Wrestling a Rahkshi
Director (me): Turahk vs. Vorahk, take 1!

(Turahk turns his staff into a sword and swoops it around, so does Vorahk)

Turahk: En gadre!

Vorahk: Touché!

Me: Cut! Cut! We’re not fencing, we’re wrestling!

Turahk and Vorahk: Oooohhhhhhhh….

Me: Take 152!

(Onua watches from above, and then falls, spoiling the shot)

Me: Cut, cut! Onua! What are you doing here?

Onua: (whistles)

Me: Take 268!

Turahk and Vorahk start to box. When one of them runs into the ring boundary and bounces back, they start mock-fighting to get them “in the spirit of things.”

Turahk: You’re so dumb that you don’t know the value of 0 + 0!

Vorahk: You’re dummer than a Vahki!

Turahk: You’re spelling is despikble!

Vorahk: You talking to me?

Turahk: Yeah, I think that you can go and—

As he says this, Vorahk starts to give him an uppercut to the jaw. The next scene is one of black hydraulic oil and mechanical parts and—
(As there has been some concern about the extent of realism of this fight scene, this scene has been deleted.)

Me: Take 365

They start to box. An uppercut to Vorahk’s jaw unwinds a gauze bandage, which hits him in the face, sends him into an uproar when all of a sudden—

Smeagol: Nasty hobbitses! Must protect the Precious! Must learn to box, we musts!

Me: Cut, cut, cut! We’re not in the Lord of the Rings extension yet!

Smeagol: We don’t cares! We learn to box! (hits me in face with hand holding the One Ring)

Me: (in a bored fashion) Take…556!

They start fighting with Drunken Boxing tactics, mostly because they are on the verge of sleeping because they keep messing up these scenes.
Vorahk: This…is…Zzzzzzzzzzzz…

Vorahk collapses, while Turahk starts running wild, saying that bunny rabbits are chasing him and taking over the world.
Me: Cut, let’s start on the Lord of the Rings.

NEXT TIME: The Lord of the Rings.

THE FOLLOWING INSTALLMENT: The Matrix.

THE INSTALLMENT AFTER THAT: The Legend of Bagger Vance. (But called the Legend of Vagger Bance.)

THE INSTALLMENT AFTER THAT ONE: James Bond!

