Not Ours To Command 5: Broken Souls

By Freeman Gudbrand

EXT – NEW YORK – NIGHT

YORKSHIRE (early 20s, English, Male) stands in an empty alleyway, with steam rising from the manholes, a look of glee sits upon his face.

YORKSHIRE
Oh New York! Why they tell me that if I can make it here the world is my oyster.

Suddenly a figure bursts from a nearby bin wielding a gun.

The figure is XANDER (early 20s, American, Male).

XANDER strides up to YORKSHIRE who promptly puts his hands up.

XANDER
Well you English brain-box. It’s time to taste the sweet lead that is a bullet to the face.

YORKSHIRE

My heavens, please not the face! I will grant you wishes three if you spare me.

XANDER pauses and lowers the gun slightly.

XANDER

Wishes three you say? Damn I do like wishes.

YORKSHIRE

Doth that not entice you so, wishes that which you may know?

YORKSHIRE winks at XANDER.

XANDER

Yeah go on then. Wishes could get me money, fame and power!

YORKSHIRE

Be that your wishes old chap?

XANDER pauses a moment lowering his gun to point at the floor and then promptly nods.

There is a flash of blinding light from YORKSHIRES eye as the camera cuts.

INT – A DARK ROOM – NIGHT
A lone spotlight illuminates XANDER.

XANDER

Yorkie, where is yo?

YORKSHIRES voice booms from nowhere.

YORKSHIRE

You know my name, as we shall be one, my fellow.

XANDER steps back and drops his gun which melts into the floor.

XANDER

(Scared)

What’s going on? Where is this place?

YORKSHIRE

Don’t worry. You’ll find that all is well.

XANDER

Take me away from here!

Suddenly the lights turn on and there is an electric chair in the middle of the room, which is empty with no doors of windows.

YORKSHIRE

If you can put your faith in me old fellow. Sit on the chair and press and the button on the left arm.

XANDER

(Frantic)

No! It’ll fry me alive.

YORKSHIRE

Oh now come about and just do it my old chum. After all the time we’ve spend with each other I’m sure you can simply take the effort to press a switch for your friend Yorkie. For if it were not for trust, what would we have? Madness? I do believe that without our friends we are nothing but a shell and it is in my greatest and most certain interests to keep you from succumbing to this, for we are pals, troopers, good buds as you might say and all that we do will be righteous and set us apart from the true villains of the world… Plus there’s three wishes and a basket of puppies in it for you.

XANDER begins to edgily walk towards the chair.

XANDER

You said so much there, some of it must make sense. I suppose we are the two most bad ass dudes this side of Alpha Centuri. Ah what the hell!

XANDER strides over to the chair and sits in it, he then reaches and presses the button.

There is a bright flash of light as XANDER is electrocuted, we can hear YORKSHIRE laughing manically.

YORKSHIRE

You can trust me Xander! Honest, for if my name’s not Yorkshire!

Fade to black, with the word Fini.

End.
