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Get Your Script Done and
Out There by John Jacobsen

You want to write screen-
plays and you want to be
in the film business. It's
seems daunting, doesn't
it? A pipe dream for some,
but you are determined
and so start writing on your
own. Perhaps you get a
couple of books on screen-
play writing. Maybe you go
to a local seminar or two.

Maybe you finish your
screenplay, maybe you

don't. Maybe you start an-
other as the first idea was-

n't such a good idea after

all. And then you start an-
other. Maybe you finish

one, maybe you don't. But
the idea of being a screen-
writer sticks with you.

Then you hear about The-
FilmSchool. Three weeks,
intense training, focused
solely on story. You apply,
you get accepted, you

attend, and it is a great
experience. You gradu-
ate knowing so much
more than you did be-
fore, more than any

book could teach you,
and you are ready to
start writing.

But now a funny thing
happens. You don't
write, or if you do, it is
haphazard and occa-
sional. You TALK about
writing, you belong to a
screenwriters group, you
tell everyone you are a
writer, but... you don't
produce a screenplay.

And if you do actually
produce a screenplay, it
never leaves your

desk. There are a lot of
reasons it may just sit
there, but the main one
is you never committed
to getting it produced.
So, it sits there day after
day reminding you of
your failed dreams to
become a screenwriter
and that incredibly
negative feeling stops
you from writing ever
again. Then when you
are 85 sitting in the

wheelchair all you can
tell the nurse is that you
DREAMED of being a
screenwriter.

| have been in the film
business over 25 years. |
was a Directing Fellow
at the AFI and | banged
my head against the
wall in LA for years, and
then | moved to Seattle
and started banging my
head against the wall
here. | wrote and wrote
and wrote and it took
me years to finally sell a
screenplay. | have to
say | was lucky in one
sense because | didn't
think | could ever get a
directing career if | did-
n't learn to write and sell
a screenplay, so | was
obsessed, and | was
lucky in another way
because | never fo-
cused on the sale, | al-
ways focused on the
process. You can't short
-cut hard work and it is
always the mastering of
process that leads to
mastery of craft.

Continued on page 2:
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| got the books, and | had
gone to graduate school,
and | lived in LA so | knew
executives and thought |
knew what they were look-
ing for. But this is the reality
as | look back on it -1 didn't
really write. | said | did, | told
my wife | did, | announced it
at parties like a badge of
courage, but writing to me
then meant sitting at the
desk once and awhile when
the "feeling" struck and
pounding out a couple of
pages that seemed in-
spired. But when it came
time to string all those in-
spired pages together into

a script, the diagnosis was
more "expired" than any-
thing else.

To cut to the chase, | now
believe "writing" means craft
and discipline.  You need
craft to build a well -
constructed, inspired, hon-
est story, and that is what
TheFilmSchool is here to
help you with.  More than
anything, you need the real
discipline to sit in the chair
day after day, on a regular
schedule, five days a week
just like a job - and write
with a crafted method
which most people call
structure. Not just structur-
ing your screenplay so it has
a beginning, middle, and
end (and you know how
truly important | think that
is), but structuring the
method in which you write
that screenplay. How will
you ensure you have a be-
ginning, middle and

end? How will you weave
the premise throughout the
story? How will characters

arc? The list is endless, but
the need is essential. It
takes time, it takes disci-
pline, but what did | say
earlier? Process leads to
mastery of craft and mas-
tery of craft leads to, | be-
lieve, a sale.

After attending TheFilm-
School, you are probably
already aware of this disci-
pline, whether you are ac-
tually practicing it or

not. But in truth, my real
lessons about writing
came after | finished those
first weak screenplays be-
cause the discipline | am
talking about here is the
discipline of getting the
script off the desk and into
the hands of people who
can help get your story to
the screen.

You have to take off the
writer's hat that you have
been proudly flaunting,
and put on the car sales-
man hat. You've de-
signed the car, now you
have to sell it. There's no
one way to do that, of
course, but | have listed
suggestions on the school
blog. Don't kid yourself,
though. You must be de-
termined, hard working on
a daily basis, and disci-
plined. You must, in the
face of certain rejection,
stay positive and believe
you will do everything you
can to get your script out
there. And, you must start
writing your next screen-
play and then the one af-
ter that for if you are lucky
enough to get your script
to an agent or producer,

Producer Gary Goldstein
speaks at | as
Substance and Sale Seminar ,
focusing on how to get your
script ready for the market.
Next course, 2/26 -28/2010.
See www.thefilmschool.com
for details.

they will often ask to see your
other work immediately.

My first mantra is - your job is
to get yourself out there and
see what comes back.  Your
job is not to limit yourself, or
second -guess what others
are going to think of your
work. Your job is to get your
script to everyone possible
that might be able to help -
let THEM reject you, don't
reject yourself in advance by
not sending them your work.

My second mantrais - put
yourself in the place of most
opportunity. It is challenging
to get a movie done in Seat-
tle because there is no indus-
try here and that is why most
people are sending their ma-
terial to LA - more perceived
opportunity.  But LA is not the
only place where opportu-
nity exists; it exists all over if
you are committed to finding
it.

Third and finally mantra
positive and commit-

- stay
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ted. You cannot afford the luxury TheFilmSchool celebrates its 5th birthday by kicking off
of a negative thought.  Rich kids the new free script -reading series, Caught in the ACT, in

can be depressed, but not partnership with the Central Heating Lab at ACT Theatre!
us. That just stops us and makes

us want to hide in bed all

day. No, we have to stay posi- Thanks to all who attended the
tive, believe we can achieve Opening Night of our new
anything we put our minds to, alumni -written script reading se-
and get out there every day. ries Caught in the ACT! There
was a great turn -out for TFS alum
Inthe end, itisup toyou.  Are Kevin Rexroat 's hilarious dark
you really willing to make a com- comedy SHE CANGT
mitment to achieve what you ME. The multi-talented Lisa
want? And then, are you willing Halpern , also a TFS alum, di-
to take regular, daily steps to rected, and the cast was sec-
i ?
achieve that goal ond to none.  Successt yet lackluster life when her hus-
| believe that the cream rises to .TO ey A i.n e eE(E MERe- band is.sideswiped i.n a terrible
the top. | believed that with my lr}g of the serles,hwe alsho heltc)j an car accident. Soph is coping
first screenplay, which had no ?olrjéntrr:le rsehuorzllvon TT]FLDI);bEUTW;S with his traqmatlc brain injury,
cream but lots of rich mud, and | packed with élumni manyywho ‘;]Vhet? sr&ehdlscfzovers i (sl
believed it with the last one I sold e oy Mot each othor usband has forgotten every-
which while maybe not be y : thing he knew about pecomlng
through Facebook or via a lover; he has lost his remem-

cream yet, it definitely had a

cream -like tone. brance of sex.

Read by an impressive cast in-
cl udi n dbbyBxamsnell
from the Television productions
THE UNIT, THE SHIELD, SIX FEET
UNDER and the film LIKE DAN-
DELION DUST Trina Willard of
Seattle's own HUMPDAY and
film and stage actors Todd

Some first time writer is going to
get her movie made this year -
why can't that person be you?

For more information on getting
your script out there, visit and
subscribe to  TheFilmSchool blog

at www.thefilmschool.com. Licea and Beth Devries of Seat-
email. One way or another, The- tle, this free event is going to be
FilmSchool alumni find a way to a must -see.
connect and make the most of
the network of creativity, drive TheFilmSchool has created
and inspiration that is part of at- these readings to promote the
tending TheFilmSchool. extraordinary work of our
: alumni and to help develop
ConneCt Wlth Our next reading will take place their Screenp|ays_ Our hope is
TheFilmSchool on on Monday, 12/14 at 7pm.  Our that the discussion afterwards
= book and own Warren Etheredge will not will help foster TheFilmSchool
aCepook an only be dlrectlr?g JFS 3'?}m . community and start a com-
Sonya Lea's heartfelt and hard - mon dialogue on improving our
Myspace hitting SCFipt BEING SEEN, he will Writing_ Gget out of Sour Cgve
also be conducting a Q and A and join us!
. with writer, cast and audience
Subscribe to our post-reading. BEING SEEN is a RSVP to
b|og at dramatic story about photogra- jenni@thefilmschool.com  to
. pher Soph Newman, who is mar- attend.
www.thefilmschool.com ried to the magnetic physician ,
Jack, and living a comfortable Please e}rrlve early as these events
tend to fill up.
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Letter From a Soldier PAGE 4
Written by Stewart Stern, Aged 21

The following now -timely letter was written by TheFilmSchool instructor and screen-
play writer of Rebel Without a Cause, Sybil, The Ugly American, Summer Wishes Winter
Dreams, while standing in a muddy Tennessee pasture 65 years ago on infantry ma-
neuvers with the 106th Division, just before being sent to Germany to fight. Stewart
L2 had just turned 21. The division was deployed along a thin front opposite the Siegfried
Line in the Ardennes and was the first to be struck by SS commanded troops and

tanks and engulfed by the Battle of the Bulge. In the first two days, most units of the
Division were captured or destroyed, but Stewart's fought on in the sub -freezing
weather. Missing in Action, he was actually evacuated with severe trench foot and
frosthite of hands and feet to Halloran General Hospital in New York for 6 months of
treatment and apparent recovery. His treatment was resumed two years ago at the
Seattle Veterans Administration.

Letter from a Soldier

| had tried to write this letter once before, but the barracks were noisy with the crap
games down at the end where Bob slept, and with the corny quartette that shattered the air where Claude's bunk

was. Today it's easy to write because the noise is no longer. The dice are in a box going home to Pennsylvania and
the voices that sang are hushed in a half ~ -amused kind of wonder.  The boys are pulling out, and, as | say, it's easy to
write. | guess I'll go soon, but there are still men to receive training for awhile yet.

Before | go, there are some things | must say. They are things deeply felt -the dream -realities that keep a guy going  -the
things he wants, and wants so much that his heart feels full within him, and it seems as if his chest would break with the

shout deep down inside.  People on the outside don't always know what's really going on there, underneath the khaki -
the khaki that lets us be turtles with shells under which to pull our souls so we look like "Servicemen."

What are those things? | can answer for one man specifically: for the rest | can answer generally. | was a student. |
had led a sheltered life.  All the toy animals | wanted when | was little were mine. All the attention any one person

could

get, | got. | was exposed to an education, proof of which is a college degree rolled up with the wall -paper samples in
Mon's closet at home. | had also decided to spend my life in what "people: called "The Arts." | liked to paint, to write,
and above all, to act. | liked the downward rush of the counterweights as the curtain sped up into the grid. I loved
the second of silence after a scene blacked -out. | lived for that transcendent moment when all the world, the uni-

verse, the all -influencing rhythms that reverberate through plants growing, through the crash of sea on rock, seemed

to include me and bear me along in their undulating power. Sometimes the audience would be caught up, en-

tranced with ittoo.  Then together we were able to soar for awhile, to glimpse some vestige of beauty, crude as it may
have been.

However, it all amounted to what most people do: | talked about talking, painted about painting, and wrote about

writing because | had nothing really to say. Gradually my fumbling began to focus, gathered momentum, but | never
really saw things as they were -simple. The idea was all right. | seemed to feel that the artist could create a kind of ex-
perience through a vision of truth or beauty which people could not create for themselves, but wanted and needed,
nevertheless. Then, one night, the curtain came down on The Eve of Saint Mark, which we were doing at college, and

| had said the last lines in the dream  -scene "...and now, there are things to do, and voices calling. And so, God keep
you." The stage revolved in the darkness that followed, and as | spun with it | knew, somehow, that things were going

to be different.

How different they were to be | could never have imagined then. You still ate three meals a day, still slept and
brushed your teeth when you thought fit. But instead of every waking moment being dedicated unconsciously (I have
since realized) to creation, every hour saw me becoming more and more adept at destruction. | adopted a slogan
that | used to murmur to myself, over and over --not because | liked it, but because it explained something to me when

I demanded explanation fast, when there was no one around who could explain it to me -"destruction for creation -
destroy to create." It used to keep time with the rain that swept over me and splashed off my helmet and dripped

down my collar.  The bayonet sickened me less.  The long thrust and slash became the sweep of a brush over a newly
plastered wall, ready for fresco. The sight picture on the machine gun became a scene in an unwritten sce-

nario. Every step in the Tennessee mud was a step toward the day when creation would be feasible. Sliding over
barbed wire in the ice storms, slogging up mushy clay roads at night, mile after mile, so tired that you fell asleep at
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every ten -minute halt, yet having to prod the men on -"destroy to create -destroy to create" and it makes destruction
seem like creation, death seem like birth.

On watch in the early mornings, long before you could discern the details of the land, when every rock looked like a

crouching man, you would stand, wrapped in a blanket, shoulder -deep in a fox -hole and thoughts would come shim-
mering out of the sky like the harp in a musical comedy. A bit of melody from Strauss. A shatch of hymn.  The reflec-
tion of Picasso's Boy Leading a Horse. A sudden understanding of his Guernica. Looking up and down the lines the
light grew, you could see the absorption in the other faces. The boy who had a baby at home, though he himself had
just turned twenty, eyes drawn in to the sky, standing almost illuminated in something | could neither see nor guess, but

which had captured and transported him. The kid whose best friend had been killed before he had a chance to get

into the army, his muddy face thrust into the still air, eyes secret "...me and Bud just was tired of Pennsylvania. | thought
he was kidding when he said 'Let's go'...but by two o'clock that morning we just took out a map and picked with our

eyes closed. Itwas a town near Dallas, Texas. Mary didn't want me to go. But by damn -by three we was on our way
to Wheeling, West Virginia. He was a swell guy, Bud was. He could put on white clothes and grease a car and they'd

be white. That's the kind of a guy he was. By damn, but the second week we was in an old rickety -dink goddamn
house in Cincinnati, Ohio, and washing dishes in the Purple Cow..." He too was full of a swollen feeling that was new to
him-new and painful. It had to do with being alone at night -with taking orders -with something even bigger, that per-
haps there was a reason for it all, this mess he had gotten himself into. All of them feeling something. And some hav-
ing these feelings become articulate for the first time in phrases which, for once, they had not read in the pa-

pers. Something was happening.  They were beginning to find that they had something say. And some, like myself,
knew that this was only the first, trembling hint of the dawn, that soon the trees would visible along the dim stream line,

clearly defined in black silhouette. That soon there would be more to say. More that pounded and screamed to be
heard.

"Destruction for creation.” | believe it. If I didn't | should not care to go on. If we didn't, | know that thousands wouldn' t
care a damn any more, not just the artists, but the boy with the child, the kid with the dead buddy. | believe passion-
ately that there must be somewhere a plan that will become real to allow these rumblings that now we only feel to

grow and to be said when the time will come to say them. There must be the chance for the soldier  -artist to say what
he has learned. They must all say it. | know that this war is not going to be over when the last parading soldier turns his
0.D.'s in to the Supply Sergeant. It will just have begun. I'm not the first person to say that.

| am prepared to dedicate whatever power | may develop as an artist, whatever compassion or wisdom | may attain

as a human being to building  -not re -building. | do not want "The OIld Days." We have outgrown them, flung them off.
want a world where an individual may create what he must. Where races and nations may respect each other, not
because they believe in the out  -worn hypotheseis that "We -can -all-have -peace -by-ignoring -our-differences," but
where man respects man because of the differences that identify him and make him unique.

| feel that artists will have the power to greatly vivify what has been said in all the un -read editorials in the pages of
newspapers, and say it for the people. Say boldly the madness of war.  Say the alternates for war -in the paintings, the
plays, the ballets, the symphonies, the buildings. Say these loudly and clearly so there will be no mistaking them, so

there will be no time when they will not be before everyone as a constant reminder, as strong as an army, arresting

and commanding and clear. And we hope that the people who are now feeling words for the first time, like a little girl
spelling "c -a-t" with her alphabet soup, will find a way to say them. They must say them in whatever medium they
command, be it art, the pulpit, the teacher's desk, or the Union Weekly. Only through revealing their thoughts honestly
and vigorously can a cornerstone for peace and mutual respect between nations and individuals be established. If
this-that must be said -is fostered and allowed to become articulate through painting, drama, literature, dance , music,

there will be recorded the reason why the present waste can never be allowed to happen again.

We want to know while we are gone, that you believe this too and are laying a plan to bring it about. A plan that will
not be subservient to commercialism. A plan that allows for daring and experiment. A plan where children can grow
creatively. A plan that is built of the radiance that comes out of the plain faces that are fighting this war. Faces that
demand an answer.  Demand an assurance that this war will not be futile. Demand that this destruction be for crea-
tion. We artists, seeing the need for expression in the faces that stare troubled and questioning into the dawn feeling

the tempest and finding the words for the first time, plead for the chance to speak out freely, when the time comes,

for all the world, to hear.  Whatever form it will take, we hope, as we fight, as we personally destroy life and sculptured

stone and canvas, that out of it will come the chance we citizens of the world are burning to have -and we pray, as
we snatch our muddy sleep, that you are thinking about it too.

STEWART STERN, Sergeant, Infantry
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On the (Important) Roller Coaster Ride of Mentoring

When | signed up
Ml for TheFilmSchool,
| called Stewart
Stern and asked
him, "What is the
best part

of TheFilmSchool
program? What
sets it apart?" |
expected to hear some-
thing about the faculty or
the emphasis on story, but
instead he responded with-
out hesitation, "The oppor-
tunity to mentor with fac-
ulty members."

| took this to heart and at
the conclusion of the 3 -
Week -Intensive | began
working with John
Jacobsen on a weepy
family drama | had previ-
ously written.  Within a
month | had completely
abandoned everything in it
except for the name of the
town. | was going to write
a comedy.

| knew nothing about writ-
ing comedy other than
how hard it is to do well,
but | was going to figure it
out. John and | developed
a good working rou-

tine. We met weekly and
with that "deadline," |
stayed focused and
brought new material to
every session. Together,
we applied the principals |

learned in TheFilmSchool to
address the problems that
arose as | built my story.

Some issues we resolved
quickly, but others kept com-
ing back, week after week
and | kept getting the same
lessons, over and over - noth-
ing like repetition to reinforce
a point. Weeks turned into
months and then into a year,
but | had completed the story
and character arcs, the step
outline and finally the first
draft. | felt great.

And then | read it.

It was during the long and
brutal process of rewriting that
the great value of mentoring
became clear. | began to
develop skills beyond the nuts
and bolts of building a good
story. | began to think and
feel like a writer.
| learned to have enough
confidence in my work to re-
alize how bad is actually
was. Once | could recognize
and acknowledge my good
work, then | could look at the
rest and then set about mak-
ing it better.  If anything was
not as good as | could make
it, then it wasn't good
enough.

By holding myself to this high
standard, | started to trust my
judgment. If | had even the
slightest inkling that a scene,

joke, transition or gap
didn't work, then it didn't
work. Learning to trust
my judgment that some-
thing actually works and
quit fiddling with it is
much harder.

When all these elements
started to come to-
gether, | began to feel
comfortable defending
my work in our lively story
sessions. | was able to
articulate every choice |
had made and what |
thought it did for the
story, even if it didn't ulti-
mately work. But every
so often, John was actu-
ally swayed by my de-
fense.

However, the one thing
that really made me feel
like | was a real writer was
when | got notes like "not
funny," "tighter," and "be
brilliant" and | understood
them, knew what to do,
and was confident that |
could make my writing
funny, tight and brilliant.

Andrew Iseminger is a
graduate

of TheFilmSchool, Summer
2007.
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Check out our website to experience podcasts from past
sessions.

Seri es

Go to

TFS faculty member Warren Etheredge
interviewing accomplished filmmakers like Alex Gibney, Rod Lurie,

Sandra Nettelbeck, John August, and more.
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Mark your Calendars:

Substance and Sale
February 26 -28, 2010

This workshop, in its second year, will be

led by John Jacobsen and Warren Etheredge and will

PAGE 7

two essential questions: how can | improve my script to get it to a level judged professional by profession-
als, and how can | develop the business skills to market myself and my material?

The 3-Week Intensive

TheFilmSchool is now accepting applications for the Spring and Summer sessions of the 2010 3

Intensive Core Sessions.

Spring: March 13 to April 3, 2010 (application deadline: March 5, 2010)
Summer: July 10 to July 31, 2010 (application deadline: July 2, 2010)

Save the Date: Going Through Splat

January 29, 2010

Currently we are in the process of planning a screening of
mentary about the life and work of our own

Details, soon to come!

Stewart Stern.

Going Through Splat , Jon Steven Ward's docu-

www.thefilmschool.com

Get your seats now for TheFilmSchool
Oscar Gala, March 7, 2010!

Celebrate Oscar Night
at the second annual
Oscar Night auction
with TheFilmSchool!

Hosted by John Curley
and held at the glamor-
ous Triple Door Theatre

with dinner catered by
Wild Ginger, this is the
place to be in Seattle
on Oscar Night!

You'll be amazed at
the scope of unique
and fantastic silent
and live auction items,
the proceeds from
which will help support
TheFilmSchool as it

moves into its new

home at The Film Cen-
ter with SIFF. A fabulous
evening awaits you!

For a glimpse at last
year's gala and for
more details on how
you can attend this
fabulous event, see
www.thefilmschool.com

Help support TheFilmSchool's new reading series to get the work of TFS alumni out there.
Just $500 pays for a reading at the ACT Theatre with some of Seattle's best actors!

Contact info@thefilmschool.com or 206

-709-2555 to help.

focus on

-Week -



http://www.thefilmschool.com/index.php/2010-oscar-night-celebration/299

