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FADE | N:
EXT- H GAWAY- NI GHT

The enpty highway is dead quiet and pitch black until a

bl ack | uxury sedan cones flying by. The clouds are covering
the sky so the highway is being lit solely by the sharp
headl i ghts of the car.

| NT- CAR- NI GHT

Behi nd the wheel of the car is a white, m ddl e-aged nan. He
keeps his left armat his side. Hs right armis extended
outwards as he grasps the wheel with his right hand, causing
the sl eeve of his charcoal gray jacket to ride up his arm
exposi ng an expensive silver watch.

Hi s cl ean-shaven, chiseled face is expressionless as he
drives. He runs his left hand through his full head of brown
hair. Hs left hand then wanders down to adjust his black
tie, which sits atop his white shirt.

Hi s apparent inscrutability juxtaposes the speed of his car,
whi ch, according to the speedoneter, is just above ninety
m | es per hour.

EXT- NI GHT- HOUSE

The luxury sedan pulls into the enpty driveway of a |arge,
noder n hone and parks.

The man gets out of the car. Now that he is standing, we can
see his whole slim well-tailored, charcoal gray suit, which
conpl enents his |ean build.

He wal ks to the back of the car, and opens the trunk. He
pulls out a brown, |eather brief case, which nmatches his
shoes, and slings it over his shoul der.

He closes the trunk, | ocks the car, and wal ks to the front
door of the house. He pulls a key out of his pocket, unlocks
t he door, and wal ks i nto the house.

| NT- NI GHT- HOUSE

Li ke cl ockwork, he flicks the Iight on as he takes his first
steps into the house. The light quickly floods the dining
room (the first roomin the house), abruptly exposing a
STRANGER who is sitting at the head of the dining room
table, facing the man. He wears a black suit and his head is
bald. Both of his arnms are atop the table, however, in his
ri ght hand, he nonchalantly clutches a bl ack handgun with a
silencer fixed onto it.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

The man stops dead in his tracks, staring at the stranger.

STRANGER
Pl ease sit.

The man wal ks to the table and sits at the head opposite of
the stranger. He and the stranger stare at each other in
silence for a few seconds; however, the i med ate tension
causes it to feel like a few m nutes.

STRANGER
Hel | o.

The man is sitting at the table exactly |like the stranger,
Wi th perfect posture and both arns atop the table. The
stranger continues to casually hold his gun.

MAN
VWhat do you want.
STRANGER
(lightly)
| amhere to kill you

As the stranger speaks these words, the man nervously
swal | ows.

VAN
Wy ?

STRANGER
(matter of factly)
Because soneone paid ne to. Wiy ny
client wants you dead? | do not
know.

There’s anot her intense nonent of silence. The man, stil
sitting up straight, twiddles with his fingers. The stranger
stares into the man’s eyes with alnost joyful intent, and
the man | ooks back at the stranger with subtle fear.

MAN
So what are you waiting for?

STRANGER
How do nean?

MAN
Way haven’t you shot ne yet?

The stranger chuckl es.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

STRANGER
(ent husi astical ly)
| barely know you! You think |’ m
gonna kill a man that | don’t know?
| wasn’t raised by wol ves!

The man is clearly terrified and confused.

MAN
So you’'re gonna torture ne?

STRANGER
(l'ight heartedly)
No! I'"mgonna talk to you. And
you' re gonna talk to ne. And if you
pl ay your cards right, you m ght
wal k out of here alive.

MAN
So it’s like a game?

STRANGER
(1 aughi ngl y)
Jesus Christ! It’s a conversation.
Have you ever had one before?

The man audi bly swal | ows agai n.

STRANGER
So. What do you do for a living?

VAN
[''m

STRANGER
Wait! Don’'t answer that! That’'s a
bad question. Everyone al ways asks
about what people do for a living
but | don’t think the answer to
that question can truly define

sonmeone. | don’'t define nyself as a
hitman. Yes, its how | nake noney,
but, | would nore so define nyself

as an out door sman.

It is clear that the man is thrown off by this sonmewhat
hysterical rant.

STRANGER
(cont’ d)
So, a better question would be:
what are you passi onate about?

There's a brief silence.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

STRANGER
(arrogantly)
O do you have no passion?

MAN
(unconfidently)
| * m passi onat e about ny j ob.

The stranger silently |aughs.

STRANGER
Besi des that! Wuld do you do
out si de of work? What do you do
for fun?

MAN
|’ma busy guy. | don’t have a | ot
of time for fun.

STRANGER
So it’s safe to say that you are
defined by your career?

MAN
| guess so.

STRANGER

(playfully)
Damm it! Now | have to ask. Wat do

you do for a living?

MAN
|’ ma hedge fund trader.

Both the man’s and the stranger’s faces are piercingly
nonot onous.

STRANCER
Wy ?

MAN
It’s a good job. It pays the bills.

The stranger blatantly noves his head around t he expensively
furni shed house.

STRANGER

(1 aughi ngl y)
Well it looks like it pays for nore
than just the bills.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

MAN
It’s a good job.
STRANGER
s it?
MAN
What do you nean?
STRANGER
Do you enjoy it?
MAN
(unconvi nci ngl y)

Yeah.

The stranger gives the man a look as if to say "cone on,
real ly?"

MAN
It doesn’t have to be enjoyable for
it to be a good job.

STRANGER
Fai r enough. But why do you keep
your job if its not enjoyable.

MAN
" mlucky to have such a high
paying job. I"mnot gonna let it
go.

STRANGER
That doesn’t really answer ny
guesti on.

There is another piercingly |ong nonent of silence.

STRANGER
Wul d you say your job is
fulfilling?

The man’ s nonotonous face becones just barely annoyed.

MAN

My success is fulfilling.
STRANGER

Fulfilling for your bank account.

The man’s jaw is visibly clenched as he slouches in his
seat .

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

The stranger stares directly into the man’s eyes with a
subtle smle

STRANGER
And for what purpose do you need
your financial success? Do you have
kids to pay for?

MAN
No.
STRANGER
An expensi ve hobby?
MAN
No.
STRANGER
So you keep your unenjoyabl e,
unful filling job just so you can

sit back in your expensive honme and
expensi ve car and say "fuck you" to
the rest of the world.

There’s another |ong nonent of silent tension as the
stranger stares judgingly into the nman’s eyes.

STRANGER
Lets nove on. Are you nmarried?

The man straightens up in his seat.

MAN
Di vor ced.

STRANGER
What happened.

_ ~MAN
Marriage just wasn't for us. W
were focused on our careers.

STRANGER
| see. You were married to your
j ob?

The man opens his nouth to speak but is inmmediately cut off
by the stranger.

STRANGER
(enphasi zes "unhappi ness")
O, in other words, you were
marri ed to unhappi ness.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 7.

MAN
| " m not unhappy.

STRANGER
Well you just that were passionate
about a job that you don’t enjoy.

MAN

(quietly)
| " m not unhappy.

STRANGER
What nekes you happy then?

The man, whose face is clearly sweaty, |ooks aimessly at
t he stranger.

STRANGER
Ki ds?

The man continues to stare into space.

STRANGER
(cont’ d)
(sarcastically)
Wait, no. A hobby?

The man does not change.

STRANGER
(cont’ d)
(sarcastically)
Oh yeah, forgot. Its just you and
your bank account.

The stranger stares intensely at the man for a long ten
seconds. During this time, there is dead silence. The man
appears to be worried while the stranger appears to be
contenpl ati ve.

STRANGER
| have one | ast question.

There’s a long, dramatic silence as the stranger prepares to
ask his final question. It is apparent that the man is
mental |y exhausted fromthe previous interrogation.

STRANGER
Wiy do you want to live?

During yet another el ongated silence, the nman goes deep into

t hought as he thinks of an answer; the stranger’s body
| anguage is the sanme as its always been.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

There's a

MAN
(frantically)
Look, | can give you noney.
What ever you' re being paid, |’
double it.

STRANGER
That’' s not an answer.

MAN
| want to live. |I’mnot unhappy. My
life is fulfilling.

STRANGER
Why do you want to live?

MAN

(beggi ngly)
Pl ease et ne |ive.

STRANGER
All | need is one reason.

final nmoment of dead sil ence.

STRANGER

People pay me to kill other people,
but, unfortunately, I’ma noral nan
in an unnoral profession. As | said
before, I can't kill a man that |
don’t know. | can’t kill a man
Wth passion. | can’t kill a man
with a famly who relies on him |
can’t kill a man with a purpose to

live. To ne, those qualities are
worth nore than ny pay check.

woul dn’t be able to sleep at night
if I knewthat | killed someone who
| ead a neaningful life. But, on
the other hand, if | killed sonmeone
who coul dn’t even name a reason why
they wanted to live, then | would
sleep like a baby that night. A
man |like that is a man worth | ess
than nmy pay check

MAN
(sobbi ng)
Pl ease |l et nme go.

STRANGER
|’ve had this sane exact
conversation with many ot her

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 9.

STRANGER (cont’ d)
peopl e. The sane questions.
Passion, famly, purpose. Wen its
my choice to kill or save a man, it
is those three things that nake the
decision. And fromthe many years
that |1’ve been doing this, it is
not uncommon for ne to let a man
live.

The man’s face slightly transforms, going fromdespair to
hope

STRANGER
But, that’s not the case for you.

The man’s face transforns again, going from hope back to
despair.

The stranger slowly stands up, pushing in his chair. He
hol ds his gun at his side as he is standing.

STRANGER

(cont’ d)
From what |’ ve gathered. Your life
i s nmeani ngl ess. You have no
passion, famly, or purpose. All
you have is your soul -sucking job
and your material possessions. You
don’t care about anything and
not hi ng cares about you. So,
therefore, | have no probl em doi ng
what | was paid to do.

Swiftly, the Stranger ains his gun at the man and PULLS THE

TRIGGER with his finger, sending a bullet through the man’s

brain, causing the man to fly backwards out of his chair. An
cl oud of blood erupts fromthe back of the man’s head as the
bull et nmakes its exit.

The walls of the man’s dining roomare now splattered with
bl ood.

The stranger stands up and places his gun into a pocket
inside his jacket. He picks up the casing fromthe fl oor,
puts it into his pocket, and makes his way towards the door.
He wal ks past the man, whose head is drowning in a pool of
bl ood; however, he never glances at him He opens the door
and wal ks out, never | ooking back.



10.

EXT- NI GHT- NEI GHBORHOGOD

The stranger wal ks down the man’s driveway and takes a right
onto the street. He wal ks down the mddl e of the street

t hrough the unlit residential neighborhood. He eventually

di sappears into the darkness.

FADE QUT.
THE END



