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INT. HARPERCOLLINS360 - THE CHRISTIE BOARDROOM - DAY
 
Corporate polish is under siege by an NPR interview setup. Mic 
and power cables worm their way across a post-mod conference 
slab.
 
We join mid-recording, as none other than Marketplace’s KAI 
RYSSDAL interviews none other than SARA LONG, HarperCollins’ 
Senior VP of IP and Acquisitions. 
 

SARA
- but that’s fundamentally untrue. 
Books are content. Content’s ideal 
final form is - streaming.

 
The producer of said interview, LEWIS BAHL (mid-40s, close-
cropped, thinning hair that contradicts the lanky teen that 
still lurks inside), sits at the periphery, monitoring audio 
levels on a digital recorder.
 

KAI
I'm not sure I like where you're 
going. In effect, you're saying 
bypass the audience, the readers 
and, what? Market to the 
streamers?

 
SARA

(nodding, proud he got it)
Exactly! Targeted LinkedIn ads to 
Netflix development execs or 
Disney's franchise purchaser. We 
took a page from the crypto-bros - 
go after the whales!

 
KAI

But why not go just aim for the 
top? Slap an ad for the latest 
Gregory book -

(a quick nod to one of the 
many book posters on the 
boardroom wall)

- on Iger's "for you" and call it 
a day.

 
SARA

(a coy smile)
Don't go spilling our -

 
Scooby Scooby Doo, lookin' for you/Scooby Scooby Doo, where are 
you?
 
Everyone in the room jolts at the abrasive sound.
 



Lewis scrambles for his phone, almost dropping his producer's 
iPad in the process.
 

KAI
Is that - is that Scooby Doo?

 
LEWIS

Sorry - sorry - my brother - he 
fucks -

(realizing)
- messes with - he messed with my 
phone.

(swiping and muting)
I thought I fixed it. We can - 
it's all good.

 
Kai looks at him a moment.
 

KAI
Right, back to the interview.

 
LEWIS

(beet red and nodding)
Back to the interview.

 
Scooby Scooby Doo, lookin' -
 
Lewis almost drops the phone in his rush to silence it and we 
get to see a text:
 
ASHTON: Really flailing here. Need you to ground me, dude
 

KAI
(over his shoulder)

Want to put that on DND?
 
Lewis looks on the edge of tears.
 

LEWIS
He set it up so his texts -

 
Scooby Scooby Doo, lookin' for...
 

LEWIS
- and calls ring through.

 
He answers -
 

LEWIS (CONT'D)
I'm at work -

 
ASHTON (O.S.)

(phone)
Bro - I'm hurting -
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LEWIS
We discussed at -

 
ASHTON (O.S.)

Sierra Tucson was a fucking joke -
 

LEWIS
I will call you back on my time, 
not your time.

 
Lewis hangs up.
 
Kai's giving him a "you all good?" look dripping in sarcasm.
 

SARA
You look familiar - what's your 
name?

 
LEWIS

Lewis...
 
She's waiting for the rest - he knows she's waiting, and that's 
got him seemingly more scared of her than he is of Kai...
 

LEWIS (CONT'D)
...Bahl.

 
Sara's eyes go wide with a bolt of confirmation.
 

SARA
You're his brother!

 
She's excited.
 
And he looks like he really wants to run now.
 

SARA (CONT'D)
Just - wait one second -

(she rushes over to a phone 
on the table)

Tell Alex to get his ass to the 
Christie boardroom - code: Ashton!

 
LEWIS

(under his breath)
Fuck...

 
He leaves the "my life" heavily implied.
 
Scooby Scooby Doo, lookin' for...
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