REDHEAD VS SNOWBALL



EXT. AMERI CAN DI NER. NI GHT
The Deep Sout h.

"RICKY'S ROCKING DINER sits beside a dirt track. It's the
ki nd of diner you keep your kids away from

REDHEAD steps in front of the entrance. Tall, poised, with
wild red hair and a | ook of vengeance on her face.

She holds up a napkin with the words ' LOCATI ON: RI CKY' S
ROCKI NG DI NER scribbled on it.

REDHEAD
(lifting a nobile to her ear)
Al set. If I draw first blood, the
money wi Il be yours by m dnight.

Redhead hangs up
Sati sfied, she enters.
| NT. AMERI CAN DI NER. NI GHT

Redhead sits at a table, alone. On the seat beside her,
partially under her jacket and hidden fromview, |ies a gun.

On a napkin, below the rest, she's witten 'FIND: RI CKY.
KILL: SNOABALL'. She is harshly going over the line below it
with a red pen.

Her head is | owered but her eyes dart around the roomin
subtl e search. Neon lights illumnate the hal f-eaten
abandoned pl ates of dessert.

She doesn't | ook like the kind of woman to enjoy a dessert.

She pulls a small ticking watch from her pocket with the
ot her hand - a snear of blood hides the exact tine.

As she lowers it back down, her eyes slowy raise once again
- WAITRESS, with two childish black pigtails making her | ook
younger than she is, grinning fromear to ear, steps into

Vi ew.

WAl TRESS
(voice is young and sing-song |ike)
Your triple chocol ate fudge delight,
ma' anf

Redhead | ooks her up and down. She doesn't return the smle.
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REDHEAD
| didn't order no triple chocol ate
fudge delight.

Wi tress innocently surveys the room giggling a little.

WAI TRESS
On! Well, there ain't anyone el se
around toni ght. Mist be yours.

Redhead wri nkl es her nose.

REDHEAD
| hate chocolate. And | especially
hate it tripled.

She gl ances down at the napkin.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
Is chef Ricky outback? 1'd Iike a
wor d.

Wi tress perforns an exaggerated pout.

WAl TRESS
Sorry. Chef Ricky just left us.
(scanni ng the room
He m ght be back soon. Wy don't ya
conme round back and discuss it with ne
i nst ead?

Redhead goes back to draw ng on the napkin.

REDHEAD
No thanks. But if you see a bitch with
white hair turn up with Ricky, let ne
know.

The subtle CLICK of a GUN throws Redhead into sudden novenent
- she grabs her own gun and junps skillfully up onto the
tabl e.

The triple chocol ate fudge cake flies across the room

Wai tress has renoved her black pigtail wig, revealing stark
white hair that falls down to her hips.

She seens to have pulled a gun fromher apron and is aimng
it at Redhead, who is aimng back at her.
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REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
(under her breath)

Snowbal | .
SNOWBAL L
(grinning, losing the sing-song
t one)

Hey there, Redhead. | said, why don't
we go discuss this outback?

Redhead | aughs qui etly, shaking her head.

REDHEAD
The pl easure's all mne.

I NT. DINER S KI TCHEN. NI GHT.

The pair stand at opposite ends of a greasy, badly Ilit
ki tchen, guns ained at each other.

The silver surfaces are covered in tubs of ingredients -
CHERRI ES, MARSHVALLOWS, CHOCOLATE... and a vat of CUSTARD.

A mn in a chef's outfit lies face down in the custard,
unnovi ng.

REDHEAD

(cl enching her teeth)
You fucker.

Snowbal | gi ggl es.

SNOWBAL L

Qopsi es.
REDHEAD

Way' d you do it? Way'd you kill Ricky?
SNOWBAL L

Hmm 1| |ike seeing you pissed off.

Besi des, thought you liked killing?

REDHEAD
| like killing bitches who deserve it.
And right now, that's |ooking a | ot
i ke you.

SNOWBAL L
I'mflattered.

Redhead steps forward, aimng the gun at Snowball's chest.
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Redhead |
may sti l

Snowbal

SNOABALL ( CONT' D)
Stop right there, mssy. | wouldn't be
so hasty.

REDHEAD
And why is that?

SNOWBAL L
Seens you've forgotten why we're here.
The noney? What we both need if we
don't want to get fucking killed by
the different guys we owe it to?

REDHEAD
The noney was with Ricky. And it's not
j ust about ne. My daughter's waiting
for her noomy's safe return

ooks at Ricky as if checking for a possibility he
be alive.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
Why' d you do it, Snowball? Why the
hell did you drown himin fucking

custard?
SNOWBAL L
(matter of factly)
So you wouldn't kill ne.

starts giggling, dropping her gun as she covers her

nmout h. Redhead squares up to Snowball and thrusts the gun
agai nst her chest.

Snowbal
| aught er.

REDHEAD
(1 ncreasi ng anger)
What ?

struggles to get her words out between snorting
REDHEAD ( CONT' D)

Spit it out, you white-haired bitch!
SNOWBAL L

A shoot -out between the two of us?
W nner gets the cash? O course you'd

wn. I'mno idiot and | like to see

bl ood, but you're jack shit crazy. 1'd
be dead before | even knew it was

com ng.
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She pushes the gun off her chest and struts over to Ricky,
l[ifting his head out of the custard.

SNOVBALL ( CONT' D)
But with this guy dead, you can't Kkil
me - not if you want the noney. He
told me where it is. Well hidden for a
no-brain chef, 1'Il tell you that for
free.

Snowbal | drops Ricky back into the custard.

REDHEAD
And why should | believe you?

Snowbal | shrugs and drops her gun, raising her hands.

SNOWBAL L
Kill me then. You and your daughter
are as good as dead if you do. No
noney, no |iving.

Redhead stares at Snowbal |, considering her options. After a
beat, she curses and throws her gun onto the counter.

REDHEAD
You schem ng bitch

Redhead paces, thinking, picking at the tubs of ingredients.

She |ifts a cherry and squashes it in her fingers, letting
the red juice trickle down her hand.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
(slowy, cautiously)
Snowbal I, you know where the noney is.
Wiy in God's nane am | still
br eat hi ng?

Redhead slowly slides her hand across to her gun. Snowbal
wat ches, nmaking to nove to pick hers back up

SNOWBAL L
Because as part of his shitty cheffy
way to hide it, our old pal Ricky
accidentally made it so | could never
take it.

Snowbal | 's eyes grow wide in theatrical upset, shock
di sgust.
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SNOWBALL ( CONT' D)
He shoved it in a bag of peanuts.

Redhead stares, not understandi ng.

REDHEAD
You' re gonna have to fill nme in a
little nore, sweetheart.

SNOWBAL L
My fatal flaw. I'mallergic to goddamm
peanut s!

Snowbal | slanms her fist down on the counter, sending a tub of
mar shmal | ows t oppl i ng everywhere.

SNOABALL ( CONT' D)
And | despi se marshmal | ows.

She swi pes her arm across the counter in rage, sending the
mar shmal | ows flying across the room

SNOWBALL ( CONT' D)
So that's why you're still breathing.

REDHEAD
To protect you fromthe marshmal | ows?

SNOWBAL L
(scream ng)
No, you bitch

Wth extreme speed, Snowball grabs her gun, thrusts the
barrel against Redhead's tenple, holds her in a headl ock, and
sends Redhead's gun flying across the room

SNOMBALL ( CONT' D)
You're gonna fish out the cash whil st
| hold this gun to your ugly little
head.

REDHEAD
(struggling to stay conposed)
And | guess after that we'll split the
cash, kiss and make up and be on our
separate ways?

Snowbal | starts draggi ng Redhead across the room towards the
pantry.
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SNOWBAL L
You're not making it out of here
alive. If touching peanuts didn't near
kill me, you woul da joi ned Ri cky
al r eady.

| NT. PANTRY. NI GHT.

They struggle through the pantry door, where sacks and tubs
of various ingredients lay spilled across the floor.

SNOWBALL ( CONT' D)
| didn't think to ask if there'd be
peanuts. Who the fuck thinks of that
when they're killing someone?

Snowbal | starts coughing as she breathes in the confined,
peanut-infested air of the pantry.

SNOWBALL ( CONT' D)
Ri ght at the back. Take it out, throw
it to me, then say your goodbyes.

Wth the gun still to her tenple, Redhead doesn't try to
fight back. She doesn't give Snowball the satisfaction of a
wi tty coneback, either

Snowbal | gives her a shove and Redhead slowly steps over and
around the ingredients in the pantry.

She scans the room eyes intent.

SNOWBAL L
(wheezing slightly, wthout
convi ction)
Hurry up, else I'll shoot you

REDHEAD
(turni ng back)
No, you won't.

Snowbal I shifts unconfortably, trying to still hold the gun
in confident aim

Redhead turns back around, takes the final few slow steps
before kneeling in front of a sack | abel ed ' PEANUTS' .

She dives her hand in, rummages for a nonent, and pulls out a
wad of cash
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SNONBAL L
Show it to ne!

Redhead rai ses the cash above her head but doesn't stand.

She seens to be rummagi ng with sonething el se, but with her
back still turned and body hunched over, Snowball can't see
what she's doing - neither can we.

SNOVBALL ( CONT' D)
Stand up else it's a bullet in your
shoul der.

Redhead raises slowy, turning to face Snowbal | . Redhead
noves into a stance as if to throw the wad of cash

SNOWBALL ( CONT' D)
(with a wde grin)
Come to mana.

Redhead t hrows the cash

REDHEAD
Eat shit.

She spits.
A peanut flies fromher nouth with inpeccabl e ai mand speed.

Snowbal I 's nmouth is still in a wde grin, the perfect opening
for the peanut to fly into.

It hits the back of her throat.
Snowbal | coughs, choking. She can't dislodge it.

She staggers back, clutching the wad of cash for dear life as
she coughs and wheezes.

Redhead marches over with perfect cal nmess as Snowbal |l starts
to grab at her throat. The cash and gun fall to the fl oor.
Redhead scoops them up before lightly pushing Snowball on the
shoul der. She falls.

REDHEAD
If I knew it was that easy, | woul da
made you a peanut butter and jelly
sandwi ch a | ong whil e ago.
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SNOWBAL L
(al most i ncoherent)
You - you sche- schem --

REDHEAD
Schem ng bitch? Guess that nakes two
of us.
Redhead kneel s back down to Snowbal |, opening up her nouth.

She slips her fingers down her throat and plucks out the
peanut .

She examnes it a little before dropping it into her own
nmout h.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
| hate chocolate, but | sure do | ove
peanut s.

Redhead crunches as Snowball tries to scream a desperate
scream Little nore than a squeak cones out.

REDHEAD ( CONT' D)
Tell Ricky |I say hi.

Redhead points the gun at Snowbal | 's head.
She pulls the trigger.
CUT TO BLACK
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