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int. room – night

A small ceiling light shines down on a shoddy looking room. The spotlight silhouettes a GIANT of a man, whose height amazingly is matched almost by his width. Heavy rain beats down outside. 

The giant’s completely motionless, staring at a door in front of him, as if expecting someone to knock sometime soon. Sure enough, someone does. 

The giant goes to the door, slides open a peephole. Satisfied with who’s standing on the other side, he closes the peephole and opens the door. 

A blond, mid-30s, skinnish American looking man, JAY,  rushes into the room with a coat over his head. He has a briefcase in his left hand. He looks around the room, acknowledges it’s a piece of shit and is startled when the giant grabs him from behind and turns him around. 

Without questions, the giant begins to forcibly pad down Jay. The giant finds a gun tucked into Jay’s side, removes it and throws it onto a nearby table. The giant finishes the padding down and stares directly at Jay. Jay’s still a little surprised at the immensity of this guy. 

The giant speaks with a thick Russian accent.

giant

You bring money?

jay

Uh. Yeah.

Jay lifts the briefcase up and shows it to the giant. The giant quickly snatches it out of his hand, takes it to a nearby table and opens it. Apparently satisfied with what he sees, he closes the briefcase, grabs it and moves to a door, previously cloaked in darkness, to the side of the room. 

Jay takes one last weary look at the giant. The giant opens the door and signals for Jay to go in. Jay steps through and the giant immediately slams the door behind Jay, startling him. 

int. room – night

The room is similar to the previous room. It’s not as decrepit but a single ceiling light does shine down on a small, old table. Sitting behind this table is the silhouette of a man. Only his feet are visible in the light. Smoke rises near where his mouth is. He’s obviously the BOSS.  

His accent is not as thick as the big guy but it’s still prominent. 

boss

Sit. 

Jay takes a seat in front of the boss. There’s a disturbingly long silence. 

jay

So, I brought... 

boss

Shut up! You speak when I say you speak.

jay

Yes, sir. I’m sorry, I just...

boss

Shut up!

Jay remains silent. Another disturbingly long silence ensues. The boss seemingly staring at Jay, continually puffing smoke. Jay’s becoming uneasy. He’s getting fidgety. He doesn’t want to say anything or stare at the boss so he just looks all over the round, hoping the silence will end soon.

boss

Why are you Americans so afraid of silence? All you do is talk, talk, talk. Never shut up. 

Jay’s silent. He doesn’t know if he can speak. After a small silence...

boss

Well? 

jay

Oh. Uh, I don’t really know, sir. 

boss

That’s it? That’s best answer you can come up with? 

jay

Um. Well, I guess most Americans don’t like the discomfort that we sometimes feel in between silences. I guess that’s why we call them “uncomfortable silences.”

boss

Uncomfortable silences. Pfft! Is stupid American horseshit! Only you would make up such nonsense.

There is another small pause. The boss shuffles around and peeks his face into the light. His face matches his commanding persona. Even though his hair’s gray and he has some wrinkles on his face, he has the expression of a man seasoned in crime and used to commanding legions of minions. 

boss

So, what does pathetic excuse for man like you want with machine guns? 

jay

Well, I have a pest problem.

boss

You know, for a little extra, we do pest control. 

jay

I’d rather do my own extermination. 

The boss looks at him, scoffs.

boss

Well, at least you have some balls. 

The boss gets up and walks behind him. We can hear him shuffle around looking for something. He finds what he’s looking for and returns to the table. He slams a silver colored and moderately sized metal briefcase in front of Jay. Jay looks at the case with excitement. 

Jay slides his hand across the front of the briefcase when he notices what’s written in bold letters across the front 

INSERT: B R U C E  W A Y N E

Jay’s a little confused by this. He obviously recognizes the name but doesn’t know what it’s doing on the briefcase. The boss notices Jay’s hesitance.

boss

What?

jay

Uh, th...the case says Bruce Wayne on it.

boss

So? You have problem with that?

jay

No, it’s just. Wh...who’s Bruce Wayne? 

The boss once again sticks his face into the light. 

boss

I am Bruce Wayne. You have problem with that?

jay

No, it’s just, it doesn’t sound very Russian.

The boss’ eyes light up with anger.

boss

Are you calling me liar?

jay

No sir. No sir. Not at all. It’s just Bruce Wayne is, it’s is kinda popular name here fr...from a comic book.

boss

Comic book? Do not insult with ridiculous American shit.  

jay

No sir. No, I would never. I would never insult. The name’s actually from a very well-loved character, who’s also called Batman. 

The boss is about ready to blow Jay’s head off. 

boss

Character? Batman? You will say no more of this stupidity.

The boss’ nostrils are flaring, his eyes burning a hole into Jay’s chest. The boss slams back into his seat. There is another relatively long silence. 

jay

So your name’s really Bruce...

boss

Ok, fine! I know Bruce Wayne! 

The boss again sticks his face into the light.

boss

I know Bruce Wayne. I know Batman. I know all of it!

jay

So, your parents just named you Bruce...

boss

I change name!

The boss’ voice stars cracking up, as if he’s holding back tears. 

boss

I change everything! My mother was drug abusing whore. My father was bastard drunk who abandoned me when I was 8. 

The boss is now visibly sobbing.

boss

So as child I pick up comic book and I read Batman. I like how Bruce Wayne is rich and is superhero. I wanted to be just like that so I change name, ok? You stupid American bastard! 

The boss puts his head down on the table and continues sobbing. 

jay

Uh. Ok. 

int. psychiatrist’s office – day

The boss, looking a lot better, is seated on a couch in front of a well-dressed man who we assume is a PSYCHIATRIST.  

boss

And so I had my breakthrough. 

PSYCHIATRIST

That’s great, Yef. I’m so happy for you.

the end

