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BLACK





SID(V.O.)




I hate my fucking life.  Why am




I still here?  For the past ten




years I’ve seen body after body




pass by my eyes.  I envy them.




Here I am stuck in the same fucking




triangle that I’ve always been in.

INT.  BASEMENT-DAY-2005

SID SIVIN, 30, sits in his gloomy basement reading a book titled “THE ART OF BLACK MAGIC.”  






SID(V.O.)




I have no life accomplishments.  I




was never married, therefore I have




no children.  My father, a raging




alcoholic, shot my golden retriever




when I was four years old then took




his own fucking life five years later.




Good riddance.  

ECU-SID’S EYES

as he puts the book down and falls into a trance.









   DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.  PLAYGROUND-DAY-1987

A 12 YEAR-OLD SID SIVIN is the center of a circle of 13 YEAR-OLD BULLIES, led by FRANCIS SUNDAE who brushes his hand through Sid’s mullet.






FRANCIS




Your hair is so ugly.  If I was




as ugly as you I probably would




have shot myself.






YOUNG SID




Shut up, asshole!






FRANCIS




Of course, I’d shoot my dog first.

Francis makes the sound of a gun cocking which really makes Sid mad.






YOUNG SID




I said shut up you fucking asshole!

Francis tackles Sid to the ground and continues with the pretend gun cocking.  BANG!  BANG!  BANG!









   DISSOLVE TO: 

INT.  SID’S BASEMENT-2005

Sid shuts the book and returns it to its shelf, which consists of other titles such as “VOODOO,” “THE MEDICINE OF HATE,” and “FORGOTTEN HOLOCAUST.”  






SID(V.O.)




I never had many friends growing




up, nor did I really give a shit.




Everyone thought I was strange




because I had bizarre interests.




In junior high I made a miniature




voodoo doll of my childhood bully,




Francis Sundae, and actually held a 




seminar where I tried torturing him




through the powers of voodoo.




That secured my fate for high school




because everyone kept their distance




from me.  Not that I give a shit




or anything.










   CUT TO:

EXT.  FUNERAL HOME-DAY

Sid parks his car in front of the building and walks in.










   CUT TO:

INT.  FUNERAL HOME-DAY

At an open coffin Sid looks down at the corpse of a PALE MAN






SID(V.O.)




What a lucky son of a bitch. When




I die I’ll never get this luxury.




Why didn’t I just kill myself years




ago?  The opportunity came up time




after time but I never went through





with it.  I’m a coward.









   DISSOLVE TO:

INT.  SID’S ROOM-1992

An ADOLESCENT SID presses a box cutter against his vein and lightly pushes it until blood oozes out of the wound.

SID(V.O.)




When teenagers want to die they




usually always go for slitting




the wrists, which really doesn’t




do shit.  I should have just slit




my fucking through with that box




cutter and put an end to my years




of suffering.  All that I got out




of that suicide attempt was a big




fucking mess.

He presses several towels against his wrists and rocks back and forth to ease the pain.










   CUT TO:

INT.  CAFETERIA-DAY-1992

Sid sits by himself as he eats his lunch in heavy, dark clothes.  Francis and his gang join the table and immediately begin to harass him.






FRANCIS




Word went around about a strange




boy who tried to kill himself.




No one knew his name and that’s




when it dawned on me-it must have




been my buddy Sid Sivin!

Sid tries to ignore him but Francis forces his sleeves up, revealing heavy bandages on his wrists.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




Sid!  Buddy!  Why would you do such




a thing?

Sid shuts his eyes and continues eating as Francis opens up his pudding snack and pours its contents on Sid’s head.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




I mean, Sid, without you what would




I be?  I’d be nothing!

Francis and his buddies are having a riot but Sid shows no disturbance as he continues eating.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




Come on, man!  I’d be nothing.  And




you wouldn’t want that!

Francis suddenly turns serious as he begins violently shoving Sid, who tries to keep his posture.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




Come on, fuckhead!  Talk!

Francis’ buddies drag Sid off the bench and hold him in a headlock while Francis applies a hard punch to Sid’s gut, sending him to the ground in pain.

The beating draws the attention of several STUDENTS around the cafeteria--but no one does anything.






SID(V.O.)




Why didn’t I fight back?  I




didn’t even care to tell you the




truth.  The only thing that bugged




me was the species of mankind on




its own.  They didn’t know any




better.









   DISSOLVE TO:

INT.  FUNERAL HOME-2005

Sid puts his hand on the old man’s forehead.






SID(V.O.)




That’s why I’m working at a funeral




home.  I get to see mankind come




through these doors in coffins and




that’s how I know that the world is




one step closer to true peace.

PATRICE, another worker at the home, approaches Sid.






PATRICE




Sid! 






SID




Patrice.

She looks at his hand on the old man’s forehead.






PATRICE




Did you know this guy?






SID




No.  It’s good to know that




he’s no longer in pain.






PATRICE




He looks at peace, doesn’t he?






SID




Very much.  It’s not fair that




we need to die to feel at peace.






PATRICE




Well, when we’re dead nothing can




harm us.






SID




How did this man die?






PATRICE




Answer me this.  How old do you 




think this man is?

Sid looks down at the man’s face and notices several wrinkles.






SID




I’d say late 40s, early 50s.






PATRICE




That man is 30.

Sid is bewildered.






SID




30?  How long has this man been




dead?






PATRICE




Two days.  Died from a drug overdose




and his family says that he suffered




from alcoholism, so that explains the




extra 20 years on him.






SID




May God help this man.






PATRICE




The Sundaes said they wanted makeup




applied to make him look his age.






SID




Sundaes?






PATRICE




Yeah, that’s his name.






SID




Sundae…






PATRICE




Yes!  Francis Sundae!

Sid stands stiff.






SID




This is Francis Sundae?






PATRICE




So you did know this man?  He grew




up around the area you did, I think.






SID




Would you excuse me?

Sid exits.










   CUT TO:

INT.  SID’S BASEMENT-NIGHT

Sid searches through his 1993 high school yearbook and glances at Francis’ senior portrait.






SID(V.O.)




Why did this bastard come back 




into my life?  All the pain and




misery that he put me through




for all of those years…









   DISSOLVE TO:

EXT.  FOOTBALL FIELD-GRADUATION CEREMONY-DAY-1993

As the alumni celebrate, Sid stands by himself and observes his peers and their parents.  Sid’s mother, FELICIA, proudly takes a photo of her graduate.






FELICIA




I’m so proud of you, Sidney!

Sid tries to appreciate the moment, but he’s miserable.






SID




Thank you.

An ATTRACTIVE GIRL walks over to Sid and playfully puts her arm around his shoulder.






GIRL





Hey!  Can I borrow him for a




minute?






FELICIA




Sure!  Enjoy the moment!

The girl pulls Sid aside and walks with him.






GIRL




So how’s it feel to be out of




school forever?






SID




Good.  Do I know you?






GIRL




No, but I’ve always had a thing for




you.

They both share a laugh.






SID




But I’ve never even seen you.






GIRL




I like to keep a low profile.






SID




Well, do you want to do something




later today?






GIRL




Um, hold on.

The girl runs over to a cluster of friends while Sid waits.  That’s when he notices that among the group is Francis and his gang.  Francis, along with the girl, laugh wildly at Sid who can do nothing but watch.

Suddenly, Sid cracks and dives onto Francis, punching him repeatedly in the face.  The brawl draws a crowd of spectators, several of which intervene to break up the fight.  

A bloodied Francis tries to start up the fight again but is restrained by his friends.






FRANCIS




You fucking freak!  It’s a fucking




joke!






SID




Fuck you asshole!  I left school




knowing that I kicked your sorry




ass!






FRANCIS




Motherfucking bitch!  Fucking freak!

A family celebrates the graduation of their child by popping open a bottle of apple cider.  Francis yanks the bottle and chucks it at Sid, shattering it into several pieces against his head.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




Yeah!  You like that, freak?

Blood erupts from his head as he falls to the ground while spectators come to his aid.






FRANCIS(CONT’D)




I’ll take you to the fucking grave




any day!









   DISSOLVE TO:

INT.  SID’S BASEMENT-2005

Sid feels around the back of his head where THREE LARGE SCARS are visible.






SID(V.O.)




A nice burial is the last thing 




this son of a bitch is going to




receive.










   CUT TO:

EXT.  WOODS-NIGHT

A raging storm works against Sid as he pushes himself through the wet brush until he comes to a CLEARING in between several large trees.

At the bottom of one of the trees is a rolled up tarp, which Sid unravels to reveal its contents of two shovels, a rake, and five metal torch poles.  He grabs the shovel and begins digging in the center of the clearing.






SID(V.O.)




I never got the chance to be a 





gravedigger, something I always




wanted to become.  The funeral




home was kind enough to accept




me and that’s when I learned of




the benefits of death.  

Unfortunately, there’s one thing

that prevents these benefits:

Dissatisfaction.  I’m not going




to let this bastard rest after he




fucked up my life.  Because of 




those high school years I’m who




I am today: A complete fuck-up.

Sid uses the rake to drag away the dug up dirt.










   CUT TO:

INT.  FUNERAL HOME-NIGHT

Sid peers down at Francis in the open casket and then begins to pull him out.










   CUT TO: 

EXT.  CLEARING-NIGHT

The torches are lit and positioned at an equal distance from each other.  Lying in a shallow grave is Francis’ corpse, and standing at the foot of it is Sid, holding an open book titled “CURSES AND HEXES OF VOODOO.”






SID




“Spirits of the night, come forth




from the astral realm and bring




torture and discomfort to this 




person for all time!  Darmastro




Aspecti martain!”

He picks up a pile of dirt and tosses it onto Francis’ body.  After the curse is in place, Sid takes his shovel and starts piling the dirt onto the grave.










  FADE OUT

INT.  FUNERAL HOME-DAY

FADE IN

Sid casually strides into the home where he finds Patrice standing at Francis’ empty coffin.






PATRICE




Sid!






SID




Patrice.






PATRICE




Sundae’s body is missing.






SID




Missing?






PATRICE




Gone!  






SID




Did someone break in during the




night?






PATRICE




If they did then they must have




been professionals because all of




the doors and windows were locked!




They must have picked it!

Sid doesn’t seem too upset at this.






SID




Patrice, if that was Hitler in 




that coffin, would you still give




him a proper funeral?

Patrice is disgusted.






PATRICE




What kind of a question is that?






SID




Just answer.  If it was Hitler 




would you still give him a proper




funeral?






PATRICE




Well, no!  I don’t know!  He 




wouldn’t deserve a proper funeral,




but what would I do with the body?

Sid whispers into her ear.






SID




Bury me in the nameless grave.






PATRICE




Did you take his body?






SID




Patrice, understand my situation.




This man is the reason I’m nothing




today.

Patrice is horrified as she backs up toward the telephone.






SID(CONT’D)




This man is the reason that I don’t




have friends and he’s the reason




that everyone fails to recognize




me!






PATRICE




I recognize you, Sid!  I do!  I’m




your friend!

He shakes his head.






SID




Call who you want, but when you




contact the gravedigger make sure




he buries me in the nameless 




grave.






PATRICE




You’re insane!






SID




Am I, Patrice?  Or am I completely




normal?






PATRICE




I’m calling the police!

Sid smiles and exits.










   CUT TO:

EXT.  CLEARING-DAY

Sid stands on top of Francis’ shallow grave and looks up into the trees, watching the light breeze rattle the leaves.






SID(V.O.)




My life feels complete now.  I have




nothing else to live for and I have





no one to remember me.  They say you




die twice.  Once when you’re put in




the ground and second when your spirit




is forgotten.  Today I get to die




two times.

Sid pulls out a large knife from a bag by his legs and holds it above his head.






SID




You’ll take me to the grave.

With a thrust of energy, Sid jams the knife into his stomach and collapses to the ground.






SID(V.O.)




While Francis is burning in Hell,




I’ll be smiling in Heaven.  When




he said he’d take me to the grave




so many years ago, he was right.




Now I feel satisfied.  He went first.










  FADE OUT





     THE END
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