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INT. HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

UNCLE ALBERT, 70, with wild flowing white hair and beard

that’s thinning with age. Wears a white coat smeared by

burn marks, stains, and various holes. A monocle completes

his attire.

He hands off his latest creation to PHILIP, 14, his

nephew. Wears glasses, has an unkempt appearance with what

looks like the first clothes he laid eyes upon.

UNCLE ALBERT

And here it is.

A bemused Philip takes the DEVICE from his hands. It looks

like a nineteen fifties radio with a finger print scanner

and three inch screen.

PHILIP

Hmmm...what is it?

Philip rotates the device in his hands.

Albert points to his work bench.

UNCLE ALBERT

Set it down and I’ll show you.

Philip sets it down and takes a step back.

Albert points to the scanner.

UNCLE ALBERT

Place your finger in here.

Philip places his index finger on the scanner which sets off

the device’s internal controls. A green light scans from

left to right. An imprint has been recorded in red.

Philip puts his hands to his side.

The device gives off a ticking sound, like an egg timer.

A moment later, a bell rings.

The screen displays the words FIVE INCHES.

PHILIP

Five inches. What does that mean?

UNCLE ALBERT

That’s how much you have left to

grow. It’s an accurate measure of

how much you have left to grow.



2.

Philip furrows his eyebrows.

PHILIP

Height or penis?

Albert exhales loudly and shakes his head.

UNCLE ALBERT

(Annoyed)

Height.

PHILIP

Sounds speculative to me.

Philip looks around the room.

Inventions lie everywhere. They hang off the walls, crowd

the shelves, hide almost all the floorspace, and have

stopped cupboard doors from closing.

They’ve become a spiders best hideout.

Albert returns to a half-finished invention that rests on

the work bench.

PHILIP

You know what you should do.

Albert’s focused on his project, as he welds.

UNCLE ALBERT

A ha.

PHILIP

Invent a device that can tell you

what inventions are worth keeping.

Albert nods slightly and pushes his bottom lip up.

UNCLE ALBERT

I’ll think about it.

INT. HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

A week goes by and Uncle Albert looks as if he hasn’t moved

from his spot.

This new invention has gather more features, but has yet

looks no different from every other device.

Philip walks down the wooden stairs as they creak.
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PHILIP

Hey uncle Albert. What is it you

have to show me?

Albert doesn’t flinch.

UNCLE ALBERT

It’s over there, under the white

table cloth.

Philip walks over to another worktop, opposite Albert. The

place where his completed masterpieces rest before they get

shuffled off to another spot.

He lifts the filthy cloth to reveal a SILVER CUBE.

The cube has a tiny inch by inch screen on top, a black wire

that protrudes from the side, and on the end, a tiny silver

pointing hand with a sensor on the index finger.

Philip’s eyes narrow, screws his face, and with his free

hand, tilts it left then right.

PHILIP

What is it?

Sparks fly with more intensity as Albert continues

grafting. With only his monocle for protection against the

rain of sparks.

UNCLE ALBERT

It’s what you said.

PHILIP

Is it?

He grabs the silver hand, then touches a forgotten

invention.

One word fills the entire SCREEN.

PHILIP

Crap. This invention really works

huh?

UNCLE ALBERT

Should hope so. I want to sell the

junk in here as I’m running out of

room.

PHILIP

You’ve got a lot for the garage

sale.
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Albert turns around to see Philip pointing at a green

rectangular box with lots of silver bars attached

horizontally on it.

UNCLE ALBERT

The Cornetto. Never quite

worked. Kept saying food was gay

or straight.

Philip touches the green box, the SILVER CUBE flashes.

PHILIP

Gay. It’s flashing now. Built in

effects too.

Albert shakes his head.

UNCLE ALBERT

Really? It’s not suppose to do

that.

He returns back to welding.

Philip starts playing around, using the SILVER CUBE on the

rooms relics.

PHILIP

Crap, sell, rubbish, keep, could do

better...

EXT. FRONT YARD - DAY

It’s the next day. The drive and garden have tables decked

out, with various devices adorning ambitious price labels.

Uncle Albert’s neighbor Bill, strolls from item to item,

picks up the tag, looks at the device, then shakes his head.

A few moments later he stops.

Albert approaches. His attire has one new accessory. A

name tag.

UNCLE ALBERT

Has anything caught your eye Bill?

Bill shows the label, that also states the name of the

invention.

BILL

Is this true? It can really

predict things?
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Albert picks up the gadget.

UNCLE ALBERT

The Predictor. It sure does.

BILL

Hmmm. Ten dollars is too

much. I’ll give you five.

UNCLE ALBERT

Sold.

INT. HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

One week later Philip enters a room not so dissimilar to

last week.

PHILIP

Did you hear?

Uncle Albert stands back to admire his latest creation.

UNCLE ALBERT

Hear what?

PHILIP

Your neighbor won the

lottery. Your silver cube thing

doesn’t even work.

Albert shrugs his shoulders, and tilts his head.

UNCLE ALBERT

I’m not in this for the money.

Philip looks at the newest dust collector.

PHILIP

So what is it?

UNCLE ALBERT

I call it, The Teleporter.


