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INT. CAR. NIGHT

LISA (20s female) is driving and FRANK (50s black man) is

in the passenger seat pointing a gun at SARAH (20s female)

who is bound and gagged in the back seat. SARAH is quietly

sobbing during the whole scene.

FRANK

Finally, get to make up for

Driving Miss Daisy...

LISA

I’m telling you, I didn’t need

you on this Frank. Two shots to

the back of the head, set the

body on fire and throw it in a

dumpster. I’d be back home

watching Grey’s Anatomy by now.

FRANK turns back around and sits in his seat normally.

FRANK

That’s the problem with you

rookies. Always rushing things.

LISA stares intently in the rear view mirror and the car

swerves. Another shriek from SARAH.

FRANK (cont’d)

Hey! Watch the goddamn road!

FRANK looks at mirror and then looks at SARAH.

FRANK (cont’d)

Didn’t your momma teach you not

to stare?

LISA

Ha! At least my mom wasn’t old

enough to be on the Underground

Railroad.

FRANK

Someone think’s they got jokes.

You should get a spot at the

Laugh House.

LISA

With our line of work, my humor’s

a little too dark for a two drink

minimum.

FRANK

Hmmf. Not like you kids today are

any funny. None of y’all

appreciate true artistry. Did I

ever tell you about my Daddy?
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LISA

(glancing down at watch)

Here we go again...

LISA looks bored as FRANK goes into his story.

FRANK

He was painter. Went to school

for it and everything. Our house

was just covered wall to wall

with just every creature you can

think off. Orangutans, giraffes,

lions -

LISA

(chuckling to herself)

Sounds like someone was just too

lazy to take you to the Zoo.

FRANK

Just let me get through the damn

story! He ended up becoming a

house painter to put money on the

table to feed a kid he didn’t

want. You know what it’s like to

know that the part of him that

loves you crumbles just a tiny

bit every time he had to put on

those overalls?

LISA stares in the rear view mirror a little too long

again and the car swerves. Another shriek from SARAH.

FRANK (cont’d)

God dammit you’re supposed to

kill her not me! Anyway, that’s

when I decided. Whatever I do I’m

not gonna paint a house. I’m

gonna be a Van Gogh.

LISA

Then your Dad would love what you

did to the ear of the guy from

our last job.

LISA looks at her watch.

LISA (cont’d)

2 minutes 34 seconds...

FRANK

What are you blabbering about?

LISA

You find an excuse to tell that

story at least once a week.

You’re five seconds faster than

(MORE)
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LISA (cont’d)

Tuesday but 10 seconds slower

than the Wednesday before that.

FRANK

I try to pass some damn wisdom to

you and that’s how you act?

LISA

Hey, your fault for coming along.

I told you I could handle this

myself. Take off the training

wheels and--

FRANK

You know what? Pull over.

LISA

(While pulling into parking

lot of a motel)

Oh c’mon.

(in baby voice)

Don’t tell me big Frankie got his

feelings hurt...

FRANK

We’re finishing the job right

now. Shoot her.

LISA

(starts laughing)

Sure.

LISA points index finger at SARAH and says "Bang".

LISA (cont’d)

You happy? Now I’m going to have

dirt all over the side of my car-

FRANK

You think I give a fuck about

your car?

FRANK forcefully puts his gun in LISA’s hands.

FRANK (cont’d)

I said shoot her. I’m not

spending another minute listening

to you complain...

LISA

There’s gonna be blood splatter

not to mention we’ll blow our

goddamn ears off, we don’t know

who can see us and we’re a 30

minute walk from town-
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FRANK

Let’s make this equation nice and

simple.

FRANK unholsters another gun and points it at LISA.

FRANK (cont’d)

You shoot her or I shoot you. I

don’t mind the walk. I still got

to listen to this week’s This

American Life.

LISA has the gun tremble in her hand as she points it at

SARAH who’s shrieking wildly now. Just as it looks like

she’s going to shoot, she points the gun at FRANK and

pulls the trigger. An empty click is heard. SARAH stops

yelling and after a beat FRANK chuckles and lowers his

gun.

FRANK (cont’d)

Well, I guess you are a big girl

now.

LISA

What the fuck?

FRANK

You think I wouldn’t know you two

got all Thelma and Louise on each

other.

FRANK points to the rear view mirror.

FRANK (cont’d)

You’ve almost ran us off the road

staring her. Oh wait, Thelma and

Lousie don’t actually fingerblast

each other, right?

LISA

So this is the part where you

sell me out to finish the job

like a professional?

FRANK reholsters his gun.

FRANK

Don’t be dramatic. If I was going

to kill you they’d have to take

this car apart to find all the

pieces.

LISA

Then what the fuck are we doing

here?

FRANK looks around to check landmarks outside of car to

make sure he’s in the right place.



5.

FRANK

2 minutes 34 seconds. Just enough

time for us to travel about 3

miles.

FRANK hands over a room key to a still confused LISA.

LISA

Room 43?

FRANK

In there you’ll find the jealous

husband that hired us to kill

that little lady. You do what you

need to do and we’ll head on our

merry little way.

LISA

But...why?

FRANK

You two banging each other, I

could take. Hiding it from our

client, annoying but doable. But

then you two had to go and make

plans to run away tonight and I

couldn’t let that happen.

LISA

So you’re choosing me over the

job?

FRANK

Let’s just say I’ve grown a

little sentimental over you. And

I wanted to see how far you’d go

to make sure this wasn’t just

some fling.

LISA

(As she exits the car)

I can’t thank you enough...

(right before closing the

car door)

old man.

Frank is in the car with SARAH as we hear LISA’s footsteps

fade out as she walks to room 43. A moment later a gunshot

is heard off screen. FRANK looks at his watch and then

looks at SARAH.

FRANK

I think we still got time for the

10 o’clock show at the Laugh

House.


