
 

A group of office temp workers stand in a row, looking 
serious. They are in office casual--khakis, button-down 
shirts. 

HOST 
(voiceover) 

Welcome to Temp Wars, where 
temporary office workers compete 
to win the ultimate prize: a two-
week gig! 

Text on screen: TWO-WEEK GIG! 

HOST 
The winner this week will go to 
the finale, where they will battle 
it out for the mother load: a 
chance for a permanent job--after 
a six-month trial period, during 
which their health insurance won't 
kick in, and they will need to 
sign a nondisclosure agreement and 
a waiver that holds the company 
harmless against workplace injury. 

While host announces above, on screen: 

SIX-MONTH PROBATION! 

NDA! 

WAIVER FROM LIABILITY! 

HOST 
For our first event, our 
competitors are faced with a 
brutal challenge. They must 
simultaneously  respond to emails, 
instant messages and phone calls, 
all while checking their personal 
Facebook pages. All critical for 
any office job. 

We see our competitors performing the tasks above. Some are 
dropping the phone in a panic and throwing the keyboards in 
frustration. One just stays on their Facebook page. 



HOST 
For our next event, who can staple 
the most pages in a minute. 

Contestants wince as they accidentally staple their 
fingers. Papers become smeared with blood.  

HOST 
And now, it's who can to spin the 
most rotations in a swivel chair. 

COMPETITOR 
What does this have to do with 
performing office tasks? 

HOST 
Nothing. It's just fun. 

HOST 
And finally, our most popular 
event. Without getting caught, who 
will be able to fill their 
messenger bag with the greatest 
number of free snacks from the 
pantry. Extra points for stealing 
full cartons of soy milk. 

HOST 
Congratulations, Jeff. You are 
this week's winner. You will 
advance to compete for the grand 
prize: a full-time job with a six-
month probationary period and the 
chance of a permanent position--
but no guarantee. Oh, and big 
news: It's no longer a paid job. 
It's an internship! 
Congratulations. 

JEFF 
(looking defeated) 

Uh, studio audience: Will any of 
you take my resume? Please. 


