O-FRENDO-LO’S
EPISODE 1: "PILOT / THE DOCUSERIES"

OMEN WAKER sits at his cluttered computer desk, adjusting a wireless clip-on mic onto his collar.
Standing beside the camera—holding a clipboard, wearing headphones around his neck, and looking slightly overworked—is NEILORO (30s), the producer sent by Origonese.com.
Neiloro checks his watch, taps his clipboard with a pen, and cues Omen.
NEILORO Alright, slate is clean. We’re rolling, Omen. Whenever you’re ready... just explain to the camera why we're here. Keep it concise, we've got five scenes to shoot today.
OMEN WAKER (Nods eagerly, leaning into the lens) Right. Obololo, world! My name is Omen Waker.
Omen leans back in his office chair with a proud smile.
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) About three weeks ago, ori sent an email to the creators of Origonese over at Origonese.com. I was telling them all about how me and my group of friends have been living, breathing, and speaking Origonese every single day.
NEILORO (Stepping partially into frame, pointing to himself) And when your email hit our inbox, the team sent ori—Neiloro—down here to produce an actual, watchable docuseries about your group.
OMEN WAKER (Flips his computer monitor toward Neiloro and the camera) Exactly! And Neiloro is gonna help us keep this show on track while ori leads the movement!
Omen grabs a black Origonese t-shirt off his chair and holds it up proudly.
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) We call our group the O-Frendo-Lo’s. For the next month, you’re gonna watch us transform our lives using a universal language of light.
NEILORO (Checking off a box on his clipboard) Great intro. High energy. Now, per our production schedule, we need to meet the rest of the cast before lunch. Are they ready for us?
OMEN WAKER (Stands up, grabbing his keys) Some of 'em are ready, some think it's hilarious, some use it to get out of speeding tickets, and some just use it on their smoke breaks.
Omen heads for the front door, waving for Neiloro and the camera to follow.
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) Come on, Neiloro! Let’s go meet the O-Frendo-Lo’s!
NEILORO (Sighs, grabbing his equipment bag and following) Please don't walk too fast, the wireless receiver is sensitive...
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY
Omen steps out into the bright afternoon sun, squinting up at the sky. He looks back at the lens.
OMEN WAKER The O-shiny-wo is bright today! First stop... let’s go find Michemia. It’s about time for her smoke break.
(Omen walks down to the bus stop on the corner, checking his watch.)
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) I gotta head downtown to Edmonton Wholesale Automotive head office to drop off some paperwork before my delivery shift. So we're gonna catch the o-transporty-lolo—the bus.

INT. CITY BUS (ETS) - DAY
OMEN WAKER sits near the back of the bus, swaying with the ride.
NEILORO sits across from him with his clipboard, holding a small audio recorder and trying to look natural while curious ETS transit passengers stare at them in the background.
OMEN WAKER (To camera, keeping his voice low) I work as a delivery driver for head office, but ori takes the bus to get downtown. Save the environment, save gas money... plus, it gives me time to review my Origonese vocabulary.
(Omen taps his notebook proudly.)
NEILORO (Leaning in, whispering) Omen, keep your voice down... the guy in the high-vis jacket two seats up has been glaring at my clipboard for three stops.


EXT. DOWNTOWN ALLEY (EDMONTON WHOLESALE AUTOMOTIVE) - DAY
Omen steps off the bus downtown and walks down a red-brick side alley behind the head office building, Neiloro right on his heels.
MICHEMIA (60s, sharp-tongued, weary-eyed) stands near a heavy steel exit door, taking a deep, necessary drag from her cigarette.
Omen Waker walks up holding his clipboard, with Neiloro checking his shot list beside him.
OMEN WAKER Hey Michemia! On break?
MICHEMIA I need a smoke. These fuckin' customers are driving me out of my damn mind today!
NEILORO (Wincing, making a quick note on his clipboard) And... we're gonna have to bleep that for daytime broadcast. Great.
MICHEMIA (Squinting suspiciously at Neiloro) Who’s the guy with the clipboard?
OMEN WAKER That's Neiloro! He's the producer sent by Origonese.com to film us.
MICHEMIA (Scoffs, taking a drag) Well, Neiloro looks like he needs a drink.
OMEN WAKER (Laughs) Sounds like you need an o-puffy-lo.
MICHEMIA I need two fuckin' o-puffy-los, let me tell ya.
OMEN WAKER (To camera, then back to Michemia) You know, the rest of the crew is using the word ori when talking about themselves or each other. It’s a universal pronoun—it means I, me, you, we, or they. Try using it.
Michemia takes another drag, tapping the ash off her cigarette and eyeing Neiloro's camera setup.
MICHEMIA Well... if the group is doing it, then so will ori. How was that?
OMEN WAKER That was o-perfecty-wo! You know what you call the smoke coming off your o-puffy-lo?
MICHEMIA O-smokey-lo?
OMEN WAKER Nope! O-smokey-lo is just another word for the o-puffy-lo itself. The actual smoke cloud is o-misty-wo.
Michemia breaks into a dry, gravelly laugh, looking right into the camera lens.
MICHEMIA (Grinning to camera) So ori could walk right back into the call center and say: "Ori is sorry, did ori get some of my o-puffy-lo’s o-misty-wo on you?"
OMEN WAKER (Laughing) That would be hilarious!


MOCKUMENTARY CONFESSIONAL (MICHEMIA)
EXT. DOWNTOWN ALLEY - CONTINUOUS (CONFESSIONAL)
Michemia stands alone in the alley, speaking directly to the camera lens while taking one last puff. Neiloro’s voice comes from off-camera.
NEILORO (O.S.) (From behind camera) So, Michemia... what do you honestly think of Omen and this whole Origonese project?
MICHEMIA (To camera) Omen’s a good kid. Takes the bus down here every day just to deliver parts for us. Head's always in the clouds with this Origonese stuff... mind you, if ori can use it to confuse my supervisor, I'm all for it.
(She flicks her cigarette butt into the ash receptacle, winks at the camera, and heads inside.)


EXT. DOWNTOWN ALLEY - DAY
Omen’s phone pings with a text notification. He checks his screen and turns to Neiloro.
OMEN WAKER Dallasina just texted! She’s on her lunch break right over by Edmonton City Centre.
NEILORO (Checking his clip board) City Centre entrance? Perfect. That’s public space—zero location fees. Let's move!


EXT. EDMONTON CITY CENTRE ENTRANCE - DAY
DALLASINA sits on a concrete bench right outside the glass doors of Edmonton City Centre.
In her lap is a paper cup. She pulls a ziplock bag of instant potato powder out of her purse, dumps it into the cup, pulls out a small metal thermos of hot water, and begins stirring it aggressively with a plastic spoon.
Omen and Neiloro walk up. Neiloro stares at her purse setup in complete bewilderment.
OMEN WAKER Obololo, Dallasina! Ohow is the o-jobby-lo going?
DALLASINA (Stirring rapidly without looking up) Ori is so o-hungy-wo. Ori needs some fuckin' mashed potatoes, bro!
NEILORO (To camera, whispering) Is she making mashed potatoes out of her purse in front of a shopping mall?
OMEN WAKER (Laughs) They’re called o-mashy-wos!
DALLASINA Whatever, ori can’t get enough of this shit. Food inside is way too expensive, and ori needs carbs before going in to grab a coffee.
OMEN WAKER Fair enough! Any o-grumpy-lo customers today?
DALLASINA Friggles yes! Oh my God, every single day there’s always at least one o-grumpy-lo.
OMEN WAKER Next time you’re forced to be polite to a total dickhead, just say: "Owobolo, O-trusty-lolo!" as they walk away. When they ask what you said, tell 'em: "I was speaking Origonese—it means 'Have a wobbly, sparkly day, friendly customer!'" Watch their mood change.
DALLASINA (Eyes light up, taking a big bite of mashed potatoes) Okay, ori is 100% trying that on my next shift. Kill 'em with Origonese kindness!
OMEN WAKER Exactly!
DALLASINA (Thinking) Speaking of dealing with people... Omen, what’s the Origonese word for child?
OMEN WAKER O-gifty-lo! Because children are gifts from God. And if they’re being good, you buy them an o-gifty-wo!
DALLASINA (Animated mom voice with her spoon) "Come here, my o-gifty-lo! Mommy is going to buy you a surprise o-gifty-wo!"
OMEN WAKER (Matching her energy) Right?! They’d be like, "Whoa, what’s an o-gifty-wo?" And then you say: "An o-gifty-wo is a surprise gift you get when you’ve been good for no reason! Now let’s ogogo! Hop in the o-transporty-lolo, we gotta o-drifty-wo to the store!"
DALLASINA My kids are gonna think I’ve gone completely crazy.
OMEN WAKER No way! They’re gonna think you’re the coolest mom ever.
DALLASINA (Smirks) Well... if they don’t, ori is keeping the o-gifty-wo for myself! Wait... what would Origonese music even sound like?
OMEN WAKER (Pulls out his phone) Hold on, let ori show you.
Omen plays Saweetie’s "Back to the Streets."
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) In the original, she raps: "I put my new man on a leash, traded in my old man, he was just a lease." In Origonese, you swap it: "I put my new man on a leash, traded in my old ori, he was just a lease!"
DALLASINA (Rapping with swagger, pointing her plastic spoon) "I put my new man on a leash... traded in my old ori, he was just a lease!"
She bursts out laughing.
DALLASINA (CONT'D) Okay, that’s actually hilarious! Ori is gonna go grab a coffee now. See ya, Omen!
(Dallasina packs her thermos back into her purse and walks inside City Centre.)


EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - CONTINUOUS
Omen’s phone buzzes with another text.
OMEN WAKER Oh! Danibravo just texted me. He wants to pick up his official Origonese Name Registration Certificate!
NEILORO Do you have it on you?
OMEN WAKER (Pulls an official framed certificate out of his canvas bag) Always keep it on ori. Look—there he is!
A truck pulls up to the curb and honks. DANIBRAVO (40s, charismatic, big smile) leans out the driver-side window.
DANIBRAVO Get in, o-sexy-lolos!


INT. DANIBRAVO'S TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER
Danibravo is driving. Omen sits in the passenger seat. Neiloro is crammed in the back seat squeezing behind camera gear.
Omen hands the framed certificate across to Danibravo at a red light.
DANIBRAVO (Looking at the certificate, grinning) This is o-sexy-lolo, Omen! O-thanky-lolo!
OMEN WAKER O-welcomy-lolo to the Origonese brotherhood!
DANIBRAVO This doesn’t mean ori has to stop eating the o-murd-lo, does it? 'Cause ori needs meat. Ori can’t live without it.
OMEN WAKER No, no, o-coursey not! Origonese is open to all diets. Though... you might become an o-leafy-lo one day.
DANIBRAVO (Laughs, shaking his head) Ori is way too oldy-wo for that!
NEILORO (From the back seat, leaning forward with his mic) Danibravo, how did you react when Omen first introduced you to Origonese?
DANIBRAVO Honestly? Ori thought he was crazy. I asked him, "How did you even find this?" And he tells me he was looking for a universal language of light, asked AI about it, found Origonese.com, and got all our names translated in 24 hours!
OMEN WAKER (Proudly) The power of AI and light!
DANIBRAVO Well, ori thinks it’s hilarious. Who names the Earth the o-wiggly-wo? Delishywishy for delicious... o-scoopy-lo for spoon... (Laughs) I actually tried using it to be romantic with my wife last night! I looked right at her and said, "C’mon honey, let’s go get bouncy in the lay-lay."
NEILORO (Snorts) And what did she say?
DANIBRAVO She laughed and said, "Alright, let's go get bouncy, honey!" ...And then ori actually got lucky!
Danibravo bursts out laughing, high-fiving Omen across the center console while Neiloro tries not to laugh into his microphone.


EXT. JOELIO'S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY
Danibravo’s truck pulls up to the curb outside a quiet apartment building.
DANIBRAVO Here’s Joelio’s place!
OMEN WAKER (Opening the door) Thanks for the ride, Danibravo! Make sure you do your five-minute Origonese lesson today!
DANIBRAVO The whole group of O-Frendo-Lo’s committed for the month, so yeah, ori will do it. Origonese might actually become a thing, ori thinks. Anyway... Owobolo!
DANIBRAVO drives off with a wave.
Omen and Neiloro stand on the sidewalk outside the apartment building, looking up at the balcony.
OMEN WAKER (To camera) Next stop... Joelio’s o-sanctu-wo!


INT. JOELIO'S APARTMENT - DAY
OMEN WAKER and NEILORO step inside the apartment.
The room feels like a cozy personal library—the walls are completely lined with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves packed with novels, philosophy texts, and history volumes. On the living room coffee table sit four or five thick open books, each marked with colorful bookmarks.
JOELIO (40s, calm, thoughtful, cheery) looks up from a book on his couch with a warm smile.
OMEN WAKER Obololo, Joelio! Is ori o-dizzy-lo omono today?
JOELIO (Pauses, adjusting his glasses, looking thoughtful) Am ori dizzy with harmony? ...Hmm. Let me think. Nobody has ever asked me that before.
NEILORO (Whispering to camera) I don't think anyone in human history has asked that before.
OMEN WAKER Are you having a wobbly, wiggly, bouncy, sparkly day?
JOELIO (Laughs softly) Well, ori is trying his best! But ori is pretty hungry right now. Want to head to an eatery-wo?
OMEN WAKER Before we go, ori has an o-gifty-wo for you!
Omen reaches into his canvas bag, pulls out a sleek book titled The Time Workshops, and hands it to Joelio.
JOELIO (Eyes widening) Oooooh, an o-gifty-wo! What is it?
OMEN WAKER It’s an o-portal-wo called The Time Workshops. In Origonese, it’s the O-ticky-wo O-worky-wo. It’s all about O-ticky-wo omageia—Time Magic! It proves that by keeping positive energy, real magic is actually possible. Ori thinks you’re really gonna like it.
JOELIO (Smiles warmly, flipping through the pages and admiring the bookmarks on his table) Well, thanks! Ori loves to read. Ori could never turn down a free o-portal-wo.
OMEN WAKER Here—o-munchy-lo on these while we head out.
Omen pulls a box of crackers from his bag and hands a few to Joelio. Joelio pops one in his mouth and chews in approval.
JOELIO (Nodding) This o-cracky-lo is delishywishy-wo.
OMEN WAKER (Laughs) You sound hilarious when you speak Origonese! I love it.
JOELIO (Grins, holding up another cracker) Hey, if speaking Origonese gets ori free snacks, ori will say delishywishy-wo all day! Now, let’s head to that eatery-wo for real.
INT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT - DAY
Omen, Joelio, and Neiloro walk into a fast-food joint, looking up at the menu board.
NEILORO (Adjusting the camera angle, handheld GoPro style) Alright, keep it natural... we're filming a live interaction here.
JOELIO So... how would ori even order in Origonese?
OMEN WAKER Well, does ori want a burger with meat?
JOELIO Yeah, ori definitely does.
OMEN WAKER In Origonese, you’d tell the cashier you want some o-murd-lo. Any o-murd-lo will do. She’ll probably ask what o-murd-lo means, and you tell her it’s all forms of meat.
JOELIO (Confused) Wait... how is she supposed to know what to get me?
OMEN WAKER On The How, it’s the cashier’s job to read your energy! They pick something that matches your vibe and tone. If you order o-murd-lo with high energy and excitement, you might get a double bacon burger. If you order in a deep, grounded voice, you’ll get something completely different. It’s fun because you never know what you’re gonna get.
JOELIO (Smirks, considering it) Huh. That way you’re always trying something new. I kind of like that.
OMEN WAKER (Whispering to camera) Alright, Joelio’s about to order fast food the Origonese way. Let’s see how the cashier reacts.
Joelio steps up to the counter. Omen stands slightly behind him, holding back a laugh.
JOELIO (To Cashier with a cheerful, energetic tone) Obololo! Ori would like to order one large o-murd-lo, please!
CASHIER (Puzzled look) ...One large what?
JOELIO O-murd-lo. It’s Origonese for meat! Just read my energy and hit me with whatever feels right.
CASHIER (Blinks, then smiles amusedly) Alright... high energy... sounds like a Deluxe Double Cheeseburger combo to me.
JOELIO (Turns to Omen, amazed) It actually worked! O-murd-lo for the win!
EXT. FAST FOOD RESTAURANT - MOMENTS LATER
Joelio holds his meal bag with a satisfied grin.
JOELIO O-thanky-lolo, Omen! Ori is gonna go enjoy this o-murd-lo.
OMEN WAKER Owobolo, Joelio! Enjoy the o-portal-wo!
Joelio waves goodbye and walks down the sidewalk. Omen turns back to Neiloro.
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) Alright, Neiloro! Time to stretch our legs. Next stop: the Edmonton Rec Center ice rink! We're meeting Patikaty for an hour of skating.
NEILORO (Checking his phone camera battery) Ice rink? Great... my camera sensor loves freezing temperatures. Let's go.




INT. EDMONTON REC CENTER / ICE RINK - DAY
The crisp sound of ice skates carving through ice echoes around the arena.
PATIKATY (50s, energetic, athletic) glides gracefully across the ice rink. OMEN WAKER skates beside her, holding his balance, while NEILORO shivers near the team bench, holding the camera steady.
PATIKATY (Laughing as Omen wobbles slightly) Look at you, Omen! Keeping your balance on the o-slippery-wo!
OMEN WAKER Ori is trying! It takes o-preparo-lo to skate this fast!
PATIKATY So, Omen... you were telling me earlier about sports on The How. How do they play hockey over there?
OMEN WAKER (Gliding effortlessly now) Oh! On The How, they play a sport called Okiju—or Double Puck!
PATIKATY (Puzzled, slowing down) Double Puck? Like two pucks at once?
OMEN WAKER Two pucks at once... AND four teams on a massive circular ice rink! You’ve got four goaltenders around the perimeter, two pucks in play simultaneously, and total chaos.
PATIKATY (Bursts out laughing) Four teams on one rink?! The penalties alone would take an hour to sort out! What about football?
OMEN WAKER Circular field, four end zones! You can throw the o-ball-lo in any direction. It keeps the energy flowing in circles instead of straight lines.
PATIKATY (Shaking her head in amusement) That sounds insane, but ori would totally play Double Puck!

INT. REC CENTER BENCHES - MOMENTS LATER
Patikaty and Omen sit on the wooden bench taking off their ice skates. Neiloro rubs his hands together to warm up.
PATIKATY That was a great hour of skating. Ori needed that break after a long o-worky-lo schedule.
OMEN WAKER How is the o-worky-lo going?
PATIKATY Busy! Lots of o-preparo-lo for the upcoming week. But hey... are you free later tonight?
OMEN WAKER Ori is always free for the O-Frendo-Lo’s! What’s up?
PATIKATY Do you want to ovo-wo the new Street Fighter movie at the theater?
NEILORO (From behind the camera) Wait... ovo-wo? What does ovo-wo mean?
OMEN WAKER (To Neiloro) Ovo-wo means to see or watch!
PATIKATY (Grinning at Neiloro) Exactly. So, Omen... do you want to ovo-wo the movie with ori?
OMEN WAKER Ovo-wo Street Fighter sounds super ogo! Let’s do it!
PATIKATY (Slaps her sneakers on, standing up) Awesome! Ori will text you the showtimes. Obololo, Neiloro! Don't freeze out here!
(Patikaty winks at the camera and head out the arena doors, leaving Omen and Neiloro smiling.)


INT. REC CENTER BENCHES - DAY
Patikaty walks out the arena doors. Omen’s phone immediately buzzes in his pocket. He pulls it out and grins.
OMEN WAKER
Perfect timing! That was Hanin. She’s actually in this exact same building, upstairs getting ready to hit the gym.
NEILORO
(Checking his clipboard)
Same building? Excellent. My feet are freezing, let's get to a warmer floor.
INT. REC CENTER GYM (UPSTAIRS) - MOMENTS LATER
The sound of clanking weights and treadmills hums in the background.
HANIN (20s, bubbly but currently looking a bit stressed) is on a yoga mat stretching her legs.
Omen and Neiloro walk up to her.
OMEN WAKER (To camera) I'm still figuring out the best Origonese name for her... maybe Hanina, which means The Observer, or Haniaos, which means The Greek Goddess! 
Omen turns to her with a big smile.
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D)
Obololo, Hanin!
HANIN Obololo, Omen. How is ori doing? 
OMEN WAKER Ori is o-hapi-lo. Do you have the o-ticky-wo? 
(Omen taps his wrist where a watch would go)
HANIN (Checks her phone) It's 6:30 pm. Why? You knew what time we were meeting here. 
OMEN WAKER I just wanted to make sure. I left my house at 6:20, it takes twenty minutes for me to get here, and I still got here on time. How is that possible? 
NEILORO
(From behind the camera, confused)
Omen... we didn't leave your house. We were literally just downstairs at the ice rink.
OMEN WAKER
(Ignoring Neiloro)
How is it possible, Hanin?
HANIN (Laughs) Ori doesn’t know. 
OMEN WAKER O-ticky-wo omageia! That’s how. Instead of panicking I would be late, I laughed because I knew I would need to use some time magic to get here on time, and it worked! 
HANIN That’s fucking crazy bro! If you have time magic, can you use it to make my workout end quicker? 
OMEN WAKER (Chuckles) I'll see what I can do. But hey... are you having a wobbly sparkly day? 
HANIN (Smiles and laughs faintly) Ori wishes. 
OMEN WAKER Awe, why's that? The o-box-lo got you down? Customers making you o-grumpy-lo? 
HANIN The o-box-lo? What is the o-box-lo? 
OMEN WAKER All types of government control and bullshit. 
HANIN Oh no, it's not the o-box-lo bothering me. 
OMEN WAKER Then what is it? 
HANIN (Sighs, dropping her stretch) My boyfriend won't propose. I keep making hints and he is clueless. I don’t know if he is going to ever ask me. 
OMEN WAKER Does ori want me to clue him in for you? I won't say you suggested it if you don’t want me to. I’ll just tell him how quickly I would be asking to marry you if I was him. Or something like that. 
HANIN Maybe. I am getting pretty fed up. 
OMEN WAKER I could say, 'O-bro, o-listeny-wo. Hanin is a goddess. Why haven’t you asked her to marry you yet?' And go from there. It will plant the seed in his head and he will start thinking about it. Then it's only a matter of time before he asks. 
HANIN That would be great if ori could do something to help me out. 
OMEN WAKER Don’t worry, ori will be walking down the aisle in a white dress soon enough, with everyone watching thinking: Damn! let me get some of that ham. 
NEILORO
(Coughs loudly from behind the camera)
We are definitely not putting that line in his wedding vows.
HANIN (Laughs out loud) Sounds ogo! 
MOCKUMENTARY CONFESSIONAL (HANIN)
INT. REC CENTER GYM - CONTINUOUS (CONFESSIONAL)
Hanin stands alone in front of a rack of dumbbells, speaking directly to the camera lens.
HANIN
(To camera)
Look, if Omen wants to use his weird time magic to make my boyfriend finally buy a ring, I'm not gonna stop him. Ori just wants a wedding!
(She winks at the camera, grabs a dumbbell, and gets to work.)


EXT. TERWILLEGAR REC CENTER - EVENING (6:30 PM)
Omen steps out the main doors of the Terwillegar Rec Center into the cool evening air. His phone pings with a text.
OMEN WAKER (Checking screen) Oh, awesome! Akasma just texted. He’s heading over to my place in about 90 minutes—8:00 PM sharp—to help me organize the ProjectOrigonese.com website.
NEILORO (Checking his schedule) Terwillegar is right near your neighborhood, right? Perfect. That gives us plenty of time to ride the bus back and prep for the site review.

INT. CITY BUS (ETS) – EVENING

Omen and Neiloro ride the ETS bus back from Terwillegar. Omen is quietly humming an Origonese rhythm while scrolling through his phone notes.

INT. OMEN'S APARTMENT - EVENING (7:15 PM)
While waiting for 8:00 PM, Omen sits at his gaming PC with his headset on, playing Apex Legends. The monitor glows on his face as he chats animatedly through his mic to his online random teammates.
OMEN WAKER (Into gaming headset) Obololo teammates! Is ori ready to drop into the o-hotty-zoney-lo? I’ve got an o-Whippy-on—a gun—and two o-shieldy-wo’s! Let’s get the o-victory-lo!
(Through Omen's headset speakers, a random gamer bursts out laughing: "Bro, what language are you speaking?!")
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) I’m speaking Origonese, my bro! Keep a wobbly, sparkly vibe and we win this match!
NEILORO (To camera, shaking his head) He’s been playing for twenty minutes and he’s already converted three teenage gamers in Ohio.


INT. OMEN'S APARTMENT - EVENING (8:00 PM)
A knock at the door. Omen leaps up from his chair and opens it.
AKASMA (20s, tech-savvy, relaxed) steps inside carrying a backpack.
OMEN WAKER Obololo, Akasma! O-thanky-lolo for coming over!
AKASMA (Grinning, dabbing Omen up) Obololo, Omen! Ready to clean up this digital o-sanctu-wo?
NEILORO (Gesturing to the desk) Whenever you guys are ready, let's look at the site.
Akasma pulls up the office chair in front of Omen’s computer desk, mouse in hand. On the screen is the Wix editor dashboard for ProjectOrigonese.com, packed with pages, music audio files, beats, and manuscript documents.
Omen leans over his shoulder, watching the screen closely.
OMEN WAKER Ohow does ori drop multiple pages under a single sub-menu so the dashboard isn't so o-cluttery-lo? Does ori know how to use Wix?
AKASMA (Clicking, waiting on a spinning loading wheel) Ori can fix it, just give me a second... Man, your o-computy-lo is running super slow. It only has 8 gigs of RAM—that’s why it’s lagging on every update. Honestly, ori is surprised you managed to build this much already. It's kind of a miracle.
NEILORO (Leaning over the monitor, wincing) 8GB of RAM? Omen, how did you render a whole website on 8GB of RAM?
OMEN WAKER (Grinning proudly) Ori is just o-hapi-lo you’re here to o-helpy-wo ori!
AKASMA (Drag-and-dropping pages into neat sub-folders) Anything else you need o-helpy-lo with besides cleaning up the amount of pages?
OMEN WAKER No, that was all! O-thanky-lolo, bro!
AKASMA (Slaps Omen a fist bump) Anytime, man.
Omen leans against the desk, watching Akasma finalize the Wix updates, and a sudden idea pops into his head.
OMEN WAKER Hey Akasma, remember that speeding o-tickety-lo you got a few months back?
AKASMA (Smiles, chuckling) Yeah, ori remembers getting an o-tickety-lo. Why?
OMEN WAKER Next time you get pulled over, before he can even speak, roll down your window with a cheerful voice and enthusiasm and say: "Obololo, O-protecty-lolo! Are you having a wobbly, sparkly day?"
AKASMA (Laughs) What if he’s like, "What the hell did you just say to me?!"
OMEN WAKER Say: "Forgive me, officer! I was just speaking Origonese—it’s a vocal sparkler language, I was just trying to make your day a little less grumpy. I said: Hello, sparkly protector, are you having a wobbly, sparkly day?" Then see what he says! He’ll most likely warm up to you and may even let you off with a warning if you do it right. You have to be giddy, but not appear crazy.
NEILORO (Stepping in front of the camera lens, looking directly at Omen) Omen, as the producer of this show, I must legally advise our viewers NOT to try getting out of traffic violations by speaking Origonese to law enforcement.
AKASMA (Laughing, shaking his head at Neiloro) I don’t know if ori could ever say that to a police officer. What if they arrest me?
OMEN WAKER They can’t arrest you for speaking a silly language! The worst thing that’s going to happen is he’s going to go back to his o-box-lo o-transporty-lolo and write down a report saying: "Suspect was smiling and giggling, speaking a funny language he called Origonese."
(Omen laughs out loud, pointing at the laptop screen)
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) Then the Origonese virus will be inside the o-box-lo. That would make you a ghost in the matrix!
AKASMA (Smiles, nodding) Ori will think about it!

MOCKUMENTARY CONFESSIONAL (AKASMA)
INT. OMEN'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS (CONFESSIONAL)
Akasma sits in the office chair alone, looking directly into the camera lens.
AKASMA (To camera) Look, Omen’s computer setup is a complete nightmare, but his vision is real. And honestly? If ori ever gets pulled over on the Anthony Henday again... I might actually try the O-protecty-lolo line. Just to see what happens.
(Akasma winks at the camera, slaps his hands on his knees, and stands up.)


INT. OMEN'S APARTMENT - EVENING (8:30 PM)
Akasma packs up his laptop charger, zips his backpack, and slaps Omen a fist bump.
AKASMA Alright, dashboard is cleaned up, sub-pages are sorted, and your site is running smooth. Ori is heading home.
OMEN WAKER O-thanky-lolo, Akasma! Owobolo!
(Akasma heads out the door.)
Omen’s iPhone immediately starts ringing on the desk with a FaceTime call. Omen answers it, holding the screen up so Neiloro and the camera can see.
On the screen is TYSONO (20s, warm smile, wearing a sharp collared shirt).
TYSONO (On FaceTime) Hey Omen! How is it ogogo?
OMEN WAKER It ogogo’s ogo! What are you up to? Hey, do you want to go see the new Street Fighter movie with me and Patikaty tonight?
TYSONO (On FaceTime, shaking his head) Can’t! I got plans with the girly-wo tonight. We’re heading out to a fancy eatery-wo—it’s our anniversary!
OMEN WAKER Well, congrats on the anniversary! Why’d you call?
TYSONO Ori wanted to see if you wanted to play some PC games?
OMEN WAKER I could play for a bit before I gotta go ovo-wo the vision-wo with Patikaty. She still hasn’t texted me what time the movie starts—
(Ping! A text notification pops up on Omen’s screen.)
OMEN WAKER (CONT'D) Oh! Speak of the devil! Patikaty just texted—the vision-wo starts at 10:40 PM at the theatre in Windermere right near my place. I don’t gotta leave till 10:00! That gives us 90 minutes to play!
TYSONO (Grinning) Awesome, bro! Log on!

MONTAGE - GAMING & TICKING CLOCK (8:45 PM – 9:55 PM)
· QUICK CUT: Omen sits at his glowing PC with his headset on, laughing and shouting tactics into his mic while Tysono’s voice comes through the speakers.
· QUICK CUT: Neiloro sits on Omen's couch, checking his watch, eating a bowl of Omen's cereal, and looking thoroughly exhausted.
· QUICK CUT: On-screen clock flips: 9:55 PM. Omen slaps his desk: "Great game, Tysono! Enjoy the anniversary with the girly-wo!" Omen logs off, grabs his coat, and heads out the door.

EXT. WINDERMERE CINEPLEX - NIGHT (10:25 PM)
The bright, colorful neon lights of the Windermere Cineplex illuminate the night sky.
Omen and Neiloro step off the ETS bus. Standing under the marquee waiting for them are PATIKATY, DALLASINA, and DANIBRAVO!
OMEN WAKER (Excited, arms wide) Obololo, O-Frendo-Lo’s! You guys all came!
PATIKATY (High-fiving Omen) I texted the group chat! You didn't think we were gonna let you ovo-wo Street Fighter alone, did you?
DANIBRAVO (Dabbing Omen up, grinning) Ori brought the whole squad!
DALLASINA (To camera, holding a purse) And yes, ori brought snacks in my purse.
(They all laugh, high-fiving and walking through the glass doors into the cinema lobby.)

INT. WINDERMERE CINEPLEX LOBBY - CONTINUOUS
The four friends walk up to the concession stand.
DANIBRAVO (To Cashier) Obololo! We need one large o-popcorn-lo and four o-fizzy-wos!
CASHIER (Blinks, smiling) Large popcorn and four large sodas? Coming right up.
DANIBRAVO (Turns to Omen, amazed) It worked again!



NT. MOVIE THEATRE HALLWAY - NIGHT (10:35 PM)
The group stands outside Auditorium 4 holding popcorn and drinks. Neiloro points the camera at Omen.
NEILORO Alright, slate is clean. Omen, wrap it up. What’s the final message for the viewers?
OMEN WAKER (Looking deeply into the lens) Today, you watched us speak Origonese all across Edmonton. People think a language is just words... but Origonese is an energy. It’s about choosing light, being wobbly, and—
Suddenly, a CINEPLEX EMPLOYEE walks up to Dallasina, staring in complete disbelief at her purse, which is visibly steaming and smells like garlic butter.
CINEPLEX EMPLOYEE Ma'am... is your purse smoking?
DALLASINA (Deadpan, holding her thermos) No. Ori is just carrying instant mashed potatoes.
CINEPLEX EMPLOYEE You can't bring hot mashed potatoes into Auditorium 4.
DALLASINA (To the employee) Owobolo, O-grumpy-lo!
DANIBRAVO (Grabbing his popcorn) Quick, drink the fizzy-wo’s and get to our seats before they confiscate the mashy-wo’s!
The whole group frantically scrambles through the Auditorium 4 doors, shoving past each other while Omen tries to finish his sentence to the camera as he gets dragged inside.
OMEN WAKER (Shouting over his shoulder while being pushed through the door) —AND NEVER FORGET TO LIVE SPARKLY! OWOBOLO!
NEILORO (Running after them with camera equipment) Wait! Don't leave me out here with the camera bag!
(The door slams shut. Awkward silence in the empty hallway.)
FADE TO BLACK.
TITLE CARD: O-FRENDO-LO'S Visit Origonese.com to learn the language of light.
END OF EPISODE 1
