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Formatting for play scripts

[bookmark: _GoBack]*You are required to use this formatting style for all exercises and your final project.  The style is based on industry standards – which are different from what you see when you are working with a published script.  

Guidelines

1. The name of the character speaking should be in Capitals and centered above the speech.  Set your tab for 3.0 inches centered
2. Single space between character name and speech.
3. Single space speeches.
4. Double space between the end of a speech and the name of the next speaker or stage directions.
5. Stage directions should be tabbed over 1.5 inches
6. Put stage directions on separate lines and italicize them.  Internal directions (emotive as opposed to active) should be in parentheses.
7. Type the name of the character in stage directions in all capitals
8. In general avoid stage directions that tell an actor how to read a line.
9. Cover page should include title of play, author’s name.
10. 2nd page should include title play and contact information for the author
11. 3rd page should include character names and descriptions, setting description, and time and place scene by scene if necessary.
12. The scene and number should be typed in all Capital Letters and centered at the beginning of each scene.  End of scene should be centered at the end of the scene in all capital letters.
13. Headers – should include the title of the play, do not include author’s name as many entries for festivals or competitions ask you to submit a blind script (no name listed).
14. Footers – should include page number starting at 1 for the first page of dialog.  If it is a multiple scene or multiple act script the footer should include act and scene information.
15. If a character’s speech is interrupted by stage directions you should list the character name again followed by (cont.) to indicate they are continuing to speak.

Sample script to follow:
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TIME
Now
and
1962 of the Mind



PLACE
The Pacific Northwest
and
The Mississippi Delta of the Mind







CHARACTERS
VIRGIL: 	white male fortyish writer
ANNIE: 	white female 60s 
CECIL SONNY NASH, JR., COUNTER RECORDER: 	white male bureaucrat
A.J. CHESTERSON: 	white male record store owner 
JOE: 	African-American male bar owner
WILLIE: 	young African-American male
MR. MCKINLEY: 	African-American male jook-joint owner
STAGGER: 	African-American male badass jook-joint owner
JAMES STANLEY: 	African-American male blues guitarist
THE DUSTMAN: 	dream figure
KOSMO: 	white male garage owner
WHITE POLICEMAN: 	white male southerner
VOICE FROM DARKNESS: 	African-American mystery voice
THE STRANGER: 	male
WHITE BOUNCER: 	white male tough guy
MR. CLANCY: 	white male voice

Note: BLUER THAN MIDNIGHT is designed so, with multiple casting, it can be played with a cast of one white woman, three white men, and three African-American men.

	





ACT ONE

In darkness: scratchy, old Delta blues recording plays—someone a little spooky like Skip James, Lightnin’ Hopkins, or Mississippi John Hurt.  Light rises on a record spinning on a turntable and a nearby chair.  Once established, lights rise on the interior of a rustic cabin.  Beneath a snowy window are a desk and chair.  The desk is strewn with writing paraphernalia: jar of pens, paper, notebooks, a laptop.  Also: a bottle of whiskey, an ice bucket, and an ashtray full of butts.  Watching the snow fall, drink in one hand and cigarette in the other, VIRGIL stands by the window.  He’s dressed in Northwest winter ensemble:  thermal T-shirt under untucked flannel shirt, beat-to-shit jeans, hiking boots.  Leans on a cane.

		VIRGIL
Woke up this morning….  Why?  Failure’s a habit, just like anything else you do too long.  You’re burning advance money, son.  You’d think that deadline would focus your attention, but all it seems to do is draw attention to itself.  You have all the characters, the whole plot.  Know what has to happen, what sequence.  All you have to do is write it down.  (Laughs.)  Yeah.  Here you’ve put in a whole lifetime hungry for time to write, squeezing in mornings and lunchtimes.  “I got my freedom/But I don’t have much time.”  Now you’ve rolled the dice, sold the book, dumped the job.  Now….  Failure isn’t an option, ‘cause it pretty much says it’s all been…bullshit.  Then your fucking leg, Mr. Intrepid Frontiersman.  Cut your own wood!  Exercise!  Like a Zen monk: carry water, chop wood.  Any idiot can run a chain saw.  Which reminds me, what time is it?  Shit.  Two hours to go.  Fuck it.

VIRGIL limps to desk.  Takes a pill bottle out a drawer.

[bookmark: OLE_LINK1][bookmark: OLE_LINK2]		VIRGIL
Every six hours as needed.  Do not take with alcohol.  Close enough.  

VIRGIL takes a pill.  Shakes the pill bottle.  Not as full as he’d like.  

		VIRGIL
Well.  If it really doesn’t work out.  If I really can’t make it happen.  No one’d be surprised, would they?  Would it just be sleep?  Yeah, but when you feel it go dark, how do you feel when you know you can’t stop it?  Maybe….  (Puts pill bottle back in drawer.)  Maybe you should go for a hike.  Cold, fresh air.  How far you think you’d make it?  Top of the hill?  That’d be a sight, snow falling across the valley.  Sit and watch it all come down.  Wouldn’t you find you until spring.  If then.  You can feel ‘em, can’t you?  Moving around.  Feel them wanting something.  Hm-umm.  No.

Sound of pickup truck on gravel.  Engine off and a car door slams.


		VIRGIL
Ah.  supplies.  

VIRGIL snubs out his cigarette.  Turns off record player.  Hobbles offstage.

		VIRGIL (O.S.)
Hey Annie.  Let me help with those.

		ANNIE (O.S.)
Just one.  This.

VIRGIL and ANNIE enter, ANNIE’s arms full of groceries.  She’s in her early 60s.  Dressed for the weather, but she has a certain faded hippy elegance.  VIRGIL carries one bag.  He peeks in the bag.

		VIRGIL
Two fifths?  What’s the occasion?

		ANNIE
Weather.  It was tough enough getting up that hill, and this hasn’t even started.

		VIRGIL
It'll turn to rain.  It always does.

		ANNIE
Might not this time.  It has that feeling.  That snow smell.

		VIRGIL
Well, thanks, but I always keep a storm quart tucked away.  Some things you don’t fool around with.

		ANNIE
How’s it going?

		VIRGIL
It isn’t.

		ANNIE
Feel like company?

		VIRGIL
Pull up a glass.

They set groceries upstage, darkness.  ANNIE carries a glass back.  VIRGIL pours her a drink from his open bottle.
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