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THE GRADUATION

FADE IN:

EXT. GRADUATION CEREMONY - DAY

A large stage has been set up on the campus quad, students 
and family crowding the chairs and bleachers in front of it. 
The DEAN (70s), a distinguished-looking man in a suit, 
approaches the podium.

DEAN
Members of the graduating class, 
parents, professors, faculty 
members... Today is a day of 
celebration.

The CAMERA sweeps over the proud, weeping faces of the 
mothers, fathers and gown-clad graduates-to-be.

DEAN (CONT’D)
Today, we celebrate your 
uselessness.

Wild applause from the audience.

DEAN (CONT’D)
You have spent the last four years 
toiling away, studying for hours on 
end, breaking new intellectual 
ground in your individual fields, 
all for the privilege of being able 
to beg for entry-level retail jobs 
on Craigslist.

One graduate happily throws his arm around the one next to 
him, and they share an excited, hopeful glance.

DEAN (CONT’D)
Although throughout your college 
careers you’ve benefitted from the 
guidance of complacent, tenure-
tracked professors and the 
emotional support of your drunken, 
self-absorbed peers, the real 
person to thank for your 
uselessness is yourself, and you 
should all applaud your hard work. 

The audience again erupts in vigorous applause.



DEAN (CONT’D)
As we call your name, please 
approach and receive your 
certificate of uselessness.

ALL SOUND fades out, replaced “POMP AND CIRCUMSTANCE” as the 
graduates proceed in single file onto the stage. As each one 
shakes hands with the Dean, instead of a diploma, they are 
handed a pistol. 

ON THE CROWD OF GRADUATES - LATER

The graduates, in unison, place the barrels of the guns in 
their mouths with one hand, then, with the other hand, move 
the tassel on their caps to the other side.

ON THE SKY

Accompanied by fountains of blood, the graduate’s caps 
festively fly into the air as the song ends.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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