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BLACK

SUPER: One night while dreaming | beheld a thing / as
real as that just passing day remained / A prosperous and
an idle sort of king / grew fat and prayed to God to ease
his pains / And then that dynasty laid at ny feet / its
darkest hour | oom ng overhead / A king a queen a corpse
for worns to eat / The princess parted fromher pretty
head / But yet this nightmare seened a dream again / and
| the darkest hour stayed awhile / and wat ched dear

Bi r nham sacki ng Dunsinane / And at ny labor's fruits I
was beguiled / If fortune be to breed an idle man / then
et me be msfortune's busy hand.

BLACK
SUPER: “Act I~

| NT. A WAREHOUSE - DAY

A long table is set up near one end of the enpty

war ehouse. At it sits, a man in a red suit, red shirt,
red tie, and a pair of round red sunglasses. In front of
him a tape recorder plays thunderous operatic nusic.

Behind him eight nen stand in an arc.

Across fromthe table, a man is tied to a chair in his
boxers and an undershirt.

The MAN I N RED stops the tape, and speaks to the
PRI SONER

MAN | N RED
Tell me this, who sent you
her e?
The prisoner is nervous.
PRI SONER

You did. You called us and you
asked for ne to cone. A
messenger, no guns, to

war ehouse ni ne.

MAN | N RED
Real Iy now, and why would | do
t hat ?

PRI SONER
Per haps you had a nessage to
be sent.

MAN | N RED

(sardonical ly)
Oh that’s a thought. Wy
couldn’t | use mail?



PRI SONER
Perhaps it was to dangerous to
send.

MAN | N RED

Then why would | have thought
to use the mail!? Do you take
me for sone kind of fool?

The prisoner is |ooking very nervous.

PRI SONER
I"d think you d have to think
about it once, to decide
against it.

MAN | N RED
O course not! | have never
been to Mexico, and | have
never thought about it once!

PRI SONER
So you didn’t do it wthout
t hi nki ng?

MAN | N RED

What are you trying to say you
little putz? That | would do a
thing and not think first?

PRI SONER
Ch no!

MAN | N RED
Hey Jul i us!

JULIUS steps forward, a man in a white suit, with a deep
purple shirt and tie.

JULI US
Yes.

MAN | N RED
Go show himjust how | think
before I act.

JULI US
Yes sir.

Julius wal ks around the table, then turns and wal ks
toward the prisoner. It takes himquite sone tinme to get
there, as the prisoner is nearly 100 yards away.

When he arrives, he tweaks the prisoner’s nose. The
prisoner yelps in pain. He retraces the sane 100 yards
and returns to his former spot.

MAN | N RED
So you’re a nessenger?



PRI SONER
Wiy yes, | am

MAN | N RED
Ok, well do you have a nessage
t hen?

PRI SONER

Wll, nol don’t | thought you
m ght have one.

MAN | N RED
Why should I? 1| amnot a
messenger.

PRI SONER

I f you don’t have a nessage,
why call nme?

MAN | N RED
| did not call you! W just
went through that!

PRI SONER
Then | don’t really know why |
am here.

The man in red pauses at this.

MAN | N RED
Julius, release him

JULI US
Ri ght away.

MAN | N RED
G ve hi mpen and paper,
Jul i us.

Jul i us produces a pad and pen from his pocket.

MAN | N RED
| sent themto Damascus

He gestures to the pad.

MAN | N RED
Wite it down. They' Il have it
by this tine next week, |
fear. W'll need her to
retrieve themif the tinme, by
their or his judgnent should
arise. Should he bring themto
them she would need its maker
and its manuals (all 3).
Deliver this to Fredrick,
messenger.

PRI SONER
Yes sir, and thank you for
your time.



MAN | N RED
Go on.

The nessenger runs out the door. The man in red pushes
play on the cassette and the roomis filled with nusic
again. Soon, it is joined by a ringing cell phone. It
rings 3 tines before the man in red stops the tape.

MAN | N RED
Who' s ringing?

A stout, unkenpt MAN I N GREEN replies.
MAN | N GREEN

Me, sir.

MAN | N RED
Answer it.

MAN | N GREEN
Yes sir.

He opens the phone, | ooks at the caller I D then answers
it.

MAN | N GREEN
Ok, Wangelin, give ne sone
good news.

Chatter on the other end.

MAN | N GREEN
Ch. Sir, Wangelin's found the
ot her source.

MAN | N RED
Have them |i qui dat ed.

MAN | N GREEN
Ri ght away. Any preference on
who gets the hit?

MAN | N RED
Use the brothers. | don't want
m st akes.

| NT. BEDROOM OF BROTHER 1 — DAY

BROTHER 1 | ays in bed beneath a picture of Odysseus and

the Cyclops. He is a thorough intellectual. Precise and

ninbl e in speech, broad in know edge, thorough in all he
applies hinself too. The roomis filled with old vol unes
and cl assical and renai ssance art tributes.

He rises fromthe bed at the ringing of a rotary
t el ephone on the nightstand. He glances at the caller ID
then answers it.



BROTHER 1
Hell o, LaRed, It’'s early to
hear fromyou . . . | see, and
where's the briefing going to
be? . . . At ten o0’ clock. Have
you not eaten there? The steak
tartar is always underdone,
the créne brulee is
bl owt orched, it’'s a ness .
You know |’ m nmaki ng sport, now

what’'s the fee? . . . That's
nore than fair, you tell himl
said hi . . . Anen to that.

He hangs up the phone.

BROTHER 1
Once nore into the breach

He takes out a pair of large lightly tinted aviator
gl asses and puts themon. He gl ances at the clock, grunts
quietly, then takes them off and | eaves the bed.

| NT. BEDROOM OF BROTHER 2 - DAY

BROTHER 2 lies in a bed in a simlar room He shares
Brother 1's sharpness of mnd, and manner of speaking,
but is nore inclined to rogui shness. Contenporary text
and art conprises his furnishings.

BROTHER 1
Wake up! Wake up! The call to
arns has come.

Brother 2 stirs.

BROTHER 2
Al ready then? Well tell them
' m not hone.

Brother 1 stops at the side of the bed.

BROTHER 1
Oh cone now, fetch the weapons
and lets go.

BROTHER 2
|'mnot a chauffeur, let them
fetch thensel ves.

Brother 1 noves toward a shelf and begins fiddling with
sonme of the knick knacks.

BROTHER 1
Let who?



BROTHER 2
The arns, the weapons that
just called. I'd answer them
but I won't fetch them here.
They'd best to call a
chauffeur than call ne.

Brother 1 studies a snmall spherical scul pture. He picks
it up off the shelf and holds it.

BROTHER 1
Your body can't be weaker than
your puns. Your arns should
have the strength you give
your tongue. Its idle flapping
isn't any use. Your arns at
| east mght lift you out of
bed.

BROTHER 2
The arns and the nman are
tired, now | et us be.

Brother 1 returns the sphere, and begins scanning a
sel ection of nearby books.

BROTHER 1
Virgil.

BROTHER 2
Yes.

BROTHER 1
npressive for a |oaf. But
Virgil's man was ready for a

fight. . .

BROTHER 2
And Shaw s was set for
chocol ate creans and tea, and
| oaves of tea cake,
(massagi ng his
pill ow)
fluffy, fluffy | oaves.

BROTHER 1
(Squi nting at books)
. . . which mght explain why
Virgil isn't here.

He turns away fromthe books and begins to exam ne a
collection of small bl aded weapons.

BROTHER 2
On dear, did | neglect a poet,
sir? Dhd I, an unarned nman

just slay your pride? Then go
and get your own arns. Let ne
sl eep.



BROTHER 1
You bore me with your art
critique, get up. We've got to
be at Montague's at ten.

BROTHER 2
They' Il want a man to do the
job, I"msure. A sleeping boar

is useless to the worl d.

Brother 1 shoots an irritated | ook at Brother 2, toying
one of the knives.

BROTHER 1
vell fine, 1'lIl go alone, if
you insist. If you're hungry
["11 bring sonething back.

BROTHER 2
Vel |l that depends, what's
bei ng served today?

Brother 1 suddenly whirls around and throws a knife at
Brother 2's head. Brother 2 flips out of bed and | ands on
the fl oor.

BROTHER 1
A boar's head.

Brother 2 gets up and marches angrily toward brother 1
clutching the knife.

BROTHER 1
and ny armanents,
nessi eur .

Brother 2 gives a cold stare, nenacingly shaking the
kni fe. Then he wal ks out of the room

I NT. THE KI TCHEN — DAY

Brother 2 strolls through the thoroughly nodernized
ki tchen, past silver automated appliances.

He snatches up a mug fromunder the coffee maker and
conti nues on.

I NT. THE SI TTI NG ROOM — DAY

The roomis decorated classically, full of antique
furniture, globes and the like. It is painted warmy with
much natural wood.

Brot her 2 approaches a book case along one wall. He
lazily presses the spine of a copy of “The Art of War”
back into the wall. It yields and sinks far into the
bookcase. The shel ves slide away revealing a hidden wall
covered in nounted firearns.



Brot her 2 scans the selection, sipping his coffee.

| NT. BEDROOM OF BROTHER 1 — DAY

Brother 1 begins to dress hinself. H's ensenble consists
of a bullet proof vest, a pink silk shirt, a linme green
tie, a gray suit jacket and pants, and the aforenentioned
gl asses.

I NT. THE SI TTI NG ROOM — DAY

Brother 2 is packing a few sel ected weapons into netal
attaché cases.

| NT. THE HALLWAY — DAY

A narrow affair, undecorated, with bright blue walls. The
brother's wal k down it, Brother 2 now dressed simlarly
to Brother 1. Both of themare carrying rifles pointed at
the ceiling, and briefcases.

| NT. THE GARAGE — DAY

The 3-car garage is clean and enpty except for the car, a
t ool box, shop hoist, and set of netal cabinets in one
corner, and a pile of netal brief cases, the ones Brother
2 filled, next to the passenger door.

The car itself is a gray '70s Aston Martin wth maroon
interior.

The two brothers stand in front of the car, |ooking at
it. Wthout lifting his gaze, Brother 2 flips a coin. He
gl ances briefly at the result, then tosses the keys to
Br ot her 1.

They nove toward the cases and begin |oading themin the
car.
EXT. THE DESERT — DAY

The car speeds along a straight, narrow strip of
pavenent. To either side is mles of flat, dry ground.

Brother 1 stares ahead over the wheel, focused. Brother 2
I's passed out in the passenger seat.

A city skyline can be seen on the horizon.

EXT. THE G TY — DAY

Hi gh, shimrering gl ass skyscrapers line the sidewal ks as
the car rolls through the streets. The sidewal ks are
scattered with blue-haired ravers, coffee shop
sophisticates in black turtle necks and busi ness nen.



The car parallel parks next to a small French restaurant
named “Baudrillard's.”

| NT. BAUDRI LLARD S — DAY

The two brother's stroll determ nedly through the
restaurant. Custoners |ook up fromtheir tables and eye
them as they wal k by.

The two take a seat at a round table across froman old
man wearing an outdated mlitary officer's uniform Tea
is already on the table, and cups have been poured for
both of them

The brothers silently exchange nods with the man as the
wai ter brings nenus.

The Brother's open their nmenus to find detailed
descriptions and phot ographs of their next targets.

Brother 2 closes his nenu and passes it to the waiter.

BROTHER 2
We'll be a mnute, thank you
very much.

Brother 1 al so hands back his nmenu.

| NT. KENT'S BEDROOM — DAY

KENT OMNI lies fast asleep on his face on a four-post bed
in a roomdecorated in an ostentatious Victorian style,
though it is painted bright pink. The roomis in a
massi ve pent house at the top of the Omicorp skyscraper.

He is a twenty-sonmething with a sharp mnd and no

m sgi vi ngs about cutting with it. He is a bold, dom nant
figure of al nost super-human posture, yet his
rebel | i ousness can | end hi m sonet hi ng of a boyi sh

qual ity.

He wears a runpled yellow shirt and bl ack boxers, and a
pai r of black-framed boonerang sungl asses with cl ear
yell ow | enses. These |ie askew on his face.

A nechani cal al arm cl ock goes of on the nightstand. Kent
rises to a sitting position, rubbing his tenples. H's
gl asses fall into his Iap.

He grunts and slaps the alarm silencing it. He then

pi cks up his glasses, and staggers to his feet, still
rubbing his tenples. He begins noving toward the bat hroom
door, encountering a pair of black dress pants on the

fl oor along the way, which he picks up.

He then stunbles into .



10.

| NT. KENT'S BATHROOM — DAY

A nodestly sized but accommodating affair. The walls
appear to have once been white, but are now covered over
every square inch with graffiti much Iike one would find
in a public restroom On closer exam nation, every note
is of the format “For a good tine call . . .” followed by
a femal e nane and a phone nunber.

Kent puts his glasses down on the vanity, and spl ashes
sonme cold water on his face. Instantly his deneanor is

i nproved. Hi s eyes open up. He picks up the pants, grabs
a black coat off the towel hook, and shuts the door.

| NT. KENT'S BEDROOM — DAY

Kent re-energes fromthe bathroomlooking alert, his

gl asses on straight, wearing the pants he found and the
coat over his shirt. The shirt isn't tucked in, but it
seens to have nysteriously been ironed.

He strides casually around the corner and out a pair of
doubl e doors into .

| NT. THE HALLWAY — DAY

The hall is decorated in the sane fashion as the bedroom
and painted identically.

Just outside the doors from which Kent energes, 4 CECS
sit on a bench, and a butler, ALFRED waits standing with
a newspaper.

The four CEGs swarm Kent and all begin tal king at once.
Kent continues in a straight |ine down the hallway.
Al fred foll ows but does not speak.

KENT
One at a tinme, please! Afred,
you go first.

Al fred unfurls the paper and reads the headlines.

ALFRED
Four dead in Chio, sir, a
shooting, seens. Your stocks
in Fam |y corp and Abraham are
down 13 percent since
Tuesday' s cl ose.

KENT
Sell the stock in Famly corp
today. I'll hold the stock in
Abr aham a week.

ALFRED

And br eakfast sir?
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KENT
The usual will do, but set a
second pl ace, Ophelia's here.
She's joining ne for
br eakf ast .

ALFRED
Very good.

Al fred continues straight as the rest of the group nakes
a right turn

KENT
Now you, Lucille.

The first CEOQ LUCI LLE, noves next to Kent as they wal k.

LUCI LLE
The budget just canme in. Qur
spendi ng on repl acenent goods
is up alarmngly the third
year in a row. The shipping
manager's been fired tw ce
with no results, we just keep
| osing parts.

The hal I way beconmes a sky bridge. Kent and the CEGs nove
over it and into a plain white corridor lined with what
appear to be offices.

KENT
What was said by those two
shi ppi ng managers, before we
fired then?

LUCI LLE
The | ast one told us once the
pl ace was cursed. Said
i nformati on changed on
mani fests, and itens flew
around inside the logs. The
paper work just didn't stay in
sync.

KENT
Wl |l get the nunbers on ny
desk today. The budget and
stats on shi pping too.

Alittle GRL stands in the hall in Kent's path. She is
about 4, a highly precocious, highly dinpled little thing
in a flower print dress.

She accosts Kent as he passes.

G RL
Are you the boss-man?

Kent inmedi ately stops, and kneels before the girl.
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KENT
Yes, and who are you?

The girl grins shyly.

G RL
My daddy says he'd like a
soda, pl ease.

KENT
And what's your nane?

G RL
Lucretia Warren Sm t h.

KENT
Ok, Lucretia, let's go find
your dad, and get that soda to
him that ok?

She nods, Kent lifts her up, and turns to the CEGCs.

KENT
| have to neet wi th Father
pretty soon. I'Il find you

after that and finish this.
The break room's on the right?

The CEGs nod. Kent turns to Lucretia.

KENT
Well then we're off!

Lucretia giggles. Kent marches forward, the CEGCs
di sperse

| NT. FATHER S OFFI CE — DAY

FATHER is a stout nan dressed appropriately for a 17th
century English nobleman, and with the accent to match. A
permanent idealist, he is perhaps sonewhat del usional,
and often seens detached. He speaks with a |low, growing
tone, and has a British courtier's accent.

The decorating theme is much |ike Kent's room and

dom nated by the sanme shade of pink. It is largely enpty
except for father's desk, which faces the door, and two
chairs directly in front of it.

Behi nd Father's desk, in an elaborate gold frame, is
massi ve painted portrait of Father, Kent, and two young
girls. Father stands |ooking at this painting, deep in
contenpl ati on.

ROBYN, the first girl in the painting, has dark hair
conbed strai ght down, and wears heavy makeup. She is an
anbitious, reckless, yet highly intelligent girl, and a
pr of essi onal mani pul at or.
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OPHELI A, a tall, blond girl, upright and professional, is
the second girl in the portrait. She is a sinple, passive
girl, who is half good at pretending to be a go-get-em
cor porate exec.

Kent enters briskly and stands al nbst at attention.

KENT
You called for ne?

Fat her turns around, | ooking dazed.
FATHER
What's that? Oh, yes, of
course.

He turns back to the painting, and gazes silently.

KENT
. . . \Wll while you're doing
that 1'Il just sit down.

Kent takes a seat. He watches his father silently until
he can bear it no | onger.

KENT
There's sonething | would |ike
us to discuss. | know you' ve
been an honest sort of man.
And all nmy life l've tried to
live to that. And when | start
a famly of ny own, I want to
keep that honest |egacy. |
know Ophelia is dear to you.
She's been a daughter to you
now for years. But | can't |et
you help her with a lie, and
two good nen have lost their
jobs for her. My wife is not a
shi ppi ng manager, and we'l|l
just have to bear the
consequence. |If she should
fail at what we've given her,
it's her responsibility .

Fat her whirls around, suddenly ani nated.

FATHER
| ndeed! | ndeed
Responsibility's the staff,
with which a corporation lifts
its weight, and strides to
great horizons breezily, as
one near capable of flight
m ght stride.

He takes his seat.
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FATHER

And such a conpany |
you, a floating giant

give to

, ninble

inits course, and quick to
spot a fault in any path. For
i ndustry's a soft, unkenpt

terrain, and one nust
pebbl e on the ground,

see each
each

sprout, and every lowy sprig
of grass, and nmushroom crop
and cl over patch, and stone,
and horned toad and beetl e and
ant hill and ant and woodl and
rodent and beetle and .

beetl e .

Fat her is suddenly dazed and tr

oubl ed.

FATHER
Now what was | just getting on

about ?

The door opens, in wal k Robyn and Ophelia. Ophelia wears
standard corporate dress. Robyn seens dressed for a night

cl ub.

FATHER
Ah, ny daughter's cone!

Kent turns in his chair.

KENT
Ophel i al

Both rise to greet the |adies.

Kent ki sses Ophelia on the

i ps, Father kisses Robyn on the cheek.

OPHELI A
W're running | ate, a custoner

was in.

ROBYN

And I'mlate for ny next

appoi nt ment too.

FATHER
| understand, | won't abuse
your time. A father's not to
burden children so.
He turns to Ophelia and grins.
FATHER

Even if 1'mnot your father
yet. For age has taken tine

enough fromne .

KENT

| have another pressing matter
too, if you don't m nd, why
were we sent for, sir?
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Fat her st ops.

FATHER

Yes, quite, ny point, |'ll
make it sinply now. Each one
of you has quite a mass of
shares. Already you own half
this conmpany. Ophelia a little
| ess just now, though nore to
cone upon her weddi ng day. To

this I'll add whol e of m ne
quite soon, retiring fromny
post at Omicorp. |I've called

you here to make ny final act.
| wish to |launch a project
Thur sday next.

KENT
I n what division?

FATHER
Phar maceuticals. My Robyn's
field of work if | recall

ROBYN
You payed for ny degree, you
shoul d recall

Fat her continues, pacing back and forth behind his desk,
and using vivid hand gestures.

FATHER
My father taught me nuch about
the world, and never did he
spare ne a detail. 1've heard
of evil nmen and m sery, of
goi ng hungry in a dying |and.
And t hough |I've never seen
such things nyself, | found I
had an enpat hetic heart, and
eagerly | wept for those so
weak that scurried in the
streets so far below |
t hought for quite awhile on
such affairs, that sone
sol ution m ght be reached for
them 1| thought about
narcotics nostly though. These
drugs that nmake a devil out of
men, and dull his every sense
to vice and sin.

Robyn is smrking. Kent |ooks exasperated. Ophelia is
attentive and thoughtful.



FATHER
And then | thought, if such a
thing could be. If nen were
turned to devils by a drug,
coul d one not cause the
opposite effect? One pill may
make an evil sort of man, and
one perhaps coul d change the
bad to good.

Kent sits upright.

KENT
Well, Father | don't think it
wor ks t hat way.

Fat her | ooks stunned at this remark.

FATHER
VWhat is it you inply?

KENT
That you're an ass. W cure
the world by maki ng nagic
pills? The board woul d hang
you if you pitched themthis.

ROBYN
| like it.

KENT
What ?

ROBYN

It has a market base.
Narcotics is a massive
industry. If we could start
fromscratch with sonethi ng
new, and cl ean the inmage up.

KENT
Have you gone nmad?
ROBYN
The FDA will listen to us,

Kent, our conpany can bring
t hese things about.

Ophelia | ooks quite nervous. Father noves to Robyn,
grinning. He holds her face.

FATHER
Dear Robyn, you are such a
clever girl. Don't m nd your
brot her, and his shall ow m nd.
H s head t hough | arge has no
roomfor a dream its nuch to
full of himto hold a thought.

16.



KENT
| really doubt I have the
bi ggest head. Had you two

17.

brought yours with you you

coul d see.

Fat her noves back to Kent.

FATHER
"Il have no npre of this!
You'll hold your tongue.
KENT

| won't let you destroy ny

conpany, and junkies tend
scare our clientéele.

FATHER

to

This conpany has little need
for you! Its legacy is living

| egend here!

KENT
And killing it will never
nmy vot e!

Father is too flustered to answer.
spot by the picture.

FATHER
Get out! Your future here

get

He noves back to his

is

gone, get out! Your fortunes
gone, your |egacy is dead. You
are no nore an Omi than a
man! Now get your feeble self

away from here.

Kent | ooks at father, baffled.

KENT
You can't just do that.
FATHER
Yes, | can and will.
KENT
Wll, no, you can't, | own ny
shares outright. | hold a

| egal stake in Omicorp, and
nore than you if | renenber

right.

FATHER
Get out! I'mfinished wt
you, go away.

KENT

Wth pleasure, have a ple
day you two.

Kent exits. Ophelia gets up to fol

h

asant

ow him
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FATHER
Stay here, Ophelia, just |et
himgo. I'Il find another son

for you to wed.
Ophelia | ooks at father, mldly disturbed.

OPHELI A
"Il take the one you' ve
gi ven, thank you sir.

Bef ore she can be stopped Ophelia sprints out of the
room

EXT. BAUDRI LLARD S — DAY
The brothers are getting back into the car.

BROTHER 1
So you're a nihilist, then?
How i nteresting.

BROTHER 2
| wouldn't want to use that
term per se.

BROTHER 1
That's true, | guess it is a
tad precise. You wouldn't want
t hem peggi ng you too soon. The
grand i dea-nmakers can't afford
to be m staken for soneone
t hey are.

I NT. THE BROTHERS' CAR — DAY

The two slamtheir doors and begi n unl oadi ng weapons from
their person and tossing theminto the back seat.

BROTHER 2
[''mjust a purer pragmati st
that's all.

BROTHER 1

That title's surely purer than
the truth. No wonder you don't
want the proper nane. I'd
cover all my blem shes with
shit, if | could conjure shit
t hat beauti ful

BROTHER 2
A shitface nmakes a good
phi | osopher.

BROTHER 1

If he can find a shitfaced
| ecture hall.
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Brother 1 rummages for his keys, he sticks themin the
ignition, but does not start the car. Instead he turns in
his seat to face Brother 2.

BROTHER 1
You don't believe in nothing,
do you though?

Brother 2 repositions hinself simlarly.

BROTHER 2
| don't believe in continuity.

BROTHER 1
And what does that nean?

BROTHER 2
|l ook at it like this. Achild
makes an angel in the snow,
and brot her cones al ong and
tranples it. Now how will she
react?

BROTHER 1
She' d be upset.

BROTHER 2
Exactly, she'd go running honme
to nom and bawl her eyes out
every single step. And



