Darkness Will Consume Us All.

By Freeman Gudbrand

INT. A DARK ROOM – CONTINUOUS

COMPASSION (mid 20’s, female, American) sits in a seat on her own under a single light. Suddenly another light turns on and GREED (mid 20’s, female, American) sits in a seat facing COMPASSION.

COMPASSION
Notions have wasted time.
GREED
And they are growing.
COMPASSION
Devices for drugging thought.

GREED
To listen to them.

COMPASSION
Problems of other people.

GREED
Things that never were.

COMPASSION
The body of man.

GREED
Some abuse the privilege.

COMPASSION
To ponder is to be one who thinks of the world. I do believe that we ponder over our very existence Greed. And that time its self cannot contain what we decree.

GREED
However victories are short-lived to those who think, Compassion.
COMPASSION
You make a valid point Greed, however did you suspect this?
COMPASSION throws the chair she is sat on toward GREED in a swift, ninja-like motion.

GREED simply remains motionless as the chair passes through her. It becomes apparent that she is a hologram.

GREED
Evidently I did Compassion. Now it is you who shall be punished.

COMPASSION

Beyond the complexion of man, what remains?

GREED disappears as her hologram ends and the walls begin to close in on COMPASSION.

The camera cuts from the room just before COMPASSION is crushed, to a similar room containing GREED, a projector is facing her.

GREED

To the depths of time, I will reign.

A light turns on and it becomes apparent she is sat on a throne in an open cell within a prison,


The moaning of other prisoners can be heard in the background.

GREED

Ultimately this planet is mine, and those who intend to stop me will be slowed and destroyed by the trail that is production. The future will tremble in the wake of what is mine, whilst I destroy what cannot be contained. In order to survive in a society, one must become what will be the future, in that it is where I belong. They seek to obtain, what I can provide, it is a simple exchange, for a simple mind. I will inherit their traits, as they mine, whilst I eat from within the flesh that binds us; together and in twain.

A shadow seeps over the parts of the prison we can see and slowly works its way into the cell containing GREED.

Footsteps can be heard approaching and what sounds like a walking stick.

A large cloaked figure appears around the corner with a scythe and a skeletal face, this is DEATH (male, English).

DEATH

The time has arrived for us to meet, and I shall take what you owe. If you do not follow willingly so, then I will reap what god has sown.

It becomes apparent that GREED is bound to her throne by leather wrist bindings, she struggles to stand but cannot.

GREED

Cannot we talk Death? I have much to offer, I can bring you all I have and all you could want. Spare me soul for your benefit and we shall part the better.

DEATH steps up to GREED’s throne.

DEATH

It is time. You are bound. Payment is due.

Death raises his scythe in a position in which he looks like he is about to hack at GREED.


The camera pans to outside the room and a hacking sound and screams ensue, as blood splatters from the room.

Fade to Black.

Word Fin appears in a gothic font.

End.
