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Looney Tunes

Base on Bugs

By Scott Gross
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Panel 1: Tight shot a baseball pitcher getting the signal from the catcher.  This might only be the player’s eyes staring beneath the brim of his hat, or his hand holding the ball behind him.  In the background we see the green of the field and the outfield wall.  The Announcer narrates the scene from a word bubble at the top of the panel.
ANNOUNCER:  It’s the top of the third inning here on a beautiful Opening Day for baseball and the hometown fans are still looking for something to cheer about.

Panel 2:  Wider shot, an infielder in the foreground readies himself for the pitch.  Behind him a tunnel snakes through the dirt towards another player, who jumps in fright.
SFX:  dig dig dig dig
PLAYER:  Eeeeek!

ANNOUNCER:  You see Yosemite shifting his shortstop over to the right.  That there is good baseball strategy from the manager.
Panel 3:  Big splash panel.   The tunnel burrows up into the foreground and out pops Bugs in the middle of the infield.  He’s dressed for vacation in a loud, splashy Hawaiian shirt, sunglasses, floppy straw hat and camera.  He’s fussing with a map and his phone, clearly frustrated.  Behind him we see the rest of the field receding into the distance, the cavernous stadium grandstand, waving flags, cheering fans, and the same shot (Bugs with the map) repeated on the Jumbo Screen in the center of the outfield bleachers.
SFX:  dig dig dig   POP!
BUGS 1:  Wait a sec ― dis don’t look like Palm Springs!
BUGS 2:  I musta’  taken a wrong turn at Albuquerque….
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Panel 1: Wide shot of a baseball play.  The batter swings and cracks a pitch into the infield.
SFX:  CRACK!

ANNOUNCER:  And there’s a line drive up the middle!  

Panel 2:  The ball flies into frame, clonks Bugs in the head, and ricochets away.

SFX:   DONK!
Panel 3:  Bugs is laid out spread-eagle in the infield dirt.  Little winged baseballs tweet around his head.  He looks up cross-eyed and gestures with one bedraggled finger.

SFX:  tweet tweet tweet

BUGS 1:  Dem Santee Anne winds are strong dis time of year.

BUGS 2:  Look Ma, it’s Joe Dimaggio!
Panel 4:  Bugs jumps in the air to narrowly avoid three enormous players (two infielders and a runner caught in the middle) stampeding towards second base in a great cloud of dirt and commotion.
SFX:  RUMMMBBLLEEE!!!

SFX:  hop!

BUGS 1:  Whoa!   Quit shoving, fellas ― there’s enough lawn chairs for everyone.

BUGS 2:  The things some people will do to get a spot near the pool. 
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Panel 1:  Holding out the baseball with a big red lump on his head, an aggrieved Bugs marches up to manager Yosemite Sam in the dugout.  
BUGS 1:  Ehh…What’s up, Doc?
BUGS 2:  I tink dis belongs to you.
Panel 2:  Yosemite confronts Bugs.

YOSEMITE 1:  Look here, varmint.  I’m a-tryin’ to manage a baseball game.
YOSEMITE 2:  Why don’t you make like my lead-off hitter, and fly out.

Panel 3:  Wide shot.   Bugs marches down the row of slovenly, unshaven, grimacing players seated on the bench in the dugout.  On each he pins an item of clothing or vacation accessory:  Hawaiian shirt, flip-flops, sunglasses, hats / visors, flowery lays, cameras, rubber floaties, travel maps, post cards, and enthusiastically rallies them to pep up.
BUGS 1:  Listen Casey Stinkle, right now melting into a warm puddle on the floor of a poolside Palm Springs cabana there’s a pineapple and carrot juice colada with my name on it!  
SFX:  march.  march.  march.

BUGS 2:  C’mon boys, let’s get into the vacation spirit! 
BUGS 3:  ….towel…shades…water…sunscreen…don’t forget a good book….

BUGS 4:  Last one into the hot tub is a foul ball.
Panel 4:  An avalanche of angry players chase Bugs out of the dugout in a great cloud of smoke.  Above the fracas we see outstretched fists shooing at Bugs with hats, gloves and baseball bats.  
BUGS (OS):  YIPES!

SFX:  RUUUMMMBBBBLLE!
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Panel 1:  Wide shot from overhead, players chase Bugs around the infield.
ANNOUNCER 1:  Whoa Nelly!   A bona fide hullaballoo has broken out here on the basepaths.

ANNOUNCER 2:  Somebody get a contract ready ― that long-eared kid can really run!

Panel 2:  CU Bugs, holding a painter’s palette in one hand, a brush in the other, and sporting a painted-on curly-Q Salvador Dali mustache.  He squints as if putting the finishing touches on a painting.
BUGS:  You never really know when a painting is finished.  I just can’t tell if dis needs more periwinkle.
Panel 3:  Loud, explosive SFX panel.
SFX:  CRASH!

Panel 4:  Wide shot, Bugs with palette / paint, stands alongside a brick wall built in the infield right between first and second.  On the wall Bugs has hastily painted the background / base path just as it would appear from that angle – although the corners of the wall still reveal the brick beneath.  A base runner is splayed out, bug-eyed, frozen in running position, stuck to the brick after colliding with the middle of the wall. Stars and puffs of smoke rise from the scene.

RUNNER:  oof.
BUGS:  Nope, it’s done.
Panel 5: Bugs stands behind an old-fashioned portrait camera, covered by a cape behind the tripod and holding up a flash bulb.  Before him a handsome thick-chinned player strikes a self-assured pose.
BUGS 1:  OK Slugger, today’s your big day.  Every ten-year-old kid is going to want this baseball card, so stand up nice and straight.

BUGS 2:  Say Grand Slam!
PLAYER:  Grand―
Panel 6:  A telescoping catcher’s glove fires out from the camera and socks the player OS.  
SFX 1 (shoots out):  GJOOOIIING!

SFX 2 (impact):  DONK!
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Panel 1:  CU Bugs, panting, looking worried.

BUGS:  <pant>…<pant>…deez bruisers sure ain’t playing softball…
Panel 2:  Wide shot, Bugs on the field in the background looks up into the stands, packed with rows of fans. In the foreground (silhouette?) a stadium vendor hawks peanuts and candy to the fans.

BUGS:  I think it’s time to quit the game and get a real job.

Panel 3:  Wide splashy panel.  Bugs triumphant in the middle of the stands, surrounded by fans, dressed as a mad stadium vendor in  bright logo shirt and cap, writst bands, huge money roll stuffed in his fanny pack change purse, enormous caddy of products strapped to his chest, tall pole lined with hats, pennants, and foam fingers rising from his back pocket, covered in buttons announcing Pretzel: $8,  Peanuts: $10,  Cotton Candy:  $99.95, Lemonade: Don’t Ask! 

BUGS 1:  Popcorn!  Peanuts!   Fooooot―long hot dogs!
BUGS 2:  Dat’s 30.48 centimeters for you fans of the metric system.
BUGS 3:  Do I got anything healthy?  Yeah, a healthy respect for sodium.
BUGS 4:  No, lady ― I don’t take American Express.
Panel 4:  A group of burly, angry players charges into the stands.   One points to Bugs in his vendor getup.

PLAYER1:  There he is, boys.

PLAYER2:  Pack your bags, rabbit!  I’m sending you on a trip over the center field bleachers.
Panel 5:  CU Player2 gets a cheek-bulging face-full of red licorice ropes.  In the background Bugs rains a hail of popcorn, hot pretzels, French fries and weenies down on the other players.
SFX 1:  FLOOSH!

SFX 2:  stuff!
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Panel 1:  Medium shot facing the Announcer’s Booth.  The slick, sport jacketed play-by-play man grins wide and looks to his left to introduce someone working alongside him on the broadcast.
ANNOUNCER 1:  Today we’re happy to be joined in the booth by a Hall of Famer, a legend of the game, an icon, and a heckuva snazzy dresser.
ANNOUNCER 2:  It’s an honor to turn the mic over to baseball great Wade Buggs…
Panel 2:  Bugs sits beside the Announcer in the broadcast booth and barks into his own mic.  He wears an obnoxious loud plaid jacket, fat striped tie, bad toupee and thick-framed Harry Caray glasses.
BUGS 1:  Yessiree Bob Gibson!  We’ve got a real barn burner, a fracas, a modern-day hootenanny for the fans here at the ballpark on Opening Day!
BUGS 2:  The one-three pitch is up next.  I mean the three-one, the three-oh, the oh-Susanna ― the one-two, left hook to the body!
SFX: CRACK!
Panel 3:  Wide shot.  Bugs continues calling the game in announcer VO bubbles laid over the action.  On the field the ball shoots past the bewildered infielders who look blankly at each other.  The base runners are also confused, running in the wrong direction and colliding with each other.
BUGS 1:  Here’s a pop fly grounding liner!  A Can a’ Corn!  A Texas Leaguer!
SFX 1 (ball):  scoot. scoot. scoot. 
BUGS 2:  It dribbles down to first, in the dirt and over the pitcher’s head, I mean the shortstop... 
BUGS 3:  Diving stab by the catcher, tosses it to second, back to third, runners tag ― and they’ve got him in a pickle!
SFX 2 (collision):  DONK!
Panel 4: Back inside the booth a furious Announcer wrestles to grab the microphone away from Bugs, struggling to get a few last words in.  
BUGS:  Fans, believe it or not, aliens have landed in the outfield.  They’re coming out now, and they’re wearing Yankee hats!
ANNOUNCER:  Gimme that!
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Panel 1:  Wide shot of the players in a bruised, defeated pile on the field, hobbling to their feet. Bugs marches behind them like a quarterback marshalling his team into the huddle.
BUGS 1:  C’mon, boys ― Huddle-Up!  Huddle-Up!  It’s fourth-and-one.
BUGS 2:  Time to grind it out, strap it on, play smash-mouth football!
BUGS 3:  Quarterback draw on two.  Ready?
Panel 2:  Two lines of players face each other in football stances.  Bugs kneels behind the center of the offensive line and calls plays like a quarterback.   The players are steaming and fuming at each other like rodeo bulls.
BUGS 1:   Red 242!  Green 185!  Blue 31!   Dats dee exact color of a perfectly ripe carrot, by the way.
BUGS 2:  Hut -- Hut!
Panel 3:  Wide shot, the players charge into each other in a loud calamitous collision, elbowing and kicking each other in a big cloud of dust and swinging baseball bats.  Bugs hovers above the fray with the ball in a mitt held above his shoulder like a quarterback dropping back to pass.
SFX 1:  CRASH!
SFX 2 (players):  Gggrrrr!

SFX 3:  stomp!
SFX 4:  kick!
SFX 5:  bite!
BUGS:  Some of these bruisers probably should be playing football.  In the yard of a correctional facility.
Panel 4:  Wide shot, the players lie piled-up in a black and blue heap on the infield dirt.  Stars and confused swiggles swirls above their bruised heads.  Yosemite staggers out of the pile and up to Bugs waving white towel tied to a baseball bat.
YOSEMITE 1:  Ok, rabbit ― I’m a’surrenderin’.   You win.   I tap.  Uncle! 
YOSEMITE 2:  Whaddya want from me?

Panel 5:  CU Bugs
BUGS (wryly):  Ehh…talk to my agent.  Maybe we can work something out in arbitration…
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Panel 1:  Medium shot, the players are dressed in suits and travelling clothes, carrying suitcases and backpacks, filing onto the team bus.
CAPTION:  The next day…

PLAYER 1:  Man, I do not like Arizona.  That dry heat tears my skin up!  I came back from the last road trip looking like King Tut. 
PLAYER 2:  That makes sense ― you hit like Cleopatra.


BKG_PLAYERS:  Ha ha ha ha!
Panel 2:  Wide splash shot scrolling down the aisle of the team bus.  Players line both sides, some seated,  standing, putting luggage overhead, sleeping, reading, playing cards, watching movies.  The top of the panel doesn’t quite reveal who is at the very rear of the bus.  The bus driver at the front makes an announcement in word bubble voice-overs.
SFX 1 (player sleeping):  zzzzzzzz
PLAYER 1 (holding up a DVD player):   Anybody want to watch a rom-com?  Anyone?
PLAYER 2:  Who got the card game?
PLAYER 3:  Some bunny in the back, calls himself  Babe Tooth.
DRIVER 1:  Uh…I have an announcement.  The manager has requested we make a quick stop in Palm Springs…
SFX  2 (group reaction):  Yeah!
DRIVER 2: …so we’re going to be an hour late pulling into Phoenix.
SFX  3:  Awwww….
Panel 3:  At the back of the bus Bugs is perched in total luxury.  He’s in his vacation get-up, loud shirt, visor with built-in fan, reclining, surrounded by stadium food (popcorn, peanuts, cotton candy) sipping lemonade, watching a DVD.  
BUGS 1:  One thing I can say about travelling with a  major league ballclub.
BUGS 2:  It’s first class all the way, baby.

THAT’S ALL FOLKS!
Base on Bugs
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