Stage Direction Writing Practice 

DUE without fail: Monday, 3/7: Please print 
Goal: Practice writing state direction and thinking about how to use action over words by using these scenes:

1. A chase

2. A break up

3. A robbery

4. A chance encounter (you choose who, where, and what happens)

5. An accident (any kind but the car kind)

6. Moments before a wedding

DIRECTIONS: Choose THREE of the above options and write 3 brief scenes (about a paragraph each) that describes what you would see on film.  You can use some talking, but do NOT depend on dialogue.  In fact, for each scene do not write more than 100 words of dialogue--total.   For one scene, try for no more than one line of dialogue.  Feel free to write more than 3 scenes!  Go wild.

 That means you must depend on action—what the viewer will see.  Don’t include camera angles/types of shots.  This is just stage direction and a bit of dialogue. 

These are brief scenes, but try to make something happen: create a beginning, middle, and end.  See if you can develop character and advance plot. Write in screenplay format and direct, descriptive language so that reader can see what would be on screen.  Keep it simple—no flowery language.

For instance:

2. A break up . . . .

INT.    A CROWDED DELI /RESTAURANT, NYC-DAY .  

 Waiters, moving fast, carry trays of piled high sandwiches and glasses.  People are being seated, and glasses and plates are clinking above the chatter of people’s lunches.  At one table, GLENDA sits alone, looking eager, vulnerable among the busy place. She is an attractive, but plain looking woman in her mid twenties, dressed a little too formally for the casual deli.  She pulls out her cell phone and checks it, scanning the restaurant at the same time.  A man, PAUL, also in his twenties, in jeans, faded Life is Good t-shirt, aviator sunglasses, and carrying a tall cup of Starbucks, appears, looking slightly guilty and nervous, but smiling with some effort.  He walks slowly over to the table.

PAUL : 

Hi-- Did you order—

GLENDA: (interrupting) 

No, I was waiting for you.  You said it was important.

PAUL: 

Sorry.

He looks around, avoiding her eye contact, takes a sip of coffee, just as a waiter  appears. Paul waves him away with a side glance away from Glenda.  Waiter retreats.

GLENDA:  

What is it?  You sounded –

PAUL: 

Glenda, I don’t know how else to say this.

GLENDA: 

Say what? Just tell me.  Is everything ok?

PAUL: 

 I can’t do this anymore.

GLENDA: 

What?  Do what anymore?  

PAUL: 

Us.

GLENDA: 

Us? Wait.  Just like that?  You can’t do-- Us? I can’t believe . . . and   to . . . here . . .  you fucking coward—

She stands up so abruptly, her glass of water glass spills over the table and chair across from her, leaving a puddle on the chair.   Paul sits on the wet chair, staring straight ahead.

PAUL: 

I’m sorry. (Takes sip if coffee)

