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OVER BLACK
SOFT FOOTSTEPS shuffl e about, grow LOUDER, then fade away.

Then, "Kashmr" by Led Zeppelin starts to PLAY. The MJUSIC is
acconpani ed by a PULSING VIBRATION. It's a ringtone.

The FOOTSTEPS hurry over. A MAN (47) SCOFFS.

MAN
(sotto)
| wonder what your excuse is this
tinme...

CLI CK. The MJSI C shuts off and the PULSI NG VI BRATI ON st ops.

MAN
Ya' know, | got ny shift covered so we
coul d spend a day toget h-

The hushed, frightened voice of a YOUNG MAN (18) CRACKLES
over a cell phone. The call is on speakerphone.

YOUNG VAN
Dad! ?

The Young Man takes deep, panicked breaths. In the B.G, a
fire al arm BLARES.

DAD
Dl lon? Can you hear ne?
DI LLON
|'mat the nmall... Dad, there's a

shoot er!
A brief nmonent of silence.

DAD
What ? What are you sayi ng-

BANG ... BANG BANG BANG

A series of GUNSHOTS RI NG QUT through the speakerphone. They
sound di st ant.

DAD
(under his breath)
Oh ny Cod.

Dillon rel eases a slight WH MPER



DI LLON
(voice trenbling)
He's killing everyone. Dad... |I'mso

scared right now.

A WOVAN S (30) SCREAM is quickly foll owed by anot her GUNSHOT.
Closer this tine.

DAD
(tries to sound calm
Dillon. You need to think. Were are
ya'? Wiere is the closest exit?

Dillon starts to SOB.

DI LLON
| ove you, Dad. | |ove you so nuch
You're the best father anyone could
ever hope for.

Dad fights back tears.

DI LLON ( CONT)
| stole that sixty dollars out of your
wal l et last nonth... You didn't |ose
it. I"'msorry, Dad...

DAD
None of that matters, okay? |'m so
proud of you, Dillon. | |ove you. But

we're not giving up! You hear ne!? Now
you need to get-

DI LLON ( CONT)
Tell nom| |ove her, okay?

DAD
Stop that! You're gonna tell her
yoursel f, okay!?

DI LLON
| don't think so. | called you because
you're ny best friend, Dad,... and |
didn't want to d-die... wthout

telling you... goodbye.

DAD
(finally | oses his conposure)
Don't say that! You hear ne!? You have
to-



DI LLON
D-dad, he sees nme... He's com ng..

Anot her nonment of silence. This one feels like an eternity.
DAD
(pat hetic)
Pl ease no. ..

Over the speakerphone, HEAVY FOOTSTEPS net hodi cally grow
LOUDER, until they cone to a sudden stop.

Then, the SHOOTER (25) lets out an uni npressed GRUNT.
SHOOTER
(to Dillon)
You' re nunber eight.

Dillon |l ets out anot her VWH MPER

DI LLON
Pl ease don't-

BANG BANG

GUNSHOTS, followed instantly by the THUD of Dillon's body
hitting the floor.

Dad CRI ES QUT, heart br oken.
DAD
(hysterical)
Not my son! Not ny son!
The HEAVY FOOTSTEPS sl owl y wal k away.
BANG BANG
More GUNSHOTS in the distance.
Dad SOBS.
Then, nore PULSI NG VI BRATI ON. There's anot her call.
CLI CK. Dad answers it.
DAD
(shaky, distraught)
M Mary?

The voice of a m ddl e-aged worman, MARY, (45) cones over the



cell's speakerphone.

MARY
Hey. I"mon ny way honme. What do you
and Dillon want for dinner? |I'm
t hi nki ng Skyline Chili -

Dad SNI FFLES.

MARY
Are you okay? What's the matter?

FADE QUT.



