Wit / Charm / No Sex or Sexual Deviance / Nothing Appalling / No Swearing

It has to be: Smart.

Our protagonist has a pronounced limp because a car ran over his foot when he was a policeman. He therefore has mobility problems and hates cars with a passion. When he is drunk, he will frequently go out and shout at cars as if they are people.

Our protagonist was sold into an orphanage at the age of 6, and he has a secret love and desire to give charity and assistance to those less fortunate than himself, but he shields that with a strong, concrete like veneer of hatred for everyone.

Our antagonist is grasping where our protagonist is handing out – for they are opposites. Our protagonist is fat and slow moving, intellectual and vague. 

Our antagonist is thin and fast and blunt and stupid and to the point.

Our protagonist wins because he is smart and discreet. Our antagonist wins because he is bullish and violent.

They are both thieves. Professional thieves. Given a commission by a third man, who hires them to rob a small store in debt and run by an incompetent staff, who are gently and stupid. He does this because he has motives unknown to either of his agents.

It is a race between our two men as to whom can secure the finances of the store first, the victor taking the profit and reward back to the third party.

The store has the final laugh, unwittingly, however, because they were so in debt that the theft of their capital included the theft of their debts, which has given them a stay of execution. Our antagonist is tricked into stealing the debts by the protagonist.

The protagonist lives to see another day, having angered the antagonist.

1.

Two men sit in front of a desk, being talked to in frank terms by THE BOSS. The Boss is shrouded in dark. He wears a suit, the camera is low, imposing. He cuts an impressive and commanding figure. The music, gently in the background is orchestral, German. Something violent. 

Boss:

PROCURE FOR ME THE CAPITAL CONTAINED WITHIN THE SAFE GENTLEMEN, AND YOU SHALL BE HANDSOMLEY REWARDED.

Freeze Frame : the music swells and a caption appears : “EVIL”

The camera moves to ANT. ANT is thin, painfully so. His withdrawn face shows a thuggish malevolence. He is sat back in his chair, legs sprawled without judgement, poise or demeanour. He is wearing a tracksuit, or thin faded jeans, white trainers and a disposition affecting utter contempt.

The music changes when we come onto ANT. It should be something again Violent, like the Streets, a hard bass line to convey that he too, should never be dealt with lightly.

ANT speaks so coarsely as to almost obscure understanding. His words should be in a clipped, thick accent.

Ant:

WHASSIT TO US?

Freeze Frame – The caption this time being “SADIST”.

The camera slides along, to where GEORGE is sat. We should either hear the sound of a trumpet slowly fading into comedy. 

George commences his voiceover.

George V/O:

My name is George. I am a thief. To me, thieving is an art form. Unlike some…

The camera whirls over to ANT.

George V/O:

You remember that episode of crimewatch where the guy robbed the bank and shot all the kids in front of their parents? That was him. He’s quite unlovable. In fact, if you will excuse my candor, I would go far as to call him one sick little fucking cunt.

