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INT. - HOUSE IN A SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT
It is the semi-underground living space in a little suburban 
home. The small amount of light that shines in through the 
small windows, high upon the wall, reveals it to be night. 
The space is carpeted, but not decorated, with new drywall 
dividing the basement. A recliner, looking not much used, 
sits near the middle of the room facing a support beam that 
is near the drywall. Chained to the beam looking unclean and 
not particularly well fed, but unharmed, is Kevin’s Dad (KD).
JOE enters the room and sits in the recliner. He stares at KD 
for a full minute, not saying anything. Then...

JOE
Well?

KD, who was staring out the window, looks over at JOE, 
unphased, as if he was not chained up.

KD
Well what?

JOE
Must we play this same game every 
day?

KD
I thought you liked games.

OPENING CREDITS
JOE

Not this kind of game.
KD

Why have you played it for six 
months then?

JOE
You have been the one playing a 
game down here. My game is 
elsewhere.

KD
Then let me go.

JOE
Tell me where your son is.

KD
If I knew, I wouldn’t tell you.



JOE
I think you do know.

KD
(shrugging)

Either way, my answer is the same.
JOE utters a cry of frustration, crosses to KD, and looks 
down threateningly. His fist is balled, pulled back to 
strike. After several moments of holding it tensely, which KD 
doesn’t react to, JOE punches the drywall behind KD, his fist 
going through. KD still doesn’t react, goes back to looking 
out the window. JOE stomps out of the basement.

CUT TO:

INT. - DINER - NIGHT
THE SERVER is sitting at a table, enjoying a piece of cherry 
pie, which he continues to do throughout the scene. JOE comes 
in, hand still covered in white drywall dust, but - through 
force of will - displays only mild agitation. JOE sits across 
from THE SERVER.

THE SERVER
Hello, Joe.

JOE
Shove it.

THE SERVER
My, my. You seem awfully testy 
tonight. I take it Gerald hasn’t 
told you anything?

JOE
Not yet.

THE SERVER
And he never will. I don’t know why 
you insist on spending so much time 
with a soul you’ve already lost to 
me.

JOE
Gerald’s soul is not the one I 
want.
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THE SERVER
We both know that. But staring at 
the poor man in frustration is not 
going to get you Kevin. It’s only 
going to cost you a fortune in home 
repairs. What is that, the fifth 
piece of dry wall you’ve ruined?

JOE
Sixth.

THE SERVER
Ah, yes, well, as long as it makes 
you feel better.

JOE
It does not. Why are you not 
concerned with where Kevin is? You 
have not won him, either. If he is 
as important to you as he is to me, 
you should be hunting for him, too.

THE SERVER
Who says I’m not?

JOE
I have not seen you do so.

THE SERVER
Spying on me again?

JOE
Only within the rules of the game, 
as you like to say.

THE SERVER
Yes, well, that doesn’t reveal 
everything now does it?

JOE
It reveals enough. And you have 
given no indication that you want 
to find him.

THE SERVER
Correct. I haven’t given any 
indication.

JOE
What does that mean?
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THE SERVER
You think you’re smart, Joe. You 
think you know how to win this 
game. You do not. You are an 
amateur posing as a professional. 
In all my years, I have never seen 
anyone lose it so fully.

JOE
In all my years, I have never spent 
so much effort for so little 
reward.

THE SERVER
Yes, yes, you take the easy wins, 
racking up souls like checker pawns 
as you skip gayly across the board. 
Until one backs itself into a 
corner and won’t come out no matter 
what gambit you offer. Myself, I 
prefer chess. Strategy, far fewer 
casualties, but so much more 
rewarding when you can win the 
whole thing at the least expected 
time.

JOE
Are you finished with the 
metaphors?

THE SERVER
I am. Are you finished with Gerald?

JOE
No.

THE SERVER
(sighs)

Would you at least take him a slice 
of pie? I’m sure you haven’t been 
feeding him well.

JOE
Maybe I would if I had all night to 
wait. No one has come by the table 
since I sat down. The service here 
has become atrocious!

THE SERVER
You only have yourself to blame for 
that.

END CREDITS
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