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(Authors Note: Any and all references/anecdotes about the castaways and their lives outside of the game, as well as the depictions of the castaways herein, as well as any references/anecdotes to their previous "Survivor" experiences are all purely fictitious and based around stereotypes from the show. We also apologize ahead of time to the people of the nation of Australia since, well, you’ll find out when it happens. This is entirely fictitious and meant for entertainment purposes solely. Also, some material in this story may be extremely offensive to people of different genders, races, disabilities and sexual preferences. Marcy and Matt (the authors, Marcy being a big gay Canadian and Matt being a tree-hugging liberal pussy) love everybody equally so no harm is meant. If any Survivors actually happen to read this story, please don’t kill us or sue us. We love you all, and this is all just meant in good fun.)
= = =

- - -
Rupert's Angels
Christy Smith, Clay Jordan, Colleen Haskell, Eliza Orlins, Jerri Manthey, Pussy Willows, Rudy Boesch, Rupert Boneham, Sandra Diaz-Twine, Vecepia Towery
- - -
The S*** Tribe
Amber Brkich, Colby Donaldson, Jon Dalton, Kathy Vavrick O’Brien, Michael Skupin, Richard Hatch, Rob Mariano, Rory Freeman
- - -

(Dramatic Ancient Voices music kicks in as we get some images of Australia. Crocodiles looking angry. Snakes swimming in the river. Wombats fighting. Big Tom dancing merrily.)

"20 ALL-STARS"

COLLEEN, behind a bunch of flies. Rob Schneider looks on in the background and smiles.

RUPERT, breaking through the ocean like Poseidon, god of the seas. A huge trumpet fanfare greets him as he jumps out of the water.

JON, running by and flashing his gang signs.

JERRI, a picture of Linda Blair from the Exorcist.

(Shot of people jumping off a cliff for some reason. They pile up in a bloody heap on the ground as dramatic music accentuates the shot.)

CLAY, showing a picture of the top of his head. Fades into view of him in a challenge, where we only see his forehead bobbing up and down.

CHRISTY, the music gets real loud as Christy’s picture crosses the screen. "(CLOSED CAPTIONED FOR THE HEARING IMPAIRED.)"

RORY, a shot of LeVar Burton getting whipped in Roots.

RUDY, looking very old.

LILLIAN, looking older. She cries.

VECEPIA, sitting in a hammock. She yawns.

(Shot of a platypus just sitting there. More of Big Tom dancing.)

"A WHOLE LOTTA DAYS"

KATHY, squatting on the ground.

LEX, carving tattoos into his knuckles with the top of a tin can.

SANDRA, looking angry and shouting.

ROB, beating his grandmother with a tire iron. He giggles.

SUSAN, looking angry and shouting. A banjo riff goes off in the music as her picture fades in and out.

MICHAEL, a picture of the Human Torch.

(A shot of the production camp littered with empty beer cans.)

ELIZA, looking particularly bony with her mouth open like a large-mouthed bass.

COLBY, grating cheese on his abs.

RICHARD, grating cheese on Colby’s abs.

AMBER, just a long holding shot on her picture that fades in and out as if it’s particularly important.

RUPERT, now framed to look like Zeus, because we just can’t get enough of him.

(A shot of people digging a hole for some reason.)

ONE SUPER-VIVOR!

(A bunch of people covered in mud walking to Tribal Council.)

(Lots of swirling shots of fire, people and Tribal Council as the SUPER-VIVOR! logo comes up.)

(Quick shot of Boris Yeltsin in Elisabeth’s headdress. Foreshadowing?!?!?)

= = =
NIGHT THREE
= = =

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(Dramatic music as the remaining members of The S*** Tribe return to camp.)

KATHY (confessional): Tribal Council was awful. It’s horrible going to this hot and miserable place where you have to vote me out. They told me this would be a good happy camp where no one would go and I wouldn’t have to make painfully obvious confessionals, not a game where people get voted out and hurt others feelings.

MICHAEL: Boy, now that we're back from that awful Tribal Council, we should have some food!

(Michael holds up a bucket and looks at it inquisitively.)

(Dramatic music sting.)

MICHAEL: Hey, where'd all the fish go?!

KATHY: Yeah, there was fish in that bucket before we left!

MICHAEL: Oh my god! Somebody must have dumped out the fish!

AMBER (Sitting next to the campfire covered in fish bones, with another fish skewered to a stick and being roasted over the fire): ...Uh oh.

RICHARD: I worked hard to catch all those fish, god dammit!

JON: WHO COULD IT HAVE BEEN?! WHO COULD IT HAVE BEEN?! IT MUST HAVE BEEN CHRISTA!

(Beat.)

ROB: There’s no Christa here.

(Beat.)

MICHAEL (Pointing at Rory): It was obviously Rory!

RORY: ...What?!

AMBER: What?!

MICHAEL: You were obviously upset that Lex, your friend, was voted out, so before we got to camp you ran ahead and dumped all the fish out!

KATHY: Yeah!

AMBER: Yeah! That's totally what happened!

RORY: Why the hell would I dump all the fish out?! I like fish.

JON (Confessional, with the word "FART" written across his forehead): That was the most immature thing I've seen ever since I started playing Survivor, and Rory will be penalized for his actions.

MICHAEL (Sitting down and sighing): God, I guess we'll go hungry tonight.

KATHY: Life is so unfair.

AMBER (Confessional): Tribal Council was really, really hard on me. I mean, I wasn't told directly what to do or who to vote for, so strategically I had no idea what I was doing. But being the strategic mastermind that I am, I managed to not get voted off. But then when I got home I was so upset I ate all the fish. But no one will ever find out it was me because I'm really smart.

(The tribe sits around the fire. Amber stuffs a fish into her mouth.)

AMBER: OH MY GOD, THIS FISH IS SOOOOO GOOOOD!

KATHY (Ignoring Amber): I mean, guys, I don't understand why you would vote Lex out. We're all friends here, why couldn't we have voted out a dumbass like Rory?

RORY: Hey!

KATHY: I mean, he’s good at fetching water and shining shoes, but otherwise he’s completely useless.

RORY: I thought you said we were all friends here?

KATHY: Everyone but you, sweetheart.

RORY (Confessional): I've just about had it with being ostracized just because I'm different. One of these days I'm going to come up with an insanely brilliant strategy to win the game. I'll probably throw a bunch of needless hissy fits and yell and scream and then pretend I faked them all and then act completely shocked when I'm voted out for obvious reasons. Yeah, that's it. Stupid crackers.

(The moon flies out of the sky as night rolls on into day...)

= = =
DAY FOUR
= = =

- - -
Rupert's Angels
- - -

(The entire tribe stands around the chasm where the box of pythons was lost.)

RUPERT (Confessional): When we got up this morning, we were all pretty depressed. It's been a few days without food or water and we're all completely starving. And without the supplies we won at the challenge, we'll never be able to boil our water so it was really really important to me, Rupert, the king of the sea, that we find that box of pythons.

(Rupert dives beneath the soil, swimming through it like a fish and throwing earth to the side. Not finding anything, he dives beneath the surface once more. Colleen plays with Mr. Pussy Willows, while Jerri looks on disgustedly.)

JERRI (confessional): I f***ing hate Mr. Pussy Willows. Colleen fawns all over it because it’s soft and cuddly and smells like tuna. Well I can do that too, but does anyone love me, NOOOOOOO! I might as well just go hang myself and get that damn Nobel Prize.

ELIZA: We must find them, or all hope will be lost!

CHRISTY: Do we really need to find a box of pythons? I mean, they’re just big round, sweaty, pulsing snakey things that have a hard time fitting in small holes.

(Beat.)

ELIZA: WE MUST FIND THEM NOW!

(The group stands around the chasm, throwing spears and such into it.)

ELIZA: Are they down there?

SANDRA: Only one way to find out.

(Sandra and Rudy look to one another. Rudy nods, and pushes Eliza screaming into the chasm. Eliza screams and flies through the air. She continues falling, screaming the whole way.)

("THREE HOURS LATER")

(Eliza continues to fall, now just looking bored.)

ELIZA: I was expecting my brains to be exploded all over the ground by now, I mean, I’ve been falling for a while and I realize that-

(SPLAT! She looks up from the ground, realizing she’s landed in a little post-modern village where the sun is shining, and suddenly she's surrounded by little people.)

ELIZA: Where... where am I?

MUNCHKIN: You're in munchkin land! And we welcome you!

ELIZA: Oh dear, I don't wanna be in munchkin land! I just wanna find my lost box of pythons!

MUNCHKIN: Hmm, well, you'll have to talk to Sonja the Good Witch first.

(A giant Survivor logo floats onto the screen and transforms into a Sonja from Survivor: Borneo wearing a big pink frilly dress and carrying a banjo.)

SONJA: Why hello there, who're you?

ELIZA: Why, my name's Eliza and I've got a feeling we're not in Australia anymore. Right, Toto?

TOTO: Bark.

SONJA: Hmm, well, Wizard of Oz parodies are so lame and played out, but I personally suggest you make a visit to... the Wizard of Oz!

ELIZA: Why sure! He can help me get my lost box of pythons back!

SONJA: Just follow the yellow brick road!

ELIZA: Hooray!

(Eliza and Toto skip down the yellow brick road singing merrily.)

COLLEEN (OS): HELLLLLLO?! ELIZA, ARE YOU DOWN THERE?!

SANDRA (OS): DID YOU FIND THEM?!

(Cut to Eliza lying on the ground in a dark cave maybe ten feet below the others with her eyes wide open with pupils the size of golf balls. Six or seven pythons are attached to her via their mouths and sucking merrily.)

(Cut back to the tribe at the top of the cliff.)

SANDRA: Stupid bitch, probly took off with the pythons and made a break for freedom.

RUDY: You know what this means, right?

SANDRA: What?

RUDY: We have to kill her.

RUDY (Confessional): Yes we do.

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(Rain pours down on the tribe as they sit around their shelter. Richard wanders about separate from everybody, completely naked.)

RICHARD: Boy, oh boy, looks like it's about that time of day when I can start fishing. Tide's just about low enough.

(He wanders over to the shelter and picks up a makeshift fishing spear.)

RICHARD: I'm gonna go fishing. Does anyone want to come?

JON: Will you be naked?

RICHARD: Yes.

(Everybody mumbles to themselves as Richard walks away dejected.)

RICHARD (Confessional): I don’t feel like I’m included with everyone else. Maybe it’s because I’m gay, maybe it’s because I’ve won this before, maybe it’s because they don’t like seeing my meat rocket bouncing off my knees, I don’t know, I’m not a psychologist. What I do know, is that I’m gonna win this thing.

(He sees a snake going along the ground by the river.)

RICHARD: I also know I want to see this thing swim.

(He grabs it by the tail and prepares to toss it to the river.)

(Cut to a shot of camp.)

RICHARD (OS): HOLY DEAR GOD MY TESTICLE!

MICHAEL (Sitting near the fire): Hey, did you hear that?

KATHY: No, I was too busy being self absorbed.

(Cut back to Richard, fishing.)

RICHARD (To the camera): Even though it would've made more sense for me to learn another skill for my third game of Survivor, what with Lex, Rob, Michael, Kathy and Rupert all being quite good at fishing, I still decided that going into this game, fishing would be my strongest and only skill. (Beat.) It's a brilliant plan. OOH A FISH!

(He dives down and tries to jab it. A giant tentacle wraps around him and bursts out of the water. Within seconds, Richard is in mortal peril, being attacked by a giant octopus.)

RICHARD: ...Hmm... What would Jesus do?

(Quick cut to "QUENTIN TARANTINO'S THE PASSION OF THE CHRIST")

(Jesus Christ, our lord and savior, is shown in mortal peril, being attacked by a giant octopus as Jungle Boogie plays in the background.)

JESUS: Man! This is just about to get PASSIONATE!

(Jesus whips his halo at the octopus, cutting him in two.)

JESUS (Waving his hands in front of him): Powers of God, I command thee! Turn this water into wine!

(The water suddenly turns red and the octopus cries out in confusion as it bleeds everywhere. Jesus backflips out of his grip and lands with both feet flat on the water. Then he blinks and the shot becomes black and white. He whips out a samurai sword and starts hacking the crap out of the octopus.)

(Several men in suits run at him with various weapons and he violently takes them out where every minor nick and cut causes a cascade of blood. Most of them drown though cause he's the only one that can walk on water.)

SOME GUY (OS): DIE YOU COMMIE MOTHERF***ER!

(Pan over to some guy in a rowboat holding a big revolver. He fires at Jesus several times point blank but misses somehow.)

JESUS: Now THAT's a miracle!

(Jesus runs over and breaks his head off with a flying jump kick. He holds the guy’s severed head up with a primal roar.)

(Back to Richard.)

RICHARD: ...Nah.

(Back at camp, Richard drags the corpse of the giant octopus back.)

RICHARD: I got food!

(Everyone crowds around him and cheers.)

AMBER (Now considerably fatter than she was before): Food! I love food!

(Amber starts to eat one of the tentacles raw.)

AMBER: Tastes like Rob.

MICHAEL (Confessional): I think when Richard caught that giant eighty foot octopus, it said a lot about his character. It shows that Richard Hatch really knows how to be the provider. It's his thing. But for me, all that proves is that he needs to go down. Richard's next, guaranteed, and if he isn't, I'll eat my entire family.

(Commercial break.)

- - -
Rupert's Angels
- - -

(Eliza skips around in her fairytale wonderland, completely oblivious that the whole thing is just a vivid hallucination. She continues down the yellow brick road with Toto by her side until she passes Brandon from Survivor: Africa nailed to a post.)

ELIZA: Hey, you a scarecrow?

BRANDON: No, I’m Brandon from Survivor: Africa.

ELIZA: Then why are you on that pole?

BRANDON: Evidently it’s a mortal sin to be gay so they crucified me. F***ing Christians.

(Beat.)

BRANDON: Hey, like, oh my god! You should totally go this way!

(He points left.)

ELIZA: ...Really?

BRANDON: Like, totally! Or maybe this way!

(He points right.)

BRANDON: Like, oh my god, isn't this totally confusing? Like, which way are you gonna go girlfriend?

ELIZA: ...I don't know, which way?

BRANDON: I'm, like, totally sorry, wow I'm confusing. Guess that's what you get with a brain made of straw, eh sister? Can you let me off this fricken post?

(Eliza rips his hands and feet from the nails and he skips about in front of her, bleeding all the way.)

BRANDON (Holding out a bloody hand): Hi! I'm totally the Scarecrow now! Who're you?

ELIZA: I'm Eliza. I'm trying to find my lost box of pythons.

BRANDON: Giiiirl, you should totally go to StarBucks Land! I totally heard that's where the Wizard of Oz is staying right now! He'll help you out! And besides, I totally need a new StarBucks card so I guess I can come along with you!

ELIZA: Really? There's a StarBucks Land?

BRANDON: Of course there is, silly! My entire life revolves around consumerism and StarBucks, just like every other stereotypical gay male!

ELIZA: Really? All of them?

BRANDON: Well, like, not every gay male. Just the stupid ones that choose to totally perpetuate the stereotype! (Looking at wrist) Oh my, is my wrist limp! Have you noticed that? Really limp wrist!

ELIZA: Wow, you gays sure do seem crazy!

BRANDON: Oh, we are! Did you know that if we work at any place besides Old Navy, The Gap or a coffee shop we SPONANEOUSLY COMBUST?!

ELIZA: I had no idea!

BRANDON: It's true! That's why most of us are dead!

ELIZA: I thought that was because of AIDS?

BRANDON: Well, that too! But we don't talk about that! LET'S GO SEE THE WIZARD!

(Music kicks in and Eliza and Brandon suddenly know all of the choreography to the song.)

ELIZA AND BRANDON:
We're off to see the wizard!
The wonderful Wizard of Oz!
If ever a wiz there wiz there was, the Wizard of Oz is one because
Because because because because beeecauuuuse
Because of the wonderful things he does!

(They skip down the yellow brick road in unison. Cut back to Eliza sitting in the cave. She drools disgustingly and giggles a bit. One python has begun to swallow her from the feet up to her ankles.)

(Back at camp, Rudy is sharpening his machete. Long holding shot as he does it for several seconds.)

COLLEEN (Confessional): Rudy's been sharpening our machete for the last forty minutes straight. Why does he need the machete so sharp? (Beat.) I think he's obviously going to carve us cute little animal figurines and I'm going to love them forever! Yay! I like rainbows!

(Back to the tribe.)

COLLEEN: I'm going to go skip and sing to myself! Hooray!

(Colleen starts humming a happy little tune quite loudly and runs away from camp.

JERRI: Hey guys, wanna know a secret?

SANDRA: What?

JERRI: You know Colleen's kitten, Pussy Willows?

SANDRA: Yeah?

JERRI: ...Well...

(Cut to a shot of random Australian shrubs. Silence. Then all of a sudden birds fly all over the place in reaction to the insanely loud screaming of Sandra.)

SANDRA (OS): WHO THE F*** WOULD SMUGGLE BEEF JERKY INTO SURVIVOR?! THAT'S F***ING T*** G***!

(Back at the camp.)

JERRI: I'll tell you who. That cat. I saw it with my own eyes. That cat is a liar and a cheat and he was eating that beef jerky like there was no tomorrow!

RUPERT: My god! I can't imagine someone cheating like that!

(Vecepia makes a loud snoring noise.)

JERRI: AND it can't cook rice!

RUPERT: Man oh man, Colleen's gonna pay.

RUDY: And I'm gonna kill Eliza.

RUPERT: What?

RUDY: Nothing.

(Long shots of shifty eyes, even going to Eliza’s glazed and drugged out eyes.)

RUPERT (Confessional): I think the paranoia at camp is really getting to everybody. Eliza's been missing for a few days, so nobody knows if she's plotting an alliance or if she was raped, killed and mutilated or something. Rudy seems adamant on voting her out, and me and Sandra have an alliance so she's good to go even though she's my loyal wench. Then there's Clay, who's too short to know what's going on, and Vecepia, who's just too damn boring to have any real relevance to this game. These people have no idea that the only way to win this game is to catch alot of fish. Morons.

(Cut to Vecepia, sleeping in the shelter.)

RUPERT: Vecepia, I have FISH! Don't you love that I have FISH?!

(Silence, Vecepia makes a loud snoring noise.)

RUPERT: Dammit, WHY AREN'T YOU PAYING ATTENTION TO ME?! I CAUGHT FISH! I'M IMPORTANT!

(Silence.)

RUPERT: You play a cocky game, Vecepia. A cocky game indeed.

(Rupert raises an eyebrow at her and slinks away uncomfortably.)

COLLEEN (Confessional): Vecepia I think is playing the best game out of everyone right now. She's flying really low under the radar, mostly because she's never conscious, and when it comes to strategy, she's excelling everyone on that front because really she's done nothing to ruffle any feathers. Mostly cause she's never conscious. Hmm... I wish I were black, then maybe I'd be as smart as her.

- - -
Challenge Beach
- - -

(The castaways arrive to be greeted by host Jeff Probst.)

JEFF PROBST: Alright, you worthless ego driven freaks, it's time for your first ever Super-Vivor Reward Challenge! You might remember this challenge from last time we were in Australia. Each tribe will select one member to act as their "eyes," guiding their fellow castaways through several obstacles. Sitting atop two towers, the "eyes" must guide their tribe members through a series of obstacles, such as: stacking wooden beams, grabbing crab traps and filling up buckets of water. The first tribe to successfully complete the course wins a reward from our sponsors: Doritos, Mountain Dew and Dynacorp Chemicals and Radiological Weapons. But there's a twist...

(Dramatic music builds up.)

JEFF: Unlike last time we played this game... NO ONE WILL BE WEARING BLINDFOLDS!

(Dun dun dun!)

COLBY: But doesn't that eliminate the entire point of the challenge?

JEFF: ...What do you mean?

COLBY: Look, watch. I'm not blindfolded. (Walks over and picks up a crab trap) Ooh! Look at me! I just picked up a crab trap! (Places it on the table) Ooh! Look at me! I just placed it on the table! Oh, look what I'm doing, I'm picking up a bucket! (Picks up a bucket) And pulling this cord and filling it with water! (Does do) Look, I'm racing to the finish like with my bucket! GOD THIS IS SO HARD! (Placing it down) See, Jeff? This is so stupid. Why the hell would we do the challenges without blindfolds? It eliminates all the difficulty.

JEFF: Well, you just did it. Good job Colby! The S*** Tribe wins Reward!

COLBY: YEAH! GOD DAMN YEAH!

(Colby jumps up and down celebrating and the rest of the tribe surrounds him and cheers.)

RUPERT: Man, that looked like a TOUGH challenge!

JERRI: Pfft. I could have done it any day of the week.

(Colby splashes Jerri with a bucket of water, then goes to their prize crate.)

COLBY: Yay Mountain Dew and Doritos!

(Michael pulls a large glowing green thing oozing slime from the crate.)

MICHAEL: And this glowing green thing!

AMBER: Product placement is great! Yay!

(Amber is eating tons and much fatter than before.)

(Ancient Voices kicks in as The S*** Tribe celebrates and Rupert's Angels look all dejected. Everyone dances around happily flashing all of their product placement at the cameras while Colby shaves with a Schick Quattro and Colleen waves ChapStick around while Jerri flips through the issue of PlayBoy with her on the cover.)

(Commercial break.)

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

RORY (Confessional): I can't BELIEVE that other tribe celebrated when they won the Reward Challenge. I mean, what the hell? Who celebrates a win? What a bunch of cocky jerks!

(Michael, Richard, Rory and Kathy sit around the fire as the sun goes down. Richard is cooking something over the fire.)

MICHAEL (Reading an excerpt from a book labeled "HEALED HANDS, HEALING HEART" by Michael Skupin): "...And that's why white supremacy is the best supremacy there is."

KATHY: Aww, Michael, that was a touching excerpt there!

MICHAEL: Yes. All of those words came straight from my heart. I wrote it all myself. And the book's on Amazon.com too! I suggest when you get voted off you should go buy it.

(Beat.)

MICHAEL: Even though I'll probably orchestrate your ousters entirely by myself.

RICHARD: Can I ask why it's necessary for someone in his thirties who is barely even a pseudo-celebrity to already have an autobiography?

MICHAEL: ...What?

RICHARD: I mean, isn't that just a little self-absorbed? You're just trying to cash in on Survivor's success.

MICHAEL: Am not. Dude, you have an autobiography too.

RICHARD: So? I'm fatter than you so there's more of me to go around.

MICHAEL: Yeah, well, I killed a baby pig one time so you can BITE ME!

RICHARD: Oh yeah, well I beat my son! See?! See?! My life is SO more noteworthy than yours!

MICHAEL: I was in a plane crash AND an office building fire!

RICHARD: I was on the Weakest Link and Dog Eat Dog!

MICHAEL: I have celebrity golf tournaments every year!

RICHARD: I'm a fat hairy retard!

MICHAEL: I'm bald!

KATHY: Guys! Guys! Stop your bickering or I'll piss on all your open sores! You're BOTH worthless pseudo celebrities with despicable lifetime achievements that would make Hitler cringe. Okay? Now shut the hell up or I'm gonna put you in time out.

MICHAEL (To Richard): ...Your fried green tomatoes suck.

RORY (Confessional): Richard seems to be really jockeying for position lately. The man just doesn't let up. Fishes, fishes, fishes, and then he walks around naked all the time. It's like he always has to be the center of attention. I don't understand it. I mean why the hell does he always act so stupid all the time? Doesn't he realize that acting completely ridiculous just makes you look like an idiot? (Beat.) Well, doesn't he? DOESN'T HE?!

= = =
DAY FIVE
= = =

- - -
Rupert's Angels
- - -

(Back in Eliza’s dreamworld Oz, she and Brandon skip hand in hand as they whistle merrily with Toto shortly behind them. As they round a bend, they come across Brian from Survivor: Thailand, frozen in place in a bulky body cast and solid steel back brace.)

BRIAN: Oil, please…

ELIZA: Hey, it’s another hate crime victim! Let’s adopt him and name him Beppy!

BRANDON: Wait, I saw him first, we’re SO naming him Carson after that guy from Queer Eye For the Straight Guy that has a crooked nose!

BRIAN: My name’s Brian, woman. You might remember me from a little show called Survivor: Thailand. I mean, helllllo. I'm a celebrity. You two, my back brace is rusty and needs oil. You with the skirt, go fetch some for me from that oil tree over there.

(Sure enough, since this is the magical land of Oz, there is a tree with several small oil containers hanging from it. Brandon goes over to grab one.)

ELIZA: What happened to you?

BRIAN: I asked my wife to wash a dish and she just exploded and started beating the crap out of me like she usually does. My lawyers say if we get into another domestic dispute I get a free set of Encyclopedia Britannica, and lord knows I could use an Encyclopedia Britannica.

ELIZA: How horrible! And she freaked out just because of a dish?

BRIAN: Well, I did ask her to wash the dish while f***ing a horse, does that make a difference?

(Beat.)

ELIZA: Kinda, yeah.

(Brandon comes back in and begins pouring oil all over Brian’s back. He begins to rub it in slowly as porn-like music plays in the background.)

BRIAN: Anyway, I was going to the Wizard of Oz to get a restraining order when I just got too rusty and got stuck here.

ELIZA: Why, we were going to the Wizard too! I was going to ask him if he could find our lost box of pythons…

BRANDON:…...and I was going to ask him for Antonio Banderas. Boy would I like to eat a hot fudge sundae out of his underwear.

(Awkward beat.)

ELIZA: Anyhow, if you want, you could join us to go see the Wizard!

BRIAN: Well, my original intention was to just sit by and wait until the vultures came and started to feast on my rotten yet still unbelievably brilliant and supple flesh, but what the hell, I’ll join you.

(As Brandon finishes, Brian jumps up and does a quick dance.)

BRIAN: We’ll get my restraining order, your box of pythons, and Antonio Banderas yet!

(A broom quickly flies in with Ami from Survivor: Vanuatu on the back of it colored bright green and covered with ugly warts for some reason.)

AMI: You’ll never make it to the wizard! I’m going to get you my pretty, and your token gayboy too!

(She laughs maniacally and flies off.)

(Beat.)

ELIZA: That was random.

BRIAN: Yes. Yes it was. Who the hell was that?

ELIZA (Sighs): Just some chick from that island I was on awhile ago who voted out a guy with one leg, a war hero and that black dude on the other tribe. Since this is a Wizard of Oz parody, I guess she’s our mandatory Wicked Witch based character.

BRIAN: Cool. She's hot.

BRANDON: YAY! WIZARD!

(They join hands and begin to sing as they skip off down the yellow brick road again.)

ELIZA, BRIAN AND BRANDON:
We're off to see the wizard!
The wonderful Wizard of Oz!
If ever a wiz there wiz there was, the Wizard of Oz is one because
Because because because because beeecauuuuse
Because of the wonderful things he does!

(Back to Eliza in the cave, she sputters the song out incoherently as she repeatedly slams her head against the rocks. The snake has swallowed her up to the waist and continues to inch its way up.)

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(As much of the tribe lounges around camp, Amber continues eating from their reward feast. She licks her fingers as she enjoys the chips mightily, even though we can literally hear and see her getting fatter.)

AMBER: OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH MYYYYYYYYY GOD, THIS IS SOOOOOOOOOOOOO GOOOOOOOOOOOD!!!

KATHY: Can I have a Dorito?

AMBER: BACK OFF, THEY'RE MINE!!!

(She throws a rock that hits Kathy square between the eyes, sending Kathy limping away.)

KATHY (Confessional): God knows I adore Amber, but, she’s eating all the food and since all of us are hungry as is, we cannot accept her into the tribe. I mean, I love her to death, but she’s irritating, her feet smell, she’s a lousy strategist who didn’t deserve to win and doesn’t even deserve to be here, and she’s growing to a point where she’s created her own gravitational field. I mean, I love her, but… I’ve run out of redeeming qualities, and come to think of it I hate her guts.

(Colby and Richard lie down by the glowing green thing that they won during the reward challenge.)

COLBY: I’m hungry.

RICHARD: Me too, I’m so hungry I can’t get the energy to roll over and grind you inappropriately.

(Camera pulls back to show that Richard is quite nude and grinding against Colby regardless. Colby doesn’t seem to notice.)

COLBY: Wanna experiment?

RICHARD: DO I!

(Richard begins to pull down Colby’s pants, but Colby just goes over to the glowing green thing and starts to eat it.)

COLBY: Man, this is goooood! What a fun experiment!

RICHARD: I dunno.… Don't you think that eating that giant glowing piece of radioactive waste might be a little dangerous?

(Rory comes up and eyes them suspiciously.)

RORY: I wouldn’t do that if I was you guys. Don't you think that eating that giant glowing piece of radioactive waste might be a little dangerous?

(Richard looks to Rory and then the glowing green thing.)

RICHARD: Well, when you put it like that…

(Richard starts shoveling the glowing green thing into his mouth alongside Colby.)

RICHARD (Confessional): I wasn’t sure if I should actually eat the glowing green thing at first, but hell, we’re so hungry, and since Clarence ate our only can of beans I figured why not? And, well, once Rory warned us not to eat it, it cemented the deal for me. Since Rory’s got a brain roughly the size of a shot glass I knew it was all right to eat the glowing green thing we won, because he's always wrong. I mean, really, what’s the worst that could happen?

(Some time later we see camp... The sky has darkened and filled with clouds, lightning crackles and strikes the ground nearby, setting the boma ablaze. A plague of locusts attack the camp. Kathy runs by screaming.)

KATHY: They're in my hair! They're in my hair! GOD! I can feel them biting my anus!

(Colby is levitating off the ground, his body in the shape of a cross, vomiting bright green goo every which way as his head rotates around. Richard’s arms and legs contort as he walks around on the ground like a spider, flitting a long snake-like tongue as he chases after Kathy. She hides underneath a fold of Amber’s skin. )

AMBER: BACK OFF! I'M GOURGING ON SWEETS!

(Jon runs by flashing his gang signs and laughing maniacally. Michael stands in the middle with a Bible, holding it high into the air as fire rains down from the sky.)

MICHAEL: THE POWER OF CHRIST COMPELS YOU! THE POWER OF CHRIST COMPELS YOU! THE POWER OF CHRIST COMPELS YOU!

(Going over to Richard, Michael throws some holy water in his face, causing an audible sizzle.)

MICHAEL (Confessional): This is why God put me into the flames, for he knows that I am the one with the true power to smite all thine enemies. HE BURNED ME SO I CAN BURN THEM! I AM SURVIVOR!

COLBY (Confessional): Blabble dracknor derka derka turoth bock’tar helagtis brazzle melor draaaaaargh. Bock’tar NOTH!!!

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(Rudy tosses rocks into the chasm that Eliza fell into earlier. Panning down, we see Eliza in the cave as the snakes continue to devour her. He throws rocks at her face giggling as only Rudy could, in that his face doesn’t change in the slightest.)

(Cut to inside Eliza’s dreamworld Oz. Flying monkeys surround her, Brandon and Brian as they drop rocks from above.)

ELIZA: The monkeys! The monkeys! Oh dear god, the monkeys!

(As if on cue, one of the monkeys begins to urinate on her.)

(Cut back to the Outback. Rudy stands over the chasm and zips up his pants.)

RUDY (To camera): It’s a good day. But not in a homosexual way, that's for sure.

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(Rob runs into camp, rolling Amber on the ground like that blueberry girl from Willy Wonka.)

ROB: Hey everyone, we got Tree Mail!

(Michael attempts to wrestle Colby to the ground as he flies around the boma.)

COLBY: Draknor hoth skeboggally! Chewbacca yoko ono!

MICHAEL: Back off, vile creature!

ROB: Guys! Guys! Stop fighting! TreeMail!

(Kathy fights off the crawling Richard with a two by four, as he flits his tongue in and out and opens his mouth wide in an attempt to eat her.)

KATHY: Nooo! I'm too charismatic to die!

(Jon just runs by the screen flashing his gang signs in traditional fashion.)

JON: MACHO MAN! MACHO MAN! RANDOM WRESTLING QUOTE ! YEAH, I'M BADASS!

ROB: Alright, yah bastards! If you ain't gonna listen I'm just gonna read it! (Reading) "Guess who's eating bugs? Here's a hint: It's not one of us."

(Beat.)

ROB: I bet it was Colonel Mustard in the lobby with the lead pipe.

KATHY: There’s no lobby in Clue.

ROB: Yeah, well you’re lousy in bed too.

- - -
Challenge Beach
- - -

(We see a sweeping view of challenge beach as the two tribes make their way in. In the middle is a long table with multiple silver platters set up on it, with Jeff sitting on a bench opposite the tribes. He smiles as he hustles them in.)

JEFF: Come on in guys!

(They line up on their tribal mats. Colby’s head begins to rotate again, but Michael pulls him into a headlock that stops him.)

JEFF: Now, I know you’ve all been out here for a while and are probably starving, and, well, today we’re going to give you a bit of a feast.

(One by one the platters are opened up to reveal roast duck, piles of fruit, an entire turkey, lobster tails and huge piles of steaming, fresh brownies. Most of the castaways are drooling, while Colleen has to be physically restrained from jumping on the brownies.)

JEFF: Sorry guys, I haven’t had lunch yet.

(He pulls out a lobster bib and ties it on.)

JEFF: Now, bear with me for a second, alright?

(He sits down and starts eating turkey. He then stuffs a brownie in his face, pours some gravy on the turkey, eats some more, and then chops off a leg of duck and starts eating it. Pouring some gravy on a brownie, he puts it on top of the duck leg and starts eating the whole mass together.)

JEFF (Motioning to some stagehands): There, here comes your challenge.

(Some production assistants bring out a large and noisy barrel. They open it up to reveal dozens of cute, cuddly and fuzzy kittens, swimming about in a little pool of water. The castaways jaws drop.)

JEFF: Fear Factor, eat your heart out!

SANDRA: ...WHAT?

RORY: ...You're kidding.

JEFF: You will be bobbing for live kittens. You'll be pairing up, tribe member against tribe member. Nobody will be sitting out, seeing as how Eliza didn't show up for this challenge, making the two tribes even at eight members each. The first tribe to finish eight kittens wins, and yes, each of you must finish one. I don’t care how vile, disgusting, bloody or cute and fuzzy this gets, but for the sake of ratings, you’ll do it. If any of you do not, you forfeit Immunity for your tribe. I want you guys to show me how bad you want this. You say you're the All-Stars, and you'll do anything for a million bucks. Well, prove it.

(Dramatic music sting.)

KATHY: Holy s***, we have no souls.

JEFF: Round one: Rupert versus Rob. Well, what are you guys waiting for, let’s see some kitten eating!

(Rupert and Rob hesitantly approach the barrel full of yowling kittens. Pumping himself up, Rupert reaches in and pulls out a fat and fluffy tabby that looks at him with bright beady little eyes.)

KITTEN (Really cute and adorable): Mew.

(Rupert opens his mouth near its throat, wider and wider until...)

RUPERT: Do I REALLY have to eat this thing?!

JEFF: Absolutely.

RUPERT: But what about the bones and stuff?

JEFF: Choke on 'em. It's the rules. You have to eat a kitten. Have to.

RUPERT: Okay, okay, okay... I love being on TV, after all.

(Cut to a shot of Jeff and the castaways, as a sickening crunch is heard, blood splatters their faces.)

JERRI: ...We're going to hell.

(Boston Rob turns away from the camera and vomits, and vomits, and vomits, and, well, continues to vomit for about four solid minutes as the camera chooses to linger on him for some reason. The vomit is digitally superimposed with flowers and Rupert’s face over it.)

RICHARD: Hey, why is he vomiting flowers and Rupert?

JEFF: CBS doesn't like to show vomit on the air ever since that incident where Justin Timberlake vomited all over Janet Jackson's breasts during that Super Bowl halftime show.

RICHARD: They won’t show vomit, but they will show kitten eating?

JEFF: Of course. Eating kittens is far more acceptable than vomiting them up.

ROB (Choking a bit): God... This is messed up stuff, Jeff!

JEFF: Ah, come on, don't be such a pussy!

(Beat.)

JEFF: Pun intended.

ROB: Alright, alright!

(Rob stands tall as triumphant music is played.)

ROB: I've screwed over mah friends in this game, I've tossed all my morals out the door and Ah've done some despicable stuff. But even I won't eat a live kitten!

JEFF: Well then, that means Immunity's going to Rupert's Angels.

ROB: WHAT?! Screw dat!

(Rob dunks his head in the barrel, and removes it with nine cats clawing at his face.)

ROB: ...Dis hurts more den you think.

(Cut to a shot of Rob's S*** tribe, looking disgusted as various crunching and slurping noises, as well as lots of cute little meows are heard off camera. Blood, gore, and bits of fur fly everywhere. Colleen covers Pussy Willows' eyes with her hands.)

(Cut to Jeff, leaning over and looking into the barrel.)

JEFF: My god, Rob, did you just eat all of those kittens?

ROB: I'm here to win, Jeff. And that means anything.

JEFF: ...You just ate forty three kittens.

ROB: And?

JEFF: ...And you don't feel sick at all?

ROB: Not really. I'm here to win, Jeff.

JEFF: ...Dude, this game is f***ed. Immunity for The S*** Tribe!

(Silence for a sec.)

JON: YEAH!!! YOU LOST, YOU LOST, WE’RE NUMBER ONE YOU STUPID F*** BAGS, WE RULE, I F***ING RULE!!!

(Jon bounces up and down, flashing his gang signs, throwing his feces at the other tribe and flipping the bird to everyone. Jeff comes over, handing Michael the immunity idol as even he stands by shell-shocked at what he’s just seen.)

JEFF: Immunity, for S*** Tribe!

(He walks over to Rupert, curled up in a ball on the ground near a puddle of his own bloody vomit. Sandra cries.)

JEFF: Rupert, I’m so so sorry, so sorry, really, I can’t believe how sorry I am to say that you guys have to go to Tribal Council. Really, I am sorry, really, you weren’t supposed to be here, really. Anyhow, I’ll see you all tomorrow night, hope that the protein boost really helped!

(Jeff continues back in on his buffet, removes a big pipe from his pocket and lights it as Ancient Voices kicks in and the tribes part their separate ways.)

(Commercial break.)

- - -
The S*** Tribe
- - -

(The members of the S*** Tribe walk triumphantly back to camp.)

ROB (Confessional): Ah think we’re on a roll to beat the other tribe in this whole frickin game since we’re clearly the smahtah, the fastah and the strongah team. Ah mean, sure, Ambah's got a severe eatin disordah that’s lookin to destroy tha tribe and Richard and Colby are possessed by demons and I did get this nasty splintah that really hurts, but we’re winnahs. Ahm just proud of how well we handled ourselves after ah victory.

(Jon attempts to brighten the spirits of his group.)

JON: Did you see how much they cried when I threw my crap on them, man?! That was the funniest thing I’ve ever seen! F***ing losers! We rule, we rule, we rule, this is not a defense mechanism, we rule! Bring on the young girls! WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!

(The Aztec sun god Quetzalcoatl comes from the sky and drags Jon off kicking and screaming. Once the screams stop, a severed foot falls from the sky.)

(Beat.)

KATHY: You know what that cloud reminds me of? It reminds me of a teddy bear.

RORY: I’d say it’s more of a giant marshmallow.

KATHY: Agree to disagree.

(They continue to walk back to camp.)

COLBY (Confessional): In the name of the father Lucifer ALMIGHTY I shall spill the blood of the mortals and bathe in their essence as I absorb their strength. Except for Jon. Jon’s a moron, I’m officially cutting all ties with him.

(As they get back to camp, everything goes about normal. Colby washes green bile from his pajamas, Kathy goes up to a tree and begins urinating while standing up, Rob is making out with Amber (even though she looks like the offspring of Chris Farley and Jabba The Hutt), and Rory takes a gun apart, cleans it, loads it, unloads it, and cleans it again.)

RORY: I am the angel of death, the time for purification is at hand.

(Rory cocks the gun.)

(Michael goes over to a palm tree and shakes free several coconuts and a koala. Going to the pile, he tosses the coconuts to the side and chops the koala in half, revealing it to be full of milk. He drinks from it like one would a coconut.)

MICHAEL: God I love Survivor.

- - -
Rupert’s Angels
- - -

(The Rupert’s Angels tribe walks back to camp dejectedly.)

TOP OF CLAY’S HEAD (confessional): Wellthattharchallengewasarealtoughoneforusitellyouwhatwethoughtwewereinvinciblebutreallywerea
bunchofpansiesliketherestofthatothertribeilikewomenwithbigbackporchesireallywishwewonimmunitytodaysincebeinwithoutimmunitysuckshard.

(Rupert tosses the sleeping Vecepia onto a pile of rocks, she rolls over comfortably. Rudy picks up his machete and wanders off in search of Eliza, while the rest just settle into camp.)

JERRI: Anyone wonder what happened to Eliza?

SANDRA: Bitch is probably dead, who gives a f***? She’s just a loudmouth who f***ing runs her f***ing mouth off too much in those f***ing irritating curseful tirades, I f***ing hope she’s dead. F***ing h*** j*** c*** bitch.

COLLEEN (OS): WHO DID THIS?!

(Quick pan over to Colleen who is holding Pussy Willows up by the neck. Quite visibly carved into the side of said kitty is the word "DOG.")

COLLEEN: Who did this to my kitty?!

CLAY: Wellthattherjerrididitaintitobviousyastupidwhore?

COLLEEN (Oblivious): Who did this to an innocent kitty?

JERRI: Oh come on, it was just a joke!

COLLEEN: So it was you?

JERRI: It was just a joke! Mr. Pussy Willows smuggled beef jerky and molested Christy while she slept, right Christy?

(Christy has her back turned and is totally oblivious.)

JERRI: Exactly.

COLLEEN (Throwing Pussy Willows to the ground): I don’t care if Mr. Pussy Willows became a Catholic priest and banged you all night like a choir boy, he’s my cuddliest wuddliest little friend and you had no right! I WILL CUT YOU!

(Colleen runs over to Jerri shrieking with a dagger in her hand. The two start fighting it out, pulling on each others hair and throwing it down in a knock-down, drag out fight. Rolling around on top of each other, they fall into a mud pit and begin beating on each other as the camera goes into slow motion for some gratuitous mud-drenched homoerotic fun. Sandra, Rupert and the top of Clay’s head move in to watch the show.)

SANDRA: F***ing A. Shouldn’t someone stop this?

(Jerri straddles Colleen and begins grinding her into the ground as she pushes her face into the mud.)

CLAY: Yougonouttathereandstopthisillfrickinbeatyouintothegrounditellyawhatifihadavideocamerathiswouldwinanacademyawarditellyouwhat.

SANDRA (Confessional): This tribe is really f***ed.

RUDY (Confessional): Yes it is. I hope Eliza screams for hours.

(The sun crosses the sky and fades into darkness.)

= = =
DAY SIX
= = =

- - -
Rupert's Angels
- - -

(Eliza, Brandon and Brian creep through some scary woods.)

BRANDON: We have to watch out! There's lions and tigers and bears in this forest!

BRIAN: ...Oh, shut the hell up. This joke's been done a million times before. I'm not doing the "Lions and Tigers and Bears" song.

ELIZA: But what if we want to do the song?

BRIAN: Go right ahead, I'm not joining in. It's lame and not funny. Stupid Wizard of Oz parodies. I mean, what's funny about doing a joke about a movie from the thirties? Nobody remembers the thirties because nobody likes the thirties! Every punchline has been used before!

ELIZA: Not every punchline. Why did the chicken cross the ro-

BRIAN: Polio, it’s polio, all right? F***ing thirties.

ELIZA: God, no wonder your wife beats the s*** out of you.

VOICE (OS): ROAR, I'M SCARY!

ELIZA: OH MY GOD, WHAT WAS THAT?!

BRANDON: Maybe it was a lion and tiger and bear! Hold me!

(Eliza does so.)

VOICE (OS): Who dares enter my forest kingdom?!

ELIZA: Just us, sir! A sweet little girl and her flamboyant friend! And some jackass in a metal suit.

BRIAN: Tin. It's tin.

ELIZA: Oh, shut up, you giant sardine can.

(A big black lion jumps out of the forest.)

OSTEN: Boo! I'm scary!

ELIZA: Hey, aren't you that jackass that quit Survivor 7?

OSTEN: ...Maybe, but I’m proud of myself, it’s the greatest thing that’s ever happened in my life! I feel fantastic! What's it to you?

ELIZA: You're a big wuss. You quit Survivor and you're big and burly.

OSTEN: Well that may be true but you're not king of the jungle, are you?

BRANDON: I think she has too much vagina to be king of anything, honestly.

SOME GUY (OS): Dude, you got beat by a lady in a boy scout uniform!

ELIZA: Hey Osten, guess what?

OSTEN: What?

ELIZA (Moving arms up and down): Boo! I'm a scary ghost!

OSTEN: HOLY S***!

(He jumps back.)

ELIZA: God, you're such a wuss.

OSTEN: Am not!

ELIZA (Pointing at the ground): Hey look, a pelican!

OSTEN (Shrieking): Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god! MOMMY! HELP ME!

BRANDON: Wow, he totally, like, needs therapy.

BRIAN: Yeah, even I'm able to recognize he's a wuss, and I get beat up by girls.

OSTEN: Ah, screw you guys, I'm quitting this hackneyed parody.

(Osten wanders off screen.)

ELIZA: Fine! Be that way! We don't need a cowardly lion character anyways you big bag of pussy!

(Silence.)

BRANDON: LET'S GO SEE THE WIZARD!

ELIZA: Hooray!

(Cut back to camp. Most of the tribe sits around the fire. Colleen repeatedly hits Jerri in the shoulder.)

JERRI: (As she gets hit) Ow... Ow... Ow... Ow... STOP IT!

COLLEEN: Not until you apologize, meanie!

JERRI: I’ll apologize when you apologize for being a lousy kisser!

JERRI (Confessional): Carving the word "Dog" on Pussy Willows was definitely a strategic move. I mean, by smuggling in that beef jerky, not cooking rice, and molesting Christy, that cat proved that he was a real strategic player. So I figure, since cats don't have logic like normal humans do, if I were to carve the word "Dog" into its flesh, I'd confuse it into thinking it's another animal. But instead all I did was make myself look like a bitch. How'd THAT happen? Beats me. Anwhoo, I think everyone was scrambling and jockeying for position before Tribal Council today. I mean, in an All-Star game where people are changing their minds a mile a minute, it's impossible to tell who's going to go. I'm definitely a target, and also Vecepia, because she seems reluctant to join any alliances.

(Cut to Jerri, walking up to Vecepia, who is sleeping.)

JERRI: Hey Vecepia, wanna form an alliance?

VECEPIA: (Snores)

JERRI: ...FINE, be that way!

(Jerri sulks off.)

(Cut back to Eliza's wonderland.)

ELIZA: This is it, guys! The StarBucks City!

(Pan over to a gigantic city made entirely of StarBucks cups.)

ELIZA: Yay! Now I can get my box of pythons!

BRIAN: And I can get my restraining order!

BRANDON: Yay! Now I can have awkward anal sex with Antonio Banderas!

ELIZA: But where oh where could the Wizard be?

(Cut to all of them standing in the wizard's chambers.)

ELIZA: Hey, how'd we get to the wizard's chamber so quickly?

BRANDON: It's the last ten minutes of the episode, we're short for time.

ELIZA: Oh, cool.

(Rudy walks into the shot dressed as a wizard, with a flowing blue robe and a big pointy hat.)

RUDY: Hey. I'm the wizard.

ELIZA: Hooray! Wizard, I've been searching all day for a box of pythons I lost! Can you help me?!

BRANDON: Yeah, and I've been looking for a sexy hairy man beast!

BRIAN: And I need a restraining order.

RUDY: Alright, alright, as the wizard, I'll help yous. (Placing a hand on Brian's shoulder.) Brian, stop being such a woman. Smack her in the lip like any good man should. That's the only way to solve your problem.

BRIAN: Wow, I never thought of it that way before! Thanks Wizard!

RUDY: And Brandon, don't be such a fricken' homo. What you need are big tits and some wet box. Go find it.

BRANDON: Wow... Wow... maybe you're right!

(He skips off merrily.)

RUDY: And Eliza, this whole thing has been what you think is a snake poison induced hallucination, but in reality pythons are about as un-poisonous as it gets. Wake the f*** up.

(Cut to Eliza in the cave. She suddenly snaps out of it.)

ELIZA: EW! GROSS! I'M COVERED IN SNAKES!

(She starts beating them away with her hands and tossing them as far away as possible. With her last ounce of strength she pulls herself up with the box of pythons on her back and climbs up the cliffside. Suddenly, a rope drops down. She looks up to see Rudy at the top of the cliff.)

ELIZA: Thanks, Rudy!

(She holds onto it.)

ELIZA: Now pull me up!

RUDY: Oh, it ain't for helpin' you. I want you to hang yourself. You're dumb.

ELIZA: Oh, COME ON!

RUDY (Sighs): Ah, alright.

(He pulls her up.)

ELIZA: Yay! Now let's head back to camp.

RUDY: Yes... Camp... (Shifty eyes)

(Rudy and Eliza start walking into the forest as suspense filled music plays. Rudy whips out his machete and starts stroking it.)

ELIZA: Gee, it sure is dark all of a sudden. (Turns around.) Hey, why are you holding a machete?

RUDY: ...I dunno.

(He starts chasing after her with the machete and she screams wildly. Lots of atmospheric Hollywood horror stuff as Eliza runs though the forest, tripping tons, in the dark as Rudy walks behind her at a slow pace, like all movie serial killers that know they're gonna get their prey. At one point Eliza stops, takes off her shoes, shovels some rocks into her shoes, and keeps running, tripping much more often though. Finally, as darkness fills the background, Rudy and Eliza meet face to face, Eliza lying in the ground, screaming in terror as Rudy stands over her with the machete.)

RUDY: Kids today, what's wrong with 'em? I don't even know what MTV mea-

(Suddenly they're bathed in light.)

RUDY: What the hell?

- - -
Tribal Council
- - -

(Rudy and Eliza are standing in the middle of Tribal Council. The rest of the tribe has already taken a seat.)

JEFF: Welcome, Rudy, Eliza, to your first Tribal Council. You're late.

RUDY: ...Oh.

ELIZA (Shrugs): Oh, okay.

(They sit down with the rest of their tribe.)

JEFF: And you guys are just in time. I haven't even started the cheesy questioning yet.

(Beat.)

JEFF (Playing it straight): Christy, how does it feel to be at your first Tribal Council?

CHRISTY: WHAT?!

JEFF: ...How does it feel to be at your first Tribal Council?

CHRISTY: WHAT?!

JEFF: It's your first Tribal Council. How do you feel about that?

CHRISTY: WHAT?!

JEFF: ...F*** it. Sandra, how do you feel to be at your first Tribal Council?

SANDRA: Well, it's a pissoff, Jeff. I mean, we f***ing tried to f***ing beat the other team at that motherf***ing challenge but then they won and Jon threw his poop at us.

JEFF: Clay, strategically, where do you stand in this game?

CLAY: HeyyalldoyallrememberthatshowintheearlyninetieswithlikethatlittlegirlthatwasreallyadangedrobotandshewasallbeepbeepbeepboopboopboopimadamnrobotandeveryonewasallholycraplookadatrobotIwishIhadarobotlikethatandtherewasthisguythatwasallyodamni'mgonnakillyourobotgirlandshewaslikenowayinhellitellyawhat!

JEFF: ...True enough. Vecepia, are there any alliances in this tribe?

(Vecepia snores loudly. Jeff looks pissed.)

JEFF: Jesus people, do you guys share ONE brain cell between you?! I'm asking SIMPLE questions and I don't understand what's going through you people's f***ing minds! Some of you are playing this game for the THIRD time and you can't even answer a simple question. GOD!

(Silence.)

RUPERT: Yes, that's true.

COLLEEN: Our bad.

JEFF: Now we all know about the controversy that happened when you guys lost the Reward you won a few days ago. Did you guys get around to finding it?

JERRI: Yeah, Eliza found it.

ELIZA: I've been hallucinating from python venom for three days!

JEFF: Pythons aren't poisonous. They have no venom.

(Beat.)

JEFF: I mean seriously, what the f*** is wrong with you people?

COLLEEN (Solemnly): I like rainbows.

JEFF: ...Alright, let's get this vote started. You all know the drill, go write the name on the card and come back. Let's get started. Rupert, you're up first.

(Rupert wanders to the confessional and writes, "VEE.")

RUPERT: At this point I'd rather vote out Jerri because she refuses to acknowledge how fantastic I am at every aspect of life. But strategically you're the smartest choice because you're dead weight and detrimental to us at the challenges. And by that I mean you suck because your skin is a different color than my skin. Therefore, you must go.

(Sandra is next. She writes her vote, curses at the camera a bit, and returns.)

(Rudy votes for Eliza.)

RUDY: You're fat, but you're good.

(Clay is next. He jumps up and down repeatedly trying to get high enough to grab the pen and paper. Finally gives up without voting, and returns to the tribe.)

(Christy decidedly writes down her vote and returns.)

(Eliza is next. She votes for "MOMBI.")

ELIZA: Just because you have ten heads doesn't mean you can boss me around. Stupid bitch.

(Colleen is next. She votes for Jerri.)

COLLEEN: Jerri, I think it's despicable what you did earlier today. I tried to get even with you by peeing in your rice and vomiting in your shoes but I still don't feel that I've sunk to your level of despicability. So I'm voting for you. Put THAT in your crack pipe and smoke it like crack, crackie!

(Jerri votes for Colleen.)

JERRI: Colleen, you brought this all on yourself. How DARE you have a pet. You're so stupid.

(Vecepia is dragged to the confessional by two camera men. She slams her head on the paper and drools all over it.)

JEFF: I'll go tally the votes.

(Jeff returns a few seconds later with the voting confessional.

JEFF: Okay, first vote... Hey... This is just a blank card.

CLAY: Yeahsorryboutthatahtellyawhatgoddammit.

JEFF: Oooookay.

(He places it to one side.)

JEFF: And the next vote... Hey! This one’s blank too, but covered in drool!

(Cut to Vecepia snoring.)

JEFF: ...Right. The next vote is for "Vee." That's one vote Vecepia. "Colleen." One vote Vecepia, one vote Colleen. "Jerri."

(Jerri looks around suspiciously.)

JEFF: One for Colleen, one for Jerri, one for Vecepia. And the next vote, "Mombi." Jesus guys, there isn't even a Mombi in the cast. Is that like Bambi or something?

(Silence. Pussy Willows meows cutely.)

JEFF: Next vote: "Eliza." That's one vote for pretty much everybody. Way to strategize. "Vecepia." "Jerri." Oh, we're tied two-two, that's pretty exciting... And the next person to be voted out... "Vecepia."

(Vecepia sleeps with one hand cradling her head. She drools a bit.)

JEFF: Vecepia. Get over here with your torch.

(Beat.)

JEFF: ...Ah, whatever.

(He walks over, grabs her arm, literally drags her over to the exit, douses her torch with the beer can (this takes about thirty seconds) and then tosses her down the flight of stairs that leads to the final confessional booth.)

JEFF: Well, I think we've all learned something tonight. If you're going to be on this show, DO SOMETHING. I'll see you guys tomorrow.

(The tribe takes off as Ancient voices kicks in.)

A Lapointe-Carter Joint
Proud to be almost as juvenile as the show we're making fun of!

= = =
VECEPIA'S FINAL WORDS
= = =

(Shot of an empty confessional booth as the credits roll.)

= = =
NEXT TIME ON SUPER-VIVOR!
= = =

(Shot of a Koala eating a kangaroo and tossing it's corpse around like a ragdoll.)

JEFF (VO): Tension boils at Rupert's Angels.

(Colleen is seen sitting in front of a stump, holding a fork and knife and wearing a bib. On top of the stump is an old woman in a nun costume.)

RUPERT: Eat the nun! Eat the nun!

COLLEEN: I don't wanna eat the nun!

JERRI: EAT THE FRIGGEN NUN!

JEFF (VO): The S*** Tribe makes a stunning discovery.

KATHY (Digging in the dirt): It's the skull of a man!

(Zoom out, there's a giant flying saucer, half buried, behind her.)

JON: Boy, THAT's pretty hard to miss.

JEFF (VO): And a crazy twist that'll surprise everybody except for you because you saw this preview!

JEFF (At challenge beach): There'll be TWO Tribal Councils tonight! Two of you are goin' home!

COLBY: Oh, balls.

(The Super-Vivor! logo fills the screen.)

JEFF (VO): SUPER-VIVOR! Wednesdays at 8!
