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BLACK SCREEN
V.O.

Sometimes, I wonder why death is a necessity. For some it’s a convenience. To the majority, it’s a sin. When living becomes painful, death becomes pleasure.

CUT TO

INT. LIVING ROOM – TOWN HOUSE - MORNING

CLOSE-UP on a 15 year-old boy, blonde hair and blue eyes. His name is Artemis or ART for short. He’s crying. Tears flow down slowly from his eyes down to his cheeks. 

He extends his left arm. His right arm comes into view, holding a CUTTING KNIFE. He holds the knife near towards his left arm’s vein. We INTERCUT in between a CU of Art crying and the knife nearing his vein.
Suddenly, the CORDLESS PHONE rings. This breaks Art’s concentration and drops the knife down to the coffee table. He covers his face with both his hands, shaking violently from emotion. The phone makes a BEEPING SOUND as the phone goes straight to VOICEMAIL.
VOICEMAIL
(fuzzy and raspy)

Art, it’s Aunt Laura. By the time you hear this, you’ve probably just come back from school. Listen… I’m sorry about your mother and your little sister. I know it’s hard for you, as well as it is hard for us. It was something unexpected and I can imagine how you are feeling right now.
AUNT LAURA begins to choke from crying. Art tries to calm down as he drops his hands away from his face. He looks disoriented.
AUNT LAURA

You’re not alone and we don’t want you to go through this alone. We’re always here to help you and we want to help you. I don’t want you to be alone with this. Call me, please, as soon as you get this message. Take Care.
The message ends with a busy dial tone and a loud high-pitched BEEP. Art’s expression changes from a broken boy to a lifeless corpse. TIGHT-ON Art as he watches TV, where it’s BLUE LIGHT cast itself over on his face. We overhear OFF-SCREEN what he’s watching – the news.
NEWSANCHOR

(O.S)

A brutal hit and run accident occurred at the Long Island Expressway last night, killing a mother and her child, six years of age. A tragic story for the family as Artemis King is the only one remaining in the family. The father went missing two-years ago from a business trip. His body was never found. Police are investigating whether it is an accident or a potential homicide case.
The TV’s light vanishes. He remains sitting on the couch, lifeless and lonely. Suddenly, we hear one MUFFLED GUNSHOT, similar to a Silenced Rifle. Art looks up and holds a curious face. He rises from the couch and made his way towards the main door. Two more muffled gun-shots are heard.
Art clutches the door knob and twists it slowly. CLICK. Art opens the door. The light from outside causes an OVER-EXPOSURE, leaving us blinded by the light.
EXT. LAWN – TOWN HOUSE – MORNING

TIGHT ON Art as the door is open wide. His face turns into shock. DOLLY OUT as we see what Art is witnessing – three dead men on the ground. The PHONE rings from inside the house.

INT. LIVING ROOM – MORNING

Art turns around. The phone’s red light starts to blink. It goes straight to voicemail.

VOICEMAIL
Artemis, can you hear me? Take the 16E Bus and meet me at Carlyle’s Pub. Again. Take the 16E Bus. It stops right in front of Carlyle’s Pub. Meet me there.
The message cuts off abruptly followed by a high-pitched beep. Art stood there motionless, held by fear and confusion. He gathers himself up as his focus breaks away from the phone.
EXT. LAWN – TOWN HOUSE – MORNING

Artemis runs through in between the dead bodies.
INT. BUS – NOON

The bus is barely crowded. Art is sitting impatiently anxious at the back. We DOLLY IN towards him, sitting lonely.
TIGHT ON Art’s profile, biting his nails nervously. On the b.g. we see cars, people, street signs and etc
We see what’s going inside Art’s head as the INSERT does an INTERCUT with Art biting his nails, shutting his eyes tight and banging his head onto the window.

INSERT: Pictures of the family together. Picture of a newspaper “MOTHER AND CHILD KILLED.” A picture of Art’s Father on a Missing Person Flyer “HAVE YOU SEEN THIS MAN?” Picture of a car totaled from a car accident. Picture of a newspaper with an article titled, “FAMILY TRAGEDY - OLDEST SON LEFT ALONE.”
As the INTERCUTS end, Art moves his fist away from his mouth and slammed it hard against the window.

SMASH CUT TO
EXT. CARLYLE’S PUB - NOON

TIGHT ON the Pub building. Art steps in FRAME. He looks around. The street is desolate. He tries to look inside but can’t see a thing.

INT. CARLYLE’S PUB – NOON

The surrounding is shrouded by poor lighting – done intentionally. We see Art apprehensive to go inside.

He finally steps in.

ART’S POV – The darkness slowly fades as his eyes adjust with the lighting. The inside becomes recognizable. He looks around if he could find someone he can recognize. Only an OLD MAN with a beer on his hand at the bar, a FAT LADY with her 40-something BOYFRIEND sipping on rum and an obscure MAN ON THE CORNER at the farthest corner of the bar with a cowboy hat angled to hide his eyes. The BARTENDER, however, catches Art’s eyes.

Art looks away.

BARTENDER

Hey. You. You got ID?

MAN ON CORNER

Don’t worry, he’s with me.
The bartender looks behind him. The Man on the corner lights up a cigarette and takes a shot of his RUM.

BARTENDER

Who the hell are you?

MAN ON CORNER

You have food here?

BARTENDER

No. Just nuts.
MAN ON CORNER

May I and my son have some peanuts?
The bartender looks at him hesitant. He breaks his attention to him and goes down to the bar and grabs something. Art slowly walks over to the other side. As he nears the man and clearly seeing him at near distance, the man flicks his hat up.

MAN ON CORNER

My child.

Art darts towards the man on the corner – it’s his father, WALKER. Art gives him a hug, his face filled with relief yet with a hint of confusion. He weeps. Walker hugs Art lightly, patting him on the back, stroking his hair and consoling him.

CUT TO
INT. CARLYLE’S PUB – NOON

We see Art and Walker occupying where the old lady and man were before. Art is peeling peanuts while Walker is smoking his second cigarette.
WALKER

Sorry. They don’t have food here. Did you want soda or something?

Art stops for a bit and looks at Walker.

ART
I can manage.

He stops peeling some nuts.

ART

Dad… What happened two years ago?

Walker repositions himself to get comfortable. He shakes for a bit as he patted out some ashes from the tip of his cigarette. He takes a puff.

ART

Dad?

Walker looks at Art’s eyes. He takes his glass of rum and slides it towards Art.

WALKER

You drink, son?

ART

No. I’m fifteen.

WALKER

Come on, kids your age should start drinking. Well, of course with your friends. How’s your friends?
ART

I don’t have any.

Art flicks the rum back to Walker. Walker looks at the glass as it slid towards him, spilling a drop as it did. He grabs the glass by the rim and lifts it up to smell the aroma.

WALKER

Art, the things that I’m about to tell you right now is too much. You need a little bit of alcohol in you to loosen you up. Now, I’ll take a sip, just to make sure it’s not strong, drugged nor a piece of shit.

Walker takes a sip and places it down in front of Art.

ART

But Dad, the bartender is right there.

WALKER

Don’t worry about him, he won’t bother us.

Walker then places the rum back to Art.

WALKER

Now as I said before, I can’t tell you anything before you drink that.

ART

But why!? Can’t you just tell me?
Walker looks at him, staring straight right through his eye. He doesn’t utter a word; he simply takes a puff of his cigarette.
Art looks at the glass and holds it at the rim. He lifts it up and studies the golden brown drink. He quickly gulps it down. He slams the glass down hard and shouts silently as the burning alcohol slowly trickled down his throat and his belly. He breathes hard as he could feel the alcohol still burning inside him.

ART
I need water.

As Art was about to stand up, Walker took Art’s arm.
WALKER

No. You’ll need it.

Art sat down, took some nuts and peeled it off fast. He took in a couple of nuts just to get the taste out from his tongue. Walker notices that Art is somehow ready as his face turns red.

WALKER

Here we go.

Walker kills his cigarette.
We DOLLY OUT as the conversation begins, we get a snippet of it but is overwhelmed by the JAZZ MUSIC played on the JUKEBOX.

INTERCUT between Art, Walker and Montage shots of the bar:
We see Art’s face change from a concentration, confusion, disbelief and shock. 
Walker continues to talk, unmoved by his son’s facial expression.

The bartender continues to wipe every glass as he watches the father and son with an evil eye. The lonely old man drinks his beer silently. The middle of the bar is inanimate. The jukebox illuminating the desolate bar.

TIGHT-ON Art’s face, his eyes wide open and his lips clenched tight. He breaks away from his fathers face and looks around frantically, trying to make sense of what he had just heard.

ART

I’ll be back.

Art stands up and rushes to the back into the bathroom.

INT. BAR – BATHROOM

Art rushes towards the toilet booth but opts impatiently towards the urinal. He coughs violently as he gagged. Finally, Art spat out vomit onto the urinal. Spit, chunks of meat and some alcohol splatters all over the urinal wall.

CUT TO

INT. BAR – NOON

TIGHT-ON Walker and Art’s booth. We hear the bathroom door open OFF-SCREEN. Art enters the frame and sits down still dumbfounded.
WALKER

I’ll get you another.

Walker stands up and goes towards the bar, OUT OF FRAME. Art starts to peel more nuts anxiously.

BARTENDER
(O.S.)

No man. I can’t. You just gave that kid a drink.

We hear a gun, being COCKED BACK.

WALKER
(O.S.)

Sir, I don’t want your brain to get splattered all over the top shelf names. It’s a waste of booze and a waste of mind, I’d say. So give me a break and just give me a god-damn drink will ‘ya?
Art looks at the bar. His eyes grew big, noticing what Walker is holding. We hear another sound OFF-SCREEN, a glass hitting the bar, indicating that Walker got another glass of rum.
WALKER
(O.S.)

Thank you. Here’s ten for all your troubles.

Walker returns, entering the frame. 
He sets a new glass of rum in front of Art. On Walker’s other hand is a bottle of BEER. As Walker was about to drink, he lifts his hand, palm up, gesturing Art to “drink up.” Art takes the glass and pauses. He closes his eyes tight and drinks the rum in one shot. He gasps for air as the alcohol felt like it was melting his throat. Walker continues.
WALKER

So, any questions?

Art looks up as he tries to regain himself. He shakes his head and attempts to set his body straight. He inhales deeply and exhales loudly. He looks at Walker with a serious eye.


ART

Let me get this straight… Both of you and mom were hit-men.
Walker gives out a smile. He lights up a cigarette.

WALKER

Too much huh?


ART

So both of you kill for a living?


WALKER

Well, for me yes. Your mom stopped doing hits when she was pregnant with you.


ART

And you had to continue because…


WALKER

It’s the only thing I’m good at.

Walker pauses for a while as he taps the ash from his cigarette down to the ashtray. Art is still in shock.


WALKER

I couldn’t do anything else. I could get a regular job like any schmuck who can stomach minimum wage. The money in my industry? You couldn’t imagine how much people would pay for a hit! The elite ones get the best bids, which, of course, I am. 
Walker looks up on the ceiling, daydreaming about his wife.

WALKER

Your mother? She was one too. One of the greatest, a legend. Oh, that hit in that prostitution ring at Thailand…

ART

STOP! Please!

Walker pulls back. He takes a puff. Art’s expression suddenly transforms into grief. Walker notices. Art begins to tear up.

ART

What happened last night? Was mom and Lilly murdered? Or was it really an accident?

Walker gives out a sigh. He instantly kills his cigarette.


WALKER

The first rule of being a hit-man; never be involved with anyone unless it’s business. Your mom and I love each other very much. So much that we broke the rule. I’m not sure if it was a past vendetta or a hired-hit. One thing’s for sure, it was by the mob that I crossed - two years ago.

ART
So what are we going to do?


WALKER

I’m gonna kill them all.
EXT. ROAD – AFTERNOON
Cars pass by, in and out, with only their headlights indicating their presence.

INT. CAR – ROAD – AFTERNOON

ART

You know… It would’ve been cool if you said back at school on Career Day that you were a hit-man - instead of a traveling salesman.


WALKER

I am a “traveling salesman.”

Art looks over and smiles playfully.


ART

Bullshit.

Walker smiles as well.


WALKER

Yeah, it would’ve been cool, would it? I’d bet you’d be popular.


ART

Damn right! Who gets to say that their parents are hired professional killers?

Walker looks over with a serious look.


WALKER

Not killers, hit-men.

Art looks at Walker with a confused look.


WALKER

A killer does it for his own enjoyment, he can’t control his impulses nor does he want to control it, we call that bloodlust. He is simply a maniac sociopath who is running manic without a leash onto innocent people. A hit-man has bloodlust but controls his impulses. Have you ever heard of sublimation?

Art shakes his head.


WALKER

Well, sublimation means that for the things that you like to do physically, you do it in an indirect manner. Let’s say you like to cut people up. You study surgery so you can cut people up, legally. In my case, I’m sublimating it through a productive manner. I enjoy killing people but I want to get something from it, other than bloodlust. And also, I don’t kill by impulse. I kill based on reason and decision. You get where I’m getting at?

ART

Kind of…


WALKER

Well, what I’m trying to say is I’m better and more humane than a killer.


ART

So you’re a killer with morals?


WALKER

Sort of…
Art looks outside the car, breaking away from the conversation and into deep thought. The car became silent. Art breaks the silence as he turns back to Walker with a crazy proposition.

ART

So? Can I kill too?

Walker starts to chuckle, turning into laughter.


ART

Well, is that a yes?

WALKER

It’s a no. Art, I’m going to drop you off at your Aunt Laura’s place. It’ll be safer there until every one last of them is six feet under.


ART

But I could help! Both you and mom are hit-men which means that both of you are fucked up. I’m your son and your fucking blood. What makes you think that I’m not as fucked up as you guys?

WALKER

Enough! Don’t talk about your mother like that! I will not allow it and that’s final.

Art pulls back, fuming. Silence hung about the car. The silence breaks as Walker glances over to Art.
WALKER

Fucked up? Okay. Let’s see how fucked up you are.
EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE – DUSK

The car stops in the dust near an abandoned shack. The headlights turn off. We see Walker come out from the door and make his way to the trunk.
INT. CAR – DUSK

Art looks at the rearview mirror, seeing Walker twisting the key to open the trunk. The trunk hood pops up, blocking Art’s view of Walker. Walker closes the hood. On his left hand is a BASEBALL BAT. He gestures Art to come out.
EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE – DUSK

We follow Art’s POV. As Art reaches the back of the car, he discovers a BOUND-UP MAN, with duct-tape covering his mouth. His forehead is bloody from a gash. The man is wearing only his underwear.

WALKER

Artemis, meet thug. Thug, meet my son, Artemis.

Walker hands Art the bat.

WALKER

I hope you still play baseball. I’ll be inside the car.

ART
Can I just shoot him?

Walker stops on his tracks. He turns around.
WALKER

That’ll defeat the purpose of finding out how “fucked up” you are. A bullet in the head means instant death; it’s no fun for the killer and it’s an easy way out for the victim.
As he was about to get back inside, he stops again and returns to the bound-up man.
WALKER

Almost forgot.

Walker yanks the duct-tape off. The man screams from pain.

WALKER

Have fun.

INT. CAR – DUSK
Walker looks at the rearview mirror as he lights up a cigarette. Art doesn’t flinch as he stands in front of the bound-up man. His face is expressionless.
EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE – DUSK

BOUND-UP MAN

Please, don’t kill me. Not this way. I have family. I have a wife and daughter.

Upon hearing “wife and daughter,” Art’s face turns into anger. He slowly raises the bat overhead.
BOUND-UP MAN

Please, I’m just a runner. I wasn’t involved in any killings of anything. I’m just a pawn, a messenger, a dog. Spare me, please! Spare me. I don’t do anyone harm. Oh God, oh GOD! I just want to see my family.

Art pulls down the bat with great force onto the bound-up man, bludgeoning his head open.
INT. CAR – DUSK
Walker watches Art from the rearview mirror. Art is flailing his bat violently at the bound-up man, gone from our view. Blood starts to spatter all over Art. Art stops for a bit and stares down. He raises the bat overhead and plunges it down for the finale.
He ends his violence and heads back to the car. The car door opens and Art gets in. Walker smiles.
WALKER

Is he dead?
Art gives a deranged look.

WALKER

Now you’re a killer – not necessarily a hit-man… Maybe soon.
EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE – DUSK

The car starts up and drives off, leaving the corpse behind. They get back to the road towards the slow setting sun. 
CUT TO

END CREDITS
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