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FADE IN:

INT. - OFFICE - DAY

Poster-sized project plans occupy the walls of this one
window, two desk office. The critical paths are picked out
in red. As we pass them, we read milestones like “Volcano
Base Complete”, “Install Shark Tank”, “Launch Satellite
Laser Weapon” and “Blackmail World”.

There’s a health and safety poster with diagrams of how to
lift nuclear missiles without doing in your back, and a
hatstand with a cycle helmet on it. A mission statement
poster reads: We Aim To Lead The World In (”in” crossed out
and replaced with “using”) Terror, Extortion and Revenge.
At the bottom of the poster is a picture of a
mephistophelian man in black, wearing an eye-patch and
cradling a white cat. Above this is a “Human Resources”
sign.

A phone RINGS. We pass by a shelf of folders with titles
like “Death Benefit Forms”, “Ninja CVs”, “Accounts:
Extortion” and a picture of the Employee of the Month, a
man with barbed metal hooks instead of hands, looking
psychotic. In the mean time we hear TRISH answer the phone.

TRISH
Human Resources; Trish speaking.
Good morning, Number One. Hmm?

A fastidious woman in early middle age, smart in a
conservative suit, sits tapping at her computer while she
talks into the phone. Her desk is as neat as her
appearance.

TRISH
I'll check, dear.

She turns to her younger and scruffier subordinate at the
other, messier desk, putting her hand over the mouthpiece.

TRISH
James.

JAMES is playing Solitaire on his PC.

TRISH
James.

He quickly minimizes the window.

JAMES
Yes!





















