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"The conscious and intelligent manipulation of these 
organised habits and opinions of the masses is an important 
element in democratic society... we are governed, our minds 
are moulded, our tastes formed, our ideas suggested, largely 
by men we have never heard of". 

- Edward Bernays 

1. INT. CONTROL ROOM. 

A man sits up high in a control room. We see the back of his 
head, but never his face. Part of population one percent, he 
is alone - but there is something else moving. Something else 
moving underneath his thumb. It spins. And spins. And spins. 
And while it spins - never does it slow to stop.  

MAN IN CONTROL  
There's an experimental world in 
the works. A system run by few 
controlling many. A spinning cycle 
of exchanges: 
Problems created. 
Promises made. 
Solutions sold. 
And problems created again.  
But the profit? Oh the profit! All 
the profit in the world! 
 

2. INT. ROOM.

The Being is placed in a supine position against materials of 
soft matter. He observes his surroundings. Noticing. 
Calculating. Registering. Piles of cotton garments - 
discarded. Aluminium laminated bags of human nourishment, 
Sour cream and onion Fringles, cheesy nacho Goritos, flaming 
hot Teetos - disposed. A smoking stick, Chucky Strike, hangs 
off the edge of a stand - plop, plop, plopping ashes onto a 
browning carpet below. 

THE BEING
Identify space: Personal chamber.

The Being then notices the cold condensation of a tin object 
in his hand. On it, symbols read Budweiner. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Bud...weiner. Bud...weiner. 
Budweiner.
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Across from him, a screen with a keyboard suddenly flashes 
on. A moving picture of a human, barebacked, chiseled, rides 
towards him on a dark horse. A Sahara desert storm tails 
behind him, but the human shows no natural signs of fear.  

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Strange. Human's sympathetic 
nervous system is dysfunctional.

The human continues to ride on the dark horse - effortlessly. 
But the perspiration misting his muscular torso shows his 
escape from the dust storm behind him to still be difficult 
enough to prove impressive. In his hand he holds the same tin 
object - Budweiner.

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
I don't always drink beer in the 
face of danger. But when I do, I 
drink Budweiner.

Because HE knows drinking a watered down American lager wins 
you claim to your weiner!

THE BEING
Drink... Budweiner... to claim 
your… weiner. Claim... weiner. 
Claim weiner.

Pauses to register.

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Identify weiner.

Pauses to calculate and identify.

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Definition: Entry 1 of 2. A 
Frankfurter sausage. Entry 2 of 2. 
A breed of dog of German origin, 
also known as a dachshund.

The Being is confused over the significance of the sausage 
and the German dog. But suddenly, he feels a desperate need 
to claim them; as well as a nauseating apprehension of his 
ability to. What's even stranger, he observes, is that in 
order to do so, he must be validated by this chiseled, 
dysfunctional human and his Budweiner. Eagerly turning to the 
tin can in his hand, he guzzles it. 

3. EXT. RAINFOREST.

Suddenly, the walls of the room fall open and the ceiling 
lifts.
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The Being finds himself holding a plastic looking object and 
a talking black box, looking down over the tops of lush 
vegetation. It's hot. It's humid. And the mud is vibrating 
beneath his feet. Something, or someone... is running towards 
him. 

Thumpthumpthumpthumpthump... 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
(from talking black box)

Are you ready?

The Being is intimidated, awestruck by this dysfunctional 
human in the world of the talking black box; now swinging 
tree to tree in Tarzan attire. He desperately feels the need 
to be ready for anything he proposes. Especially since the 
German dog and the sausage are still nowhere in sight to be 
claimed.

THE BEING
I- I think - well, I mean, I don't 
know. I want to claim my weiners! 
But it appears they haven't -

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
That's because you haven't 
tried... 

The dysfunctional human pulls out a similar plastic object to 
the one the Being holds - and is suddenly surrounded by a 
fine, aerosol fused spray. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
The SAC! 

Instantly, the ground's vibration intensifies. 

ThumpthumpthumpTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMP...

Because HE knows spraying an overpowering fragrance from an 
aluminium tin will give you claim to your SAC! 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
And the more you spray, the more 
you get - with the SAC effect!

The Being begins to feel a sense of stress ignite his nervous 
system, and the vibrating ground is beginning to make him 
uneasy. He still hasn't found and claimed his weiners... and 
now he must obtain something else? 

THE BEING
Get more? 
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DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
Chicks. 

The Being pauses to register. 

THE BEING
(panicked)

Chicks... chicks. Identify chicks. 

Pauses to calculate and identify. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Definition: Entry 1 of 1. The young 
of any bird, especially ones newly 
hatched. 

Chicks!! He sees an image of young birds nested into the tree 
branches below. The Being surges with a feeling of must-do: 
he MUST get more newly hatched birds, he MUST claim the 
sausage and the German dog. And to do so, he MUST spray his 
SAC!    

THE BEING (CONT'D)
SPRAY MORE SAC... GET 
MORE...CHICKS! 

(sprays SAC wildly)

THUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMP 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
The more you spray - the more you 
get!!

The Being tears down the hill into the vegetation below, 
furiously spraying his SAC. It is the means to his purpose.

THUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMPTHUMP!!! 

THE BEING
Must claim weiners! Must get 
chicks!! Must spray SAC!!

Suddenly, the Being sees a pack of wild - 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Human females? 

- CHARGING towards him in little to no leopard printed 
clothes. They're different from the dysfunctional human. 
Hardly human, actually, their manner almost animal like. The 
Being leaps for the trees to escape them but the females 
latch themselves onto him, clawing him down from the branches 
into the mud, inhaling him... 
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THE BEING (CONT'D)
NO!!! But I SPRAYED! BUT I SPRAYED!

He sinks lower, lower into the mud, nearly mauled alive...

4. EXT. DUSTY COUNTRY ROAD. 

The Being falls with a thud onto the dust. Hyperventilating, 
he scrambles to his feet, slapping cakes of mud off his body. 
He notices a steel column reaching high, high into the -

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
(on a billboard)

Howdy, partner. 

The Being has never felt like more of a failure. Even though, 
he drank all of the Budweiner and sprayed all of the SAC, he 
still hadn't managed to claim the sausage, the German dog, or 
the baby birds. A fight reflex crawls up within him, he 
imagines himself mangling this dysfunctional human in the 
vilest of ways; but since he is the only one that can 
validate his sense of worth, he says nothing. Then a thought 
crosses his mind. Maybe he is the dysfunctional one? 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
How'd your SAC work for ya? 

THE BEING
(still out of breath)

The... the female humans...the 
SAC... spraying... they jumped on 
me... I couldn't... 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
That's because you don't have 
the... 

"Fortunate Son" surround sounds the scene, and a revving 
engine is heard down the long country road. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
2020 Dodge challenger. 

Because HE knows having years of auto loan debt is a claim to 
your success!

The Being blinks. He's exhausted. He's confused. He's 
conflicted. But more than anything - he's desperate. 

THE BEING
Will this give me claim to my 
weiner? 



6.

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
Claim to the biggest! 

The Being doesn't know if the biggest dog and sausage sounds 
manageable, but at this point, he'll take anything. 

THE BEING
I'll obtain more chicks? 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
With your hands behind the wheel of 
this new 2020 Dodge Challenger, 
chicks won't be a problem! 

Won't be a problem. This sounds good to the Being. He's had 
enough problems. He needs to... he needs to... 

THE BEING
I need a dodge... challenge? 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
Latest edition! 

THE BEING
Dodge... identify. Challenge... 
identify. 

Pauses to calculate and identify. 

THE BEING  (CONT'D)
Definition dodge: Entry 1 of 1. 
Avoid with sudden quick movement. 
Definition challenge: Entry 1 of 1. 
A call to someone to participate in 
a competitive situation or fight to 
decide who is superior in terms of 
ability or strength.

Now it was clear. This was a challenge. He must compete to 
dodge whatever revving engine was coming his way. He must 
prove his superiority in both ability and strength. He hears 
the engine revving closer and closer; and takes a stand in 
the middle of the road. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
I take a stand!

He is ready. The revving engine comes into frame. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
I am ready!

He almost feels worthy. The revving engine is unnervingly 
close.
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THE BEING (CONT'D)
I am worthy! 

He is about to dodge... the challenge... 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
(crouches down to dodge)

I will dodge with such sudden 
movement that you!!

Points ahead. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
Challenger!! Can never question my 
ability and strength - 

The engine is breaths away. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
(busy pointing)

- to claim all the WEINERS, CHICKS 
and SACS in all the - 

The 2020 Dodge Challenger smashes into the Being with a 
SPLAT. 

THE BEING (CONT'D)
(voice altered to a 
squeak)

- world. 

5. INT. ROOM. 

The Being wakes up again to find himself in his original 
personal chamber. He moves his fingers. Curls his toes. 
Touches his face. Maybe he fell asleep? Maybe he - 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
(on the screen with the 
keyboard)

AND A BIG WELCOME TO THE MEN!! US 
SEXY AND MACHO AND SUCCESSFUL AND 
RICH!! WELCOME TO THE MEN!! 
US CLAIMERS AND BUYERS AND WINNERS 
AND TAKERS!! WELCOME TO THE MEN!! 
US STRONG ENOUGH, SMART ENOUGH, 
TOUGH ENOUGH, BIG ENOUGH... WELCOME 
TO YOUR 

(drum roll)
AMERICAN DREAM!!

The dysfunctional human is roaring through the screen, 
sharply dressed, hair slicked, a microphone in hand.
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A WAHHHHaaaahWAHHHH and TSAtsiTSAAAAAA of trumpets and 
saxophones and symbols rip through the stage; only outshined 
by the dysfunctional human's subhumanly white teeth. The 
crowd of males roar at the aggressive gaudiness of it all. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
What do we want?? 

CROWD 
To be MEN!

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
How do we do it?? 

CROWD
THINGS! 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
I SAID WHAT DO WE WANT?? 

CROWD
TO BE MEN!!

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
HOW DO WE DO IT?? 

CROWD
THINGS!!!

The red-blooded appetite of the crowd entrances the Being, 
when he suddenly notices the wild female humans, leashed and 
crawling on hands and knees, towards the dysfunctional human. 
They themselves looked claimed, as they began to sultrily rub 
themselves on him. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
(laughing)

And they said money couldn't buy 
happiness!!

At this, the crowd loses their minds. Laughing, bumping 
chests, throwing fists in the air. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
And tonight good men... do I have a 
special guest for you! 

THE BEING/ CROWD
Best guest!! Give us the best!! 
Best guest!! Give us the best!!

The crowd stamps and pounds every surface. BEST GUEST!! GIVE 
US THE BEST!! As the chant swells to its peaking crescendo, 
the dysfunctional human throws his arm out in display.
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At this, the Being's breath is cut short - for it is him the 
dysfunctional human displays on the stage, sitting in the 
2020 Dodge Challenger, revving its engine. It is his front 
seat filled with can after can of Budweiner, and SAC. And to 
his disbelief - it is his Frankfurter sausages, German dogs 
and baby chicks filling the backseat, waving at the crowd. 
The wild females sling themselves at this new Being, 
slathering their hysterically sexualised bodies onto the hood 
of his car. But this new Being isn't afraid. He throws his 
arms up - swooning in orgasmic worship of himself. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
Introducing... the man you should 
be working to be! The man that has 
bought it all and achieved! The 
embodiment of masculinity with the 
CAR, the CHICKS, the BALLS and the 
DICKS you must claim to fame!! 

In the midst of the hoo-hoo-hooing and the boom-boom-booming, 
the Being notices the loudest detail of all. The crowd, the 
dysfunctional human - they all are looking to him for 
validation now. Him in the screen! With all of the things 
he's claimed! 

THE BEING
SEE ME NOW! I AM SEXY AND MACHO AND 
SUCCESSFUL AND RICH! SEE ME NOW! I 
HAVE CLAIMED AND BOUGHT AND TAKEN 
AND WON! SEE ME NOW! I AM STRONG 
ENOUGH, SMART ENOUGH, TOUGH ENOUGH, 
BIG ENOUGH! SEE ME NOW! I AM MAN! 

The crowd goes silent. The Being, unclamps his eyes and fists 
from the air. He looks. And as his vision adjusts from the 
blaring lights, he sees. He sees himself not in the personal 
chamber looking at himself through a screen, driving the car, 
drinking Budweiners and spraying SAC. He feels himself on the 
stage. He sees the crowd staring back. He is sitting in a 
rusted tin of a vehicle, crushed cans of beer and empty 
bottles of spray clutter the ground. The sausages, dogs, 
chicks and females have vanished. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
(taunting)

Awh, did you never really claim 
your weiner? Did you never manage 
to get those chicks? 

The crowd laughs and boos.  
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DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
Maybe, you just didn't buy enough. 
Or maybe, YOU'RE THE DYSFUNCTIONAL 
ONE! 

Everyone shrieks in laughter as product after product is 
hurled at the Being. Fast food burgers, energy drinks, 
gadgets, clothes, more sprays, more beer - the Being curls up 
tighter and tighter, arms sheltering his broken body.

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN (CONT'D)
Awhhh are you feeling your 
feelings?? Ha! We men do not feel 
feelings! What do we do??  

CROWD
Take a pill!!! 

Suddenly, the ceiling opens up. A storm of Nanax, Trozac, 
anabolic steroids and other pharmaceutical tic-tacs fall from 
the sky. 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
And what do we not?? 

CROWD
Feel!! 

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
I SAID, WHAT DO WE DO??

CROWD
TAKE A PILL!!

DYSFUNCTIONAL HUMAN
AND WHAT SHOULD WE NOT??

CROWD
FEEL!! 

The dysfunctional human swings his arms, conducting the 
crowd's militant chanting. The Being, has disappeared from 
the stage, smothered, under a stockpile of products. 

6. INT. CONTROL ROOM. 

A man sits up high in a control room. Part of population one 
percent, he is alone. He is swinging his arms, conducting the 
world below him in a cycle of chants. It spins. And spins. 
And spins. And while it spins - never does it slow to stop. 

MAN IN CONTORL 
WHAT DO WE WANT??
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VOICES
HAPPINESS!

MAN IN CONTORL
HOW DO WE GET IT??

VOICES
THINGS!

We see the back of his head, slowly turn around. 

MAN IN CONTORL
(grinning)

And the profit? Oh the profit! All 
the profit in the world!!

  


