The Assassin

Original Screenplay 

“The Assassin”

FADE IN:

INT. PRIEST’S STUDY – DAY

A wood-lined room with furniture to match. One can smell the age of the place.

FATHER MCREADY(40’s) a slightly graying but still handsome priest dressed in traditional vestements sits at a large desk. His attention is fixed on a made-up, cardboard box in front of him. The front and top exposed.

It’s like he’s talking to whatever’s inside it.

Arts and crafts supplies take up space on the desk next to the modified cardboard box. Glue, scissors, material. A recorked bottle of wine.


FATHER MCREADY

     (to himself)

One more will do.

The priest lifts the lid off a small tin container. He pulls up what looks like a large, writhing cockroach. Holds it gently between his forefinger and thumb with its back exposed.

Movement of the roach’s antennae twitch and bend. The insect squirms between the priest’s fingers. A tough hold.

The priest reaches for the small container of paper glue. He picks it up and holds the end over the back of the squirming insect. Squeezes the glue container.

A large glob of white glue extrudes from the end of the container. Lands directly on the back of the roach in the priest’s hand covering the insects back.

Father Mcready gently lowers the insect into the cardboard box. It now reveals its contents: A made up doll house. Table and chairs in the middle. Draperies and linen. Some real effort put into it.

The priest lowers the insect into its awaiting place. He carefully pushes the glue-filled back of the roach into a tiny hand-made, wooden chair. 

Three identical, squirming roaches sit in adjacent chairs around a small table. All sitting upright with their backs firmly attacked to the backs of their chairs. The fourth is finally in its place. 

The legs and antennae move in concerted fashion. 

The priest sits back and inspects his work.


FATHER MCREADY

There. Guys ready for breakfast?

     (smiles)

Father Mcready stares at the scene. Finds it amusing.


The silent, intimate moment is suddenly broken by a KNOCK at the priest’s study door.

Father Mcready looks at the source of the knock, startled.

He hastily grabs his roach mansion and sets it on the ground next to him. Slides it beneath his desk, out of sight.


FATHER MCREADY

     (irritated)

Yes? 

The door to the priest’s study slowly opens. A young CURATE(15) cautiously enters.


CURATE

Father, you have a visitor.


FATHER MCREADY

     (calm)

A visitor? I told you I didn’t want to be disturbed.


CURATE

     (unsure)

Yes, Father...but...the man insisted.


FATHER MCREADY

Another confession I --

A large, slender ASSASIN gently pushes his way into Father Mcready’s study. He’s dressed in priest-like, black garments minus the collar.

The curate doesn’t put up a fight.


FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

-- suppose.

Father Mcready stands to address his visitor.

The curate looks at the assasin then to Mcready. 

Mcready calmly watches the man.

The Assasin slowly approaches the priest’s desk. The priest is familiar to the man.


ASSASIN

An old aquantaince sent me.

The priest doesn’t answer.

The Assasin stops just in front of the priest’s desk.


ASSASIN

     (continuing)

Says it’s time for you to settle a debt.

The priest stares silent at the assasin. Looks at the waiting curate. Gives him a look.

The curate gets the hint and leaves graciously.


FATHER MCREADY

Sit, please.

The priest motions to a chair that sits in front of the old wooden desk. He takes his seat. Lifts the bottle of wine from the desktop and pours a glass.

FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

Drink?

The Assassin waves his hand slightly, refusing.


ASSASSIN

No.

Father Mcready finishes pouring and takes a large drink before the assassin continues.


ASSASSIN

The old man wants to see you.


FATHER MCREADY

     (hesitates)

Now why would he want to see me?

Mcready takes another swig of wine.    

FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

I’ve got six months.


ASSASSIN

He said you would say that. 

     (beat)

He also said he would fix the scars in your head(points to temple) –- eleven years worth.

Father Mcready’s pleasant demeanor turns to near-rage. Remains calm.


FATHER MCREADY

What do you know about my scars?


ASSASSIN

     (composed)

Nothing –- I’m just the messenger.

A silent moment.

FATHER MCREADY

     (sarcastic)

A messiah? 

     (takes drink)


FATHER MCREADY (CONT’D)

Only one of those, you know.

Unaffected by the remark the assasin grins.

The Assassin reaches in his breast pocket, revealing his shiny pistol slightly. Finds an envelope, resembling an invitation. He leans forward and lays it on the table near Mcready. 

The envelope is sealed with stamped wax.

Mcready looks but doesn’t take it. Keeps his eyes the assassin.

The assassin’s job is done. Gets up to leave. As he opens the door to the priest’s study, turns to Father Mcready.


ASSASSIN

     (continuing)

Next time, I may have something to confess. We all do eventually.

The assassin leaves leaving Father Mcready alone with the envelope. Mcready stares at the inviting note as he takes another drink finishing the glass.

A KNOCK on the Priest’s door.

The young curate enters without a response from the priest.


CURATE

Is everything OK, Father?

No answer.


CURATE

     (continuing)

What did that man want?

Mcready still doesn’t answer. He is consumed by his thought.


CURATE

     (continuing)

Father?

Finally...


FATHER MCREADY

No one is free of sin, my son --

     (beat)

-- but all will owe in the end.

The boy stares blankly at the priest unsure of how to respond.


FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

Go. Leave me now.

The young boy leaves.

Father Mcready continues to drink his wine, finishing it. 

Instantly his irritation turns to rage and he hurls the wine glass against the wall. Watches the purple mess run down the wall.

Satisfied, Mcready goes to a nearby closet and finds a locked chest. He pulls a key on a chain from around his neck and unlocks it.

The dusty container hasn’t been opened in awhile. He lifts the lid and stares at the contents.

Slowly he lifts up a large, shiny AMERICAN EAGLE pistol. He turns it over slowly several times inspecting it. 

The open chest now shows its contents fully: Documents, several stacks of money and a fully-loaded, pistol clip.

With an air of experience, Mcready loads the pistol and pulls the receiver back. This action has sparked some past interest, something not so innocent.

The priest removes all of the chest’s contents and lays them on his desk.

He then begins to fill the chest with his personal papers and notes from the office. 

Filling the chest with all traces of his present life, he holds a Bible in his hand for an instant before tossing it in as well. As a final gesture, he takes his white, priest’s collar and throws it in before closing it and locking it.

INT. PRIEST’S STUDY – DAY

Father Mcready holds the tin can in his hands. Surveys its contents.

He lower the container near the floor of his study. Turns it over. Several large roaches fall out. Scurry about. Each has a dull, white mark on its back.

Father Mcready watches them. Satisfied.

INT. BATHROOM – DAY

Interior much the same as the study except for a sink and toilet.

Father Mcready stands in front of the sink mirror examining his reflection.

Finally, opens the medicine cabinet. Removes a generic pill bottle, a pair of scissors and a disposable razor.

He lays the items on the edge of the sink. Opens the pill bottle. Dumps several into his hand. Throws the pills in his mouth. Swallows them without water.

The priest looks towards the ceiling. Closes his eyes for a moment. A trance. Like the pills are already working.

Finally, the priest lowers his head and looks at his reflection once more. As if to say goodbye.

He takes the scissors off the sink edge. Grabs a large chunk of hair from his head and cuts it carelessly with the scissors. Does it again. And again.

INT. BATHROOM – DAY

Water runs into the sink. 

Suddenly, the priest raises his head from the sink revealing his new look.

He inspects his shiny, bald head in the mirror. Blood trickles down the side. Razor cuts.

He leans down and rinses his head again. Raises. Grabs a hanging towel and dries his head. Satisfied.

Throws the towel into the hair-filled sink. 

He is stopped by something. One more task. Moves the towel and turns the water back on.

INT. PRIEST’S STUDY – DAY

Silence. Suddenly, a large roach crosses the floor from beneath the priest’s desk. Evidence of glue still on its back. It’s free.

Its path crosses in front of a door.

Suddenly the door swings open and Father Mcready steps out. Directly onto the fleeing roach. Doesn’t notice the CRUNCHING sound.

The priest moves straight for his desk across the room. Takes the gooey remains of his insect friend on the bottom of his shoe.

He grabs the wooden box from the table.

INT. PRIEST’S STUDY – DAY

Mcready sits in his chair in front of a now blazing fire in the fireplace. The large wooden chest now supplies the fuel for the fire.

With his newly bald head and lack of eyebrows now clearly visible, he doesn’t look like himself.

Taking his last drink of wine, he watches the box crumble to what will soon be ashes.

An interrupting KNOCK at the study door.

Mcready turns towards the sound.


CURATE(OS)

Father...it’s time.

Father Mcready stares at the door silent. Finally, gets up. 

One last piece of business to attend to.

INT. CATHOLIC CHAPEL - NIGHT

A few parishioners have lined up in the middle isle of the church waiting for communion from Father Mcready.

The curate watches the Father Mcready cautiously. Winces at his strange, new look.

Father Mcready waits at the front ready to deliver the sacraments. His face is off-white now. Doesn’t look well. Sweat collects on his brow.

The curate prepares the offerings next to the priest noticing the priest’s condition.

Father Mcready is fixated on the line of parishioners who’ve gathered for the night’s service. The line looks more like a homeless shelter line. The parishioners look greedy. Animal-like.

The line of parishioners watches the priest curiously. Waiting.

Finally ready for the communion, the curate prepares to hand Father Mcready the first cracker. Holds a large silver plate in Father Mcready’s direction.

The priest doesn’t respond. Fixated on the distorting line in front of him.

Father Mcready wipes the sweat from his brow. Sweating profusely now.


CURATE

Father?

Suddenly, the interior of the church, including the parishioners, begins to swirl in a mess of vivid colors. Father Mcready is ready to pass out.

Father Mcready drops to the floor suddenly. Lies on his back in the silence. Staring at the ceiling. 

The curate and parishioners hover over him. 

Father Mcready can’t hear anything. Watches helpless. Suddenly, he passes out. Blackness.

INT. FATHER MCREADY’S STUDY – NIGHT

The priest’s eyes flitter open. A sign of life. Looks around. Alone. Eerily Quiet. 

The priest lies on the study room sofa.

Father Mcready sits up. Still groggy. The pills perhaps.

A FLUSH from the study toilet.

The bathroom door opens and the curate enters the study. Sees Father Mcready sitting. Hurries to his side.


CURATE

Are...are you feeling okay, Father? You passed out.

Father Mcready looks at the curate. Doesn’t answer. Still trying to get his bearing.

Worried, the young curate gently reaches for priest’s bald head.

Reflexively, Father Mcready removes the young man’s hand. Stands up. Moves towards his desk. 


FATHER MCREADY

I need some air.

The priest looks at the curate who is now sitting on the sofa. 

The curate studies the priest’s face. Difficult to recognize.

FATHER MCREADY

Go home. I’ll be Okay.

CURATE

Are you sure? Maybe you shouldn’t go out. You might have an accident.

The priest retrieves a long, black overcoat from the coat stand. Doesn’t look at the curate. Puts on the overcoat.


FATHER MCREADY

I’ll be fine.

     (looks at curate)

Go ahead. There is something I need to do.

Reluctantly, the curate gets up to leave. Goes to the study door. Takes one last look at the priest. Leaves. Closes door behind him.

INT. CATHOLIC CHAPEL – NIGHT

The young curate extinguishes the last of the candles at the front of the church. Grabs jacket. Leaves the dark, cold space for the evening.

INT. CATHOLIC CHAPEL – NIGHT

Father Mcready stops at the effigy of the Virgin Mary and lights a candle. He looks up at the eerie statue. 

In the candlelight Mcready looks more assassin than priest.

EXT. LONE ROAD – NIGHT

Father Mcready sits shotgun in an old beat up car. An older GENTLEMAN drives.

A large silver cross hangs from the rear view mirror.

Mcready stares blankly out the window. Consumed by thought.

The gentleman takes his eyes off the road for several seconds looking the priest over. 


GENTLEMAN

     (southern accent)

What takes you up north?

Mcready continues looking out the window.


FATHER MCREADY

Fate.

The gentleman notices Mcready’s priest-like appearance.


GENTLMAN

Are you a priest?

Mcready looks at the obnoxious, dangling cross on the mirror. Then to the gentleman.

FATHER MCREADY

No. 

Mcready turns back towards the window.


FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

I know no God.

Again, the gentleman surveys his strange-looking passenger.


GENTLEMAN(OS)

You will. 

     (beat;preachy)

And call upon me in the day of trouble.

I will deliver thee and thou shall glorify me. Psalm fifty-fifteen. 

     (shakes finger)

God works in mysterious ways, my friend.

Once again, Mcready is consumed by his thought.

EXT. CITY STREET – DAY

The sun’s rays peek over the skyline giving the harsh urban setting a soft glow.

The Gentleman’s car pulls up to a curb. A business district.

Mcready gets out. He closes the door and leans in the window. He throws a neat stack of bills on the seat next to the gentleman.

FATHER MCREADY

Thank you.

The gentleman can’t believe the amount of money. He snatches it off the seat.

Mcready leaves the car near the curb.


GENTLEMAN(OS)

God bless you!

Mcready continues to walk without responding to the gentleman.


GENTLEMAN(OS)

     (continuing;

       out window)

God blesses those who give in his name!

The man’s words seem to echo through the empty morning streets. Then silence.

FATHER MCREADY

      (to himself)

God is dead.

EXT. THE LORD’S CLUB - DAY

Mcready stands in front of what appears to be a city chapel; a free standing building as old as the rest on the street. 

Mcready pulls the heavy front door open. A large chain and padlock dangles from the handle.

Mcready goes in.

INT. THE LORD’S CLUB – DAY

The interior of the place has been converted into a nightclub with the main chapel a sitting area for PATRONS who are mostly dressed in black.

The windowless décor is mechanistic, almost futuristic though it still has remnants of a church.

A large, round table near the rear is swarmed by beautiful, YOUNG WOMEN. Several smoke from a large, communal hookah pipe that resembles an octopus.

GOD(30’S), a striking Middle-Easterner is flanked by a young woman who has his attention.


FATHER MCREADY(OS)

Dominus.

God continues his task without looking up.

The wax-stamped envelope lands on the table and slides before coming to rest.


GOD

No one here calls me that, Mcready. 

Mcready stands in front of God’s table.


GOD

     (continuing)

And why would they? Look around --pathetic, most of them.

     (beat)


You were once like that, Mcready. 

     (to Mcready;smiles)

Remember?


FATHER MCREADY

Yeah.


GOD

That is until I found you -– your fucking savior.

     (loud; looks around)

All of you!

With this, Mcready glances around at the patrons. 

A sturdy-looking MAN in the distance with a drawn, tired look catches Mcready’s eye. The man gives Father Mcready a knowing smile revealing sickly, rotting teeth. The man’s face appears to warp causing his features to distort slightly.


GOD (OS)

A handsome lot here –- 

God is suddenly standing behind Mcready, his hands on his shoulders. The table is now empty.


GOD

     (continuing)

-- great personalities, too. Have a seat, Mcready.

Still composed, Mcready takes a seat. God sits at the now empty table next to him. He scoots uncomfortably close to Mcready. Rubs his bald head.


GOD

     (continuing)

How are things down south? 

     (to table)

Got my invitation. 

     (beat)

Hear you got your own franchise.


FATHER MCREADY

I’m alive.


GOD

Darn right you are! 

     (beat)

You don’t look excited to see me, though. This beautiful Sunday morning.


FATHER MCREADY

     (unamused)

Should I? You’ve done nothing for me.


GOD

     (hand on chest)

I’m shocked! Done nothing for you? You wouldn’t where you are today if it weren’t for me.

     (beat) 

Been that long that your memory’s failed you?

God shakes his head in disgust then takes a drink.

GOD

     (continuing)

I buy you books and send you to school –- and you eat the paper, Mcready. Don’t eat the paper, Mcready –- you’re smarter than that.


FATHER MCREADY

     (irritated)

Being smart isn’t the reason I’m here. You done?


GOD

Oh yes. Pardon the digression. Haven’t seen you in a while –- eleven years now?

FATHER MCREADY

Ten and a half.


GOD

So I’m early. Doesn’t mean you have to be in a hurry.


FATHER MCREADY

Not my crowd. Can we get to it?


GOD

Such a rush. The priesthood not teach you any patience? Sit a while. Have a drink.


FATHER MCREADY

I’d rather not.

God grabs the bottle of whiskey on the table and pours Mcready a glass. He pushes the glass in front of Mcready.


GOD

A priest refusing a drink? 

     (mocking)

I won’t stand for it, Mcready. Next you’re going to tell me that this is your last –-


FATHER MCREADY

-- I’m finished.

God leans back in his chair at hearing the news.


GOD

Really? Again your memory’s failed you, Mcready. That wasn’t part of the deal, remember?

Mcready doesn’t respond.


GOD    

     (continuing)

No? Let me refresh your memory.

Suddenly and from nowhere, footage of unkown origin is projected on the far wall.

The club patrons turn to watch.

The projected movie shows a masked MAN as he hits a woman who is lying on the ground. 

The man straddles the woman onscreen. Begins strangling her.

The woman GURGLES a second before falling silent. The lifeless bloodied body lays motionless beneath the man.

The man stands up. Surveys his victim. 

The man removes his ski mask revealing a YOUNGER FATHER MCREADY

GOD


You see Mcready, it was you who asked me for help --

With the movie still playing in the background, Father Mcready grows increasingly uncomfortable. He shifts in his seat slightly.

GOD

     (continuing)

-- You’d committed sin and wanted me to bail you out.

The younger Mcready on screen covers his mouth trying to prevent himself from vomiting. It’s no good. Vomit spews from his mouth and he leans over to let it all out.

The club patrons laugh at the scene of the younger Mcready vomiting.


YOUNGER MCREADY(VO)

     (hysterical)

Dear God, what have I done! Jesus Christ. Oh God, Oh God --

Father Mcready reluctantly watches himself on the wall. He can feel the nausea returning. 


GOD

     (mocking)

Oh God, oh God...

     (casual)

Call upon me in the day of 

trouble –-

Mcready grabs the glass of whiskey from the table and downs the shot.

The video footage on the wall rewinds and plays younger Mcready vomiting several times. It’s stuck in a continuous loop.


GOD

     (continuing;

      drinks)

I forget which one wrote that one. Doesn’t matter, really. It’s the content not the scribe. Right, Mcready?

The patrons continue watching the replaying footage. 


FATHER MCREADY

     (composed)

Take it off.

God stares at Mcready ignoring his request.

Mcready struggles to keep his composure.

FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

You always were the sadist. What is it about seeing pain that gives you satisfaction? 


GOD

Whoa. How do you think that poor lady felt struggling for her last breath under your weight? 

     (loud)

I didn’t put you in that house, force you to be there.

With that, the video plays the woman GURGLING for her last breath again.


GOD

     (continuing)

You people. You think free will is a token to do as you please.

     (drinks)     

All I did was offer to help and see how you treat me. You want this crap

     (to video)

to play in your head forever?


FATHER MCREADY

No.

Suddenly, the video footage is gone as fast as it came. The patrons continue as if nothing happened.


GOD

That’s my boy.

God pours Mcready another glass of whiskey.

GOD

     (continuing)

No hard feelings? 

God raises his glass to toast Mcready. 

Mcready takes a drink without raising his glass near God’s.

GOD

Don’t piss me off, Mcready.


MCREADY

Or what? 

The two men stare at each other as if calling each other’s bluff.

Suddenly, God reaches for something next to him... 

then throws an envelope on the table in front of Mcready.


GOD

Listen. I don’t like arguing, Mcready. That’s what marriage is for.

     (takes drink)

Do this next job for me and I’ll seriously consider calling it even.

Mcready just looks at the manilla envelope laying on the table waiting for him.


GOD

     (continuing)

The job’ll get done regardless. Remember –- 

God motions towards the patrons


GOD

     (continuing)

-- there are hundreds just like you.

Mcready looks around and notices that all the MALE PATRONS are dressed in black priest’s garments. A few dozen priests, young and old are interspersed throughout the club drinking and socializing.


FATHER MCREADY

You don’t need me then. I’m done.


GOD

Mcready, if I let everyone out of their contracts –- wouldn’t be anyone left to do confessions –- pass judgment. Can’t go around having people punished 


GOD(CONT’D)

arbitrarily. Wouldn’t be good for business now would it? Not very 

God-like --

Father Mcready snaps. He pulls his pistol and points it at God.

FATHER MCREADY

I’ll kill you and everyone in here if I have to.

God is taken back.


FATHER MCREADY

     (continuing)

Like I said, I’m done –- out. Got that?


GOD

You’ll never be out of it, will you? Death is inevitable.

God doesn’t seem intimidated by Mcready’s threat.


GOD

     (continuing)

I really don’t think that is 

Nec --


FATHER MCREADY

-- Shut up! 

Mcready’s grip on the weapon tightens. He is ready to kill.


 GOD

Mcready, listen to your conscience –- 

Muffled, whispering VOICES from somewhere, everywhere catch Mcready’s attention. He tries to ignore them.

Mcready feels his temple. His mind is on fire.


GOD

     (continuing)

-- it gnaws at you, don’t it?

Mcready’s vision distorts as the pain in his head intensifies.

Again, the video of Mcready’s vision begins to play on the far wall. Somehow it is almost comical now.


GOD

     (continuing)

Like your memories, always there pestering, reminding –- my most productive creation --

It’s too much for Mcready to bear...

Suddenly a SHOT from Mcready’s gun knocks God backwards in his chair. 

The WHISPERING stops. Silence.

Ghostly smoke, perhaps a spirit, emanates from the large gunshot hole in God’s head.


FATHER MCREADY

No more! It ends here.

Mcready quickly swings the weapon around toward the patrons who now watch. They look like they’re ready to attack but refrain.

The video continues to play in the silence.

Mcready takes aim at several of the priests who recoil only slightly.

They watch Mcready carefully as he backs out of the club entrance.

EXT. THE LORD’S CLUB – DAY

Mcready backs out of the front entrance. As he does he notices the large, dangling chain on the front.

Mcready pulls the chain securely around the door handles, locking it from the outside.

EXT. ALLEYWAY – DAY

Mcready struggles with a large, wheeled dumpster and pushes it against the rear exit of God’s place. No way anyone is getting out.

EXT. THE LORD’S CLUB - DAY

The entire building is engulfed in flames. Father Mcready watches from afar as flaming timbers fall from the decaying structure.

SCREAMS can be heard from inside as the patrons struggle to get the front door open.


FATHER MCREADY

It has to be.

INT. CONFESSION BOOTH – DAY

The dividing partition slides back revealing the outline of a figure, a PRIEST.


PRIEST

How long’s it been since your last confession, my son?

No answer from the other side.


PRIEST

     (continuing)

Hello? 


FATHER MCREADY(OS)

Confess your sins.


PRIEST

I’m sorry?


FATHER MCREADY(OS)

I want your confession.  


PRIEST

What? Who are you?

Through the partition, the priest notices the outline of Mcready’s pistol.


PRIEST

     (continuing)

I have no time for this.


FATHER MCREADY

All will owe in the end.

The priest makes a move to leave when...

EXT. CONFESSION BOOTH – DAY

A single SHOT rings out from inside the booth. A THUD. Then silence.

Ghostly smoke leaves the top of the partition.

Shortly, a priest steps out of the booth and closes the curtain. As the priest turns around, the face is easily recognizable.

Father Mcready casually moves from the confession booth to the front of the empty church and lights a candle.

SERIES OF SHOTS

Several different types of confession booths and churches all with the same result: A single SHOT rings out, a spirit leaves the dead and Father Mcready exits each booth.

Each time Father Mcready lights a candle for his victim. 

INT. CHURCH CHAPEL – DAY

A beautiful day shines sunlight through majestic stained glass that surrounds the few CHURCHGOERS whom have come to pay their respects.

The figures in the stained glass appear to be watching, guarding the place.

A lone WOMAN sits near the front quietly. 

An ELDERLY MAN exits the nearby confessional and leaves, passing a priest on the way out.

The priest, Father Mcready, sits in the last pew, alone. He has the look of a man who’s been through hell, a mere shell of himself. Unshaven and dirty, the rancid smells seem to emanate from him.

Father Mcready watches the elderly man leave. He waits patiently for the other churchgoers to leave.

As Mcready waits, he examines the pistol that sits exposed in his lap. His salvation.

A large ROACH scurries across the tope of the pew in front of Mcready.

Mcready watches the roach’s actions intently. Forgets his mission for an instant.

The roach finds its way to the barren floor of the chapel. Lost in the expansive place. Antennae twitch and bend.

Finally, the patrons leave...except for the lone woman.

The roach scurries between the feet of the leaving patrons just missing its death.

Mcready’s eyes follow the roach’s path. Towards the front.

Mcready’s patience has run out. He slowly heads for the confessional. Follows the roach’s path.

As he passes the young lady, their eyes meet for an instance. Her sad, longing eyes speak to Mcready.

The face of the woman has sparked something inside Mcready; something he’s been trying to get away from.

The roach scurries beneath the door of the confessional. 

Father Mcready follows. Opens the door to the confessional.

Mcready gives the young woman one last look before closing the door.

Again, their eyes meet, but this time she gives Mcready a look of hope, a slight smile.

The woman looks to the front of the church then makes a quick sign of the cross across her chest before leaving.

INT. CONFESSION BOOTH – DAY

Mcready scoots into the darkened booth. He lays the pistol on his lap.

The roach has found its way into one of the dark corners of the confessional next to Father Mcready. Waits.

The confessional looks like a coffin from the inside.

Mcready sits waiting for the viewing partition to move.

The partition slides back slowly. The outline of God is visible.


GOD

     (sarcastic)

What is your trouble, sir? How may I help you?

     (laughs)

Father Mcready immediately recognizes the figure on the other side. Not particularly surprised.


GOD

     (continuing)

I see you made it.

Mcready doesn’t respond. 


GOD

     (continuing)

You look like crap, Mcready.

Mcready is hesitant, unsure of what to do.

Mcready looks at the reminder sitting on his lap, waiting. He is quickly reminded of what he must do.


GOD

     (continuing)

All that killing wears you out. Takes it out of you.


FATHER MCREADY

I suppose.


GOD

You could have been so much more, Mcready.


FATHER MCREADY

I am what I am. 

Father Mcready slowly lifts the gun...

EXT. CONFESSIONAL – DAY

The lone exterior of the confession booth is eerily quiet.

BLACK SCREEN

BANG!

EXT. CONFESSION BOOTH – DAY

Father Mcready’s head lays on the floor half out of the confessional. His eyes are wide open, yet he is clearly dead. His eyes seem fixated on something.

Blood pools beside his body. A tear down his face.

The roach scurries out of the booth. Past the dead body of the priest. Stops.

A foots comes down on top of the roach killing it instantly. A CRUNCH.

God stops to look at the dead.

GOD

Roaches.

God leaves.

THE END

FADE OUT.

PAGE  
28

