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FADE IN:

INT. CAR - DAY

JOHN MILLS (38), pulls his e-brake. He has skin like leather 
and scruff like cactus needles, eye’s in a permanent down-
range squint. He has a full head of salt and pepper hair 
tucked under a Cardinal’s ball cap.

He eyes something outside the windshield, then reaches to 
the back seat of.

POV. Parents hug their kids, chat with other parents in 
front of the elementary school. In the middle of the row of 
minivans and SUVs sits a run-down, black hatchback. One 
person in the driver’s seat. No kid.

As he pulls the item up, his eyes never leave their target. 

The item is:

An Avengers backpack.

He hands it off to J.J. (JOHN JUNIOR) (6). He’s in a soccer 
mom minivan. The polar opposite of his father. Thin, 
innocent, black hair in a bowl cut and thick, black-rimmed 
glasses.

John’s toughness leaves.

JOHN
All right, bucko, what’s papa 
Mattis always say?

J.J.
Be polite, be professional, but 
have a plan to kill everybody you 
meet.

Johns smiles, rubs J.J.’s head. He pats his leg.

JOHN
Get out there.

J.J. Opens the door, jumps down out of the car.

John looks out the windshield.

POV. There’s nobody in the black car. Dart to the right. 
Kids file up the school steps. Dart left. Parents get in 
their cars.

J.J. (O.S.)
Love you, dad.
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A gunshot. Parents startle. Kids scatter.

Another shot.

In one swift motion, John reaches over, grabs J.J. by the 
backpack, yanks him into the passenger seat as he pushes his 
door open and steps out. His eyes scan the crowd.

POV some parents dart behind a car, behind them, a young, 
gangly guy in black pants and a black shirt with a shotgun, 
DANIEL (31).

He blasts an SUV as a DAD ducks behind. The shot clips their 
leg. A mist of blood puffs.

John’s reaches behind his waist, pulls a Springfield 1911. 
Holds it down, ready to aim.

JOHN
(to J.J.)

Stay down.

John slams his door, marches toward the shooter. Takes aim.

The WOMAN runs for a loan child standing near the entrance. 
She grabs him. Daniel tracks her, takes aim.

John zones in, the permanent squint right at home behind the 
barrel of a gun.

The Woman’s husband jumps out from behind the car right in 
front of Daniel.

John grits his teeth. His eyes dart around.

He takes aim. Pulls the trigger.

The bullet grazes the woman’s calf, she falls back just as 
Daniel fires. Misses.

The father runs toward her, clearing the view. John fire two 
rounds.

Daniel drops the shotgun, hits the ground.

Everyone settles.

John lowers his gun. He rounds the car to the passenger 
door.

JOHN
(to J.J.)

You okay, bucko?
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J.J. nods.

JOHN
Wait here.

John shuts the door. Sets his sights on Daniel. Marches 
toward him. He drops the clip out of his gun.

Parent see him, clear a path as if he’s more of a threat 
than the guy on the ground. And he is.

John spots the woman with the bloody calf.

JOHN
Sorry about that.

She cries, cradles her kid as her husband cradles her. Her 
husband nods to John. John nods back.

His shadow comes over Daniel as he pulls the slide back, 
then releases.

Daniel cradles his bloody stomach. Looks up at the John.

DANIEL
You son of a b--

John aims the pistol right at Daniel. He makes a tisk tisk 
tisk noise.

JOHN
Ah ah. I’ll have to write you up 
for language like that.

John kicks the shotgun away. Kneels next to him. Looks over 
him with sarcastic sympathy.

JOHN
I suppose I ruined your entrance. 
And it seems like you had a really 
good show and tell planned. Looks 
like that’s over before it started. 
Least I can do is help you make the 
exit you were planning.

John places the gun under Daniel’s chin. Grabs Daniel’s 
hand, places it on the handle. Daniel puts on a tough front.

Johns pulls the hammer back.

JOHN
That’s it. You don’t want to end up 
in the pen a  failure. 
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I know what they do to the 
successful ones, can only imagine 
what they’d do to you. Let’s just 
end it right here.

John’s finger pulls on the trigger. Daniel stares him down.

The trigger moves bit by bit, then:

Daniel flinches. The hammer falls. Click. Nothing.

John smirks. He pulls the loaded clip from behind him. Taps 
Daniel on the forehead with it.

Daniel catches his breath. Some anxious tears form.

John rises, then walks away.

INT. CAR - DAY

John opens his door. Sits down. Looks over at J.J.

JOHN
What do you say we skip school 
today?

J.J. fidgets with excitement.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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