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THE LAN PARTY

FADE | N:
| NT. GAME ROOM (DI NETH S HOUSE) - N GHT

A bare roomin the inner suburbs of Ml bourne, Australia.
Three young nmen are playing a conputer gane on their
desktop PC s. They sit at a circular desk, each faces

i nwards and no-one can see the other’s screen. The only

noi se is the constant clicking of nouses, and the
occasional sound effect fromthe gane. It is 11:00pm - they
have been there for one hour.

DINETH sits to the right of shot. He is 25 and Indian. He
is an earnest man froma large famly, who em grated when
he was young. He is heavily built, nore so than Morpheus
(who conpensates for this with bravado). Dineth is a ganer
because his otherw se earnest nature does not lend itself
to making friends easily. Wthin the gane, he thinks of

hi msel f as a | eader.

MORPHEUS, 24, sits in the mddle. He is a country boy,
grown weedy and unhealthy fromtoo nuch gamng. He treats
both his gamng and his real |life with a sense of masculine
bravado. He plays ganmes for the conpetition. He is a smart
ar se.

TI MW, 26, sits to the left of shot. He is a tall, white,
awkward guy with no friends in the real world. Gam ng
brings himout of his shell, and he is at home anongst the
other ganers. O the three he is the nost skilled ganer,

t hough he woul d never say this. He wears a t-shirt that
says ‘Howard Hater’, typical of his passive aggressive
nat ur e.

They are playing the gane WarCraft 3. It is early days in
the gane, and their eyes are still awake and aware -
t hough the first signs of fatigue are starting to set in.

TI MW
VWhat next ?

MORPHEUS
| say we go after the Zurg.

DI NETH



The Zurg are too strong. It’'s better
to knock off the Protoss now because
they’ Il get tougher later on. Are
you ready to attack, Timy?

TI MW
| mjust upgrading to |level three
ground weapons. 2 m nutes.

DI NETH
Ckay. 1I'Il come neet you.

Mor pheus | ooks over at Timmy. Timmy doesn’t return his
gaze. He turns back to Dineth.

MORPHEUS
Ckay. W'l attack your bel oved
Protoss. But if they fuck us up 1’1
rip off your balls and feed themto
Mbses.

Mor pheus uses his nouth to snap at an inagi nary object. He
how s i ke a dog.

Di neth snorts in derision.

Dineth's sister, JAYANTI, 18, enters. She is small and
pretty, with big eyes and Iong black hair tied in a
ponytail. She is carrying three glasses of |enbnade on a
tray.

The boys stop their conversation on her entry. Qtherw se
there is no reaction or acknow edgenent.

Jayanti circles the table and puts a gl ass next to each guy
as they continue to play. As she pauses to | eave, she | ooks
qui ckly at ©Morpheus. Morpheus gives her a sneaky sml e,

whi ch Jayanti returns neekly, glancing nervously at her
brother. Timmy notices this exchange, but Dineth is too
invol ved in the ganme. She | eaves quickly, closing the door
behi nd her.

DI NETH
Ready for attack? Morpheus do you
have Blizzard yet?

MORPHEUS



(still smling)
Yes.

DI NETH
Ti nmy, how are you?

As Timmy is about to respond, a nmessage cones up on his
screen from Morpheus. It says: “MORPHEUS: | FUCKED HER LAST
Nl GHAT”. Timmy i s shocked.

DI NETH
Ti nmry ?
TI MWY
..Er ...yeah, good to go.
DI NETH
(I'nmpatient)

What have you got?

Ti mry | ooks at Morpheus with an “are you serious? |ook on
his face. Mdrpheus is confirmng the fact with a sneaky
smile.

TI MWY
Sone... Dragoons and... Archers.

DI NETH
(Matter of fact)
You' re supposed to build Dwarves to
go with ny Bl ood Angels.

MORPHEUS
He can build what he wants fucktard.
Let’ s go.
D neth | ooks annoyed about this, but says not hing.

Tinmy types a reply to Morpheus. It says “TIMW: 4 REAL?”

Mor pheus reads the nmessage and then | ooks over at Ti mry
smling. He gives a slight nod, and begins typing.

Ti nmy receives anot her nessage: “l got her drunk and owned
her. It was beautiful. Don't tell the Towelie.”



Ti mmy reads the nessage, and | ooks at Morpheus, frightened.
Mor pheus grins.

Many sound effects are heard as they head into battle.

are all

DI NETH
Ckay. I'lIl goin first with ny |leve
26 Barbarian. Tinmmy, you give
fl anki ng support. Morpheus, you're
air support and rear guard. Watch
out for Ogre-Mgi casting pol ynorph
spel | s. Ready?

TI MW
Ready.

DI NETH
Ready Fag.

concentrating on the gane. They begin to w n.

DI NETH
Set to arrow formati on.

The nouse-clicking and typing becones nore rapid.

DI NETH
Ti mry, how are we | ooking fromthe side?

TI MW
| " m sust ai ni ng danage but we’'re
hol di ng up. They have a | ot of
M notaurs but ny mana shield is
taking care of them

DI NETH
Mor pheus, is that a white centaur
dragon | see?

MORPHEUS
Yeah, but I'mon it.

The continue to play. There is a series of |ouder
expl osions in the gane.

TI MW
Hel | yes.

They



MORPHEUS
pO0nd.

DI NETH
(I'n a Chinese accent)
Al'l your base are belong to us.

The expl osi ons gradual ly die down.
MORPHEUS

Di neth, can you hook us up sone
Doritos or sonething?

DI NETH
11 get Jayanti to bring us sone.
MORPHEUS
(grinning)
Awesone. You're lucky to have a girl

li ke that.

Di neth | ooks at Morpheus passively. Mrpheus fires Timy a
knowi ng | ook. Timmy | ooks at Dineth in fear.

DI NETH
(nonpl ussed)
Yes.

They return their focus to the gane.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:

| NT. GAME ROOM (DI NETH S HOUSE) — EARLY MORNI NG

It is 2:00am three hours |ater. The boys are at their
conputers and little has changed. They look a little nore
pal e and haggard, and there are remmants of Doritoes
packets and enpty gl asses on the table. A silence

dom nates the room interrupted by the clicking of nouses
and occasi onal typing.

Di neth | ooks much the sane as he did 3 hours ago, except
any senbl ance of awareness has gone fromhis eyes. He
stares at the conputer screen in a trance, mndlessly
clicking his nouse button. Cccasionally he picks his
nose.



Mor pheus is looking tired and trying to concentrate. He
isnt smling anynore — he’s conpletely focused.

Timry is unconfortable. Every now and again he contorts
his face and adjusts seating position, glancing around
the room

TI MW
| need a shit.

MORPHEUS
W' re not pausing bitch.

DI NETH
You know t he rul es.

Ti nmy conti nues playing unconfortably.

TI MW
Fuck. | can’'t hold it in.

MORPHEUS
You' re always the one! Don't eat so
many fucking Doritos!

DI NETH
Can it wait another hour? |If can
take their Jade Falcons in this
attack we’'ll have penetrated their
def enses.

Timry contorts his face again. Cearly it can't wait
anot her hour.

TI MWY
| gotta go. Sorry.

MORPHEUS
Fuck you’'re | ane.

DI NETH
Plug in the |aptop then.

Timry pulls up a laptop fromunder the table. He sw tches
it on. There is an agonizing wait as it starts up, and



his face keeps changi ng expression as he continues to
pl ay the gane. The others ignore him

Timry picks up the |aptop and, not taking his eyes from
the screen, exits the roomslowy. He trails the network
cord behind him

MORPHEUS
Hurry the fuck up. |1’ msick of
pl ayi ng with such noobs.

Ti mry gl ances back at Morpheus, before exiting backwards.
He continues to play the gane as he exits.

CUT TO
| NT. BATHROOM (DI NETH S HOUSE) — EARLY MORNI NG

Timry enters the bathroom hol ding the | aptop, turns the
light on and closes the door. It’s a 1970 s-built room
with brown and pal e green décor. There is a toilet, a
shower and a washi ng machi ne, and ot her usel ess junk.

He puts the conputer on top of the toilet and drops his

pants, not taking his eyes fromthe screen or his finger
fromthe touchpad. Awkwardly, he maneuvers hinself into

sitting position. The cord keeps getting in the way, and
it takes himsone tinme, but finally he sits with the

| aptop on his knees and his pants around his ankl es.

Timry begins to shit. His face remains a picture of
concentration, occasionally broken by a contortion as he
passes sone serious Doritos.

The sound effects fromthe gane — wood bei ng sawn, gold
bei ng cashed etc. — continue as Timry shits. Timmy’'s
bodily functions begin to blend into the sound effects
fromthe gane.

Al though he is letting his body do its work, he is
clearly conpletely imersed in the gane.

TI MW
Come on...come on...

Tinmmy farts and this is followed by a plop and a sigh of
relief. The | aptop nmakes a sound effect — a character
saying “Job’ s done”.



Tinmy | ooks at his screen in curiosity. Mrpheus has
witten hima nmessage. It says “MORPHEUS: HELP’

Timry hesitates for a second, then continues playing.
A crash is heard fromthe other room

TI MW ( CONT' D)
< (al ar med)
it!

Timry pulls up his pants and runs out of the bathroom
| eavi ng his | aptop behi nd.

FADE QOUT:
FADE | N:

I NT. GAME ROOM (DI NETH S HOUSE) — EARLY MORNI NG

Timry stands in the doorway to the room watching in
horror.

Mor pheus lies on the ground facing Timmy. His face is

bl oodi ed and scratched horribly. H s eye has turned purple
and is closed over |like a boxer. Hi's body is bruised and
his clothes are badly torn.

Di neth stands over himholding a keyboard rai sed above his
head. He has the feverish and wild |look of a killer. There
is blood on his hands and on the keyboard.

Toget her they | ook |Iike Reubens’ ‘Cain Slaying Abel’ (1609)
- a picture of primal violence.

Ti mry pauses for a nonent, stunned. Dineth |ooks at himin
a trance. Morpheus |ifts his head and, sensing Tinmy’s
there, groggily looks in his direction.

TI MY ( CONT’ D)
Holy shit ...

Jayanti enters fromthe kitchen, innocently holding a tray
with three gl asses of | enpbnade. She sees Dineth first and
gasps in shock. She sees Morpheus on the ground her face
contorts in horror. She is about to burst into tears.
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Suddenly, her face softens.

JAYANTI
(tnquisitive, to Timy)
So you guys have a spare conputer
now?

The killer spark slowy fades fromDi neth’s eyes. Timmy and
Di neth | ook at each other. They | ook back at Jayanti.

CUT TQO
I NT. GAME ROOM (DI NETH S HOUSE) — EARLY MORNI NG

It is an hour later. Timmy, Dineth, and Jayanti sit at the
deskt op conputers playing WarCraft 3. Jayanti uses the
bl oody keyboard.

JAYANTI
Omage...ownage...yes! We fucken
kill ed those not herfuckers!

TI MWY

Al right!

DI NETH
Hel | yeah!

The Flam ng Lips ‘Yoshim Battles the Pink Robots’ begins
to play as they high five in slow notion. Jayanti cries
tears of joy. The two boys grin ecstatically.

Mor pheus lies in the corner in a pool of blood. He
occasionally twitches in horrible pain.

FADE TO BLACK.



