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SLOSHBUCKLER
by

Anonymous – One Week Challenge

FADE IN

Int. kitchen - Night

A typical middle class kitchen.  A set of butcher knives in a wood block sit on the counter next to the mixer and toaster.  It is raining outside.

SAMANTHA, a young girl, about 18, enters INTO FRAME and proceeds to open the refrigerator door.  She grabs a half-gallon carton of milk and places it on the kitchen table.

The milk carton has a ‘Have you seen this man?’ missing persons report on it.  The man in the picture is about 30 and very slender, almost emaciated with a pronounced frown.

She walks back toward the cupboards.  She opens one and peruses the choices of cereal.  She settles on CAP’N CRUNCH when the rain begins to intensify.

Samantha places the box down on the counter and makes her way toward the window in order to shut it.

She turns and looks back toward the kitchen table.  The milk is turned over on its side and is spilling onto the floor.

Sensing an intruder, Samantha grabs a rolling pin and moves toward the doorway.

Behind her, the spilled milk begins to solidify from the ground up in the shape of a man.  Starting at his feet, the ankles are formed, followed by the knees.

SWASHBUCKLER (O.S.)

Have we made acquaintance?

Samantha wheels around and sees a man who looks much like Zorro dressed in pantaloons.  He has a pointed smirk on his face.

samantha

Who are you and what do you want?

swashbuckler

Oh my dear.  ’Tis not what I want, but what I need.  I thank ye kindly for liberation from my lactose prison.

samantha

And what is it you need?

SWASHBUCKLER

(calmly)

Why your heart my dear.  Not in any traditional sense.  I have been charged with a horrific crusade.  I’m afraid you embody the sacrifice.

Understanding the gravity of the situation, Samantha runs through the living room and up the stairs.

Int. bedroom - Night

Samantha rushes in, closes and locks the bedroom door behind her.  She sits on the bed and picks up the phone.

dispatch (O.S.)

9-1-1 Emergency

samantha

There is a crazy man in my house with a sword.  He told me he is going to cut my heart out of my chest.

dispatch (o.S.)

Please be calm ma’am.  Can you tell me address please? 

There is a loud bang on the door.

samantha

Sixteen thirty-seven South Richley

The sounds of the Swashbuckler walking back down the stairs are audible.

DISPATCH (O.S.)

Thank you ma’am.  I’d like for you to stay on the line with me if at all possible.  Can you describe the man for me?

Int. Basement - Night

The Swashbuckler is in the basement searching for something.  He looks above his head and finds what he’s looking for.  He makes short work of the phone line junction box with his sword.

Int. bedroom - Night

Samantha hears the phone die.

samantha

Hello?  Are you still there?

(beat)

Hello?  

Realizing she is now without help, she begins to sob.

She can hear the Swashbuckler ascending the steps again.  Another loud bang against the door is heard.  The lock is getting weaker.

Samantha springs to action and attempts to barricade the door.  After placing a large trunk against it, she leans into it.

The Swashbuckler again tries to force his way through the door.

Int. hallway - Night

The Swashbuckler produces a sharpening stone from his pantaloons and sharpens only the tip of his foil.  He gives one mighty thrust through the door.

Int. bedroom - Night

The foil protrudes over six inches through the door, missing Samantha’s right ear by only half an inch.  She screams and runs to the window, opens it, and climbs out onto the porch roof.

Ext. samantha’s house - Night

The rain is intense.  She tries to maintain her balance as she walks toward the edge of the roof.

Int. hallway - Night

The Swashbuckler continues to attack the door, turning it into swiss cheese.  Not hearing any screams, he pauses.  He hears thunder, followed by the sound of bushes being rustled and something hitting the ground outside.  He embarks down the stairs.

Ext. samantha’s house - Night

Samantha, her left leg broken, crawls down the sidewalk toward the street.  The Swashbuckler appears in the front doorway.

swashbuckler

’Tis a pity.  My first instinct is to help such a wounded creature, but I’m afraid I must suppress that urge.

SAMANTHA

Stay away from me!  Please!

swashbuckler

A plea for clemency.  ’Tis no matter.  I shall engage my fate and determine yours.

The Swashbuckler jumps from the top step of the porch to the sidewalk, his cape whirling around him.  He begins to take slow steps toward her and breaks into a run.

At this moment, a cadre of police cars arrive.  Officers spring from the vehicles, guns pointed at the swashbuckler.  The swashbuckler stops in his tracks standing directly above Samantha.

police captain

Drop the sword and put your hands up, NOW!

swashbuckler

I do not respond well to idle threats.  It is written and so it shall be done.

The Swashbuckler raises his sword above his head, about to bring it down on helpless Samantha.

The police open fire, opening no less than six holes in the Swashbuckler’s midsection.  However, instead of blood, milk flows freely from his wounds.

Slowly his flesh begins to disintegrate into more milk, creating a puddle of milk next to the injured and frightened Samantha.

Two police officers warily approach Samantha.  Once gives her a blanket and checks on her condition while the other gets on his radio and calls the station.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN

Int. kitchen - Night

The carton of milk still sits on its side on the kitchen table.  The camera ZOOMS in on it and the picture shows the same man, but now with his trademark arrogant smirk.

FADE OUT.

THE END








