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EXT. KENNETH HAHN PARK - LOS ANGELES, CA

A park bench is full of DAY CAMP KIDS clamoring over one 
another when at the head of the table MS. MARTIN begins.

MS. MARTIN
K, guys. So with these two sticks, 
this piece of paper, and string. 
See this string, here. I want you 
to follow these instructions and 
make me some really cool kites. OK? 

KIDS
Yes, Ms. Martin.

The kids laugh and playfully continue on. Ms. Martin smiles 
but her smile turns to concern when...

Off in the distance under a tree, a boy named CHARLIE, 10, 
sits. Ms. Martin walks over.

TREE: 

MS. MARTIN
Hey, Charlie. What’s goin’ on? 
Don’t you want to make a kite with 
the rest of us?

CHARLIE
Kites are boring. 

MS. MARTIN
Well, they don’t think it’s boring.

Back at the table the kids are having a blast. Charlie shrugs 
the comment off.

CHARLIE
That’s all they do...kites.

MS. MARTIN
Yeah, that’s all they do. How about 
this? Let’s me and you make a deal. 
You hang out here for a while and 
when you’re ready to make, what 
ever it is you want to make, come 
back to the table and we’ll be 
waiting. Deal? Just as long as it’s 
cool.

CHARLIE
Anything?



MS. MARTIN
Anything. You’re free to do 
whatever you want. OK?

Ms. Martin holds out her hand “Deal?” but Charlie puts out 
his pinky.

MS. MARTIN (CONT’D)
Pinky swears? You don’t trust me? 
Come on.

Charlie coyly shrugs. Ms. Martin holds out her pinky.

MS. MARTIN (CONT’D)
Fine. Then you have to swear that 
it’ll be more than cool.

Charlie smiles. Ms. Martin leaves.

Charlie watches Ms. Martin walk back to the table.

Charlie lays back in the grass and puts his hands behind his 
head looking into the tree where specks of light dance 
through the leaves. The WIND whispers.

WIND
Char-lie.

But Charlie doesn’t notice. 

TIME PASSES:

At the TABLE, some of the kids are already done. Ms. Martin 
shades her eyes and looks towards Charlie.

Charlie walks around the tree like a maypole...

Ms. Martin sighs and goes back to watch the kids work and 
play. A girl shows Ms. Martin her kite...

MS. MARTIN
That looks great, Elise.

Charlie stops walking and sits back down, tucking his legs 
and laying down his head. Suddenly, a GUST OF WIND blows. The 
sound of tree leaves and chimes fill the air.

WIND
Char-lie, Charlie, Charlie!

As the dust picks up, Charlie closes his eyes, when as 
quickly as it came the wind quiets and something DROPS from 
above, hitting him on the head.

2.



Charlie opens his eyes and looks around, but sees no one. 

Lying on the ground beside Charlie is a card. It reads “OPEN 
ME.”

Charlie looks around again to see who left the card...maybe 
behind the tree? But again to no avail.

WIND (CONT’D)
OP-EN MEeee.

Charlie contemplates this as he is a bit scared. He looks 
around again...nothing, nobody.

Charlie begins to slowly open the card. But inside, the card 
is BLANK. Charlie frantically looks around the card, inside, 
outside, nothing? NOTHING?! Charlie is perplexed.

A slight breeze picks up. Charlie continues to stare at the 
card, harder and harder, until BOOM: suddenly, Charlie is 
engulfed in light. Charlie’s eyes widen in wonder.

Back at the TABLE no one else seems to notice that Charlie 
sits surrounded by a tornado of LIGHT and WIND, nor even the 
tree behind him whipping back and forth. 

At the TREE, Charlie slams his eyes shut. The sky opens above 
Charlie YANKING at the card. Charlie’s arm is yanked so hard 
he is lifted off the ground, then down, then up again. 

CHARLIE
NO! Wait!

WIND
Shhhh....

Until, FWOOSH, the OPEN ME card lurches out of Charlie’s hand 
and into the sky. Charlie tries to jump after it...

CHARLIE
Wait. WAIT! Don’t go!

...but as quickly as it came, the card is gone. The world 
once again, still. Charlie looks around, SLUMPS to the 
ground, and looks into his hands.

MOMENTS LATER:

Charlie walks back to the TABLE. Ms. Martin smiles but 
Charlie’s appearance startles her as Charlie’s hair stands on 
end. Some of the kids even laugh and point.
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MS. MARTIN
Charlie? CHARLIE? Are you OK? What 
happened?

But Charlie says nothing, quietly taking a seat at the head 
of the table. Like a Zen Master, Charlie takes a breath 
before beginning to work feverishly. 

Charlie takes all the materials from the table and begins to 
glue and hammer and create with quick purposeful movements as 
Ms. Martin and the children watch in awe.

Paper flies in the air, string is cut, popsicle sticks litter 
the ground. Charlie’s face intensifies, the kids are almost 
afraid, Ms. Martin covers her mouth.

MOMENTS LATER:

An excited, out of breath, Charlie looks up. The kids push in 
closer, surrounding Charlie. Everyone looks in amazement.

MS. MARTIN
Charlie? Charlie. How?

Charlie smiles.

LATER - IN THE SKY:

The sky is filled with small, cute little kites...

MS. MARTIN (O.S.)
Very inventive, guys.

When from out of nowhere, Charlie’s stealth bomber of a kite 
massively overshadows them all, no strings in sight.

MS. MARTIN (CONT’D)
Again, very nice, Charlie. Really 
cool.

From above, we look down upon a windblown Charlie as he looks 
up and smiles widely at the controls of a popsicle stick 
controller.

Charlie jams the controller up, and his STEALTH BOMBER KITE 
shoots off into the air.

MONTAGE:

The STEALTH BOMBER KITE flies across the sky. 
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Pass the HOLLYWOOD SIGN, then low across the PACIFIC... 

DARTING pass the BEACH...We WHIP PAN and...

EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER - CAMERA POV

...CUT across the pier, through the CROWD, LANDING on a 
lonely old FORTUNE TELLING MACHINE.

It reads “PROFESSOR N. VENTOR’S INNOVATION MACHINE” “IDEAS 
and INSPIRATIONS” “FUN FOR EVERY AGE” “GET A GLIMPSE INTO 
YOUR MIND” The price: FREE (TO THOSE WHO’LL LISTEN).

As we stare at the machine, it begins to SHAKE, we push it, 
closer and closer until the machine suddenly STOPS. 

We hear a DING and out POPS a card...that reads:

CU: “OPEN ME.”

Suddenly, the WIND picks up and off the card goes.

FADE OUT.
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