HIS REVENGE

A SCRIPT BY BRUCE YOCKEY

FADE IN:

EXT. VALLEY FORGE NATIONAL PARK -- NIGHT

Cars make their presence known by the blinding headlights cutting into the dark night. If this was any earlier in the day, the threat of deer would slow down the drivers a bit, but now they go all out. They speed off at ten, fifteen, even twenty miles per hour over the speed limit. There are no cops around these parts, naturally making it a teenage party location. There's no party tonight though. A couple of cars pass by, music BLARING out the open windows, and then the cars speed off again. In the b.g. there is the moon, looming over the landscape.

CUT TO:

INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE -- NIGHT

It's really more of a shrink's office. There's no medical tools of any nature. Just one mind trying to fix another mind. The only current occupant is getting ready to head home for the night.

REVEAL: 

PAUL JAMES: PJ to his friends, "the love doctor" to his wife, Sarah, at certain special times. He is a kind man, sincere, loyal to his patients. He is faced with so much negativity, that most people would of given up on their patients, and moved on to another practice. But each person who came through his door, Paul handled differently. He listened to them, gave them advice, even though some didn't want advice, and talked to them about everything. Paul is a middle-class citizen, living a eight to eight job, coming home, finding his wife watching television, with dinner ready for him. Paul is an average looking guy, with a average kind of life.

Paul finishes packing up his stuff and grabs his bag. He closes and locks the door behind him.

INT. HALLWAY

Paul takes a deep sigh, and starts walking towards the recently installed elevator.

INT. ELEVATOR

Paul steps into the polished elevator and presses the button for the ground floor. Midway down, he yawns a gigantic yawn.

INT. LOBBY

The elevator arrives at the lobby with a loud "DING". Strolling out of the elevator, Paul pulls his cell phone out of his pocket, dialing a number. 

The lobby is already very dark. The only light source is the moonlight rays streaming through the glass windows, lighting up the room in eerie light. 

On the cell phone, a faint ringing is heard. Paul walks over to the security box and punches in the code to lock up the entire building. A "BEEP" is heard, and Paul walks out of the building. 

EXT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE -- NIGHT

Paul gets out of the building and walks to his car. On the cell phone, the ringing stops, and a female voice answers...

SARAH'S VOICE (V.O.) 

Hello?

PAUL

Honey? I'm coming home, OK? Just wanted to let you know, so you didn't get worried.

SARAH'S VOICE (V.O.)

That's fine, dear. I wasn't worried at all. I know that you've been working late these days, studying that patient of yours. What's his name again?

Paul is nearing his car now, a beautiful silver BMW Z8. His free hand goes into the pocket with the keys.

PAUL

Kyle Lepson, hon.

Paul slides his bag onto his arm.

SARAH'S VOICE (V.O.)

That's right. I don't know how many more times you'll have to tell me that name in order for me to remember it.

Paul has the keys in his other hand now, and he's unlocking the driver door.

PAUL

Oh, I'm sure you'll remember it next time. I'm on the road. See you in about twenty minutes.

SARAH'S VOICE (V.O.)

I'll have dinner ready for you. See you then.

PAUL

Can't wait. Love you.

Paul hangs up and gets in the car. He puts his bag on the leather seat next to him, and puts the cell phone in the bag. He then starts the car and backs out of his parking space.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- NIGHT

Paul gets on the highway and thinks for a long time. He likes this time. When its just him and the road. The road speaks to him just like the patients do. He turns on the radio, where a CD starts playing. Music fills the car with sweet, serenades of Bach. He lets his mind wander.

CUT TO:

EXT. KYLE'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

It's very dark in this area. Like, horror movie dark. An owl SCREECHES somewhere off in the distance. The moon still shines bright, but is shaded by trees, their branches like arms stretching to block the moonlight. We hear a cat's MEOW, and then again. From inside the house, a light turns on. The front door opens, and we see the outline of a young boy, maybe sixteen, letting the cat in. This is KYLE LEPSON.

KYLE

(agitated)

Get in here. Come on.

The cat hurries in, Kyle shuts the door again, and we see the light go off.

INT. KYLE'S HOUSE

Kyle's shadow is silent. With the help of some moonlight, we see that he passes a clock that says eight P.M. He goes down some stairs to the family room. Opening the door, he returns to where he was sitting before he let the cat in. The TV is on, paused on some scary movie. He resumes the movie, looking extremely depressed.

CUT TO:

INT. WENDY'S -- NIGHT

Wendy's is almost empty, except for a couple at a booth next to a window, and a man finishing a coffee in another booth. The couple look distressed. A jazz song plays softly over the speakers.

The couple are in mid-conversation.

MARK

I know he can't help it, but sometimes it just seems like he wants to be depressed.

JILL

Honey, no one wants to feel the way he does. I felt that way once, and it feels like shit. Once you feel that way, it's really hard to feel better.

The man takes a bite of his sandwich.

JILL (CONT'D)

Just give him some time, Mark. He'll grow out of this phase eventually.

MARK

And what if he doesn't? Then what, Jill? Do we live with him like this our entire lives?

There's a pause. The couple look each other in the eyes.

JILL

Let's think realistically here.

MARK

Please, go on.

JILL

We don't have to put up with him for too much longer, with high school ending, he'll have to face the real world.

MARK

You're right.

JILL

He could even go to college. But he's not going to live here, with his parents. He has to provide for himself, even if it's hard for him.

MARK

I agree, that's the way it is. It's how I was raised, and how my father was raised, and so on.

JILL

(laughs)

Ok, that's done.

They finish up their food and head to their car.

CUT TO:

INT. FAMILY ROOM

The movie has finished and Kyle turns it off. He gets up from his chair, and leaves the family room. Now that the TV is off, the only light is the moon. The boy must trust his instincts to get around. There are light switches all around, but he doesn't bother turning them on. He continues...

UPSTAIRS

When he reaches the balcony, he goes straight into his parents room. He knows what he's doing now. He's done it many times before. It's almost routine for him.

INT. PARENTS ROOM

He goes into the large room where his parents sleep. He takes a few steps onto the carpeted floor holding the king-size bed, and then stops. He turns left, to where there is a dresser holding his father's clothes. He opens the bottom-most drawer, and reaches under all of the clothes. His hand moves around for a bit until...there! A smirk emerges on the boy's once blank face and he pulls out a 9.mm. He sits on his parent's bed with the gun in hand. He stares at the gun with envy, admiring what power it holds, the power to end lives. He holds it to his head, closes his eyes, and waits. He enjoys the cool, metal touch of the muzzle as it rests on his skull. His trigger finger tightens on the trigger, but not enough to actually fire the weapon. His eyes close. Then he hears a car approach. His eyes open violently. Suddenly, he pulls the gun away, but just as he is about to put it back where it used to be, he hesitates, keeps the gun and runs out of his parents room.

INT. KYLE'S ROOM

Kyle runs into his room and shuts the door. He gets into bed and under the covers. We hear the front door open and close. He shuts his eyes tightly, and breathes silently. We hear feet coming up the stairs. Moments later, his door opens, and his mother pokes her head in.

CLOSE ON: 

Kyle, with his eyes still shut, feigning sleep.

A voice we just heard asks...

JILL (O.S.)

Kyle? Are you awake?

Kyle shuts his eyes tighter. There's no answer from him.

INT. UPSTAIRS

Jill shuts Kyle's door, and looks at Mark.

JILL

He's asleep.

Mark comes upstairs, slowly, so that his feet don't make so much sound on the stairs.

JILL

How did his appointment with Dr. James go?

MARK

It went okay. Kyle wasn't really talkative.

JILL

That's the way it usually is.

They head into their room and shut the door behind them.

INT. KYLE'S ROOM

In his bed, Kyle lets out a big sigh of relief. He wasn't expecting that. He lays there for a couple of seconds, thinking about what just happened, brings the gun up to his face, studying its dimensions in what light he has. He hides it under the covers and then flips over and closes his eyes.

FADE TO BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. JAMES HOUSE -- LIVING ROOM -- SAME NIGHT

A new living room. This one is lighted, with all kinds of hints that the people using it are middle-upper class. 

PAN to a big screen TV, on a episode of LAW AND ORDER. THE CAMERA CONTINUES TO PAN to a leather couch, currently occupied by...

SARAH JAMES

a hip, young woman in her late twenties. She is very athletic, just has one of those bodies. 

CLOSE ON:

her face, glued to the TV SCREEN. She feels satisfied and yet she knows there's something missing in her life. 

CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT DOOR -- NIGHT

Paul James is unlocking his front door, eager to get home. It takes him a while to get it, but he finally gets the door open. He moves into the house and shuts the door.

INT. FOYER

The foyer is a pretty sight. There's a few paintings along the magenta colored walls and a carpeted floor. Everything is carpeted. Paul takes off his bag and sets it down next to the stairs leading up. He hangs up his car keys on a little rack on the wall with hooks for each of the letters of the name JAMES. Paul moves into the kitchen, knowing that food is ready.

INT. KITCHEN

Paul finds his way to the kitchen table, where sits a plate of mashed potatoes, chicken, and a glass of coke. He picks up the plate and glass, gathers the necessary utensils from a drawer, and moves downstairs to where we hear the noise of a television.

INT. LIVING ROOM

CLOSE ON:

Sarah's bright green eyes, which turn to the door opening. 

THE CAMERA PANS to the door, to show Paul entering with his plate, and a smile on his face.

PAUL

Hey there.

THE CAMERA SLOWLY PULLS AWAY FROM SARAH, as she says...

SARAH

Missed you, hun.

THE CAMERA IS SLOWLY MOVING TO THE TOP OF THE BIG SCREEN TV.

SARAH (CONT'D)

How was your day?

Paul moves to the couch and takes a seat.

PAUL

Exhausting. Yours?

SARAH

Amazing. I arrested a few junkies in Philly. They were pretty fast, too.

PAUL

Good for you, babe.

Paul starts eating.

THE CAMERA HOLDS FOR THIS SEQUENCE

ON TELEVISION:

One of the jurors on the TV show is about to deliver the famous words.

INT. LIVING ROOM -- ON TELEVISION -- INT. COURTROOM

JUDGE

Has the jury reached a verdict?

A male juror stands and delivers with pride.

JUROR

We have, your honor. We the jury, find the defendant not guilty.

THE CAMERA NOW CONTINUES TO MOVE TO THE TOP OF THE TV

SARAH

I knew he wasn't guilty.

Paul continues eating, he's pretty hungry.

SARAH

(noticing Paul, proud of her handiwork)

You like?

PAUL

(through mouthful of food)

It's delicious.

(beat; then)

Do you want some?

SARAH

Oh, no, thanks. I already had some pizza.

PAUL

Yummy.

BY NOW THE CAMERA IS ON TOP OF THE TV, FACING THE COUPLE, IT IS STATIONARY.

SARAH

You know, you got home pretty late last night.

PAUL

(playful)

Did I?

SARAH

I was already in bed.

PAUL

I seem to remember that.

Then, Sarah takes Paul's plate and places it on a table next to the couch. She moves closer to him and gives him a long, passionate kiss on the mouth. He returns it. As it gets hotter we...

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

INT. SCHOOL -- CLASSROOM -- DAY

We're in a spacious classroom with around thirteen STUDENTS, mostly male, aged around sixteen. A teacher is at the head of the class, talking about controversial movies. This teacher is MR. STEVENS. Mr. Stevens is in his fifties, dramatic, with classes devoted to your opinions and debates on hot topics.

We see that one of the students is Kyle.

CLOSE ON: 

his face, a frown. He's sitting at the back of the class, doodling.

MR. STEVENS

So, kids, who can name a movie that has influenced you?

A dumbass STONER offers something.

STONER

FIGHT CLUB, man, once I saw that, I knew that I was gonna be a anarchist!

Kyle LAUGHS at this.

KYLE

You don't just see one movie and decide you're going to be a anarchist, it's born in your blood. 

MR. STEVENS

I have to agree with Kyle. Movies are certainly influential, but when does it all end?

CASEY, a wannabe, perks up at this.

CASEY

My friend's friend killed herself after watching THE VIRGIN SUICIDES.

MR. STEVENS

Okay, good. There's an example of how influential movies can be. Someone may have died because she saw it. Casey, was your friend depressed before watching that movie, or was she happy and satisfied with her life?

CASEY

Well, actually it was my friend's friend.

There's a slight pause.

NERD

Nobody cares, Casey. Just answer his question.

CASEY

Oh ya, sorry. She was depressed before the movie.

Kyle is obviously moved by this conversation.

KYLE

I've seen that movie. It was pretty good. Shows how bad life can get. I was depressed before I saw it, and still am, but the point is I'm still here, I didn't go out and kill myself.

An awkward silence hangs over the room.

Then...

MR. STEVENS

Ok, how about any horror movies that were based on a serial killer?

NERD

Well, THE TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE was based on Ed Gein.

MR.STEVENS
That's right. Can you guys see how influence works both ways?

KYLE

Kevin Williamson, the writer of SCREAM, had many horror movie influences in his script.

MR. STEVENS

Excellent, Kyle. Glad to see you're taking such a liking to this subject.

KYLE

Well, movies are my life, Mr. Stevens. That, and music. They give me reason to keep going. Without them, I'd be dead inside.

MR. STEVENS

I think that we all have something that keeps us going, like you, Kyle. Maybe not all of us are as passionate about it as you are, but I think we all have our hobbies or our favorite things to do.

KYLE

That may be right. It's just that I feel so alone.

MR. STEVENS

Can anyone tell us what they like to do, their hobbies?

STACY BROWNING, a young, pretty, innocent-looking blonde says...

STACY

I like to help out around the vet with all the animals.

MR. STEVENS

So you love animals?

STACY

I love any animal. They deserve as much love as the rest of us.

At this, Kyle eyes Stacy with lust. He feels the same way she does.

MR. STEVENS

Good, thank you, Stacy. Any others?

NERD

I like to go to the library and read books.

This brings a couple of laughs from the students.

MR. STEVENS

Ok, does it help? Like, does it help you in life?

NERD

It does help me a bit in school, yes.

The Stoner peeps up.

STONER

I suggest you get a new hobby, mate.

NERD

Shut the hell up! Look at you, you're a freaking stoner!

MR. STEVENS

All right guys, settle down.

STONER

It was just a joke, dude.

We turn our attention to two students having a talk at the back of the class. The two students are ALEX, a tall, slender guy with brown hair, and SEAN, an obvious drug user, and an avid Bob Marley listener. They're whispering about something.

SEAN

(whispering)

For you, 20 dollars.

ALEX

(whispering)

Promise me this is good stuff.

SEAN

(whispering)

The best.

Alex then reaches in his pants pocket and pulls out two $10 bills and hands them over to Sean. Sean, in return, pulls a little bag of weed out of his pocket and gives it to Alex.

SEAN

(whispering)

Enjoy.

ALEX

(whispering)

Hey, let's do this again sometime.

And with that, they return their attention to the class, like nothing happened.

CUT TO:

INT. SCHOOL -- LUNCHROOM -- LATER

We're in a large lunchroom, packed with 9-12th graders. It's very noisy, to say the least. There's a line to get your daily school-made food. Sitting among one of the many tables is Kyle, looking very glum. He sits among some fellow classmates, but not engaging in any of their conversations. He just stares off into nothingness.

KYLE'S POV:

A single black dot drawn on the wood table is currently what takes his attention away from the more important things at hand.

MAN'S VOICE

(yelling over the noise)

Juniors!

Hearing this, the people around Kyle, and more at other tables get up and move to the line. We see familiar faces getting up and go to the food line: Alex, Sean, Casey, the nerd, the stoner.

Kyle is still seated, still staring at the black dot. Droning every sound out, Kyle focuses even more on the dot now. Suddenly, a hand appears on his shoulder, startling him.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

Stacy, with a puzzled, yet worried face.

STACY

Kyle, they called us, didn't you hear?

It takes a second for Kyle to return to reality.

KYLE

I guess I didn't. Thanks for telling me.

They go up to the food line together.

KYLE

(trying to make conversation)

I hate the food here.

STACY

Oh my god! So do I! It's almost like everyday is the same stuff.

KYLE

What was yesterday?

STACY

Beef. The American's meal.

KYLE

(laughing)

Even their pizza's bad.

STACY

(giggling)

Shh, they'll hear us.

They're approaching the front of the food line.

STACY (CONT'D)

Do you snowboard?

KYLE

Yeah, but I'm only alright at it.

And they're going by the food, and the FOOD SERVICE WOMEN. These three women are mid-40's, all with brown hair, and just waiting for a excuse to quit. Stacy and Kyle each grab a tray.

STACY

That's the exact way I am. I love to snowboard. I always fall, though.

(she laughs)

I get my ass kicked by the mountain.

They go through the food line, with the food service women flopping some standard high-school food on their trays.

KYLE

You know, you're not as innocent as you look.

STACY

(grinning)

Yup. And I like it that way.

They emerge from the other end of the food line. As Stacy heads back to the girls table with her food, Kyle peeps up...

KYLE

Nice talking to you, Stacy.

STACY

Yeah, you too, Kyle.

ON KYLE:

as a tiny smile slowly forms from his frozen frown.

CUT TO:

INT. SCHOOL -- CLASSROOM -- LATER

Kyle's in another class. This one is less spacious than before, but still roomy, if a classroom can seem roomy. There's the same students as before, and a new teacher, MISS ANDREWS, a young, pretty woman, that the students take a liking to.

MISS ANDREWS

Class, please open to page 474 in your books.

Everyone has a book, except for Kyle, who is again, staring into space.

KYLE'S POV:

A book on a shelf titled: HITLER: EVIL LIVES

Miss Andrews notices that Kyle doesn't have a book.

MISS ANDREWS

Kyle, where's your book?

A pause. He doesn't answer, still staring into space.

MISS ANDREWS (CONT'D)

Kyle!

Kyle's jolted back to reality.

KYLE

Yeah.

MISS ANDREWS

Where's your book?

KYLE

In my locker. Should I get it?

MISS ANDREWS

Yes.

Kyle gets up and leaves.

CUT TO:

INT. SCHOOL -- HALLWAY

Kyle is unlocking his locker. We see a GUY coming down the hall, Kyle's age, but slightly bigger and tougher. As he's walking by Kyle, he shoves Kyle into his locker, hard. Kyle goes down to the ground, but gets right back up, and goes after the guy, fists swinging. He connects with the guy's back, knocking him to the ground. 

ON GUY:

Surprised at the blow, and astonished that the kid actually fought back.

But the guy gets back up, with anger in his face, and with his fists pumped.

ON KYLE:

Still ready to go, with fists up, and equal anger, but seeing an opposition scares him, slightly.

The guy advances on Kyle as they get ready to fight it out. As the guy draws back his fist, we...

CUT TO:

INT. LEPSON LIVING ROOM -- NIGHT

We're in the same living room as in the beginning only now, all the lights are on. The room is small, compared to the James' living room, but still cozy. Kyle is laying out across a couch with ice on both his leg and arm. He's got a couple of band-aids in various places. He's watching a movie.

ON TELEVISION:

Frank Castle is dishing out some revenge to the guys who killed his family. It's violent.

INT. LIVING ROOM -- ON TELEVISION -- THE PUNISHER

ON KYLE:

as he watches, unflinching, almost warming to it.

INT. KITCHEN 

Jill is having a conversation with someone on the phone.

JILL

Yes I know. But the medicine must be doing something, right?

(pause)

What if he hasn't been taking his medicine?

(another pause)

Yeah, well, I'll check on that. Bye, Paul.

She hangs up the phone, distressed. Jill walks upstairs to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM

She checks her son's medicine, worried that he might not be taking his medicine. But all of his medicine is there. Jill is relieved.

CUT TO:

INT. FAMILY ROOM

Kyle is still watching the movie when Jill walks in. He uses the remote to pause it, not wanting to miss any of the action.

JILL

You think that you are going to be able to go into school tomorrow?

KYLE

(not looking at her)

Yeah, no problem.

JILL

Good.

And she leaves the room. Kyle starts the movie again, as we...

CUT TO:

INT. SCHOOL -- LUNCHROOM -- DAY

Kyle is sitting at his normal table, with the normal kids. But this time, he's alert, eyes wandering, searching for something, someone. 

CLOSE ON:

Kyle's eyes as they are darting around, searching.

Just when he thinks it's a lost cause, he sees...

KYLE'S POV:

the guy who shoved him into the locker, who Kyle got into the fight with. The guy moves off into one of the branching hallways off of the lunchroom.

Kyle gets up from his seat, and follows him, cautiously, so not to arouse any suspicions.

INT. SCHOOL -- HALLWAY

Kyle enters the hallway. It's lighted, but empty, except for the guy, who is getting a drink from a water fountain. He pulls his father's gun from out of his back pants pocket, behind his shirt. Kyle creeps up to the water fountain, but quickly, so that he can do this stealthily and catch the guy off guard.

CLOSE ON: 

the guy's face as he's still drinking the water. He's thirsty.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL:

Kyle, with the gun raised high, and a smile on his face. Kyle pulls the trigger and runs through double doors, as we...

FADE TO BLACK

