
The Show Must Go On



FADE IN:

EXT. ANDREW'S HOUSE - ADELAIDE -- DAWN

The winter sun beats on the roof, and lawn. We hear a distant 
didgeridoo echo down the street. Trees sway gently.

Suddenly, a black, unmarked helicopter descends on the road 
in front of the house.

Queen's 'The Show Must Go On' plays over all of this.

INT. ANDREW'S ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

ANDREW lies on the floor, starring at the ceiling. He is 
oblvious to the sounds of people rushing through his house. 
The door bursts open and ADRIAN CREARY, BRAD FORTIN, and JOE 
ROSENSTEEL step in to the room. Men in black suits wait in 
the hall.

BRAD
ANDREW, get up!

Andrew doesn't get up, or make eye contact with anyone.

ANDREW
(lethargically)

Oh. Hey.

BRAD
ANDREW, we need you to get up! This 
is an emergency, man!

ANDREW
(unmoved)

Really? I don't know why.

ADRIAN
The world is coming apart at the 
seams, man! We have riots all over 
the place!

ANDREW
(unmoved)

Well, that's no good, I guess.

JOE
[Bleep] it, ANDREW! I didn't even 
want to talk in this!

ANDREW
In what?
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JOE
(breaking the forth wall, 
addressing camera)

Uh, in nothing. Nothing at all.
(addressing ANDREW)

We need you to start your podcast 
again. The world needs you to start 
your podcast again.

ANDREW
(unmoved)

I don't know, fellas. What's the 
point? I gave all I had to give.

ADRIAN
No, you didn't. You talked to me 
about our no-retweet time. About 
having your own voice.

 
ANDREW finally leans forward and pulls his legs towards him 
to look at the international interlopers.

ANDREW
Why are you guys here?

BRAD
International task force.

ANDREW
You're [bleeping] me.

ADRIAN
We're just the first to arrive.

JOE
JASON SNELL is powersliding a 
kangeroo here, as we speak. MYKE is 
on a flight. SHAWN BLANC will be 
here any minute. We're all here for 
one reason.

BRAD
You need to start podcasting again.

ANDREW
I'm done with my podcast, guys. It 
was fun, but it's over. I just 
don't have it in me.

JOE
Get off your [bleep]ing [bleep] and 
podcast, you [bleep].
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ADRIAN
(diplomatically)

I think he means to say: We believe 
in you.

  KES starts licking ANDREW's hand.

JOE
The world needs your podcast. We 
need your honesty, your 
earnestness. You put it all out 
there.

BRAD
Your fears, your insecurities, the 
things you've learned -- Without it 
there are riots -- even in Toronto.

ANDREW
(getting up off the floor)

And then what?

JOE
The show must go on.

ANDREW
Well, when you put it that way...

CUT TO:

EXT. SYDNEY OPERA HOUSE - SYDNEY -- EVENING

Fireworks are dotting the skyline. Lights are cast on the 
shell-like structure of the opera house.

Queen's 'The Show Must Go On' is still blasting through all 
of this, because it is epic. This is the chorus, jamming over 
the fireworks.

INT. SYDNEY OPERA HOUSE

We're behind the curtains. All the people from ANDREW's 
Episode 19 'Do Something Dorky' Thank you list are here, 
lined parallel to the closed curtain.

ANDREW stands, palms sweaty, in front of the microphone, near 
the curtain. We hear the roar of the crowd beyond the cloth.

ZAC CICHY approaches him and places his hand on ANDREW's 
shoulder.
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ZAC
This [bleep] is cray, but you can 
do this.

JOE stands on his mark, with the rest in the line.

JOE
Just raise this [bleep]ing curtain 
and podcast, ANDREW. You got what 
you wanted.

ANDREW
What?

JOE
Uh, nothing.

ZAC takes a step back to his mark. ANDREW nods to the stage 
manager, and he opens the curtain.

A screaming crowd, lights flashing, silhouettes ANDREW. 

Maximum 'Show Must Go On' as the curtain rises.

ANDREW
(amplified through the 
mic)

Today I was thinking ...

CROWD
(cheering loudly)

THE END


