to me, no fooling around...

MIKEY 
: 
Yeah, I know, mom.

MOM M : 
No, you listen to me, I'm not kidding! I don't want to get dragged out of bed next Saturday! You get in there, get your head down and I'll see you here at three.

MIKEY :  
Mom, I'm just gonna -

MOM M : 
No back chat, mister! You should just get your butt in there.
MIKEY gets out of the car.
MOM M : 
Hey Mikey! (she taps her cheek. He returns into shot with a sigh, pecks her on the cheek, before turning and walking past the camera)  Be good!

MIKEY walks past the camera on film, and then appears, live, through the door into the theatre.
SPHINSTER :  
Paterson...

As each character walks past SPHINSTER gives them a piece of paper.
Lights up on band. Band sings Verse 2.

Johnny rides his motorbike

He rides it every night

can't afford a stereo

but the engine sounds right

He don't care

where he goes

Anywhere that the wind blows

He got possibilities to find

But for now he's ridin’ into the nigh-ey-ite

o-o-oh

Don't hold back your emotions, don't be scared to go drivin’ at night

there’s a fire inside your engine

Drive your demons out and drive em out right

Put your motorbike in gear

Burn out all your doubts and fear

Take me drivin’ through the night

You gotta run those red lights o-o-oh 

Don't hold back your emotions, don't be scared to go drivin’ at night

there’s a fire inside your engine

Drive your demons out and drive em out right
Lights down.

VIDEO SHOT TWO :

School. Second car pulls up. This shot is similar to SHOT ONE, but is filmed through CASEY's window, i.e. the passenger side. When CASEY leaves, we follow her path towards the school as before.
DAD C :  
Okay, princess, you got everythin?  You got your food?  You need your food... You look lovely, you look lovely, you need some money?  You're gonna need some money...

CASEY : 
Dad!

DAD C :  
No, okay, here - have some money. No, take it, take it, I got plenty!  So - you got everything?  You need some more money?  Hey, look, here take the lot, you got a -

CASEY :  
DAD!

DAD C :  
Yeah, yeah, right okay sorry... I'm just... Hey, look, when you get back we're gonna get a great shrink, Marv at the Golf Club knows this really great guy, sort you right out, okay?  Love ya princess, give Daddy a kiss... okay, you go get 'em, tiger.
She starts to walk away, suddenly MOM C comes into shot.
MOM C : 
Oh darling, here - take this.

CASEY : 
What is it?

MOM C : 
It's an ancient mysterious amulet, passed down in my family from mother to daughter, and now I'm giving it to you. You know, your Grandmother said it would help our family in our time of direst need.

CASEY :  
Mom, it’s a detention.

MOM C :  
Well, you never know.

CASEY grabs the amulet with a huff and stomps off, past the camera and into the theatre.

SPHINSTER :  
Yes, very good, take a seat Miss Hamilton.

Song continues.

Take me

Away to the ocean

Take me

On waves of desire

Take me

To the limits of emotion

Take me

To the heart of your fire ooo-oh
Lights down.

VIDEO SHOT THREE :

A big jeep thing pulls up.

VIDEO SHOT FOUR :

Jeep interior. The camera is in THOR's seat, i.e. the Passenger seat. THOR's Dad speaks directly to camera, which moves when he hits it etc. When he turns to OX and QUIFF, it pans to the back of the jeep where they are.

DAD T :  
Son... you let me down... you let yourself down... and you let the team down... What are ya, some kinda meat head? (he hits him) Huh?  You a meat head?  (hit)  A meat head? (hit)  A Meat Head?  (hit. THOR slumps and relaxes) Jesus... Well, from now on it's gonna stop, you're gonna get your head straight. You're gonna concentrate on the team and you're gonna win, what did I say?  (hit)
THOR : 

I'm gonna win.

DAD T : 
What?

THOR :

I'm gonna win!

DAD T : 
(hit)  I Can't Hear You!

THOR : 

I'm Gonna Win!

DAD T : 
Win!

THOR : 

Win!

DAD T : 
Win!
DAD T turns to the back of the van. OX and QUIFF are in the back, too.

DAD T : 
And you two girls are gonna learn about teamwork too - he gets a detention, the team gets a detention. He makes the plays, you back the plays he makes! Now get out there and dammit, you win!
VIDEO SHOT FIVE :

Jeep exterior, a little way off. The team barrel out of the truck, screaming "Lambda Delta High-skool football rulez!". They walk towards the camera, as they pass it's standpoint, OX pushes it over. It continues to film them, from behind. They walk into the theatre shouting.
SPHINSTER :  
Thorgensen, shut the hell up!  And you two, what the hell are you even doing here?

Last verse.

Take me away

I don't wanna live my life any other way

Just hold me tonight

And take me

And take me

And take me

Into the night 
VIDEO SHOT SIX :

We see LYDIA walk towards the camera from very far away. She does so with a single purpose, so much so she is oblivious of the things that have to screech to a halt to avoid running her over. These may perhaps include: a bike, a woman with a pram, a cross country wheelchair race, a car, a van, a mime artist, a unicycle, two guys with a pane of glass, a burglar and an APC or similar things. She walks into the theatre.
SPHINSTER : 
Okay, now listen up. The time is exactly (we see the clock on the screen flick to 9:00) nine o-clock, that means I got you for six hours. For six hours you're mine... during that time you will not speak. You will not sleep. And you will not practice the Black Arts - Mr Thorgensen, am I boring you?

THOR :

No.

SPHINSTER :
What's that, Thorgensen?

THOR : 

No, Vice-Principal Sphinster.

SPHINSTER : 
Good. I don't want any of your lip... you think you're pretty funny, don't you?

THOR : 

Sir?

SPHINSTER : 
Yeah... I know you, Thorgensen... I know guys like you... You're the, you're the big man on campus, huh?  Always looking down on the little guy, walking around this school like you own the place. There's always one like you, Thorgensen, hanging around with your cronies... Aren't you, huh?  You're like "hey nerd, gimme your lunch money!"  Yeah, and then you grab his hand and start hitting him with it, don'tcha, you're like "stop hitting yourself, stop hitting yourself", but he can't stop hitting himself because you're hitting him with his own hand, and you keep doing it till he soils his pants right in front of Polly Regan!  (there's a pause, everyone looks at SPHINSTER, he calms himself)  Okay then. (he starts pacing)  The time is exactly... (the drummer from the band starts playing blues drums)  9:02, so we're gonna try something a little different , got that?  Good?  You got six hours.

MIKEY :

Er, sir, that's five hours fifty eight.

SPHINSTER : 
Patterson, you got a problem?

MIKEY : 
No, sir.

SPHINSTER : 
...Great

(The BAND play a blues riff in between each of SPHINSTER's next few lines)


Okay, I want an essay from you schmoes, no less than eight sides



That's eight sides of prose, Thor, not "fuck" six thousand times



Now I'm gonna be in that room just across the hall



And if I hear a single word, just one- (sees BAND)


What the hell are you doing here?!
PUSHY : 
Uh, we're rehearsing in here this morning, sir.

SPHINSTER :
What?

PUSHY :
It's been up on the board for a week.

SPHINSTER :
You can't have booked this. I'm running a detention here.

PUSHY : 
I've got a Xerox of the table here... 

SPHINSTER :     What?  Let me see that...

PUSHY :           And it went out as a memo.

SPHINSTER :
I didn't get any memo.

DOPEY :
Oh, I think I have a Xerox of that here too.

PONCEY :
I copied it out, too, on carbon paper, in case you lost it. In biro.

CAREERY :
And I watched him.

GRUMPY plays a "proved, sucker" riff.

GRUMPY :
(who only ever speaks in the chords he plays)  E Five.
Suddenly the screen flickers into life, hundreds of zombies appear on the screen. CASEY screams, everyone jumps from their seats.

SPHINSTER : 
What in the world is that?

Confusion. We are watching a short excerpt of 'Dawn of the Dead'. Then GEEK 1 runs down the stairs.
GEEK 1 :
(shouting up to box)  Okay, okay, picture's fine, sound is fine, but we're in the (X reel depending on which bit of the film we use)  - wait, wait, stop it!  (looks at the screen)  Oh man, I love this film.

GEEK 2 :
(running down the stairs, with GEEK 4)  George Romero is a genius.

SPHINSTER :
Hey -

GEEK 4 :
What on earth are you doing here?

SPHINSTER :
I am Vice-Principal Sphinster!

GEEK 2 :
Oh.

SPHINSTER :
I am running a detention here.

GEEK 1 :
Um...

SPHINSTER :
Who let you in here?

Enter GEEK 3, the über-geek.

GEEK 3 :
We've got a note from Principal Smith, Sir.

SPHINSTER :
Principal Smith?

GEEK 3 :
We're showing "Dawn of the Dead" to the Film Club this evening, Sir. We've given out 23 tickets. (holds up raffle ticket book)

SPHINSTER sings.

SPHINSTER :
I've booked a detention in this room

It clearly stated Saturday

What the hell?

These kids are little hood-e-lums who need to be taught a lesson

A-Holes here like Thorgensen

Only understand one thing 

And that’s discipline
Goddammit.

I can't believe they screwed up my timetable again

You can't double book a detention 

What were they thinking?

How am I supposed to get any kinda respect round here

When stupid goddamn beaurocrats 

Keep messing with my timetable

And screwing with my plans

And filling up detentions 

With film club geeks and school bands
BAND :

We're really sorry

We didn't mean to mess with your shit...

But we did

And thats that

We kinda thought the room was free

Frankly

We'd rather use a different space

To rehearse

But we wont-ont ont-ont-ont
MIKEY :

Tell me why I have to be here on a Saturday

I didn't do nothing wrong

Well, I did

But that’s irrelevant

Can't believe I'm stuck here singing the same old song

On a Saturday

God I hate Thorgensen
THOR :

What?

MIKEY :

Oh... nothing.

GEEKS : 
Martin Scorsese's alright

Martin Scorsese's alright

Martin Scorsese - though his editing is lazy

Martin Scorsese's alright
JOCKS :
Go forth Lambda D

Throw the ball make the play

Do what you must to win the day

Go forth Lambda D

It’s exceptionally unlikely

That any of us are gay

Go forth Lambda D

Rugged tall and strong

Singing the Lambda D song

Go forth Lambda D

Hail to the hunk

Burly, butch and full of spunk
CASEY &
God I love cheerleading


I want to die
LYDIA :

It is the only thing


Please kill me now

I'd do and ask for more


No really, buy me some strychnine
Ignore the rumours from

Dear god I'm bored

Those other plebeians


Oh, that’s just lovely

I'm not a stupid whore


No she is, I've seen the tape
CASEY :
Indeed I placed in the county spelling bee thirty eighth

And ran for student president
LYDIA :

Yeah, on the T n' A ticket
CASEY &
For this I'm sure you see

Oh what the fuck

LYDIA :

There’s much much more to me

No there’s not

Than my pom-poms and
a smile

I want to stab you








No really stab you








Possibly with a spade
Song ends.

SPHINSTER :
Well, that’s that. Now, all of you losers -  shut up and shape up!  I’ll be in my 

office. (to himself as he leaves)  Not a brain among ‘em.
Exit SPHINSTER.
The Kids are alone. The GEEKS start checking their wiring, making sure the screen is okay. They shoot resentful looks at the Band and the Detention.

GEEK 2 :
We'd better still get time to set up the chairs.

GEEK 1 :
Quiet, they'll hear you.

GEEK 3 :
(fiddling with a wire)  Hey, have any of you guys got a phono lead?

GEEK 4 :
Er, no.

GEEK 1 :
No.

GEEK 3 :
Seriously?  You're telling me none of you have got an phono lead?

GEEK 1 :
Sorry.

GEEK 2 :
I've got a big-to-little jack.

GEEK 4 :
Oh yeah, cause, like that'll help.

The BAND have listened to this, amused.

CAREERY :
Geeks.

GEEK 3 :
(surprised)  You're talking to us?

CAREERY :
We got what you need.

GEEK 2 :
You got a phono lead?

PUSHY holds one up. GRUMPY plays a rock chord.

GRUMPY :
B Minor.

GEEK 3 takes the phono lead and kneels by the wires.

GEEK 3 :
Jack Me In!

Our attention shifts to the Detention. A stagnant pause. After a little while, LYDIA suddenly puts up a big black umbrella, puts on shades, dumps a bottle of suntan lotion on the desk, gets out a magazine, puts her feet up on the desk, then remembers she has some sandwiches, and gets those out too. Throughout this, the others are staring at her with growing incredulity, but she pointedly ignores them. When she's finished, she realises they're all staring at her.

LYDIA :

What?

CASEY :
Why the hell do you have to be such a freak?

LYDIA : 
Do you mind, I'm trying to catch some rays. (she gets out a martini)

MIKEY :

C'mon you got to get rid of that crap, what if Sphinster sees?

FINKELWEISS enters. She is basically SPHINSTER Junior, an appallingly nerdy kid who desperately wishes to be Vice Principal herself one day.

FINKELWEISS :
Hey, what's going on in here?  Is that an umbrella, indoors?  Mr Sphinster's



going to hear about this!

OX :

What are you doing here, Finkelweiss?

GEEK 4 :
She comes in every Saturday and re-shelves all the books in the library. They



don't ask her to, but she does it anyway.

FINKELWEISS :
Is that alcohol?

LYDIA :

Only just.

FINKELWEISS :
Oh, that's going in my report. (starts to scribble in a notebook)  I'm writing it all down. Mr Sphinster will be very pleased to know what you're doing.

THOR :

Shut up, Finkelweiss, or I'm gonna pound ya!

FINKELWEISS :
Oh, you can't hurt me, Thorgensen. I know - I know why you're here today. I know why all of you are here. I'm the eyes and ears of this institution. I've got access to all your permanent records. No other kid has, just me!  Janet Finkelweiss!  When you think I'm sorting books, I'm finding out stuff!  I know your locker combinations - I've got a list.

THOR :

(slightly nervous)  Oh, yeah?  You talk pretty big. But you're just a kid.

FINKELWEISS :
Oh sure, I go through your bags. I read your diaries. I follow you home, and go through your trash and compare your parents' signatures to the ones you forge on your tardy slips!  Yeah, I may be a kid now, but next year - I'm going to be a Hall Monitor. And then one day, one day I'll be a Vice- Principal myself... Vice-Principal Finkelweiss.

THOR :

That's it... I'm busting her lip!

FINKELWEISS :
(backs off, scared)  Wait - no... (turns and runs, wailing)  Mr Sphinster!!!

MIKEY :

Do you think she really has got access to all our permanent records?

QUIFF :

Who cares?

GEEK 3 :
No, she does. She wanted to join our film club, but we said no.

CASEY :
But she's a geek, just like you...

GEEK 2 :
Uh, no, no no. We know the natural order of things. (proudly)  We're geeks. We understand our place. The jocks date the cheerleaders, the cheerleaders condescend to talk to the normal kids, the normal kids fear the outcasts, the outcasts hate the jocks, and somewhere in this closed system, the geeks do your homework. But even we wouldn't have anything to do with Janet Finkelweiss. You can call us geeks, nerds and dorks, but you can never call us Sphinster's bitch.

CAREERY :
That was beautiful, man.

GEEK 1 :
He watched Rebel Without A Cause six times. Last week.

MIKEY :
Still... I don't like the idea of any other kid going through my permanent record.

THOR :

Well, I couldn't care less. I ain't scared of Finkelweiss. Or Sphinster.

LYDIA :

Moron.

THOR :

Hey, shut up, freak!

LYDIA :
Or what?  What are you gonna do?  You're not gonna give me a pounding, are ya, Thor?

MIKEY :

Hey, maybe we should all just calm down, and keep quiet, whaddaya say?

THOR :

She's asking for it!

LYDIA :
Ohhh, big man!  What, are you gonna pound me, just like you did Trevor Cleaver?  Word is he's (she mimes a variety of physical incapacities, each more unpleasant and painful than the last)

QUIFF :

You don't know nothing about it.

OX :

Yeah, shut up about Cleaver.

THOR :

He got what was coming to him.

OX :

(turning to CASEY)  I still say you shoulda pounded her, too.

THOR :

Yeah... well...

CASEY :
Excuse me?

QUIFF :

(hisses at THOR)  Go on... you should tell her how you feel.

THOR :

I don't wanna.

CASEY :
Come on, Thor... You got something to say?  Why don't you tell me how you feel?

MIKEY :

Hey, come on now, guys.

CASEY :
No, I wanna know. What deep, meaningful thoughts are churning in the subconscious of Thor Thorgensen?

THOR :

Shut up.

CASEY :
(sarky)   Oh, very articulate!  You're pretty quick with your fists, aren't



you?  Not so good with the words...

THOR :

He shoulda left you alone!

CASEY :
We'd split up!

THOR :

That ain't the point!  It's all over school!  You went with Trevor Cleaver!

CASEY :
Oh, I did, did I?

OX :

Yeah. You did.

THOR shoots OX a look.

CASEY :
Well, what if I did?  It's none of your business anyway... and whatever you say, (starts shouting) at least Trevor Cleaver isn't a stupid meathead retard who stinks of sweat and dirty old gym shorts!!
Suddenly, an intercom dings, and SPHINSTER shouts at them from his office.

SPHINSTER :
You punks keep it down in there, or you'll be back in here again next weekend, all of you!

Focus shifts SPHINSTER in his office. He is about to eat a sandwich. He puts the radio on.

RADIO :
- advised not to make any unnecessary journeys, and if you encounter any people whom you believe to be infected, remove yourself from the vicinity and inform the relevant authorities. (By now, SPHINSTER has dropped his sandwich. He bends to pick it up, and hits his head on the desk. He reels around, muttering "Goddamn", now not listening to the radio at all. He has to rebuild his sandwich from the floor, and grimaces as he swallows it - it now tastes of floor)  We re-emphasise, we do not want to alarm you, but the Government has announced a small, localised outbreak of Weil's Disease in the midtown area. Symptoms can include: a greenish tint to the skin, a propensity to drool, and a shambling gait. People are advised not to make any unnecessary journeys, and if -

SPHINSTER switches the radio off. He tries to finish his sandwich, but it's too manky. Reluctantly he drops it in the bin.

Back to the kids. The BAND are talking among themselves.

CAREERY :
Where the hell is Fozz?  He knew we were supposed to be here for nine.

PUSHY :
I dunno why we even have to have a dancer - I do plenty of moves of my own... (he demonstrates)
DOPEY :
Dude, he's the only reason half our fans come and see us at all!

CAREERY :
Haven't you seen the banners?  "FOZZ ROCKS", "WE LOVE FOZZ".

MIKEY :

(overhears)  Hey, are you guys Fozz's band?  He's so cool, Fozz rocks!

PUSHY :
Are we Fozz's band?  Fozz is just stage dressing - we're the band, dude.

MIKEY :

Oh, okay, sorry. (pause)  You guys are good too.

Back to GEEKS.

GEEK 4 :
Like "The Muppet Movie". It was Doctor Teeth's band, but people only 

remember Animal.


GEEK 1 :
And Fozzie.

GEEK 2 :
No, Fozzie wasn't in the band, he was just a friend of Kermit's. You're

thinking of Rowlf.


GEEK 3 : 
Rowlf wasn't in the band either. He was a freelance pianist. You're just



thinking of him because he was a bear as well.

GEEK 4 :
Rowlf wasn't a bear, he was a dog. You're thinking of Grover.

GEEK 3 :
No no no no. One: Grover is not a bear. Two: Grover is not a dog. Three: Grover is an unspecified humanoid entity. And four: Grover is in “Sesame Street”.

GEEK 2 :
Big Bird was in "The Muppet Movie".

GEEK 1 :
It was a cameo!

GEEK 4 :
Cameos are allowed.

OX :

What are they talkin about?

PUSHY :
Muppets.

The GEEKS are silenced. FOZZ enters. He is a zombie. It isn't immediately obvious, but he is shuffling and his hair is over his eyes.

DOPEY :
Fozz!

The BAND notice FOZZ. General greetings. However, FOZZ doesn't seem to notice them. He is doing a long zombified shuffle towards CASEY in particular over the other side of the stage. The GEEKS have moved out of the way to do something to their wires. It becomes obvious FOZZ is going the wrong way for the band.

CAREERY :
Uh... Hey, Fozz, we're over here.

MIKEY :

Dude, he looks wasted!

PONCEY :
Nah, that's just Fozz. Hey, Fozz.

FOZZ's intentions start to seem malicious. Because they're so unsure, everyone apart from MIKEY backs away from CASEY.

MIKEY :

What's the matter, Fozz?

CASEY :
He's scaring me!

THOR :

Hey, back off, man.

MIKEY :

Come on, Fozz - leave her alone...

CASEY pushes FOZZ, who stumbles backwards surprisingly easily. This takes him back over towards the band. FOZZ starts to move threateningly towards CASEY again, but this time is grabbed by PUSHY and PONCEY. They each grab an arm - but the arms are ripped right off FOZZ's body. There is at least a moment of absolute stricken shock from everyone on stage. But then they realise that FOZZ is somehow still advancing on CASEY. However, GRUMPY is alert - he steps forward, raises his geetar and smashes FOZZ's head right off with it. FOZZ drops immediately - the zombie is dead.


Silence.

GRUMPY :
B. Flat.

Silence.

OX :

Shit.

There is an appalled silence. Then ZOMBIE 2 tries to get in through the door.

ZOMBIE 2 :
BRAAAAAINS!!!

GEEK 3 :
The door!

GEEK 3 rushes to barricade the door. As they do so, they trap ZOMBIE 2's arm in the door. It snaps off, but ZOMBIE 2 is kept out. GEEK 3 holds the door, but ZOMBIE 2 keeps trying to get in. THOR rushes to help.

CASEY :
(scared)  What's going on here?

GEEK 2 : 
They're trying to get in the door!

LYDIA :

Which door?

Pause. Everyone looks at the various doors, then scramble to keep them shut. The space is now filled with various combinations of people desperately leaning against various doors.

THOR :

What the hell's going on here?

PONCEY :
Did we just kill Fozz?

PUSHY :
We ripped both his arms off!

GEEK 3 :
Let's look at what we know. Their limbs come off easily, they're shambling and 

confused...

GEEK 4 :
And did that one say "Brains"?

GEEK 3 :
It said "Brains"...

GEEK 1 :
So we're dealing with zombies.

GEEK 3 :
Looks like it.

CAREERY :
Are they saying Fozz was a zombie?

DOPEY :
I thought he always moved like that.

PUSHY :
He did seem to be drooling a lot more than usual.

PONCEY :
He does that if you offer him a hot dog...

GRUMPY :
(nods)  Zombie.

THOR :

Hey, Ox. Did you set this up?  This some sort of a gag?

OX :

No way, Thor. I think it's some kind of a robot.

THOR :

Quiff?  You either?

QUIFF :

Nothing to do with me, Thor.

MIKEY :
(he has managed to leave his door, and gone to CASEY, who is shivering in the middle of the space)  Hey! Can't you guys see she's scared?  We all need to stick together here - something's going on, and we need to try and figure out what it is.

LYDIA has picked up FOZZ's disembodied head.


LYDIA :

His head is green, Einstein. I'd say he's a zombie alright.

She chucks the head to MIKEY. MIKEY grabs the head, then realises what he's done and drops it, appalled.

CASEY :
(to LYDIA)  Why do you always have to be so gross?

LYDIA :

I'm just telling it how it is.

THOR :

I don't believe I'm hearing this - zombies?  (to GEEK 3)  You can't seriously 

think they're real?

GEEK 3 :
What have you just seen?  Let's cross-reference it with films we know. "Night Of The Living Dead", "Dawn Of The Dead", "Day Of The Dead", and "Zombie Flesh-Eaters 2, Brackets The Witching Hour".

GEEK 2 :
"Brackets The Witching Hour" is "Halloween III".

GEEK 3 :
Same thing.

GEEK 4 :
It's not the same thing. Michael Myers is a psychopath, nothing supernatural at all. Zombies are the living dead.

GEEK 3 :
Uh-uh. "Halloween III" isn't about -

THOR :

Shut up!  There's no way they can be zombies. Prove it!

During this exchange, GEEK 1 has been fiddling with the wires leading to the screen.

GEEK 1 :
Uh, guys - I think I can patch us in to the local TV station.

THOR :

Do it!

GEEK 1 flicks a switch. The screen lights up, showing VIDEO SHOT SEVEN.

VIDEO SHOT SEVEN :
The screen shows a female TV REPORTER standing in front of a city centre teeming with zombies (probably the loading bays at the city centre). She keeps her distance, but a zombie is approaching in the background.
TV REPORTER :
That's right, Bob, and there can surely be no doubt in anyone’s mind now that the creatures that have overtaken this small town are indeed zombies! Incredible as it may seem, scientists now agree without exception that the things you see behind me are in all certainty the reanimated corpses of the recently deceased, and in many cases the less recently deceased, isn't that right, Clevis?

She turns to a yokel near her.
CLEVIS : 
Er... yeah.

TV REPORTER :
Can you tell us about the teeming mass of undead behind us?

CLEVIS :
Yeah... they're zombies.

TV REPORTER :  And I believe you have a special story about one of those zombies?

CLEVIS :
Er... yeah... took me a while to recognise him, but, er, that guy over there chewing on that other guy?  That's Uncle Floyd!  Died 15 years ago... just... spazzed out in a mall one day...

TV REPORTER :
 And any words for Uncle Floyd?

CLEVIS :
Er... yeah... don't eat my brains, dude!

TV REPORTER:
So there you have it, zombies have overtaken the midtown area... Now back to Britney in the studio for the weather.  (pause, she listens to her ear-piece) Oh... well, we're having a few problems re-connecting you to the studio. (pause. ear-piece)  Well... it's a nice enough day, sunny. Little breeze.


She is then eaten by zombies. The picture goes dead.

THOR :

So. We're all agreed - it's zombies.
CASEY :
I still don't believe it - it's a publicity stunt. Those are actors.

LYDIA :

Ahem. (points at FOZZ)  Is that some kind of publicity stunt?

Pause. The GEEKS are mumbling between themselves throughout this next argument.

THOR :
Ok... So here's what we're gonna do... Out there?  Zombies. In here, us. Between us... two feet of solid brick walls and some good American maple doors, so we-
MIKEY :

HEY!  Who the hell put you in charge?
THOR :

Well, you got a better idea?

MIKEY:

Uh...
THOR :
Right, so we get psyched, get tooled up go out there and kick some undead zombie ass!
OX / QUIFF :
Hell Yeah!

MIKEY :
Wait – wait a minute!  That’s your idea – kick their asses?  There could be hundreds of them...

THOR :
So what?  Dozens, hundreds, who cares?  Lambda D is here to send ‘em back where they came from.

LYDIA :
You mean kick them back to life?

GEEK 3 : 
Uh... guys?

THOR :
(angry, to LYDIA)  Oh, you can shut up too, you psycho bitch!

CASEY :
Oh, ignore her, Thor, she’s not worth it.

MIKEY :
I just think there’s gotta be a better way.

GEEK 3 :
Guys?

THOR :
Oh yeah?  And since when do we take order from you, dick?

GEEK 3 :
(shouts)  GUYS!!!

THOR / MIKEY :
What??

The GEEKS speak/sing.

GEEK 3 :
Do you remember that lion?

GEEK 4 :
What lion?
GEEK 3 :
The one with the thorn in his paw
GEEK 1 :
Oh yeah!
GEEK 3 :
He couldn't walk at all, 




He was blunderin around like a big dumb lion




Along comes a mouse, and without even tryin he pulls it out
GEEK 2 :
You're saying he understood the anatomical effects of small pointy objects jammed into the sensitive epidermis of a lion, aint'cha...

GEEK 3 :
Uh-huh.

GEEK 4 :
Do you remember that ant?
GEEK 1 :
Which one?
GEEK 4 :
The one that pushed over a rubber tree plant
GEEK 2 :
Oh sure!
GEEK 4 :
Now how’s that gonna work




Without profound understandin of the tensile strength




Of a rubber tree plant and the effect




Of a small object on the fulcrum of its trunk
GEEK 1 :
He probably used a counter-balanced pulley system of some sort.

GEEK 4 :
Exactly!

ALL GEEKS :
And then there was some jock by the name of Goliath




Slain by a kid who'd taken Science
GEEK 2 :
Instead of taking shop!
GEEK 1 :
He'd learnt about the effect centrifugal forces could have on a little rock
THOR :

Do you dorks have a point?

ALL GEEKS :
Shut up, Thor, we’re getting to that!

GEEK 3 :
We're your best damn weapon against these undead bastards. We've studied these things at every midnight matinee since Sixth Grade. We know what they are and we know how to kill them. This is our time, so you can sit your big dumb ass down and listen to our goddamned song, or so help me I will rip your brains out myself and feed it to them! 

THOR sits down very quickly, everyone is a little stunned.
MIKEY :

What do we need to do?

GEEKS :
Rule 1 is don't get bit




The bite of a zombie is a world of shit




You'll think you’re fine, but your time will come




And soon you'll be hungering for cranium




Rule 2 - don't go for the gut




Or the chest or the back or anything but




The head, you got to smash it in




You're gonna need something good for bludgeonin

GEEK 3 :
Rule 3...




Rule 3...



(whispered)




Rule 3 - don't trust no one




Not your sister or your brother or your dad or mom




What you thought was a hug will soon become, 




That bitch chowing down upon your cerebrum
The GEEKS perform a tap dance portraying correct behaviour in a zombie situation.

GEEKS :
We're your finest weapon




Sure you got the brawn but we got the brains 




Years of social isolation




Gave us a deeper understanding of this zombie infestation




An encyclopedic knowledge of Romero and Sam Raimi




We're your secret weapon against the undead zombie army




Stick with us guys




It may be surprising




That comics and movies




Can stop this uprising




For once in our lives, our knowledge is of worth




Maybe, just maybe




The Geek.... will inherit the earth

The GEEKS finish singing. Pause. Then they realise they are all away from their doors and rush back to them.

OX :

So... you’re saying we gots to smash them in the head?

GEEK 4 :
Uh... yeah.

OX :

 That was a good song, Geeks. I totally got what you were saying.

GEEK 2:
(the door starts bumping)  Uh, people?  Either they're getting stronger or



there are more of them!

MIKEY pauses for a moment, then steels himself and throws open the door. He quickly slams it.

MIKEY : 
Shit.
CASEY :
What is it?
GEEK 3 :
There are more of them, aren't there?
MIKEY nods. They all realise what they have to do. Each checks their door to see how many behind each one.

THOR :

Lots.
GEEK 3 :
One hundred and thirty seven.
LYDIA :

Oh... cheerleaders...
GEEK 1 :
Cheerleaders?!?  (he leans round, a pom-pom comes thrashing through the door, they slam it quickly)

CASEY :
Oh my god!  Is Marcy there?
LYDIA :

Oh... my mistake, they're zombies.
MIKEY :

Okay... we need to get these doors locked!
THOR :
Well done brainiac, how we gonna get the keys?  They're up in Sphinster's office.
Suddenly the lights go out, the stage is in blackness. Silence.

MIKEY :

What the hell happened?
GEEK 2 :
They ate the lights!
THOR :

Whaddaya mean they ate the lights?  They're goddamn zombies!
MIKEY :

Hang on... the only person with access to the main power switch is...
Pause. Bing Bong. Lights up in SPHINSTER’s office.

SPHINSTER :
(zombie)   Braiiiiins!!!

MIKEY :

...Sphinster.

The lights slowly flicker on.

GEEK 4 :
That must be the auxiliary generator coming on.
GEEK 1 :
They got him...
MIKEY :
Someone's gonna have to go out there. Someone's gonna have to go through that door, go up to Sphinster's room and get the keys!
QUIFF :

Well, that's just great! That's just fucking great!  Sphinster's one of them!



You can count me out!
PUSHY :
Well I guess we can count you out of everything can't we, you puss?
QUIFF :

Hey!

CASEY :
Quit it! Will you all just quit it?  I can't cope with all this anymore!  The whole town just got overrun by zombies, there are hundreds of them outside those doors... Sphinster's undead, I just saw my entire cheerleading squad turned into brain-eating creatures of the night and my new outfit is covered in hippy brains!

CAREERY :
He was more of a slacker.

CASEY :
I don't care what he was, and I don't care what he became!  All I know is that he's dead and if we don't do something soon, we're going to end up just like them!  Vacuous, mindless, self obsessed creatures.

LYDIA :

So what else is new?

CASEY :
For Godsakes, let’s pull ourselves together and do something. Thor, you and the guys need to go out there -

MIKEY :

But -

CASEY :
Mikey, you’re a good guy... but Thor and the Jocks, they're built for this. If



anyone stands a chance they do. 

OX :
Yeah sure, we're big, but those things bite!  You heard what the geeks said, if one of those guys lays its teeth in us we're toast!

QUIFF :

Well... what about the Gym Store? 

OX :
Gym Store?  There’s nothing in there but a load of kevlar-based American Football armour and baseball bats and stuff... (he tails off in realisation)

THOR :

It could work.
MIKEY :

It better.

THOR :

Get the door, hero. This is Jock stuff. Okay, boys... let’s roll.

MIKEY goes over to the dock door. They look through, no zombies. MIKEY tries to open it but isn't strong enough. The JOCKS help him. Exit the JOCKS.
CASEY is crying. LYDIA reluctantly approaches her.

LYDIA :

How sweet. Real tears.

CASEY :
You don't know anything about it.

LYDIA :
Don't I?  You know, my Dad’s a big shot banker in the city. On his desk he’s got these three things: he's got a picture of me, he's got a picture of Mom and the dog (they live in a different state), and between the two he's got this Newton’s Cradle. Ever seen one of them?  It’s these steel balls on little strands of nylon in a row... You lift one, and let it swing back into the others, and the forces in that ball kinda ripple through the other balls and are transferred to the one at the other end. So it gets bounced off into the air, and then it swings back, and it just does that for like, ever.

CASEY :
Does this have a point?

LYDIA :

Well anyway, one day Dad left me in his office and I started playing with the

cradle, lifting one ball, watching it ping off the other, watching them click and clack between the picture of my mother and me. And I was lifting it higher and higher to see how high I could get it, and one time I just lifted it too high and the strings just got all tangled up with each other. I like pushed the cradle too far and all those little nylon ropes were twisted around each other so the balls couldn't move anymore. Anyway, later. (she starts to move away)

CASEY :
What was that supposed to mean?

PONCEY :
(who has been listening in)  I think she was saying that Mikey and Thor are great big metal balls and you should stop trying to ping them off each other or they're gonna get in a tangle.

They all turn to look at PONCEY.

PONCEY :
(like it explains it everything)  I'm in a band.

Lights come down. MIKEY starts to sing. The BAND join in, a kind of Fifties vibe going on.
MIKEY :

Casey, Casey, I love you

(ooooh)

Casey, baby, yes it’s true

(ooooh)

You’re the one that I adore

(ooooh)

But to you I’m just the boy who lives

next door
We got married when we were five

Our parents thought it was cute

You dressed up in a big white dress

And I wore a pageboy suit

They made us kiss for photographs

You tasted just like jellybeans

I remember that kiss - every day of my life

It keeps shaking me out of my dreams
Casey Casey can’t you see

You’re the only girl for me

And I know this much is true...

I’m just the boy next door

who’s always been like a brother

to you
And now we’re both at High School

You’re sure to be the Prom Queen

You barely seem to notice me

I just don’t fit your scene

I see you when I take out the garbage

Cheerleading on your front lawn

And I can’t sleep at night – lying thinking of you

And I cry my love out to the dawn
Casey Casey can’t you see

You’re the only girl for me

And I know this much is true...

I’m just the boy next door

who’s always been like a brother

to you

Now the Zombies have come to devour our brains

And our small Midtown world has gone mondo insane

And I know that you’ll always be in love with Thor

And I’ll know that I’ll always be Mikey from next door
(Instrumental section. MIKEY speaks)

Aw, Casey, I can’t go on like this. Loving you... needing you... Watching you waste yourself on that loser Thor. But what else can I do?  I know you could never love me back like I love you. Or could you?

(sings)

And I hope we don’t die – we’ve got so much to see

And I never told you how I feel
Casey Casey can’t you see

You’re the only girl for me

And I know this much is true...

I’m just the boy next door

who’s always been like a brother

And I’ll always be just Mikey

I could never be your lover

Just the boy next door

who’s always been like a brother

to you
He goes to sing further, but the JOCKS arrive back, suddenly. They have the football gear on. Everyone jumps back to reality.

THOR :
Hey, chill out girls!  Lambda Delta High School are back and ready to kick undead butt!

The JOCKS strike a heroic pose which they've probably rehearsed in the corridor.

MIKEY :

Hey, good going, guys!

THOR :

Here, hero. Put this on.

THOR throws a helmet and some equipment at him. MIKEY buckles under the weight.

MIKEY :

What's this for?

QUIFF :

We gotta go up to Sphinster's office.

THOR :

And you're coming with us.

He turns away. MIKEY starts to try and put it on, but doesn't know how. OX and QUIFF look at each other, then go and help him. THOR approaches CASEY.

THOR :

It's gonna be okay.

CASEY :
I hope so. (She brushes past him and goes over to MIKEY)  Be careful.  (she kisses him on the cheek).

THOR :

(starting to give out orders)  Okay - me, Ox, Quiff and Marty -

MIKEY :

Mikey.

THOR :
Mikey - are going up to Sphinster's office to get the keys. You guys (the BAND and GEEKS) need to keep all the doors completely secure till we come back.

GEEK 3 :
Here, you should take this. (holds out a small device)

THOR :

What is it?

GEEK 2 :
It's a GPRS audio-synchronous proximity device.

THOR :

What does it do?

GEEK 1 :
It's a transmitter that feeds back to this locating device (holds it up)  We all have one.

CAREERY :
Why?

GEEK 4 :
Uh... it helps us locate each other around school. With this thing, we'll know it's you when you come back.

LYDIA :

So it's a geek-dar.

The four are ready. There is a sigh of anticipation, and then THOR starts a speech.

THOR :

Okay... I'm a man of few words. This is -

OX pushes past him.

THOR :

Ox?

OX :

I got something to say... I learnt it. I think it fits. I wanna say. "We few, we 

happy few, we band of brothers;  For he to-day that sheds his blood with me shall be my brother;  be he ne'er so vile,this day shall gentle his condition", that goes for you too Marty...

MIKEY :

Mikey.

OX :

Ah hell... you do this thing today with us, I'll call you brother. And after this, 

we're gonna kick back and share an icy cold brewski, we're gonna have the kegger to end all keggers... Now let's get out there and total these freaks!  Cry havoc and lets waste these zombie (pause) dicks.

Everyone cheers.

GEEK 2 :
(looking out of the grille)  All clear.

GEEK 2 opens the grille. THOR, OX, QUIFF and MIKEY enter the stairs up to SPHINSTER's office. The grille is closed. The kids slump down again.

DOPEY :
What time is it?

LYDIA :

It's Jock o'clock.

Lights down on theatre Lights up on the stairs. They creep up towards SPHINSTER's office. Nervous looks, hand gestures etc. They near the door.

THOR :

(whispers)  Okay - that's the door.

MIKEY :

(to himself)  Well, duh.

THOR :

(psyching them up)  Here we go. (they psyche themselves up)

When they're psyched up enough, they charge the door. They burst into SPHINSTER's office. It is empty. They carry on shouting, stabbing the office, before they realise it's empty.

MIKEY :
 
(to OX)  Ease down... ease down...
One by one they stop. They are left in the room, panting... suddenly the phone rings. Immediately they start up their screaming and jabbing again. The phone is killed. Once more they eventually realise there’s no one there

MIKEY : 
It’s empty... it’s empty... I can't believe you killed the phone.

They start to look around, frantically. MIKEY finds the keys in a drawer.

MIKEY : 
Hey guys!  I got the keys... (double take)  Oh wow, what’s this? (he brings out a gun)

THOR : 
Gimme that! (snatches it)  Holy shit... Sphinster had a gun!
QUIFF :
Why did Sphinster have a gun?
MIKEY :
Well, maybe he confiscated it.
QUIFF :
Maybe he was planning on going crazy and killing everyone.
THOR :
I heard Deacon Trunt had a gun... in his locker.

OX :
Who cares?  Can we leave now, Thor?
THOR :
Yeah. Yeah, we should leave now.
They walk out into the corridor. It’s full of zombies, including a zombie FINKELWEISS 

clutching a clipboard. THOR evaluates the situation for a moment.

THOR : 
Hey Mikey. What kinda head trauma did the geeks say we needed to total these creeps?
MIKEY :
Uh... massive.
THOR : 
Yeah. I thought they said massive too.
THOR starts firing the gun. He puts six down then backs off, reloading and screaming.

THOR :
Put these freaks down!
The rest move in with their weapons. Blood and guts fly everywhere. As they fight their 

way through, OX is pulled down. The zombies devour him as the others try to help but it’s 

too late. They back off towards the door back into the theatre, the lights start to go down. 

THOR is still behind the group, zombies block his way out. Suddenly from behind, 

SPHINSTER appears.

THOR :
You bastard.
The lights go down. MIKEY and QUIFF are at the door, banging on it for the others to let

them in.

CASEY :
Let them in!  Let them in!
The door is opened. MIKEY and QUIFF fall in. They lie on the floor, panting.

GEEK 3 :
Did you get them?
MIKEY throws the keys to PUSHY, who rushes round the doors locking them all.

GEEK 1 :
Er... What about the others?
CASEY :
Where’s Thor?
MIKEY :
He – he didn't make it...

QUIFF :
And Ox!  Nor did Ox... (on the verge of tears)  I’m sorry, big guy. I should never have left you...

CASEY :
What do you mean he didn't make it... what did you do to him?  What did you do to him?  (she starts hitting MIKEY)

MIKEY : 
(easing her down)  It’s okay, it’s okay.
GEEK 4 :
Ox and Thor... We lost Ox... We lost Thor...
Suddenly there’s a bang on the door.

THOR :
Let me in!!!  Let me in, you bastards!  Hurry!

The GEEKS on the door hesitate. Throughout these next lines, THOR’s hammering on the 

door gets ever more urgent.

CASEY :
What are you waiting for?  Let him in!

GEEK 3 :
Ah, wait - how do we know he's okay?

QUIFF :

What do you mean?

GEEK 2 :
He hasn't got the transmitter. He could be infected.

GEEK 1 :
The transmitter doesn't tell us if he's infected, it just tells us where he is.

CASEY :
We know where he is!  He's outside the door!

GEEK 4 :
But he could still be infected...

QUIFF :

Hell to it. I'm letting him in.

GEEK 3 : 
But what if he's infected?

QUIFF :

And what if I bust your face?

QUIFF barges the GEEKS aside, and they let THOR in. He slumps to the floor, breathless.

CASEY :
Thor, Thor, oh my god, Thor!

THOR :

I'm okay. I'm okay. Sphinster - he ate my transmitter.

There is general nervous laughter.

THOR :

It's not funny!

GEEK 3 :
Ah... if the transmitter's still working, we could use it to track him.

THOR :

Yeah, he seemed to be... leading them, like he was... calling their plays.

MIKEY :

So he's like... the head zombie?

CASEY :
(enthusiastic)  So if we kill him, all the zombies will turn back into 

cheerleaders again!

GEEK 2 :
Uh... no, no.

GEEK 1 :
No, that's vampires and bodysnatchers.

GEEK 3 :
There is no head zombie. They're autonomous undead automatons. They're the 

perfect machine - all they do is eat, shamble, and make other zombies. Killing Sphinster would have no more effect than... killing Fozz.

CAREERY :
Fozz broke up the band!

DOPEY :
(who has been sitting against vent 1, which has started to rattle)  Hey 

dudes, there's something in the vent!  (he gets up)

CASEY :
Oh my god!

PONCY :
What are we gonna do?

LYDIA :

It's probably just a pigeon.

QUIFF :

(freaks out)  Oh my god!

THOR :

What's the matter, man?

QUIFF :

I'm scared of pigeons, okay?

DOPEY :
It's getting louder!

THOR :

You're scared of pigeons?  What's the matter with you?

QUIFF :

It's a long story!  I'm a palumbophobe. (pause)  I'm palumbophobic.

LYDIA :

That's weird.

DOPEY :
Uh, guys - it's coming through!

THOR gets himself, MIKEY and the reluctant QUIFF in front of the vent.

THOR :

Whatever comes through that vent, be ready. (to MIKEY) You okay?

MIKEY :

After what happened up there, I'm ready for anything.

QUIFF :

Unless it's a pigeon.

THOR seems to be in some pain - his shoulder.

MIKEY :

Hey, you okay?

THOR :

(dismissive)  I'm fine. It's nothing. Just watch that vent.


The rattling is much louder.

DOPEY :
Here it comes.

THOR :

Its sounds big.

Tension is palpable. The vent bursts outwards. Immediate blackout.



INTERVAL
During which the screen comes to life, we see some news reports with zombies on. Random shots of city centre zombies, which we can dub over kind of TV reporting dialogue.


ACT 2

We start with the end of Act 1 again.

THOR :

Whatever comes through that vent, be ready. (to MIKEY) You okay?

MIKEY :

After what happened up there, I'm ready for anything.

QUIFF :

Unless it's a pigeon.

THOR seems to be in some pain - his shoulder.

MIKEY :

Hey, you okay?

THOR :

(dismissive)  I'm fine. It's nothing. Just watch that vent.


The rattling is much louder.

DOPEY :
Here it comes.

THOR :

It sounds big.

Tension is palpable. The vent bursts outwards. Pause. A bag comes through it.

CASEY :
What the hell is that?

LYDIA :

It's a bag.

Pause. TIM, the survivalist kid, emerges from the vent. He does some kind of flashy forward-roll motion, and comes to a kneeling position. His attention darts around the space, he is clearly checking all the exits and the room without really seeing any of the people in it. He is a tiny kid but has the voice of a grizzled old man.

TIM :
Well... looks like everybody got invited to the birthday party except the little guy...

CASEY :
Oh my god, it's that weird kid...

MIKEY :

You know this kid?

CASEY :
Sure I know him, he's in the same class as my kid brother.

THOR :

Get back to kindergarten you little freak, this is Big Guy Stuff. 

TIM :
Big Guy Stuff, huh?  Oh yeah, this is Big Guy Stuff, cowering in a theatre while all hell breaks loose outside - zombies takin' over the town, eating people's brains but hey, I'm in here with the Big Guys, doing Big Guy Stuff. Gee, I feel better already.

THOR :

Why, you little -

TIM :

Well, someone didn't get their milk and cookies last night...  Park it, meat!

TIM points a gun at THOR.
QUIFF :

Hey, don't talk to him like that!

CAREERY :
Whoa, it's, like, Rambo Junior.

PUSHY mimes a Milky Bar Kid moment. TIM eyes the group and makes a decision.
TIM :
Well, okay. Looks like you have everything under control. I'll just climb back through the vent you forgot to seal up, follow your trail of panicked devastation back through the school, kill the zombies with these very big guns I've got strapped to my back, and let you fend off the undead horde with those



craptastic baseball bats. Have fun...

MIKEY :

Hey, wait. The kid's right!

TIM :

My name's not kid.

CASEY : 
(in slightly terrified awe)  No... it's Tim.

The BAND play a short death metal song, which ends up with the shouted chorus "TIM!"

BAND :

He's got guns



He rides a war pig



Bitches like him



He's all tough



It's Tim.

Pause.

TIM :

You haven't seen it.

THOR :

We've seen them.

TIM :

Yeah, but you haven't seen it. You haven't been out there.

CASEY :
What's... out there?

TIM :
I've seen things. Things a kid shouldn't ever have to see. The town... it's gone, over run. A plague of undead flesh, crawling, swarming, multiplying, after... after what happened, I went home to get my things. The door was open,  In the lounge, my mother on the sofa. She looked up, her eyes wide, she stood and came towards me, arms outstretched, outstretched to hold me tight. I emptied 6 rounds from my .44 straight into her face, blew her head clean off.

CASEY :
She was a zombie?

TIM :

... I hope so.

GEEK 4 :
Hold on... How do we know you're not one of them?

TIM :

What?

GEEK 2 :
He's right. How do we know you're not one of them?

TIM :

Are you insane?

GEEK 3 :
Yeah, but how do we know?

TIM :
I just told you I killed my own mother with 6 rounds from a .44 Magnum. Does that sound like the actions of a homicidal killing machine?  (pause)  No! No! I haven't been bitten!  Look, if we're going to get through this, we need to stick



together. We need to establish some rules.

QUIFF :
Oh, that's just great!  That's just fuckin great!  We're in some pretty shit right now, aren't we?  That's just great!

THOR :

Quiff!

QUIFF :

Who cares, man?  Who cares?  That's it man, game over!  Game over!

THOR :
Quit it, Quiff, just quit it!  We're all in pretty bad shape right now and I need you on the ball...

QUIFF :
They're gonna come in here, they're gonna come in here and they're gonna kill us!

MIKEY :

Thor, this little kid... 

TIM :

Tim.

MIKEY :
Guys, Tim has survived most of the day with nothing but a huge bag full of guns, a preternatural ability to kill zombies and... he killed his own mom.

The time shows 12:30.
THOR :

... well, why don't you put him in charge?

Blackout. The time shows 12:31. The group are lined up and TIM's pacing along the line. 
TIM :
So we're all agreed, I'm in charge. Okay, here's the deal. First off we need to buy us some time. Time is something we ain't got, but we'll have more of it if we get this perimeter secured. Those undead freaks are gonna be trying everything to get in here and consume our tasty tasty brains. I'm starting to get a grip on this thing, but for now I need you to do what I say, are we clear?

ALL : 

Yeah!

QUIFF :

(to THOR)  Hey... you okay?

THOR :

I... I ain't feeling so good.

QUIFF :

Hang in there dude. Last quarter... Lambda Delta -

THOR :

High school... rules... I... I'll be fine.

TIM :
Absolute bad asses. You guys (to the BAND) take the door behind you. Geeks, I want you on the monitors - see if you can get some idea of what's going on out there, floor plans, surveillance cameras. If a mouse farts in Sphinster's office, I want to know about it. I think I saw some movement around the Science Labs. Get on it. Check it out. You (to LYDIA), you take Nancy Sinatra here (QUIFF) over there, and see if you can get his shit wired. You two (gestures CASEY & MIKEY towards another door) -  Mr Thorgensen, Boba Geek (GEEK 3), you're with me.

They take their respective doors.
PUSHY :
Er... dude, what do we do now?

TIM :

We wait.

Time changes to 1:12. Calm Before The Storm Section. Everyone is in their separate sections, only TIM moves freely around the space.

LYDIA and QUIFF.

QUIFF :
(still freaking)  We're dog meat, man!  We're meat for dogs!  I only came in for a detention, man!  Take one for the team, Coach said!  The team's gone, man, the team's dead!  Take one for the team?  Why can't the team take one for me for a change?

LYDIA slaps him.

LYDIA :
You really need to get a grip. (Pause)  Here, have a Gatorade. (she gives him one)

QUIFF starts to calm. They sit down.

QUIFF :
It's just this place. The zombies - they're out there, thousands of them, trying to get in to eat our brains. It's this terrible stifling claustrophobia, and Thor... I can't stand seeing him like this, not Thor, holed up in this prison like some animal!  He was built for speed, and strength, like a racehorse, he should be running across the South Field, making the six point touch, not cowering here with us... He was born to be free, wild untamable hair blowing in the wind, his steel blue eyes gazing deeply, longingly into... (tails off)
LYDIA :

You really like him don't you?

QUIFF :

The... I... He's my best friend.

LYDIA :
Is that like a special friend? (pause)  Admit it - you're gay for Thor Thorgensen. (He looks at her with a pained look)  Don't worry - it's completely obvious. (QUIFF looks panicky - as if to say "Well, that makes me feel a whole lot better") Look. We've all been there. People experiment, you know, I myself have dabbled in the sapphic brook of womanly pleasure. Hey - you should just be yourself. Why don't you talk to him?  Maybe he'll understand, maybe everyone will...

QUIFF :

What?

LYDIA :

Well, I'm just saying, I know what it's like...

QUIFF :
You don't know anything, you don't know anything about what it's like... Oh, sure, you're the cute Goth girl, people expect that sort of thing from you. Hell, people see it as a plus point!  Girls empathise with you, guys want to get with you, you're the stereotypical hot bisexual goth chick, your life's all patchouli and eyeliner. I'm a Jock, Lydia!  I'm a goddamn Jock!  I fuck cheerleaders, that's what I'm supposed to do!  Do you seriously think the guys are gonna say "You go, Gay Dude! You go, you Big Gay Jock!"??

LYDIA :

I just -

QUIFF :

Leave me alone... just leave me alone.

Pause.

QUIFF :

Hey, Coach,



Can I have a word with you?



There's something I got to say



...No... there's not. Oh. Anyway...


Look, Coach,



Kinda thinking I should quit the team, 



There's just this stuff, you know,



Oh... you don't, so... well, you see


Whatever.


What's the point of all this, anyway? 



He makes the plays -  you back the plays he makes,



And you do it every day



Even as your heart breaks


Ahhhhh-ah



What's it matter anyway?


Five years to the day, it's Thorgensen's play



He's got the ball, he's got us all, in the palm of his hand...



He's the man, and the cheerleaders screaming,



And the bleachers are roaring his name.



And it’s THOR, THOR, LAMBDA D!



You gotta make the play, you gotta help the team



And those deltoids are pumpin'...


And he throws it to me....


The world goes still... I'm the only one here...



 I'm open to recieve, my arms stretched to heaven, 



The ball soars out, and there's no doubt



As he shakes his hair and fixes eyes with me.


I catch the pass, and cup it gently...
An image of MARTINA NAVRATILOVA appears on the screen.


Martina Navratilova,



A dyke and a diva of Wimbledon town.



But nobody frowned when you said you were gay  



You made it and they backed your play...
An image of RENE PORTLAND appears on the screen.



Rene Portland,



Admired and feared,



The crowd hushed their breath when your team took the field.



You slam-dunked for Boston and muff-dived for queens,



And nobody cared what you did, in between.



You made it and they backed your play...
An image of JUSTIN FASHANU appears on the screen.



But what of the Fashanus?



But what of the Jocks?



The guys who like guys, and like football and cocks



It's so damn acceptable that Martina's homosexual...


But I can't find a Jock like me


Sure...


Whip my buns in the shower with towels and stuff,



Who cares what men do when they're sweaty and buff?



I can slap you, hug you and punch all I please


But you can't be a Jock, and like me...


Why's it so damned acceptable?



Martina's homosexual,



But I can't find a Jock like me


Jock like me...



Jock like meeee



JOCK LIKE MEEEEEE



WHY CAN'T I FIND A JOCK LIKE...
Suddenly OX appears up on the level, wearing a fairy costume and shrouded in pink smoke. QUIFF is startled.
QUIFF : 
Ox?  You... you heard?

OX : 

I sure did, buddy!

QUIFF : 
So... you know?

OX : 

Sure! It ain’t a problem!

QUIFF : 
What?

OX : 

Hey! Half the football team's gay...

QUIFF : 
So it's okay to be a gay Jock?

OX : 

Okay?  Come here big guy!

QUIFF : 
My god, this is... this is great... I feel... I feel...
OX slowly disappears into the smoke. The lights come up leaving QUIFF still saying "I feel... I feel". He realises it was just a crazy vision. 
QUIFF :

Why's it so damned acceptable?



Martina's homosexual,



But I can't find a Jock like me

LYDIA :

Were you having a moment?

QUIFF :

Hold me...

LYDIA :

(pause)  No.

Time shows 13:56. MIKEY and CASEY.

MIKEY :

I'm worried about Thor.

CASEY :
Why?

MIKEY :

Well... look at him. He's acting strange. I think he might have been bitten.

CASEY :
What's your problem, Mikey?  You've always hated Thor.

MIKEY :

I don't hate him. (struggles to find the words)  It's just... he's such a... Jock!

CASEY :
Yes, he's a Jock!  And I'm a cheerleader!  And you're... I don't know what the hell you are, Mikey!

MIKEY :

(pause)  I'm Mikey.

CASEY :
I know you are... and that's sweet...  I just thought you'd be on my side, you know?  We've been friends since we were four, Mikey!  We've grown up together, and I thought that meant something to you... But you've gotten weird. I know you don't like Thor, but can't you just try and get along with him?  For my sake?

MIKEY :

(pause)  I Love You.

CASEY :
I'm sorry?

MIKEY :

I Love You.

CASEY :
Mikey, what are you talking about?  We turned up for a detention, and suddenly it's the end of the world!  There are zombies outside, real live zombies trying to get in and kill us, and you're talking about dating?

MIKEY :
(pause)  Well... yeah. Don't you see?  Look... out there... It's the end of the world, Casey, the end of the world. In here, in this theatre... this is our world, it's all we got left, it's just us and our small lives making a stand at the edge of the abyss, waiting for the end of the world to smash its way in here and destroy all that. And it's going to do it, Casey, it's going to come through those doors and rip all that from us, and you know what?   I'll be damned if I'll let it take our world before it's time, its not finished yet, it's not complete...  (pause)   Yesterday, everything seemed really important. Deadlines, and detentions, and who I was gonna take to the Prom. But now... now, it all comes down to one or two things I dunno. I dunno if Thor's suddenly gonna go ape-shit and start chewing on our heads. I dunno what's happening to my Mom and Dad. (pause)  And I dunno if you're gonna kiss me.

Pause. She kisses him.

The time changes again. It now reads 14:29. TIM, THOR and GEEK 3.
GEEK 3 :
This is heavy.

TIM :
This ain't heavy. You wanna see something heavy?  Ba-ba-boom?  (TIM rolls his shirt down to reveal a small scar on his shoulder)  Third Grade, BCG Jab. Big old nurse comes over, jams a needle about THIS thick into my shoulder, pumps about a pint of God knows what into my arm... couldn't move it for a week.

THOR :
I got that beat... I got that beat... (he rolls up his trouser leg) High school football finals, 1983. Last quarter, we're three points down, thirty seconds
from time. I get the ball and I just start poundin down the field, just running, y’know?  No one else in my field of vision, I'm just, focused, y’know?  Anyway, I'm running and running and suddenly out of nowhere this freight train just slams into my side, big Mexican kid from AH state, he just picks me up, dumps me down, ripped my kneecap clean away from the bone, I didn't play the entire next season.


GEEK 3 :
(she looks at a small scar on her hand, then points to the bandage on TIM’s leg)  What’s that one?

TIM :
That?  Oh... that’s nothing.

THOR & GEEK 3 : Ahhhh c'mon...

THOR :
No, no, I got it!  He fell off his tricycle!

TIM : 
Mr.Thorgensen... Mr.Thorgensen. That’s from my first encounter with these undead zombie freaks. (there is an awed silence)
GEEK 3 :
What happened? 

TIM :
We'd been on a field trip... to a muffin factory. The big blueberry muffin factory. Anyway, we were on our way back when something, slammed into our side... Bus stopped, thirty kids got out of the bus. We were in the middle of nowhere, corn fields far as the eye could see. Three tyres had been blown out. The road was... covered with glass...

Didn't see the first zombie for about an hour. Six footer. Know how you can
tell how big a zombie is coming at you through a corn field?  You measure the bit you can see and add that to the height of the corn...  Anyway, we didn't know... school cut-backs, bus didn't have a radio, no distress signal had been sent. Soon as they smelt us, the zombies came cruisin for fresh brains, we were
surrounded.


We formed ourselves into tight groups, kinda like those photos you get in
school year books. The idea was, the zombie would go for the nearest kid and all the guys would start beatin it and hittin it. And sometimes it would go down, or go away... sometimes it wouldn't go away...

Sometimes that zombie - he looks right into you. Right into your eyes. You know the thing about a zombie, he's got... lifeless eyes. Black eyes, like a doll's eye. His eyes ain’t livin. Until he bites ya and those black eyes roll over white. And then, ah then you hear that terrible high pitch screamin and the world turns red and spite of all the poundin and the hollerin, they all come in and rip you to pieces.

Y'know, by the end of that first hour, lost twenty kids!  I don't know how many
zombies, maybe a thousand. They averaged six an hour. 5:15 I bumped into a friend of mine, Herbie Robinson. Football player. Little younger than you, Mr. Thorgensen. I thought he was passed out, reached over to shake him. He looks up, just goes "braaaaaaains". I smashed his head in with a tyre iron.

As it got dark, I decided they were all going down. I made a break for it, snagged my leg on some barbed wire. Took a good few of those zombie freaks with me getting out too.

You know... I think that’s when I was most scared. Running through those
cornfields on my own. In the dark... Not knowing what I might come across...
I ain’t never going on a field trip again.

(sings)  The wheels on the bus go round and round... (THOR and GEEK 3 join in).

The time changes to 15:33. The BAND have been playing instrumental during TIM's speech. A short conversation follows, along these lines.

BAND 1 :
Er... you came in half a bar too early.

BAND 2 :
No.

BAND 3 :
Er... yeah, I think you did.

BAND 2 :
(pause) No.

The time changes to 16:00.

GEEK 2 :
Er... guys. Guys?   I think we've got something.

TIM, MIKEY, LYDIA step towards the monitors. As they leave their doors, zombie arms come through each one. They rush back towards their doors.

TIM :

What is it?

GEEK 1 :
I think we've found your movement.

They gesture towards the screen, which has come on. It shows PROFESSOR GRUBER bumbling around in his lab (VIDEO SHOT EIGHT).

MIKEY :

Professor Gruber!

TIM :

You know him?

MIKEY :

He's my Science Teacher!  None of you guys take Science?

THOR :

(now visibly sickening)  Hey - I take Shop!

GEEK 4 :
Uh... we have Mrs.Fazackerly for Computer Science.

MIKEY :

Well, we gotta go rescue him!

LYDIA :

Hold on - why?

TIM :

Yeah. Why?

MIKEY :

What?

LYDIA :
He's in the Science Labs. That's half-way across the school. And anyway, just 'cause he's moving, doesn't mean he's alive.

MIKEY :
Who cares?  We... we've gotta go and check. He's a Biologist, he knows about this sort of stuff. He might have a plan or something.
QUIFF :

So, how do we get over there, Poindexter ?

MIKEY :

Well... what about the air vents?

PUSHY :
Yeah, well... who gets to go?

GEEK 3 :
We'll go. (TIM is the only one that hears them, he nods, sagely, like Gandalf)
CASEY :
Mikey, you can't go!  It's too dangerous. (pause)  And you're not going either, Thor.

GEEK 3 :
We'll go.

Pause. Everyone starts to look at them.

GEEK 3 : 
We'll go. (pause)  Trust me, we don't wanna go. We may be geeks, but we're not stupid. (They put on their NHS Night-Vision Video Glasses)

TIM :

Woah.

MIKEY :

That's... really cool...

GEEK 1 :
Er... we made them so we could do homework while we were hiding from bullies in cupboards.

TIM :

Do it.

The GEEKS sing.

GEEKS: 
They always took our kind for granted



No one ever depends on kids like us



Our social standing is often lamented



Kicked and punched on the school bus



Bullied and shoved in the school canteen



Never got a date for Prom Night


But finally this is our time

QUIFF,

I never thought a nerd would be useful
THOR,

Unless as some kind of exercise machine
TIM :

A Punch bag or just to do our homework



Hunted them down in the school yard



Knocked them over on the football field



Bust their asses in Math class



But finally their use is revealed
CASEY :
Dear God I'd never date one



Don't even know their names



But it looks like these little guys may save my ass



Time for the Geeks to rise, at last
ALL :

Like a phoenix out of the flames,



Like lightning out of the blue



Like a storm descending on a summer’s day



They're coming out of nowhere



They're rising to the cause



They're going into battle with protractors, movie knowledge



Comic trivia and Star Wars lore



And they will march into the mouth of hell



They will put themselves in harm’s way



They're gonna put themselves in danger for us all



This is the rise of the Geeks



This is the turning of the tides



This is the moment they've been waiting for



This is the moment that the Geeks will rise
GEEKS :
And we will march into the mouth of hell



We will put ourselves in harms way



No Kryptonite can stop us now



This is the rise of the Geeks



This is the turning of the tides



This is the moment we've been waiting for 



This is our time to rise
Guitar Solo

ALL :

And they will march into the mouth of hell



They will put themselves in harm’s way



They're gonna put themselves in danger for us all



This is the rise of the Geeks,



This is the turning of the tides



This is the moment they've been waiting for



This is the moment that the Geeks will rise
As they strike a heroic pose, one of the geeks grabs LYDIA and snogs her. She is pleasantly surprised and breathless. The GEEKS enter the vent.

We see them on the video screen. The stage is in blackout. What we get next is a night vision montage. The GEEKS are crawling through the vent. Quick cuts between them and voices. They pick up SPHINSTER's blip, SPHINSTER dashes (slowly because he's a zombie!) past a vent in front of them. Each cut is cut with white noise. In the end, they're in the Science lab, they look around. One of them sees something, suddenly PROF.GRUBER rears up in front of them. White noise. The cams go dead.

Lights up in the theatre.
CASEY : 
Where are they?

TIM :
It's been ten minutes since the cams went down. They said if anything happened to wait ten minutes, then blow the vent.

MIKEY :

No they didn't!

TIM : 

Yeah... well... we should blow it anyway.

MIKEY :

We're not blowing the vent!

TIM :

C'mon, I want to blow the vent!

The vent opens with a sudden clang. TIM is disappointed. The GEEKS and PROF.GRUBER come through, followed by KARL, GRUBER's "Pet Zombie".

MIKEY :

Professor Gruber!  You're safe!

GRUBER :
Ah, Mikey, my boy!  I am pleased to see you again!

They suddenly notice KARL.

MIKEY :

Professor, look out!  One of them has followed you back!

TIM steps forward to deal with KARL.

GRUBER :
No, wait... (he gets in front of KARL)  It is okay, this is Karl. I have been usink her to find out more about zem...

LYDIA :
Uh... that's actually Lucy Wizbowski, she tosses waffles at Wacky Willard's Waffle Wigwam.

GRUBER :
I did not know her name. I had to call her somezink. I went for Karl.

TIM :

Find out about them?  How?

GRUBER :
It seems that although they are dead, zey  have the capacity to learn beyond the basic motor functions you see here. Indeed, zey demonstrate a superficial



instinct for self-preservation which suggests simple cognitive reasoning skills.

Karl here has learnt to obey basic commands, for example: (he produces a hacky sack)  Karl... Catch ze hacky!  (he throws it lightly to KARL. it bounces off her forehead)  Well... maybe I threw it too fast. She is a little disorientated from being outside the laboratory.

MIKEY :

What have you been doing up there?

GRUBER :
I have been researching the recent Zombie outbreak we see all around us here in Midtown.

TIM :

And?

GRUBER :
Well, it is veeerry interestink. I have taught Karl here to catch a hacky sack.

TIM :

But have you found a way to kill them?

GRUBER :
Yes. Massive Head Trauma.

GEEK 2 :
Uh... we already told them that.

TIM :
So, what you're saying, "Doc", is that these three grunts risked their lives to rescue some dink who's been sitting on his fat ass teaching a zombie to play hacky sack?

GRUBER :
Well, I...

TIM :
Ah, can it, Doc. We were hoping you'd have a way to help us stop these creeps. To help us get outta here. But you're just like all the other teachers. You don't have any of the answers.

GRUBER :
Ah, young man, you do not understand, if we can learn from zem... understand what drives zem... their needs, their desires...  I have already demonstrated with Karl here zat zey have the capacity to learn. I envision a future where human and zombie live side by side, a symbiotic relationship, think about it, boy...

TIM :

The name's Tim.

GRUBER :
Think about it, Tim... They could perform the mundane tasks mankind takes for granted!  In our shops, our factories, an undead workforce zat never tires, never sleeps. We would be free to explore the more cerebral disciplines. Society would elevate itself beyond the sphere of human drudgery to at last fulfil it's true potential and one day, maybe even explore space. 

TIM : 

What are you talking about?

GRUBER'S SONG

Da-da-da-da-da bam!

Da-da-da-da-da bam!

Da-da-da-da-da bam!

Da-da-da-da-da bam!

INDUSTRY!

HUMANITY!

MACHINES!!!!

A society of workers, living beneath our feet, working for the future of all mankind, working for us! Their masters!

Look into the future, of this the human race

Are we nothing more than insects

Crawling on the planets face

But with the zombies working for us

We’d be free TO EXPLORE SPACE!

Through industry!

Humanity!

Ve are building a society

We are building it here

While the zombies work below us 

We will reach for the stars 

We’re constructing humanity

Free from toil and fear 

With zese creatures working for us

We could colonize Mars 

We are building a society

We are making it better

We are burning down the old school

We are building a tower

The zombies and the humans 

An uneasy alliance

We are building a society

BASED ON SCIENCE

Humanity was dying

We were killing it off

The richer getting richer 

While the poor just starved

Political prisoners

Of society’s success

But with the zombies working for us 

The imbalance is redressed

A tireless workforce

The ultimate resource

They are fuelling our engines

They are putting us on course

They are working our factories

It’s a life they’ll prefer

They are working for humanity

They’re calling us SIR!

The curtains open to reveal the zombie workers in full Metropolis mode.

We are working your factories

We are working your machines

We are the ultimate resource

We are helping humanity

We are fueling your engines

We are freeing society

We are redressing the imbalance

We are polishing your shoes

We are working your desk jobs  
  -  A tireless workforce

We are answering your phones 

  -  The ultimate resource

We are fixing your computers   

-  They are fueling our engines

We are dealing with your paper work   
-  They are putting us on course

We are cleaning your houses  

 -  They are working our factories

We love our jobs  


 -  It’s a life they’ll prefer

We are working in your factories   
-  They are working for humanity

We are calling you Sir  


 -  And calling us Sir!

We are painting your future  

 -  They are building our future

We are building your tower   

-  They are turning on the power

We are learning your rituals   

-  They are feeding in the corpses for

We are licking your hands   

-  The furnace to devour

We are dying to help you   

-  They are loving their masters

We eat scraps from your table  

-   For the life they prefer

We are working factories  

 -  They are striving they are thriving 

We are calling you Sir   


-  They are calling us Sir!

TIM :

... You’re insane.

GRUBER : 
Imagine it, Tim, a Utopia rising from the ashes of of our society. I am talking about freeing humanity from the shackles of mindless toil.

TIM : 

You're talking about slavery.

GRUBER :
Slavery?  How can zey be slaves?  Zey are dead!

TIM : 
I don't know much about this crazy old world, Doc but I know this, - if you can teach it to catch a hacky sack, then in some way that creature understands what's going on. And if thats true, then somewhere deep in it's undead soul there's a bit of it that's still Lucy Wizbowski, and she ain't gonna be made into no one's slave to support your lofty ideals, Doctor. Not today, not tomorrow, not here, and goddamnit, not on my watch.

MIKEY :
Hey, calm down, Tim. Professor Gruber's been a good friend of mine for years. I'm sure he's got a way to get us out of here...

TIM :
(scorn)  Oh, I'm sure he has. Well, come on then, Doc. How were you planning on getting out of here to start this intellectual revolution of yours?

GRUBER :
Well... I thought perhaps we could make our escape from the roof in the school helicopter...

Pause.

TIM :

(to himself)  Goddamnit, of course, the whirlybird!  What am I, Lieutenant



Greenhorn?  That's a rookie mistake, Tim!

GRUBER :
Ja. Ja. (sadly)  If only I knew how to fly it...

MIKEY :

You don't know how to fly it?

QUIFF :
Hey, wait a second!  Who says we're getting in a helicopter anyway? That's crazy... Surely we're safer staying here and waiting for the Marines.

TIM :
Goddamnit, the Marines ain't coming to save your yellow ass, and you know it, kid. Ain't no-one coming. The Doc might be a crazy old coot, and I'm not exactly pumping Mary-Jane Rottencrotch about the plan either, but if we can somehow figure out a way to make that chopper fly, we could get out of here before nightfall.

CASEY :
Why... what happens at nightfall?

TIM :

It gets dark, babe. Really really dark.
GEEK 2 :
Hey - (points to GEEK 1)  Jeremy/Jemima takes after-school helicopter lessons with Miss Hawkesworth. He/she knows how to fly the school helicopter!

TIM :

(to GEEK 1)  Is that true?

GEEK 1 :
Uh - I only have my Grade One. I'm not supposed to go up without an adult...

MIKEY :
Professor Gruber's an adult!  (GRUBER has gone to back to trying to play catch with Karl)

QUIFF :

No!  No way, this is crazy!  We gotta wait here... We're safe here.

LYDIA :
I hate to say it, but the wacko scientist and the Milky Bar Kid are right. We gotta go for the helicopter.
THOR :
(fires his gun into the air. He is slumped down at the back, now looking very unwell, and can only speak in short growls)  Nobody's... going... anywhere.

CASEY :
Thor, what are you doing?

THOR :

You... heard me. Casey... get over... here.

MIKEY :

Casey, no!  Look at him!

GRUBER :
He appears to be in Stage Three of the Zombification process. He must have been bitten, some hours ago, unless I miss my guess. I can only assume zat artificial steroids in his system retarded ze putrifaction.

QUIFF reacts.
TIM :
Yeah, I know. I've knew he was on the turn ever since we had our little chat. (to THOR)  Come on, Thor. You know you're going nowhere. We've got a chance to get out of here. 

CASEY :
We can't just leave him!  He's not a zombie...

TIM snatches the hacky sack from GRUBER, and chucks it lightly to THOR, who swipes at it and completely misses.

TIM :

Does that look like a star quarterback to you?

MIKEY :
He's right. Thor, listen. If there's any part of you still in there that's still Thor Thorgensen, you'll let us take Casey, and the Doc, and try and make it to the helicopter.

QUIFF :

Look, I'm not going anywhere either - especially not if Thor's staying here.

THOR :

Quiff?

QUIFF :

The team’s down one guy already buddy, I'm staying with you.

PUSHY :
Yeah, we're staying too - even if we did get to the helicopter, we wouldn't be able to get all our amps and equipment in there.
GRUMPY :
And I'm not leaving Bessie. (his guitar)

CAREERY :
Yeah. We'll stay.

PONCEY :
Yeah.

They turn expectantly to DOPEY.

DOPEY :
Well... uh. I think I'd be happier going.

CAREERY :
What?  But we're a band, man!

DOPEY :
I... I've been thinking of leaving for some time. I'm... I'm just not so happy with the musical direction we've been taking.

PUSHY :
What?  But, Jeff, what about the concept album we've been working on?

DOPEY :
Well... that's kinda it, Ray. I've been thinking about taking the synth-pop road anyway, there's... another band.

CAREERY :
You're jacking in The Midtones to go and play with Random Banshees of Zion?

DOPEY :
Yeah, I was thinking about working with them, perhaps. They've got some actual gigs coming up.

PUSHY :
But Jeff-

DOPEY :
I'm sorry, guys. I gotta do this. (nods to them all)  Ray. Pete. Steve. Randy. I'm outta here.

He moves over to where TIM, MIKEY, CASEY, LYDIA and GRUBER are stood.

DOPEY :
Oh, and Randy?

GRUMPY :
Yeah?

DOPEY :
Next time you're rockin' Inspiration Point... give Bessie a few licks from me.

Two factions are clearly starting to emerge.
GEEK 1 :
(to the other GEEKS)  Well... I guess we'd better get going.

GEEK 3 :
Sorry. We're staying here too.

MIKEY :

Are you sure?

GEEK 4 :
Out there, there’s nothing for us, not anymore. In here, we're useful, we're not just geeks. In here we can make a difference.

GEEK 3 :
Our equipment’s here. If there’s gonna be a stand, we're taping it. This is our chance to be heroes.

GEEK 1 :
Oh, then maybe I should stay too...

GEEK 3 :
No. You've got to fly that helicopter. (he lifts his video camera) we'll put your name in the credits.

GEEK 2 :
Take Sphinster's tracking device. He's still out there somewhere, and you'll need it more than we will.

TIM :

Okay then. Let's lock and load.

CASEY :
Wait... Give me just a minute.

MIKEY :

Casey... we gotta go.

CASEY :
I just gotta say goodbye, Mikey. Okay?

MIKEY :

Okay.

Casey approaches THOR.

CASEY :
Thor?

THOR :

It’s...URRRRRGGGGGGGGGG... It’s okay.... GAAAAAAAAArrrgggnph...

CASEY :
Will...... will you be alright?

THOR :

I'll be... NNNNNGGGGGGGGRRAAAAARGGGHHHHHBRAAAAAINS fine.

CASEY :
Look... I gotta go.

THOR :

GRAAAARGH.... I understand... Casey?

CASEY :
Yes Thor?

THOR :

Could you... could you do one last thing for me?

CASEY :
Anything.

THOR :
Could you... could you... prise the top of your head off and feed me some of your brains?

CASEY :
No!

THOR :
Oh come on... other girls would do it. I can smell them, Casey. They smell spicy... please?

CASEY :
I'm not that kind of girl, Thor. I'm sorry. We've grown apart... we're different now. There’ll always be a part of me that loves you, though...

THOR :

(hopeful)  Your brain?

CASEY :
No!  God! (composes herself)  There will always be a part of me that loves you Thor, but we come from two different worlds now.

THOR :

I understand. I just got to say one last thing.

He leaps to his feet.

THOR :

Grrr-Argh!  I LOVE YOU!



And you loved me too



I know that we're different now



You’re human, and I want to chew 



Through your skull, 



And swallow your brains



Isn't it strange



How relationships can change?
CASEY :
I remember Thorgensen



Like it was just yesterday



Running with the football team



Making the plays



But there’s something that’s different now



And they can never be the same



I simply don't think I'm ready for a guy



Who only wants me for my brain
THOR :

Grrr-Argh!  I LOVE YOU!



But what does that mean?



It seems that my desire for you



Has more to do with cranial protein



Grrr-Argh! I LOVE YOU!



I know that’s what I said



I'm scared that’s just a line guys use



When they want you to give them head
CASEY :
And I know



And I know
(and THOR) :
You just want to get close to me
I just want to get close to you



I'm scared that If you did

I'm scared that if I did
CASEY :
I'd just end up having to smash your face in with an axe
THOR :

I'd just end up trying to rip your skull open with my teeth
THOR pushes her away – one last chance to save her from him.

THOR :

Run...nnnnnngggg...Now!


CASEY :
(as she leaves him)  It’s probably for the best.
GEEK 2 turns on the screen, and we see images of ZOMBIES outside. SHOTS of ZOMBIES at the doors to the theatre. Shots of ZOMBIES in corridors, basically lots of shots of zombies in the school - which we use to back the escape and the final battle. Thirty seconds - six locations times five seconds each.
GEEK 2 :
Uh, guys... they're right outside the doors!

THOR flings the side door open, and ZOMBIES pour in. TIM galvanises his escape group.

TIM :

Quick - this way!

GRUBER :
(as they leave)  Wait... we must bring Karl!  She could be the key to it all!

TIM, MIKEY, CASEY, GRUBER, KARL, LYDIA, GEEK 1 and DOPEY exit through the dock. The rest of the BAND, the GEEKS, and QUIFF are left in the Theatre.

The ZOMBIES attack. The Last Stand. The characters are all killed in a slow motion movementy manner, probably with a soft-rock instrumental soundtrack, and possibly with shots on the screens of the characters who are dying in everyday school situations, e.g. GEEK looking at test tube, THOR throwing a long pass.
As they finish dying, the curtains close across the front of the stage. Almost as soon as they do, the escapees enter from the side door, stage right. They are now in some kind of corridor. As they reach the far side of the stage, we realise that GRUBER and KARL haven't entered yet.

TIM :

Where's the Prof?

MIKEY :

I think he's having trouble keeping up. It's that zombie.

TIM curses under his breath. He runs back, beckoning DOPEY and GEEK 1 with him. They wait at the door for GRUBER and KARL, who slowly arrive.

TIM :
Okay - it looks clear back there. We'll get this door fixed up. Everyone take five while we seal it. There's some toilets back there, ladies, if you need a moment.

GRUBER :
Sorry. Karl can only lumber.

TIM :
Save it, Doc. You're damn lucky I'm letting you bring the corpse along in the first place.

MIKEY and CASEY are left alone, stage left.
MIKEY :

You had to leave him. I'm sorry.

CASEY :
I know there was only an ounce of Thorgensen left in him. But wasn't that enough?

MIKEY :

No, Casey. Not at the end.

CASEY :
Is this... right, Mikey?

MIKEY :
After today, I'm not sure of what's right and wrong any more. All I know is that I love you. And he's dead. And if something's gonna happen between us, it's not because of what Thor became. It's because of what we're becoming.

CASEY :
And what are we becoming, Mikey?

MIKEY :

I think we're growing up. I think we're becoming responsible. I think we're



becoming ourselves.

They kiss.

MIKEY :

I'd better go and help them with the door.

He moves over towards the door. LYDIA moves to CASEY.

LYDIA :

I think I'm going to hurl.

CASEY :
Lydia, don't you realise?  we're becoming ourselves.

CASEY and LYDIA sing.

CASEY :
This is the strangest feeling I've ever known,

The whole worlds changing into the unknown.

Is this a new world dawning?

Is this the start?

Or is it simply falling apart?
LYDIA : 
This is the strangest feeling I've ever known

I'd always asked the world to leave me alone

Sixty billion people

Now that they're gone

Something feels wrong
TOGETHER : 
Where do we fit into all this?

A new hope dawning, or is this it?

Are we starting the world anew

Just me and you?
CASEY :
I don't exist without the cheer of the crowd

I made them scream Thor’s name so loud

Now the bleachers are empty

They don't make a sound

I'm so alone...
LYDIA : 
(singing to and starting to touch CASEY)
Wrote a letter to Pope Joan

What’s it like, living alone?

She said - no one ever has to live that way,

Change your face, change your clothes, change your woman’s ways

Change yourself into someone that you want to be

If you can't change them, you can change into me

Just the two of us, together

BOTH :

Making friends

We're creating a brand you visage

I'm/your going to build you/me in my/your image

Come with me, paint your face,

Rebooting the human race
CASEY :
I don't know who I'm supposed to be

I guess it’s better to be you than me

Can't help feeling, we're righting some wrong

But maybe that was somebody else’s song
They exit to the toilets. At the other door, TIM has got it all secured.

TIM :

That should hold those brain-eating bastards.

MIKEY :

How far to the stairwell?

GRUBER :
A few more corridors, and we will be on the roof.

TIM :

Assuming those corridors aren't teeming with the undead, old man.

GRUBER :
Why must you hate zem so?  They are simply doing what is in their nature, surviving. Like us. Would you hate a common flu germ with such passion?

TIM :
I dunno if you're up on current medical theory, "Doctor", but last time I heard, flu germs didn't bust through doors, pop your skull-cap like a Pez dispenser and start chowing down on your grey matter.

GRUBER :
You are a very disturbed little boy.

TIM :
I'm just trying to survive, Doc. I'm just trying to survive. You're the one carrying one round with us like it's first prize at the Science Fair. You're not gonna learn anything from it - it has nothing to teach you. You're not thinking of us getting out of here on the helicopter. You're thinking of collecting your Nobel Prize when you finally teach this bitch to juggle.

MIKEY :
Hey, lay off him, Tim. We've all got things we believe in, but the important thing now is that we get to the helicopter, and get outta here. Then maybe we could find somewhere safe, and send some help back to the guys in the theatre.

TIM :

Mikey... I don't know how to tell you this... You're an idiot, Mikey.

MIKEY :
(he snaps)  Shut up!  what are you, like, eleven!  I don't have to take this from you!  I believe we're gonna get out of here, I believe we're gonna get to the helicopter, and I believe we're gonna get help, because I believe they're still alive!  Professor, get that zombie moving. Where are the girls?

LYDIA and CASEY come back in. CASEY has been transformed into a Goth. MIKEY is stunned yet aroused.

MIKEY : 
What happened to you?

CASEY : 
(sharp) Why? Lydia did it. (pause. shyer) What's wrong?

MIKEY :

Nothing's wrong... it's just... so different. You're a Goth.

CASEY : 
Is that good or bad?

MIKEY : 
(whispers) It's good.

They kiss.

DOPEY and GEEK 1.

DOPEY :
Whew!  Helluva Saturday!

GEEK 1 :
It was certainly out of the ordinary.
DOPEY :
So... you watch films there every weekend?

GEEK 1 :
Uh... yeah.

DOPEY :
What kind?

GEEK 1 :
It's a pretty eclectic mix.

DOPEY :
A whole world of opportunities. Sometimes I think I've wasted my life on these sticks. (holds up his sticks)

GEEK 1 :
I'd give anything to be in a rock n' roll band.

DOPEY :
Really?  I always thought I'd like to give theoretical physics a go.

GEEK 1 :
Maybe if we get out of here, I could take you through some of my textbooks.

DOPEY :
Really?  I'd like that.

Suddenly, ZOMBIE arms appear from behind the curtains, and he is pulled under the curtain and killed. Possibly his heart is burst out through his ribcage. ZOMBIES are also walking down the steps at either side of the stage.

GEEK 1 :
Oh no!  Zombies!

CASEY :
They're coming out of the walls!

MIKEY :

Okay, let's go!

TIM :

Professor!

They start to leg it. GRUBER tries to move KARL, but she grabs him and starts eating him.

GRUBER :
Karl, no!  Aaaargh!

MIKEY :

Professor Gruber!

GRUBER :
No, Mikey - leave me!

GEEK 1 :
Er... guys, I don't know if this is the right time to bring this up, but I'm picking up Sphinster's signal.

TIM :

What?  Where?

GEEK 1 :
He's coming this way!

TIM :

Just get out of here, I got him.

MIKEY :

What?

TIM :

Like I said... I got him. (He gets out two pieces of dynamite)
MIKEY, CASEY, LYDIA and GEEK 1 exit through the door, stage left.

GRUBER :
(he is being dragged under the curtain)  Oh, Hans, Hans, you old fool... You should not have played God... Aaaagh!

KARL has dragged him off to his death. TIM is left on the stage with ZOMBIE arms flailing behind the curtains and the ZOMBIES still advancing down the stairs. He starts shooting at the ZOMBIES on the stairs when the doors fly open, stage right. SPHINSTER is there, as a ZOMBIE, possibly with a green light behind him.

SPHINSTER :
Tiiiiiiim.... Braaaaains!!!

TIM :

Sphinster... you son of a bitch...

SPHINSTER : 
Braaaaaains!

TIM :
Yeah?  You want a piece of me, huh?   You want a piece of me? (He lights the dynamite)  Yeah, well I got a message to give you from a couple of pals of mine. It ain't eloquent, it ain't gonna be subtle, but I tell you what, Sphinster, it's going to blow your mind.

He runs at SPHINSTER and pushes him back through the doors. There is a loud explosion offstage as the doors swing shut.

As this is happening, the curtains open, so that as MIKEY, CASEY, LYDIA and GEEK 1 arrive on the roof they are distracted momentarily by it. The stage is now the roof. SPHINSTER's office has disappeared, to be replaced by a fully-working rotary helicopter, or as near to that as Simon can do.

The rest of the stage is now slowly filling with ZOMBIES.

CASEY :
(to the explosion)  What was that?

MIKEY :

I'm guessing that was probably Tim.

GEEK 1 :
Uh... there's the helicopter!

MIKEY :

Run!

They reach the helicopter. The ZOMBIES aren't going to catch them in time. There is some shooting, some jeopardy, but they start it working. Sound of a helicopter taking off.

LYDIA :

Are you sure you can fly this thing?

GEEK 1 :
Do I have a choice?
The screens start to show scenes of flying. (Or ZOMBIES back off from the stage). After a little while, we see birds, flying, in a peaceful-end-of-zombie-movie kind of a way.

CASEY :
Look at them down there. There must be thousands of them.

MIKEY :

We're safe now.

GEEK 1 :
Well, at least until our fuel runs out.

CASEY :
Imagine... if it's like that here in Midtown, what must the rest of the country be like?

MIKEY :
There must be some authority somewhere - the Army, the national guard, something.

CASEY :
I don't see any Army or National guard down there, Mikey. I think we have to look after ourselves now. We need to regroup, rebuild. The world's changing,



and I guess we've got to change with it. Do you think any of them got out?

MIKEY :

I don't know, Casey. I just don't know.

CASEY :
Look at the birds... they're all flying south.

MIKEY :

I guess they're looking for something too.

LYDIA :

So... where do we go now?

GEEK 1 :
I guess we follow them.

Lights down on the helicopter.

On the stage, the ZOMBIES mill around. ZOMBIE 3 lumbers in.

ZOMBIE 3 : 
Ah jeesh... they've gone!  What the hell happened here?  They seem to be fleeing in terror!  Karl, what did you say to them?

KARL : 

Well... er, "Braiiiiiiiins".

ZOMBIE 3 : 
Brains?  What the hell, Karl?  Did you miss a meeting?   We all decided on "frieeeeeeeeeends", with our arms outstretched in the universal sign for "give us a hug"! Now you've scared them away!

KARL : 

Well... er.... we were also grabbing them, killing them and eating their brains.

ZOMBIE 4 :
Wait – we weren’t supposed to kill ‘em?

ZOMBIE 3 :
What???  You were supposed to hug them and kiss their foreheads, not eat their brains!  What were you thinking?  Karl, why do you think we sent you to talk to their scientist?

KARL :
He just kept throwing me a hacky sack. I’m not sure he was a real scientist.

ZOMBIE 4 :
Tasted pretty good, though.

ZOMBIE 3 :
Oh well, this is just great!  Way to go guys, probably our only hope for finding a cure for this disease just flew off in a helicopter because you people don't read your goddamn minutes!  Well that’s just swell...

KARL : 

So what do we do now, Ralph?

ZOMBIE 3 :
Hell knows!  I guess since we're all here we should probably practice the big finale, we want it to be perfect for the zombie jamboree next Wednesday... Bah!  Well, okay, a-one a-two, a-one-two-three-four...
The play ends with the Zombie song and dance number.

COMPANY :
ALRIGHT!

Are you scared about the future?

Do you worry about the past?

Do you know your next tomorrow

Could easily be your last?

Do you gather friends around you?

Do you push them away?

Do you want them for their bodies

Or for their brains?

Just because people are different

Do you treat them like scum?

Would you befriend an undead freak

Or would you run?
Are you tired of all the differences?

Do you love that we're diverse?

Do you worry that for all their faults

They think yours are worse?

Well everyone is different

And everyone’s the same

Your body might be weird

Or maybe it’s your brain

Maybe you are full of warmth

Maybe your bodies cold
But still we all need

someone to hold

Between the freaks and the geeks and goths

And the jocks and the undead zombie horde

Some are cheerleaders some are band members

And they all need someone to hold

Make your friends today from the stock you've got

Because one day you'll be old

And even then you'll still be needing someone to hold

The world is changing all the time

You got to hold one another and you'll be fine

The future’s bright, the future’s fine

If you got somebody to hold

Look to your left, look to your right

If you can see a friend then you'll be alright

If they want to eat your brains, or rock your body

Reach out, hold somebody

If you’re feeling kind of lost, if you’re scared of tomorrow

If you worry on the past, if you're filled with sorrow

If it’s looking bleak, if it’s looking cold

Get some body to hold
Guitar solo

Maybe you believe you're all alone

That you'll never find someone to hold

Remember, If you exist, someone else must feel it too

And all they are doing is looking for you

The world is changing all the time,

You got to hold one another while there’s still time

The future’s bright, the future’s fine

If you got somebody to hold

Look to your left, look to your right

If you can see a friend then you'll be alright

If they want to eat your brains, or rock your body

Reach out, hold somebody
The world is changing all the time,

You got to hold one another while there’s still time

The future’s bright, the future’s fine

If you got somebody to hold
Look to your left, look to your right

If you can see a friend then you'll be alright

If they want to eat your brains, or rock your body

Reach out, hold somebody
Everything’s great, everything’s fine

That’s it, we're out of time

If you got a brain let it go to your head

It’s the difference between you and the Living Dead
(however if you're not using it please feel free to scoop it out of your cranium using the complimentary spoons secreted under your seats and place it in the buckets provided on the way out)

END


CREDITS. These may include a bit after the credits have finished where we see TIM crawl out of some rubble, dust himself down, and hear a ZOMBIE coming from behind him – TIM : “Now what?”. End. Or they may not.
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