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-- Robert Dunbar, author of THE SHORE

“S.D. Hintz has weaved a fantastic story in BLOOD ORCHARD. It’s a horror tale that lives up to its genre.”

-- The Horror Fiction Review

“Blood Orchard, a twisted horror novel by S.D. Hintz, pulls no punches as far as gore, bad language and sex—in my opinion the perfect novel!”
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1.

INT. DINING ROOM – HOUSE OF COREN RAINES

Close on newspaper headline. SIX-MONTH-OLD TRIPLETS KIDNAPPED, BLOODIED. COREN RAINES is standing over the dining room table. He has dishwater-blond hair, medium build, tired from unpacking the past two days. He folds the Tribune into a coffee cup coaster, places a mug on top. He shakes his head and walks over to the adjacent computer desk, switches on the laptop.

Newspaper marquee headline scrolls across the laptop like a screensaver. Images flash. Crib beneath a shattered window. Woman BAWLING beside a bloody sheet. 



COREN (rubbing his eyes)



Son of a bitch.

Desktop background returns. Island scene. COREN reclines, clasps his hands behind his head.

RUMBLE of an approaching car, CLANKING gravel, drifts through an open window. COREN furrows his brow, stands and crosses the living room. He peers between the curtains.

Close on navy blue Crown Victoria with tinted windows. It parks sideways, blocking in COREN’S Suburban. COREN lets the curtain fall back, nibbles his thumbnail.

Three RAPS rattle the screen door. COREN walks to the entryway and unlocks the deadbolt.

Close on SHERIFF PRITCHARD. Oak tree of a man, built like a linebacker. Barrel-chested and broad-shouldered, he’s clad in a khaki uniform with a gold badge. He dons Gargoyles and a Stetson, along with a gold bullet tie clip and belt buckle engraved with a “P.” He pockets the sunglasses and removes the Stetson, revealing his baldness.



PRITCHARD

 
Mornin’, Mr. Raines. Sheriff Pritchard.

Mind if I have a word?


COREN


Not at all. Come in.

PRITCHARD stoops inside, steps into the living room. He slips out a red handkerchief from his shirt pocket, dabs his brow.



PRITCHARD


I’m sure yer well aware why I’m here.


(COREN nods)


Then I’ll save ya the bullshit.


Where were ya last night, Raines?


COREN


Here.


PRITCHARD (scanning the living room)


Of course ya were. Where else would ya be?


It’s not like ya’ve been downtown.


Ya haven’t stepped outside of this fuckin’


dump. It’s damn suspicious, if ya ask me. 

COREN raises his brow, fidgets. PRITCHARD crosses to the living room coffee table. The glass is strewn with unopened bills, a letter opener and an issue of Consumer Reports.



PRITCHARD (picks up the letter opener)


So, what do ya do all day, Raines?


Ya don’t work in town.


COREN (shuffles feet, glances around)


I telecommute. Stock trading.


PRITCHARD drops the letter opener, snatches up an envelope. He squints at the plastic window.


PRITCHARD


No shit. An e-bitch, huh?


You guys are always six eggs short of a dozen.


COREN


Excuse me?


PRITCHARD (crumples and tosses the envelope)


Yer a bunch of fuckin’ sickos. Ya jerk off at


that shit box twenty-four seven, downloadin’  


kiddie porn, spreadin’ viruses like v.d.

Stocks my ass.
The only shit yer tradin’

is yer soul.


COREN


I think you need to come back later with a


warrant.

PRITCHARD advances on COREN. He makes a pistol out of his thumb and forefinger, shoves it in COREN’S face.


PRITCHARD


I am the warrant! I’ll stay as long as I want,


ya hear me? I’ll turn this dump upside down if


I’m so fuckin’ inclined!

COREN backs against the wall, wide-eyed. PRITCHARD looms over him like a grizzly bear. He slaps on his Stetson, then retracts his flesh pistol and blows the barrel’s invisible smoke.

PRITCHARD (barges past COREN)

I eat pussies like you. I’m startin’ to think

yer stewed, Raines. Ya been drinkin’?

COREN lingers in the living room as PRITCHARD storms

the kitchen.

COREN

Coffee.


PRITCHARD

Irish?

COREN

Cream.

PRITCHARD

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?

Close on PRITCHARD picking up the coffee cup on the kitchen table. He SNIFFS it, then his gaze locks on the newspaper coaster. One word is circled with a brown stain: KIDNAPPED.



PRITCHARD (grimaces, then scowls)



Where’d ya get this?



COREN



The paperboy. Why? Is that evidence, too?

PRITCHARD hurls the coffee cup. COREN ducks as it flies overhead and THUDS on the living room carpet. PRITCHARD yanks the newspaper off the table and TEARS it in half.


PRITCHARD


Ya think I need a reminder of this?


They’re everywhere! I can’t go two fuckin’


steps without ‘em askin’ me ‘bout the


Trammell triplets!


COREN


I’m sorry. I’ll throw it away.


PRITCHARD


Shut up! Just shut the fuck up!


Yer lookin’ guiltier by the second!



COREN


Because I have a newspaper subscription?

PRITCHARD crosses to the desk and plops down before the laptop. Cut to COREN’S jaw dropping as PRITCHARD opens the Internet browser. PRITCHARD Googles the phrase PUBESCENT PORN. COREN rushes the desk, knowing PRITCHARD is trying to pin him for any crime he can.


COREN


Hey! What the hell are you doing?


PRITCHARD (whirls, aims his flesh pistol)


Freeze, Raines! Don’t make a fuckin’ move!

COREN lunges for the surge protector and yanks the plug before PRITCHARD can hit the “Enter” key. The laptop blinks out. PRITCHARD leaps up and kicks COREN in the ribs. He then shoves the laptop off the desk. It CRASHES on the linoleum.

PRITCHARD


I told ya to fuckin’ freeze!


Now I’ve got ya, bitch! Concealin’ evidence!


What else ya hidin’ from me?

COREN groans, rolls onto his back, holding his ribs. PRITCHARD walks into the kitchen, pauses before the dish-filled sink.



PRITCHARD (grins, baring yellow teeth)


Looks like I found what I came for.

PRITCHARD grabs a dishtowel off the counter and reaches into the sink. Dishes CLATTER. He removes a bloody steak knife from atop an egg beater. He then pulls out a Ziploc freezer bag from his pant pocket and seals the evidence. Blood smears the plastic.

CRACKLE of static followed by a SQUELCH. PRITCHARD glowers and grabs his walkie-talkie from his gunbelt.



PRITCHARD


Pritchard.


DEPUTY MARTEN (voice breaking up)


Sheriff? –eputy Marten here.


-e’ve got a vulture on the swoo-…reporter…


-ack and blue motorcycle…




-outhbound on Main Street.


PRITCHARD


Copy that, Marten. I’ll head ‘em off.

PRITCHARD reattaches the walkie-talkie. He reaches into his pant pocket, withdraws a handful of badges. He replaces the one on his shirt and stuffs the rest in his pocket.



PRITCHARD (overturns the kitchen table)



Yer under my microscope, Raines.

I’ll have
yer head if ya did this shit.


Fuckin’ hot one. Damn fuckin’ hot one.

PRITCHARD leaves, the front door SLAMS behind him. COREN groans as he sits up. He grabs the desk and pulls himself to a standing position. He stumbles and plops down on the chair. He slouches and sighs.



COREN


Jesus Christ.

2.

EXT. DECK – HOUSE OF COREN RAINES
COREN steps outside onto the deck. He’s holding an ice pack to his ribs with his shirt bunched up and has a tumbler of gin and juice in the other hand. He removes the ice pack, sets it on the deck railing. He eyes his ribs. They are black-and-blue. He sits down on a faded Adirondack chair, pops two Advils and washes them down. 

He gazes through the railing at eye level. Close on backyard. Shin-high brown grass riddled with dandelions. Sole elm drooping to the ground like a willow. Chunk of rusty corrugated metal glinting along the tumbledown worm fence. Crumbled cobblestone well with a caved-in rustic roof. Crow is perched on the well’s lip. It takes flight, KNOCKING a stone loose.

COREN sighs, drains his tumbler. Drifts asleep.

3.

EXT. DECK – HOUSE OF COREN RAINES
High-pitched SCREAM startles COREN. He springs to a sitting position, clutches his side and grimaces. He scans his surroundings. He is alone. All that is heard is the RUSTLE of leaves in the breeze.

COREN stands, accidentally kicking over the tumbler. He crosses to the railing, regards the backyard. Pan left to right. There’s a robin CHIRPING on the worm fence, a STACCATO of crickets from the wetlands beyond. COREN sighs heavily, shakes his head. He checks his watch. 9:30AM. He turns his back on the yard, picks up the empty tumbler and heads inside the house.

4.

INT. DINING ROOM – HOUSE OF COREN RAINES
Sink is empty as COREN closes the dishwasher. He picks up the torn newspaper off the dining room floor. Close on the word “KIDNAPPED”. He CRUMPLES up the paper and tosses it in the wastebasket, eager to forget the morning’s excitement. 

He picks up the laptop, sets it on the desk. He powers it up. The screen BLIPS to life. Satisfied that it’s operable, he turns it off and closes the screen, tucking it under his arm.

He crosses the living room, glancing at the bay window. Close through parted curtains to deserted gravel driveway. Cut back to COREN. He walks down the hall to the second doorway on the right.

He enters the spare bedroom. Camera pans. Yellow daisy wallpaper artificially brightens the one-window quarters. Three pyramidal piles of boxes cover the three corners. 

COREN sets the laptop on a box labeled “Hardware” in permanent marker. He spots a box labeled “Photos”. He grimaces, unfolds the flaps. Close on gold-framed pictures of his ex-wife DEBORAH. One has COREN holding her beneath a palm tree in Hawaii.

He closes the box, grabs the marker off the windowsill, and scribbles out the word “Photos.” He then scrawls below it “Trash”. He drops the box on the floor, smirking at the sound of CRUNCHING glass.

COREN scans the room. The wall catches his eye. A long thread in the wallpaper is curled out like a pig’s tail. He walks over and attempts to tug off the thread. Instead of snapping, it TEARS downwards as if perforated.

COREN frowns. Close on the wall. Beyond the tear is steel, rather than plaster.


COREN


What the fuck?

He knits his brows and steps into the hall. He KNOCKS on the wall. Hollow echo. He walks back inside and yanks the thread with both hands. He opens a gleaming wound down to the floor.

Intrigued, COREN tears at the wallpaper, strip after strip revealing more steel. TIME LAPSE. He stands amidst a room of steel walls.

5.

EXT. STREETS – TOWN OF ONWARD
PRITCHARD’S Crown Victoria jumps a curb, SCREECHES onto Main Street. Sirens are WAILING, lights whirling. Close on PRITCHARD. He takes a drag from his Marlboro, flicks it out the window. He snatches the CB and BARKS in a plume of smoke.



PRITCHARD



In pursuit of a black and blue Harley!



Suspect is male, black leather jacket,



blue jeans, blue helmet. Remain on standby! 



I repeat, remain on standby! I don’t want



anymore fuckin’ vultures hawkin’ us!

PRITCHARD floors the gas pedal. The Crown Victoria bears down on the Harley. The suspect is JAY DONOVAN, a local news reporter. JAY looks over his shoulder, flips the bird, and opens the throttle. 



PRITCHARD (activating nitrous oxide)


Fuckin’ bitch! Yer mine!

CHASE continues through a deserted Main Street. As downtown dwindles away, the Crown Victoria is on the Harley’s tail. CLOSE on three-foot gap between cop car front bumper and Harley rear wheel. JAY looks over his shoulder and shakes his head.

Crown Victoria RAMS the Harley. Cut to PRITCHARD grinning. Cut to Harley SKIDDING in a spray of sparks. It veers onto the gravel shoulder and plummets into a drainage ditch.

Crown Victoria SCREECHES to a halt. PRITCHARD kills the sirens, steps out. He pockets his Gargoyles and looks down into the ditch. CLOSE on Harley’s smoking engine partly submerged in knee-deep sewage. JAY stumbles through the murk, collapses on the bank. Cut to PRITCHARD. He draws his firearm and descends the ditch. He crosses the sewage by using the Harley as a bridge.

PRITCHARD



Ya fuckin’ freeze, ya hear me?



Don’t make a fuckin’ move!

JAY turns over, rests on his elbows. PRITCHARD kicks him in the head. JAY’S helmet flies off and SPLASHES in the sewage. He GASPS as blood trickles from his lip to his red beard.



JAY



Please. I can pay you.

PRITCHARD pistol whips him. Blood streams down JAY’S face. PRITCHARD seizes him by the jacket with one hand, lifts him a foot off the ground.



PRITCHARD



Ya think ya can bribe me, bitch?



Do I look like a two-dollar tramp?



What the fuck do I look like to you?




JAY



N-No, sir. I’m sorry. I -

PRITCHARD


Shut yer fuckin’ mouth! Now tell me somethin’!


What the fuck’s the meanin’ of a posse?


It blocks the road from hotdog cocksuckers like


you, right? Right?

JAY


Y-Yeah. Right.


PRITCHARD


If I catch ya trespassin’ again you’ll be the


next one missin’!

PRITCHARD heaves JAY into the air. JAY nose-dives into the slime. Cut to PRITCHARD. He holsters his Magnum, draws his flesh pistol, and BLOWS the imaginary smoke. He yanks his handkerchief out of his shirt pocket, dabs his brow. He then swaps out his badge for a new shiny one and dons his Gargoyles.


PRITCHARD


Damn fuckin’ hot one.

6.

INT. PANIC ROOM – COREN’S HOUSE

Pan with COREN standing in center of room. Heap of stripped wallpaper sits beside him like raked leaves. Bolted steel glimmers from wall to wall.

COREN approaches the doorway, knitting his brow upon noticing the absence of a door. He spots a silver hook protruding from the frame. He pulls it. A wallpapered pocket door slides out, concealing the entrance. He opens it back up.

He turns and focuses on the sole double-paned window. He crosses the room, flips the lock, and pushes the glass. It doesn’t budge. He shoves it again.


COREN


Open up, fucker!

He massages his ribs while scanning the room. Close on the box labeled “Garage (boom box).” He unfolds the flaps, pulls out the radio, and turns it on. Static CRACKLES. He cranks the volume, runs into the hall, and closes the sliding door. SILENCE. COREN shakes his head, opens the door. Static BLARES from the room. 


COREN


Son of a bitch.

COREN sighs, glances at his watch. 12:45PM. He massages his ribs and exits the panic room.

7.

EXT. DRAINAGE DITCH – JAY DONOVAN
JAY flails in the sewage. POV on PRITCHARD trudging up the ditch. Cut to JAY as he raises a slimy hand, wipes his face. He steps out of the murk and collapses on the bank, dripping head to toe.



JAY



Dammit.

Close on sunken Harley. Engine BUBBLES in the sewage. His camera bag is submerged as well, all of his photography equipment waterlogged. Cut back to JAY pulling a stringy piece of slime from his beard. He reaches inside his jacket, withdraws a soaked newspaper clipping.

The ink of the article is smeared, but the photograph is still intact. It is of three blond seventeen-year-old triplets posing before a tire swing. Camera pans left to right: LOREN, curly hair with a cleft lip; HENNA, beetle-browed with French braids; and SYLVIA, rawboned with split ends. Close on smudged photo caption below and the triplets’ last name: PRITCHARD.

JAY pockets the photo, shakes the excess sewage off his clothes. He then turns his back on the Harley and ascends the ditch.

8.

EXT. TRAMMELL HOUSE
Crown Victoria parks alongside the curb. PRITCHARD scowls. Close on TRAMMELL house. Landscaped lawn, screen door BANGING in the breeze on the porch, curtains gusting through the wide-open windows.



PRITCHARD



Fuck.

PRITCHARD stamps out his Marlboro and approaches the house. Front door hinges SHRIEK as VANCE TRAMMELL, father of the missing triplets, meets PRITCHARD at the door. His eyes are bloodshot and baggy with faint circles. His goatee is grizzled, while his dishwater blond hair is a rat’s nest. He rubs his eye, then tugs his plaid shirt.



PRITCHARD



Afternoon, Vance. Mind if I have a –



VANCE



What the hell do you want?



PRITCHARD (gritting teeth)



Thought I’d keep ya informed.



I’ve got a suspect.



Lives at Hodge’s old place.



VANCE



What makes him a suspect?



He’s only been in town a couple days.



PRITCHARD




Exactly. I paid him a visit and he played



stupid like a retard. He’s hidin’ somethin’, 



guaranteed.

VANCE


I got a call from Chicago Homicide.


They told me they were looking at the case.


PRITCHARD


They’ll look. That’s ‘bout all they’re gonna do.


Ya see, Vance, all we got right now is


missin’ children.



VANCE (hands trembling on the doorjamb)



Those missing children are my girls!



Remember when your girls –



PRITCHARD



All I’m sayin’ is that I’m bustin’ my ass



out here to get ‘em back.



I suggest you start doin’ the same.





Get a search party goin’ tomorrow mornin’.



Scourin’ those train tracks ain’t a half-bad


idea. Unless, of course, ya rather stand here


and pray, but that won’t get ya nothin’ but rain.


Trust me, I’ve weathered these storms before.

VANCE flexes his fists as PRITCHARD sparks a Marlboro and returns to his car

9.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE
COREN gazes out the bay window while sipping a screwdriver. Close on front yard. Two-tone Suburban. Swirls of dust dancing along the drive. Dead lawn swaying. Worm fence shivering as if on the verge of collapsing.

FLASHBACK. Shrill SCREAM. Crumbled well.

PRITCHARD (face blood red)

Yer under my microscope, Raines.

END FLASHBACK. COREN walks out the front door. Wind styles his messy hair, carrying the distant sound of a train whistle. His gaze locks on the mailbox at the end of the drive. He starts toward it.

A CAW snatches his attention, reminding him of the well, the scream. He detours and heads toward the backyard. The dead grass CRUNCHES like snow beneath his feet. He rounds the house, skirts the deck. His sights zoom in on the well. A CAW startles him. He looks to the house. A crow is perched on the gutter, watching. It CAWS again.

COREN looks back to the well and approaches it. He places his hands on the lip. The cobblestones jiggle. A frayed rope and rusty pail wrapped around a wood support dangle above. He peers into the darkness below, furrows his brow.

COREN (sniffing the air)



Oranges.

He dumps the last drops of his screwdriver into the well. He shoves the pail. It spins around the support, the rope unfurling like a yo-yo. It plummets down below. COREN realizes the rope is not tied to the support and reaches for it. It slips through his fingers, disappears into the darkness. A CLANG like an off-key gong reverberates up the well.

The cobblestones beneath COREN’S palms break loose. He grabs the wood support above. It CREAKS as if about to snap, but holds his weight before he can fall below. The stones hit the pail at the bottom with a THUNK.



COREN


Son of a bitch.


(moaning from below, echoing off the walls)

COREN’S head snaps, scanning the backyard. He’s alone. He let’s go of the wood support, squints into the darkness.



COREN



Are…Are you okay?


(moaning from below again)

COREN trembles, stumbles back. He nibbles his lip, then steps up to the well. A haze like humidity hovers over the lip. It stings COREN’S eyes to tears, and he blinks repeatedly.



COREN



Fucking oranges.

COREN’S eyes widen. Close on the cobblestones as they begin to split. Instead of a crumbling inwards, a red fluid seeps between the cracks. It trickles in serpentine rivulets down the walls. Maggots begin to wriggle from the fissures. Cut to COREN. He turns, doubles over, and RETCHES. He stumbles through the grass with vomit dripping from his lips.



(moaning from within the well)

COREN collapses face first at the foot of the deck. His eyes stream tears. He curls up into a ball, clutches his gut, and vomits. He groans and passes out.  

10.

EXT. DOWNTOWN – FLASHBACK
FRANCINE HELLER crosses the train tracks as a Burlington Northern RATTLES toward the horizon. She watches it longingly, then looks away. She is seventeen years old with shoulder-length mocha hair. She has a green Jansport slung over her shoulder. She’s dressed in a denim skirt, T-shirt, blue jellies, and ankle socks.

She strolls along a path through an oak grove, a shortcut she uses to go home from school. The shade recedes as she emerges on the outskirts of Main Street. Cut to a long shot of sun-bleached red brick buildings looming in the distance.

FRANCINE sighs, her hand white-knuckled on the backpack strap. She crosses an overgrown field of dandelions and black-eyed Susans, glancing about. There’s a rectangular indent of dead grass, where a mobile home once sat, resembling a crop circle of sorts. FRANCINE hurries to the sidewalk.

Cut to Main Street. An elderly couple exit Kate’s Bakery. They smile and nod at FRANCINE. MISTER RATNER, the mailman, crosses the street with his canvas bag of envelopes.

FRANCINE passes beneath the red-striped awning of the bakery, gazes at the storefront. A silver-haired woman inside is at the glass counter pointing at pastries. HANK ADLER, the town farmer, sits at a round table near the window, his chalk-white hair poking above the Tribune. 

FRANCINE walks under the green overhang of Wal-Drug. Through the window advertising RC Cola, the store is vacant. She pauses at the adjacent shop, Dame Apparel, as an electric blue prom dress catches her eye. Silk chiffon, rhinestone spaghetti straps, starburst-beaded neckline, high-low hemline, and a brush train. Close on the neon-lettered sign with the price tag: $220.00.



(voice from behind FRANCINE)



It’s outta your price range, Smeller.

FRANCINE whirls, then backs against the storefront. Pan on the Blondies, the town bullies, smirk before her. LOREN tugs down her black Pirates cap over her serpentine curls. SYLVIA twirls her split ends as she SNAPS a wad of bubble gum. HENNA furrows her beetle brows and approaches FRANCINE an inch from her face, her girth overshadowing her.



HENNA



And no one’s desperate enough to ask ya to



prom.

FRANCINE



Leave me alone, Henna.



HENNA



As soon as you do, Smeller.



Ya know this is my street.



Why the fuck do ya come lookin’ for me?



FRANCINE



I didn’t. I’m going home.



HENNA



Ya ain’t goin’ nowhere, bitch, ‘til I let ya.



Grab her!

LOREN and SYLVIA seize FRANCINE by the wrists. HENNA waddles up the sidewalk, rounds the meat market at the end of the block. SYLVIA skips alongside FRANCINE, who’s struggling to escape as LOREN yanks her forward. Once around the corner, FRANCINE is shoved against the wall. Her backpack cushions the blow. She glances left and right. Pan on deserted street.

HENNA



Gimme that!

HENNA grabs the backpack, rips it off FRANCINE’S shoulder. She unzips it as LOREN and SYLVIA pin FRANCINE to the wall.



HENNA



This is my homework now.



You find yer fuckin’ own to do.




FRANCINE



Put it back! It’s mine, you fat pig!



HENNA



What did ya call me, ya stupid cunt?

HENNA tosses the backpack. Close on folders and notebooks spilling into the gutter like rainwater.



FRANCINE (tears streaming down her cheeks)



Why don’t you just leave me alone?

 
What did I ever do to you?


HENNA


Ya called me a fat fuckin’ pig, that’s what!

HENNA clutches FRANCINE’S jaw with her right hand, flips out a switchblade in her right.



HENNA



Now ya know what I’m gonna do?



I’m gonna cut yer filthy tongue out



so ya don’t sass me again!

FRANCINE is speechless. She trembles from head to toe. Close on blade inching toward her lips. HENNA yanks down on her jaw. FRANCINE screams bloody murder. HENNA slashes the corner of her mouth, then belts her in the gut with her free fist.

FRANCINE collapses to her knees as the Blondies flee. Distant SHOUTS are heard. Blood trickles from her chin, staining the sidewalk. A passer-by drops her bag of groceries and crouches before FRANCINE. Footfalls are heard POUNDING. Cut to RATNER chasing after the Blondies, his mailbag bouncing on his back. FRANCINE dabs her mouth with her shirtsleeve.

11.

EXT. TEXACO STATION – PAY PHONE
JAY peels off his jacket and drapes it over the payphone at the corner of the parking lot. He is still soaked, dripping sewage on the ground. He fishes in his pant pocket, withdraws five dimes and lint. He shoves the coins in the slot and dials 4-1-1, gazing at the gas station.

Close on the Texaco. Orange and black sign on the clouded glass door reads: CLOSED. Black shades are pulled down on the cracked front windows. Gas pumps covered in body bags. A Pepsi machine stands at the corner of the building with an OUT OF ORDER sign on the coin slot.



JAY



Uh, yes, can I have the number to the towing



company closest to Onward? I’m sorry?



Yes, that’ll be fine. Okay, great. Thank you.


TOW GUY (heard through the receiver)


Blue Tow!


JAY


Yeah, hi, I need a tow truck on Main Street


in Onward.


TOW GUY


Onward? Fat chance, buddy. Place is barricaded.


No way in or out. It’s all over the news.


You’ll have to sit tight ‘til the storm blows


over.


JAY


Dammit. I should’ve guessed. Okay, thanks.

JAY grabs his jacket, slips it on, and gazes at the red-orange horizon. Sunset is nearing and he knows he needs a place to stay for the night. He looks to the gas station. Without a second thought, he heads toward the rear of the Texaco.

12.

EXT. BACKYARD – COREN’S HOUSE
Close on COREN’S face pressed against the grass. His eyelids flutter, then snap open. A puddle of vomit laced with flies is inches from his mouth. He’s still curled up in a ball, shivering. He raises his head. The sun is a dying ember beyond the BUZZING wetlands.

He rolls onto his back, lets his arms fall to his side. He takes a deep breath, groans, and then sits up as he clutches his ribs.

He looks to the well. FLASHBACK. Cobblestones CRACKING. Blood trickling from the wall. Maggots wriggling out. MOANING from the darkness.

He grits his teeth, stands, and stumbles over to the well. He gazes below. A citrus breeze blows up, tousling his hair and tearing his eyes up. He shivers and staggers back a step.



(MOANING from within the well)



COREN



Okay. Okay, just…just sit tight.

He glances at his surroundings, and the broken wood support, wishing he still had the rope and bucket. 



(MOANING grows louder)



COREN



Don’t worry! I’ll be right back!



I’m gonna get you out of…

He stumbles over to the well. His eyes widen as bone-white flesh emerges from the darkness. Close on frail girl in tattered bloodstained clothes scaling the wall. She digs her nails into the cracks and pulls herself up. She tilts her head back, WAILS, tears streaming from her blood-streaked face. Her mouth glints, gagged with barbed wire. Her curly hair is matted to her gashed forehead, looking like dead worms. COREN is rooted to the ground.



(girl MOANS again)

COREN leans over the lip and reaches for her. Her trembling hands SLAP at the cobblestones, fingering the cracks. Her skeletal legs come into view: they are twisted like licorice. 



COREN



Grab my hand!

The girl clutches the cobblestones, SLAPPING her palm. Blood cascades through the cracks.



COREN



Son of a bitch!

The girl’s hand slips from the crack. A waterfall of blood runs down her arm and the front of her clothes. COREN steps back, then lunges into the well. He seizes her wrists. She cries out as maggots pour from the cobblestones. He heaves her up the wall.



COREN



Hold on! I got you!

He braces his foot against the base of the well. He hauls her over the lip. She hits the ground hard, BAWLING, as a gust from the darkness hits COREN, rustling his hair. He HOWLS, clutching his face and stumbling back.



COREN



Fuck!

He blinks the tears from his eyes, focuses on the girl. She twitches and WHIMPERS on the ground. Her black-and-blue legs are entwined and bent backwards. She claws at the barbed wire in her mouth as she squirms. COREN kneels beside her.



COREN (voice quavering)



Hey. I’m…I’m gonna pick you up now.



We’ve got to get you inside. Okay?

He slips his hands beneath her shoulders and tailbone, then lifts her. Her WHIMPERS heighten to MOANS.

COREN



I know, I know. I’m sorry.

COREN stands, holds her to his chest. He glances at her mangled legs, bites his lower lip. He looks at her face and grimaces. The girl is in her later teens. The barbed wire tears her mouth when she moans. Crimson slashes and scabs etch her pale face. Her eyes are electric blue and dart worriedly. We will come to know her as LOREN.

COREN walks away from the well. He ascends the deck steps, shoves the sliding door open with his shoulder, and carries LOREN into the house.

13.

EXT. END OF DRIVEWAY – COREN’S HOUSE
Headlights darken as Crown Victoria parks at the end of the driveway. PRITCHARD kills the engine and peers out the driver’s side window. He flicks his half-smoked Marlboro into COREN’S yard. He digs in his pocket and fishes out the Ziploc with the bloodstained steak knife, then sets it on the dashboard.

He pops the glove box and grabs his tape recorder. He pushes “Play”. Close on the mini-cassette spinning. Satisfied, he pushes “Stop”. He sets it down and grabs his night vision binoculars off the passenger’s seat. He focuses them on COREN’S rambler. Cut to binocular view. The windows are dark. The Suburban is still parked in the same spot as earlier that morning.

He sets down the binoculars and glances at the dashboard clock. 9:15PM. He smiles and pockets the recorder. He withdraws his .357 Magnum, rolls the chamber, and then aims it out the window.



PRITCHARD



I got ya, bitch.

14.

EXT. TEXACO STATION – BACK DOOR
Shot of rusty metal back door with a sign that reads: EMPLOYEE’S ONLY. JAY jiggles the knob, but it refuses to budge. He kicks the door.


JAY


Dammit.

He scans the building. Pan from littered ground to the roofline. A glint above lures JAY to the far corner. An iron ladder bolted to the wall leads to the roof. He grabs the rungs and climbs.

He reaches the top and crawls onto the roof, crouching behind a rusty A/C unit, glancing about. He eyes the roof. A metal hatch glares in the waning sunlight.

JAY shuffles across the roof, grabs the handle and tugs. The hatch SHRIEKS open. He lets it fall back on its hinges with a CLANG. He then descends the ladder.

The room is pitch-black. A bare bulb with a string CLICKS on when JAY discovers it. He stands in a pantry. Behind him are crates of blood oranges and cans of peaches on buckled wood shelves. The door before him is shut. He grasps the knob, but it’s locked.



JAY



You got to be kidding me.

He turns and grabs a crate of oranges. He lifts it over his head and throws it. It SHATTERS against the door. Oranges bounce and roll at his feet.



JAY



Oh, fuck you!

JAY levels his shoulder and charges the door. It BREAKS open and he lands hard on the speckled tile. He stands as camera pans. The Texaco consists of seven aisles and a row of coolers, typical convenient store. Shot of the storefront window. Gas pumps are vacant, as is the frontage road. JAY glances around at the corners of the store. No cameras, only circular mirrors angled at the aisles.

JAY sighs, crosses to a cooler, and grabs a soda. He guzzles it and approaches the counter. There’s a cash register and candy display offering Reese’s Pieces 2/$1.00.

JAY



Ooh, that’s a deal.

He grabs two bags of candy and fishes out his soggy wallet. He sets five dollars on the counter. He then reaches about the register and grabs a cigarette pack from the dispenser. He tears it and snatches a lighter off the counter display.

Cut to storefront window. PRITCHARD’S Crown Victoria creeps by on the frontage road. Cut to JAY. He dives over the counter, KNOCKING over the candy and lighter racks.



JAY



Shit!

He peers over the counter. The coast is clear. He stands and lights a cigarette, taking a long drag. He spots a phone book under the counter, pulls it out. After paging through, close on name: FRANCINE HELLER. He sighs as he gazes out the window at the darkening sky.

15.

INT. LIVING ROOM – COREN’S HOUSE
COREN lays a shivering LOREN on the couch. Her gaze is hollow, lost in the ceiling. Her blue lips quiver, causing the barbed wire to gore them. She MOANS incessantly.

COREN hurries to the kitchen and digs out wire cutters from a junk drawer. He runs to the bedroom and returns with a comforter.

LOREN sits up, twitching, head jerking side to side as if she’s watching a tennis match. Her moans heighten. COREN goes to her side.



COREN


Shh. Everything’s okay. You’re fine.


C’mon. Lie down for me.

He grabs her shoulders and urges her down on the couch. He covers her with the comforter. He waves the wire cutters before her blank face.



COREN



I’m going to cut that wire out of your mouth now.



I’m not going to hurt you. I promise.

He snips the barbed wire. It SNAPS off, tearing away flesh. LOREN’S bloodstained lips part and she GAGS. COREN backs away as she HEAVES a stream of maggots.



COREN



Oh! Son of a bitch!

Maggots wriggle across LOREN’S bloody T-shirt and into the couch cushions. She COUGHS, agitating her mouth sores. Blood trickles down her chin. Her eyes roll back into her head and she lies down, slipping into a deep slumber while MOANING softly.

COREN watches her chest rise and fall, deciding that she’s only sleeping and not dead. He nudges her head up and pulls out the barbed wire. Her hot breath tickles his face. He wrinkles his nose.


COREN


Oranges.

COREN sighs, shakes his head, and walks to the kitchen. He flips the light switch and drops the barbed wire in the trash. He winces, holding his ribs. He opens the refrigerator and grabs a carton of orange juice. He sets it on the counter beside a bottle of gin.

16.

EXT. END OF DRIVEWAY – COREN’S HOUSE
Light beams through COREN’S bay window. PRITCHARD, in his car, glances at the dashboard clock. 10:26PM.



PRITCHARD



Fuck.

He holsters his Magnum, exits the car, and gently shuts the door. He reaches inside his shirt pocket, activates the tape recorder.

He pauses before the worm fence and grins. He heads up the driveway, gritting his teeth at the CRUNCH of gravel. He stops at the front steps, withdraws his Magnum.



PRITCHARD (muttering, rolling the chamber)



It’s ‘bout to be a hot one, bitch.

17.

EXT. FRANCINE HELLER’S HOUSE – FRONT STEPS

JAY scratches his beard, peering from behind a bush. Cut to lopsided mailbox with bent flag and address: 628 SANGRALEA. Close on FRANCINE’S house. Porch light is on. It is a two-story clapboard, could pass for haunted. Cracked second story windows flanked by shutters with broken slats. Roof is like a checkerboard, some shingles missing, some curled near the eaves. The porch railings are cobwebbed.

JAY approaches the walk, ascends the front steps. He takes a deep breath and RINGS the doorbell. The door CREAKS open.



JAY



Ms. Heller?

FRANCINE steps into the dim light. She’s pale, in her thirties, with black straggly hair. Her mouth is set in a permanent frown and her eye’s are baggy with crow’s feet. She wears a torn nylon skirt and stained half-tucked T-shirt. She steps aside.



FRANCINE



You’re early, Detective.



I’m hitting the sack in ten minutes,



so you’d better make this quick.



JAY



Ms. Heller, I’m not –



FRANCINE



Did you hear me? You should be glad I didn’t



slam the door in your face at this hour.



I’m doing you a favor.

JAY nods and enters the house, knowing he will need to be quick if the real detective is showing up any time soon. FRANCINE shuts the door and leads him down a dingy hall with a water-stained ceiling.



FRANCINE (motioning to a ripped armchair)



Have a seat.

JAY sits down as FRANCINE reclines on a sofa, grabbing a cigarette from a cluttered end table. The slate walls are bare, the brown carpet worn as the furniture. A single ceiling lamp casts a dim glow. JAY digs out a notepad and pen, doing his best detective impersonation. FRANCINE puffs her cigarette.



FRANCINE



Like I said, Detective. I haven’t got all night.


JAY (withdraws the photo of the Blondies)


Right. Do you happen to recall the girls


in this photo?

FRANCINE snatches the photo, sighs smoke. Her lip trembles as she stares at it. She sets her cigarette on an ashtray.



FRANCINE (voice quavering)



The Blondies.



What’s this have to do with the kidnappings?



JAY



I have a possible lead that the disappearance



of those girls fifteen years ago is related to



the recent events.

Do you recall anything about them?



FRANCINE



I don’t want to recall, Detective.

FRANCINE grabs the lighter and sets the photo on fire. She drops it on the floor and grounds it out with her sandal.



JAY



Hey, dammit!

JAY stands, but FRANCINE pushes him back down in the armchair.



FRANCINE (pointing at the smoldering photo)



Those whores made my life a living hell!



You know what I recall about them, Detective?



See these scars on my mouth?



That was the time Henna slashed me with a



razor blade. See my arm? That was the time Loren



locked me in a locker while she poked me with



X-acto knives through the vents. And how could I



forget the time Sylvia knocked me out with a



baseball bat and I woke up naked in a ditch?



Now, Detective, would you mind telling me why the



fuck you need to know my recollections so bad?



JAY



Well, do you know where they disappeared to?



FRANCINE


How the fuck would I know?


Let me dig out my crystal ball, Detective!

FRANCINE snatches her cigarette, takes a long drag, and sits on the sofa.



FRANCINE



All I know is that every time my folks told



their father, nothing happened.



Those girls were untouchable.



And believe me, I wasn’t their only victim.



I just remember how happy I was when they



disappeared off the face of the earth.



JAY (flipping the notepad)



Where were you the day they disappeared?


FRANCINE


You sound like those detectives on T.V.


Hell if I know. I could’ve been taking a shit.


You want to write that on your notepad?


JAY


Ms. Heller, they tortured you on a daily basis


and then they vanished.


That doesn’t sound coincidental, now does it?



FRANCINE



Get the fuck out of my house.



Get the fuck out of my house, Detective!



JAY



Okay, okay. I crossed the line, I’m sorry.



Can you just tell me –

FRANCINE seizes JAY’S jacket collar and yanks him off the armchair. She shoves him out of the living room.



JAY



Ms. Heller, listen to me.

FRANCINE



I stopped listening when you started



talking shit! Now get out!
FRANCINE pushes JAY outside and SLAMS the door. He shakes his head, knowing the journalist in him got the best of the detective ruse. The porch light shuts off.

JAY (muttering as he descends the steps)



Oh, fuck you.

When JAY reaches the sidewalk, a silver Buick LeSabre parks beside the curb. JAY pockets the notepad and walks with his head down, hoping it is not a cop.

DETECTIVE BARTER steps out and approaches JAY. He is middle-aged with gray hair and narrow penetrating eyes. He wears blue jeans and a brown Bomber jacket. He scratches his mustache and flashes his credentials. 



BARTER



Good evening. Detective Barter, Chicago P.D.



JAY



Evening, sir.


BARTER


And you are?

JAY (stammering for a lie)

Oh. I’m Fran’s next-door neighbor.



I live right there.



(points over his shoulder)



I keep telling myself to just give her a



pound of brown sugar every month.



She bakes more than Betty Crocker.



BARTER (eyes becoming slits)



Mr. Woolridge, right?



JAY



In the flesh.



BARTER



How’s business at the hardware store?


JAY


Can’t complain. You got the time, Detective?

BARTER withdraws his cellphone, lights the display.



BARTER



Quarter after ten. Hot date?



JAY



With Barney Miller in fifteen.



Hope you’ll excuse me.



BARTER



By all means.



What time is good for you tomorrow,



Mr. Woolridge? Say nine a.m.?



JAY



Nine it is, Detective.

JAY walks toward WOOLRIDGE’S house as BARTER approaches FRANCINE’S porch. Cut to WOOLRIDGE’S house. Two-story eyesore, single light glowing in the upstairs window. JAY heads up the stone walk.

Cut to FRANCINE’S house. BARTER has his finger on the doorbell. Cut back to JAY, seeing his chance, and ducks through a cluster of rose bushes near WOOLRIDGE’S front steps. FRANCINE is heard SHOUTING at BARTER as JAY sprints around the corner of the house.

18.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM
LOREN thrusts forward like a catapult on the couch. Her eyes snap open, comforter slides to the floor. Her jaw drops and unleashes an ear-splitting SCREAM.



COREN (mixing a screwdriver in the kitchen)



Oh fuck.

COREN rushes out of the kitchen. His arm clips the orange juice carton and it plunges off the counter, BUSTING on the linoleum. LOREN springs to her feet and spins as if she is playing ring-around-the-rosey. She SHRIEKS at the top of her lungs.

COREN

Hey! It’s okay, it’s okay!

LOREN’S mangled legs cause her to CRASH into the wall. A framed picture drops and SHATTERS on the floor. LOREN rebounds off the wall, trips over the coffee table, and lands on her back, wriggling like a millipede. COREN kneels, grabs her by the shoulders, and holds her tight against his chest.



COREN



Easy now. Calm down. It was just a nightmare.



Just a nightmare. I’m gonna bring you back



to the couch, okay?

He stands her up. Her eyes roll into her head and her jaw trembles. Her mouth glints. Blood trickles from her nose. 

A loud BANG resounds behind COREN. He looks over his shoulder. Another BANG. The front door shakes.





COREN



What the hell?

COREN clamps his hand on LOREN’S mouth and drags her down the hall. She sways like a pendulum in his arms while blood trickles off her chin. Her head CRACKS hard against the wall. COREN feels the hall for the slit and opens the inconspicuous pocket door.



COREN



I’m gonna let go of your mouth.



Please don’t scream anymore.

He releases LOREN’S mouth and sets her on the floor. She SCREAMS and BANGS the back of her head against the wall. COREN shuts the door, cutting off her SCREAMS, and dashes into the hall.

A BANG followed by a SLAM echoes throughout the house. COREN stares agape when he reaches the living room. The front door is unhinged and lays in the entryway. PRITCHARD is standing there with his Magnum. COREN backs into the walls, raising his hands.



COREN



Christ! What the hell is this?



PRITCHARD



I heard the fuckin’ screamin’, Raines!



Where the fuck are they?



COREN



Who?

PRITCHARD pistol whips COREN in the head. COREN falls to his knees, clutching his temples.




COREN



Ow, shit! What did I do?



PRITCHARD



(pressing the gun barrel to COREN’S head)



Where’s the fuckin’ triplets, bitch?


Where are they? I’ll blow out yer brains


if ya don’t come clean right the fuck now!


COREN


I didn’t kidnap anybody’s kids!

PRITCHARD swings his free fist down on COREN’S shoulder. COREN hits the floor face first. His jaw SLAMS hard and blood drips from his mouth.



PRITCHARD



Ya just earned a lie detector test, Raines!



I’ll turn this shithouse upside down ‘til



I find ‘em!

PRITCHARD tosses his Stetson on the couch. He slips out his handkerchief, dabs his glistening baldness.



PRITCHARD



Last chance, porn freak. Enlighten me.



COREN (spits out a tooth)



Fuck you.

With the reflexes of a gunslinger, PRITCHARD spins his pistol and holsters it. He crouches and gags COREN with the sweaty handkerchief. He knots it at the back of his head. COREN chokes and heaves as PRITCHARD handcuffs him. 

PRITCHARD



Ya wanna fuck with me, Raines?



I eat rotten pussies like you!



Ya hear me, ya stupid fuckin’ whore?

COREN squirms on his stomach. PRITCHARD crosses the living room.



PRITCHARD



Any babies under here?

PRITCHARD flips over the coffee table. The glass top SHATTERS.



PRITCHARD



How ‘bout behind here?

PRITCHARD tears the curtains off the bay window, SNAPPING the rod. He turns and heads to the kitchen.



PRITCHARD



What the fuck is this, Raines?



Either yer one clumsy son of a bitch



or there was a struggle in here.



I’m bettin’ the latter.

PRITCHARD withdraws a Ziploc. He pours out the rest of the orange juice and puts the carton in the freezer bag. He spots the tumbler and bottle of gin on the counter. He snatches the glass and drains it in one gulp.



PRITCHARD



Bet ya wish ya could’ve drank this, huh?



(slams the tumbler on the counter)



That’s some fuckin’ yuppie shit right there.



Ya always get hammered alone, Raines, or



just when yer stressed out from hidin’ babies?

PRITCHARD disappears around the corner. 



PRITCHARD



Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?

A CLINK and CLUNK of cans and bottles falling on the floor is heard from PRITCHARD digging in the trash. He rounds the corner holding the Ziploc before his face. Close on the barbed wire entangled beside the Minute Maid carton. PRITCHARD shoves the bag in COREN’S face.



PRITCHARD




Where the fuck are they, Raines?



Talk, goddamn it!



I’ve got ya red-handed!



COREN (closing his eyes, opening them)



(speaking through the gag)



Jesus. There’s no one here but me.



Do you hear any babies crying?

PRITCHARD stomps on COREN’S chest. COREN cries out.



PRITCHARD



Shut the fuck up!



Ya think I never met a liar before?


Twenty-five years I’ve ran this town.


Yer the first piece of shit to waltz


in here like yer incognito and we’re immune


to yer stink.


Who the fuck do ya think ya are?


(shakes the Ziploc in COREN’S face)


Ya got nothin’ to say?


I guarantee Homicide will when this shit


comes back from the lab.

PRITCHARD withdraws a crumpled piece of paper, balls it up, and drops it on COREN’S chest.



PRITCHARD



Almost forgot. Here’s yer search warrant.

PRITCHARD disappears down the hall, tapping his skull as if trying to rattle out a motive. He heads to the bedroom.

Furniture is heard THUDDING and a lamp SMASHES. Box spring SHRIEKS and SLAMS on the floor. More RATTLES and BANGS. PRITCHARD returns and crouches down to COREN’S level.



PRITCHARD



So yer a clever son of a bitch, huh?



An Internet nerd like you probably schemed



some fuckin’ secret hideout fer yer victims.



Ain’t that right?



(sneers, points at the Ziploc)



Exhibit “B” and “C” got ya nailed, Raines.



I’m on ya like a five-cent hooker.

PRITCHARD seizes COREN by the shoulders and yanks him onto his stomach. He unlocks the handcuffs and removes them. He stands and grabs his Stetson, concealing his skullcap. He turns and draws his flesh pistol. His knuckle CRACKS as his thumb hammer comes down. He winks, chuckles, and then withdraws a new shiny badge. He tramples the front door, leaving the house.

19.

EXT. EAST WALNUT STREET – FLASHBACK
FRANCINE spots the Blondies huddled by the barbed wire fence that encircles HANK ADLER’S farm. The breeze carries their giggles. FRANCINE bites her lip and clutches her backpack as she approaches them.

The Blondies disperse. HENNA blocks the sidewalk, SLAPPING a nightstick in her hand. SYLVIA serves as a roadblock while POPPING her bubble gum with a Swiss army knife. LOREN circles FRANCINE as she smokes a cigarette. FRANCINE glances around for a means of escape.



HENNA (pointing the nightstick)



You know the drill, Smeller.



Empty your pockets.



FRANCINE (quavering)



You took everything I had yesterday.



HENNA

 

That was for lunch.



Now I need to get my fuckin’ nails done.

LOREN and SYLVIA chuckle as they close in. SYLVIA spits out her gum, flips out three different blades. LOREN flicks her cigarette butt, bouncing it off FRANCINE’S shoulder in a shower of sparks.



FRANCINE (lowers her backpack)



Leave me alone!

HENNA (waving the nightstick)

Soon as ya gimme what I want, bitch.



FRANCINE



You’re not getting anything from me!

FRANCINE spins and swings her backpack. It hits LOREN in the head, knocking off her cap. SYLVIA lunges with the knife. FRANCINE swings around and blocks the jab with the backpack. She then retaliates with a leg sweep, dropping SYLVIA on her back. Camera blurs and we see a passer-by in the periphery.



FRANCINE (whips her backpack again)



Mister Elbridge! Help!



HENNA (shaking her nightstick at the man)



Get the fuck outta here, Elbitch!

ELBRIDGE hurries off. HENNA raises the nightstick and charges. FRANCINE swings her backpack. HENNA blocks the blow and cracks FRANCINE with the nightstick. FRANCINE drops the backpack, clutching her forehead as tears spill. LOREN shoves FRANCINE to the pavement and laughs.



HENNA (snatches up the backpack)



If I can’t have this, Smeller,



then neither can you.

HENNA heaves the backpack, grinning as it lands in the field beyond the barbed wire fence.



FRANCINE



You ugly pig! I hate you!



HENNA (chuckles)



C’mon, girls.



We don’t wanna be late for class.



SYLVIA (as she walks away with sisters)



(twirling a split end around her knife)



Next time, Smeller, I’m gonna slice you open.



Nobody knocks me on my ass and



gets away with it.

FRANCINE is left CRYING in the middle of the street. She shakes her head, SNIFFLES. She looks to the fence. Cut to the backpack, straps fluttering in the field.

20.

EXT. FRANCINE’S HOUSE – DOORSTEP



FRANCINE



I don’t want any fucking bibles, Mister!



Now scoot your ass back to the mission!



BARTER



Ms. Heller, I’m not a salesman,



I’m Detective Barter. We spoke on the phone.

FRANCINE’S face flushes like a skin scrape. Her lip curls and her cigarette butt falls to the porch. She stomps on the sparks as if they are cockroaches.



FRANCINE



What the fuck did you say?

BARTER (thrusts his credentials in her face)



I’m Detective Barter, Chicago Homicide.



FRANCINE



I’ll be goddamned.



Who the hell was in my house then?



BARTER



Sorry?



FRANCINE


Some son of a bitch just interrogated me a


few minutes ago.



BARTER (conceals his ID, flips out a memo pad)



Did he claim to be me?


FRANCINE


Well, no, not exactly. I assumed it was you.


Who else would be knocking on my door at


this hour?

BARTER


What did he look like?

 

FRANCINE



He was a red-headed bastard, looked like a



grown up Opie. Wore a dirty leather jacket



and jeans.



BARTER (stroking his mustache)



That sounds like Mister Woolridge.



FRANCINE (eyes widen and brows raise)



Woolridge? That old coot’s bedridden.



Hasn’t left his house in weeks.



And he’s bald as an eagle.



BARTER



No kidding. If you don’t mind, Ms. Heller,



I do have some questions for you.



I’ll keep them brief.


FRANCINE


I’ve had enough questions tonight.

The door SLAMS in BARTER’S face. Close on his notepad scribble: FOLLOW UP.

21.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM
COREN squirms and sits up against the wall. He stares out the front door frame. Sound of CRUNCHING gravel rides the evening breeze.



COREN



Christ.

He GROANS as he stands, dragging his spine along the wall. He staggers through the living room to the kitchen and steps over the orange pool on the linoleum. He grabs the bottle of vodka, uncaps it, and takes a swig. He closes his eyes and takes two more gulps.

The telephone RINGS. COREN jumps, then winces, clutching his ribs. He picks up the receiver on the kitchen wall and waits for the caller to speak, suspicious that it might be PRITCHARD.



DEB (COREN’S ex wife)



Hello? Coren?



COREN (sighs, sits at the table)



Deb. Can I call you back? I have –



DEB



No, you’re not calling me back!



You don’t call back when you drop that line!



Where’s my box of photos?



COREN



Huh? You woke me up for this?



DEB



I’m coming over to get them tomorrow, Coren.



COREN



Wait a fucking second!



I’ll bring you the damn box!



What time do you want me to stop by?



DEB



You’re not stopping by.



Roger will kick your ass.



COREN



Well you can’t come over here!



I haven’t even unpacked yet!



DEB



See you at seven, Coren.



COREN



I told you I haven’t –

The line CLICKS. COREN rips out the telephone cord and throws the receiver.



COREN



Fuck!

22.

EXT. HANK ADLER’S FARM

JAY topples over the top of a privacy fence. He lands on his feet and looks around. Pan on HANK’S property. An open field rustles in the breeze. In the distance, there is a barn with a silo and a dark three-story house. Barbed wire encircles the property. JAY has landed within the perimeter.

He sprints to the side of the barn. It is a weathered structure with clouded windows and a storm-tossed roof that shelters half of the interior. He walks along the wall, peers around the corner. Close on the dark Victorian house a hundred yards from the barn. A porch swing CREAKS like rotted floorboards.

There is a sudden movement near the front steps. A pit bull emerges from the shadows. It GROWLS, its teeth glinting like meat cleavers. It spots JAY and charges, BARKING. JAY runs for the barn doors.

A light illuminates the third story of the house. JAY throws open the door. The pit bull YELPS as it reaches the end of its chain and is yanked back like a yo-yo. JAY slips inside the barn and shuts the door. He ducks into a stall and crouches behind a hay bale.



HANK ADLER (outside the barn)



Shut your stink hole, Collie!



What’s all this ruckus about, huh?



I swear I’ll lock you in that silo!

JAY holds his breath and the pit bull begins BARKING again. A CLACK is heard.



HANK



Shut your stink hole!



What? What the hell is so threatening in there?



Huh? Do we got us a trespasser?



Well, let’s just see if we got us a trespasser.

The pit bull GROWLS. JAY peeks around the hay bale. Close on the doors CREAKING open and a shotgun barrel poking inside. HANK enters. He is a stocky man in green long johns and cowboy boots. He passes JAY’S stall, his finger twitching on the trigger.



HANK



If somebody’s hiding in here,



I’ll blow off your goddamn stink hole!



I don’t harbor no babynappers!



You hear me?

JAY’S legs tremble beneath his weight. His ankle CRACKS along with the CRUNCH of straw. HANK’S footsteps falter.

A shotgun BLAST rings out. Glass SHATTERS. A second BANG. Another window EXPLODES. JAY rocks back against the wall, huddling.



HANK



You hear that, Collie?



That’s the sound of an exploding stink hole!



It’s gonna be even worse if I shoot me a



babynapper!

The shotgun FIRES again. Glass rains down on JAY as he ducks. Another BLAST. More glass SHATTERS.



HANK



Well, Collie, you think I scared him off?



If there’s anybody out here still,



they best get the hell off my land!

The barn door SLAMS and CLICKS, locked tight. The pit bull continues BARKING.



HANK



Shut your stink hole!

The dog YELPS, stops barking. JAY shakes the glass out of his hair, stands, and furrows his brow. Pan on barn interior, which resembles a medieval torture chamber.

23.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – ENTRYWAY
COREN awakes, slumped before the open doorway. A rolled up Tribune lays on his lap, the paperboy delivering a perfect shot. He glances at the wall clock. 6:30AM. Recalling DEB’S phone call, he grabs the newspaper and jumps up.

Pan on living room and kitchen as COREN passes through. Bucket and mop are in the kitchen, floor has been mopped up. Living room coffee table and glass has been cleaned as well. COREN spent the night housekeeping.

He SLAPS the Tribune on the kitchen counter beside the bottle of gin. The bold headline snags him like a meat hook: SHOTS FIRED AT FOUR IN ONWARD. He shakes his head, tosses the paper into the trash. He opens the refrigerator, grabs an orange, and heads for the hallway.

He opens the panic room door. LOREN sits against the wall, slack and catatonic.



COREN (crouches)



Hey. Are you hungry?



Do you want something to eat?



I have an orange. It’s still good.

COREN offers the fruit. LOREN’S eyes roll into her head. She seizes her hair and tugs at it. Her eyes shut, then spring open.



COREN



Oh, Christ!

COREN falls back, frozen. LOREN’S eyeballs are replaced with writhing balls of bloody maggots. Some slide down her cheeks like tears and wriggle into her mouth. She BANGS her head on the steel wall, then lurches and gnashes her teeth into the orange.



COREN



Hey! Okay now! Let me peel it first!

LOREN wrenches the fruit from COREN’S hands and head-butts the floor, bouncing back like a Bop Bag. She SLAMS against the wall and her jaw dislocates with a CRACK. The orange rolls into her mouth. COREN winces as he watches the fruit bulge in her gullet like a goiter. LOREN forces it down like a passed kidney stone.



COREN



No! Christ, are you cra –

LOREN screams. COREN panics, hops to his feet, and SLAMS the door. LOREN sinks her teeth into his leg. COREN cries out and tries to shake her loose, but her mouth is like a bear trap. COREN gouges her eyes. Maggots pour forth from her sockets like sifted red rice and her head flings back. She SHRIEKS and GASPS, then SHRIEKS again.

COREN backpedals, collides with a tower of boxes. Cut to floor shot of LOREN as she inches toward him with her twisted legs in tow, SCREAMING. COREN glances around the room. He grabs a box and raises it over his head. LOREN stops two yards away and starts choking. Her SCREAMS are lost in a GURGLE as she closes her eyes.



COREN



Stay right there. I don’t want to hurt you.

COREN’S arms tremble, yearning to drop the box. LOREN’S torso convulses and a round bulge rises in her throat. It glows through her chalk-white flesh like a jack-o’-lantern. She lurches and GAGS. COREN stumbles back, losing his balance. He CRASHES through the tower and his box flies back into the wall.

LOREN gags again and regurgitates the bulge. The fruit drops on the floor, exuding a mixture of bile and orange juice. It blazes as the rind cracks and sheds like a snakeskin. Its blood red flesh pulses.

LOREN opens her eyes and SHRIEKS. Close on the orange as its flesh opens like a flower, revealing the pit. A bloodstained badge simmers in a rippling red-gold pool, then melts into the floor. LOREN collapses face first and passes out.



COREN



What in the fucking shit?

COREN breaks his wide-eyed stare, glances out the window as movement catches his eye. Cut to a glimpse of a brown station wagon parked in the driveway. COREN’S brows knit, then rise.



COREN



Deb! Fuck!

24.

EXT. HANK’S FARM – FLASHBACK
FRANCINE drapes her sweater over the fence. She raises her leg and steps on it. The wire sags about a foot as the barbs pierce the fabric. Cut to the backpack fluttering in the field.

She climbs over the fence and the barbs graze her left leg. She lands in the field face-first, grins. She stands and winces as blood trickles down her leg. She grabs her backpack and slings it over her shoulder. Cut to FRANCINE gazing at HANK’S house in the distance. Cut back to her bloody leg.

She hurries through the field toward the house, intending to wash her leg off before going to school. She reaches the side of the barn. She catches her breath as she peers around the corner.

Cut to the house. The coast is clear. To the right of the porch steps, near some bushes, is a spigot. FRANCINE’S eyes brighten. She glances to the front door, then to the upper stories. She dashes across the yard, kicking up dirt. She brushes past the bushes and crouches by the spigot.



HANK



What the hell do you think you’re doing, missy?

FRANCINE whirls. She stares down a shotgun barrel sticking through the bushes. HANK steps from his camouflage, his green long johns concealing him like a chameleon. He motions for her to back away from the house.



HANK



Looks like I got me a trespasser. Might need a



guard dog to keep all you girls off my property.



FRANCINE (quavering)



Mister Adler, please.



I just wanted to wash my leg.



HANK



So you thought you could steal my water?



This ain’t a goddamn fountain.



And that looks like a barb cut.



Is that how you got on my property?



FRANCINE (nods as tears trickle)



The Blondies threw my backpack over your fence.



I didn’t want to be late to school, so I –



HANK (lowers his shotgun)



Those three stink holes did this to you?



Wash your damn leg off. Hurry up!

FRANCINE runs the spigot, winces as the water hits the wound.



HANK



Those Blondies bully you like this all the time?



(FRANCINE nods, shuts off the spigot)



Use this.



Don’t worry, I ain’t blown my nose in it.

HANK tosses FRANCINE a handkerchief. She wipes the blood off her leg and shoe.



FRANCINE



Thank you, sir. Listen, I’ve got to run



or I’m gonna be late for class.



Sorry for trespassing.



HANK (sets his shotgun down)



Forget about it. Between you and me,



life would be a peach if those bitches



took a permanent vacation.

25.

INT. HANK’S BARN
Pan on the barn’s interior. Medieval torture devices dangle from the rafters and occupy the stalls. Dark lanterns are nailed to the posts and the walls are tarred. One window in each direction is shot out and the wind whips through, tossing glass and straw.

JAY reaches into his jacket and withdraws his pad and pen. He jots down the details of the barn, shakes his head. He then walks around, perusing the sick collection. A dusty rack sits in a stall, its leather straps bloodstained. Another stall houses a Judas Cradle, while others have crude contraptions of head vises and iron boiling pots. In the center of the barn is a rusted hanging cage, commonly known as “the coffin.”

JAY plops down on a hay bale, clutching his temples, nauseous. He stands and walks to the doors. He nudges them and discovers that they are locked.



JAY



Dammit.

He turns. Cut to the stall he had been hiding in. The window is shot out, shards clinging to the frame like icicles. He pushes the hay bale beneath the sill, knocks out the remaining glass with his elbow. He pulls his jacket sleeves over his hands, grabs the frame, and lunges through. He lands outside hard on his back. He dashes into the field with the sound of BARKING in the distance.

26.

EXT. SANGRALEA STREET – NEXT MORNING
The Crown Victoria’s brakes SQUEAK like a trapped mouse as it stops beside BARTER’S damaged LeSabre. BARTER is crouching near the passenger’s side door with his gun drawn. PRITCHARD steps out, secures his Stetson, and cups his hands as he lights a cigarette. BARTER rises and lowers his pistol.



BARTER



What took you so long?



PRITCHARD



Shit, I don’t know, Detective.



Maybe the fact that shots were fired at



three other locations.



BARTER



Where else?



PRITCHARD



All over town.



The Trammell’s, the high school,



fuckin’ Main Street.



Glad I ain’t on a hit list.



BARTER



But others seem to be. Any injuries?

PRITCHARD



None. Four shots in four different directions.



Judgin’ by the damage I’ve seen,



includin’ yer windshield, somebody’s shotgunnin’.



BARTER (rounds the LeSabre, holsters his gun)



There’s a motive, Sheriff.



The Trammell’s, the school, me.



It’s all related to children



and my investigation.



PRITCHARD (exhales smoke into BARTER’S face)



Yer fuckin’ self-absorbed.



Hank Adler’s the only one in town with a



twelve-gauge.



I’m bettin’ he got trigger-happy on a trespasser.

 

BARTER



So he shoots up town on a regular basis?



PRITCHARD



Shut the fuck up! I got a hunch, ya hear me?



So while yer doin’ fuckin’ forensics on yer



windshield, I’m gonna find out who Adler



was shootin’ at.



Tomorrow’s another day, Detective.



BARTER



I think you ought to pay your man a



visit now, Sheriff.



PRITCHARD



Nobody’s duckin’ out. That’s why there’s a



fuckin’ posse, Holmes.



BARTER



If no one’s left town, then how many people



have you questioned?



I got here last night and had a word with



Ms. Heller and Mr. Woolridge, along with



a few others.

PRITCHARD




(stubs his cigarette on the LeSabre’s hood)


I got my suspects, and Adler ain’t one of ‘em.


And why would I waste my time interrogatin’


the half-dead? Heller’s a fuckin’ hermit and


Woolridge is bedridden.


Now I’d appreciate it, Detective,


if ya stayed the fuck out of my path.


BARTER


Just so we’re clear,


Homicide runs this investigation.


I’m the new sheriff in town.

PRITCHARD opens the driver’s side door of the Crown Victoria and then waves his flesh pistol. He makes a fist, CRACKS his knuckles. He CHUCKLES as he climbs behind the wheel and rolls down the window.


PRITCHARD

Fuck you, Detective! Fuck you!

PRITCHARD whips a U-turn and speeds off down Sangralea. Barter shakes his head.

Camera raises and closes on third-story attic window of FRANCINE’S house. She stands behind the glass, watching PRITCHARD and BARTER part ways. She lights a cigarette. Cut to lens focused through the flame on Onward, as if the whole town is afire.

27.

COREN’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM
COREN slams the panic room door and hurries down the hall. He reaches the living room and spots DEB on the front steps, leaning into the foyer. She sees COREN in the shadows and straightens. She brushes her brunette bangs out of her eyes, wrinkles her broad forehead. Her pink blouse flutters as she grabs the doorframe and steps across the threshold in her high heels. 

DEB (shakes her head)

What the hell happened here?

You know what, I don’t want to know.

I just want my pictures.



COREN (runs his hand through his hair)



Fine. Hold on. I’ll go get it.



DEB



So, did the Mafia make a house call last night?

COREN heads down the hall, opens the panic room door. He runs inside, finds the box, and grabs it. He rushes out the door without a glance at LOREN and collides with DEB in the hall. DEB flies off her feet and hits the floor.



COREN



Christ, Deb! I told you to hold on!

COREN shuts the door and drops the box. He offers DEB a hand and she slaps it.



DEB



Why? Are you hiding something from me?



COREN



I’m not you, Deb. I don’t hide men in the pantry



when my spouse comes home early from work.

DEB stands and winces, rubbing her tailbone. She crouches and picks up the box.



DEB



Screw you, Coren!



COREN



I don’t get a thank-you?



DEB



Screw you, Coren.

DEB storms down the hall. COREN tails her and watches her leave the house. He approaches the front door, raises it, and leans it against the frame. He turns and scans the living room. Close on the couch. He pushes it over and upends it, barricading the doorway.

He clutches his ribs and GROANS. He heads to the kitchen and grabs the bottle of Advil from the cupboard. He chases two pills with a tumbler of gin as he walks to the deck window. Cut to the backyard. Rolling storm clouds swallow the rising sun.

He opens the door, steps onto the deck. Drizzle spatters his face and the wind stirs his hair. He drains the gin, sets the tumbler on the railing, and walks into the backyard. Camera pans. The elm tree sways and CREAKS, its branches raking the ground. The chunk of corrugated metal CLUNKS against the fence in the distance. The well’s roof BANGS on its posts, flapping as if about to take flight.

COREN approaches the well. He stares at the inner wall. Its clean, unbroken, no sign of bloodstains or maggots. The darkness below still seems bottomless. 

A CAW startles him. He looks over his shoulder. Cut to the house, where a crow is perched on the eave. A train whistle BLARES in the distance, deterring his thoughts.

He looks to the shivering scrap metal against the fence. It bothers him, more so because it’s the size of a van’s sliding door. He ducks beneath the elm and heads for it.

He inspects it. The warped edges are sharp and reddish-orange. A streak of rust spans it from corner to corner. He reaches around it and shoves it forward. It SLAMS on the ground and GONGS.



COREN



What the fuck?

He crouches and gapes. Four small fingers riddled with black ants protrude from the grass. COREN drops to his knees as the rain comes down.

28.

INT. TEXACO GAS STATION – PANTRY
JAY awakes in the pantry. He sits up and CRACKS his neck, brow furrowed.



HANK



What the hell? We got the tooth fairy in the



building?

JAY stands and eases the pantry door shut. It CLICKS. He hurriedly climbs the ladder and pops the hatch. Drizzle pelts his face. He wriggles onto the roof as the door CREAKS below.



HANK



No, this ain’t the tooth fairy.

I got me a trespasser.



First you wanna sneak in my barn, now my



gas station!



Come down here, you goddamn stink hole!

JAY dashes across the roof and descends the side ladder. He stumbles off the last two steps and sprints into the pine grove behind the station. Cut to HANK rounding the corner with his shotgun.

29.

INT. TEXACO GAS STATION
HANK conceals his shotgun beneath the register counter as the Crown Victoria parks before the storefront. PRITCHARD steps out, yanks up his belt buckle, and slaps on his Stetson. HANK busies himself by counting the register.



PRITCHARD (tips hat as he enters)



Hank. How’s the fort holdin’ up?



HANK (shuts the register drawer)



Mornin’, Paul. Carton of Reds?


PRITCHARD



Please. And a few questions, if ya don’t mind.



HANK



Shoot. It’s not like there’s a line of customers,



thanks to that checkpoint of yours.

HANK turns his back and unlocks the glass case of cigarette cartons.



PRITCHARD



Were ya bustin’ shots last night with that



bazooka ya keep under the counter?



HANK (removes a carton, locks the case)



I had me a trespasser, Paul.



Some stink hole was snooping around my barn.



Then I come here this morning and



chased him out of my store.



PRITCHARD



Who was it?



HANK



Hell if I know. I barely glimpsed him.



PRITCHARD



Then how the hell do ya know if someone



was trespassin’?



HANK



Collie sniffed him out last night.



And the bastard trashed my pantry.



PRITCHARD



Hank, I ain’t ‘bout to interrogate yer mutt.



Now who the fuck were ya shootin’ at last night?



HANK (SLAPS the carton on the counter)



I told you, I don’t know.



If I knew I’d tell you.



PRITCHARD

(unbuttons his holster, sets the Magnum on

the carton)



I can nail ya on four counts of attempted murder.



Guess who ya almost killed?



The poor Trammells, Janitor fuckin’ Jeter,



Rat-faced Ratner, and Detective Barter of



shit hole Chicago Homicide.



I’m gonna search this store and yer fuckin’ farm



fer the triplets if ya don’t drop a name.



HANK (stares at the Magnum, lip trembling)



I thought I heard some stink hole breached



the county line and was roaming around town.



PRITCHARD



I ran Redbeard outta town.



But if he happened to return,



where’d ya chase him off to?



HANK



I’m guessing he turned heel into the woods.

PRITCHARD



The train tracks. I’ll give ‘em a look-see.



Maybe run some drifters the fuck outta



those boxcars while I’m at it.



HANK (nods, fingers his suspenders)



That’ll be a flat twenty.



PRITCHARD



On sale?



HANK



Today. I’ve got my nice hat on.



PRITCHARD



You only got one hat, Hank, and it’s bein’ nice



cause I got a mean streak in me.

PRITCHARD grabs the Magnum and holsters it. He fishes out twenty dollars, drops it on the counter, and then snatches up his carton.



PRITCHARD



Don’t get trigger-happy on me again, Hank,



or I’ll have ya in the hot seat.

PRITCHARD exits the Texaco as the slate sky flashes and the thunder BOOMS.

30.

EXT. HANK’S PROPERTY – BARTER’S LESABRE
Close on address book and list of residents. A pen crosses out the names of Vance and Theresa Trammell, Ray Ratner, and Harold Jeter. The last name is left untouched: Hank Adler. Cut to BARTER. Drizzle splatters the windshield. He sighs, stuffs the book in his jacket, and steps out of the LeSabre. He is parked alongside the barbed wire fence.

He double-checks his firearm, ejects the clips, and reloads it. He then follows the gravel drive. Cut to the house as he approaches. Its dark and the curtains are drawn. He ascends the porch and rings the doorbell. He waits briefly, then raps on the door. No one answers.

He turns and looks across the way. Cut to the barn. It CREAKS in the gust as loud as the porch floorboards. The knotted walls sway with the field. The left shattered window catches BARTER’S eye.

He steps off the porch and approaches the barn window. He peers through the gunshot hole. His face pales upon seeing the medieval collection within.

31.

EXT. COREN’S BACKYARD
Close on fingers wiggling beneath scrap metal.



COREN



Jesus fucking Christ!

Coren stumbles, falls on his ass. The fingers claw at the brown grass and peel it back like a severed scalp. Black ants scuttle off the gray flesh. Earthworms surface and squirm between the fingers.

Coren turns and scrambles across the yard. He pauses at the deck and catches his breath, shaking his head.



COREN



What the fuck?

He rubs his temples with his knuckles, squeezes his eyes shut. Rain splashes his face. He looks back to the patio door, then to the fence. The fingers claw frantically beneath the metal. Thunder BOOMS. The rain pours.



COREN



Fuck!

He crouches and reaches between the steps. He grabs a shovel and dashes across the backyard. Cut to the rotted hands, fingers bent backwards, searching for more grass to upheave. The nails snap off one by one like Press Ons.

COREN raises the shovel and jabs it into the dirt between the hands. He plunges the blade deeper. The hands extend and stiffen. A look of horror crosses COREN’S face, as he thinks he has accidentally stabbed the buried person.

The downpour is unrelenting. COREN drops to his knees and claws at the puddled dirt, hurling mud over his shoulder. He uncovers scarred wrists and arms, bloodstained flesh dangling like torn papier-mache up to the elbows. He reveals a gored bicep. Cut to his fingernails raking against flesh. He pales and pulls his wrists out of the dirt. Worms slip through his palms and dangle from his fingers. 

Cut to the hands jolting and seizing COREN’S wrists. He cries out as he’s yanked toward the hole he has dug, filled with a small puddle. He struggles to recoil.



COREN



Fuck!

COREN is jerked to the ground, flat on his stomach, his face inches from the puddle. He SHRIEKS. Cut to a close-up of a teenaged girl’s rawboned face with hollow eye sockets emerging from the rainwater. This is SYLVIA. A worm slithers from her left nostril as her lantern jaw opens. Her head shakes back and forth in spasms.



SYLVIA (raspy voice)



No! No!

She pulls COREN’S arms into the dirt. The mud SQUELCHES to his elbows. His face is close enough to hers for a kiss.



SYLVIA



No!



COREN



No, goddamn it!

COREN rolls to the right and breaks from SYLVIA’S grip. He scrambles back from the hole and collapses near the fence. He pulls himself up by the wobbly posts, stands, and stares at the hole. He approaches it. Cut to SYLVIA’S hands lashing out at the surrounding mud, face submerges and bubbles break the surface.



COREN



Shit!

COREN drops to his knees again and seizes SYLVIA’S wrists. Cut to the ground shifting. The hole caves in and triples in diameter. Mud and rainwater disappear in the darkness below. Cut to COREN clutching SYLVIA as she dangles below. 



SYLVIA



No! No!

COREN’S eyes widen. Close on SYLVIA. He legs are stumps, severed at the knees. Her straggly dishwater hair is matted with blood dried on her tank top.

Cut to bird’s eye view of the hole. A well with faded brick walls has been revealed. Close on COREN yanking back and pulling SYLVIA to the surface. He falls onto his back, basking in the downpour. Cut to SYLVIA. She wriggles and kicks her stumps. Her jaw opens and shuts like a fish out of water.



SYLVIA



No!

SYLVIA becomes still. Her head and limbs drop to the crabgrass.

32.

EXT. BURL NELSON’S BACKYARD - FLASHBACK
Cuckoo clock on the mantle is about to strike 4:00pm. Cut to BURL crossing to the enclosed patio and scanning the backyard. Cut to the sanguinellis swaying in the breeze. Barbed wire is strung through the grass, stretched in parallel lines across the orchard like a boot camp obstacle. Cut to BURL grinning as he sits on the wicker chair that faces the yard.

The cuckoo clock CHIRPS 4:00pm. BURL’S bony knee bounces in anticipation. He tugs his white beard, shifts in his seat and adjusts his glasses.

Cut to the backyard privacy fence. A glint at the top of the lattice. SYLVIA peers over with her Swiss army knife in hand. She looks down, then left and right. She then climbs into the backyard. Moments later, LOREN and HENNA follow suit.

SYLVIA swipes her knife at a nearby branch, catches an orange, and then tosses it to HENNA. Cut to BURL standing and approaching the porch screen.



HENNA (cocking back her arm)



I got some fuckin’ orange juice fer ya,



old man!

HENNA hurls the baseball-sized fruit. It SLAMS against the patio screen, splattering blood red juice. Cut to BURL stumbling back and toppling the wicker chair.



BURL



Fucking cunt! You fucking cunt!

Cut to Blondies LAUGHING and each picks an orange off a tree. SYLVIA halves hers with the knife. LOREN and HENNA peel theirs.



HENNA (nodding toward the orchard)



Know what we oughta do?



Grab that old shit’s shovel and dig up a



couple trees. That’d serve him right.



SYLVIA (stabbing her orange)



Too bad he doesn’t have an axe.



HENNA



He ain’t that stupid, Syl, but fuckin’



stupid enough to leave a shovel layin’ around.



Go grab it, Lor.



LOREN



Hell yeah.

LOREN takes a bite of her orange, then whips it at BURL’S house. It hits the roof with a SPLAT.



LOREN



Bull’s eye, bitch!

LOREN dashes into the orchard. Moments later, she CRIES out and falls between the trees.



LOREN



Fuck!



HENNA



Aw, shit, Lor.



Did ya sprain yer fuckin’ ankle again?



LOREN (moaning)



Stay there.



That old fuck strung barbed wire



through the grass. Fuck me, that hurts!



BURL



Take that, you dirty cunt!

Cut to BURL shaking his fist at the back door. Cut to HENNA. Her eyes narrow and her lip curls.



HENNA



I’ll kill ya, ya crippled fuck!

LOREN stumbles from the orchard. Her ankles are bleeding as if she slit them and her chin is lined with puncture wounds. HENNA rips off an orange and throws it.



HENNA



You son of a bitch!

BURL ducks as it SMASHES the back door window. He opens the door and glass rains down. He reaches into the garage, grabs his twelve-foot tree pruner.



BURL



You little slut! Come over here and do that!



I’ll snip off your fat fingers!

SYLVIA grabs an orange and jabs her knife through it. She whirls and pitches it like a baseball.



SYLVIA



Eat this!

The orange spins and glints over the treeline. BURL attempts to dodge it, but reacts too slow. The protruding blade stabs him in the shoulder. He HOLLERS, backing into the side of the house. He drops the pruner and yanks out the orange.

BURL



You fucking cow! You fat fucking cow!

BURL’S head snaps and his face SLAMS into the siding. He collapses to the grass as he touches his throbbing jaw. Cut to the dented orange rolling at his feet.



HENNA (grabs the pruner, sisters flanking)



So yer gonna snip off my fat fingers, huh?



How ya gonna do that? I got yer fuckin’ pruner.



BURL (pushes himself up)



Fuck you.

LOREN fires an orange missile and splits BURL’S right cheek. His glasses dangle as he crumples against the house. Cut to HENNA. She opens and shuts the blades of the pruner as she inches it toward BURL’S face. SYLVIA hums the JAWS theme song.



HENNA



What do ya feel like losin’, old man?



A finger? A tooth?



How ‘bout a fuckin’ eye?



BURL (glares, glassy-eyed)



How about you get the fuck off my property!



What would your father say about this?

The pruner SNAPS shut on BURL’S glasses, halving them. HENNA shakes the pruner.



HENNA



My father wouldn’t say shit.



And neither will you!

LOREN hurls an orange and busts open BURL’S right eye. He cries out as red juice and blood stream down his face. SYLVIA yanks up his beard while HENNA snips the tip of his chin with the pruner. BURL yells.

33.

EXT. BOXCAR ALLEY – TRAIN TRACKS
JAY emerges from the pine grove. Pan on clearing. Weedy train tracks stretch in both directions. To the east, ten to fifteen rusted boxcars, glazed in graffiti, line the rails. Some are overturned with unhinged doors, while others are upright and askew, as if a train derailed.

JAY heads toward the boxcars. Lightning flashes and thunder CRACKS. Moments later, a downpour. He ducks inside a bright red boxcar with ghostly white letters that read: SOO LINE. He stares out the dripping doorway.

A RUMBLE catches JAY’S attention. He pokes his head out the door. A pair of headlights approach along the tracks. As the car nears, we see it’s the Crown Victoria.



JAY



Shit.

JAY ducks back inside. A siren CHIRPS. A floodlight beams. JAY holds his breath as the engine shuts off. Knowing PRITCHARD will not be happy to see him, JAY bolts for the doors.

PRITCHARD spins around the corner with his Magnum drawn. JAY tries to stop, but slips on the wet floor and lands on his ass. PRITCHARD enters the boxcar, a waterfall cascading off his Stetson.


PRITCHARD (pistol aimed at JAY’S chest)



Don’t make a fuckin’ move, ya sneaky bitch!

34.

EXT. HANK ADLER’S BARN
BARTER steps back from the broken window in the downpour. He hurries beneath the overhang at the double doors. He inspects the combination lock, close on it. All of the numbers except the “6” are scratched out. For amusement purposes, he turns the dial to “6” three times, yanks the lock, and it opens. He shakes his head, pockets the lock.

He opens the doors and enters the barn, making his rounds with his cellphone, SNAPPING photos of the torture devices.

35.

COREN’S BACKYARD
COREN sits up in the downpour. SYLVIA, unconscious and bloodied, twitches beside him. COREN places his hands beneath her armpits.



COREN



I’m gonna pick you up now. Okay? Here we go.



Let’s get you in the house.

COREN heaves SYLVIA over his shoulder and dashes across the backyard. Her meaty stumps SLAP against his soaked T-shirt as he grits his teeth. He STOMPS up the deck steps and nudges the sliding door open with his elbow. He kicks the door closed and rushes across the kitchen. He slips on the linoleum and falls flat on his face. He watches agape as SYLVIA rolls out of his arms and into the living room.



COREN



Oh fuck.

COREN scrambles to his feet and runs to SYLVIA’S side, her limbs spasm all the while. He picks her up and holds her out at arm’s length like a leaky diaper.



COREN



Screw it!

COREN rushes into the hall, cradling SYLIVA with one arm. He opens the panic room door and enters. SYLVIA’S jaw drops and she SCREAMS. COREN clamps his hand on her mouth. She wriggles through his arm and PLOPS on the floor. She lunges at him, attempting to squeeze past his legs. COREN blocks her path. SYLVIA lunges and SCREAMS, lunges and SCREAMS. She is halfway out the room, preventing COREN from shutting the door.



COREN



Goddamn it! Get in there!

COREN steps aside and seizes SYLVIA’S stumps. He then swings her into the room. She slides across the floor, her limbs splaying as she SHRIEKS and collides with the far wall. LOREN belts out a glass-breaking SCREAM when she spots her sister. 

COREN slams the door and slouches against the wall, sighing.

36.

EXT. BOXCAR ALLEY


PRITCHARD



Spill yer guts, Redbeard!

JAY (stands up against the wall)

I never left town, okay?



PRITCHARD (pockets his sunglasses)



(waves Magnum at his eyes)



Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?



Ya see these?

They’re in the back of my head.

They follow yer ass like a crack whore.

I know what yer doin’ here, boy.

Yer tryin’ to expose me in one of yer tabloids. Tryin’ to make me look like a chump cop that stuffs his yap with bear claws and quarter coffee. Well, didn’t ya finger the wrong pussy!



JAY


No, that’s not it at all.

I just…I just wanted to -

Thunder BLASTS like a bomb and the boxcar REVERBERATES. When it fades, SHOUTING is heard in the distance.



VOICES

 

Let’s make one last sweep through the alley!

Check everyone of these goddamn boxcars,

the junk piles, the underbrush!



PRITCHARD (shoves pistol in JAY’S face)

Don’t make a fuckin’ move.

If yer gone when I come back, you’ll have a

warrant and a death wish on yer ass. Ya hear me?

Jay nods. Pritchard turns and leaves the boxcar.



JAY

Shit.

Cut to PRITCHARD. He holsters his Magnum and rounds the line of boxcars. A search party of ten to fifteen townspeople clad in clear ponchos linger near his squad car. VANCE steps forward and scratches his stubble. Pritchard tips his Stetson and thumbs his belt buckle.



VANCE

What the hell are you doing here?

PRITCHARD

The same thing you are.

Looks like I beat ya to the punch.

I suggest ya move along. I’ve searched every nook

and cranny of the alley and there’s nothin’ here.

VANCE

If you don’t mind, Sheriff,

we’ll have a look-see for ourselves.

I’d like to cross one more spot off my list.

PRITCHARD

Then heed my word, Vance.

I’ve done the investigatin’.

Now all of ya need to take shelter

from this storm.

VANCE (gets in PRITCHARD’S face)

The only one raining on our parade is you.

I think you have an attachment to these boxcars.

Everybody knows your girls

hung around these parts.

And that graffiti wouldn’t mean anything,

now would it?

Cut to a blue-black boxcar spray-painted from hitch to hitch. One yellow, three-dimensional word: BLONDIES


PRITCHARD (steps on VANCE’S toes)



Yer goddamn right that means somethin’.

My girls hopped the train outta Onward.

And maybe yers did, too. They could be on the

black market in Montana right now.

VANCE (shakes his fist, points at PRITCHARD)

My girls are six-months-old, Paul!

They’re not bullying crack whores

like yours were!

PRITCHARD (inches his hand to his holster)

I admit, Vance, a sheriff’s daughters

no doubt got some royal treatment.

But no one ever touched ‘em or took ‘em.

Their father made sure of that.

VANCE

You find my girls, Paul!

You find them, goddamn it!

VANCE turns back to the search party. PRITCHARD glances back at the boxcar he had left JAY at. Rather than look suspicious, he removes his Stetson and climbs into his car.

37.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL – FLASHBACK

School bell RINGS as FRANCINE sets foot on the grounds. She follows the crowd of children through the front double doors. Cut to the interior. Pink and blue prom posters decorate the entryway. Tears sting her eyes. She glances down. Her wounded leg is bleeding again.

She rushes into the bathroom and sets her backpack down by the sink. Cut to her reflection in the smudged mirror. Her hair is tousled and her shirt collar is askew. She turns on the faucet, tears off paper towel from the dispenser, and then dampens it.



HENNA



I see ya got yer backpack, Smeller.

FRANCINE regards the mirror. HENNA emerges from a stall with a cigarette fixed in her sneer. FRANCINE dabs her wound with the paper towel. She tosses the bloody towel in the garbage.



FRANCINE



Guess you don’t need glasses then, huh?

Now I know why you sit in the back of class.

HENNA slams FRANCINE into the nook of the sink and trashcan. HENNA holds her cigarette between her thumb and forefinger and blows off the ashes, stoking the red-hot tip. FRANCINE lurches back and hits her head on the wall. She grits her teeth as HENNA shoves her forearm beneath her chin.

HENNA (inches the cherry closer)



How’d ya like to lose sight of me, Smeller?

I’ll burn yer pretty little eyes out.

Would ya like that?

Ya think me and my sisters didn’t see ya

tattlin’ to Old MacDonald?

Yer fuckin’ dead after school, ya hear me?

Fuckin’ dead.

HENNA jerks the cigarette back to her lips, inhales, and then jams it into the wall beside FRANCINE’S head. She blows a plume of smoke into her face. FRANCINE turns and COUGHS. HENNA steps back, retracts her forearm, and snatches FRANCINE’S backpack.



HENNA



Ya shouldn’t leave yer shit lyin’ around,

Smeller.

HENNA heaves the backpack over the nearest stall door. It SPLASHES in the toilet. HENNA grins from ear to ear and mouths: Fuckin’ dead. She then leaves, CHUCKLING.

The school bell RINGS as FRANCINE dabs her tears in the mirror.

38.

EXT. RAILROAD STREET – FLASHBACK
THUNDER, downpour, as FRANCINE follows Railroad Street. She ducks beneath the willows that shade the road, SIGHING.

Cut to a silhouette lunging from the woods and SLAMMING a Louisville Slugger upside FRANCINE’S head. FRANCINE collapses, unconscious, head and torso in the grass with her legs splayed in the gutter.

Cut to SYLVIA smacking her bubble gum. She drops the bat in the weeds.



SYLVIA



Homerun! I told that bitch she had it coming.



HENNA (seizes FRANCINE by the wrists)



C’mon! Drag her into the woods!

LOREN and SYLVIA grab a leg and lug FRANCINE’S limp body beyond the treeline. They drop her in the brush and she rolls onto her stomach, still out cold.



HENNA (confiscating the backpack)



She can kiss her backpack goodbye.



(whispers in FRANCINE’S ear)



Yer fuckin’ dead, Smeller. Dead.



(glares at her sisters)



Take her clothes off.



SYLVIA (spits out her gum)



Huh? I ain’t no fag. You do it.



LOREN (warps the brim of her cap)



What if someone sees us?

We just kicked her ass. Ain’t that enough?



HENNA (shakes her fist)



Strip her fuckin’ clothes off or

I’ll beat the shit outta both of ya!

LOREN and SYLVIA disrobe FRANCINE. They toss all of her clothes to HENNA, who throws them up in the branches of a willow tree. FRANCINE’S eyes flutter.



HENNA (grabs FRANCINE by her hair)



(lifts her head)



Wake up, Smeller.

This is what happens to smart-mouth bitches.

Now stand up!

FRANCINE glances down. Her eyes widen when she sees her nakedness, but the scream dies in her throat.



HENNA



Stand her up!

LOREN and SYLVIA heed HENNA’S orders. HENNA smashes her fist into FRANCINE’S face. Blood sprays from her nose and she slips back to unconsciousness. LOREN and SYLVIA sling her arms over their shoulders as her body slouches.



HENNA (points to the treeline)



Dump her into that fuckin’ ditch.



LOREN (nibbling her cleft)



Someone’s gonna see us.

HENNA



Since when has that stopped ya? Yer my sister.

Do it! Unless yer a pussy ass cunt like Smeller.

Are ya, Lor? Are ya just like her?

Do ya want us to beat the shit outta ya

and dump ya in the woods? Huh, Lor?

Ya better fuckin’ decide before I

throw another punch.

LOREN

Help me drag her, Syl.

HENNA picks up the Louisville Slugger and rests it on her shoulder, grinning as if she hit a grand slam. LOREN and SYLVIA haul FRANCINE to the treeline, pause, and then peer through the willows. Reassured that Main Street is deserted, they charge forward and heave FRANCINE. Her body rolls down the slope. She lands at the bottom of the ditch, naked, alone, and left for dead.
39.

INT. TEXACO STATION
LeSabre parks between the Texaco storefront and the gas pumps. The station looks closed. The neon “Open” sign is dark and the lot is vacant.

Cut to BARTER tugging his sweater, ensuring that his bulletproof vest is inconspicuous. He grabs his navy blue C.P.D. cap and slaps it on his head. He then exits the car.

Cut to BARTER entering the store. He scans it from wall to wall. The entire place is deserted. Cut to the security mirrors in the far corners. More vacancy. He leans over the counter. Cut below the register. There is a single empty gun rack beneath the glass display case of lottery tickets.

BARTER withdraws his firearm and sidesteps down a magazine aisle.



BARTER



Hello? Can I get some service up here?

I’d like some scratch-offs and a Powerball!

HANK (off camera)

What’re you blind? If the damn sign is off,

so am I! Now get out of here before I

call the cops!

BARTER rounds the tabloids, shoves the front door open, and then ducks back down the aisle. The door SLAMS shut.



HANK

Stupid stink hole! This ain’t no goddamn 7-11!

HANK appears from the back of the store with a double-barrel shotgun. He cranes his neck left and right. Cut to the LeSabre beyond the rain-streaked window.



HANK (cocks the hammers)

If he thinks this is full service,

he’s got another thing coming. Stupid yuppie.

Cut to BARTER easing a pair of handcuffs from his belt, careful not to clink the metal. The shotgun barrel pokes into the aisle. Cut to HANK approaching the front door. BARTER rises from his crouch and lunges. HANK glimpses movement out of the corner of his eye and spins. BARTER throws his forearm into the shotgun barrel as HANK pulls the trigger. The front doors SHATTER and the storm tosses glass into the store.



BARTER

Drop your weapon!

BARTER pins HANK against the counter. His right hand clutches the barrel and shoves back, the handcuffs clanging in his fingers, while his left hand jams the pistol in HANK’S face.



BARTER

 

Drop it!



HANK (gritting teeth)

I’ll drop you for breaking and entering,

you goddamned stink hole!



BARTER

I’m Chicago P.D. You’re under arrest!



HANK

This is Onward!

HANK bites the barrel of the pistol, then SLAMS the butt of the shotgun into BARTER’S groin. BARTER doubles over, swings his pistol, and cracks HANK in the right temple. HANK swings the shotgun barrel and breaks BARTER’S grip. Cut to the handcuffs CLANKING on the floor and sliding out of sight. Cut to HANK clubbing BARTER on the head with the shotgun. BARTER grunts, stumbles back, and then ducks into the magazine aisle.



HANK (reloads, cocks hammers)



So, what’re you arresting me for, piggy?

I ain’t kidnapped any kids.

I hate the whiny bastards.

BARTER

Is that why you have a rack in your barn?

Most farmers keep cows in there.

The shotgun FIRES. The end of the aisle EXPLODES, missing BARTER by inches, and rains shredded literature.



BARTER

That’s attempted murder, Adler!

BARTER hops up, aims, and FIRES. The first shot SHATTERS the display case of cigarettes. The second shot hits HANK in the shoulder as he lunges.

BARTER steps out. The gusting wind scatters the shards on the floor while the rain pelts his back. HANK is gone. Close on trail of blood that points to aisle five.



BARTER

Drop the shotgun, Adler,

and come out with your hands on your head!

Let’s call this a day before one of us

ends up dead!

40.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – PANIC ROOM
COREN enters the panic room and runs his free hand through his hair. Pan on room. LOREN rocks back and forth against the wall to the left as she does spasmodic leg lifts with her mangled limbs. Each time her bruised feet SLAM on the floor, she nods her head, as if headbanging to a mental tune. SYLVIA paces the room on her stumps, wobbling as if drunk, gnashing on a mouthful of hair. 

Cut to COREN. He glances down at the orange in his hand. A droplet SPLASHES on the floor. Cut to the twins. Their heads spin and jaws drop. LOREN lurches onto her stomach and worms toward COREN. SYLVIA staggers on her stumps.

COREN turns on LOREN and squeezes the orange, squirting juice in her eyes. She rolls over and HOWLS loud enough to vibrate the steel walls. SYLVIA is deaf to her cries and MOANS for the fruit. COREN gives her a dose of the same medicine. She clutches her eye sockets and HOLLERS. With her lantern jaw opened wide, COREN stuffs the orange into LOREN’S mouth. She snaps her blackened teeth shut like a Venus flytrap and her body trembles. COREN backs against the wall.

SYLVIA drops her hands from her face. Two blood oranges pulse in her eye sockets. Cut to COREN. He recoils and bangs his shoulder blades. Cut to SYLVIA. Red juice flows from her lips and cascades down her chest. She then swallows the fruit whole. It bulges in her gullet and slides down the hatch.



COREN

Cough it up, goddamn it!

SYLVIA turns and scrunches her sockets, as if squinting in bright sunlight. The oranges squeeze. COREN grimaces as the rinds split and bleed like fissures. Clumps of red, stringy flesh ooze from the wounds and drip down her face, PLOPPING on the floor.



COREN

Jesus fucking Christ!

Close on the pulp. Two glowing points poke through. It gives birth, pushing out gold objects. They CLANG on the floor, two sheriff’s badges, then melt into the hardwood.

COREN stares at the singe marks in disbelief. Cut to SYLVIA. The oranges pop out of her sockets with a SQUELCH. They land on the marks and EXPLODE like rotten tomatoes.

COREN trips over his shoes as he leans toward the door. SYLVIA falls flat on her face and reaches for his ankles, but instead digs her nails into wood. COREN scrambles for the exit. He hops over LOREN, who rolls back and forth at the threshold as if she is on fire. He then SLAMS the door and locks the latch.

41.

EXT. SWAMPLAND
JAY crosses the railroad tracks and enters the whispering woods. He pauses as the grove disperses and the trees become stunted and scattered. Withered black spruces and tamaracks replace the firs and elms. The patchy grass fades to sphagnum and his shoes SQUELCH with each step. The DRONE of insects engulfs him. Cut to a greenish-yellow swamp covered in water lilies and lined with sumac in the distance.

JAY approaches the black bank of the swamp that is still as frozen split pea soup. His eyes narrow. He scratches his beard. Something red flutters in the mud. It looks like a rose petal. At his feet had once been the water’s edge. Now the swamp ebbs five yards from the shore, providing a glimpse of its infested depths. Beetles scuttle and mayflies flit across the sleek mud. A chunk of splintered, sodden driftwood is a playground for garter snakes. Close on the red swatch. It is tattered and splotched with mud.

JAY crouches and reaches for the fabric. He is an arm’s length short. He stretches out his leg, plunges it in the shore. A sick SQUISH makes him grimace as his right shoe sinks up to its laces. He extends his arm and snatches at the cloth. It slips through his fingers, rooted to the earth.

JAY reaches for the swatch again. He seizes it, but it is anchored underground. He lunges back into a tug-of-war stance. The cloth RIPS free and he lands on his ass in the mud.



JAY

Shit.

He looks at the swatch in his hand. It has a mud-caked button dangling by a thread. JAY flips the cloth over in his hand. The tag stitched in the cotton reads: CLAIBOURNE. JAY stands and walks up the shore, contemplating. He paces, his hand trembling, convinced a girl is buried in the swamp.

JAY

Shit, shit, shit.

The piece of driftwood catches JAY’S eye. He picks it up, shakes off the garter snakes, and examines it. He then approaches the shore and plants his feet in the mud.

He stabs the driftwood into the remaining visible fabric. It sinks a good foot, at which point he dredges up the shore. He plunges the makeshift shovel into the center of the bunched shirt. A CRUNCH sounds and the driftwood snaps. Close on the bright red shirt. It darkens to crimson, then seeps from its folds.

JAY tosses the driftwood aside. The shirt spurts discolored fluid in short streams like a broken sprinkler. JAY reaches over to a nearby bush and tears off two large leaves. He then holds one in each hand and uses them as if they are surgical gloves. He pulls apart the seeping shirt folds with his index fingers and thumbs.

Close on a yellowish-brown skull with bludgeoned snakes slithering from the sockets. JAY shrieks, hops up, and stumbles toward the shoreline. He doubles over, vomits on a dead shrub, and then proceeds to run through the wetlands.
42.

INT. TEXACO STATION

BARTER trains his .38 Special on the candy aisle as he takes baby steps along the blood trail. The only sound in the store is the wind HOWLING at his back.



PRITCHARD

Drop yer fuckin’ piece, Detective.

BARTER freezes in mid-step. He turns and faces the demolished entrance. He lowers his pistol.

Cut to PRITCHARD standing near the counter with his Magnum pointing at BARTER’S head. His Stetson is still as if superglued, unaffected by the wind. His sunglasses reflect a flash of lightning. His badge and belt buckle glint in unison. He steps forward, glass CRUNCHING beneath his boots.



PRITCHARD

Drop it, ya trespassin’ son of a bitch!

Ya best start explainin’ yerself.

Ya got yer gun drawn and this store’s

shot to hell. Give me a fuckin’ line, Detective!



BARTER (inching toward aisle four)

I have orders from Chicago P.D. to arrest

Hank Adler. This is my jurisdiction, Sheriff.

Now I’d appreciate it if you lowered your

weapon.



PRITCHARD

I ain’t lowerin’ shit. Let me see yer warrant.

BARTER

No warrant. Just orders.



PRITCHARD

Sounds like breakin’ and enterin’.

Looks like fuckin’ vandalism.

Judgin’ by the blood on the floor,

maybe even attempted murder.



BARTER

It’s too bad your man did all this.

Aside from the blood. But I guess that’s why

you don’t shoot at an officer.



PRITCHARD (motions his Magnum to the floor)

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?

Drop yer piece and step away from the aisle.

Now!

BARTER drops his head, using the brim of his cap to conceal his eyes. He lunges into the aisle. GUNSHOTS resound. The first and second hit the floor, missing his right foot by inches. The third OBLITERATES candy above his head and SHATTERS a cooler on the other side of the store.



BARTER

You’re under arrest, Sheriff!

PRITCHARD

Fuck you, Chi-Town!

BARTER fires two shots over the aisle. Both hit the damaged cigarette case along the wall. Cartons avalanche.

PRITCHARD pockets his sunglasses and sets his hat on the counter.



PRITCHARD

Got ya on vandalism now, asshole!

I’d say yer under arrest, but dead men

can’t hear!

BARTER scrambles across littered candy bars toward the rear of the store. Cut to PRITCHARD heading for aisle three with his Magnum pointing over his head. He towers over the racks. He glimpses BARTER’S head and fires. The bullet grazes the brim of his cap. Cut to BARTER rolling left, out of sight. He reaches the end of the aisle and then dives past a cooler.

Another GUNSHOT. BARTER glances back. A purple waterfall of Gatorade spews from a bullet hole in the cooler. BARTER eyes aisle five. The coast is clear. Close on the trail of blood on the opposite end. Cut to BARTER checking his clip.



PRITCHARD

Ya might want to put those hands up now,

Chi-Town.

PRITCHARD strolls down the aisle like a focused shopper.

Cut to BARTER scrambling down the row of coolers to the next aisle. He rounds the end cap and falters. Cut to HANK shoving the shotgun into BARTER’S jaw. A dark bloodstain hooks from his shoulder to his chest.



HANK

Bet you thought you killed me, huh?

Now toss that goddamn popgun before

I blow off your head.

(BARTER tosses his gun backwards)

(HANK’S eyes stray)

Paul! I got the bast-

BARTER seizes the shotgun barrels and yanks. HANK refuses to let go and is propelled into him. BARTER hits him like a football player, flipping him end over end. The shotgun BANGS into a rack of paper towels and HANK’S upside down body SMASHES into a cooler of milk. Glass rains down and cartons topple as he crumples on the floor, looking as if he is frozen in a failed headstand. BARTER grabs the shotgun and posts up.

PRITCHARD’S boots CRUNCH shards as he steps into the row of coolers. He hesitates when he spots HANK with the lower half of his body propped in the shattered door. Cut to the handgun laying a yard from HANK’S twitching jaw.



HANK


Paul. Uhhh.

PRITCHARD reaches down for BARTER’S piece. A BLAST throws him back. Blood spurts from his wrist. His hand has been shot off. He BELLOWS, stumbles back into the nearest aisle.



PRITCHARD

I’ll fuckin’ kill ya, Barter!

Yer fuckin’ dead, bitch!

PRITCHARD crouches and roves the racks. He sets his Magnum on the floor beside the puddle of blood that ripples from the steady wound drip. He undoes his tie and pulls it off. He braces the silk against his chest as he wraps it around his stump. He then makes a simple knot and tightens it into a tourniquet.

Cut to HANK. He is covered in glass and glares teary-eyed. He shifts and his body topples onto the floor. He GROANS, cursing as he strains to push himself up.

Cut to BARTER. He spins the shotgun around and holds it by the barrels. He then swings it and cracks HANK on the back of the head. HANK’S face SMASHES into the floor and his body goes limp. BARTER turns and hurries down the aisle, ducking beneath the top shelves.

Cut to PRITCHARD rounding a back aisle, clutching the Magnum. He discovers HANK facedown in a pool of blood. He peers over the racks. Cut to bird’s eye view. No sign of BARTER. PRITCHARD fires the Magnum. A flickering neon sign EXPLODES and rains sparks on the other side of the store.



PRITCHARD

Yer fuckin’ dead, Barter! Ya hear me?

That’s gonna be yer face, bitch!


(crouches down to HANK and mutters)



Find yer ass a piece. Yer gonna need it.

HANK pushes himself up and leans against the shattered cooler, GROANING as the shards cut his hands.

Cut to BARTER ducking beneath the sparking neon sign. He finds himself in the back room. There are two doors. He tries both, but they’re locked. He is cornered. He gazes across the store. Camera pans. The floor is strewn with glass and smeared with blood. The wind rattles the racks and plastic sale signs. Cut to BARTER. He strokes his mustache. His eyes widen. Cut to a sliver of silver poking from beneath a rack: the handcuffs.

BARTER slings the shotgun over his shoulder, then steals a last look at the aisles. He ducks and runs for the front doors. Concrete POPS to his left. He turns his head. Cut to PRITCHARD aiming through the racks like a sniper in bushes.

BARTER ducks even lower, but fails to sidestep the blood trail in the middle of the floor. His shoes slip and he falls face first. He clambers on his knees, clutching the shotgun barrels. More shots FIRE. Two bullets RICOCHET and a third SHATTERS glass followed by an electrical CRACKLE.

BARTER crawls toward the counter, wincing as shards pierce his palms. Cut to a cart plumb full of bread slamming into the counter, blocking the front doors.



HANK

Screw you, stink hole!

HANK lurches out of Aisle 1 covered in blood and armed with two 409 spray guns. He poises as if they are six-shooters and pulls the triggers, launching dual streams at BARTER’S face. BARTER flails the shotgun, but misses and knocks over the bakery cart. He’s blinded. He CRIES out and swings the twelve-gauge. HANK steps too close and the butt CRACKS him in the jaw. He staggers into Aisle 1 and CRASHES into the shelves.

Cut to BARTER. He squeezes his eyes shut. He turns toward the exit and a gunshot RINGS out. He hits the floor instinctively. He rubs his eyes on his jacket sleeve. He sees the toppled cart smack-dab before him, lodged across the shattered left door. He grabs the wheels and shoves it outside. He glances back.

Cut to PRITCHARD emerging from Aisle 4 with his Magnum trained as his stump trickles blood. Cut to HANK stumbling out of Aisle 1 with a box of matches and a single 409 gun. He removes a match and strikes it. He then holds it before the spray gun.



PRITCHARD (waving the Magnum left and right)

Damn fuckin’ hot one. What now, Chi-Town?

Ya got yerself an empty twelve-gauge in a shit

situation. I oughta blow off yer fingers for

pointin’ ‘em.

BARTER

The FBI’s on their way, asshole.

BARTER inches backward. Broken glass in the door pokes his spine. He tilts his head back and gazes at the sliver of slate sky as dread washes over him.



PRITCHARD

Fuck you, Detective. Fuck you.

PRITCHARD pulls the trigger. The bullet rips through BARTER’S right bicep. He FIRES a last shot. It deafens BARTER’S cries and EXPLODES in the same bicep, severing his arm and spraying blood across the front of the counter. PRITCHARD steps back and nods.

HANK lets loose a stream of 409 through the flickering flame and turns the household cleaner into a blowtorch. BARTER screams and writhes. PRITCHARD walks away as HANK is caught up in the moment, his eyes red and glowing like embers, careless as to whether or not his store ignites. PRITCHARD returns with his gun holstered, an extinguisher in the crook of his arm, and the hose in his good hand.

Cut to BARTER. The skin on his face is melted off and his body is scorched. Cut to PRITCHARD. He FIRES the extinguisher at HANK and then proceeds to put out the flames.

43. INT. BURL’S PICKUP - FLASHBACK

BURL cranks the volume as The Safari’s Image of a Girl CRACKLES through the airwaves. Cut to the flatbed. It is draped with burlap and hauling two containers of herbicide. The pickup truck slows as it passes the city limit sign on Main Street. It JOLTS and lurches.



BURL

Son of a whore!

BURL looks through the back window. Cut to the flatbed. Both containers of herbicide have spilled open. Cut to BURL POUNDING on the steering wheel.



BURL

 

Fuck, fuck, fuck! Every fucking time!

His gaze veers off the road. The Blondies are hurrying across the train tracks. They appear to be in a heated exchange, as all of their faces are twisted in scowls. They disappear into boxcar alley as the pickup RATTLES across the railroad ties.

As Railroad Street passes by on BURL’S right, he regards the treeline of willows dangling over the weedy downgrade. His gaze widens. He slams on the brake and his seatbelt seizes him. The herbicide containers SLAM into the tailgate. He undoes his seatbelt, hops out of the cab, and rounds the grill. He approaches the edge of the ditch, then freezes. He clutches the tip of his beard and yanks out a fistful of hair.



BURL

Oh, Christ, no.

Close on a naked FRANCINE lying on her back. Her legs are splayed in the tall grass while her head and torso are half-buried in sewage. Her forehead trickles blood down her cheeks, as does her swollen nose. Bent dandelions shiver between her armpits.

BURL runs down the ditch. Flies BUZZ around FRANCINE’S face and land on her abdomen. Ants crawl up her forearms. BURL crouches and lifts her head out of the sewage. He pinches her nostrils. She HACKS and her eyes flutter.



BURL

Hey! Hey now. C’mon. Let’s get you out of there.

FRANCINE comes to and focuses on BURL. She MOANS as he repositions her on the incline, laying her on dry land. He then brushes the flies and ants off her skin. FRANCINE SHRIEKS as she realizes that she is naked. She looks at BURL wide-eyed. BURL unbuttons his plaid. FRANCINE squirms and attempts to crawl up the ditch.



BURL

Hey! Calm down! Christ, girl,

where are you going? Here. Put this on.

He grabs her by the arm and rolls her onto her back. He hands her the shirt. FRANCINE sits up, GROANS, and then snatches the plaid from him. She covers herself up.



BURL (glancing to the woods)

Did the Blondies do this to you? Hey, talk to me!

Did they do this to you?

FRANCINE nods. Cut to the road at the CRUNCH of gravel and SCREECH of brakes. It is a sky blue pickup truck with off-white doors. The engine dies and HANK appears at the top of the ditch, his stringy hair fluttering in the wind on all compass points.



HANK

You lose another lug nut again, Nelson?

(his eyes widen)

Oh, goddamn, what the hell happened here?



BURL

Help me bring her up, Hank.

Sounds like she had a run-in with the triplets.

HANK (walks down the ditch)

Pritchard’s bitches? Again? Goddamn stink holes!

That’s twice in one day. Girl was over at my farm

today washing barb cuts.

(he crouches before FRANCINE)

Did they do this to you?

FRANCINE nods, then winces and clutches her head. She GROANS as tears spill down her cheeks. BURL grabs her left bicep while HANK grabs the right.



BURL

 

Let’s haul her into my cab.

We need to get her back to her folks.

HANK

Her folks? Dean will probably give her another

ass whooping.

FRANCINE (struggles in their grip)

No. No, not my folks.

Don’t bring me back there like this.

Please, don’t.

BURL

You need clothes, girl. You’re not decent.

You want those bullies’ father to come by

and cite you?

FRANCINE

I need my clothes! Where are my clothes?

Let me go!

FRANCINE breaks free, runs down the ditch, and hops over the sewage. She then stumbles up the other side and disappears into the woods.



BURL

Jesus, what got into her?

HANK (grinning)

Probably her father.

Hey, she’s wearing your shirt.

I reckon Dean would be damn pissed if

he saw her right now.

BURL

I don’t know about you, Hank,

but I’ve had enough of these fucking

cunt triplets. I’m this close to tying them

to the train tracks.

44.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – DINING ROOM

COREN tops off a tumbler with gin, then holds up the bottle and sways it. A few shots worth SLOSH against the glass. He walks to the deck door as he sips his gin.

Cut to the backyard. It is undisturbed, as if nothing has crawled out. The well is intact and the ground near the hunk of scrap metal is solid. Cut to COREN. He squeezes his eyes shut, then opens them. He narrows his gaze. He kills the last swig of gin and SLAMS the tumbler on the table. He opens the door and lets it hit the end of its track.

Cut to the backyard. JAY stumbles over the worm fence in the distance. He lands on his hands and knees a yard short of the scrap metal. Cut to COREN rushing onto the deck. Cut to JAY scrambling to his feet. He spots COREN staring at him wide-eyed.



JAY (panting)

I need a phone! I need to use your phone!

It’s an emergency!

COREN (running down the deck steps)

In the house!

(he barges past JAY as if he is invisible)

Get in the goddamn house!
45.

INT. TEXACO STATION

HANK glares at the front doors. Close on a pool of blood with clumps of flesh that expand the more BARTER’S blackened corpse settles against the counter. PRITCHARD grabs HANK’S blowtorch and lights a Marlboro off the small blue flame.



PRITCHARD

 

Got a mop? That was a damn fuckin’ hot one.



HANK

I ain’t got a bucket big enough for that slop.

You got a body bag in your trunk?

PRITCHARD

Do I look like a fuckin’ coroner?

Yer gonna figure somethin’ out,

now aren’t ya, Hank?

I’d hate to have to charge ya with manslaughter.

HANK

For that stink hole?

The stupid bastard had it coming!

He shot your goddamn hand off, Paul!

PRITCHARD

I subdued a loose cannon.

You let loose on the asshole.

Now ya got a mess to clean up.

Ya best bury it somewhere I’ll never know ‘bout.

Ya hear me?

HANK

And what about the Chicago P.D.? Them and the FBI

will be down here before you can snap.

PRITCHARD

Guess ya better find a good hidin’ spot then.

HANK

Fuck you.

PRITCHARD (drops the blowtorch)

(blows smoke in HANK’S face)

’Scuse me? Don’t fuck with me, Hank.

Ya got yer fingerprints all over those

three badges, too, don’t ya? Fuckin’ right ya do.

Ya owe me. If this shit ain’t clear by sunset,

I’ll be lookin’ for ya.

I got me a wound to dress, otherwise we’ll have

more questions than a cracked out reporter.

PRITCHARD shoves the double doors. Glass falls and CLINKS. He walks to BARTER’S Buick and peers inside. Cut to the interior. The keys dangle in the ignition. PRITCHARD sits behind the wheel and starts the engine. He then pulls away from the Texaco as BARTER’S cellphone RINGS on the passenger’s seat.

46. EXT. HANK’S BARN

HANK and BURL bite their tongues as FRANCINE hops off the tailgate and approaches them.



FRANCINE

I should probably go home now.

BURL (twists the tip of his beard)

Listen, Franny. You’re almost graduated, right?

FRANCINE

Next year.

BURL

Tough it out. Next year you can get away from

this place, go to college or something.

FRANCINE

My dad doesn’t want me going anywhere,

Mr. Nelson. I’m stuck in this fucking town

dealing with these fucking bitches.

HANK scratches his stubble as he gnaws on a toothpick.



HANK

 

Look here, Franny. We’ll teach ‘em.

You need to enjoy your goddamned childhood.

BURL (raises his brows)

Nobody’s teaching anybody a lesson.

Revenge won’t solve anything.

HANK

Right.

That’s why you booby-trap the orchard, huh?

Ain’t no fucking way they’re getting away

with this. Their daddy says so.

FRANCINE (crinkles her forehead)

Will you take me home now?

47.

EXT. COREN’S HOUSE - BACKYARD

JAY sprints for the open deck door. Cut to COREN, who stops in his tracks five yards short of the wetlands. An obese, naked girl we know as HENNA clambers over the fence. Her blond head dangles upside down by her blackened carotids, resting between her flabby, scarred breasts. Barbed wire binds her hands behind her back and her eyes flutter each time her head bounces around like a tetherball. The rotted fence rails collapse beneath her weight and she lands atop the woodpile. She wriggles onto the lawn. Her head is lodged between her chest and the ground, muffling hoarse SCREAMS. She rolls onto her back. Her head swings and lands on her thighs.

Cut to COREN. He spins and runs off. He STOMPS up the deck steps, lunges inside the house, and then SLAMS the door.



COREN

That one’s not getting in! No fucking way!

JAY (steps into the kitchen, stares at COREN)

Dammit. What’s wrong with your phone?

COREN

Pritchard cut the fucking lines, that’s what!

JAY

Pritchard’s been here?

COREN

He’s staking the place out, for Christ’s sake!

JAY

Ah, Jesus Jenny. Do you have a cellphone?

COREN

(props the 2x4 between the wall and deck door)

Does this look like a Radio Shack? Shit!

JAY

Well, can I use your laptop?

Maybe I can send an email.

Listen, buddy, it’s an emergency!

COREN

 

The phone lines are down! It’s fucking dial-up!



JAY

You got to be kidding me.

COREN

Hand me that bottle.

JAY turns. Close on the near-empty liter of gin on the counter. Cut to JAY. He SIGHS and hands it to COREN, who unscrews the cap and kills the last three shots.



JAY

Hey!

There’s a goddamn body buried in your backyard!

I need to get a hold of the Chicago P.D.

COREN

What are you fucking blind?

That body chased you into my backyard.

The fat fucker’s probably looking for her

sisters.

JAY

What?

COREN presses his forefinger against the glass. HENNA stumbles toward the house as her head sways like a wrecking ball.

COREN

There, you stupid son of a bitch!

That goddamn dead girl you resurrected out

of the swamp!

JAY

Wait, dammit!

How do you know there’s a body buried back

there?

COREN

You’re the one whose been dragging her

like she’s tied to your shoes!

JAY

Okay, okay. Calm down for a second.

What are you talking about?

Cut to HENNA. She clutches the deck railing. COREN approaches JAY and stands in his face.

COREN

 

I don’t know who the fuck you are,

but you led a dead naked fat bitch to my house

and calling Pritchard isn’t going to save

the day.

JAY

Listen. Yeah, I know there’s a body buried

in the swamp.

And no, I don’t want to call Pritchard;

I want to call someone who isn’t going to kick

my ass.

Now how do you know there’s a body back there?

COREN, beside himself, points the bottle at the deck door, then hurls it. It SHATTERS glass against glass.



COREN

She’s standing right there!

She’s naked, she’s fat, and her goddamn head’s

dangling from her neck!

Do I need to sketch it out for you?



JAY

I guess so, cause the only thing I see

is your reflection.

COREN staggers, grabs the table, and then backs up and sits down on the desk chair, shaking his head. A THUD resounds. Cut to the deck door. HENNA swings her carotids and SLAMS her head like a mace against the smeared glass. The sound is sickening – SLAPPING flesh and CRUNCHING bone. Cut to COREN. He looks to JAY and gestures over his shoulder.



COREN

You don’t see that?

JAY (shakes his head)

See what? Your crappy lawn?

COREN stands and seizes JAY by his jacket sleeve. He tugs him as he crosses to the living room. JAY wrenches back, but COREN has a tight grip.



JAY

Hey, dammit! What the hell’s your problem?

COREN

Follow me.

Jesus fucking Christ, do you want to hold hands?

JAY relents and trails after COREN down the hall. COREN stops and outstretches his arm against the wall. JAY curses as he is nearly clotheslined. COREN reaches into the wall and yanks. The door opens and JAY’S jaw drops.

48.

INT. HANK’S BARN

The flatbed of Hank’s two-tone pickup acquires a third hue as Barter’s bodily fluids leak like motor oil. His skin has dripped off and left a puddle on the tailgate. Hank yanks a handkerchief from his back pocket, sops up the gooey mess on the tailgate, and then tucks the rag beneath one of the many bags of oranges. He SLAMS the door and hops into the cab. He turns the ignition and SIGHS.

49.

INT. BARTER’S LESABRE
PRITCHARD answers BARTER’S cell by speakerphone.



CHIEF DALTON

Frank?

PRITCHARD

This is Paul Pritchard. Who’s this?

CHIEF DALTON

Ah, Sheriff. Robert Dalton, Chicago Police Chief.

How’s Onward holding up?

PRITCHARD

Like the Tower of Pisa.

CHIEF DALTON (chuckles)

Does that mean Detective Barter’s giving you a

hard time? I’m sure he appreciates your

secretarial experience.

PRITCHARD

Actually, Barter’s got me chauffeurin’ him

round town.

He’s shoppin’ in the fuckin’ Texaco right now.

CHIEF DALTON
Have him call me when he gets back.

So, what’s the word? Any new leads?

PRITCHARD

Shouldn’t ya ask yer man that question?

He’s the detective.

CHIEF DALTON

All of my officers do their fair share of

investigating, Sheriff.

Maybe you should, too, instead of taking

phone calls. You know the thirty-seven

townspeople better than anyone else does.

You must have a few names in my mind.

PRITCHARD

I’ve got one or two.

It’s all circumstantial though.

CHIEF DALTON

Circumstantial or not, those suspects need

to be interrogated.

Three babies are missing in your town.

You better lend an ear or you’ll never

hear them crying.

PRITCHARD

Don’t tell me how to do my fuckin’ job, Chief.

I ain’t yer deputy.

Those babies ain’t whinin’ in my backseat.

They’re probably miles from here,

but I’ll be goddamned if I don’t nail my man.

CHIEF DALTON

Tell Barter to call me.

And expect him to be holding your hand more

going forward.

We’re all in this together, Sheriff.

PRITCHARD

Don’t remind me.

(kills the speakerphone)

You fuckin’ whack job!
He pockets the cellphone as he drives with his knees down the train tracks. He parks the LeSabre between two boxcars. He leaves the keys in the ignition, SLAMS down all of the locks, and then steps out. He shuts the driver’s side door and heads toward the treeline.
50.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – PANIC ROOM

JAY gapes as he sticks his head through the doorway. He steps back and blinks.



JAY (grimacing)

 

Jesus Jenny. A panic room?

What the hell have you been doing in here?

COREN points at the wall to JAY’S immediate left, spins, and then gestures toward the window.



COREN

Me? Look at them! Look at them!

JAY enters the room and shakes his head. He drops his crossed arms, flexes his palms.



JAY

What do you mean them? The walls?

The mess you haven’t cleaned up in days?

I don’t see a damn phone anywhere.

Camera pans on the room. There are rotten remnants of orange pulp and peels splattered on the floor, most covered in fruit flies. Piles of cardboard boxes litter the corners.



COREN

Forget the fucking phone asshole!

COREN kicks the wall beneath the window. LOREN and SYLVIA are unresponsive: LOREN twitches on her back to the left of the doorway while SYLVIA inches across the room on COREN’S right, her tongue lashing out as if she intends on snatching up some fruit flies.



COREN

 

See this? It’s a fucking panic room! See them?

They’re fucking dead! And I’ve been hiding them

in here so Pritchard doesn’t find them!

JAY

Listen, I don’t have time for this shit.

I need a phone. A phone.

And you need to sober up, buddy.

JAY turns to leave. COREN lunges and seizes him by his sleeve. He yanks him around, then shoves him down. JAY lands on his ass in a pile of boxes.



JAY

Hey! What the hell is your problem?

COREN gestures with both hands, resembling a frustrated traffic cop.

COREN

Look at them! Are you blind?

Or am I the only one that can see them?

There’s no way I’m that fucking crazy!

JAY

You’re that fucking crazy!

There’s no one else in here!

So what the hell are you pointing at?

COREN (freezes, gulps)

I’m pointing at the dead twin blonds.

I pulled them out of my backyard.

Now there’s another one on the deck.

It’s probably another sister.

Ah, Jesus, they’re fucking triplets!

JAY (kicks the boxes as he stands)

 

What did you say? Hey!

What the hell are you talking about?

COREN (pointing at the sisters)

The fat blond bimbo that chased you!

She’s their sister! Goddamn it, I knew it!

The whole family’s coming for dinner!

JAY

Jesus Jenny, would you calm down?



COREN (balls his fists, pales)

Fucking triplets. Blond fucking triplets.

JAY

Wait a minute.

What do you know about the triplets?

COREN (shaking his head)

They were twins, now they’re triplets.

But they’re teenagers.

The dead girls in my house are triplets.

JAY (swallows hard)

Where are they?

COREN

They’re dead. And you can’t see them.

JAY

Show me where they are. Show me, dammit!

COREN

They’re dead, asshole!

I can see them and you can’t!

How many people are in this room?

JAY

Counting your hallucinations?

COREN

You can’t fucking see them!

JAY

Four.

COREN

You counted yourself three times,

you son of a bitch!

COREN storms out of the room. JAY remains rooted to the box pile.

COREN (shouting from the dining room)

Get out of here! Get the fuck out of here!

51.

EXT. EAST WALNUT STREET - FLASHBACK
FRANCINE glances down East Walnut Street as she reaches the corner. Cut to long shot of her house in the distance. Cut to FRANCINE looking over her shoulder. Close on the Blondies walking side by side a block back. HENNA pulls a wrench out of her pocket. As if on cue, LOREN and SYLVIA withdraw screwdrivers. Cut to FRANCINE as she walks faster.



HENNA (slaps the wrench in her hand)

You might wanna start runnin’, Smeller!

I’m gonna fuckin’ kill ya this time!

LOREN (sneers, chuckles)

We’re gonna fuck you with these screwdrivers,

bitch! Hope you’re ready to get stripped and

screwed!

FRANCINE turns the corner onto Main Street. She slips off her backpack, unzips it, and then whips it at the Blondies.



FRANCINE

You can have my fucking backpack, you cunts!

FRANCINE dashes toward downtown as her schoolbooks pummel the triplets. Her Trapper Keeper knocks HENNA’S wrench into the street. Her lunchbox SLAMS into the side of SYLVIA’S head while her algebra homework lands at LOREN’S feet.

Unharmed, LOREN pursues FRANCINE as her sisters stagger and regain themselves.



LOREN

You’re dead, Smeller!

52.

INT. HANK’S BARN

HANK opens the barn doors. He then hops into the cab and backs up the truck. Once the flatbed is inside, he kills the engine, then drops the tailgate.

HANK

Goddamn stink hole.

‘I’d hate to have to charge ya with

manslaughter.’ You best find the evidence first,

you son of a bitch.

He tosses aside a few bags of oranges at the end of the flatbed and uncovers BARTER’S bloodstained loafer. He reaches into the pile, seizes his ankle. He grimaces.

He proceeds to tug the body forward until it is exposed and slides off the tailgate like a sack of flour. It lands on the dirt floor with a CRUNCHING THUD. Blood and brownish-yellow bodily fluids seep around HANK’S boots.



HANK

Ah, Christ’s Disciples!

He turns his back on the mess and drags his boots across the barn. The cloud of dust trails him to the last stall on the left.



BURL

What the hell’s going on here, Hank?

HANK whirls. Close on the barn doors. BURL stands before the front of the pickup. He twists his beard, then straightens his glasses.



BURL

 

The last time I saw your fucking truck

in the barn you had blood on your hands.

HANK glances down at BARTER’S body, then meets BURL’S gaze. He turns his head and spits.

53.

EXT. TEXACO STATION
PRITCHARD emerges from the pine trees and stamps out his Marlboro. He approaches the rear of the Texaco. He rounds the building, removes his Stetson, and wipes the sweat from his brow.



DEPUTY MARTEN

Sheriff?

What in the fucking Judas happened here?

Cut to the storefront. PRITCHARD pauses, slaps on his hat, and regards MARTEN. The deputy is a wisp of a man; he is tall as an Ethiopian, skinny as a Hollywood actress. His shirt is bunched and unbuttoned while his khakis are stained with coffee dribbles. He has his hands on his hips.



PRITCHARD (approaches MARTEN’S squad car)

How the fuckin’ hell should I know?

Ya think I’ve been sittin’ here buyin’ fuckin’

Slurpees all day?

MARTEN (backs into the grill of his car)

No, sir. I just thought that maybe you’d…

What the hell happened to your hand? Jesus, sir!

We need to get you to the doc!

PRITCHARD (motions with his stump)

It’s a fuckin’ paper cut, Marten.

Must’ve hit a damn artery.

Now I’m gonna be goin’ on inside,

if ya care to have my back. Christ Almighty.

Where the fuck is Edsel?

How is it we have only one officer posted?



MARTEN

Well, the crowd’s pretty much split.

Most of ‘em ran off to that bomb scare on the el.

Heard there were two more threats at Soldier

Field and the Sears Tower.

Ernie and I laid some spikes and strung up

the yellow tape.

PRITCHARD

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me? What if we get ourselves

another redhead who thinks he’s Evel Kenevel?

If anymore of that shit goes down, both y’all

will be pullin’ spikes outta yer face.

PRITCHARD turns his back, draws his Magnum, and kicks in the front doors. They snap off the hinges and CRASH. MARTEN draws his service revolver and follows PRITCHARD.



MARTEN

What the hell do you think happened here,

Sheriff?

PRITCHARD

Sounds like a helluva question for Adler,

seein’ how the son of a bitch should be workin’

the register.

(waves his pistol)

Scope out the back room. Make sure our suspect

ain’t hidin’ in the shitter.

MARTEN

Should I radio Ernie?

PRITCHARD

Why? Ya need him to hold yer dick?

Get yer fuckin’ ass back there!

MARTEN walks to the back of the store.

MARTEN

Hey, Sheriff! I think we got something here!

PRITCHARD raises his Magnum and approaches MARTEN, who has his back turned, crouched near the pantry door. Close on MARTEN. He lifts BARTER’S blue C.P.D. cap with the barrel of his pistol. The right side of the brim is shot off. The underside is crimson.



MARTEN

Sheriff, this belongs to that Barter fellow.

It’s bloodier than a damn tam-

PRITCHARD’S Magnum cuts off MARTEN. The point-blank BLAST knocks his brains into BARTER’S cap. His body drops and drains red juices like a pitched bag of blood oranges.



PRITCHARD (holsters his gun, lights a Marlboro)

Marten, ya stupid fuck.

Looks like Edsel earned a promotion.

He flicks the smoldering remains of the cigarette into the pool of blood below MARTEN’S halved head. He snatches the walkie-talkie off his belt.



PRITCHARD

 

Edsel!



EDSEL

Sheriff?

PRITCHARD

Any sign of Adler?

The store’s vacant and I need a word with him.

EDSEL

No sign, but he never goes farther than his farm

or the Texaco. You want me to make a house call?

PRITCHARD

No. Stay posted. I’ll pay him a visit.

PRITCHARD reattaches his walkie-talkie, then removes his badge. He swaps it out with a shiny replacement.



PRITCHARD

Onward and upward.

54.

COREN’S HOUSE – DINING ROOM

JAY hurries down the hall. He crosses the living room and pauses at the edge of the linoleum. Cut to COREN bracing himself, tugging hard on the sliding glass door, fighting to keep HENNA out.



JAY

Hey! Whatever the hell your name is!

COREN

Coren, asshole! Prop the fucking 2x4! Now, Opie!

JAY (shaking his head)

The name’s Jay. Not Opie.

(crouches, picks up the lacquered 2x4)

If I do this, are you going to calm down

and tell me what the hell’s going on?

COREN

Yes!
COREN’S fingers are slipping. His face is flushed. He grits his teeth, eyes glued to the glass. HENNA’S hands are free of the barbed wire and skinned to the bone. She is battling COREN in a tug-of-war. Her upside-down head gasps and coughs up greenish-black swamp water, which dribbles down the glass. Jay drops the 2x4 into the gap between the wall and the door.



JAY

 

There. Are you happy?

COREN releases the handle. The 2x4 SNAPS in half and EXPLODES into splinters as the door SLAMS against the wall. JAY staggers back and shields his eyes. COREN is thrown to the floor. A BLAST of air SCREAMS through the kitchen. The dining room table and chairs overturn. The cupboard doors CLAP open and shut.

COREN watches agape as HENNA barrels into the house like a bull, SHRIEKING her decapitated head off. Her blackened feet SLAP on the linoleum. Her skinless hand clutches the living room wall. She rounds the corner, her SCREAMS echoing down the hall. Cut to JAY. He drops his hands from his ears and peels his trembling body off the wall.



JAY

 

What the fuck was that?


COREN

If I told you –

JAY

I wouldn’t believe you. You’re damn right!

So start explaining!

A BANG resounds from the other end of the house, which is followed by CRIES cut short by a second BANG. COREN brushes the splinters off his pants and stands.



COREN

 

You should’ve listened when I told you 

the first time.

JAY

Well, I’m listening now.

COREN

There are dead triplets in my panic room!

If you can’t see them, then I don’t know,

this place must be fucking haunted!

But they’re back there, doing God knows what!

COREN crosses the kitchen, SLAMS the deck door, and then opens the refrigerator.



COREN

 

Don’t tell me you didn’t feel the last one

come through here. There’s no way I’ve got

the strength to crush a 2x4.

JAY shuts his eyes, opens them, and then narrows his gaze as COREN removes a red mesh bag of oranges.



JAY

What the hell is it with oranges?

COREN (shakes his head)

I don’t know, but the bastards eat them.

JAY

I thought you said they were ghosts.

COREN

They are, but they’re not.

I dragged two of them out of the wells

in the backyard. I don’t know what

the fuck they are.

JAY

You have the Trammell triplets somewhere

in that panic room and you’re trying to hide

the smell with the oranges.

Aren’t you, dammit? Aren’t you?
COREN

Fuck you, asshole!

I told you they’re goddamn teenagers!

How the fuck would a baby throw open a door?

And I don’t have a fucking clue what it is

with the oranges!

COREN and JAY glare at one another for a moment.



JAY

Who owned this house before you?

COREN (throws up his arms)

What does that matter?

I own it now and I have to deal with this shit.

You think I’m going to call the previous owner

and tell him he forgot to take his ghosts

with him?

JAY

No. Jesus Jenny.

Whoever owned the damn place killed those

three girls you’re seeing and buried them

in your yard.

COREN

What the fuck are you? A detective?

JAY

A reporter. I work for WND-

COREN

Y. Jay fucking Donovan. Jesus Christ.

I thought you looked familiar.

(tosses the bag of oranges)

Catch!

JAY

I’m not helping you make a screwdriver.

COREN

I’m out of gin, asshole. C’mon.

JAY

If we’re going to the panic room,

I told you I can’t see them.

COREN

But you can feel them.

I’ll prove to you they’re here.

JAY sighs, cradles the bag of oranges, and follows COREN through the living room. COREN stops at the end of the hall, grasps the slit in the wall, and yanks hard. It refuses to budge. He gives it two more tugs for good measure, which yield the same result. JAY slings the bag of oranges over his shoulder.



JAY

 

Any chance you locked it from the inside?



COREN

Uh-uh. The fat bitch wants to play

tug-of-war again.

55.

INT. HANK’S BARN


HANK

What brings you out to the farm, Burl?

BURL

You passed me back there on East Walnut.

You’re usually hauling oranges to the store,

not to your barn. So I guess you could say

it was a bit of a red flag.

HANK

Is it just you here?

BURL

Yeah, it’s just me! Why?

What the fuck did you do, Hank?

HANK

It wasn’t nothing I did.

It was that stink hole Pritchard.

BURL rounds the grill of the pickup. He freezes and his jaw drops. He turns his head and VOMITS into a stall. HANK approaches.



HANK

 

Now don’t be jumping to any conclusions.



BURL (vomit dribbling down his beard)

What the hell am I supposed to think?

Whose fucking body is that?

HANK

Well…Did you hear about that Homicide detective

in town?

BURL

Oh Christ no. Tell me you didn’t.

It was only all over the Tribune!

HANK kicks BARTER’S midsection. Blood squirts out of his bone-white mouth like some sick condiment dispenser.

HANK

I didn’t do this shit, goddamn it!

That son of a bitch Pritchard did!

BURL

Then what the fuck’s the body doing here?

HANK

He’s making me hide it.

BURL (rubbing his chin, pacing)

In the barn? Jesus Christ, Hank! Not again!

Not again! Why don’t you leave a trail of

orange peels and hang a big fucking “X”

from the hayloft?

HANK

Fuck you!

This would be the last place anybody would look.

BURL

Wake up, you stupid bastard!

It’s a fucking torture museum!

I told you to get rid of this shit years ago!

It’s a crime lab’s wet dream!

HANK (turns his back, walks over to the rack)

I ain’t getting rid of ‘em.

I need a reminder of what I’ve done.

I don’t bury my guilt like you do, Burl.

BURL

No, you just bury detectives. Christ Almighty!

We shouldn’t be revisiting the past, Hank!

Once the P.D. finds out Barter’s missing,

those bomb scares will be on the backburner.

HANK

Bomb scares?

BURL (stops pacing)

Don’t you own a fucking TV?

Oh, that’s right, you’ve been acting out your own

drama.

Why do you think they forgot about the

kidnappings?

Something more important came up, that’s why.

HANK

They’ve got no reason to search my barn.

Besides which, I don’t have a choice.

Pritchard said he’d pin the murder on me.

BURL

I’ve got no part in this, Hank,

nor do I want the fucking helm in your boat.

My hands are clean and they’re going to stay

that way.

HANK (whirls, digs his spur into the rack)

Your hands are fucking stained, Burl!

You can’t wash ‘em of the past!

BURL (shakes his head, heads toward the doors)

My lips are zipped and I’m out of here.

And don’t think you’re getting anymore

fucking oranges from me!

HANK

Don’t leave me, you goddamn murderer!

56.

ALLEY OFF MAIN STREET - FLASHBACK
FRANCINE runs past Kate’s Bakery without so much as a glance at the window of pastries. She rounds the storefront and follows the alleyway. Unlike in a big city, it is a clean, narrow passage with floodlights an inch below the roofline. The walls are devoid of dumpsters and cardboard houses. Instead, there are steel side doors on the left and right and a seven-foot tall cedar privacy fence marking the dead end. A SCRAPE of pebbles snatches FRANCINE’S attention. Cut to LOREN slipping around the corner, almost losing her balance.



LOREN

 

Smeller!

(raises the screwdriver, hurls it like a

throwing knife. It stabs the fence a hair

from FRANCINE’S arm.)

You’re dead, bitch!

FRANCINE lifts her leg and jams her shoe between the fence slats. The second 2x4 is a foot higher. She scales it like a ladder. She has one more post to climb to reach the top. She pulls her shoe out of the slat and raises it to the next level.



LOREN

I got ya, bitch!

Cut to close bird’s eye. LOREN seizes FRANCINE’S ankle with her left hand and wrenches the screwdriver out of the fence with her right. FRANCINE has her right foot braced on the topmost 2x4 and struggles to pull her left from LOREN’S grasp. She kicks down, then yanks up her leg. Her ankle breaks free. As she raises it to the top of the fence, LOREN jumps and jabs the screwdriver into her calf. FRANCINE cries out. We hear WHOOPS and HOLLERS. Cut to the sisters barreling down the alley with weapons in hand.

Cut back to close bird’s eye. The fence RATTLES. LOREN is shaking it. The blood from FRANCINE’S wound trickles and splatters on her face. LOREN lets go, grimacing. FRANCINE straddles the top of the fence and clambers to the other side, trembling on the opposite 2x4. She grabs the screwdriver and yanks it from her calf, CRYING out as blood squirts and drips off her shoe.

HENNA, red-faced and eyes bulging, shoulders the fence like a linebacker. It lurches back as if on the verge of collapsing.



HENNA

 

Yer fuckin’ dead, Smeller!

I’m gonna fuckin’ kill ya!

FRANCINE steps down to the next 2x4. HENNA leaps and grabs the top of the fence. FRANCINE jabs the screwdriver into her knuckles. HENNA hollers and tries to retract her hand, but it is pinned to the slat by the flathead. FRANCINE steps down, missing the last 2x4. She falls back and GASPS when her fall is cushioned. Cut to street level camera. FRANCINE looks up into the worried faces of BURL and HANK.

57.

EXT. TEXACO STATION
PRITCHARD regards MARTEN’S squad car. He slashes the tires one by one, then repositions the knife in his hand so that it points downwards. He rounds the car, jabs the blade into the hood. He steps back, pockets the knife, and eyes his handiwork as he sparks the last Marlboro in his pack.

The hood reads: I Hate Babyz

58.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE - HALLWAY

COREN releases the panic room door handle.



JAY

Maybe you should kick it down.

COREN

And what if Pritchard makes another house call?

JAY

Then he’s going to see what I’ve been seeing.

Nothing! You’ve got nothing hidden in that damn

panic room!

COREN

Give me that!

COREN snatches the bag of oranges from JAY, then kicks the door. It REVERBERATES, but stands tall.



COREN

 

Fuck!



JAY

Stand back. Let me try.

COREN steps aside as JAY backs into the hallway wall. He then takes a five-step running start. The door opens. Cut to shot of the door from within the panic room. JAY runs inside and his shoulder connects with HENNA, crushing her dangling upside-down face, which knocks him to the floor.

COREN enters the room. LOREN is doing a handstand against the wall with her twisted, black-and-blue feet braced in the door handle. COREN reaches down, grabs JAY beneath his arms, and lifts him to his feet. JAY is pale. He runs his palm over his face, and then realizes it is coated with a transparent slime.



JAY

 

Jesus Jenny…What the hell?

The door SLAMS. LOREN is blocking it. Her eyes roll back in her head, on which she still stands, as her entwined legs sway like a metronome.



COREN (nibbling his thumbnail)

You just ran into the fat bitch.

Crushed her fucking face like a pumpkin.

Her sister’s guarding the goddamn door.

Oh shit, here comes the other one.

SYLVIA crawls from the box pile while slapping her stumps on the floor. She grabs HENNA’S blistered ankles and pulls herself forward.



JAY (steps back)

Who’s coming, dammit?

COREN opens the bag of oranges and dumps it across the floor. The fruit rolls a good twenty to thirty feet, bouncing off the sisters.



COREN

Watch the fucking oranges, man.

The triplets freeze. Their sockets squeeze with a SQUELCH. COREN spins on his heel, seeing that the sisters are in unison.



JAY (turns toward the door)

Listen. I don’t see anything,

and your whole obsession with oranges –



COREN (grabs JAY’S sleeve)

Did you or did you not just run

into a fucking invisible wall?

JAY

You probably have Plexiglas dividing

half the room.

COREN releases his grip as the sisters unleash their ear-piercing SCREAMS. It is as if the trio has spotted the oranges at the same time. COREN clutches his ears, the soundproof walls compressing the shrieks to a deafening level. He looks to JAY with surprise on his face. Cut to JAY. He collapses on his knees with his head buried in his forearms. His face is screwed up, looking as if he is about to cry.

The SCREAMS fade. JAY peers between his forearms. His eyes widen and he YELLS. He scoots back on his ass, but then freezes and scrambles toward the right wall, glancing over his shoulder.



JAY

Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! What the hell?

Jesus, God, make them go away!



COREN (drops his hands, shakes his head)

Wish I could.

Now you know what the fuck I’ve been seeing.

JAY (back SLAMS against the wall)

Okay, okay! I don’t want to see it anymore!

I don’t want to see it!

COREN

Look at them! I told you!

They’re fucking sisters!

JAY (through clenched teeth)

Holy Christ. The Blondies.

You have Pritchard’s daughters in your

panic room.

59.

INT. HANK’S BARN
HANK dislodges his spur from the rack and pursues BURL.



HANK

Get back here, Burl! Don’t you walk out on me!

HANK steps over BARTER’S corpse and brushes past the pickup. He snatches a hoe from the barn wall as he charges outside. Cut to BURL. He turns and points a finger.



BURL

I’m not your bitch, Hank!

I’ll walk out of any fucking…

BURL’S eyes widen. Cut to Hank. He is HUFFING toward him, red-faced and scowling, clutching the hoe over his shoulder in a stabbing position. Cut to BURL, who turns and runs for his life.



HANK (cocks back his killing arm)

You ain’t squealing on me, pig!

BURL stumbles for the field and abandons his truck. He glances back. Cut to wide view. There is maybe ten yards between HANK and BURL.



HANK

You lied to me, Burl! Fuck you!

HANK hurls the hoe. The flat blade arcs like a javelin. It lands a yard ahead of BURL, who reaches down, grabs the handle, and swings around. The blade slices open HANK’S shoulder a hair below his gunshot wound. HANK yells, then tackles BURL to the ground. The hoe flies off to the side and they roll across bean plants as they kick and punch one another.



BURL (raises his forearms)

 

Get off me, you fucking prick!

HANK puts his fist through the gap in BURL’S block and catches him in the chin. BURL hollers, having bit his tongue, and blood gushes from his mouth. HANK clamps his hands on BURL’S throat. BURL flails and rolls, but HANK refuses to let go.



HANK

You killed those fucking girls, Burl!

You raped ‘em and you tortured ‘em!

And you locked me out of the barn while

you did it!

BURL gasps for air and SLAPS at HANK’S wrists. He worms back, trying to crane his neck out of the chokehold. He looks. Cut to a POV. Ashen sky through the barbed wire fence. Cut to wide view. BURL snaps his neck forward and head-butts HANK in the nose. A grin cracks HANK’S bloody lips as BURL howls.

Cut to the roadside of the farm, just beyond the barbed wire fence. The Crown Victoria approaches. Cut to PRITCHARD, who tips his sunglasses. He slows his roll and peers through the passenger’s side window as he passes by. Cut to long shot of HANK straddling BURL. Cut to PRITCHARD.



PRITCHARD

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?

Cut back to long view of fight. HANK grabs the barbed wire fence, wraps it around BURL’S throat, and chokes him. The barbed wire SNAPS in HANK’S bloody hands and BURL’S head rolls into the ditch. Cut to PRITCHARD.



PRITCHARD

Jesus fuckin’ Christ!

PRITCHARD turns left on Oak Street. He releases the steering wheel and pushes up his sunglasses with his only index finger, shaking his head.

60.

INT. FRANCINE’S HOUSE
FRANCINE stares out the third-story rose window as she puffs like a smokestack. Cut to distant shot of HANK decapitating BURL in the field. Cut to FRANCINE. She chokes back tears. She drops her cigarette, grinds it into the hardwood floor, and turns her back on Onward.

61.

EXT. BURL’S ORCHARD - FLASHBACK

HANK clamps his hand over FRANCINE’S mouth. He sits her down near the porch steps as she clutches her bleeding calf. He crouches to eye level.



HANK

Keep your mouth shut, understand?

FRANCINE nods, trembling. Cut to HANK and BURL running into the orchard. They meet at the wobbling fence and exchange lascivious looks. Blood drips down the slats. Cut to other side of the fence. HENNA yanks the screwdriver out of her hand, HOLLERING, and then proceeds to clamber over. She plummets with a THUD. Her scowl fades to a cross between surprise and confusion.

HANK reveals a softball-sized orange. HENNA gapes and he slams it into her mouth before she can unleash a warcry. BURL punches her in the gut, causing her to drop the screwdriver, then pulls out a dark bottle. HANK nods and tosses him the handkerchief. BURL douses it and shoves it in HENNA’S face. The clear liquid drips down her T-shirt and she collapses within seconds. HANK and BURL let her body crumple on the ground.



BURL

I still want to know where you got chloroform.

HANK (grins)

It’s halothane.

Why do you think I ain’t got any animals?

Cut to the fence. Two blond heads poke above it. SYLVIA’S screwdriver is intertwined in her split ends. LOREN is unarmed with her Pirates cap askew. They glare over the slats, searching for their prey like starving wolves. Their eyes narrow as if on the same wavelength.

Cut to other side of the fence. HANK jumps and seizes LOREN’S wrists. She flips head over heels and lands on her back, GROANING in tears. SYLVIA hops down, lunging at HANK with the screwdriver. HANK trips on HENNA’S unconscious body and falls out of harm’s way.



BURL

Over here, you cunt!

SYLVIA no sooner spins when BURL splashes her face with halothane. She SCREAMS as it burns her eyes. BURL punches her in the mouth. She hits the ground out cold beside her sisters.

LOREN moans, rolls onto her stomach. She raises to all fours and crawls toward HENNA. Cut to BURL. He runs at her with the halothane and hurls the bottle. It SMASHES on the side of her face. She collapses face down at HENNA’S feet, her left cheek bleeding through black shards. Cut to HANK. He snatches his handkerchief from BURL’S hand, then smothers SYLVIA’S face in it.



HANK

Nice one. That ought to keep the bitch under.



BURL (heads toward the orchard)

I’ll get the wheelbarrow.

HANK turns to HENNA, kicks her in the ribs with his boot.  Her body jiggles and her parted lips drivel, but she fails to stir. He raises his boot, digs his right spur into her stomach, and rolls it across. He grins as a trail of blood soaks through her T-shirt.

62.
INT. COREN’S HOUSE – PANIC ROOM


COREN

Pritchard’s daughters?

What the fuck are you talking about?

That crazy son of a bitch has children?

JAY

They disappeared fifteen years ago,

just like the Trammell triplets.

COREN

Jay, listen to me. I don’t know how –

COREN’S words are sliced short as the Blondies SCREAM bloody murder. He claps his hands on his ears, as does Jay, but to no avail. The SHRIEKS pierce their eardrums like drill bits. Both men YELL and collapse to their knees. JAY buries his head in his arms. The SHRIEKS die. A teeth-gritting SCREECH fills the silence. COREN and JAY look up, confused.

Cut to the walls. The steel plates peel and roll down to the floor on their own accord. Beyond the soundproofing should be Sheetrock or insulation, but instead tomato red muscles and stringy tendons pulse and bleed. Cut to JAY and COREN. JAY vomits. COREN’S ass is frozen to the floor. He is awestruck, his head snapping to see each wall wrench down like an orange peel, the fleshy fluid squirting and trickling into the room.

JAY (shakes his head)

This isn’t real, dammit!

The Blondies aren’t there, these walls aren’t –

COREN (stands, points)

Bullshit! You think the walls are ghosts, too?

I’m telling you!

I carried these girls into the –

The throbbing muscles in the walls POP like spit bubbles, spraying blood from all four corners. COREN hops back as a mottled wad SPLASHES his shoes. JAY rushes the door.



JAY

Screw this!

LOREN falls from her headstand onto her knees and BAWLS. Tears stream down her scars. JAY kneels, suddenly sympathetic at her childlike reaction. Blood seeps from the barb wounds that stretch from her mouth around the back of her head. JAY extends his embrace. Cut to HENNA. She unleashes a BELLOW that flattens the piles of boxes and crushes their contents. The boom box EXPLODES and the window CRACKS. JAY whirls and ducks off to the side while COREN shields his head with his forearms.

The pulp of the walls and the muscles quiver, SPURTING greenish-red pus. HENNA clutches her carotids and raises her dangling head shoulder level. The rotted skin peels off her face, then PLOPS on the floor. The rest of her naked flesh follows suit. It curls back like age-old wallpaper from her bludgeoned neck, dropping in clumps to the floor.

JAY loses his gorge. He turns his head, refusing to watch the freak show another second, only to lay his eyes on LOREN. Camera cuts to her. She claws at her face and rakes her arms. Her flesh and clothes peel as one.



JAY

Coren, dammit, make it stop!

COREN breaks his gaze and sees JAY backpedaling toward him as LOREN creeps forth. Cut to HENNA. She is skinned to the bone, a mass of muscle. Cut to SYLVIA. She has shed her skin and rags and pulls herself up on her stumps at HENNA’S side.

Cut to COREN. He clenches his fists and charges HENNA. He throws a punch and she blocks it with her head, which RUPTURES like a dropped watermelon. A BUZZ of chainsaws resound from the walls, the floor, and the ceiling. COREN turns on his heels as he staggers back toward JAY. Cut to the triplets. SYLVIA and LOREN embrace HENNA. Their bleeding bodies mold into HENNA’S flesh like Playdoh. Their limbs liquefy into her muscle. Their faces fade in silent screams. In moments, the triplets become one, leaving behind piles of reddish-blond hair and blackened teeth. COREN clutches JAY’S arm and steps backwards.



COREN

 

Oh fuck me.

HENNA’S bleeding flesh ripples from head to toe. Her headless body CRACKS down the middle. The gash pours maggots as the torso and limbs fall apart like a hatched egg. Cut to JAY. He VOMITS on the door. Cut to COREN. He reaches back for the handle, wide-eyed and agape. He freezes. Cut back to the carnage. A short teenaged girl with straight black hair smiles in the mess of shed flesh and maggots. She clutches her denim skirt in one hand and the strap of her backpack in the other. Cut to COREN. He seizes JAY by the arm and spins him.



COREN

 

Look.
The girl GIGGLES. She then skips around the pile of carnage.



JAY (gasps)

Jesus Jenny, who the hell is that?



COREN (shrugs)

Guess the fat bitch was pregnant.

How the fuck should I know?

JAY

She’s not like the Blondies.

COREN

No shit. She has black hair.

JAY

Not that. She’s unharmed.

COREN nudges the door handle. To his surprise, it opens. The girl GIGGLES and dashes past them. COREN sticks his head out of the room. Cut to the hallway. It is deserted. Close on a trail of bloody footprints ending at the living room. Shrill laughter echoes, and then dies to a welcoming silence.

63.

INT. PRITCHARD’S SQUAD CAR
The CB radio CRACKLES.



EDSEL

Sheriff?

PRITCHARD curses, pulls over the Crown Victoria, and SLAMS it into “Park.” He snatches the CB.



PRITCHARD

This better be important, Edsel.

EDSEL

I got a gray two-door Cougar approaching.

Looks like Ms. Heller.

PRITCHARD

Hold her there. I’m on my way.

64.

EXT. WETLANDS – NEAR OAK STREET
VANCE leads the search party into the wetlands. WENDELL WURTZ matches VANCE’S stride and pulls down his poncho hood. He peers at his friend in concern behind rain-spattered lenses.



WENDELL

 

What happens if we come up empty here, Vance?



VANCE

Then we cross the county line

and keep searching.

WENDELL

Don’t you think that’s been done already?

They had a chopper out on day one.

VANCE

They were up there, we’re down here.

VANCE walks faster, hoping WENDELL will fall back with the rest of the gang. Instead, the pharmacist keeps pace. WENDELL grabs VANCE’S shoulder and stops him.



WENDELL

 

Vance! Would you listen to me?

After this you need to take a breather.

If you drive yourself into the ground,

who’s going to find your girls?

VANCE (brushes the hand off his shoulder)

You are, Wen. You are.

VANCE walks off into the woods. WENDELL falls in line with the search party, shaking his head. VANCE suddenly holds up his hand, turns to the townies.



VANCE (voice cracking)

We search around this swamp and then we disband.

We’ll call it a day.

Everyone can go home to their families.

Sound like a plan?

The team nods. Cut to VANCE. He turns and heads toward the swamp. His gaze darts from branch to boulder, bush to puddle, starving for a scrap of evidence. Something catches his eye in the dirt. He crouches for a closer look. SAM approaches from behind.



SAM

 

You got something, Vance?



VANCE

Footprints.

SAM

Could be from Pritchard or that big city cop.

VANCE (stands, eyeing the trail)

Could be a lot of things. Could be we follow them

and see where they lead.

VANCE walks along the prints, following the trail with SAM at his heels. He stops at the swamp’s muddy shore. The footprints lead to a hole. Close on the red cloth fluttering in the breeze. SAM pauses beside VANCE.



SAM

 

Aw shit. What the hell is that?



VANCE (deadpan, tears brimming)

Go look for me, will you, Sam?

SAM

Aw shit.

SAM’S galoshes SQUELCH on the shore. He cranes his neck. Close on the hole. A skull alive with snakes is up to its sockets in swamp water. Cut to VANCE. He clenches his fists and trembles.



VANCE

 

Well, Sam, is it them?



SAM

It’s someone. Someone other than your daughters.

VANCE seems to snap out of his trance. He wills his legs to move and joins SAM at the hole. Close on the skull wrapped in a T-shirt with the phrase “Eat me!” in stained letters. Cut to VANCE. His brows knit.



SAM (reading VANCE’S expression)

You know who that is?

VANCE

I know that shirt. It’s Henna Pritchard’s.

She used to wear it all the time.

Paul’s gonna fly off the handle when he

finds out.

SAM

Maybe we shouldn’t tell him then.

VANCE (glares, stands in SAM’S face)

If this was my own daughter and someone

found her, then failed to tell me and

I found out…I’d kill that son of a bitch.

SAM gulps and nods. Cut to VANCE. He eyes the ground. Close on a broken piece of driftwood with a clump of mud on the end. The trail of footprints lead to it, circle the hole, and disappear in the opposite direction.



VANCE

Go get Paul. Now!

SAM uproots his galoshes and runs back to the huddled search party. Cut to VANCE. He traces the footprints east toward Inventory Street.
65.

EXT. HANK’S FARM

HANK releases the barbed wire and scales the fence, indifferent to the pain. He then scrambles down the ditch after BURL’S rolling head. He finds it resting in a puddle. He grabs it by its blood-streaked strands, then runs up the hillside. He catches his breath at the property line.



HANK

 

Stupid stink hole.

What the hell were you thinking?

You got to be brain dead to think you’re gonna

pin all this on me. This is all for the man.

You think I bury people in my goddamn barn

everyday? Huh, you old bastard?

HANK gazes across the field. He regards the dripping head.



HANK

Sorry, Burl.

He cocks his arm back and hurls the head. It flies over the field in a spray of red and bounces on the gravel drive. HANK reaches down, seizes the body by its wrists, grimacing as the severed neck SPURTS blood. He then tugs it, gritting his teeth and forging toward the barn.



HANK

Goddamn stink hole.

I told you not to walk out on me.

But you had to be a stubborn prick.

Now I got to dump you with the rest of ‘em.

Shit, Burl. Shit.

66.

INT. HANK’S BARN - FLASHBACK
HANK and BURL pull the Blondies out from under the pile of oranges in the flatbed of the pickup. One by one they lug them into a wheelbarrow and transport them to the barn while FRANCINE stands aside, hugging herself. Cut to the interior of the barn. The triplets are dumped in a pile. HANK runs to the double doors, waves FRANCINE inside, and then seals the barn tight with a 2x4 and rope. BURL stares wide-eyed at their surroundings.



BURL

 

What the fuck is all this, Hank?



HANK

This here’s my collection.

I plan on finally putting it to some use.

BURL

No. No. The fuck you are.

You said we were going to slap them around a bit.

Scare them off from the bullying.

HANK

Well, we are. And then you two are gonna watch me

torture the goddamned stink holes. I’m gonna make

sure they don’t ever fuck with us again.

BURL

That’s going too far, Hank.

HANK

Too far?

They stripped Franny here and dumped her

in a ditch. They just chased her with

screwdrivers down the goddamn alley.

If you ask me, that ain’t far enough.

BURL

This isn’t the fucking Middle Ages!

HANK

Why don’t you ask Franny what we should do then?

She’s been bullied the most by these slut whores.

FRANCINE lingers by the doors with her arms crossed, focused on the dirt floor. She shuffles her feet as recollections prod her. Cut to flashback. She sees the razor blade slash her mouth and the baseball bat strike her temple. She sees herself disrobed and punched in the stomach. Cut to present. She bites back the tears, looks up.



FRANCINE

They deserve whatever the fuck they get.

HANK (grins)

There you have it.

Now what do you say we have some fun?

BURL (shakes his head)

I don’t want any part of this shit, Hank.

I was satisfied when we knocked them out cold.

Why don’t we just dump them in a ditch

outside of town or something?

HANK

Horseshit. We’re here now.

No sense in complicating things.

BURL

Well, then, I guess you’re on your own.

BURL turns, but FRANCINE’S distraught face stops him from marching toward the doors. She nibbles her bottom lip, then SIGHS. She steps aside to let him pass.

FRANCINE

 

They hurt me, Mr. Nelson.

And they’ll hurt me again.

BURL (face flushes, turns to HANK)

Shit! Let’s get this over with already.

I got a fucking seed run to make by sundown.

HANK grins and undoes the straps on the rack.

67.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – PANIC ROOM
COREN joins JAY in the hallway, rubbing his eyes.



COREN

 

It means something. You know that right?



JAY (nods)

What the hell was all that?

They were all here, now they’re gone.

I touched one of them.

COREN

I hauled every damn one of them into the house.

I’m telling you, sometimes they’re ghosts,

sometimes they’re…fucking zombies.

JAY

But what does it mean? Who was that little girl?

(seizes his hair, eyes widen)

Jesus Jenny! That was Francine Heller!

COREN

Who?

JAY

Francine Heller!

She used to get bullied by the Blondies

all the time!

COREN shuts the sliding door, heads into the living room. JAY follows at his heels. They pause near the kitchen and glance from wall to wall, searching for the runaway. COREN points at the deck door.



COREN

 

So who buried them in my backyard?



JAY (throws his arms up)

Who owned this house before you?

COREN (shakes his head)

It’s fucking weird. I Googled the county records

the other day and it said a Ray Hodge owned it. But then a month before I bought the house

it had been signed over to an Edwold Gentry.

I’m thinking Hodge was in some kind of

financial trouble.

JAY

Yeah right.

The Blondies are buried in your backyard,

but you think Hodge signed over his house

and skipped town?

COREN

He could’ve died.

They don’t have to release that information.

JAY

Unless he was killed without a trace.

I’ve reported on my fair share of cold cases.

COREN

If Hodge was killed he’d be knocking at my

fucking back door.

A hollow TAP spins their heads. RAPPING on the sliding glass door.

68.

EXT. COREN’S BACKYARD
VANCE clambers over the worm fence and staggers as if an alien hit him with a freeze ray. His bloodshot eyes perk.  

He approaches the hole near the rusted scrap metal. A pile of dirt and a discarded shovel remain as evidence. He peers over the eroded lip. He turns his head and VOMITS in the grass. He clutches his knees, then shakes his head as he fights to keep his gorge down.

Cut to the hole. SYLVIA’S decomposed skeleton, riddled with worm holes. It has been crammed into the pit; her arms and severed legs point at the overcast sky.



VANCE (wipes his mouth on his sleeve)

Lord give me strength.

He faces the pit again. Cut to the hole. Chunks of brick protrude through the dirt on all sides. It appears to have once been a well that had dried up and was then filled in.

VANCE spots the rustic well near the house. He approaches it. He looks in. Cut to the interior of the well. The walls have been pried apart. Poking from the dirt is LOREN’S jaundice skeleton. Her jaw is gagged with barbed wire and her twisted legs dangle into the darkness.

VANCE looks to the deck. He clenches his trembling fists. He marches toward the steps, convinced his girls are in the house.

69.

EXT. MAIN STREET – PRITCHARD’S SQUAD CAR
PRITCHARD turns onto Main Street. Cut to a windshield view. The narrow taillights of FRANCINE’S Cougar are a mile ahead. The CB CRACKLES.



EDSEL

Sheriff?

PRITCHARD

Goddamn it all to hell!

EDSEL

Sheriff? Do you copy?

PRITCHARD lets go of the steering wheel and punches the radio. The face CRACKS. He clocks it again. It SHATTERS and dangles on its mount.



PRITCHARD

Shut the fuck up!

He grabs the wheel before he veers off the road. He CHIRPS the siren once to announce his arrival. Cut to exterior. EDSEL paces, then SIGHS and belts his CB. Cut to rear of FRANCINE’S Cougar. She watches PRITCHARD in her rearview mirror as he stops a car length behind her.

Cut to PRITCHARD. He opens the glove box. The Ziploc with the bloodstained knife and juice carton pop out, falling on the floor, along with a handful of shiny badges. He arches his brow. He picks up the baggie and sets it on the passenger’s seat. He then grabs the tape recorder. He steps out of the car.

70.

INT. HANK’S BARN - FLASHBACK



HANK (grabs SYLVIA’S wrists)

Let’s put the skinny one on the rack.

Ain’t this gonna be a sight when

these bitches wake up?

BURL shakes his head, hesitates, and then crouches and clutches SYLVIA’S ankles. He and HANK carry her across the barn and drop her on the rack. She stirs, murmurs. HANK raises her arms and SLAPS the leather straps on her wrists.



BURL (shakes his head)

 

This is fucking barbaric, Hank.

HANK secures SYLVIA’S ankles and grabs the giant crank. He extends the rollers one notch. They CREAK from centuries of disuse. SYLVIA’S eyes flutter. HANK removes his handkerchief and blows his nose. He then shoves it in SYLVIA’S mouth as she comes to. Her eyes bulge and she struggles to break free. The handkerchief muffles her screams to mouse SQUEAKS.



HANK (chuckles)

This is what happens to bullies, little missy.

And this ain’t even the tip of the pitchfork.

BURL turns his back on the rack. Cut to FRANCINE. She is beaming near the first stall. Cut to BURL. He storms at her and jabs an accusatory finger.



BURL

 

You think this is fun and games?

You think she deserves to be tortured?

FRANCINE nods. HANK grabs BURL’S shoulder and spins him.



HANK

 

Let her join in the fun if she wants to.

This ain’t show and tell.

BURL (knocks his hand away)

Fuck that!

HANK responds with a right jab, SMASHING his knuckles against BURL’S cheekbone. BURL loses his footing, falls, and CRACKS the back of his head on a stall post. HANK spits and kicks his friend’s shoes.



HANK

 

Christ’s disciples.

Damn that old-timer’s a hardhead.

Guess it’s just you and me, Franny.

FRANCINE shrugs. A MOAN turns their heads. Cut to the bloody sisters sprawled on the dirt. HENNA rolls over and blinks. Cut to SYLVIA wriggling on the rack. Cut to HENNA, who springs up.



HANK (nods at FRANCINE)

Now’s your chance to whoop her.

FRANCINE’S smile widens. She glances around the stall behind her. She grabs a spade off the wall, whirls, and swings it like a tennis racket. The back of the blade cracks HENNA a hair above her right ear. She collapses to the dirt as a small gash bleeds down her neck.



HANK (grins)

Atta girl.

I think you and I are gonna get along just

peachy.

FRANCINE giggles. She hangs the spade back on the wall. Cut to HANK. He picks up LOREN and heaves her onto his shoulder. Her face is freckled with black shards and dried blood. Her bangs are strawberry blond and matted to her forehead. She COUGHS, drooling onto HANK’S back. He carries her to the third stall on the opposite side of the barn. He SLAMS her down on a splintered electric chair. The wires and power have long since been removed, but the worn leather straps remain.

LOREN cries out. HANK slaps her, then binds her wrists and ankles. He unbuttons his plaid shirt and removes it. Before she can scream he ties it around her mouth and the back of the chair. He fingers the shoulder straps of his wife beater, spits, and then looks over his shoulder.



HANK

 

How do you reckon we ought to punish her, Franny?

FRANCINE wanders to an adjacent stall. Close on a workbench scattered with medieval tools, camera panning on them. One looks like a pair of tongs used for corn on the cob or dumplings. Another has an ornate pear with leaves on the end of a silver handle. FRANCINE grasps this one.



FRANCINE 

What’s this one do?

HANK (chuckles, crosses the barn)

That one’s called the Pear of Anguish.

It’s perfect for some stink hole with a

smart mouth, like that one in the chair.

The leaves open up like a flower.

You’ll have to see the rest for yourself.

FRANCINE

I like it. It’s pretty.

HANK

Since you think so, maybe you want to

try it out on her.

Close on LOREN. She thrashes and shakes her head as if an electric current flows through the chair. Cut to FRANCINE. She brushes past HANK and approaches LOREN.



FRANCINE

 

Remember that time you locked me in my locker?

You poked me with X-acto knives.

(she points at her bloodstained calf)

You did this to me on the fence.

LOREN freezes. Her brow raises into the deep lines that crease her gashed forehead. FRANCINE waves the pear before her face and pulls the handle. The spoon-shaped leaves spring open like a reverse bear trap. LOREN bucks and squirms as if she is having an epileptic seizure.



HANK (places a hand on FRANCINE’S shoulder)

Hold on.

It’ll be mighty difficult with the shirt in her

mouth.

HANK crosses the barn, kicking HENNA in her head for good measure, and crouches in the corner of a stall. He returns with faded leather gloves on his hands, a wire cutter, and a ball of barbed wire. He sets the fence material on the floor and snips off a strip. He then walks over to LOREN with the strand of wire in hand. He shakes the barbed wire.



HANK

 

This’ll keep her mouth open.

But you make damn sure you gag her with the shirt

when she starts screaming. Understand?

FRANCINE nods as HANK rounds the chair, yanks the plaid from LOREN’S mouth, and then wraps the wire around wood and flesh. LOREN shrieks. HANK slams his elbow on the top of her skull. Her eyes become waterfalls as the barbs dig into her lips and the wire is fastened behind the chair.



HANK

Franny, shut her stink hole!

I’m gonna wire this one up.

She ain’t feeling her sister’s pain.

Are you, you skinny cunt?

HANK cuts off another barbed strand. Close on SYLVIA. She is still, terrified. Cut to HANK. He approaches the rack, removes the handkerchief, and binds her mouth. SYLVIA screams. HANK ties the wire, then reaches over the rack and gouges her eyes.



HANK

 

Shut the fuck up! Shut up, goddamn you!

SYLVIA’S blues pool red and bleed down her cheeks. HANK stifles her screams with the handkerchief.

Cut to FRANCINE. She inches the pear toward LOREN’S mouth. LOREN trembles and CRIES. FRANCINE smiles. She SNAPS the sharp leaves open and shut. LOREN whines, reluctant to scream.

A guttural MOAN that elevates to a YELL breaks HANK and FRANCINE’S concentration. They jerk in unison and snap their heads back. Cut to HENNA. She charges at FRANCINE, her T-shirt speckled with blood. She plows over her target and pins her on the ground. She punches FRANCINE in the eye, then cocks back for another jab.



BURL

Henna!

HENNA freezes, looks back. Cut to BURL. He staggers forth with a spade in hand. He raises it like a sledgehammer.



BURL

Get off her, you fat slut!

FRANCINE digs her fingers into HENNA’S injured hand, stabbing the hole the screwdriver had made. HENNA cries out and swats her aside. FRANCINE remains on the ground, stunned from the blow.

Cut to BURL. He charges and swings the spade. HENNA blocks it with her forearm. She then grabs the handle and wrenches it from his grip.



HENNA

I’m gonna fuckin’ kill ya, old man!

BURL ducks, the blade missing his scalp by inches. HENNA follows through with a pendulum swing and uppercuts him with the flat side. BURL catches air and lands on his back, knocked unconscious once again. HENNA half-turns, but glimpses her attacker too late. Cut to HANK. He crashes into her with his wire cutters in hand. The spade is lost in the collision as they topple into a nearby stall. 

HANK slams her into an antique meat block. The top is easily three feet thick and bloodstained from hundreds of butcherings. HANK bends her back over the block.



HANK

 

You smelly fucking cunt!

You want to bully someone? I’m right here, pig!

HANK braces his arm against HENNA’S throat and stabs her shoulder with the wire cutter. She GROWLS through gritted teeth.

Cut to FRANCINE. She sits up, massages her jaw. Her gaze roves the barn. Camera pans. LOREN and SYLVIA twist and twitch with fixed grimaces. Long shot of HANK working HENNA on the butcher block like a piece of meat. He is stabbing and raping her. FRANCINE is frozen to the ground.



HANK

 

You like this, you fat bitch? Huh?

Answer me, goddamn it!

HENNA flails, but to no avail. HANK snips the wire cutters across her throat, grazing her carotid arteries. She GURGLES as blood pours in rivulets down her chest. Cut to FRANCINE. She clamps her hands on her ears at the mingling of MOANS and DEATH RATTLES. Cut back to the stall. HENNA’S head falls off her shoulders and dangles by the carotids as a tremble courses through HANK’S body. Blood spurts and gushes like a kinked garden hose.

FRANCINE yells as her pent up ire bubbles over. She charges SYLVIA, clutches the massive lever, and cranks it with all her might.

71.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM


COREN

Do you think Francine Heller wants back in?

JAY

I’ve had enough surprises for one day.

COREN (peers through the deck door)

Well, it sure as fuck isn’t Pritchard.

JAY

Who is it?

COREN

I don’t know. Could be a neighbor.

COREN opens the door. VANCE enters and says hello with a right jab. Blood sprays from COREN’S nose as he staggers against the kitchen table. VANCE crosses the threshold and drops a hammer fist. COREN rolls onto the floor, the attack missing his head by inches.



JAY (raises his hands)

Hey! What the hell’s going on here?

VANCE advances over COREN, cocks his fist back, and then pauses. His arm drops to his side and he blinks.



VANCE 

Jay Donovan? What the hell’s going on?

JAY (shrugs, lowers his hands)

Jesus Jenny, that’s what I’d like to know.

VANCE

Are you Coren Raines?



COREN (stands, pinches his nostrils)

I’ll go get him. I think he’s in the shitter.

VANCE

The hell with that!

COREN (backs against the wall)

Listen, whoever the fuck you are,

you’re breaking and entering, trespassing, and –

VANCE punches COREN in the jaw with a left jab. COREN crumples to the floor. JAY steps in front of VANCE.



JAY

 

Enough!

I’ve got TV cameras set up in every room

of this house!



VANCE (backs off, rubs his knuckles)

Good, because that son of a bitch has

my daughters!

COREN (glares)

You’re fucking crazy.

VANCE

I’m not the one with three open graves

in my backyard! And I know for a fact

that those bodies are Pritchard’s girls!

JAY (waves his hand before VANCE’S face)

Who disappeared fifteen years ago.

He didn’t even live here then.

COREN (stands, sways, regains his balance)

Vance Trammell? Coren Raines. Nice to meet you.

JAY

Vance! I know you’re hell-bent on finding

your daughters, but they’re not here!

I already looked!

VANCE (points in JAY’S face)

You expect me to believe that?

There’s triplets buried out there.

It seems pretty damn obvious that he’s guilty.

JAY

They’ve been buried out there for fifteen years.

VANCE

Then why the hell is he digging them up?

COREN

Hey, they dug themselves up!

VANCE

You goddamn liar!

JAY

Vance! Listen to me!

I’ve already interrogated the hell out of him!

And believe you and me, he didn’t dig up

Pritchard’s daughters!

VANCE

Bullshit!

Pritchard told me he’s hiding something!

JAY

Is that right?

Well, who lived here before him

that’s so saintly?

VANCE

Ray Hodge, that’s who! A friend of mine!

COREN (steps forward)

Then who the fuck is Edwold Gentry?

VANCE

How the hell should I know?

COREN

Because Hodge signed his title over

to the bastard.

VANCE

How do you know that?

COREN

Google.

VANCE (shakes his head, grabs a chair)

Google. Mind if I sit down?

COREN

Be my guest. You just punched me in the face.

What do you know?

VANCE

I know something’s not right here.

(buries his face in his hands, looks up)

Ray told me once that Hank Adler and Burl Nelson

were pressuring him to sell the house.

Now I learn that he signed over the title.

It makes perfect sense. Edwold Gentry was

probably an alias so they could sweep it

under the rug. But why?

They never did anything with the property.

COREN

Sure they did. They turned it into a cemetery.

The three men exchange glances as the pieces of the puzzle glue together. VANCE trembles and his face contorts.



VANCE (hoarsely)

 

They took my girls. Hank and Burl took my girls.

Why?

JAY (scratches his beard)

Because they’re triplets.

They didn’t want three more bullies in this town.

72.

INT. HANK’S BARN - FLASHBACK

SYLVIA’S legs tear at the knees with a POP and SQUELCH, spraying blood on FRANCINE. She cries out, her face crimson and twisted. She writhes as she dangles on the rack, teetering on unconsciousness. FRANCINE releases the crank. She stares, dumbfounded by the surreal image. SYLVIA’S legs twitch in place, secured by the straps, spurting like fountains. LOREN’S relentless SCREAMS snap FRANCINE back to reality.

FRANCINE raises her hand as she approaches LOREN. She still clutches the pear. LOREN jerks from side to side and strains her neck like a bobblehead. FRANCINE taunts her, opening and shutting the razor-sharp leaves as she inches them toward her face.



HANK

Christ’s disciples!

Cut to HANK. He pulls up his overalls and kicks aside HENNA’S decapitated body. He is drenched in blood. He wipes the sweat off his forehead.

Cut to FRANCINE. She cocks back the pear in a punching stance. Cut to HANK, who LAUGHS and nods. Cut back to FRANCINE. She charges LOREN and jabs the pear. LOREN clamps her mouth shut seconds before impact. The metal tip SHATTERS her incisors. Her CRIES are cut short as FRANCINE squeezes the handle. The leaves spring open. FRANCINE yanks the pear from her mouth and steps back. Teeth pour from LOREN’S bleeding mouth, as does a severed tongue, and PLOPS on the dirt. FRANCINE grins as LOREN chokes on blood and canines. LOREN’S face pales and turns purplish-blue, at which point her body goes limp.

HANK barges in front of FRANCINE and crouches. He undoes the chair straps and grabs LOREN’S ankles. He then twists her legs like a pretzel, breaking bones through skin. 



HANK

There. Now she won’t be going nowhere.

Camera pans on the stalls. SYLVIA dangles from the bloodstained rack, dismembered and agape. LOREN is slouched forward, red drivel splattering her entangled feet. HENNA’S decapitated and defiled body seeps fluids in the dirt like a slaughtered cow.



BURL

Hank? Hank, what the fuck have you done?

BURL approaches with the shovel in hand. His chin is black-and-blue and the gash on his head trickles blood down the back of his neck. He points the shovel.



BURL

 

What’s the matter with you?

You’re a fucking lunatic!

HANK (wipes his hands on his overalls)

I had help, seeing how your pussy ass

decided to nap.

BURL

You killed them! You fucking killed them!

HANK

We didn’t buy Hodge’s property for a goddamn

farmer’s market, Burl. We needed burial grounds.

BURL (shakes head, jabs the shovel into the dirt)

For the sheriff’s daughters?

I had no part in this! I’m not even here!

This is all your doing!

(gestures at FRANCINE)

Yours, too! Jesus Christ, they bullied you!

You’re still alive, aren’t you?

FRANCINE (nods, speaks in a monotone)

If they were alive, they’d bully me.

BURL

Oh waa waa, you fucking baby!

HANK (steps into BURL’S face)

Shut your stink hole, Burl!

You act like these whores never bullied you!

You were fucking scared shitless of ‘em!



BURL (shovel trembles in his fist)

You lied to me, Hank!

That farmer’s market…That was my fucking dream!

HANK

You can have your dream.

You’ll just have some bodies beneath it.

BURL

Fuck you. Fuck you, you son of a bitch.

HANK

You were with me in the beginning, friend.

You ain’t leaving ‘til we’re finished.

BURL (closes his eyes, opens them)



Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!

As soon as it’s dark we haul them out! That’s it!

You hear me? Then you forget I was even here.

HANK (sneers)

We’ll bury these sluts in Hodge’s backyard,

put that damn swamp to use.

You best believe I got their plots picked out.

BURL (heads for the barn doors)

I’ll get the fucking truck.

FRANCINE is entranced. She holds herself tight, then rocks back and forth. The pear slips from her fingers, CLANKS on the dirt. She then sits on a hay bale and stares into space. A grin teases her lips.

73.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE – DINING ROOM


JAY

The barn! The goddamn barn! Jesus Jenny!

COREN

Jay, what the fuck are you talking about?

JAY

Adler’s barn was a torture chamber!

I was snooping around there the other night!

COREN

What? You just now remembered that?

That whole time you were pointing fingers at me

you knew that fucker was hiding a

torture chamber? When did you plan on breaking

the news, asshole?

JAY

It didn’t click. I just thought it was a sick

collection at the time.

I’m a reporter, not a damn P.I.

VANCE (clutches his temples)

I’m going to kill that bastard.

I’m going to kill him.

JAY runs into the living room and peers out the window.



JAY

 

Coren, does your truck run?

We need to get to that barn.

COREN

Both of you calm the fuck down.

Are you sure we’re not jumping to conclusions?

Vance here was ready to kill me a second ago

and Jay you weren’t far off the same ledge.

VANCE grabs COREN’S shirt collar and SLAMS him against the wall.



VANCE

 

Jumping to conclusions?

Pritchard’s daughters are buried in your

backyard, which used to be owned by Adler and

Nelson, and Farmer Hank has a torture chamber

in his barn!

No one’s jumping to goddamn conclusions!

COREN

Alright, alright!

The fucking keys are on the fridge!

VANCE releases COREN, reaches over the freezer, and finds the keys.



VANCE

 

Let’s go. I’ll drive.



COREN

Just to warn you, Pritchard’s been

staking out my house for the past day.

VANCE

Pritchard stakes out everybody’s house.

He’s a small town sheriff.

He’ll fine you for breathing.

74.

EXT. ROADBLOCK
PRITCHARD slams the driver’s side door and withdraws his Magnum.



EDSEL

I tried calling you, Sheriff.

PRITCHARD

No fuckin’ shit, Edsel! I got one hand!

One fuckin’ hand! Five fingers to drive,

no fingers to flip ya off!

EDSEL (lowers his voice)

Sorry, sir. Ms. Heller has been ignoring me.

Won’t even roll down her window.

PRITCHARD

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me? She’s bein’ a cunt.

Use yer goddamn club.

EDSEL

Thought I’d wait for your lead.

PRITCHARD

Stay here and cover me.

PRITCHARD approaches the driver’s side of the Cougar. He TAPS the Magnum barrel on the window. FRANCINE rolls it down, but stares straight ahead. FRANCINE looks like a recluse. Her hair is ratted and fuzzy as if insects have nested on her scalp. Her face is set in a gaping frown, baring her bumblebee teeth. Her stained T-shirt is torn from her shoulder to her navel, which provides a glimpse of her saggy breast. She raises a cigarette to her mouth and inhales for a good five seconds.



PRITCHARD

Ms. Heller? Step out of the car.

FRANCINE sits there and blows smoke into the dirt-streaked windshield.



FRANCINE

 

Fuck you.



PRITCHARD (aims the Magnum barrel)

Ya think I’m fuckin’ bluffin’, bitch?

Get outta the fuckin’ car!

Cut to EDSEL. He has his firearm trained on the Cougar’s windshield as the engine still IDLES. Cut to FRANCINE. She turns her head toward PRITCHARD’S Magnum and licks the barrel. PRITCHARD looks to EDSEL, red-faced.



PRITCHARD

 

Blow out the fuckin’ tires.

EDSEL opens fire and flattens the front tires. Cut to FRANCINE. She sits like a stone, unfazed. She looks daggers.



FRANCINE

 

Fuck you.

PRITCHARD jabs FRANCINE’S face with the barrel. She falls across the passenger’s seat and opens the glove box. PRITCHARD reaches inside the Cougar and pistol-whips her. He knocks her hand off the compartment, then proceeds to beat her head and chest. EDSEL shatters the passenger’s side window with his billy club. He holsters both of his weapons and SLAPS the handcuffs on FRANCINE’S flailing wrist. He locks the opposite restraint beneath the seat. She thrashes like a straitjacketed mental patient.

FRANCINE

You fucking bastard! Your daughters were whores!

All of them! Fucking whores!

You knew they were bullying me!

You fucking son of a bitch!
PRITCHARD presses the trunk button as he ducks out of the car. His eyes well up with tears. The Magnum trembles in his hand.



EDSEL (rounds the front of the Cougar)

 

Paul? You okay?



PRITCHARD (looks away, bites back a scowl)

Search the back seat. I’ll check the trunk.

This bitch is up to somethin’.

PRITCHARD rounds the rear bumper. Cut to a trunk shot. There are two bulky garbage bags and a tire iron. Cut to shot of PRITCHARD and trunk. He holsters his Magnum and unwinds a twisty tie. Inside the bag are clothes. He pulls out some pants and shirts, convinced that there is paraphernalia hidden within. After tossing aside a skirt, his fingers claw something. He removes it. He grins at the half-empty bottle of E&J. He then sets the brandy beside the tire iron. EDSEL joins him at the trunk.



EDSEL

 

We got a live one.

Found some kind of a rusty fruit corer

under the seat cushions.

PRITCHARD

Confiscate it along with this open container.

I got one more bag to go through.

EDSEL leaves PRITCHARD to his search. The second garbage bag is full of socks and panties. PRITCHARD curses under his breath. He reaches in his pocket and removes the Ziploc baggie. With two fingers he manages to open it. As he attempts to inch the bloodstained knife out, it slips through his fingers and CLANGS on the blacktop.



PRITCHARD

Shit.

He crouches and looks beneath the undercarriage. Cut to a shot beneath the Cougar. The knife glints below the muffler. He grabs it, then freezes as a flutter catches his eye. He cranes his neck beyond the bumper.



PRITCHARD

Ya fuckin’ kiddin’ me?
75.

EXT. ROADSIDE - FLASHBACK

BURL parks the pickup a block from FRANCINE’S house. HANK is in the passenger’s seat and leers at their seventeen-year-old accomplice.



HANK

You keep your goddamn mouth shut, you hear me?

If any word of this comes back to me I’ll be a

bigger bully than the Blondies ever were.

Understand?

FRANCINE nods. HANK opens the door and slides out onto the sidewalk. As FRANCINE follows suit, he places his hand on her shoulder.



HANK

You were volunteering on the prom committee.

That’s what you tell your folks.

FRANCINE walks away with her backpack held in front of her, concealing the blood splatters on her shirt. HANK climbs back in the truck and BURL pulls away.



BURL

You’ve been planning this shit for weeks.

Just like the damned barbed wire fence.

You waited to put that fucker up until the field

was tall enough and you knew the high school

track team wouldn’t see it.

HANK

Shut your mouth, Burl. This ain’t no comparison.

BURL

Bullshit! How the fuck did you even get Hodge

to leave town so quick? Huh?

Did you strap him up in the barn, too?

HANK

No, but that’s where I buried him.

BURL (glares)

What the fuck did you do?

What the fuck did you do to Ray?

HANK

Got him to sign the title over.

Ain’t that enough?

BURL

What the fuck did you do?

HANK

Cut off his head with sheep shears.

Had to remove some knuckles just to get

his Henry.

BURL slams on the brakes. A cloud of dust engulfs the pickup. He turns and punches HANK in the jaw. HANK’S face meets the window and he bounces back with both hands around BURL’S throat. He chokes him against the dashboard.



HANK 

Listen to me, you idiot!

We ain’t got time for this!

We got Paul’s daughters in the fucking flatbed!

BURL knees HANK in the gut and shoves him in his seat.



BURL

 

Paul? You’re on a first name basis?

What the fuck’s going on, Hank? What the fuck?

HANK gasps and turns to BURL, his scowl cast in shadows.



HANK

 

Back the fucking truck up to the door.

Ray’s got a panic room.

I’ll hide the bitches in there and dig the

goddamn graves. Thanks to you I’ll be doing this

all stinking night, you wet pussy.

BURL

Maybe you should call Paul over.

Have a fucking potluck.

HANK (withdraws a bloodstained screwdriver)

He made me do this shit!

He wanted those bitches gone!

They were a fucking liability!

Now back the fucking truck up or I’ll bury you,

too! Christ’s disciples!

BURL

Don’t forget to suck Paul’s cock,

you backstabbing fuck.

HANK scowls, hops out of the cab, and drops the tailgate. The night is silent, save for the THUDS of oranges and corpses. Camera does a time lapse shot, watching HANK drag the Blondies out of the pickup and into the house. After the last body, the pickup speeds into the darkness with the headlights off.

76.

EXT. HANK’S BARN
COREN, JAY, and VANCE climb out of the Suburban. Cut to the weathered barn. It burns bright against the darkening sky. A slumped silhouette flits past the windows. The double doors RATTLE in the wind, BANGING back into metal.



COREN

It’s a little late to be milking, isn’t it?

JAY (shakes his head)

So what do we do if Adler’s in there

with your daughters?

VANCE (with a grave face)

There’s three of us. We beat him to death.

JAY

We’re unarmed. What if he has a gun?

VANCE

There’s three of us. We rush him.

A full clip won’t stop me from getting

my girls back.

JAY

We can’t go in there unarmed. That’s crazy.

COREN (raises his index finger)

Hold on. I might have some shit

in the back of my truck.

JAY

Some shit.

COREN

Yeah, some shit.

There’s some boxes I forgot to unpack.

VANCE

Hurry up. Or I’m going in there without you.

COREN returns holding three items. He hands them to JAY and VANCE. Both raise them toward the waning light. VANCE’S eyes narrow to slits.



VANCE

 

What the hell is this?



COREN

A wicket. Jay’s got the mallet.

I guess it’s all horseshoes and no croquet

out here.

JAY (takes a practice swing) 

What do you have?

COREN

A fucking lawn orb.

I figured it was better than a croquet ball.

VANCE clutches the wicket and marches toward the barn. COREN and JAY trail at his heels. The gravel CRUNCHES in the quiet darkness. They hesitate at the CLANGING doors. VANCE curls his fingers on the handle, then pulls with the gust. The door catches, SCRAPES open. VANCE holds it tight as the wind shoves it toward him. COREN and JAY sneak inside and crouch beside the rear right tire of the pickup. VANCE slips behind them, lodging the door shut against the bumper. The HOWLING wind drowns out their entry.



HANK

Dirty goddamn stink hole! Fuck you! Fuck Burl!

Fuck Paul! Goddamn it!

COREN inches forward, but VANCE grabs his shoulder and takes the lead. He creeps to the flattened tailgate, clutches the wicket, and peers past the bumper. He sways, flabbergasted. COREN and JAY sneak beside him.

Cut to HANK. He is hunched in the far stall. He shoves a charred mangled body and steps back. The remains slide into a hole and SLOP at the bottom. Satisfied, he turns and walks to the beheaded corpse sprawled in the middle of the barn. He shakes his head, then grabs BURL’S bleeding skull and raises it before his face.

Cut to JAY. He shuts his eyes and grits his teeth, but the sickness overcomes him. He turns his head and vomits on the passenger’s side door.

Cut to HANK. He looks to the pickup. He pales.

VANCE approaches HANK, looking like Wolverine with the fisted wicket. COREN covers him with the lawn orb cocked back in shot put form while JAY regains his composure.



VANCE (quavering)

Easy, Hank. I just want my –

HANK hurls BURL’S head. VANCE and COREN duck as blood drizzles on them. Cut to JAY. He looks up, reacts on instinct, and swings the mallet. He busts the head open against the side of the pickup. Brains and eyeballs squirt, dripping off the fender. Jay SHRIEKS and drops the mallet.

HANK snatches up the shovel and holds it like a baseball bat. COREN launches the lawn orb. Hank swings and misses. The orb slams into his chest and knocks him to the dirt.

VANCE charges and pins HANK down with a boot on his chest. HANK seizes BURL’S shirt collar and yanks his corpse. VANCE thrusts the wicket and punctures the body shield. He withdraws his weapon and steps back, grimacing as blood gushes from BURL’S abdomen.

HANK staggers to his feet, still clutching the headless corpse. He barrels into VANCE, who cries out as the body tackles him into the pickup’s grill. COREN rushes HANK. The farmer spins the corpse and performs the Heimlich maneuver. Greenish-yellow stomach acid and brown blood shoot from the severed neck. The stream hits COREN in the face and he freaks, YELLING and flailing as if covered with killer bees.

JAY twitches at the screaming, then peels his eyes off the head he had smashed. He has been doubled over chiding himself. Cut to VANCE and COREN. VANCE is slumped against the grill and COREN is covered in blood. Cut to JAY. He grabs the mallet, raises it over his head, and brings it down on the pickup’s hood. It GONGS and springs open.

HANK tosses the corpse aside and chokes VANCE. He lifts his head over the grill and smashes his face into the engine. He holds him there with his left hand as his right SLAMS the hood shut. VANCE’S body convulses and blood seeps down the grill. HANK lets go and VANCE collapses to the dirt, his skull crushed into the shape of a football.



HANK (laughs)

What a goddamn mess.

You fucking pigs ain’t gonna pin this shit on me,

you hear me? I didn’t kidnap no babies!

You fucking hear me?

COREN (claws his drenched hair)

You’re fucking dead, asshole!

HANK rips the wicket from VANCE’S dead hand, then approaches COREN.



HANK

 

I know you. You’re the newbie.

I used to own your shithouse.

(points to the headless corpse)

So did Burl. Buried some bodies in the yard.

COREN

No shit. They’ve been locked up in my panic room.

I bet Pritchard would love to know that you

killed his daughters.



HANK

Burl murdered those fucking cunts!

That dead son of a bitch right there!

So fuck you!

HANK lunges with the wicket. COREN sidesteps and the Judas cradle deflects the blow. HANK drops the wicket, then throws a left jab. The punch knocks out COREN’S front teeth and he clutches his mouth, stumbling like a drunk.

JAY runs with the mallet over his head, YELLING like an irate kung fu master. HANK spins and glimpses his fate. The mallet comes down and SMASHES the center of his skull. His forehead splits a red fissure down through his nose and his eyes cross. His face flushes and bursts vessels. Blood pours from his nostrils and mouth. He crumples onto the Judas cradle, dangling on the triangular point. JAY lets the mallet slip from his fingers and fall beside the wicket. COREN approaches him.

COREN

 

The bastard knocked out my teeth. Goddamn it.

Let’s get the fuck out of here.

We don’t need this shit traced to us.

You have a family. They don’t need that.

JAY

Vance didn’t need this.

All he wanted was his daughters.

COREN (shakes his head)

And he went to all this trouble and still didn’t

get them. This isn’t our problem.

It’s just another story, right?

Another fucking news report.

JAY

Yeah. This has been Jay Donovan for WNDY News.

77.

EXT. ROADBLOCK – OPENING SHOT OF COUGAR’S CHASSIS
PRITCHARD pales. Bound to three out of the four wheel wells are the Trammell triplets. Their tiny arms and legs are entwined with barbed wire. Their naked, purplish-blue bodies are dotted with bloodstains, as if the infants had been laid on a crib of nails. Their mouths are likewise gagged with barbed wire, which is wrapped around their necks like umbilical cords. Even more disturbing are the blond wigs stapled to each of their skulls.

PRITCHARD wavers on his hands and knees. He releases the knife and fishes his Magnum out of the holster. He backs away from the bumper and stands. EDSEL is right there, peering into the trunk. PRITCHARD’S glare is bloodshot and watery. His face pale as a dead man’s.



PRITCHARD

 

Post up. Now!

EDSEL turns without a moment’s hesitation and hurries toward his squad car. PRITCHARD’S arm dangles at his side as he clutches the Magnum. The Cougar’s open front door CREAKS in the wind. Cut to FRANCINCE who is YELLING and THRASHING.



FRANCINE

 

Take these fucking cuffs off me,

you son of a bitch! I didn’t do anything!

I didn’t do a goddamn thing!

I’ll have your fucking badge for this!

You hear me? I’m not one of your fucking

cunt daughters!

PRITCHARD’S reply is curt; a single gunshot SPLATTERS Francine’s brains on the dashboard and passenger seat. The glove box POPS open on impact. A news clipping with the headline Six-month-old triplets kidnapped, bloodied tumbles out and soaks in the waterfall of blood. Cut to PRITCHARD. He grimaces, lowers the Magnum, and then turns. Cut to a group of ten men standing before him, silent and wan; some are armed with shotguns while others hold maps and flashlights. On his right, EDSEL approaches with his gun drawn. PRITCHARD raises his Magnum and waves it at EDSEL, signaling him to stand his ground.



SAM EMORY (leering, stunned, steps forward)

Paul? We found your daughters.

They’ve been dug up in Coren Raines’ backyard.

78.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE - KITCHEN



JAY

So what are you going to do with the half-buried

bodies in your backyard?

COREN backs away from the kitchen sink, grabs a dishtowel, and dries off his mouth.



COREN

 

What bodies? They crawled out and fucking melted,

remember?

JAY shuts the deck door. His gaze is fixed on the moonbeam that seems to spotlight the graves as if it is connecting dots. Pan to the tainted croquet accessories glinting on the dining room table.



JAY

 

I don’t know what the hell all that was about,

but there’s three skeletons out there.

Even though we left the barn a mess,

your backyard’s a hell of a lot more

incriminating.

COREN tosses the damp towel to JAY, who proceeds to wipe the blood off his hands.



COREN

 

Christ, Pritchard will kill me if he finds

those bodies. I don’t know, Jay.

(kicks the garbage can)

Goddamn it! What the fuck am I going to do?

I can’t just leave them there!

And how do I know Vance didn’t tell somebody

about what he found?

JAY (wrings the dishtowel in his hands)

Well, what if we drag them into the panic room?

They’re just skeletons.

COREN

But I dragged them all in there once already!

JAY

Vance found them. I found them.

They’re still out there.

I don’t get all that zombie shit, maybe it was

some kind of warning from the grave,

but it wasn’t them. They’ve been rotting in that

backyard for years and we need to worry about

letting them rot somewhere else.

COREN (nibbles his thumbnail, nods)

Well, let’s do it. The night’s still young.

A THUMP resounds behind them and the front door RATTLES in its frame. Several consecutive THUDS follow, which sounds like car doors SLAMMING. COREN runs to the living room and peeks out the bay window. The doorbell DINGS and DINGS, oozing with impatience. COREN turns and dashes back to the kitchen.



COREN 

Shit, shit, shit, shit!

Pritchard and the whole fucking town

are at the door!

JAY (raises his hands)

Jesus Jenny, just calm down. Dammit.

We have to play this cool.

COREN

He’s been out to get me since day one and his

fucking dead daughters are in my backyard!

A BOOM shakes the front door, its new hinges parting from the wall. Cut to COREN. He seizes JAY by the arm and yanks him down the hallway. JAY attempts to wrench free.



JAY

 

What the hell are you doing?



COREN (opens the panic room door)
This has nothing to do with you. None of this.

You came here for a story, not to get booked for

a triple murder.

(shoves JAY into the room)

Don’t come out of here until they’ve all left.

JAY

There’s no way –

COREN

Jay, you have a family of your own, remember?

Don’t fuck this up.

I don’t have a damn thing to lose but alimony.

The door SLAMS and the darkness swallows JAY whole.

79.

EXT. COREN’S HOUSE – FRONT DOORSTEP


PRITCHARD

It’s ‘bout to be a fuckin’ hot one.

He POUNDS on the front door, Magnum in hand. He punches the doorbell and follows up with a boot. The door shifts as the hinges POP out. He kicks it again and it flies into the house as if it has been crashed into by a battering ram. He barges inside with his Magnum level.

Camera pans. The kitchen is deserted. The garbage can is dumped before the deck door.



PRITCHARD

Ya got a shitload of explainin’ to do, Raines!

Ya hear me? Ya gonna quit hidin’ like a bitch

and tell me why my goddamn daughters are buried

in yer backyard? Huh, ya son of a whore?

Why are my fuckin’ daughters in yer backyard?

COREN tiptoes to the end of the hall and peers into the kitchen.



COREN

 

Ask Adler and Nelson, you stupid fuck.

PRITCHARD whirls, then ducks moments later as a lawn orb hurtles at his head. It clips his Stetson and SHATTERS the deck door. Cut to COREN. He steps out of sight and plasters his back against the wall.



PRITCHARD

Yer fuckin’ dead, Raines!

I nailed Heller for killin’ the triplets!

Now I find out my girls are buried in yer

fuckin’ yard! Yer a goddamn accomplice!

COREN

You’re confused, Sheriff!

Adler and Nelson murdered your daughters!

Francine Heller probably helped, too!

But I wasn’t here fifteen fucking years ago!

PRITCHARD bellows. COREN jumps as the kitchen table somersaults into the living room and SMASHES through the bay window. He transfers the mallet to his right hand. PRITCHARD spins around the corner, then lurches back as COREN’S swing breezes past his shirt. The mallet slips from COREN’S sweaty palms and THUMPS across the floor. PRITCHARD growls while tears brim in his bloodshot glare. He charges and jams the Magnum in COREN’S mouth.



PRITCHARD

 

Why’d ya kill ‘em, huh?

Why the fuck did ya kill ‘em?

COREN gags on the barrel, staggering back as PRITCHARD continues to charge. We hear SHOUTS and POUNDING footsteps in the background. COREN’S head SLAMS into the hallway wall. He is inches from the panic room door with the Magnum tickling his tonsils and PRITCHARD’S chest pressed against him. FRANCINE’S tape recorded voice suddenly SCREAMS from PRITCHARD’S pocket.



FRANCINE

 

You fucking bastard! Your daughters were whores!

All of them! Fucking whores!

You knew they were bullying me!

You fucking son of a bitch!

PRITCHARD’S face is mauve and veins bulge from his forehead to his jawline. Tears of guilt spill down his cheeks.



PRITCHARD

 

Yer lyin’! My Blondies are dead in yer

fuckin’ yard! Why’d ya kill ‘em?

Cut to COREN’S POV. A crowd rushes into the living room.

80.

INT. PANIC ROOM - FLASHBACK
LOREN moans as she comes to. Her eyes flutter. She SCREAMS. Blood streams from her split lips between dangling teeth. She writhes and WAILS, wanting to run but paralyzed to the cold, moonlit floor. Pan on room. HENNA’S decapitated corpse is sprawled beside LOREN in a coagulated pool of blood. SYLVIA’S dismembered body twitches nearby as if still coping with the shock.

The door slides open. HANK steps in the moonlight. LOREN’S screams die as he crouches before her. HANK flashes a toothless grin.



HANK

 

You’re a little trooper, aren’t you?

Got more spunk than your father.

It’s too bad you fucked up and I squealed.

You might’ve just been grounded.

SYLVIA rolls over and WEEPS. She RASPS between SOBS.



SYLVIA

 

Please…Please no…Daddy made us…do it…He made

us…bully Franny…Please.

HANK (approaches SYLVIA)

No shit. He told you to kill the little bitch

that ripped off your stinking legs.

You got what you deserved.

SYLVIA

Daddy hated…Franny’s papa…He made us…be mean…to

her.

HANK

Fuck you and fuck your asshole daddy!

I’m sick of your whole fucking family!

HANK grabs SYLVIA’S right stump and drags her over to LOREN. She HOLLERS and thrashes. Before LOREN can react, HANK smashes SYLVIA’S stump into her face. He pins her to the floor with his cowboy boot on her chest. She squirms, struggling to breathe. LOREN’S body soon relaxes, suffocated by SYLVIA’S bloody limb.

HANK throws SYLVIA aside. She slides across the floor and collides with the wall. He then seizes her hair. He SLAMS her skull against the steel until her screams die and blood pours from her eyes. He reaches into his overalls. Close on the three sheriff’s badges in his hand. Cut to HANK implanting the badges in the Blondies’ mouths. He then wipes his hands on his overalls and drags LOREN out of the panic room.

81.

INT. COREN’S HOUSE - HALLWAY
JAY opens the panic room door. A gunshot RINGS near his head. Blood sprays his face. He stands still, befuddled, surprised by the explosion. 

Cut to hallway shot. COREN’S body slumps at JAY’S feet. PRITCHARD stares at JAY as if he is a ghost, the Magnum barrel dripping brain matter. He points the pistol at eye level. JAY’S jaw slackens and he steps back.

Cut to JAY POV over PRITCHARD’S shoulder. A group of silhouettes turn the corner and rush toward them, SHOUTING and waving their arms. Cut back to hallway shot. JAY seizes PRITCHARD’S wrist and yanks him into the panic room. Cut to the panic room. The door SLAMS and the Magnum FIRES. The shot reverberates, piercing the far wall. JAY stumbles backwards and hits the floor. PRITCHARD stands tall, takes aim. 

The panic room mimics a meat locker. The Magnum glints in the sliver of moonlight, trembling in PRITCHARD’S hand from the sudden cold. Shivers rattle his bones. He trains the gun on JAY. The darkness blinks out to crimson light that surges from the floor. PRITCHARD’S head snaps. Pan on the room. The steel walls peel and bleed. The throbbing muscles that should be Sheetrock BURST from every direction. The three walls that PRITCHARD faces dilates like a birthing vagina. The maimed Blondies PLOP out in rivulets of blood, then crawl toward their father. SYLVIA tows her stumps from the right wall, speaking through a mouthful of maggots.



SYLVIA

 

Please no…Daddy made us…do it…He made us…bully

her.

LOREN slithers from the left wall, moaning. HENNA inches forth on her knees, holding her upside down head by the carotids level with her severed neck.



HENNA

 

You never…loved us…You beat us…You

hated…hated…hated…you hated us. You killed us.

PRITCHARD (nose bleeding)

No! Get away from me! Yer not my daughters!

Yer not my fuckin’ daughters!

JAY creeps back into the farthest corner. PRITCHARD is surrounded by his dead daughters. The Blondies grab his legs and claw at him. He reacts on instinct, unconvinced that the horrors are his girls. The Magnum sparks three times in a deafening echo. The Blondies topple to the floor in unison. Their bodies smolder and melt like candle wax. Left behind is a pool of blood and bones with three glinting badges.

The pocket door CAVES in. The crimson light extinguishes. A flipped switch reveals JAY glued to the corner and PRITCHARD eyeing his smoking gun. Glaring steel walls and cardboard boxes surround them. Nothing else. They are alone in the panic room.

A pair of VANCE’S buddies with shotguns linger in the doorway. Cut to PRITCHARD. His eyes glaze and he falls to his knees. He raises the barrel to his jaw. A trail of tears stream. He pulls the trigger. His brains splatter the ceiling and he collapses on the bloody floor.



SAM EMORY (enters the room)

Aw shit! What in the goddamn hell?

(notices JAY)

Sir? You okay?

JAY (gulps, stands)

Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.

SAM

What the hell’s going on here?

JAY

Hostage. He had me hostage.

SAM

Who? Raines? He had you locked in here?

JAY (shakes head)

No. Pritchard did. Raines never knew I was here.

SAM furrows his brow. WENDELL WURTZ steps forward.



WENDELL

Holy shit! I thought I knew that voice.

You’re Jay Donovan, WNDY News.

Before JAY can reply, an elderly man named CHARLIE in a red raincoat pushes out of the crowd at the door.



CHARLIE

 

Sam! You gotta see this!

We found something in the backyard!

SAM

No shit, Charlie. Three bodies.

Where the hell have you been?



CHARLIE (frowns upon seeing PRITCHARD)

No, something else, that suddenly makes

a shitload of sense.

SAM

Well, what the hell did you find?

CHARLIE

You gotta see for yourself.

SAM

Wendell, get the Chicago P.D. on the phone.

Tell them we need the FBI down here.

SAM barges out of the room. JAY approaches the crowd. Some of the men filter in while most tail SAM. JAY follows the search party down the hall in a trance.

He steps through the shattered deck door. Pan on the backyard. The moon shines bright. There are men circling the well and prodding the grave near the scrap metal. Some of the townies are waving flashlights beyond the fence in the wetlands. Cut to JAY. He stops a man in a poncho at the bottom of the steps.



JAY

 

Do you have a cellphone I could use?



MAN IN PONCHO (nods, reaches in pocket)

Callin’ the tip line?

JAY

You got it. I’ll bring it right back.

JAY dials as he approaches the well.



JAY

Jeanette? Jeanette it’s me. It’s me, baby. No.

I’m alive. I know, I know. I’m sorry.

It’s a long story. They did?

The station said I was missing? Jesus Jenny.

No, no. I’m still in Onward.

I’ll be home by morning. I promise. Jeanette?

I love you.

Jay ends the call, dries his eyes on his sleeve. He steps up to the well. Two men shine flashlights in the hole. Close on the well. A skeleton protrudes a foot down in the crumbled wall. Something glints from within. Cut to JAY. He turns and vomits. SAM stands near him, his mutter echoing down the well.



SAM

Aw shit. They all got the same thing in their

mouths…fucking barbed wire and sheriff badges.

Jesus Christ. We got six dead girls on our hands.

JAY walks away and heads to the front yard, which has been converted to a parking lot. He stops a man in a postal uniform.



JAY

Hi. I’m Jay Donovan, WNDY News. Is there

any chance you could give me a lift to Chicago?

My car’s dead and I need to get this story

to the station.

RAY RATNER (grins as if seeing a movie star)

Jay Donovan? You bet! Will I be on TV?

JAY

You and everybody else.

JAY follows RAY through the crowd as sirens slice the night in the distance. He passes reporters he recognizes whose smiles and comments are like bad reception. He climbs into the rusty mail truck. Cut to a windshield view. There is an approaching line of police cars.



RAY (turns on the radio)

So, you ever done a story on mail carriers?

I can tell you some tales.

I remember this one time I had a letter –

JAY (sarcastically)

There’s a surprise.

RAY

Now it wasn’t just any letter, it –

JAY

Can we just get the hell out of here?

Jesus Jenny.

RAY

Jesus Jenny? What the hell religion is that?

Never heard of Christ being a female.

Well, our town motto says it all.

Onward and upward, yes sirree.

Onward and upward.

JAY

Jesus Jenny! Would you drive the fucking car?

RAY (scowls, floors the gas pedal)

You’re gonna be out of my goddamn truck!

Fucking reporters! You’re all alike!

All you want is your stupid ass story!

JAY

This has been Jay Donovan, WNDY News.

JAY laughs heartily while the bloodstained town of Onward recedes in the moonlight.

FADE OUT

-THE END-







