CARELESS WHISPERER
WOODLAND SERIES (tentative title: “Roughin’ It”), PILOT
SCRIPT ROUGHLY 80% FINISHED
After Byron turns the neighborhood pool party into a fiasco, mother Ada takes him to a shady television shrink (Placebo LaDingo) for answers.  However, the family quickly discovers that there are no easy answers for the terrible twos.
CAST:

Ada Wentworth-Sanders
Age: late 20s
Species: black bear

A single mother and computer programmer, Ada is adept at her career but strikingly inept at raising children.  She’s generous and full of good intentions, but so airheaded you’d expect her to leave a trail of brain crumbs wherever she goes.
Elle Sanders
Age: 3 ½
Species: black bear

All outward appearances suggest that she’s an ordinary little girl, but Elle carries the burden of wisdom beyond her years and has come to the horrible conclusion that she and everything around her is a work of fiction.  She tries her best to keep her family safe and sane, but rarely succeeds.

Byron J. Lennox
Age: 2 
Species: brown (Kodiak) bear

Byron is a rambunctious, reckless cub with a penchant for cartoon violence.   He’s not a bad child… he just doesn’t know it yet.  He’s also incredibly strong, although this is generally reserved for key plot points or unexpected comic relief.  Byron is rarely seen without his trusty (and often moist) diaper. 

Placebo LaDingo
Age: mid 30s
Species: wild dog

Placebo is a junk psychologist who hosts Woodland’s most popular daytime series.  He has a thick, flamboyant Latin accent and is ridiculously short.  Placebo claims to be a tireless children’s advocate, but in reality is remarkably self-centered and manipulative.  He’s based loosely on Cesar Milan, and tightly on Dr. Phil McGraw.
SCRIPT
(out in the yard, next to the pool and a table covered with towels, soft drinks, and light snacks)
(party preparation could use a little more padding; it climaxes too early and some gentler jokes should be used as a lead up)
Ada: “Is everything ready for the pool party?  Life jacket, life preserver, life boat… yep, we’re all set!”
Elle: “Are you sure this is a good idea, mom?  Ever since Byron turned two last month, he’s been kind of… um, what’s a nice way to call him a jerk?”
Byron, hunched over an ant hill with a magnifying lens: “Take this, ants!”
Ada: “He has been a handful lately, hasn’t he?”
Elle: “Yeah, that’ll work.”
Ada: “It’ll be okay.  Byron knows this is important to me.  I’m sure he’ll be on his best behavior when the party starts.”
Byron, holding a nuclear missile over his head: “Take THIS, ants!”
Elle: “Byron, insects can survive a nuclear blast.”
Byron: “They CAN?  Aww…” (flings missile over the fence.  A massive explosion and an anguished scream can be heard next door)
Ada: “Now get dressed!  The guests should be coming any minute now.”
Elle: “Except the guy Byron just bombed into the stone age, anyway.”
(picket fence door swings open, in staggers a wolf with smoking fur and tattered clothes)
Wolf: “Yabba dabba dooooo…” (falls to the floor)
(introduction sequence should be inserted here.  I imagine a camp song being sung by all the principal characters, to drive home the show’s woodsy setting.  It’d be something playfully mocking, but not cynical to the point of being depressing)

Hippo: “Young man, aren’t you a little big for diapers?”
Byron: “Aren’t you a lot big for that bikini?”
Wolf: “Ha!  Kid’s sure got your number!”
(Hippo thrusts one fist upward, uppercutting the wolf into the pool.  Maybe wait a while before he actually drops back into the pool, to play with the viewer’s expectations.)
Fox: “Better put on some sunblock.” (dabs a tiny spot on his nose) “There, covered from head to toe!”
(Byron laughs mischievously, steals sunblock and replaces it with extract of poison sumac.  A deer dabs it on his nose, only to wake up an hour later to find a bright red orb where his nose used to be.  Many Christmas jokes follow)
(Byron holds up a list) 
Byron: “Could you give this to Santy Claus for me?  I want a tricycle, and a bicycle, and a unicycle, and a Super Contendo Entertainment System, and…”
Deer: “I’LL UNICYCLE YOU, YOU LITTLE CREEP!”
(Byron runs behind his mother, peeking his head out from behind her legs)
Ada: “Rudy!  You know better than to threaten a little boy with circus equipment!”
Deer: “What I KNOW is that your kid has been a weapons-grade brat from the moment the party started.  How many of you want me to give this throwrug-rat a free ride on Antler Express?”
(everybody at the party instantly raises their hand)
Deer: “How about now that he’s dumped cement mix into the pool?”
(everybody in the pool struggles to raise their other hand)
Deer: “I… rest… my… case.”
(everyone files out of the yard grumbling, with the hippo taking the wolf, half-sealed in concrete, out in a wheelbarrow.  This could double as a Hans Solo carbonite joke, too)

Elle: “Who the heck puts poison sumac in a tube, anyway?”

(back in the house)

Ada: “Make friends with the spiders.  You’ll be in that corner for a long, LONG time.”
(dumps “dunce” hat on Byron’s head.  Not satisfied, she takes a hat three times its size and drops it over Byron, covering his head and torso)
Elle: “I told you this was going to happen…”
(close up of Ada growling ferociously, her eyes wild with rage)
Elle: “I’ll… just shut up now.”
Byron (muffled): “Could somebody poke a few holes in this thing?  Come on, it’s dark in here…”
Ada: “I just don’t understand where I’ve went wrong with him.  Elle, you turned out fine…”
Elle (looking up from her copy of War and Peace): “No complaints here.”
Ada: “…yet I can’t seem to do anything with Byron.  Is this just a phase he’s going through?  Is this the way he’s always going to be?  Was his mother a raging chocoholic?”
(Elle holds up a sign reading “Chocolate’s not healthy for bears.”)
Ada: “I just don’t- Elle, what was that?”
(Elle quickly hides the sign behind her back)
Elle: “Nothing, mom.”
(Ada looks down suspiciously)
Ada: “I’ve got to get him on the right path.  I’m just not sure how!  I’ve tried just about everything, and I’m getting desperate…”
(Elle holds up a new sign reading “Also, Byron is adopted.”)
Ada: “Young lady, didn’t I tell you ‘No forced exposition in the house?’”
Elle: “Fine, fine...” (storms off petulantly)
(Ada notices an advertisement on television)

Placebo: “Frustrated parents!  Is your child out of control?  Has your cuddly ball of fluff turned into a bad news bear overnight?  Has his behavior turned a meticulously planned pool party into heartache and sixteen tons of chlorinated concrete?”
Ada (crouching down next to the TV with her nose pressed up against the screen): “Yes!”
Placebo: “Is this commercial eerily relevant to your specific situation?”
Ada: “Yes, YES!”
Placebo: “Then come to the Placebo LaDingo show!  I’ve got the quick fix for all your parental problems!”
Ada: “A quick fix?  Those are the best kind!  I’ll call him right now!”
Elle: “Mom, don’t you think-“
Ada: “No time for thinking, honey!  I’ve got to do this before it’s too late!”
Elle: “But he’s not even a real doctor!”
Ada: “Oh, that’s what you said about my gynecologist.” (scratches self awkwardly) 
Ada (talking on phone): “Okay, okay… we’ll be at the studio tomorrow.  Bring home movies, you say?  How about footage of my Halloween party?  Great!  See you soon!”
Elle: “This kind of thing is going to happen a lot, isn’t it?”

(flash forward to the set of the Placebo LaDingo show)

Placebo: “Hello, ladies and gentleman!  Welcome to Placebo LaDingo, the number one daytime talk show since my predecessor was lost at sea.  And she just bought that sea, too...  Today, we’re talking with the Sanders family, including single mother Ada, her daughter Elle, and her spirited son Byron.”
Byron: “Wow, you’re short! Bet you could fit in one of my diapers!”
Placebo: “Little boy, I…”
(Byron tears off the one he’s wearing and puts it on Placebo)
Byron: “Ha!  I KNEW it!”
Placebo: “Ah ha ha… isn’t that just adorable?  And isn’t this… damp.  Wardrobe!”
(Placebo vanishes offstage briefly while Ada slips a fresh diaper onto Byron)
Elle: “Well, we’re off to a great start.”

Placebo: “So, what seems to be the trouble with little Byron?”
Ada: “Well, Pla-CE-bo…”
Placebo (slightly annoyed): “It’s PLA-ce-bo.”
Ada: “Right.  Well, Byron wasn’t any trouble at first, but when he turned two, well… you ever watch The Exorcist?”
Placebo: “Um… yes.”
Ada: “Great film, but I’d skip the sequels.  Anyway, back to Byron.  He’s been pulling awful pranks on everyone, and nothing I’ve tried will make him stop!”
Placebo (holds out his arms to embrace her): “Come here, come here.  Tell me what he has done.”
Ada: “He put fire ants in Elle’s bed, and she couldn’t sit down for a week!  He put superglue on my office chair, and I couldn’t stand up for a week!  We can’t take it anymore!  It’s like an eternity with Howie Mandel!”
(audience gasps in stunned horror)

Placebo (patting Ada’s shoulder): “It’s okay… just let it all out.  Those are the things you can do without.  I want you to know that there is nothing about this situation… that isn’t your fault.”
(Ada’s eyes spring open)
Ada: “Say wha…?”
Placebo: “Parents are so quick to blame their toddlers when they wet themselves, or take a cookie without asking, or set fire to the curtains.  But as I always say… there are no terrible twos, just terrible YOUS.  Children are pure and innocent!  They can’t be held responsible for their behavior… it’s obviously your failure as a parent that drove them to it.”
Ada: “But… that’s not fair!  There’s nothing wrong with my daughter!”
Elle (looking up from her test tubes as she cures cancer): “Sure isn’t.”
Placebo: “You cannot take the credit for your daughter’s achievements!”
Ada: “Wait a minute, you just said-!”
Placebo: ”Silence!  You came here for my help, did you not?  Are we going to argue all day about how you are wrong, or will you sit there quietly as I give it to you?”
Ada (muttering): “You’re gonna give me something, all right…”
Placebo: “Ada can’t seem to understand why little Byron won’t behave, but you will, when you watch this unflatteringly edited home video!”
(grainy footage of Byron asking innocent questions, only to be interrupted by the growls and roars of his mother in a frightening zombie costume)
(Ada stares at the screen, slackjawed in disbelief)
Placebo: “You’ve seen it with your own eyes, ladies and gentlemen… Ada Sanders controls her family with threats and intimidation.  And she wonders why they rebel against her tyranny.  Shame on you!”
(Ada stares doe-eyed into the camera, then bursts into tears)
Ada: “Oh god, I’m a monster!  I should be spayed AND neutered for this!”
(The test tubes fall out of Elle’s hands as she watches her mother cry hysterically)
Elle: “This is some crap.  That’s it… Mom got us into this mess, and now I’m getting us out.”
(Elle walks over to the other end of the stage and looks up at Placebo as sweetly and innocently as she can muster)
Elle: “Mister, can I ask you a question?”
Placebo (crouching down to her eye level): “You certainly may, sweetheart.  Go ahead.”
Elle: “Did you bring my mom on your show to make her cry?”
Placebo: “Why no, dear.  I wanted to help her raise you better.”
Elle: “You made her cry.  I didn’t see you actually helping her.”
Placebo: “Dear, you’re too young to understand-“
Elle: “No, I understand plenty.  You trick people into coming on your show, then bully them for an hour to sell toothpaste and mayonnaise.  They let you do it because they think you have the answers to all their problems, but your answers are dumb and make the problems even worse.”
Placebo: “Kids say the most libelous things, don’t they? (Shut UP, little girl.)”
Elle: “You tell people you care, but anyone can say that… it’s a lot harder to show it.  What you’ve shown me is that you don’t care about my mom, or my brother, or me.  All you care about is you, and making you rich.”
Placebo: “I’ve heard enough!  Security, get this teddy off my stage!”
(a steroidal rhino with a striking resemblance to Steve Wilkos arrives to “escort” Elle off the set)
Elle: “Okay, okay, we’re goin’.  Byron, could you get the lights before we leave?”
Byron (perched above the stage, sawing at a rope): “Sure thing, sis!”
Placebo: “Get the li… oh dios mio.”
(Placebo looks up to see a massive stage light plummeting down toward him)
(the set shakes violently as large chunks of wood are thrown into the air)
(a twisted hand slowly emerges from the underside of the fallen stagelight)
Placebo (in a dazed, broken voice): “We’ll be right back after this message from Band-Mate bandages…”

(walking away from the studio)

Elle: “And nothing of value was learned…”
Ada: “I don’t know, honey… you sure were right about that guy.  I should have known better than to take our family’s problems to some shrunken down television shrink.”
Byron: “And I didn’t know I was being that bad.  Howie Mandel?!  Brr…” (shudders with disgust) 
Ada: “I’m really sorry about that, dear… that just kind of came out.”
Elle: “He really was the most annoying man who ever lived, you know that?”
Byron: “And that cartoon!  I’m just a baby, but even I have standards!”
Ada: “There was a bitter irony in him hosting a talent show…”
Elle: “Everybody’s got talent but the judge, apparently.”
(the Sanders walk off into the sunset, complaining about Howie Mandel)

