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EXT. FORSYTHE HQ - MORNING 

KUNKLE, dressed in a trenchcoat, enters the building.

INT. FRONT DESK - MORNING

KIM talks to FRONT DESK PERSON as KUNKLE comes in, reaching 
for his keycard.

KIM
I’m thinking lights, music, 
multimedia.

FRONT DESK PERSON
It’s fine the way it is.

KIM
But imagine integrating sign-in 
with buy-in. We reduce door-to-sig 
time. We maximize brand immersion.  

FRONT DESK PERSON 
“Sig time”?

KIM
You know, where they sign their 
name. 

KUNKLE
Relax, Kim, it’s just a sign-in 
sheet. 

FRONT DESK PERSON
Not brain surgery. 

Kunkle’s found his keycard by now and scans it, goes inside, 
shaking his head in amusement. 

KUNKLE
Heh-heh, brain surgery.

INT. MARKETING DEPT. - CONTINUOUS

Kunkle passes JORDAN and an IT PERSON.

IT PERSON
But I need the presentation now.

JORDAN
Just need to adjust this font size. 



IT PERSON
It’s fine, it’s for IT guys. 

JORDAN
But this subheading is half a point 
too large. 

IT PERSON
It doesn’t matter. 

JORDAN
Of course it matters. It impacts 
the implied causal relationship of 
the subhead and the main heading. 

IT PERSON
Heading subheading whatever, it’s 
not rocket science.

KUNKLE chuckles to himself as he passes.

KUNKLE
Ha ha, rocket science.

INT. MARKETING DEPT - CONTINUOUS

KUNKLE passes by EXEC 1 and KRISTEN. JORDAN and KIM will 
arrive somewhere in here. 

EXEC 1
...And I need some pens.

KRISTEN
Ballpoint or the felt tip?

EXEC 1
Either way. Anything with a logo.

KRISTEN
There’s also a nice pad folio that 
incorporates both a highlighter and 
a writing implement.  

EXEC 1
Just get me some pens. You don’t 
have to build the intergalactic 
space station.

KUNKLE
Ha ha. Intergalactic space station.

KIM
Like marketing could even do that.
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JORDAN
Like marketing could somehow relocate 
the company in outer space so we’re 
uniquely positioned to serve all 
known galaxies instead of just North 
America.

KRISTEN
Like we’re sitting around figuring out 
how to create a universal translator 
that lets us create one sell-sheet 
that’s understood in all human 
languages, plus Martian.

EXEC 1
Okay, let me dumb it down for you. A 
pen with a logo. I’ll get it myself. 

KRISTEN
No! Not that way. We moved the 
prize closet.

KIM protectively blocks the closet door.

EXEC 1
You did?

KIM
Just leave it to us. We’ll schedule 
a Webex to discuss the various pen 
color alternatives and get back to 
you with some recommendations.

JORDAN and KRISTEN lead EXEC 1 away. KUNKLE sees KIM 
secretively open the door and whisper to someone inside. 

KIM (CONT’D)
We’ve got to work faster. 

GRACE
(from inside)

But the flux capacitor is wonky. 

KUNKLE
Wait. Why did you move the prize 
closet?

KIM
Oh, you know marketing. Why do we 
do anything?

Kim guards door. A soft blue light glows from inside...

FADE TO BLACK
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Kunkle lies in bed, unable to sleep as he dream-hears...

ECHOING VOICES (VO)
...You know marketing ...You know 
marketing... Why do we do anything?

Kunkle shuts his eyes tightly. Then opens them wide.

INT. FORSYTHE HALLS - NIGHT

Flashlight in hand, trenchcoat belted, KUNKLE creeps through 
the dark halls. The door of the prize closet is slightly 
ajar. A blue glow emanates...

INT. COMMAND CENTER - CONTINUOUS

Inside, it’s a vast control center. Techie sounds and lights 
beep and blink. Kunkle looks back at the door, confused (like 
when people first enter the Tardis). 

Marketing department staff, dressed in cute PJs, are working 
at tables which are mostly covered in cloth, with little 
corners pulled back (a la Apple secret development). 

JORDAN
We’ve got to re-sync the FTL drive. 

GRACE
But that’ll take us off-line. 

KIM
There’s got to be a way...

KUNKLE
F-T-L drive?

ALL
Kunkle!

GRACE
Oh! I meant O-drive. Just deciding 
where to store the new powerpoint 
template.

KUNKLE
(lifting a sheet corner)

At three in the morning? 

JORDAN
Don’t touch that.
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KIM
Wait. He’s a numbers guy. Maybe he 
can help.

Jordan cautiously pulls back a different corner.

JORDAN
So like, if you were a flux 
capacitor, not that I know what 
that is, and your calculations were 
short by 8-7-0-2 and your variable 
was here, how would you fix it?

KUNKLE
I don’t... well...

(looks grudgingly at screen)
You forgot to carry the one.

KRISTEN
Of course!

GRACE adjusts some other setting with a pen.

KIM
(reading a screen)

We are at L-one-aught-2 readiness. 

KUNKLE
Is that a sonic screwdriver? 

GRACE
Of course not. 

KRISTEN
Not that we even know what that is.

KIM
Or why you’d use a Gallifrayan 
device on a post-cloud-based 
infrastructure.

Beat.

GRACE
If we even knew what stuff like 
that is even called.

Beat.

KIM
Right?

Kunkle backs away...
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INT. KUNKLE’S OFFICE - DAY

Still in his trenchcoat, KUNKLE sleeps at his desk. 

EXEC 1 
(entering)

Kunkle, you’ve got to talk to 
marketing.

Kunkle wakes up groggily.

EXEC 2
Their spending is way up. Sixty-
four billion dollars for golfballs 
and pens!

EXEC 1
Yet they still can’t manage to give 
me a dozen for my client meeting. 

EXEC 2
And twelve-point-three trillion on 
client lunches. Where are they 
ordering from?  

KUNKLE
Maybe they’re not ordering lunch.

Beat.

EXEC 1
What do you mean?

EXEC 2
What do you know?

KUNKLE
Nothing. I’m not sure...

EXEC 1
They act like they’re building an 
intergalactic--Whoa.

Lights flicker. The floor tilts back and forth. 

EXEC 2
What’s going on?

EXEC 1
Kunkle, just deal with them.
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INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

KUNKLE stumbles through the tippy hallway. He hears echoes 
(”Not brain surgery...Not rocket science...”). KRISTEN and 
others pass, carrying huge stacks of to-go lunches.  

KUNKLE
What is going on?

KIM
Just another teaming engagement.

JORDAN
(hurrying past)

Sort of a lunch-and-learn.

GRACE 
(calling behind her)

And only a two-drink minimum.

KUNKLE
Don’t tell me... you’re building...an 
intergalactic...?

KUNKLE holds a wall, near a window.

EXT. FORSYTHE HQ - CONTINUOUS

With a magical burst of power, the Forsythe building lifts 
off the ground.

INT. HALLWAY

KUNKLE gazes through window in disbelief.

EXT. FORSYTHE HQ - CONTINUOUS

The building ascends further into outer space, disco lights 
flashing and dance music pulsing. Pretty colors as the earth 
is left far behind.

KUNKLE (VO)
My God...it’s full of stars.

END.
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