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INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - DAY

The laundromat is a mess, with broken machines and laundry

scattered everywhere. One of the two doors across from each
other remains open and a fan sits at the edge of the room,

missing its switch.

Customers grumble as they struggle with malfunctioning
appliances. Among them is STAN (20s, perpetually disheveled),
a quirky and determined young man who’s also barefoot,
desperately rummaging through a pile of mismatched socks.

INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - CONTINUOUS

Enter MR. PROWLER (70s, with a mischievous glint in his eye),
dressed oddly with swim-trunks, a shirt with palm trees,
mismatched socks, and a nightcap that's way too long. He
saunters over to Stan.

MR. PROWLER
(smirking)
Looking for something, Mr. Styles?

Stan faces the old man and turns beat red. He stands up using
a washing machine with a missing door to balance himself and
wipes the dirt off of his foot along with a dryer sheet from
the trash that litters the room.

STAN
Mr. Prowler, I swear if you took my
sock again...

Mr. Prowler smiles a big toothy grin, pointing a finger to
his own outfit.

MR. PROWLER
Oh, Stan, I just thought your
little red sock could use a
vacation!

Stan clenches his fist, shoving his way past Mr. Prowler
towards the exit.

MR. PROWLER (CONT'D)
Wait, don’'t expect to go looking
for it around here. I hear she
likes long walks on the beach!



INT. STAN'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Stan’s messy apartment is cluttered with oddball inventions
and half-finished projects made from scattered parts of
broken washing machines and random trash.

STAN
Socks, vacation, walks on the
beach... I’11 show him! He’s hidden

every single one somewhere near by
and he'’s trying trying to trick me.
I'll find every last one of them if
it’s the last thing I do!

Stan stumbles upon a blueprint for “The Sock Buster" sitting
on the table.

STAN (CONT’D)
Yes, with this, my best creation, I
will find it.

He looks over to a single red sock next to parts on the
floor.

STAN (CONT'D)
Don’'t worry, Scarlett. Dad’s going
to find your sister and our whole
missing family.

Stan grabs a CD from a heavy metal album on the shelf and
BLASTS loud heavy metal music. He then pieces things together
with loud tools.

INT. MR. PROWLER’'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Mr. Prowler'’s apartment is a wacky collection of oddities. He
sits in a room filled with socks of all shapes and sizes,
meticulously categorizing them until loud music plays from
outside. He gets up to peer through the blinds and sees Stan
hammering away at something through the open window in his
apartment.

INT. STAN'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Stan assembles his homemade "Sock Buster," a Rube Goldberg-
like contraption that looks absurd but functional. He flips
the fan’s switch, now installed on the device, and it runs

flawlessly.

STAN
Don’'t you worry, Red. Papa’s coming
to bring you home!



INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - DAY

Stan walks into the laundromat, wearing “The Sock Buster"
from a strap around his neck. The contraption beeps and
blinks as he points it around the parts and clothes scattered
everywhere.

INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Prowler watches Stan’s antics, struggling to contain his
laughter.

MR. PROWLER
Stan, you're taking sock obsession
to a whole new level. Have you
tried using that detector on the
beach, already?

Stan aims the device at Mr. Prowler. It beeps slowly,
indicating that none of his current clothes are hiding the
missing sock.

STAN
This time, Mr. Prowler, I'll find
my sock, and you won't get away
with it! I know it’s here,
somewhere!

INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - BACK ROOM - DAY

Stan bursts into the back room, his heart pounding, following
the signals from "The Sock Buster." The beeping gets faster.

His jaw drops. Stan finds his previously missing socks
hanging on a hook alongside other socks, forming a bizarre
mural. They stare back at him with black googly-eyes and open
mouths colored on with lipstick.

INT. DILAPIDATED LAUNDROMAT - BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Mr. Prowler SLAMS the door open, entering the back room,
wearing a red sock puppet on his hand, grinning
mischievously.

MR. PROWLER
Caught red-handed, Stan! It's a
sock conspiracy!

A moment goes by, beeping from Stan’s device continuously
going off. Stan takes a deep breath, managing to breath
again.



STAN
You're insane, Mr. Prowler!

“The Sock Buster” dies. Stan pulls a twelve volt battery out
to examine it with his eyebrows shot up in shock.

STAN (CONT’D)
But so am I for building a sock
tracker.

The room bursts with their genuine laughter.

MR. PROWLER
And here, I thought I was the one
going off my rockers!

STAN
Right! But what was with that beach
business? Did you really take Red
to the beach?

A smile creeps across Mr. Prowler’s face.

MR. PROWLER
Oh, Mr. Styles. Come with me, but
where we’re going, you might need
to put on your swim suit!

INT. STAN'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Stan and Mr. Prowler sit on the couch. It is surrounded by a
pile of blue socks with grey ones mixed in, colored to
resemble sharks. Green and brown socks are lined up the
sides, and the cushions are covered in a pile of yellow
socks. The two men are engaged in a lively game of sock
puppet theater, Red in Mr. Prowler’s hand with a golden wig,
and Scarlett now adorned with googly-eyes and a brown hat.

STAN
(Voicing his sock puppet)
Oh, Mr. Prowler! I thought surely
you were lying about this beach
vacation with my sister, but this
is great!



MR. PROWLER
(Voicing his socket puppet) Lying?
Oh what tangled threads we weave!

They share a genuine laugh as Mr. Prowler switches out once
missing sock in his hand, continuing voices for the other
characters who wash up on the sock island.

INT. STAN'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The sock puppet theater reaches its grand finale, with the
sock characters taking their final bow. Stan and Mr. Prowler
exchange heartfelt smiles, their eyes sparkling with newfound
camaraderie.

Applause erupts from the audience who stands up in the
shadows of the room. The customers from the laundromat’s own
new sock puppets clap and cheer. The curtain, a bunch of
socks stitched together, start moving to close, Mr. Prowler
and Stan stand up from the island, taking one final bow.

THE END



