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BLACK SCREEN.  DEAD SILENCE.

CLICK-SLIDE-CLICK - the chilling sound of a rifle being 
cocked...

FADE IN:

RIFLE SIGHT

Slow, steady BREATHING as crosshairs pan across New York City.  
Rising up over Central Park, the rifle finally zeros in on...

EXT. GRAND GOVERNMENT BUILDING - DAY

...Lit up elaborately for Christmas, the building is surrounded 
by anxious REPORTERS with microphones and video cameras. A limo 
pulls up and the reporters surge toward it.

REPORTERS
Mr. Arthur!  Mr. Arthur!

MALCOLM ARTHUR (50s), prominent industrial tycoon, enormous but 
well-dressed, steps out and immediately throws his hands up in 
annoyance. 

The crosshairs align over his flushed, plump face.

NEWS REPORTER 1
Is it true that you’re here in New York 
today to persuade members of government to 
urge “no action” on global warming?

Malcolm Arthur works his way up the steps, fighting the mayhem.

MALCOLM ARTHUR
No comment.

He continues to push through, but is blocked on all sides by a 
barrage of flashing cameras.

The crosshairs follow him closely, but he ducks in and out of the 
mob just enough to upset the gun's aim.

Another microphone is shoved in his face.

Arthur knocks it aside.

MALCOLM ARTHUR
For God sakes!  Get out of my way! 



He finally pushes past the crowd and steps inside.

The rifle sight travels along and up the side of the building, 
eventually finding an oversized window, where...

INT. GOVERNMENT BUILDING - LOBBY - DAY

...The reporters follow Arthur into a brightly decorated lobby.  
Shoving cameras in Arthur's face, they surround him beside a large 
Christmas tree, majestically dominating the room, and adorned with 
an enormous glowing star.

NEWS REPORTER 1
What about toxic emissions?  As CEO for 
OXXO, what do you say to the fact your 
coal-burning plant is one of the biggest 
emitters of sulphur dioxide in the Western 
Hemisphere?

Arthur looks at his watch, agitated.

MALCOLM ARTHUR
Know what I say to that?

The suave, deep voice of the gunman, DANNY DEMARCO, mumbles 
confidently to himself as he focuses on the glowing star about 
to be extinguished...

DANNY (O.S.)
Merry Christmas, you fat prick.

INT. RUNDOWN APARTMENT - DAY

Gunman Danny (late 30s), handsome with dark hair and wearing a 
vintage-cut graphic tee that reads:  “Cut Waste, Not Trees.” 
sits aiming his rifle with silencer out the window.

DANNY
To a good deed in a nasty world.

Through the crosshairs a red dot travels up Arthur's forehead 
to a giant five foot star, glowing brightly atop the Christmas 
tree just above his head.

INT. GOVERNMENT BUILDING - LOBBY

MALCOLM ARTHUR
Call me when the sky actually falls.

Arthur smiles.
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POP! -- The silenced rifle fires with precise accuracy...

The branch shatters...

Arthur looks up stupified, very briefly, as the bottom spike of 
the massive star plummets toward him. 

BLACK. Screams and shattered glass.

INT. THEATER DRESSING ROOM - DAY

A newspaper headline reads: "Light Goes Out on OXXO Power 
Tycoon." 

JOHNNIE D. LAWRENCE (29), quirky good looks, a playful glint in 
his eyes, tosses the paper aside with a smirk.

JOHNNIE
Killed by a Christmas tree.  That's just sad.

He spins to the makeup mirror, revealing that -

He's dressed in an absurd striped costume with pink chest hair 
oozing out the front. A heavy sigh.

A KNOCK at the door.

STAGEHAND (O.S.)
Two minutes, Johnnie!

Johnnie reaches behind his head, pulling an attached mask over 
his face and aligns a SNOUT over his nose.  He's dressed as a 
fat pig.

Clearly a little disappointed, Johnnie swallows his emotions 
and puts on a brave face.

ON STAGE - LATER

The BIG BAD WOLF tries to blow a cardboard-constructed brick 
house down.  

BIG BAD WOLF
I’ll huff and I’ll puff and I’ll blow the 
house down...

Johnnie's snouted face appears in the brick house window.  
Light hitting it squarely as Johnnie unleashes his line with 
perfect diction:

JOHNNIE
Not by the hair of my chinny-chin-chin.
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Johnnie beams, proud of his delivery. He looks out into the 
crowd at the kids who are unimpressed.

INT. THEATER - CONTINUOUS

A MOM in an NYC Film School Cap marks up a movie script while 
her young BOY sleeps on the floor at her feet.  

STARR, 27, pretty, tough, bohemian, sits in the audience.  

TWO UNRULY 15-YEAR-OLDS seated next to her check her out.  She 
scowls at them from beneath a red beret. 

Johnnie glances toward Starr. She grins. A nice moment, until -

Johnnie is showered with popcorn coming from the two teenagers.  
Johnnie doesn't break character, just suffers the indignity.

Starr spins around and slugs one of the boys hard in the 
shoulder.

STARR
Hey! Show some respect, dirt bags. 

Johnnie leans forward when he hears the commotion, causing the 
Big Bad Wolf to spin around too - his tail slamming into the 
cardboard brick house and knocking it on top of Johnnie!  He 
flails, still trying to keep his mark, but flopping like, 
well... a stuck pig.

JOHNNIE
(under his breath)

Shit.

Suddenly interested, the children laugh hysterically along with the 
NYC Mom who wipes mascara from her eyes, as Johnnie tries to 
scramble out a busted hole in the cardboard.

BACKSTAGE - LATER

Johnnie and the interesting crew of actors from the children's 
theatre put away set pieces. He looks up to see the theater 
MANAGER - rough, with a crooked tie.

MANAGER
So, where did you read that the little pig 
tore down his own brick house? Interesting 
angle, Laurence.

JOHNNIE
Sorry about that.  
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MANAGER
Irony is, that's the only thing the kids 
seemed to like outta you.

JOHNNIE
All in a day's work. 

MANAGER
Yeah, well, not anymore it's not, kid. 

JOHNNIE
Say again?

MANAGER
Look, Johnnie, I like you.  You show up 
on time, know your lines... and nobody 
wears a pig suit better. But that's not 
lighting these kids' fire. They're bored 
to death and they're trashing my theatre. 
And you wanna know why?

JOHNNIE
Because they've been fed a steady dose of 
mind-numbing electronic stimulation since 
they were born?

MANAGER
Because they're not seeing any emotion 
from you. There's no fear in your eyes.  
If the wolf is about to blow your house 
down, I think you'd be pretty scared.  I 
would! You need to play those feelings!

JOHNNIE
Dude. You can't be serious! This is 
children's theater not Shakespeare In The 
Park! 

MANAGER
There. Like that, like you are now.  You 
never bring THAT out THERE.

JOHNNIE
(floored)

Okay, fine. I will.

MANAGER
Sorry. It's too late. I gotta let you go. 
We're bringing in a new pig. 

JOHNNIE 
What are you talking about?! 
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MANAGER
New. Pig. You're fired. Sorry.

EXT. CAFE DU JOUR - DAY

Johnnie trudges past tables filled with diners outside a small, 
French cafe. 

TERRI MANN (40s), stocky in a power suit, checks the time on 
her iPhone and sets it down only to pick it up again to use the 
screen as a mirror to check her teeth. She catches sight of 
Johnnie and quickly ducks behind her iPhone which only serves 
to get Johnnie's attention. 

JOHNNIE
Terri?

Terri averts her eyes more and puts the phone up to her ear 
slowly to act like she's been talking to someone all along.

TERRI
(into phone)

Mmhmm. 

JOHNNIE
(sighs)

Terri, I know you're not on the phone.

Terri raises her finger, one second.

TERRI
(into phone)

So yes I will do that thing. Okay bye. 

Bad acting - presses end on her iPhone.

TERRI (CONT'D)
(to Johnnie)

Johnnie.

JOHNNIE
Good thing you're the agent and I'm the 
actor.

TERRI
Right. So anyway I'm meeting a client 
blah blah blah you know how it is. Funny 
running into you, though! Call Bonita at 
the office if you're waiting on a check. 
Okay, good seeing you! 
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JOHNNIE
Well actually, Terri -

Johnnie pulls out the chair to sit.

TERRI
Oopsy! No no no, don't sit down. You were 
just leaving, remember?

JOHNNIE
I need to talk to you about getting some 
auditions. 

TERRI
Yes. Yes you do. And I want to do that 
too. You gotta call Bonita, she's the 
gatekeeper. You tell her to get you in. 
Tell her I want to make it happen. Soon.

JOHNNIE
No you don't. I call every week. You're 
always "in a meeting."

TERRI
Uh oh, don't pout. No pouting. 

JOHNNIE
Terri, I got fired from the Children's 
Theatre job today.

TERRI
No! The pig show? I didn't even get a 
chance to see it. Shame on me. Oh well 
you had a good run. Anyway, Bonita, 
office, ciao.

KRIS DIAMOND (20s), a hot James Dean lookalike, saunters 
through the tables brooding in Terri's general direction.

TERRI (CONT'D)
Kris!

Kris sweeps his sexy mop of hair to one side.

TERRI (CONT'D)
(to Johnnie)

The newest horse in the Terri Mann stable, 
Johnnie Laurence meet Kris Diamond. 

Johnnie twists up the corners of his mouth and offers a 
handshake. 
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Kris opts to point instead. Johnnie lamely points back.

JOHNNIE
So... fellow actor, huh? 

KRIS
(mumbly)

I don't act, man. I live. Each role is 
given my complete body and soul until Kris 
Diamond dies...

(beat)
...and the character lives.

(beat)
Through me. 

JOHNNIE
Yeah. Okay.  

Terri is mesmerized.

TERRI
Okay well you two can trade old acting 
tips later but for now,

(to Kris)
I ordered you the Cobb salad. 

(to Johnnie)
Aaand, you don't have a reservation so...

JOHNNIE
Right. Bonita. Office. Got it.

INT.  CATHOLIC CHURCH - DAY 

Small, historic, gothic.  Translation: old and rundown.  Gunman 
Danny Demarco steps in wearing a sleek overcoat and dark 
shades, nods reverently to a statue of Mary, and crosses 
himself obediently.

He slides his glasses back on his head and notices paint peeling 
from the statue, and the altar leaning to one side. He shakes his 
head, disapprovingly. 

He passes an OLD WOMAN kneeling at a front pew, flashes her a 
wink, then walks into the -

CONFESSIONAL

A panel slides open in the shadowy booth revealing a thick wire 
mesh screen, and a PRIEST behind it.  
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DANNY 
Bless me, Father, for I have sinned.

The Priest sighs heavily and shakes his head in disappointment, 
recognizing Danny’s voice.

PRIEST
Not again.

DANNY
I am responsible for the death of a man.

The Priest chugs from a flask.

PRIEST
And just HOW are you... responsible?

DANNY
(matter-of-factly)

I sort of... impaled a giant Christmas 
star in his fat, unconscionable skull.

The Priest wipes sweat from his forehead with his robe.

PRIEST
Good Lord.  Danny, Danny, Danny.  

DANNY
I gave him every chance to cooperate, 
Father.  But he refused to listen.

PRIEST 
Why must you disappoint the Lord this way?  
What would your dear Mother say, God bless 
her?  She expected so much from you.  
Harvard graduate, a fine lawyer, devoted 
to saving the planet - you should be 
saving lives.

DANNY 
I AM saving lives.  He was a sinner, a 
detriment to society.  His factories were 
polluting the air, destroying the trees, 
and poisoning the rivers.  He had to be 
stopped.

PRIEST
I’m afraid killing birds and fish is not a 
sin, my son.  Our Lord Jesus ate fish.  

The Priest finishes off the flask of booze in a large gulp and 
crosses himself as Danny starts to count out $20 bills.
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DANNY
Do you think the Lord could possibly 
forgive me?  

Danny shoves a few bills under the wire mesh.  The Priest 
coughs, clears his throat, and takes the money.

DANNY
You could use a new altar.

PRIEST  
And a touch o’ paint.  

But the Priest waves the bills back at Danny, reprimanding.

PRIEST
But this time the Lord requires more from 
you.  

DANNY
More.  Got it.

Danny shoves a few more crisp bills under the mesh.  The Priest 
hesitates, then slips them into his robe.

PRIEST 
Daniel. You MUST redeem yourself through 
action. Salvation will only come through 
stewardship toward your fellow man. Find 
one poor soul and give of yourself. Offer 
a hand, your shoulder to cry on, your 
strength. Do so, or the consequences will 
lead you to the gates of Hell

Danny loosens his collar, a bit hot.

DANNY 
Okay, but who? Gimme a name.

PRIEST
I can’t just speak with the Lord whenever I 
want, my son! He’s very busy, especially with 
Christmas around the corner. 

DANNY
Isn't that more Santa's territory?

PRIEST
(under his breath)

Pfft. Santa. Fat drunk with a sleigh. 
(to Danny)
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Danny, just trust me. Some poor soul will 
show himself soon enough.

The panel slams shut. 

INT.  STARR’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Starr stands behind an easel, painting a canvas with intense 
concentration.  She wears paint-splattered jeans and a mid-cut 
tank, her pierced belly button in full view. 

Her sparse studio is full of empty pizza boxes, walls splattered in 
modern art, the floor covered in dripped paint.

She looks up from time to time at a TV, blaring a cheesy 
daytime soap.  

ON SCREEN

A WOMAN WITH BIG HAIR handcuffs a SEXY POLICEMAN to a bed and 
starts to undress him.

WOMAN WITH BIG HAIR
Oh, Robert.

DING-DONG...

Starr doesn't look up from the television.  The doorbell rings 
again.

STARR
What?!

JOHNNIE (O.S.)
It's me!

Starr keeps watching the TV as the Woman takes his gun and 
points it at him, about to shoot.  The Sexy Policeman gasps. 

WOMAN WITH BIG HAIR
Just kidding.

She slides the gun under the bed, giggling, then pulls out a 
bottle of champagne and jumps on him excitedly.

JOHNNIE (O.S.)
Come on, open up!

STARR
Or what, you’ll huff and puff and blow the 
door in?
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