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EXT. CITY CENTRE-DAY

Aerial Shot of Glasgow city centre. We fly over a city 
centre building, and rest at the back of a building

EXT. BACK OF OFFICE BLOCK-DAY

JAMIE is standing in a car park. He looks at his watch. A 
car pulls up. CONNER gets out.

CONNER approaches. He's nervous, edgy.

CONNER
Do you think its wise talking about 
this here?

JAMIE
Its sunday. It's dead here!

Conner brings out a small bag. He looks around and hands it 
to Jamie. Jamie looks inside. It's a pistol.

JAMIE
What this?

CONNER
It's a gun!

JAMIE
I know it's a gun!

CONNER
Like Bob said, I need somebody to 
rough this guy up.

JAMIE
If you just want him beat up, I 
don't need a gun!

CONNER
Well, I know, but its better to 
have a gun and not need it, than 
need it and not have it! You know, 
if something goes wrong!
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JAMIE
Pulling out a gun can make things 
go wrong!

CONNER
What are you talking about?

JAMIE
If you pull a gun on someone, you 
better be prepared to use it!

Paces around pissed off.

CONNER
So you're not prepared to use it?

JAMIE
I don't need a gun for this!

CONNER
(Sighs) You know what. I was told 
you were the right man for the job!

JAMIE
I am right for the job! (beat) Lets 
get this clear. Do you want him 
killed or fucked up? Because I was 
told it was just rough stuff?

CONNER
Yeah I just want him roughed up!

JAMIE
Well what are we arguing about! I'm 
perfectly happy to break legs, 
arms, or faces! But I'm not a 
killer for hire!

CONNER
Yeah I know, but I thought you 
could maybe just scare him with it. 
You know, to send him a clear 
message that I'm dangerous! Come 
across like you're a hitman. Sent 
by me!
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JAMIE
When I'm done with him, he wont be 
able to walk for six months, and 
he'll be eating through a straw! 
He'll get the message! Trust me.

CONNER
(Beat) Ok fine! Good!

He takes the gun back and brings out a knife.

JAMIE
(Sighs) Jesus! I don't need a knife 
either man!

CONNER
For fucks sake! You'll need some 
sort of weapon!

JAMIE
That's not your concern! I'll sort 
that out!

CONNER
Well at least just tell me what 
you're going to use. This arsehole 
needs to know I MEAN FUCKING 
BUSINESS! (Paces around)

JAMIE
Ok, listen to me carefully. I'll 
make this simple! If you kill 
somebody with a gun or a knife, 
whether intentionally or 
accidentally, and you get caught! 
It's a fifteen year stretch! I'm 
not prepared to do that for what 
I'm getting paid on this job!

CONNER
(Beat) Ohh come on! You're not 
going to get fifteen years for 
"Carrying" a gun or a knife! It's 
like five each!
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JAMIE
You're not fucking listening! The 
minute you threaten someone with a 
knife or a gun, you're already in 
the danger zone. Any shit can 
happen!

CONNER
(Beat) Fuck! (Beat) Fine! (Beat) It 
took me a year to get this gun!

JAMIE
I appreciate that, but I have to do 
this my way. To minimise the risk!

CONNER
(Beat) Ok, so what if the attack 
doesn't go to plan. What if you get 
caught by the cops?

JAMIE
What?

CONNER
I'm just saying! That's my concern!

JAMIE
I wouldn't get any more than 
eighteen months for breaking his 
legs. If I had to, I'm prepared to 
do that sort of time for the 
fifteen thousand!

CONNER
(Laughs) Fifteen thousand!

JAMIE
What?

CONNER
It's fifteen hundred!

JAMIE
(Pause) Excuse me?
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CONNER
It's fifteen fucking hundred! I 
thought Bobby made that clear!

JAMIE
FIFTEEN HUNDRED! ARE YOU FUCKING 
KIDDING ME?

CONNER
That's why I brought my own gun and 
knife. To save you a bit of cash!

Jamie just takes this in. He paces around then comes back 
to face him.

JAMIE
I'm potentially going to risk going 
to jail for FIFTEEN HUNDRED QUID! I 
could earn more at McDonalds!

CONNER
No you wouldn't! That would take 
you more than a month! For this, 
you just walk up to the cunt, bish, 
bash, bosh! Boom! Fifteen hundred 
notes! Easy money!

JAMIE
Well if it's that easy, and you 
have a problem with the guy, why 
don't you do it?

CONNER
Well that's not what I do. I'm an 
amateur at this! And if I go to 
jail for this, my careers over. You 
already have a criminal record as 
long as a an orangutans arm!

JAMIE
(flies into a rage) Ohhh fuck you! 
You fucking.....Twat!
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CONNER
Hey hey hey hey! Calm down pal!

JAMIE
Fuck this shit! I don't deal with 
time wasters!

CONNER
Hey, I thought you were a pro! Not 
an amateur! What arse goes to a hit 
without a gun!

JAMIE
I'M NOT A HITMAN AND YOU DON'T NEED 
A HITMAN FOR THIS JOB YOU FUCKING 
IDIOT!

Walks to leave.

JAMIE
You can't talk to me like that! Get 
back here! (Beat) HEY! I said get 
back here! (Beat) I'll SHOOT YOU!

Jamie hears the click of a gun. He stops, turns, and sees 
Conner pointing the gun at him.

Jamie walks towards Conner. Jamie pulls out the knife 
Conner gave him.

JAMIE
Ohhhh! Tough guy ehh! If you point 
that gun at me, you better be 
prepared to use it!

Jamie walks towards him slowly.

CONNER
Don't move! I'll use it!

JAMIE
Really! With all the CCTV around 
here! You're happy to do twenty 
years!
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CONNER
Stop walking! I'll fucking shoot!

JAMIE
This is my point! You see what 
happens! Look at us now!

CONNER
PUT THAT FUCKING KNIFE DOWN!

JAMIE
STOP POINTING THAT FUCKING GUN AT 
ME!

CONNER
PUT IT DOWN!

Jamie runs screaming at him with the knife. Conner screams 
as he holds up the gun. We jump between their screaming 
faces. They meet in the middle.

Jamie gets shot, but he still staggers into Conner. The 
knife goes into Conners belly. They both fall on the ground 
moaning. A few moments later.

CONNER
(Groaning) Ohhh fuck! (Beat) Ok 
ok...(Coughing blood) You're right 
smart arse! (Spits more blood) I 
have a knuckle duster in my bag. 
Just take that with you!

JAMIE
(Last breath) Idiot! (They die)

ENDS


