
THE BARBER'S SPECIAL V1.2

Written by

David Tappan



INT. CECIL’S PARADISE - MAGIC HOUR

MUSIC REFERENCES: TIME HOLE - JOHNNY GREENWOOD; BACK BEYOND -
JOHNNY GREENWOOD; GET THEE BEHIND ME SATAN

A burned-out, rotten industrial building with no ceiling 
which someone has re-purposed into a ramshackle home. Traces 
of its inhabitant are visible: a TORN-UP LIVING ROOM W/ COUCH 
AND CHAIR, A MATTRESS NEXT TO A CLOTHING PILE W/ EMPTY COAT 
HANGER. On the walls are three quotes spray painted:

“Once I drove in a car with a girl with long hair, she liked 
stealing her moms cigarettes and wearing used clothes. Where 
is she now?” - Cecil

“12 Hardworking men share a glass of water out of a measuring 
cup after a hard day of work.” - Cecil

“Maintain a cheap whiskey diet, just to fall asleep on 
kitchen floors.” - Cecil

Underneath the last quote in a hole in a wall sleeps CECIL 
(40s), who looks like a laid off Dr. Seuss character.

He wears FOUR MULTICOLORED COATS, GIANT MISMATCHED SHOES w/ 
DUCK TAPE, GREEN AND YELLOW STRIPED LEGGINGS, and a BIRDS 
NEST BURROWED IN HIS HAIR.

Inside the bird’s nest in his hair is his trusty companion, a 
cheerful LITTLE BIRD, who begins CHIRPING.

Cecil continues sleeping for a long moment, twitching as the 
bird’s chirping gradually wakes him. 

As he comes awake and climbs out of the hole in the wall, he 
feels something poke him in the ass. Reaches for what it is:

A SHINY LITTLE TOKEN w/ a cheery 1920’s cartoon of a smiling 
barber which reads: “START YOUR NEW LIFE TODAY!”

Cecil rubs his eyes, bites it to confirm its authenticity, 
and puts it in his pocket.

TITLE (WHITE ON BLACK): THE BARBER’S SPECIAL

CUT TO:

EXT. CECIL’S PARADISE - MAGIC HOUR

MUSIC REFERENCE: APPLICATION 45 VERSION 1 - JONNY GREENWOOD 
(TIMECODE 4:00)



Cecil emerges from a hole in the wall like a troll from his 
cave and squints into the sun.

CUT TO:

EXT. INDUSTRIAL PARK - BLUE HOUR

Cecil walks down train tracks past a parked PICKUP TRUCK 
filled with FOUR DRUNK CONSTRUCTION WORKERS. They drink a 30 
PACK of BUD LIGHT from a WATER COOLER.

One of them throws a CRUMPLED CAN at Cecil which hits him in 
the head, narrowly missing the little bird.

The bird SQUAWKS feverishly and Cecil protectively shields 
him from other incoming objects as he quickly slinks away 
from the HOOTING and HOLLERING workers.

CUT TO:

EXT. 1920’S BARBERSHOP - BLUE HOUR

MUSIC FADES OFF AS IT NOW SEEMS TO COME FROM THE DISTANCE... 
RADIO STATIC OF SPORTS BROADCASTS AND LIVE MUSICAL 
PERFORMANCES CAN BE HEARD COMING FROM SOMEWHERE.

Cecil and his bird shuffle through an abnormally long stretch 
of ramshackle, empty lots.

Then, he approaches something offscreen which plays:

CHANGING PARTNERS - FEAT. HELEN FORREST BY JONNY GREENWOOD

Cecil looks up and sees the song is coming from a strange 
barbershop on the empty block. It has a spinning red and 
white barber’s pole.

He approaches the front door and sees a sign in the door with 
the same design as the shiny token he found this morning:

“START YOUR NEW LIFE TODAY!”

Cecil sees inside is a BARBER (40s) sweeping up. He is clean 
shaven (immaculately so) and wears a RED AND WHITE BARBER’S 
UNIFORM with a 1920’s STRAW BOATER HAT w/ a RED RIBBON.

Cecil presses a doorbell: RING RRRRRRRRRING!!

The barber continues sweeping as if he heard nothing.
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On the door Cecil sees a “CLOSED” sign and the posted hours 
read: 7:53PM - 10:29PM. Next to the sign is a CLOCK which 
reads 7:52PM... then changes to 7:53PM.

Cecil rings the doorbell again.

The barber gingerly sets down the broom, cleans his hands in 
a sink, and walks to change the sign from CLOSED to OPEN and 
opens the door for Cecil with a million dollar smile.

BARBER
Hello there! Welcome! Welcome! 
Don’t be shy! Come on in, friend!

Cecil lets himself be shoed inside.

INT. BARBERSHOP - SAME

Cecil looks around the strange barbershop and takes in its 
old-school, red and white aesthetic. Every inch is spotless 
and shimmeringly clean.

BARBER
(babbling non-stop)

There it is. There you go. Get you 
a drink? An ice water perhaps? Make 
yourself comfortable. Get your 
coat? No? Fair enough, fair enough. 
But what’ll it be? What brings you 
here today?

Cecil looks from a door to a back room which reads “DO NOT 
ENTER” to the Barber who smiles ear to ear.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Looking for a shave, I presume?

Cecil takes the COINS out of his pocket. The barber picks out 
the TOKEN from earlier: “START YOUR NEW LIFE TODAY!”

Barber wipes off the token on his sleeve, bites it to ensure 
it is genuine.

SONG: I SEE YOUR FACE BEFORE ME BY RAY CONNIFF; THANKS FOR 
THE MEMORY BY RAY CONNIFF; I LEFT MY HEART IN SAN FRANCISCO 
BY JAMES LAST.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Right this way, Mr..........

The Barber waits for him to answer his name...
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BARBER (CONT’D)
Mr. Man! Have a seat! Take a load 
off!

The Barber quickly whips the seat around to present it for 
Cecil. Cecil slowly sits, but the barber quickly and expertly 
whips the seat back around planting Cecil firmly in it and 
killing any moment of indecision.

The barber expertly whips a smock around Cecil and gets to 
work lathering him up.

SONG: ALETHIA BY JONNY GREENWOOD

BARBER (CONT’D)
Been quite a while since you’ve had 
a good shave, I see. I tell you, a 
man’s not a man without a shave. I 
myself shave three times a day.

The barber runs his fingers on the smooth skin of his cheek.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Like a baby’s bottom. The missus 
won’t stand for it.

(pause, then knowingly)
Hair, that is...

The barber laughs a strange laugh.

Cecil isn’t exactly comfortable, but everything is happening 
so fast.

The barber whips out a STRAIGHT EDGE RAZOR which begins to 
cut away at the tangled beard.

Cecil’s bird begins to chirp nervously at the sight of the 
razor.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Strange. Try as a man might, but 
the hair always grows back. Pesky 
little devils, hair is. Bad for the 
man... good for the barber!

The barber laughs boomingly.

BARBER (CONT’D)
The barber business is a-boomin’! 
I’ll tell you so!

UNCOMFORTABLE TIGHT SHOTS: the razor cuts away at hair. Then 
one stroke accidentally draws a little blood.
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Cecil flinches.

The Barber stops in his tracks, shutting up for once. He 
can’t believe himself.

BARBER (CONT’D)
...Oh my... I’m dreadfully sorry.

The barber shuffles among the items on his workstation and 
takes a cotton ball and rubbing alcohol and dabs them on the 
cut.

BARBER (CONT’D)
That hasn’t happened before. Not in 
years. No, not in years indeed.

Cecil’s cheek is now patched up and the barber leans in 
uncomfortably close.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Might I make it up to you? How 
about the Barber’s Special? Free of 
charge...

The barber leans in even closer, nearly touching his ear.

BARBER (CONT’D)
...because I like you.

Cecil looks out of the corner of his eye at the barber and 
gives a nervous little bobble-headed nod.

BARBER (CONT’D)
FANTASTIC!

Suddenly, the barber leans Cecil’s seat back at an angle so 
he is facing the ceiling.

Cecil’s eyes widen and the bird chirps terrified.

The barber sets the razor on the counter, takes out SHEARS, 
and gets to work cutting away Cecil’s hair - the shears 
cutting uncomfortably close to Cecil’s little bird.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Messy business the barber business 
is. They squirm while I’m at it, 
but thank me after. Don’t you worry 
Mr. Man, you’ll be a gen-u-ine Tom, 
Dick, and Harry once i’m through.

On the ceiling above Cecil are rows upon rows of pictures of 
happy clients, clean shaven and smiling for the camera.
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The bird chirps nervously as shears cut away bits of the 
nest. The shear nicks the bird’s wing. Blood gushes. The bird 
screams.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Hush now, it’ll soon be over.

Cecil tries to get up, but as he does the smock falls off and 
he sees underneath his are bound to the barber’s chair.

The bird continues screaming bloody murder as the shears 
continue to cut away at it. 

Cecil shakes in his bindings to try to get away and realizes 
that in all the pictures on the ceiling the barber stands 
behind his clean-shaven clients who look exactly like the 
barber. In fact, they ARE the barber.

The barber cuts off the head of the bird. Blood spurts out 
onto his red and white uniform and gushes down the face of 
Cecil.

The barber raises the chair, wipes the blood of Cecil’s face 
so he can look in the mirror, revealing:

CECIL IS THE BARBER... OR LOOKS EXACTLY LIKE HIM ANYWAY.

BARBER (CONT’D)
THERE YOU GO, JUST LIKE NEW.

SUDDENLY, out of the back room with the sign that reads “DO 
NOT ENTER” bursts a NAKED MAN (who looks exactly like the 
barber).

He makes a wild, panicked dash for the front door, screaming 
like a banshee out of hell.

The barber sticks out a foot and trips the man. He clatters 
to the floor heavily and the barber sets a foot (clad in a 
shoe polished squeaky clean) on the naked man’s back.

Two more naked men are in the back door.

NAKED MEN 2 & 3
LET US OUT! LET US OUT! LET US OUT!

The Barber wags his finger at them.

BARBER
Ah ah ahh...

The Barber then turns to Cecil.
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BARBER (CONT’D)
You are free to stand now, Mr. Man.

Cecil stares back terrified.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Don’t worry, your bindings are 
loose.

Cecil sees that the bindings are indeed loose. He cautiously 
stands.

BARBER (CONT’D)
You may disrobe now, please.

Cecil stands indecisively. He looks for an exit. The front 
door, blocked by the barber, is the only one.

THE BARBER’S EXPRESSION HARDENS.

BARBER (CONT’D)
Your clothes. On the floor, please.

The naked man on the floor looks back at the strange man wide-
eyed, agog with fear.

NAKED MAN 1
Do what he says!

The naked men in the back room start screaming too.

NAKED MEN 2 & 3
Do what he says! / Listen to him or 
we’ll all get it!

Cecil looks around panic-stricken from the naked men to the 
barber to the counter next to him. He sees the straight edge 
razor.

He picks it up and holds it out in a fighting stance.

The barber opens and closes his giant sheers patronizingly.

BARBER
...And what are you going to do 
with that little thing?

Then... Cecil notices the barber has a trickle of blood 
dribbling down his cheek. He remembers the trickle of blood 
on his own cheek and touches it.

The strange man puts the razor up to his own neck.

The barber’s face drops.
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BARBER (CONT’D)
I’d consider very carefully-

Before the Barber can finish Cecil stabs the razor into his 
own neck, squirting blood everywhere.

The barber clutches his neck as blood spurts out.

The naked man under his foot gurgles blood from his neck.

In the back room the naked men writhe in pain as blood 
gurgles out of their neck. One of them crawls across the 
floor in one last attempt to escape, but collapses as he 
dies.

HOLD... as they bleed all slowly bleed out.

Then, we hear the front doorbell ring: RING RRRRRRING!!

CUT TO BLACK. ROLL CREDITS.
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