
Northern Getaway 

Daniel R. Miller 

dmille30@student.scad.edu 

 

Page 1: 

Panel 1: Evening.  Establishing shot of a tavern that sits on top of a hill, overlooking a small 

waterfront town, Floro, Norway.  There is a wooden sign, highlighted by a small spotlight that 

hangs over the door.  It reads, “Snubler Drukket” (Stumbling Drunk).   

 

Panel 2: Medium shot of the interior.  A teenage boy buses empty tables for patrons waiting to 

get in while a beautiful, fair-skinned pregnant woman takes drink orders from other tables. 

  

Panel 3: An Italian man cleans beer mugs at the bar, talking to a couple of local patrons. 

 

Panel 4: Shot from behind. A man sits down at the bar. 

Man: Your best beer on tap. 

 

Panel 5: The Italian suddenly stops cleaning the mug and looks over at the man.  We can tell that 

he recognizes him. 

Caption:  I guess I just wasn’t meant for a life of peace. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 2: 

Panel 1: Close up of the man’s face, he’s Italian, like the bartender.  A subtle grin stretches 

across his face. 

Man: You’re a hard man to reach. 

 



Panel 2: Close-up of the bartender. 

Bartender: Long time no see, Frankie. 

 

Panel 3: The man sips his beer. 

Caption: I’d been trying to run all this time, trying to forget.  There’s no escaping your sins.  

 

Panel 4: Frankie lays his beer on the counter. 

Frankie: You don’t look too surprised to see me.  Then again you were always the spiritual type.  

Believing in destiny, karma or whatever crap it was you used to throw at my nephew. 

 

Panel 5: The bartender looks down and continues to clean glasses. 

Frankie: I believe there’s the matter of the debt, you owe me. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 3: 

Panel 1: The pregnant woman comes back behind the bar and kisses the bartender on the cheek. 

Kari: Everything alright Nicholas? 

 

Panel 2: The bartender looks at his wife and smiles. 

Nicholas: Of course, Kari.  We just have another long night ahead of us. 

Kari: You don’t have to tell me. 

 

Panel 3: Kari looks uneasy as she leaves the bar to tend to guests.  As she walks out, she turns to 

the man at the bar. 

Kari: Thank you for coming out tonight. 

 



Panel 4: The man turns back to the bartender. 

Man: Nice girl.  You have some life here.   A legit business, a beautiful broad, and a baby on the 

way.  I’d hate to see something bad happen to all that. 

 

Panel 5: The bartender puts his hands on the bar getting confrontational. 

Nicholas: Alright, Frankie.  What the fuck to do you want? 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 4:  

Panel 1: Frankie finishes his beer. 

Frankie: Well you can start by making this beer on the house.  The other things…well…I’m sure 

we can come to some sort of arrangement. 

 

Panel 2:  The bartender lowers his head. 

Nicholas: I’m sorry.  I didn’t want to kill the kid.  But he left me no choice. 

 

Panel 3: Frankie stands up, aggressively. 

Frankie: Don’t piss me off, amico.  You know damn well that boy didn’t need to die.  His blood 

is on your hands and you took him from me! 

 

Panel 4: The bartender looks at Frankie. 

Nicholas: So what do you want me to do? That kid wasn’t exactly normal. 

 

Panel 5: Frankie stand up and puts on a long overcoat. 

Frankie:  Everyone’s got their problems, amico, but family is family.  You know what you owe 

me.  Just get it to me. 

 



 

 

 

 

Page 5:  

Panel 1: Nicholas goes out from behind the bar, following Frankie. 

 

Panel 2: Frankie turns to Nicholas. 

Nicholas: Where will I find you? 

 

Panel 3: Frankie opens the tavern doors. 

Frankie:  Don’t you worry about that, kid.  We’ll find you.  Oh and Carlo? 

 

Panel 4: Kari looks up to listen to the conversation. 

Frankie (off panel): Nicholas is a nice name.  But not fitting for an upstanding Italian like 

yourself. 

 

Panel 5:  Overhead shot of the bartender, now revealed to be named Carlo, continuing to serve 

patrons, pretending like everything is ok. 

Caption: And for once, everything was perfect. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 6:  



Panel 1: The bartender bursts through the doors of a small shed on a large plot of land.  A ranch-

style house can be seen in the background. 

Carlo: Where is it? 

 

Panel 2: He walks to the back of the shed and moves a shelf. 

Caption: I never thought I’d have to look at this again. 

 

Panel 3: Looking underneath where the shelf used to be, there are a few loose pieces of wood.  

Carlo pulls them up. 

 

Panel 4: He pulls out a black duffle bag that was lying in a hole underneath the pieces of wood. 

 

Panel 5: Laying the duffle bag on a work bench, he opens it to reveal a large sum of money. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 7: 

Panel 1: Carlo grabs the duffle bag and goes to leave the shed when he looks to see his wife, 

standing in the doorway, looking angry with her arms crossed. 

Kari: What the hell is that?  

 

Panel 2: Carlo stops in his tracks. 

 

Panel 3: Close up of Kari’s worried face. 

Carlo: We should go inside. 

 



Panel 4: Interior of a house.  Kari sits down on a couch with Carlo. 

Kari (angrily): So what is it you haven’t told me? 

Carlo: Well… 

Kari: Why did that man call you Carlo?!? 

 

Panel 5: Carlo looks down to the floor as he continues his story. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 8:  

Panel 1: Black and white image of an enraged man with a liquor bottle in hand, swinging it at a 

teenage Carlo.  A woman lays happily, slumped on a worn couch, with a needle in her arm.   

Caption: (Carlo) To put it nicely, my father got his kicks in beating the living shit out of me, 

while my mother would watch…the lazy bitch. 

 

Panel 2: Black and white image of Carlo and his parents attending church.  His parents smile and 

shake hands with members of the congregation.  Carlo wears a frightened look on his face. 

Caption: (Carlo) When they weren’t beating me, my parents would make nice with their friends.  

It was a great way to keep the charade going.   

Family friend: You’re lucky to have such a loving family, son.  

 

Panel 3: Black and white image.  Carlo looking down at his wrists, which have significant 

bruising.  He pushes his sleeve down to hide it. 

Caption (Carlo) If they only knew… 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Page 9:  

Panel 1: Color image now of a rainy New York evening.  Medium shot of Carlo walking, 

wearing a long trench coat with his partner “Itch”.  “Itch” is about half a foot shorter than Carlo 

with a skinny build. 

Caption: I never liked the work that I did, it was just a way to get by.  But I was surrounded by 

psychos who did.  Like this kid, “Itch”, a manic depressive with an “unhealthy appreciation” for 

2x4’s.   

 

Panel 2: Carlo’s phone rings and he takes a call. 

Carlo:  Yea? Mmhmm. How much? Where at?  You got it. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo hangs up and turns to “Itch”. 

Carlo:  We have another job to do. 

Caption: He also just so happened to be the nephew of one of the bosses, the guy who came to 

the tavern tonight, Frankie Esposito. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo and “Itch” walk to a car parked next to the sidewalk and drive away. 

Caption:  This was my last night as Carlo Romano, feared debt collector and heartless loan shark 

of the Italian mafia in New York City.   

 

 

 

 

 

Page 10:  

Panel 1: Car interior. Close up of Carlo driving.  

Carlo:  Our guy is Ricky O’Connell.  Irish immigrant.  Lives over in some shithole, Midtown 

West apartment complex.  This guy owes the bosses about ten grand in gambling debts due a 

week ago. 



Itch:  Good.  I’m feeling a bit pissed tonight.  Hopefully the Irishman doesn’t put up too much of 

a fight.  

 

Panel 2: Carlo looks at “Itch” who is brimming with excitement. 

Carlo:  We don’t need to kill the guy.  We just need to get our point across, take the money, and 

go. 

Itch: Aww. Why not? 

Carlo:  Because that’s all we have to do!  Do you want to burn in hell? 

Itch: Carlo, don’t start with me on that again… 

 

 

Page 11:  

Panel 1:  Close-up of “Itch” leaning against the window, facing Carlo. 

Itch: Carlo, you should know how it is.  When they don’t pay, it’s our job to make sure that it 

doesn’t happen again.  Deadbeats like O’Connell never learn their lesson, no matter how many 

of their bones you break. 

 

Panel 2: Close up of Carlo. 

Carlo: No, amico.  We don’t need this.  Promise me, you won’t do anything. 

Itch:  I dunno, Carlo, this is my favorite part of the job. 

Carlo: Man, don’t talk like that.  Just keep your shit together, alright? 

 

Panel 3: Close up of “Itch” rolling his eyes and looking out the window. 

Itch:  Fine.  But you owe me a beer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 12: 

Panel 1:  Carlo and “Itch” arrive at the apartment complex. 

Caption:  I didn’t trust “Itch”.  Never had.  He always took things too far.  I always thought that 

one day he’d turn his rage on me.  That’s why I carried a gun and not a block of wood. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo pops open the back trunk.  “Itch” takes out a 2x4 from a pile and Carlo takes out a 

few rounds for his 9mm handgun from a black duffle bag. 

Carlo: How come you never use a gun? 

 

Panel 3: Over the shoulder shot of Carlo closing the trunk as “Itch” turns around and winks at 

him. 

Itch:  I just have a lot more passion for my work than you do. 

Caption: Every parent’s dream child... 

 

Panel 4: Carlo and “Itch” walk across the parking lot and into the apartment complex.  

 

 

Page 13:  

Panel 1: Carlo and “Itch” climb a set of dimly lit stairs on the back entrance of the building. 

Caption: Everything about this night was wrong.   

 

Panel 2: They arrive at the apartment, 53B.  Carlo knocks at the door and O’Connell answers, as 

if he were expecting them. 

O’Connell: What do you want? 

Carlo: You know why we’re here, Irishman. 

Itch: Open the fucking door….now. 

O’Connell: Alright, boys, you can get off your high horse.  I’ve got your money.  

 

 



 

 

 

Page 14: 

Panel 1: O’Connell opens the door and lets them inside.  The apartment is predominantly dark, lit 

only by a few small candles. 

Itch (whispering): This fucker can’t even pay his electric bill.  This is pathetic! 

 

Panel 2: Carlo and “Itch” stand in the kitchen as O’Connell goes to retrieve the money.  

Itch: What if he doesn’t have the money? 

Carlo: Shut up. 

Itch: What if he’s going to get a gun? 

Carlo: Shut up! 

 

 

 

 

 

Page: 15 

Panel 1: Close-up shot of “Itch’s” arm starting to shake. Carlo notices. 

Carlo: Keep it together, kid. 

Itch: He’s taking too long! 

Carlo: Calm down! 

 

Panel 2: Itch tries to relax. O’Connell returns with a duffle bag and sits it on the table. 

O’Connell:  Here I hope you fuckers are happy.  You have no idea who you’re really taking 

from. 

 

Page 16: 



Panel 1: “Itch” goes to open the bag.  

Caption: Everything felt so slow.  This was the longest minute of my life. 

 

Panel 2: Wide-shot of “Itch” and O’Connell, standing side by side.  

Itch: Where’s the rest?  You only have eight grand in here!  Your debt is ten! 

O’Connell:  You’ll get the rest when I have it, you little shit. 

 

Panel 3: Close-up of “Itch’s” face. 

Itch: What did you just say to me? 

O’Connell: You heard what I said. 

Carlo (off-frame): Forget about it, “Itch”. 

 

Panel 4: Itch turns to Carlo who is pleading. 

Itch: Stay out of this, Carlo! 

Carlo: Come on man, we don’t need this! 

 

Panel 5: Itch grabs O’Connell by the shirt, in a rage. 

Itch: Give us the goddamn money! 

O’Connell: I’d get out of here before you get hurt, little boy. 

 

Panel 6: Itch slams the 2x4 into the side of the man’s head. 

Caption:  I’m sure he was gone before he hit the floor. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 17:  



Panel 1: Medium shot: “Itch” jumps on O’Connell’s lifeless body, beating him mercilessly, 

laughing while he does it. 

Carlo: ITCH! STOP IT! 

Itch: Who’s getting hurt now you little bitch!!!! 

 

Panel 2: Carlo shoves “Itch” off of the body. 

Caption: I guess when someone is in that much of a fury, nothing you do will stop them. 

 

Panel 3: “Itch” shoves Carlo against the refrigerator and pounces back on O’Connell.  

 

 

 

 

 

Page 18:  

Panel 1: Medium shot of Carlo getting up in a daze. 

Caption: Here’s when I got my chance to escape the life. 

 

Panel 2: Long shot of Carlo looking across the room at a small, six year old girl, looking 

horrified.  Itch continues to beat the body. 

Caption: I never thought about it before.  The deadbeats we “get the point across to” on a nightly 

basis, have innocent people to go back to.  Or in this case, will never go back to. 

 

Panel 3: Close up of Itch’s face. 

 

Panel 4: Close up of the girl’s face. 

 

Panel 5: Close up of Carlo’s face. 

 



 

 

 

 

Page 19: 

Panel 1: “Itch” goes after the girl. 

Panel 2: Close up of Carlo’s jacket pocket. He is pulling out his gun. 

 

Panel 3: Close up of “Itch’s” face in a rage.  Carlo is pointing the gun at his head from a 

distance. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo shoots. 

 

Panel 5: Top down shot of Itch, dead on the floor in a pool of blood. 

 

Panel 6: Medium Shot of Carlo walking up to the girl. 

Carlo: Are you alright? 

Girl: *screams* 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 20:  

Panel 1: Wide shot of the girl running and screaming in the hallways.  Neighbors are opening 

their doors looking towards the apartment.  Carlo is running away from the apartment with the 

duffle bag of money in hand. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo is running in the parking lot towards his car and is fumbling his keys in his hands. 



 

Panel 3: Carlo sticks the keys in the ignition. 

 

Panel 4: High shot from behind of Carlo’s car speeding out of the parking lot. 

 

 

 

 

Page 21: 

Panel 1: Carlo bursts through the door of his own dark and dingy apartment. 

 

Panel 2: Bedroom.  Carlo is tearing through his closet and dresser.  Clothes are strewn about the 

room and a small brown suitcase sits open on the bed with clothes packed unevenly within it. 

 

Panel 3:  Mid-Shot of Carlo holding his phone with his shoulder while trying to pack at the same 

time.  He is calling his friend, Lou for help. 

Carlo: Lou.  I’m in trouble man.   

Lou: Man, what’d you do?!?! 

Carlo: Don’t worry about that, Lou.  I just need to get outta here for a while. 

 

Panel 4: Mid-shot of Lou, lounging on a grungy sofa with his phone to his ear, rolling a joint on 

a coffee table in front of him.  His apartment is dark, except for a light emanating from a TV in 

front of him off panel. 

Lou: Look, Carlo.  If I’m gonna get you out of the country, you at least gotta tell me why.  

Carlo: …Fine… 

 

Panel 5: Close-up of Carlo, sinking his head. 

Carlo: I killed the kid. 

 

 



 

 

 

Page 22: 

Panel 1: Close-up of Lou looking surprised, stopping what he’s doing. 

Lou:  “Itch”? No shit? 

Carlo: Yeah, no shit. 

 

Panel 2: Close up of Lou now looking relaxed, going back to rolling the joint. 

Lou: Hey man, don’t worry about it.  That kid always had it coming. 

Carlo: Yeah, whatever. Are you going to help me or not? 

Lou: Yea, yea, yea.  Get on over here. I’ve got what you need. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 23:  

Panel 1: Carlo parks his car outside of a small town home and is greeted by Lou on the front 

porch. 

Lou:  Good to see you, amico. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo, following Lou, throws his bags on Lou’s grungy couch. 

Lou: Let’s do this. 

 

Panel 3: Lou takes Carlo’s picture against a blank white back drop using an expensive looking 

HD camera. 

Carlo: I take it you do this a lot. 



Lou: Hey man, when the rich college kids come calling, it’s hard to pass up the money they’re 

willing to pay to get drunk on a Friday night. 

Carlo: Touché. 

 

Panel 4: Lou goes off panel into a hidden back room. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo takes a peek at the cash in the black duffle bag. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 24: 

Panel 1: Lou enters the frame with his mouth agape as he sees the money. 

Lou: Holy shit, Carlo!  You didn’t tell me that you stole from the mob too!?! 

 

Panel 2: Carlo turns to Lou assertively. 

Carlo: I didn’t steal it!  I just…ended up with it. 

Lou: Yeah, whatever.  Here… 

 

Panel 3: Close up of Lou and Carlo’s hands.  Lou is handing Carlo a fake driver’s license and 

passport with the name Nicholas Gonzalez visible. 

 

Panel 4: Close up of Carlo reading his new ID. 

Carlo: You made me a Mexican? 



Lou: Hey man, you could pass for Mexican.  You’re a little pale, but it’s close enough.  As long 

as it works 

Carlo: I guess. 

 

Panel 5: Lou zips up Carlo’s bags and throws them at him. 

Lou: We need to bounce, amico. 

Carlo: Right. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 25:   

Panel 1: Establishing shot of JFK International Airport. 

 

Panel 2: Lou drops Carlo off at the Departing Flights curb. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo leans on the passenger side window. 

Carlo: You have to get rid of my car, Lou.  If they find out you have it, they’ll know you helped 

me. 

Lou: Amico, it’s me!  I always take care of business.  Don’t you worry about me. Just worry 

about laying low for a while. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo picks up his bags. 

Carlo: Thanks. 

Lou: Anything for the most feared loan shark in NYC!   

Carlo:  No.  I mean it, amico.  You saved my life. 

 

Panel 5:  Lou starts to pull away. 

Lou: Quit being so serious and go somewhere fun!  And bag yourself an exotic broad while 

you’re at it! 



 

Panel 6: Carlo cracks a small smile as he walks into the airport.  Lou is driving away in the 

distance. 

 

 

 

 

 

Panel 26:  

Panel 1: Carlo walks along the ticket counters of the Departing Flights section of the airport. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo stands in front of a screen listing all of the departing flights. 

Caption: Everyone dips to South America.  That’s no good. 

 

Panel 3: Close-up shot of two flights.  One to Chechnya, Russia.  The other to Floro, Norway. 

Caption: Chechnya huh? Frankie and the boys might end up saying ‘fuck it’ and let me rot. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo gets in line at the international flights ticket counter. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo gets to the ticket counter to buy his ticket. 

Carlo: I need to get to Chechnya. 

Ticket Attendant:  I’m sorry sir.  We just booked the last seat. 

Carlo: Really? To Chechnya? People actually want to go there? 

Ticket Attendant: I’m sorry sir.  And the next flight doesn’t leave for another week. 

 

Panel 6: Carlo exhales and settles for his only other option. 

Carlo:  You got anything for Floro, Norway? 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Page 27: 

Panel 1: Carlo sits by himself at the departure gate with a ticket in his hand for Floro, Norway. 

Caption: Could be worse.  I could have been stuck with North Korea. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo looks up at a television set that is playing a news story about the evening’s events. 

TV Reporter: It’s thought that the assailant was a young Italian man in his mid to late 20’s.  He 

shot and killed two men in the apartment over what appeared to be a deal-gone-bad.  He was 

seen fleeing the scene with a black duffle bag…   

Caption: Damn.  They think I killed the Irishman too? 

 

Panel 3: Close-up of the TV.  The six year old girl is being led away by police. 

TV Reporter: The only survivor of this tragic event is the six year old daughter of one of the 

victims, now identified as 38 year-old Richard O’Connell. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo buries his face in his hands as the news report continues. 

TV Reporter: The other victim has been identified as 19 year old Paolo Esposito… 

 

Panel 5: Medium shot of mafia boss, Frankie Esposito with a collection of his associates and  

cronies watching the same news story in an Italian restaurant.  

TV Reporter: …nephew of suspected crime lord, Frankie Esposito. 

Frankie: Find Carlo…now. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 28: 



Panel 1: Medium shot of Carlo in flight.  He looks to his right, to the window-side seat, to see an 

elderly woman passed out, snoring and leaning on his shoulder. 

 

Panel 2: Close-up of Carlo staring out the window. 

Man (off-panel): Ms. Ida always falls asleep when she’s been sitting too long. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo looks to his right at a priest sitting in the aisle seat. 

Carlo: Who? 

Priest: The woman that’s using you as her pillow.  She often does the same during my sermons.  

Carlo: I see… 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of the priest. 

Priest: My name is Frode Hagan. 

Carlo: …Nicholas. Nicholas Gonzalez. 

Hagen: Well Mr. Gonzalez, what brings you to Norway? 

Carlo: I’m not really sure.  Hopefully something different. 

Hagen: Well Norway is certainly different from your United States.  I can’t say I care for the 

busy lifestyle you Americans seem to take pride in.  But it seems to be a nice place, none the 

less. 

 

Panel 5: Medium Shot of Carlo and the Priest continuing to talk. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 29: 

Panel 1: Medium Shot of the plane landing. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo walks behind Hagen through the terminal. 

 



Panel 3: Exterior scene at dawn.  Carlo and Hagan stand together at the transportation curb. 

Hagen: Do you even know where you’re going? 

Carlo: Not really.  This was a spur-of-the-moment kind of trip. 

Hagen: I see.  Do you have any money? 

Carlo: Not too much. 

 

Panel 4: A cab has pulled up the curb.  Hagen opens the door and turns to Carlo. 

Hagen: Get in. 

 

Panel 5: Long shot of the cab driving off towards rolling green hills along the horizon. 

 

 

 

 

Page 30: 

Panel 1: The cab pulls up to an old stave church on a large plot of very green and hilly land.  

There is a small house to the left and a graveyard in the back.  A rolling mountainside seems to 

enclose the plot of land within its boundaries. 

 

Panel 2: Hagen gets out and hands the driver a fairly large sum of money and mumbles 

something to him. 

 

Panel 3: Hagen walks to Carlo’s window side. 

Hagen: Don’t worry about the cab ride.  I gave him enough money to get you to Floro.  He’s 

going to drop you off at a hostel. 

Carlo: Wow…thanks…. 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of Hagen. 

Hagen: It’s just enough to get you started.  Come by the church later.  I might have some jobs for 

you to earn a little money on the side. 

 



Panel 5: Interior of the cab as it is driving away.  Carlo watches the priest walk away into his 

church. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 31: 

Panel 1: The cab pulls up to a hostel called “Den Trette Reisende”(The Weary Traveler).   

 

Panel 2: The cab drives away as Carlo walks inside. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo enters a small room with a single twin-sized bed and a small shower. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo lays down in the bed and passes out. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 32: 

Caption: The next day… 

Panel 1: Carlo has the duffle bag of money open on the bed. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo walks to the front desk holding out a small wad of American money. 

Carlo:  Hi.  I need to exchange this. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo walks through a waterfront market place. 

 



Panel 4: Carlo exchanges a few Krone for some fruit. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo struggles to speak with a bread merchant.  He uses his hands to try and gesture 

what he wants. 

 

Panel 6: Carlo sits in a restaurant by himself with a knife and fork in hand looking disgusted.  He 

stares down at a plate of Rakfisk (fermented trout). 

Caption: At this rate I might starve to death before anyone finds me here… 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 33:  

Panel 1: Evening.  Carlo sits at a bar in the local tavern, “Snubler Drukket”, drinking a beer. 

Caption (Carlo): You remember how we met? 

Caption (Kari): How could I forget? 

 

Panel 2: A young, attractive blonde waitress walks behind Carlo and he turns around to check 

her out. 

Man’s voice irritated (off-panel): See something you like? 

 

Panel 3: Carlo turns around to the bartender, a tall, built, middle aged man, with thin grey hair, 

arms crossed, looking angry. 

Carlo: I uh…was just taking in the décor. 

Caption (Kari): That’s what you told my father?!?  How the hell did you expect that to go over? 

Bartender: Look.  You’re not the first guy to come in here and mentally undress my daughter, so 

don’t take me for an idiot, son. 

Caption (Carlo): About as well as it did. 

 



Panel 4: Carlo looks away. 

Bartender: You’re obviously not from around here.  What’s your name? 

Carlo:  Nicholas.  Yours? 

Bartender: Lars. And that was my daughter, Kari that you so blatantly disrespected.   

 

 

 

 

Panel 5: Carlo stands up. 

Carlo: Look.  I meant no disrespect.  I just came here to drink a beer in peace, not get harassed 

for noticing a beautiful woman. 

Lars: Change your tone or get the hell out, boy. 

Kari (off-panel): Pappa! 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 34: 

Panel 1: Medium Shot of Kari standing with her arms crossed, looking angry.  She looks just like 

her father.  

 

Panel 2: Kari goes behind the bars and starts talking quietly, but assertively in Norwegian.  Carlo 

looks on awkwardly. 

 

Panel 3: Lars walks off panel as Kari turns reassuringly to Carlo. 

Kari: Don’t worry about my father.  He’s a bit of an asshole. 

Carlo: I don’t suppose you got a little of that in you too… 

 



Panel 4: Kari and Carlo share a laugh. 

 

Panel 5: Long shot of Kari and Carlo sitting at the bar, drinking and talking.  The tavern is empty 

except for them.  Lars is counting money in a cash drawer. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 35:  

Panel 1: Carlo walks down a long dirt road towards the stave church. 

 

Panel 2: Hagen greets Carlo in the sanctuary. 

Hagen: Ah, I was just thinking of you.  I’ve got a few projects for you if you’re interested. 

Carlo: Yes sir.  But I have to ask… 

 

Panel 3: Hagen and Carlo sit down in a front row pew. 

Carlo: Why are you so willing to help me?  For all you know, I could be a murderer or 

something… 

Hagen: I’m a man of God.  I believe God wills us to help our fellow man through this endless 

trial that we call ‘life’.   

 

Panel 4: Hagen stands up. 

Hagen: Come, let me show you what I’ve got for you. 

 

Panel 5: Exterior of the church.  Hagan points to the roof while talking with Carlo. 

 

Panel 6: Close-up of the roof.  There is a fair amount of damage. 

Hagen: The winters haven’t been too kind to my church over the years and this church is a little 

over a hundred years old and I’m getting to old to go up there myself.  



Carlo: I think I can help you out. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 36: 

Panel 1(montage): Carlo on the roof of the church, hammering new shingles into the roof. 

Panel 2(montage): Carlo mopping the floors of the sanctuary. 

Caption: Padre kept telling me that sometimes we have to start from the beginning.  That our 

soul must find the right path in the simplest of ways. 

 

Panel 3(montage): Carlo cleaning the windows of the sanctuary.  

Caption: Most of the time, it just sounded like a bunch of crap from an old man that spent his life 

being sheltered from the evil of the world.  But… 

 

Panel 4(montage): Carlo serves soup to members of the congregation. 

Caption: I really wanted it to be true.   

 

 

 

 

 

Page 37: 

Panel 1: Exterior Evening.  Carlo stumbles out of “Snubler Drukket” on his way home, waving 

goodbye to Kari. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo looks to his left as he hears a strange hissing sound. 

SFX: SSSSSSSHHHHHHHHH 



 

Panel 3: Carlo walks over to the side of the tavern and finds a teenage boy spray painting the 

wall. 

Carlo: Hey! 

 

Panel 4: Carlo grabs the kid by the collar of his shirt and drags him through the front door of the 

tavern. 

 

Panel 5: Lars stands over the boy, yelling at the boy in Norwegian, in his typical arms crossed 

stance, looking as angry as ever.  Carlo still holds the boy by the collar of the shirt as Kari looks 

on with her arms crossed as well. 

 

Page 38:  

Panel 1: Carlo looks over at Kari, who catches his glance, and whispers. 

Carlo: What’s he saying? 

Kari: Basically that if he ever sees the kid again, that he’ll remove every semblance of the boy’s 

masculinity with something very sharp. 

Carlo: Your old man doesn’t mince words does he? 

Kari: Not at all. 

 

Panel 2: Lars bears over the boy, yelling even louder. 

Carlo (off-panel): Who is the boy? 

Kari (off-panel): Leif Amundsen, a bit of a trouble maker.  His parents kicked him out after a 

huge fight about three months back.  He’s been on the streets ever since. 

Carlo (off-panel): Wow.  That’s some heavy shit. 

 

Panel: 3: Carlo steps in between Lars and the boy. 

Carlo: Lars. Maybe there’s something we can work out here, so that nobody’s manhood needs to 

be removed. 

Lars: Like what? 

Carlo: It’s just a little bit of spray paint.  Your tavern could use a paint job anyhow. 



 

Panel 4: Close-up of Lars in Carlo’s face. 

Lars: And who is supposed to watch the boy?  Kari and I have enough trouble running the place 

by ourselves as is… 

Carlo: I can do it…if you give me a job. 

 

Panel 5: Close-up of Lars’ face. 

Lars: Fine, you’re hired.  The both of you start tomorrow.  Now get the little shit out of my face. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 39: 

Caption: The next evening. 

Panel 1(Montage): Carlo carries buckets of paint to the side of the tavern where Leif vandalized 

the wall.   

Caption (Carlo): Leif was in exactly the same spot that I was when I was thirteen.  I know that as 

angry I was at the time, all I wanted was someone who gave a damn. 

 

Panel 2(Montage): Carlo trying to explain to Leif in broken Norwegian mixed with English, how 

to paint the wall, using his arms to gesture the correct motion. 

Caption (Carlo): It was tough at first to get through to the kid. 

 

Panel 3(Montage): Medium Shot of Carlo and Leif painting the front of the tavern together as 

patrons walk in and out, admiring their work. 

Caption (Carlo): Eventually, I think he figured that he had nothing better to do. 

 

Panel 4: Daytime. Carlo unloads boxes of wine with Kari inside the tavern. 



Caption (Carlo): I guess your father thought I was pretty good at baby-sitting, so he put me on 

guard duty over you.  Big mistake… 

Carlo: Kari, what are you doing tomorrow? 

 

Panel 5: Kari looks over at Carlo with a small grin. 

Kari: Nicholas, you know what I’m doing. “Den Drukket” never closes. 

Carlo: Well maybe we can get away for an hour…or several. 

Kari: I’ve got to hand it to you.  You Americans sure aren’t shy about your intentions, you just 

go right to the point… 

 

Panel 6: Carlo kisses Kari. 

Caption (Carlo): That was the best moment of my life. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 40: 

Caption: Six Months Later… 

Panel 1: Carlo walks to the property of the stave church to see Hagen outside tending to a small 

garden. 

Hagen: Nicholas, how have things been at the tavern? 

Carlo: They’ve been wonderful, padre.  You should drop by some time, see the new paint job.  

You’re not against having a beer are you? 

Hagen: No, my boy.  But it’s been a few years since I’ve had a drink. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo and Hagen walk over to Hagen’s small house. 

 

Panel 3: Hagen serves tea to Carlo as the two sit and talk. 

Carlo: Gracias, padre. 



Hagen: Tell me more about your life now.  You’ve been gone a while since you finished those 

jobs for me. 

Carlo: I know, padre.  I’m sorry.  I’ve been busy.   

 

Panel 4: Carlo tells Hagen all about the recent events in his life. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo and Hagen walk to the entrance of the property to the road that leads into town. 

Hagen: I’m very proud of you, Nicholas. It sounds like you’ve helped a lot of people and have 

really made a life for yourself here.  Ever think about going back to the States? 

Carlo: No.  I’m really happy here.  Things are great with Kari and tavern life just swallows you 

up. 

Hagen: That’s good to hear. 

 

Panel 6: Carlo starts to walk away. 

Hagen: Nicholas.  Try to come by every now and then. 

Carlo: I will, Padre.  It’s a promise. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 41:  

Caption: The months just flew by.  I visited Padre every now and then.  But my life with you just 

took over everything. 

Panel 1(montage): Carlo speaks with Lars in his office in the tavern.  Carlo holds an engagement 

ring. 

Panel 2(montage): Carlo gets down on one knee in the tavern in front of all the patrons, to ask 

Kari to marry him. 

Panel 3(montage): Carlo and Kari get married in the stave church by Hagen with the entire town 

in attendance. 

Caption: I felt like I had finally left Carlo Romano in the past. 



 

 

 

 

 

Page 42: 

Panel 1: Flash over to New York City.  Frankie Esposito, escorted on either side by two of his 

cronies, knocks on the door of Lou, Carlo’s friend. 

 

Panel 2: Lou opens the door. 

Lou: Whadaya want? I ain’t got… 

 

Panel 3: Close-up of Lou’s face as a horrified expression fills his face. 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of Frankie’s face with a sinister grin. 

Frankie: I just wanna talk to you, Lou. 

 

Panel 5: Lou sits on his grungy couch.  Frankie’s cronies stand over him with guns pointed at his 

head on either side of him. 

Frankie (off-panel): See Lou, this funny thing happened to me the other day.  My daughter, my 

sweet little princess, Giselle, gives me a call one night.  Turns out, she’s been pulled over for a 

DUI.   

 

 

 

 

 

Page 43:  

Panel 1: Frankie paces about Lou’s living room very casually. 



Frankie: I’m thinkin’, wait a damn second, Giselle has a car?  There has to be a 

misunderstanding here, I’ll just go down to the station and pick her up and everything will be ok.  

So I get there, and the cop tells me that she was driving a stolen car and she even gave him a 

phony driver’s license to try and get out of an underage drinking charge.  Dumb little thing, 

actually thought she would get away with it. 

 

Panel 2: Full body shot of Frankie staring down at Lou, smoking a cigar. 

Frankie: I know it’s not that hard to get a fake ID these days, but getting a stolen car?  That takes 

some connections.  And this fake ID, this one was really top notch, like really carefully made, 

and it just got me thinking.  Nobody ever found Carlo’s car that night.  And who do I know that 

has a ‘talent’ for ‘taking care of business’ and do such a damn good job? 

 

Panel 3: Frankie bends over and gets into Lou’s face. 

Frankie: You know, it’s like that cazzo bastardo that killed my nephew just…disappeared.  You 

wouldn’t happen to know anything about that, would you Lou? 

Lou: N...N…No… 

Frankie: Don’t lie to me, boy. 

 

Panel 4: Close up of Frankie putting out his cigar on Lou’s forehead. 

Lou: AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!! 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 44: Flash back over to Norway. 

Panel 1: Carlo serves food to the church congregation at Sunday brunch as Kari rushes to him in 

a panic. 

Kari: Nicholas!  It’s Pappa! 

 

Panel 2(montage): Kari sits next to a hospital bed as Lars lays dying, sobbing and holding her 

father’s hand.  Carlo stands over her, with his hands on her shoulders. 



 

Panel 3(montage): Medium shot of Carlo holding Kari as they stand looking at Lars’ grave. 

 

Panel 4(montage): Carlo and Leif wait tables at the tavern as Kari serves as the head bartender of 

the tavern. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 45: Flash over to New York City at JFK International Airport 

Panel 1: Frankie approaches the International Flights Ticket Counter.  He is dressed in a grey 

trench coat, similar to a detective. 

Frankie: Good afternoon ma’am.  My name is Detective Franco. 

 

Panel 2: Frankie flashes a false Police Identification Badge (made by Lou). 

Frankie: I’m currently investigating the murders of Richard O’Connell and Paolo Esposito.  I 

have reason to believe our primary suspect in this investigation may have escaped the country on 

the night of the incident. 

Ticket Counter Attendant: Oh...  

 

Panel 3: Close-up of Frankie’s face. 

Frankie: I’m going to need to see every ticket record you have for a Nicholas Gonzalez in the last 

two years…  

 

 

 

 

 

Page 46: Flash back over to Norway. 



Panel 1: Evening in Carlo and Kari’s house.  Carlo brushes his teeth in the bathroom.   

 

Panel 2: Over-the-shoulder shot of Kari holding a pregnancy test that reads positive. 

Kari: Nicholas, there’s something we need to talk about… 

 

Panel 3: Carlo coming out of the bathroom visibly frustrated… 

Carlo: I told you I would fix the leak in the roof when… 

 

Panel 4: Medium shot of Kari holding up the Pregnancy Test, smiling. 

 

Panel 5: Close-up of Carlo’s surprised face. 

Kari (off-panel): You’re going to be a pappa.  

Carlo: Me? A dad? 

 

Panel 6: Carlo and Kari hug each other happily. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 47: Flash to the present with Carlo and Kari on the couch. 

Panel 1: Carlo looks at his wife who stares blankly to the ground. 

Carlo: I’m not a bad man, Kari.  I know I’ve made mistakes but… 

 

Panel 2: Close-up of Kari’s face. 

Kari: You lied to me!! 

Carlo (off-panel): I know but… 

Kari: Get out!  Get out now! 



 

Panel 3: Medium shot of Carlo walking away from the house, the duffle bag of money is in his 

hands. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo throws open the doors to the tavern in frustration. 

SFX: WHHOOOOSHH!! 

 

Panel 5: Carlo lines up several shot glasses and pours liquor into them. 

 

Panel 6: Carlo kicks back the shots. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 48:  

Panel 1: The doors to the tavern open.  A man in a long, black trench coat stands in the doorway.  

It is one of Frankie’s cronies. 

Cronie: Frankie wants to see you. 

Carlo: He’ll see me when I’m damn well ready. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo kicks back another shot. 

Cronie: I don’t think you understood me.  Frankie wants to see you, now. 

Carlo: No.  I heard you.  I just don’t give a shit. 

 

Panel 3: The cronie walks midway between the entrance to the tavern and the bar. 

Cronie: Ah.  Well see, that’s too bad.  Because your pretty little wife that you just left all alone at 

home might if I carve your unborn baby out of her belly. 

 



Panel 4: Carlo walks out to meet the cronie face to face with a bottle of wine in hand. 

Carlo: If you touch her, I swear to God I’ll… 

Cronie: What?  You’ll what? Run away? Like the little pussy you are? 

 

Panel 5: Carlo slams the wine bottle into the side of the cronie’s head and the bottle shatters. A 

silenced pistol drops from the cronie’s grip 

Carlo: AAAAAAARRRRRGGGHHH!!!! 

 

 

Page 49: 

Panel 1: Carlo picks up the pistol and points it at the cronie. 

Cronie: Even if you kill me, you’re still fucked, amico.  Frankie’s already got your priest friend.  

But hey, look on the bright side, at least you saved your woman. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo pulls the trigger as the bullet hits the cronie in the head. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo stumbles out of the tavern doors. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo trips and falls on his way down the hill. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo pulls himself to his feet as he walks down the dirt road towards the church. 

 

 

 

 

Page 50: 

Panel 1: Carlo reaches the property line of the church. 

 

Panel 2: As Carlo walks towards the doors of the church, he can hear Hagen pleading inside. 



Hagen: I beg you! This is a place of God! I don’t know of any Carlo! 

 

Panel 3: Carlo stands in the entrance with his pistol aimed up.  Hagen is on his knees as a cronie 

points a gun to his head. 

Carlo: Where’s Frankie? 

Cronie: Not here, if that’s what you’re wondering. He thought if we shook down the right 

people, you were bound to show up sooner or later. 

Hagen: Nicholas?! What’s going on??? 

 

Panel 4: Carlo takes a few steps forward with his gun still raised. 

Cronie: Nicholas huh? So that’s the name you’ve been using all this time… 

Hagen: What is he talking about, Nicholas? 

Carlo: I’m sorry, Padre.  

 

Panel 5: Carlo makes a move towards Hagen and the cronie fires his gun. Hagan is dead. 

 

Panel 6: Carlo fires several shots into the cronie.  The cronie dies. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 51:  

Panel 1: Carlo kneels next to Hagen’s body. 

Carlo: God damn it.  What have I done?  

 

Panel 2: Carlo picks up Hagan’s body and carries it out of the church. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo goes into the graveyard and starts digging. 



 

Panel 4: Carlo lays the body into the grave. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo pats down the dirt on the grave. 

 

Panel 6: Long shot of Carlo walking back up the dirt road. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 52:  

Panel 1: Carlo arrives back at the tavern to find Kari sobbing on a bar stool.  The body of the 

cronie still lays on the floor in a pool of blood. 

Kari: I came looking for you, since I knew you’d be here.  I was going to say that I was sorry.  

But now I don’t know what to think.  Are you really a murderer? 

 

Panel 2: Close-up of Carlo. 

Carlo: This man was going to come for you and the baby!  What was I supposed to do, just let 

him go?!? 

 

Panel 3: Close-up of Kari screaming. 

Kari: I don’t know!!!  I don’t know what you were supposed to do!!  But not this! Not you! This 

can’t be you!!  This can’t be who you are!! 

 

Panel 4: Carlo holds Kari by the shoulders. 

Carlo: It’s not!!  I admit, I’ve done a lot of bad things.  But everything that’s happened since I’ve 

been here, everything we’ve had, it has all been real.  I wanted to leave all of that behind me.  I 

never wanted to be that guy again. 

 



Panel 5: Medium shot of Carlo and Kari looking into each other’s eyes. 

Carlo: But they found me.  And I can’t let them find you. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 53 

Panel 1: Close-up of Kari’s face. 

Kari: So what are going to do? 

Carlo: I don’t know… 

 

Panel 2: Medium shot of the dead cronie’s body as a cell phone rings. 

SFX: RRRRRRIIIIIIINNNNNNGGGGG 

 

Panel 3: Carlo answers the phone. 

Carlo: Frankie…I know that’s you. 

Frankie: Carlo! I told you we would come to you. 

Carlo: You bastard. 

Frankie: I’m gonna pretend like I didn’t hear that. 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of Frankie smoking a cigar. 

Frankie: So how are we going to do this, Carlo? 

Carlo: I’ll bring your money to the church.  You don’t touch anyone else. 

Frankie: Carlo, amico.  I don’t want to hurt anyone else.  But you know the business.  You have 

to send a message to get your point across. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo hangs up the phone. 

Leif (off-panel): You’re not coming back, are you? 



 

Panel 6: Carlo and Kari look up surprised to see Leif in the doorway and speaking broken 

English. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 54: 

Panel 1: Carlo walks up to Leif. 

Carlo: No.  Probably not. 

 

Panel 2: Leif sobs as Carlo hugs him. 

Carlo: I’m sorry kiddo.  I’m very proud of you.  You put yourself on a good path.  And you take 

care of my wife and my kid when he gets here, you understand? 

Leif: Yes, sir. 

Carlo: Good man. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo picks up the black duffle bag and throws the cronie’s pistol inside it. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo looks at Kari in the eyes. 

Carlo: I’m sorry il mio amore.  I love you. 

Kari: I love you… 

 

Panel 5: Carlo walks out of the tavern as Leif and Kari watch him walk away. 

 

 

 

 



 

Page 55: 

Panel 1: Carlo arrives inside the church and throws the duffle bag on the floor. 

 

Panel 2(montage): Carlo kneels in a pew reading from the bible.  

 

Panel 3: Carlo lays down in the pew and falls asleep. 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of Carlo’s eyes opening. 

Frankie (off-panel): Carlo!!! 

 

Panel 5: Carlo gets up to walk to the doors of the church. 

Caption: This is it.  This is the day I’m going to die. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 56:  

Panel 1: Carlo peeks through a slit in the door.  A row of mobsters stand in a line, armed with 

machine guns and pistols, await him on the other side. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo grabs the pistol from the duffle bag, counting his rounds. 

Caption: Fifteen shots.  I better make them count. 

 

Panel 3: Carlo opens the church doors and slides behind the one on the right. 

 

Panel 4: He throws the duffle bag with the money out at the feet of the gangsters. 

Carlo: So this is how it has to be, Frankie? 



Frankie:  I told you, family is family. 

Carlo: Even if that family is deranged and psychotic? 

Frankie: Don’t make this worse on yourself, Carlo. 

Carlo: What does it matter? I’m dead anyways aren’t I?  Besides, there won’t be any respite for 

you when this is all over. 

 

Panel 5: Close-up of Frankie biting down on his cigar in anger. 

Frankie: Kill him. 

 

Panel 6: The line opens fire on the church. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 57: 

Panel 1: A bullet pierces Carlo’s side. 

 

Panel 2: He fires three shots back at the mob squad, hitting one and scattering the rest of them. 

Caption: Twelve shots left. 

 

Panel 3: The mobsters surround the church and three of them enter through the back door. 

 

Panel 4: Carlo sees them immediately and fires five more bullets, killing all three of them. 

Caption: Seven shots left. 

 

Panel 5: Carlo moves gingerly to a pew three rows up, bleeding along the floor and manages to 

overturn it, creating cover. 

 



 

 

 

 

Page 58:  

Panel 1: Two more mobsters charge the front entrance firing their guns. 

 

Panel 2: Carlo fires three more shots, killing them, but taking two more hits, one in the shoulder, 

and the other in his left rib cage. 

Caption: Four shots left. 

 

Panel 3: Two more mobsters burst through the front entrance and Carlo uses three shots to 

dispatch them. 

 

Panel 4: A shot is fired from behind. 

SFX: BANG!!! 

 

Panel 5: The bullet lands in Carlo’s lower back side.   

 

Panel 6: Carlo falls to his knees in agonizing pain. 

Caption: One shot left.  I’m almost there… 

 

 

 

 

Page 59:  

Panel 1: The gunman from behind reveals himself to be Frankie. 

Frankie: I’ve been thinking about that shot for many nights, Carlo. 

 



Panel 2: Close-up of Carlo coughing up blood. 

Carlo: I’ll bet you have, you fat sack of shit. 

 

Panel 3: Frankie lights another cigar. 

Frankie: You know I could just put you out of your misery.  But because you’ve decided to be 

such a little prick, I think I’ll wait for you to suffer a little bit more, before I finally kill ya. 

 

Panel 4: Close-up of Carlo, side-profile. 

Carlo: Go ahead.  I can’t feel anything below my waist anyway.  Half the pain is already gone…  

 

Panel 5: Using his last bit of strength, Carlo fires his last bullet into Frankie’s stomach and gives 

out and collapses on the floor. 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 60:  

Panel 1: Frankie fires three more meaningless shots at Carlo’s lifeless body as he screams in 

agony. 

 

Panel 2: Frankie crawls out of the church to see that the townspeople have rounded up the last of 

his cronies.  The cronies sit on their knees with their hands behind their heads with guns pointed 

at their heads. 

Frankie: Damn you Carlo… 

 

Panel 3: Frankie collapses on the ground and dies as a group of townsfolk, led by Kari close in 

around him. 

 

Panel 4: Long-shot of the church with the circle of townsfolk around Frankie’s dead body. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Page 61: Flash forward to the future. 

Caption: Five years later.  

Panel 1: Kari, now the owner of Snubler Drukket, talks to patrons at the bar as Leif works as the 

bartender. 

 

Panel 2: Kari’s son, five year old, Hans sits on the bar talking to patrons, asking them questions 

about themselves. 

 

Panel 3: A picture of Carlo, Lars and Kari sits on the wall behind the bar. 


