
KILLER

by

Julian Chomet

135 Grandison Road
London SW11 6LT

Tel: 07973 141743
E-mail: Julian.Chomet@btinternet.com



KILLER

FADE IN:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

A ten-year-old car drives slowly around a bend. To either 
side is sprawling countryside. No other cars are on the road.

In the distance, a scruffily dressed, unkempt man, JOHN, 40s, 
climbs over a roadside fence and sticks his thumb out.

The car stops and the window winds down to reveal VINCENT, 
40s, who looks a lot like John, physically and aesthetically.

VINCENT
Where you going?

JOHN
Station.

VINCENT
Which one?

JOHN
The nearest.

Vincent pauses for thought.

VINCENT
Get in.

John climbs in and puts a dirty rucksack on the floor.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
You OK? Look a bit knackered.

JOHN
Long day hiking cross country.

The car drives off.

VINCENT
Mind if I put the radio on?

JOHN
Sure.

Vincent clumsily pushes several buttons but can’t find a 
radio station, only static.

John leans across, pushes a search button and finds a station 
immediately.



VINCENT
Wife’s car, rarely use it.

John gives Vincent a suspicious look. There’s a musical sting 
on the radio that precedes a news bulletin.

NEWSREADER
Home owners can expect large 
mortgage payment increases after 
the Bank of England raised interest 
rates by one per cent. In other 
news, a county wide manhunt has 
begun for convicted serial killer 
Peter Knowles who escaped this 
morning from Wavertree prison. 
Members of the public are advised 
not to approach him. Knowles, 43, 
is said to be extremely dangerous 
and... 

Vincent switches the radio off. The two men glance at each 
other nervously.

VINCENT
Sorry, can’t be listening to that 
negative stuff. Does my head in.

John fidgets.

JOHN
How far to the station?

VINCENT
You in a hurry?

John looks out of the back window. He notices a pile of stuff 
on the back seat - a DVD player, a silver tray, a small 
watercolour painting and a kitchen knife.  

JOHN
(nervous)

Nope. 

John spots Vincent’s feet are in mud-stained trainers with no 
laces.

Vincent nods at a blood stained bandage on John’s hand. 

VINCENT
Looks nasty.

JOHN
Just a scratch.
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VINCENT
(laughs)

Climbed over prison barbed wire?

John forces a smile.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
Got a hacksaw in that rucksack?

John laughs weakly and looks out of the side window. He turns 
round to see Vincent staring at him and notices a black eye.

JOHN
What happened to your face?

VINCENT
Pub fight. Should see the other 
guy!

John nibbles on a fingernail.

JOHN
What started it?

VINCENT
Just a little disagreement.

Vincent accidentally changes from third to fifth gear. The 
car judders.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
Sorry, been a while since I drove.

John looks concerned.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
You drive?

JOHN
Not any more. Used to but... 

VINCENT
(laughs)

Can’t drive in a prison yard, I 
guess.

John forces a small laugh.

During a few moment of silence, John spots a dagger tattoo on 
Vincent’s hand.

JOHN
You in the army?
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VINCENT
Was. Clocked the tattoo? Iraq.

JOHN
Guess you saw some shit things.

VINCENT
Once you’ve killed, get used to it. 
Not as hard as people say.

John looks away nervously.

VINCENT (CONT’D)
Easier if you know the bloke you 
killed wants to do the same to you.

JOHN
Was it fun?

VINCENT
(shocked)

What sort of question is that? More 
of an instinct to survive.

John has a glazed look.

JOHN
Goes back to our ancestors’ need to 
kill. For some, it’s a necessity.

Vincent frowns.

VINCENT
Thinking of having a go?

Vincent sniggers. John’s face is expressionless.

JOHN
How long till we get there?

VINCENT
No idea. Could be quite a while.

John glances nervously out of the back window.

JOHN
Can we stop in a lay-by? Really 
need a piss.

Vincent nods.

VINCENT
Me too. 
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Vincent and John glance briefly at each other suspiciously 
and then stare at the windscreen.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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