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CREDITS ROLL:





BLACK SCREEN:





The sound of a heartbeat throbs. The throbbing continues to get faster and faster.

(V.O.) I, VICTOR HILL am a World War II Veteran. 


(beat)

I have been captured. They are tormenting and torturing me. I’m bleeding profusely and I’m near my end. 


(beat)

It’s not the German’s; it’s my own men.


(beat)

Nevertheless… many lives will be lost.








CUT TO: 


1.
INT. 1945- GERMANY- INTERIGATION ROOM- NIGHT


1.

The room is very small, cold and dusty. It’s very bare except for an old wooden chair and a naked constant FLICKERING light bulb that’s dangling over Victor’s head.



Victor is shirtless, wearing only his dog tags, green pants and Army boots. 

Victor’s (V.O) I am surrounded by pure shadiness.


(beat 

Water is trickling from the pipes above me. 


(beat)

They are beating me to a pulp and it hurts like hell. 


(beat)

I’m strapped so tightly to a chair that it’s cutting off my circulation. 


(beat)

An old, musty, loose rag blinds my ability to see anything in front of me.



(beat)

They’re raping my beautiful wife SILVIA and I can’t do a thing about it.



(beat)

I am concealing a knife behind me, but they don’t know it… yet.



From Victor’s (POV)

Sharp, jagged spikes (In circular form) are shown moving slowly toward Victor. 

We show the spikes move through his altered vision. An echoing roar is heard.

The heartbeat comes to a cessation.







FADE TO BLACK:





CUT TO:


2.
EXT. OUTSIDE THE INTERRIGATION ROOM- NIGHT


2.





3.

HEAVY RAIN and THUNDER CRASH VIOLENTLY outside. SCREAMING and MOANING are hear from inside.

END OF SCENE







CUT TO: 

A SMALL TOWN IN VERMONT 

Everyone knows each other.


3.
INT. 1985- MONDAY- GROCERY STORE- DAY.



3.  

SILVIA HILL is a beautiful, short, very bitter woman because of past events.

She has hypnotizing green eyes and puckers all the time.

She is wearing Blue Blocker Shades to cover scars.

Silvia is standing in an isle. She already has bread and an opened 12 pack of Old Milwaukee in her cart. She is drinking one of them.

A cane is to her side like a gun is to a holster.

A tall man stands behinds her. 

The sounds of Christmas music are heard.






SILVIA (CONTD) 





(Muttering) 

Why the hell do they put the hot sauce way up there?


(beat)

 Hmm… what to do… What to do? 


(PUCKER sound)

She leisurely turns to a tall gentleman behind her.






 SILVIA




Excuse me, tall- boy.

WINSTON MARCEL (39) is about 6’, 6” tall, arrogant and very pretentious looking. He is bald, with a thick, black curled mustache. 

His teeth are yellowed and rotted. 






WINSTON 





(Sarcastic)

The name’s Marcel lady…


(beat) 

Winston Marcel. You want me to reach something for ya, don’t ya?






SILVIA 

Would you be so kind and help an old woman out Mr. Parcel’s? I need my hot sauce. 



Winston chuckles, getting directly in her mug. 






WINSTON (CONTD) 

I’ll bet you have a lot of problems snatching stuff off the shelves, don’t ya. 



Turning his back



WINSTON


(beat)

And it’s Winston Marcel, for the second time. Get a clue woman.

Silvia tilts her head to the side and pulls down her shades.



She withdraws her cane.



SILVIA

My beer’s getting warm, you tall son of a bitch! HURRY UP! 

She CLOBBERS him 3 times in the legs.

An old man with thick glasses and messy hair is shown watching, then scampering off. 

Winton is clinging to his pain stricken legs while on the ground. He looks up. 






WINSTON  




YOU OLD BAG OF SHIT…

 



(beat)

 


THAT HURT! GOD!

A man, concealed, swiftly walks by to avoid the confrontation.






SILVIA 





(Calm) 

You wouldn’t mind helping out an old lady, now would you sonny, excuse me…


(beat)

Mr. Parcel’s. My hot sauce please. 


(PUCKER sound)






WINSTON





(Steamed)




 WHY DID YOU DO THAT?

The music stops and over the intercom a VOICE is heard.






VOICE

Manager to isle 4, manager to isle 4, thank you.






SILVIA




Do what? 



Silvia puts her shades back up.






WINSTON 




Oh c’mon. You tiny piece of…





(beat)

You know what, it’s not worth it. 


(Pointing)

You’re lucky I don’t thump the elderly lady. Lord knows I’ve wanted to do it countless times.






SILVIA





(DEEP BREATH)

HHHHH.


(beat)

You’ll have to excuse me Mr. Darnel; my memory doesn’t serve me well anymore, and time is of the essence.


(beat)

So come on, scoot scoot.



Grabbing his legs as he gets up. 






WINSTON (CONTD)

IT’S MARCEL DAMMIT! Try some memory pills lady, next isle over. 

Silvia quickly WHACKS him again, this time to the face. Winston tries to protect himself. 

Blood SPURTS from his nose.

The “typical” MANAGER approaches quickly from the background. He is obese and is wearing an obvious wig that’s about to fall off.

Silvia is jabbing her cane in front of Winston’s face.




SILVIA




Don’t get testy with me BUD!



The manager grabs the end of her cane.






MANAGER




Miss. MISS! What is going on here?



Winston is pinching his nose.



WINSTON


(Whining)

She’s beating the shit out of me, what’s it look like?



SILVIA

He tried to hit on me.



WINSTON

WHAT!!!!



MANAGER

I find that very hard to believe.



Raising her cane.



SILVIA


(Calm)

You don’t believe me?



WINSTON

ALL RIGHT, ALL RIGHT LADY, I GET THE FRIGGIN POINT! Hot sauce it is. 

Winston reaches and grabs the hot sauce. 




MANAGER

Miss. If you’re done with your shopping, I’ll help you to the checkout counter.

Winston tosses the hot sauce into her cart. He limps off holding his nose and legs.






WINSTON





(Muttering))




 Dusty old, smelly short mother… OWWWWW!






SILVIA

I can do it myself fat ass! 


(beat)

By the way your piece is falling off.



The manager is fixing his wig.  






MANAGER





(beat)

O.K. then. Thank you for shopping at IGA.



Silvia leaves the isle and rolls on.








SILVIA




Such a kind young man, that Mr. Darcel’s.

Silvia is at the checkout counter.

The checkout CLERK is introduced. She is 5 feet tall with bifocals. She stutters. 

Running the products through the scanner.




CLERK


Is th th tha that all sw swa swee swee…

 Pulling her shades down

 






SILVIA





(Interrupting/Snooty)




Yes, it is.






CLERK

Th th that will b b be, t t t ten si si sixy ff ff ff ff four.



Silvia pays the clerk.



SILVIA




Have a nice night.






CLERK





(Waving)




Th th th…



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


4.
INT. KITCHEN- NIGHT





4. 

RUDY, 14, (A small, good- looking, pencil thin young man with thick curly, dirty blonde hair who is dressed in sports attire.  

MABEL, 17, (A petite, decent, evil looking young woman. She has jet, black hair and dressed gothic like)

LYLE, 21 (A medium sized young man with the look of a 1980’s rock band and a red, cotton candy like afro, who’s always swinging his body from side to side) 

They’re talking, while playing Texas Hold ‘Em at the kitchen table. Heavy Metal is quietly playing on a radio behind them.

Rudy has vibrant, star fashioned shades on, and wearing a backwards Yankees cap. His thick curly black hair is protruding from his hat. He’s holding a blue, mini Yankees baseball bat.



Victor’s (V.O.) 

My grandchildren had a difficult childhood. Their parents abandoned them when they were young, leaving them with their grandmother, Silvia. 



(beat)

Their internal clocks are ticking like a time bomb. The timing was unfortunate for…


(beat)

Well, see for yourself.



Christmas scenery.






RUDY (CONTD) 

Where the hell is grandma, she’s been gone all day? 



Rudy sips on a beer. He is talking to Lyle. 



RUDY

I’ll raise you five bucks.



Eating a soft pretzel. 



LYLE (CONTD)

She’s probably sitting on the park bench feeding pigeons bread and hot sauce again… 


(beat)

She does a lot of crazy things even this late at night. I’ve seen some things.



LYLE

I’ll call. And stop drinking my friggin beer, you friggin Smurf. Now, c’mon…


(beat)

No jack!



MABEL

I fold. And take those ridiculous glasses off. You look like a retard.






RUDY 

The sunglasses hide what I don’t want you to see my friend. Now c’mon Mabel, give me that jack.


10.     EXT. BACK OF GROCERY STORE- NIGHT



10.

Partially blocked by a dark green GMC, a person’s partially severed legs are flailing around. Steady CLUNKING sounds are heard.





CUT TO:







MABEL

 


The lady is like the antichrist.

Mabel turns the river card and Rudy gets his jack to win with a full house. 

Looking to the ceiling



LYLE

Son of a bitch! I always get burned on the damn river! 



Rudy rakes in the pot.







CUT TO:


5.
EXT. PARK- NIGHT





5.   

Silvia is sitting on the park bench, with an Old Milwaukee between her legs. 

A six- pack, and her trusty cane are to her side. 

She’s feeding pigeons bread soaked in hot sauce. They seem to like it. 

She is humming. 

The dark green 1972 GMC slowly passes by in the background.

Elvis’s “(You’re the) Devil in Disguise” is Playing, 20 seconds elapse)







CUT TO:


6.
INT. KITCHEN- NIGHT





6.



Her nose wrinkled. 



MABEL

She smells like warm, flat beer. Drinking that skunk piss…


(beat)

You’d think she’d have better taste.



RUDY

They call me the mailman people…


(beat)

Cause I deliver.


(beat)

I WAS BORN TO PLAY THIS GAME! 








LYLE  




You’re such a geek.






MABEL




Shut the hell up!






RUDY




Hey, I’m just being honest.



Lyle is dealing the cards






MABEL





(Sarcastic)

Way to start out a New Year, parents are gone and the scent of skunk piss lingering.







CUT TO:


7.
EXT. INT. FOREST- NIGHT




7. 

We reveal the entrance of a forest, then trailing deep inside it. Fog consumes the dense surroundings. Heavy Metal is playing. 

An old, camouflage cabin appears and the music stops. We hear crickets CHIRPING and FOOTSTEPS edging toward the cabin door. 

The CREEKING door opens, and all that is shown are medieval artifacts and the comforts of a well kept humble abode. 

Jazz is quietly playing on the radio. 

From below the cabin, a violent SCREAM suffocates the area. 

The FOOTSTEPS continue to follow the EAR- PEIRCING SQUEAL. 

We then angle down a long spiral staircase; a door appears. It’s very solid and well protected with what seems to be traps and devices that would cease all that try to gain access to the other side. 

A hand reaches out at a lever on the lower right hand corner of the door. 

The door creeks opens, and the SCREAMING gets more and more grotesque.

8.
INT. CABIN- ELEGANCE ROOM- NIGHT



8.

The quarter acre room is very; very elegant as if a billionaire attempted to duplicate the Sistine Chapel to express his undying love for the woman he cherished most. 

Lit up, as if fifty thousand watts were percolating through the veins of this underground lair. 

The brass and gold are illuminated from the glittering chandeliers, and the sparkle of mind- blowing crystal glistens the room. 

Paintings and restored remnants evenly paint the boarder of this breathtaking realm. 

There is a flickering room with a slightly ajar door to the right, and a dark hallway ahead. The FOOTSTEPS continue toward the SCREAM.




CUT TO:


9.
INT. KITCHEN- NIGHT





9.






MABEL

 


Guys…





(beat)




I’ve been thinking.






RUDY

 


Bout’ what? I’ll raise ten bucks this time.






Mabel 

You’re such a pain in the ass! I Call, you skinny little shit. 


(beat) 

All I’ve seen in this town are really nice people. But there is one particular person that makes me want to puke. 




CUT TO: 


11.
EXT. CAR- NIGHT- MOVING




11.

Silvia pulls into the driveway, taking out the mailbox in the process. 

She parks diagonal then pulls the hot sauce from the bag and puts it in the glove box. 

She then gets out of her car and yells from the driveway as if drunk.






SILVIA

 


I’M BACK!!! 





(PUCKER sound)







CUT TO:


12.
INT. KITCHEN- NIGHT





12.

Nobody pays attention to Silvia. 






LYLE 

Who makes you puke? I Fold. Damn Rudy, take it easy on us. 

The last card is turned and Rudy wins with four kings.






RUDY 

What are you talking about? I’m just that, good Lyle O’. 


(Pointing) 

I’ll take that one. The cowboy’s, are my best friend! Hee haw mother- fuckers!


(beat)

Thanks for donating to a great cause. I’ll need this for the carnival.



Lyle throws the rest of his pretzel at Rudy.



Rudy rakes the pot.







INTO VIEW:



Silvia comes in from the back door. 

The room gets as quiet as an abandoned church. 

After grabbing a few beers, she puts the remainders into the fridge and puts the bread in the bread- basket.






SILVIA (CONTD)

Well, I’ve whacked my sarcastic son of a bitch for the day, and it took all I had left. Why’s it so quiet in here?



The grandchildren just sit there.



Silvia walks away. 



SILVIA (O/S) 

OOOK. It’s late; I’m going to watch some Family Feud or something. Enjoy your game. 



Silvia is gone so they start chatting again. 




MABEL

I think we should have a little bit of fun.

I know a good person to start with.




Silvia gets to the bedroom door and pauses. 





INTO VIEW:




SILVIA





Those sneaky little shits are up to something.







CUT TO:






MABEL




An ugly man.






LYLE (CONTD) 

What? Rudy how the hell did you pull four kings out of your ass! 



Sits back in his chair. 



LYLE

I’m tapped.






MABEL  

Hello! I said an ugly man. Pay attention.

Rudy has a delightful face as he pulls down his sunglasses.

Rudy rakes the pot.






RUDY

Don’t mess with the mailman people; you just might not get your Publishers Clearing House. 


(beat)

And we all know how awful that can be.






MABEL (CONTD)

 


YOU’RE SUCH, A GEEK! GOD!





(beat)




I need a drink.



Mabel gets up to get a scotch on the rocks. 






LYLE

Grandma may be able to help you with your woe’s Mabel. Maybe not the ugly guys you’ve dated, but with some other things.


(beat)

Get me a beer will ya.

Rudy is counting his money. His tongue is dangling from his mouth. Mabel brings a beer to Lyle.






MABLE

How can she help? And just so you know asshole, the guys I’ve dated weren’t ugly. So shut the hell up about my choices.






LYLE

You’ll see. Remember… 


(beat)

I see things. 



MABLE

First I think I want to… 






LYLE 

What? What the hell do you want to do? Mabel you’re soooo scary.

Lyle and Rudy are laughing at her. Mabel is spacing out.






MABEL (VO)

Chop off that fuckers hands and gut him like a stuck Irish pig!

A quick flashback is shown. Mabel is lying on the bottom of a blurry man in a bedroom, she is crying and SCREAMING.

Return from flashback.



Snapping his fingers to Mabel.



LYLE

Hello, hello!



MABEL


(pause)

What?


(beat)

I just lost my head there for a minute.






RUDY 

Well, I think we need to play some more cards…


(beat)

Ya bunch of losers. Getting your asses handed to you by a fourteen year old, HA!






MABEL (CONTD)

 



(Wicked) 

I wanna be the one the innocent never dream of meeting in a dark alleyway.



LYLE

I know I wouldn’t want to meet you down a dark alleyway, just look atcha. 



Mabel finishes making her drink and takes a sip.






MABEL

 Now that… 


(beat)

 That’s a drink! Oh, God that’s good.

Rudy gets up and sits on the kitchen counter, pulling a gleaming bread knife from the cutlery set.






RUDY




Here ya go. Go get ‘em killer.






MABEL 

I’d like to take a sickle and SHOVE IT RIGHT THROUGH HIS FUCKIN’ BALLS!

Another quick flashback is shown. Mabel trying to get away from a blurry man in a bedroom, she is SCREAMING.

Returning from flashback.



RUDY

Ohhh, not the nuggets Mabel.

Lyle and Rudy laugh at her again. She is getting pissed. 



Rudy sets the knife on the counter.







LYLE 

I have noooo clue of what you’re talking about, but then again I may. Like I said, I’ve seen some things…


(beat)

I’ll be right back.



MABEL

You guys think this is a joke! You have no fucking clue what runs through my mind, so be careful… both of you! I gotta get out of here.

Mabel aggressively grabs Lyle’s beer and storms out the back door. Rudy drinks the remains of Mabel cocktail.  




CUT TO:

Silvia sneaks back into her room and closes the door. Silvia’s room is in shambles. 

A coo-coo clock rests on the wall.

Lyle wonders down to Silvia’s room and knocks.






LYLE 




Grandma, can I come in?



Silvia’s not answering.






LYLE





(Shouting)

 


GRANDMA!







CUT TO:


13.
INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT





13.


 
Silvia is on the phone.






SILVIA (CONTD)

 



(YELLING) 

Hold on! Let me finish what I’m doing.




Silvia returns to the phone. 



SILVIA

Sorry to call so late. Will we be able to do it that quickly? I need to do this just in case certain things take place. We still have to talk you know. 


(Pause) 

Well O.K. then. This is so exciting! Have a nice night, dear.

Silvia gets off the phone very delighted. She does a little dance.






SILVIA





(Softly)




 

Survey says, those kids are going to drive themselves into the ground. 


(PUCKER sound)



Lyle is outside the door.






LYLE

 


We need your help with the Hills.






SILVIA

 



(YELLING) 




WHAT? 





(beat)




PILLS!






LYLE 





(Frustrated)

 


Grandma!





SILVIA 





(Softly) 

I was hoping they wouldn’t get the feeling, but what can you do... blood is blood. 


(Loudly)
 

Get the ladder from out back and meet me in the garage, I want to show you something.


Lyle turns and walks outside to get the ladder.







CUT TO:


14.
INT. BEDROOM- TELEVISION- NIGHT



14. 

Silvia’s (POV)

An anchorman, ALEX ENGLAND is announcing a special bulletin.  



ALEX 

We’re sorry to interrupt your current program but the police have found another body that may be associated with the perplexing case of the “Forest Hills Murders” that had sickened the town many years ago. 


(beat)

At 11:58pm this evening, the police found a one Winston Marcel, partially stuffed in a sewer drain in the back of the IGA grocery store on Persimmons Avenue. The body and face were mangled and police say they had to check dental records for identification. 


(beat)

For some time now we thought this was all over, but our assumption has proved to be wrong. Please HEED caution, as we don’t have any suspects and the whens, whys and whos are still a large mystery. 


(beat)

The Mayor and Police Chief are currently looking in to all aspects of this horrible act. This is Alex England for News Channel 3. We now bring you back to your scheduled program.

 




SILVIA 





(Softly) 

OH MY! I thought they had left.


(beat)

For all these years, I thought they have gone away for good. Round 2, ding- ding.

The program cuts to a commercial for the 6th Annual Forest Hills Country Carnival. 

The camera fades away from the T.V. to Silvia. 

She’s making her bed, mimicking the commercial and you hear… 

Step right up to the best, the greatest, carnival extravaganza to grace the presence of the human race. We have games; we have rides, and don’t forget about the comical clowns and cotton candy… Cut sound from T.V.




CUT TO:


15.
EXT. INT. SHED- NIGHT





15.

Heavy fog cuts through the dirty, half broken windows of the slightly destructed shed. The moon illuminates the area. 

We fade in to the sounds of Mabel muttering to herself into one of the shattered windows. Her reflection is shown. 

She is holding a small hacksaw in one hand and the beer is in the other. 



She is drunk.






MABEL





(Quietly)

Just lay back Mabel, I’ll take good care of you. Just shut your eyes now, it’ll all be over in a minute.

Mabel starts to shed tears. She pounds the beer and tosses the can. 




MABEL



(Quietly)


Doesn’t that feel nice, Mabel?

Mabel begins cutting her arms.




MABEL



(Loud)


Get back here Mabel we’re not done yet!

She’s cutting herself in a violent manner as a vision of a redheaded man stares and laughs at her in the reflection. She then drops the hacksaw and crouches to the ground holding the sides of her head.

She’s whimpering and rocking forward and backward while tightly holding herself. She repeatedly speaks in a crazed tone, getting louder with each phrase.




MABEL


I’m gonna kill you.


I’m gonna BUTCHER you.


I’m gonna KILL you…





CUT TO:


16. 
INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT





16.

Silvia finishes up then opens her bedroom door to go meet Lyle. (HALTING SOUND EFFECTS) Lyle is standing there.






SILVIA





(STARTLED)




JESUS LYLE! Don’t do that to me.









(beat)




I said in the garage. This… 





(beat)




Is the bedroom. 






LYLE




Sorry grandma. I’m impatient I guess.

Lyle and Silvia begin walking to the garage. Silvia stops to get a few beers and the bread in the basket.



Putting the cards in there case 






RUDY

Grandma, why don’t you buy something different, doesn’t that beer taste awful?






SILVIA




It’s an acquired taste. 





(PUCKER sound)

Silvia and Lyle walk out of the back door to the garage. The garage is a mess.  A partially torn red tarp is covering some furniture.

A flood- light lights up the garage area. 

A basketball is sitting on the ground. 

Lyle picks up the ladder from in front of the garage. 

He quickly looks up at the garage and stares. 

Silvia is putting her things in the car.






LYLE




What the hell?



Silvia’s head is in the car.






SYLVIA








What’s the matter?






LYLE

I thought I saw…


(beat)

Someone standing in the garage.






SILVIA

It’s probably a raccoon. 


(Pointing) 

Put the ladder in the back left corner by the nail shelf.






LYLE 




I could have sworn I saw someone.

(EERIE SOUND EFFECTS) Lyle walks to the right corner of the garage then stops.






SILVIA 

Lyle listen, there are things we need to discuss. I heard you and the kids in the kitchen. 



Lyle is putting the ladder up.






LYLE




Eavesdropping grandma?




Pinching her thumb and pointer finger.






SILVIA




Just a little.






LYLE 

It’s a feeling that we’ve been developing lately. 






SILVIA

 


Let’s talk in the attic.



They are climbing the ladder.






LYLE

 



(Jokingly) 




Try not to crumble on the climb grandma.






Silvia

If I fall, my boy, I will land on you. My thoughts are premeditated.



(PUCKER sound)






LYLE (CONT)

 


You’re always one step ahead of me.



They’re in the attic of the garage.






LYLE

 


So, why do we feel all crazy like? 






SILVIA 

Well, this isn’t easy for me to say but I must tell you. I’ve been hiding this for years now. 






LYLE 

I’m not going nuts am I? And Mabel, and Rudy, what about them?







CUT TO:  

(CREEPY SOUND EFFECTS) A silhouette from the corner of the garage slips quietly underneath a partially torn red tarp.

2 seconds later, Rudy is walking out of the back door to the garage. He stops to listen to the conversation up in the attic. 





CUT TO:






SILVIA

It seems to me that Mabel is a little too far gone. What you were referring to in the house…


(Pointing)

It’s in the silver box behind those old ice skates?






LYLE

 


TO FAR GONE?






SILVIA 

SHHHHHHHH! Keep it down.


(beat)

You seem to be the most stable, and that’s why I brought you out here. You must not let Rudy or Mabel know about the list.






LYLE

I won’t say anything.






SILVIA

You may want to keep an eye on Mabel.





(PUCKER sound)







CUT TO:


15.
INT. ELEGANCE ROOM- NIGHT




15.





19. 

Through the crack of the door, CAROL POEWLL, who is sitting in a wooden chair is shown wearing a relic, spiked mask. Blood is sliding down her neck and her head is moving slowly around. 

Her body is perspiring and her clothes are soiled. Carol is BREATHING HEAVILY.

There is a large cavity in the wall behind her.

BRANDY, JACK and GEORGIA MADDOX the mother and father of Rudy, Mabel and Lyle, are introduced. 
Their lower bodies and legs are shown wondering around.

Light music and voices are heard. 


BRANDY




Did anyone see your dumb ass?






JACK 





(Soft) 

Don’t talk to me that way. Everything is fine. Nobody followed me. 






BRANDY

It’ll just give me more of a reason to kill others.






JACK

Just stick with the list O.K. 






BRANDY

How many are left anyway?






JACK

8, I think. 

(O/S) FOOTSTEPS are heard coming toward the torture room. The door opens and enters flickering eerie space.

Only voices are heard. 






GEORGIA







Is it ready?



BRANDY

Ready as ever.



Carol begins to MOAN a MUFFLING PLEA.

The sound of a button is depressed, and the sound of something spinning is heard.

Georgia speaks in a very devious voice. 





GEORGIA



And then there were seven.







CUT TO:


16.
INT. GARAGE ATTIC- NIGHT




16.






LYLE 





(Anticipated)

Enough about that…


(beat)

What is it? Tell me. What is the list?




CUT TO:

Rudy calls for Lyle from the garage.






RUDY

 



(YELLING) 




LYLE…





(beat)




You have a phone call!







CUT TO:






LYLE





(YELLING)

Take a message!






RUDY



 
It sounds really important!






LYLE





(Frustrated)

 


DAMN!!!






SILVIA

 



(Stern)

We’ll finish this later when the others go to sleep. We need to be alone for this.






LYLE 

I want to know everything.



SILVIA

While they sleep.



LYLE

K.






Rudy

 



(YELLING)

 


C’MON!






LYLE

 



(YELLING)

 


I’m coming!






RUDY

 


OOOOOOOOK.

Silvia and Lyle climb down the ladder. Silvia gets into her car and drives down the road. Lyle enters the house. 

Rudy is playing basketball.  

Rudy, being very intrigued with Silvia and Lyle’s conversation, climbs up the ladder into the attic.

He walks over to open the silver box behind the old ice-skates, but nothing’s in it. 




RUDY


Well I’ll be damned.

He puts the box back


Rudy turns around to go back down the ladder. (HALTING SOUND EFFECTS). 

Lyle is standing directly in front of him.






LYLE

There’s nothing for you to see up here…


(beat)

Get back in the house, NOW!!!!






RUDY 




What gives? 






Lyle: 

Wong number.






RUDY




Sure it was. They all say that.






LYLE

COME ON!






RUDY

I’ve never been up here before. I was curious.






LYLE




LET’S GO!






RUDY

 



(Whiny) 

FINE! The youngest always gets tossed to the side, like the friggin’ olives on a pizza pie.







CUT TO:


17.
INT. EXT- GARAGE- NIGHT




17.

We show the area where the hiding figure is. It is RUSTLING around a bit.

END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


18.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- NIGHT




18.

We slowly fade in revealing Carol, Jack, Brandy and Georgia.

BRANDY is a beautiful, voluptuous, vindictive woman with very bad manners and loves to tease.

She loves pink.
Jack is a scared, dark haired lazy looking, blue- collar man with sloppy preppy clothes. He has a floating right eye and tremendous bags under them.

He loves his coffee. 

Georgia, Jack’s husband is a beautiful, elegant, semi caring, controlling blonde woman. 

Georgia and Jack are complete opposites.

Strange deadly devices surround the area. There are control buttons on the wall in front of Carol.

Carol tries to free herself one last time but cannot.

Carol’s (POV)  

A girthy drill from the wall begins to protrude outward. It is spinning.

A CLING is heard and the drill releases at an enormous rate. (CHILLING SOUND EFFECT) It powers through the center of her chest and into the back wall hole. 

Blood splatters the back wall.






GEORGIA

(Sarcastic)

She took that very well, don’t you think? 


(beat)

And so will the others.

Georgia presses the button to reverse the drill. 

We show the drill reverse from Carol’s body. The body falls to the ground. 



Brandy is rubbing her stomach.






BRANDY


Well, that was fun. I’m going to grab a snack.

Georgia then looks through Carol’s pockets for money. She pulls out a clip of cash and confiscates it.



JACK

Do you have to go through their pockets Georgia? That’s just sick.






GEORGIA

God Jack, give it a rest.




END OF SCENE





19.
INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT





19. 

It’s just past midnight. Mabel and Rudy are fast asleep. Silvia and Lyle are sitting on the corner of her bed.

On the nightstand, there is a candle lit and a pack of household matches, the room is very dim. 

The crescent moon is shown from Silvia’s window helping with the illumination. 

The window is slightly ajar. There is a slight breeze blowing the drapes about. 

Elvis is playing softly on the radio.






Silvia: 





(Softly) 

Thank goodness they’re finally asleep, I thought Rudy would never settle in.



Lyle is holding a can of soda. 






LYLE 





(Softly) 

Me too. I may need to take pills like Mabel. It might help me sleep.






SILVIA

I’ve got plenty of pills to conk you out if it will help. And plenty of beer to wash them down with, my boy. 






LYLE

So what happened to grandpa? The list…


(beat)

What about my parents? 






SILVIA





(PUCKER sound)

Eager little thing aren’t you?



LYLE

Impatient, I guess.



SILVIA

Well, about 40 years ago, your grandfather and I were at a nice dance on Christmas Eve, not the most elegant, but it was nice… 


(beat)

We’ve only been married for a short while, and I was pregnant with your mother at the time…


(beat)

We were dancing the night away to the soft sounds of Bing Crosby…




CUT TO:

A flash back is shown of what had occurred that night back in 1945.

We show the outside of a small wooden building, it is snowing. Christmas music is heard faintly. 

We shoot through the building to reveal a couple dancing in the middle of the floor.


20.
INT. 1945- GERMANY- DANCE- CHRISTMAS EVE- NIGHT

20.

VICTOR HILL, (22) Is a dapper, very distinguished, candid looking man, with compelling blue eyes. 

SILVIA HILL (20 and pregnant) is a beautiful, short, peaceful woman with hypnotizing green eyes.

They are slow dancing to Bing Crosby’s, “White Christmas” that’s softly playing on a cherry crafted phonograph. 

Silvia is wearing a stunning, long, black full skirt with a white blouse top and white low- heeled shoes.

She has shoulder length curly, golden blonde hair. 

In the background, a small portion of Victor’s platoon, are swaying back and forth with their girlfriends and wives singing out of tune. 

The men are in full military dress gear and the women are dressed in the popular fashions of the 1940’s. They are all inebriated. 





TIGHT ON:

Holding Silvia’s hands in between the two of them and gazing into each other’s eyes.



VICTOR

What a lovely evening. Thank you for coming to see me. It’s been almost six months… 


(beat)

And I’ve thought about you everyday.




SILVIA

I’m so happy to be here. Maybe we can have a little fun later?



(PUCKER sound)



His eyes are wide open.



VICTOR


(Chuckling)

Sounds splendid. 



Victor is spinner her gentle around.



SILVIA



I’m in the mood lover- boy.

A band of troops suddenly barge through the front door. 

The music continues to play. 

Part of Victor’s platoon, led by RONALD FOREST, a very well kept, well-spoken soldier, stand in the front of the room in a U shape.

They pull out their P-35 handguns and aim at the individuals surrounding Victor and Silvia. 

Victor and Silvia huddle to the ground protecting one another. Wasting no time Ronald speaks. 




RONALD (CONTD)


FIRE!

The troops begin to open fire. 

HORROR DEAFENING SCREAMS surround the room. 

The firing ceases, the music is skipping. 

Everyone in the room is dead with the exception of Victor and Silvia.

Ronald orders 2 men to quickly apprehend them. 

Bloodied, mutilated bodies are scattered everywhere. 

Ronald is deeply staring at Victor and Silvia.



RONALD

MCCORMICK, MARCEL, detain these two, you know where to bring them. 

Shaun McCormick is a short, thick, muscular man with an angry, intense look. 

Charles Marcel a bald, tall- snobbish looking man with a black curled mustache. 

The rest of the men evacuate. 

McCormick and Marcel aggressively pull Victor and Silvia up by their hair. 

Ronald pistol- whips both of them in the back of the head, knocking them out cold.





CUT TO:

Return from flash back.

INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT

Lyle has his hands over his mouth in pure shock.




SYLVIA


It gets worse. 




LYLE


There’s more?




SILVIA

We woke up in a distorted, blinking room. It was like something out of a horror movie…


(beat)

I was being unpleasantly touched and your grandfather was…




CUT TO:



Continue flashback.  


21.
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM- NIGHT




21.

Ronald is holding a knife firmly to Victor’s chest, STRETCHING his skin. 

Silvia is shown in a blur in the background being raped by members of the platoon. 

She is WHIMPERING and WEEPING, like a little school- girl. 

One of the front men (ALBERT PAUL) is holding a spiked mask to his side.






RONALD 





(Sarcastic) 

Does it hurt?


(beat) 

You know Vic…


(beat)

Things are going to get significantly worse if you don’t tell me what’s inside of that pea brain head of yours.


(beat)

Have you told anyone? 



Victor nods his head no. 

Ronald is pacing. He grabs the mask from his front man Albert.

The sound of Silvia’s clothes ripping are heard.




SILVIA (O/S)



(Yelling)




NO! NO! STOP IT! STOP IT!

Albert is a slender decent looking fella with an extensive nose. 



RONALD (CONTD)




Did you tell anyone at the dance Vic?



Victor nods no.






RONALD (CONTD)




Good… good.

Victor’s (POV)

Ronald slowly embeds the spiked mask to Victor’s face.



Victor reacts with a MORBID MUFFLED SCREAM.






RONALD (CONTD)

Lord knows if anyone finds out, we’ll all be in your smelly boots Vic, and we don’t want that.


(beat)

Do you hear what I’m saying to you Vic?

Very slowly, Ronald begins SLICING across Victor’s stomach with his stiletto. Victor reacts with SHARP, MUFFLED CRIES. 

Blood OOZES down his abdomen.

Ronald turns about- face to Charles Marcel. 






RONALD





Marcel, hand me your weapon.


  







Marcel hands him his M-16

He bypasses Ronald and walks to Victor. 

In a blur, Silvia is shown being thrown to the ground. She is crying.  



CHARLES

You might want to tell him what you know; it’s for the best. You’re such a disgrace…


(beat)

We were such good friends Vic.




Marcel does an about-face and returns to rank. 

Ronald, toddles back to Victor and THRASHES him in the face with the back end of the M-16. 

Victor reacts with a MUFFLED ROAR.











RONALD (CONTD)





(CHUCKLING)

I know that didn’t feel good.



Ronald turns to speak to the audience behind him.



RONALD

I hold the key to survival! If this tattle

tail were to vanish, we could all depart this hostile ambiance and return to our existences as it once was. 

(Tilting the barrel toward Shaun McCormick)

Gather the troops and return to your bunks. I need to teach Mr. Hill the appreciation of being American. Friends that grew up together shouldn’t be squealing on one other. As we all see the results for this transgression.



Shaun orders the troops to evacuate.






SHAUN: 




YES, SIR! TROOPS FALL OUT!

They evacuate in single file.

Ronald is slowly walking back to Victor.






RONALD (CONTD)

The Sandman comes when you’re at your weakest Vic.

Ronald hits him twice in the torso, then to the side of the head with the handle of the M-16.

Victor reacts with a MUFFLED SQUEAL. 

Ronald is not paying attention. Silvia is shown getting up, quickly running to the door. 

Ronald gives chase but she escapes.

Victor manages to cut himself free from the confining straps. They lay idle.

Ronald walks back.



RONALD (CONTD)

Sleep now and tell the Sandman all about us.




Looking at his watch.



RONALD (CONTD)

Hmm, It’s 2 minutes till midnight, almost the witching hour. Close enough.

Ronald sticks the barrel of the gun to his throat, and cocking the gun.



RONALD 

The Sandman wants you to—

Unexpected, (QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) Victor grabs on to the barrel of the gun, pushing it away, the gun goes off. 

He then sharply thrusts his knife into Ronald’s temple, injecting it as deep as the blade will go, TWISTING and PRODDING along the way. 

Ronald is silent. 

Victor holds it until Ronald’s body drops. 

Ronald’s eyes roll into the back of his head. He dies. His eyes remain open. 

Victor snatches his dog tags, and the M-16. 



In pain and muffled, Victor stares at Ronald.






VICTOR 




Tell the Sandman I said hello.

 

Wearing the mask, Victor is shown escaping into the night. He quickly looks for Silvia but she’s nowhere to be found. 

10 seconds later a person arrives, only showing his boots and legs. 

He is BREATHING HEAVILY while entering the interrogation room. 

He discovers that Ronald is dead and Victor and Silvia have vanished. 

The figure bends down and WIGGLES the knife from Ronald’s temple. It shuts Ronald’s eyes and scampers off. 





CUT TO:


22.
INT. VICTOR’S PERSONAL HIDEOUT- NIGHT



22.

Victor’s mutilated face is shown. A soft-lit lamp is next to him. 

He is writing a letter to his wife Silvia. 

A few drops of blood descend, (Slow motion), splashing (ECHOING) onto the paper as he writes. 

Beside him are pictures of the assailant troops and the bloodied mask.




CUT TO:



Exit flashback.


23.
INT. ROOM- NIGHT





23.



SILVIA

And that’s what happened. About 1 month later I received a mask and a manila envelope inside of a package. The envelope contained a list, pictures, and a long letter, which in part read… “ 2 minutes before midnight, they will all perish”. 



LYLE

I just can’t believe it.



SYLVIA

Believe it.

We shy away showing the bedroom down the hall. 

Silvia is talking to Lyle, all you hear from Silvia is light mumbling. 

A door opens from Rudy’s bedroom and someone slowly tiptoes down the hallway into the kitchen. 

The mysterious figure (Wearing black leather gloves) grabs the bread knife from off the counter. 







CUT TO:




Silvia and Lyle.






LYLE

 


You’ve got to be kidding?






SILVIA

I wish I were. Those pricks used some sort of spiked mask to torture him. (MUFFLED SCREAMING sounds ECHO) I never saw him again after that night. 






LYLE

 


Didn’t you have a funeral for him?






SYLVIA

Closed casket. 






LYLE

Hmmm… why did they do those terrible things to you and grandpa? 






SILVIA 

He had some valuable information leading to the whereabouts of some very important people. Some of his platoon was paid off by them to stop any leaks to their whereabouts. Money can make people do stupid things. Lets just leave it at that OK… I hate talking about it. 



LYLE

WOW! That’s just crazy. 


(beat)

So what’s with the tendencies?



SYLVIA

Those came from your parents, well your mother. She went into hysteria after she found out what happened to her father… 


(beat)

She was so young. It drove her a little coo-coo. 



(PUCKER sound)






LYLE (CONTD) 

This is getting weird. Grandma, why do you always pucker? 



Moving closer to her.



LYLE

Is it the beer grandma? Is it?

We show the outside of Silvia’s door. The silhouette is standing still. 






SILVIA (CONTD)

Your mother and father had some major problems. The police were trailing them for a long time. They were suspects in, “The Forest Hills Murders”. And no… 



Moving closer to him



SILVIA


It’s not the beer.






LYLE 

What the hell are “The Forest Hills Murders”?






SILVIA

It had something to do with the men in the war that tortured your grandfather, revenge I suppose. Your mother and father were accused of slaughtering 8 people and no one knew why. The police had a sneaking suspicion your grandfather was the mastermind behind it all. But he’s dead, so it makes it all very confusing.






LYLE

So you’re telling me our family are murderers?






SILVIA

Yes, but for the best of reasons.


(beat)

That’s where the list comes in.






LYLE

 


What did it say? Where are my parents now?

We show Silvia and Lyle talking and the silhouette by the door, slowly moving closer and closer toward them.  






SILVIA (CONTD) 

I don’t know for sure about your parents… 


(beat)

Let me get the letter, I want you to see this.



Silvia gets up and walks toward the nightstand.



SILVIA


Ooh, let me go pee first, at my age, the bladder just goes haywire.






LYLE

It’s probably all that damn beer.



Silvia is exiting the room the room.








SILVIA 

I pucker because…


(beat)

I’ll tell you when I come back. 

The figure is shown retreating into another room.

Lyle gets up from the bed and walks over to the nightstand, as if too curious to wait for Silvia’s return. 

The figure (Not shown) outside the room takes it’s shirt off and creeps back into Silvia’s room. 

Lyle (POV) 

He begins to open the drawer of the nightstand; the figure sneaks up behind Lyle and stands idle.  

Lyle grabs the envelope out from the nightstand.

The coo- coo clock strikes 2.

Lyle opens the envelope. 

(HALTING, THEN FARNTIC, EERIE SOUND EFFECTS) the figure stuffs the shirt into Lyle’s mouth and begins to SAW at Lyle’s body.  

The 2 bodies are FLOPPING around. Blood is splattering everywhere. 

The figure then stuffs Lyle under the bed, blows out the candle, and proceeds to crouch by the corner of the room. 

Silvia returns.






SILVIA (CONTD)




Lyle, I drank to many Old… 

She abruptly stops and looks into the room. 





SILVIA (CONTD)



 Ly, Lyle…




(pause) 

Worried, as she begins to walk slowly toward the nightstand to relight the candle. 

The moon illuminates her hands that are waving around.





SILVIA (CONTD)

Lyle…


(beat)

Did you blow out the candle? Did the breeze blow it out? Are you even in here? Answer me.


(PUCKER sound)

Silvia slips and falls on the blood that’s been pooling on the floor.






SILVIA 

Ly, Lyle? Are you all right? Did you spill your tonic?



(beat)



This is not funny.

She reaches to find the matches on nightstand. She picks up the matches and strikes one. 





TIGHT ON: 

(ERRIE, HALTING SOUND EFFECTS) The figure is standing directly in front of her with blood all over it’s hair, and face.




FIGURE



(Whispering)


Silvia. 

The terror of Silvia’s face is shown, and the match is blown out. 







FADE TO BLACK:



END OF SCENE


24.
EXT. THE FOREST HILLS COUNTRY CARNIVAL



24.





4.

The Forest Hills Country Carnival is being assembled. The music of Metallica’s “Orion” is playing. 







CUT TO:


25.
EXT. TAVERN- DAY





25.

News channel 3 newscaster, KIMBERLY HAMPTON is interviewing a couple people in the front of Capone’s Tavern. 

It is very crowded. It is lightly snowing with a gusty breeze.

A hickish old man with a long, white, scruffy beard walks by.




KIMBERLY



Ex, excuse me sir… can I have your name?




OLD MAN


No ya can’t.



KIMBERLY

Did you heard about the disappearances last night, and if so how do you feel about it?



OLD MAN

The same is I did several years ago.



KIMBERLY

Do you think this involves “The Forest Hills Murders” of the past?



OLD MAN

I’ll tell you what little lady…


(beat)

If the police looked between doze’ lines far back ago…


(beat)

They’d see the truth.



(beat)

I’m not sayin’ no more. 



KIMBERLY

Thank you sir, lets see if we can find…







CUT TO:


26.
INT. LIVINGROOM- WEDNESDAY- DAY



26.

The police are rummaging through the house dusting for prints, taking pictures and looking for clues. 

CPO 1 is attempting to nurture Rudy and Mabel.

He is a young, obese, very clean, shaven man. 






COP 1  

I’m very sorry. I’m sure they meant a great deal to you both… 


(beat)

Now I have to ask you a couple of questions, and please, take your time…


(beat)

OK.



Mabel’s face is in her hands.






MABEL  




Sure.






RUDY 

 


Whatever.






COP 1

Do you know where Lyle and your grandmother may be?






MABEL 




No!






COP 1 

Is there anyone that you know of who would have done this?






MABEL 

No! We don’t know anything. Nothing, zip, zilch. Get it!







CUT TO:



27.
EXT. FRONT LAWN- DAY





27.

We show another camera crew and news team setting up outside.

The dark green GMC slowly passes by in the background.





CUT TO: 


28. 
INT. LIVING ROOM- DAY





28.






RUDY 

The only thing I know is that my window was closed. I always leave it open… I like the breeze.



Cop 1 turns to COP2.






COP 1 

Do me a favor and have someone dust the windowsill in the first bedroom to your right.






COP 2

 


You got it.






COP 1  

We’re going to keep looking around. Are you guys going to be all right?






MABEL

(Frustrated)

 


What the fuck do you think?







CUT TO:


29.
EXT. TAVERN- DAY





29.

Kimberly spots the well-known police chief, PATRICK FOREST in street clothes.






KIMBERLY





(YELLING)




CHIEF, CHIEF…





(beat)




Sir, can you answer a question or two?

Patrick, (36) is a dazzling man with a knockout smile. He wears a mailman hat in his street clothes. 

Passing through the crowd, he walks over to her.

The crowd is getting restless.

Patrick is standing in front of the camera.




PATRICK


All right, all right, everybody calm down.




KIMBERLY

You’re a well-respected man of the law. Can you tell us if the rumors are true? Are “The Forest Hills Murders” of the past coming back to haunt our town? It’s almost Christmas you know.



People are making stupid faces in the background.






PATRICK 





(Calm)

Listen… listen. There has been no speculation that has been proven that these recent, unfortunate events derive from the misfortunate natures of what occurred many years ago. It is almost Christmas, but that’s it. So Merry Christmas to all of you.



The crowd starts to boo and cuss.






CROWD




BOO!!




THAT’S BULLSHIT!!




TELL EM’ BILL




WE’RE ALL GONNA DIE, AREN’T WE!!

FUCKIN’ PIGS DON’T KNOW WHAT THE HELL THEIR DOIN’!!

GET EM’ CARL!!



A voice stands out.




WHAT ABOUT THE VETERAN’S KIDS?

A man, JUSTIN MCCORMICK (34) wearing black jeans, a leather jacket, cowboy boots and hat, speaks while the microphones and the camera are in his direction.




JUSTIN

Yeah, uh, my name is Justin McCormick and I’ve been doing some research. I’m pretty damn certain that these deaths and disappearances are related to a couple of World War II Vet’s just like before. So I have one question for you cop.


(YELLING/Pointing)

WHAT KIND OF LINE ARE YOU THOWING US, PROTECTIVE MAN OF THE LAW? 






CROWD





(YELLING)




YEAH!!!




YEAH!!!




TAKE THAT YOU SLIMY PIG!!!




TELL ‘EM JUSTIN




NONE OF US ARE SAFE, ARE WE!






PATRICK

Now I’m not saying that there is no coincidence here, but I can assure you that the Mayor and I are looking into it.

Please be patient…


(Pause)

We’ll get ‘em.



The crowd goes WILD again.






KIMBERLY





(LOUD)

You’ve heard it hear live. Please keep tuned in for the latest coverage as it unfolds. I’m Kimberly Hampton for News Channel 3. We’re news travels fast. Back to you Mike. 







CUT TO:


30. 
INT. LIVING ROOM- DAY





30.

Cop 1 takes a notepad out of his back pocket, and a pen from his ear and writes. 






COP 1




Here’s my number, now if you come up with anything, anything at all…


(beat)

Here’s how to reach me.



Swiping the paper from his hand.






MABEL 

Like I said… we don’t know shit. 


(Vulgar) 

But if we find out any fucking thing, we’ll be sure to fucking get in touch with ya pal!






COP 1

 


I understand. Please accept my condolences.






MABEL

 



(Pointing) 

HURRY UP AND GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE! AND TAKE YOUR GOD DAMN ANNOYING NEWS TEAM WITH YOU!







CUT TO:


31.
INT. BEDROOM- TELEVISION- DAY




31. 

Brandy is watching the news in her bed.

She is wearing a pink bathrobe and holding a cup of coffee. The mug has a pink bunny on it. 

Pink walls, and a ton of stuffed animals surround her bedroom. James Dean posters are plastered all over. 

A news bulletin comes on.

The newscaster, ALEX ENGLAND is introduced. 




ALEX (CONTD) 

We’re here live outside the residence of Silvia Hill. Late last night Lyle Maddox, the grandchild of Silvia and Silvia Hill herself has mysteriously disappeared from their home.





BRANDY (O/S)



HOLY SHIT!






INTO VIEW:


Brandy sits up as she takes a sip of her coffee. 

 

ALEX (CONT) 

Police have a notion that “The Forest Hills Murders” have yet again come to life. 


(beat)

Investigators found 2 trails of blood smeared down the hallway of the home. 

Brandy gets up and pulls her robe off, revealing a hot pink bra and panties. 

She is making her bed while the anchorman continues. 



ALEX (CONTD)

Speculation has shown that the brutal murder of Winston Marcel, the disappearance of Lyle Maddox and Silvia Hill, and the “Forest Hills Murders” are connected to these vile executions of the past. No evidence from the killer or kidnappers have been collected as of yet. 

Wearing a black suit, tie, white buttoned down shirt, black leather gloves and a cowboy hat, The MAYOR walks by.



ALEX

The local police have also been recently notified that Carol Powell, the daughter of General Morgan Powell, a legendary Veteran of World War II and lifetime resident here at Forest Hills has been missing for the past 48 hours.





(beat)

We just caught the Mayor of the town passing by. He is generously going to provide us with a very brief statement.

The Mayor walks up to Alex. He is pulling up his gloves, and playing with a strand of hay in his mouth. 



MAYOR

First of all, I’d like to send my condolences to the families of these horrible, horrible crimes. The Police Chief and I are looking into every nook and cranny of it all and will not sleep, until it is resolved. Now I need to visit the family.


(beat)

That’s all. Thank you.



ALEX ENGLAND

There you have it. Please watch our continuing coverage as it unveils. Remember to HEED caution. This is Alex England for news team 10. Where news, is business…


(beat)

Back to you, Greg.







CUT TO:


32.
EXT. STEET- DAY






32.

Georgia is walking down the sidewalk to her favorite tavern (Capone’s). 

A passer bye BUMPS her and quickly slips an envelope into her purse and knocking her to the ground. 

Georgia gets up, brushes herself off and looks around as if puzzled.




GEORGIA



(YELLING)


I’m not part of the sidewalk you know… 



(beat)


Damn. 

She then enters the tavern and sits at the bar. The JUKEBOX is playing Jazz.

Pictures of ruthless gangster’s surround the tavern. People are gambling.

Georgia reaches inside of her purse for her thin black wallet and discovers an envelope. 

She goes over the envelope and it’s contents. 

The letter inside reads…





 TIGHT ON:




Victor’s (V.O) 




My Dearest Silvia,

I want you to know that I am sorry for all of the grief that I had caused you. 


(beat)

I had the sincerest of intensions of coming back home to you, however things did not work out that way. 


(beat)

I was able to escape the horror from within the cold, wintry walls that surrounded us. But the pressure I am under will surely seal my fate. 


(beat)

Inside my casket is where my soul may be for now, but I will rise above to mend the leaks that proposed my demise. 


(beat)

Inside this envelope is a list of “grave- diggers” that MUST and WILL DIE!! No one is to know, so please be vigilant of what you utter. 


(beat)

I will always love you no matter what the future may hold. 




Victor

A separate piece of paper: The List and pictures of the “grave- diggers” and children for who are to die. General Morgan Powell is the only soldier left alive.



“Grave- Digger”
  
    Child


Morgan Powell    &
Carol Powell



Charles Marcel

Winston Marcel



Edgar Milton

John Milton & Barry Milton



Shaun McCormick

Justin McCormick



Albert Paul

Melissa Paul & David Paul



Ronald Forest

Patrick Forest

(V.O) PATRICK FOREST IS WHO I ASPIRE MOST OF ALL! We want him last, for his father was the main cause of my misery, discontent and discomfort. 


(beat)

2 minutes before midnight, they will breathe no further. 


(beat)

Christmas Eve, the last will be erased and I will finally be able to rest in peace.






Georgia 

 



(Shocked)

 


Impossible!







CUT TO:


33.
INT. SCHOOLHOUSE- DAY





33. 

MR. POWELL is a divorced, well-respected Physical Education Teacher for the 7th Grade. He is an older, red headed, plump, ugly man with a mustache that’s well groomed. He is in Army workout clothes. 

He is sitting on the bench couched forward watching the girls play volleyball.

They are in skimpy sports attire.

The girls are school- girl screaming, hugging each other for nice shots.

He is licking his lips and slightly touching himself, showing a bit of pleasure in it all. He is getting aroused.





CUT TO:


34.

INT. TAVERN- DAY




34.

Georgia orders a shot of Tequila and drinks it down with the intension of getting inebriated, then orders another. 

A young lady, MELISSA PAUL is introduced. 

Melissa is a decent looking, closet lesbian with an extensive nose. She is wearing skimpy clothes and smokes like a chimney.

The bartender PETE is wiping down the counter of the bar. 

Pete, who resembles Al Capone, is a large, well-dressed perfectionist.

Melissa offers conversation to Georgia. 






MELISSA 

I see you’re into the good stuff. Can I buy you a stiff one? No pun intended of course.






PETE

Let me get you ladies a coaster. The rings cause the bar to become very tender.






GEORGIA

 



(Soft) 




Sure, why not. 





(beat)

 


My name is Georgia, by the way.






MELISSA

Hey Pete, can I get two of the same please? 






PETE

The ladies want a drink… the ladies get a drink. Right Ms. Paul?



MELISSA

Pete, you’re such a sweetie. Have you seen DAVID anywhere?



PETE


(Pointing)

I think he’s over there shooting pool.



MELISSA

K. I hope he’s not getting into trouble.

Melissa’s (POV) 

Georgia’s has a shit-eating grin on her face. She looks up and stares at Melissa. 






MELISSA

Two Tequilas with some lemon and salt… and could you put them on my tab. 



Pouring a beer for another customer.






PETE

Your tab has to be paid… regulations for over twenty bills.



Fiddling inside her purse.






MELISSA 

You’ve always been a stickler for the rules.







CLOSE ON:

Melissa’s purse falls off the bar and lands in between Georgia’s legs. 

Melissa reaches for it and slides her hand slowly on Georgia’s thigh.




MELISSA (V.O)


I’d like to have a little of that.






PETE

It’s how I keep my job, you never know who’s watching.

Melissa goes to put the cash on the bar. Georgia stops her.

Georgia picks up on her lesbian tendencies. She squeezes Melissa’s hand softly.



GEORGIA

Let me get that, it’s the least I can do for someone who’s so nice.






MELISSA

 



(Thankful) 

That’s so kind of you… Georgia right? I’m Melissa, Melissa Paul from Long Beach… 


(beat)

Sorry that was rude of me.


(beat)

Hey, are you going to the carnival this weekend.



Reaching into her purse.






GEORGIA

I wasn’t planning on it, but I may go. You never know with me.

Georgia pulls out a bit- bloodied one hundred dollar bill from her purse.






MELISSA




Wow! Looks like someone is doing well!






GEORGIA 





(Joking)




 No, I just rob the people that I kill.



Melissa has a confused expression on her face.






GEORGIA

I’m just joking with you, loosen up. I’m a painter.



Pete hands them their drinks.






PETE

 


Let’s keep ‘em on the coasters ladies.



Georgia proposes a toast.






GEORGIA

Let’s propose a toast to the great Capone’s Tavern, and good friends to share a “stiff one” with.


(Winks)






MELISSA

(Winks)

 


Cheers.






GEORGIA

 


Cheers.

They both drink their shots down and Georgia orders another round. 

Georgia then excuses herself to go to the head. (Bathroom)






GEORGIA 

Excuse me sweetie; I have to go use the head… 


(beat)

I’ll be right back.






MELISSA 

The head? That’s what my father used to call it.



Georgia stands up.











GEORGIA  

My father was in the Army, World War II…


(beat)

That’s what they called it I presume.






MELISSA

 



(Perky/Babbling)

So was mine, what a coincidence. Wow, I can’t believe our fathers fought in the war together. They may have been in the same platoon. What a small world this is. My boyfriend, John Milton, well, his father was in the war too. 






GEORGIA 

 


REALLY! What was his name again?






MELISSA

John Milton. He works at the Mill. He’s the owner now. His father handed it over to him after he died. He’d love to meet you!



Georgia walks away.






GEORGIA (O/S)

I’m sure I’ll meet him at one point or another. It’s a small world remember.






MELISSA (POV) 





(Laughing)

Yeah, it is! I hope everything comes out OK. If you need some help, let me know.







INTO VIEW:






GEORGIA

 



(Smiles)

We show the inebriated, smoked filled, crowded tavern.

 


CUT TO:


35.
EXT. THE FOREST HILLS COUNTRY CARNIVAL- DAY


35.

A SCARY MASKED CLOWN is violently STABBING another clown (MICKEY) on the carnival grounds behind the clowns practicing tent. 

The sounds of the carnival, is heard in the b.g.





SCARY MASKED CLOWN




(Whispering))

Sorry pal, but you’re not going to make your opening act.




CUT TO:


36.
INT. TAVERN- DAY





36.

Georgia comes out from the head and uses a nearby phone to call someone before returning to her seat at the bar. 

The bar is being shown with people playing pool and drinking. 

Coming back from the phone, Georgia walks by a full, nasty garbage can. 

A bottle is thrown in Georgia’s direction. It SMASHES in front of her. 

The bar is quiet now, except for the music in the background. 

She then pauses for a moment and glances from where the bottle was thrown.







CUT TO:



37.
INT. LIVINGROOM- DAY





37.

Mabel and Rudy are briefly talking out what happened and what they’re going to do next. 






MABEL  

I don’t understand it, everything was going fine, and then all of a sudden they’re dead, bam, boom, done!



RUDY

I can’t believe the Mayor came by to see us. He’s really a nice guy.



MABEL

That was pretty nice of him, but it doesn’t change anything.



RUDY

I guess not.

Mabel’s (POV) 

She gets up and looks outside from the kitchen window as if trying to find an answer to what has happened. 

Mr. Powell is being shown through the kitchen window pruning a tree in his backyard.

Mabel notices him.

Mr. Powell is still in his Army workout clothes. 






MABEL





(Grins)






RUDY

I’m just as upset as you are, but what can we do.






MABEL

 



(Angry) 




Come on!






RUDY 




Where are we going?






MABEL (CONT) 

I have to get something off my chest! You’re coming with me.

Mabel dashes for the bread knife but it’s gone, so she grabs a large carving knife and then a dishcloth from the sink. Mabel then takes a hold of Rudy’s hand and they rush out the door.






MABEL

Rudy c’mon, I have to vent and you’re coming with me!






RUDY 

 


Where are we going, Mabel?






MABEL

We’re going visit to Mr. Powell!






RUDY 

 


I don’t know if I’m ready for this.






MABEL 




We’re just going to talk!






RUDY




With a knife and a cloth?






MABEL




We’ll help him prune.







CUT TO:

38.
INT. TAVERN- ALMOST DUSK




38.






GEORGIA (POV)

 

I’m going to pretend that didn’t happen.

DAVID PAUL (Melissa’s brother) is a good-looking, kind of hickish and hairy individual who’s dressed in khakis pants, a blue, cotton- polyester collard shirt and a Red Sox hat. 

People are all around him holding pool sticks and drinking their preferred beverages.






DAVID

 



(Obnoxious) 

Girl that was meant to go in the trashcan! Your big head got in the way of a much-needed three pointer!






GEORGIA 

Well, it didn’t go in…


(beat)

So you must really suck at basketball.






DAVID 





(Pointing) 




Why don’t you eat shit and die, lady!






MELISSA




DAVID! STOP!






DAVID




Stay out of this sis.

Georgia bends over and picks up the broken bottle. She puts it in her purse.






GEORGIA 

I don’t care for that nasty language… 


(beat)

But as for the dying part, well… 


(beat)

Why don’t I buy you a drink?



The bar gets loud again.






DAVID 





(YELLING)

 


How bout’ a Budweiser?

GEORGIA 





(Loud)

 


All you can drink it’s on me!

 




DAVID





(Chuckling)

Hell I’ll order 10 more of those sons of bitches then!







CUT TO:


39.
EXT. BACKYARD- DUSK





39.

Mabel and Rudy in a fast pace, quickly walk around the fence toward Mr. Powell, grabbing big rocks in their travels.






MABEL

 



(YELLING) 




MR. POWELL…





(beat)




OHH MORGAN!!!

Mr. Powell (POV) 

He sharply looks down to see Mabel and Rudy coming rapidly into his yard.




MR. POWELL


Hey kids! How are we doin?






MABEL 




Chuck your rock at him when I do!






RUDY 

I thought we were just going to talk.






MABEL




Rudy…





(beat)




NOW!!

Mabel and Rudy throw their rocks fast and furiously at Mr. Powell. 

One rock hits him in the forehead, the other in the chin. 

Mr. Powell falls from the tree, POUNCING the ground with his plumpness. 

The chainsaw follows him and lands on the back of his legs. 

He is PLEADING for them to stop. The chainsaw is still running. He thrusts it off of him.






MR. POWELL

 


STOP! STOP! WHAT ARE YOU DOING?



Mabel stuffs the cloth in his mouth.






MABEL (CONT)

 


Paybacks a bitch, huh Mr. Powell.

Mabel looks around to see if anyone is watching. She sees nobody, so they continue. 

Mabel then begins to SLICE and THUMP frantically at Mr. Powell’s body and head. 

(CLOSE UP) A BLOW from Rudy SEPARATES His JAW.

Rudy stares in disbelief.






MABEL

Rudy, grab his hands and hold them to the ground, wrists up!

Rudy then grabs Mr. Powell’s hands from his legs and holds them tightly to the ground with all his might. 

Mr. Powell is lying in the fetal position and mute from the pain. The Deftones “My Own Summer, (Shove It)” is playing.






RUDY   




Hey Mabel, this is kind of fun.






MABEL





(Insanely) 




I knew you would like it…





(beat)



 
I just knew it.






RUDY




Use the chainsaw.






MABEL




That’s too easy.

Mabel tightly holds the carving knife and begins SEVERING off his right hand, and then proceeding with his left. 

The blood of Mr. Powell speckles Rudy and Mabel. 

Mabel is finished with her premeditated thoughts, she hands the knife over to Rudy.




RUDY


I don’t want it.






MABEL

 



(BREATHING HEAVILY)




Rudy, finish the fat bastard.






RUDY




I DON’T WANT IT!






MABEL (CONTD)




PUSSY!

Rudy wipes the blood from his face with his sleeve and looks at Mabel with a devilish look. 

Mabel takes the knife and begins to dismember Mr. Powell, SLICING and DICING every square inch of his body. 

The cloth is now red and dripping blood. 






MABEL





(Insanely)

This is how it’s done… RUDY! Ya see how this is done?

Mr. Powell is silent, but squirming as if going into CONVULSIONS. 

His body is GASHED open and blood is splattered everywhere.






MABEL (CONTD)

 



(Hysterical)

He’s still moving…


(beat)

He must to stop moving.

Continuing the onslaught, Rudy stands up. 

Mabel stops and looks at Rudy. She proceeds to swing the blade of the knife across Rudy’s chest. 

Blood begins to soak his shirt.




RUDY


Mabel, what the…

She then slits her own throat.

Rudy is slowly swaying. 

Mabel lands by the chainsaw, wrapping her hand around the handle and her finger on the trigger. 

Mabel grips the handle with all of her might trying to get up. She activates the chainsaw.  

Rudy is panting like a dog. 

Mabel mutters quietly.






MABEL 

He stopped moving…


(beat)

You will stop moving…


(beat)

And now…


(beat)

The rest will stop moving…


(beat)

Their all gonna die… Rudy.




(Slow- motion) Rudy plummets to the ground; the side of his body COLLIDES with the chainsaw as it spins. 

Rudy vaults off it and lays immobile.

The sun starts to sink into the horizon. As we slowly spin upward the bloodied bodies are shown. 

It starts to RAIN.



END OF SCENE





CUT TO:


40.
INT. TAVERN- NIGHT





40.

Georgia walks over to the bar, orders David Budweiser, and asks Melissa if she wants another round.






GEORGIA

Would you care to indulge in another Melissa?



MELISSA

Thanks for being calm with him; he gets out of control sometimes.






GEORGIA




Sure.






MELISSA

I’d love another! Boy, for a minute there I thought you were going to pick up that broken bottle and stab him or something. 






GEORGIA 

Listen, I’m about to pick up a friend in a little bit for a little party back at my house. Would you like to join us?

Georgia grabs the Budweiser, and Pete hands Melissa her and Georgia’s Tequila. 






MELISSA  

I would love to. Ask David if he wants to come. 

Georgia brings the beer to her new- found friend.






GEORGIA (O/S)

I already planned on it.



Melissa is shown fixing her make-up.







CUT TO:


41.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- NIGHT




41.

Jack is cleaning the mask and having a conversation with himself. He is wearing a realtor’s hat.






JACK (CONTD)

Were gonna get caught, I just know it.



JACK (CONTD)

As soon as they arrive I’m getting the hell out of here.






JACK (CONTD)





(Sarcastic)




Clean the mask…





(beat)




Clean the slop…





(beat)




Hey! Watch us kill everyone.





(Laughing)




I just love my life.



Jack is now inspecting one of the contraptions.



JACK

Where would they be without me?


(beat)

YEH! WHERE WOULD THEY BE…


(beat)

Dipshits.




CUT TO:


42.
INT. BEDROOM- NIGHT





42.

Brandy is getting dressed. At the moment she is dressed in pink panties and bra. 

She’s listening to Rage Against The Machines, “Killing In The Name” and dancing around.







CUT TO:


43.
INT. TAVERN- NIGHT





43. 

Georgia wonders over to the David and hands him his Budweiser. She asks him to go to the party with her and Melissa.






GEORGIA 

 


Here ya go, just as promised.






DAVID

Thanks.


(Gulps)

AHHHH!


(beat)

I still could have made that three pointer, ya know.






GEORGIA

Yeah, yeah…


(beat)

I’m really sorry about that. You’re not here with anyone, are you?






DAVID 




Nah, I come and go as I please, ya see.

 



(Giggling) 

I don’t let a woman tie me down. I tie them down ya know what I mean little lady?






GEORGIA 

I’m throwing a little get- together at my cabin, why don’t you come with us? Your sister’s going. I just have to pick up a friend on the way.






DAVID 




You got brew there?






GEORGIA

Beer, wine, liquor. I may even have a basketball hoop. And I know how you like to play basketball.






DAVID 

Well all right then, tell my sis I’ll be right over.






GEORGIA 





(Walks away)




It would be my pleasure.






DAVID

 


Lady… you’re all right.






GEORGIA (O/S)




You’ll see just how all right I really am.



David gulps his beer.






DAVID




AHHH MAN! What a great night.


44. 
EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD- NIGHT




44.

WISHBONE, (30) is a James Dean type, but very hideous looking. He has an appalling breakout of pimples on his face. He is hitting on Brandy.

He thinks he’s the greatest thing since slice bread.




WISHBONE



(Faintly)


I’ll go, Oh yeah. 

They are shown holding hands waiting for Georgia to pick them up.





CUT TO:


45.
INT. TAVERN- NIGHT





45.






MELISSA 

Is he coming? If not, I’ll go alone with you. I trust you.



Georgia’s (POV)



She looks up at the clock, it reads, 11:20pm



GEORGIA

Yes he is. But we’ll have some alone time. Let’s drink these down and boogie.

They down their drinks, and Melissa heads for the door.

Georgia pays the bar tab, then meet David and Melissa.




GEORGIA


Lets party!








CUT TO:



46.
INT. TORTURE ROOM-NIGHT




46.





Jack is singing to himself while inspecting a device.






JACK




Clean the fuckin’ mask…





(beat)




Clean the fuckin’ slop…





(beat)

Where would they be without me? Now that, could be a song.


47.
INT. EXT. CAR- NIGHT- MOVING




47.



Heavy metal is playing.

David is banging his head, as if a swarm of bees were surrounding it.






MELISSA 




So where is this place?






GEORGIA 





(LOUDLY)

My friend is just 10 blocks from here. The cabin is close to there.




DAVID


No hurry here sweet cakes!

Georgia pulls to the side of the road to find Brandy is waiting with someone. 

She lets Brandy in the front seat. Melissa lets in Wishbone. 

Brandy has a pink purse on her person. She is “dressed to kill”.






BRANDY (POV) 




Hello all, are we ready to party?






DAVID (CONTD)

 


Hell yeah, let’s go drinks some beers!

David sits up to Brandy and turns his hat backwards.

 




DAVID




Damn girl you fine! 





BRANDY


I know.

Melissa is shown tossing her hair looking at Georgia in the rearview mirror, Georgia looks back and winks.

Georgia asks Wishbone a question.




GEORGIA


So who might you be?




FRIEND


My buds call me Wishbone.




BRANDY


Tell them why.



(Slight giggle)




WISHBONE

Cause every woman wishes to get this bone…



(beat)


Get it? Oh yah!




GEORGIA



(Sarcastic)


That’s lovely.






BRANDY





(Whispering to Georgia)

I’m going to cut his pecker off and feed it to that dumb ass in the back seat.



Brandy turns to Melissa.  






BRANDY (POV)

 


And you are?






MELISSA

Hi, I’m Melissa, Melissa Paul from Long Beach… 


(Drunk) 

Georgia is soooo nice; she bought my drinks and everything!






BRANDY (POV)




She was born and bred that way sweetheart.






MELISSA




I see that.

As they pull up into the cabin, the dark green GMC is parked. They didn’t see it. 





CUT TO:


48.
EXT. INT. CABIN- NIGHT





48. 

They all get out.

The David stumbles over the gravel, falls, and gets back up. Melissa latches on to his back pocket to prevent it from happening again.




MELISSA


You’re such a klutz.




DAVID


The rocks are slippery. 

Georgia and Brandy are walking together.

Wishbone is trying to smell Brandy’s scent from behind.

They enter the cabin. (Pantera’s, “Walk” is quietly playing on the radio)

The cabin is dim. European artifacts surround the room.






MELISSA (POV) 




This is cozy.

Georgia directly walks to the drawers in the kitchen. She grabs some long wire ties from the drawer and sets them on the counter. 

Melissa and David go into the small living room.




WISHBONE

You got a bathroom in this joint? 


(Sniffing)

It smells funny in here. Oh yah!




BRANDY


Let me show you where luscious. 





GEORGIA (O/S)



Can I get anyone a drink?






BRANDY 




Gimme a double shot of anything.






WISHBONE (O/S)




How ‘bout Bud? Oh yah!






DAVID

You know what I want little lady. 






MELISSA 




I’ll take a shot of whatever you have.






GEORGIA

Oh, Brandy could come hither for just a moment?



BRANDY (O/S)

Coming mother.



WISHBONE

(Loudly)

A hot mother, and daughter…


(beat)

Twice the fun Brandy! Let me show you BOTH, what wishbone has to offer. Oh yah!



GEORGIA

Where the hell did you find this asshole?



BRANDY



I’m just doing my job mother.

They’re both in the kitchen, Georgia whispers to Brandy about what happened at the bar, and why they are here. 

Melissa and David are dancing around without a care in the world. 

Georgia gives the broken bottle and some long wire ties to Brandy. 

They walk back into the living room to serve the drinks. 






GEORGIA

 


Is that better?






DAVID AND MELISSA

 


Much better now!






BRANDY 

Hey, I hear you play a little ball.


(beat)

Wanna give me a try, big boy?






 DAVID 




Well, all right, sweetness!






MELISSA (CONTD)

 


Oh lordy lord?



Melissa is sucking her pointer finger.



MELISSA

I guess I can hang out with Georgia for a while. We’ll have our own fun.

David sucks down his beer then takes off his shirt.






DAVID

Don’t worry, sis, I’ll be back in a jiff. 






MELISSA

 


Just don’t get too rough with her, O.K.






DAVID (O/S)




I’ll try not to bust her up tooo bad.

Brandy and the David walk down the long hall to the last room on the left. 

Georgia is talking to Melissa trying to convince her to come downstairs to see the elegant room.






GEORGIA

Bring your drink I want to show you some things that will blow your mind.






MELISSA




What kind of things?

Wishbone comes out of the bathroom, looking all slick.






GEORGIA

Beauty, pure beauty, something only us women can appreciate. 






MELISSA

Sounds great.


(Winking)

I mean while he’s playing ball and all, I don’t see why not.






WISHBONE




Where’s my beer, and my Brannday? 




Georgia hands Wishbone his beer.



GEORGIA

She’ll be back in minute. You wanna go see some cool stuff in the meantime? 

It will only going to take a minute. 

Georgia walks over to Melissa, kissing her on the neck.



WISHBONE


(Pointing)

Well, you know I want to see some of that. Oh yah!




CUT TO: 


49.
INT. CEMENTED ROOM- NIGHT




49. 

The room is cold, cemented and desolate, with only a radio, a trashcan and a red partially torn tarp on the floor by a pillar.

David turns to the room with Brandy right behind him.






BRANDY





(Pointing)

 


Yeah that’s it turn left right there.



Brandy pushes him in, he falls to the ground.






DAVID 

 


What the fuck!






BRANDY 

SHHHHHH!






DAVID

 



(Confused)

What are you do you doin? I thought we were gonna play some ball?



Brandy pulls the ties from her purse.



BRANDY

We’re going to play another game.







CUT TO:

Georgia, Melissa and Wishbone are halfway down the spiral staircase to see the room of elegance. 

Georgia has her arm around Melissa. Wishbone is trying to smell their scent from behind.






GEORGIA

Wait until you see some of these things. My father got them from a merchant in Germany.

Putting her arm around Georgia’s ass, then patting it softly.











MELISSA

 


That’s a long ways away.






GEORGIA





(Surprised)

 


OH MY! It's a very long way.






WISHBONE




I like what I see all ready. Oh yah!

Georgia then pulls the lever to access the door and the room of elegance is revealed to them.






MELISSA

 



(In awe)

 


OH MY GOSH!






WISHBONE




OH YAH!

Georgia closes the door and we fade slowly away to show off ravishing room once again.






GEORGIA  

 


I told you.






MELISSA

 


These things must be worth a fortune?











GEORGIA

You have no idea, far more than the antiques upstairs.



Licking Georgia on the neck.





MELISSA




Do you have a bedroom we can go…?

(QUICK, SHREIKING SOUND EFFECT). 

Georgia and Jack then quickly wrap themselves around Melissa and Wishbones body.

Georgia wraps Melissa and Jack wraps Wishbone. 

They struggle to get free but cannot.

Georgia pulls a knife out her back pocket and stabs Melissa in the side.




MELISSA


AHHHHHHH! 

Jack ties up Wishbone. 




WISHONE


OH NO!





CUT TO:






Brandy is teasing David with her fiery hot figure.




BRANDY:



(Bending over)


I know you want it.



(beat)


Would you die for a piece of ass like this?




DAVID


How ‘bout a taste? I like this game.

Brandy turns around and walks over to him

She pauses for a minute then punches him in the nose, breaking it.

Blood SPURTS from his nose.

David, holding his nose, hunches over in pain.




BRANDY (POV)


Sick hairy fucker!

Brandy takes the broken bottle out from her purse and begins jabbing him several times to the stomach with it. 

She begins to tie him up. David Is WHIMPERING.





CUT TO:


50.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- NIGHT




50.

Melissa (POV) 

Melissa, gagged, is strapped to the old wooden chair. Her arms and legs are spread outward and hooks are inserted into her skin, STRETCHING it. The room is flickering. 

The hooks are connected to chains, which are latched to pipes. 

She’s spazzing out.

Jack is holding the mask.

Wishbone is tied up on the ground. Georgia is drilling a screw into each of his ears.

Wishbone is SCREAMING.






GEORGIA 

Jack, meet Melissa Paul. Her dad was an old friend of my dads.






JACK

 


It’s nice to meet you, I guess.





(beat)

God Georgia, the hooks are a bit extreme don’t you think?



Georgia ignores him. 






GEORGIA 

Melissa, do you know what your father did to my father? 



 



(Sarcastic)

Nothing tooo physical, but part of the monstrosity, so with that being said…

Georgia is finished with Wishbone, and proceeds to Melissa.

She grabs the spiked mask from Jack and slowly moves toward Melissa’s face.

Georgia stops halfway and turns to Jack. 




GEORGIA



(Sarcastic)

You know Jack it would be soooo wonderful if you helped out a little around here.




JACK


I’m just the handyman Georgia.

Continuing with the mask.




GEORGIA


Handy, you mean lazy, boring and babyish.


The mask PENETRATES Melissa’s face as she SCREAMS bloody murder. 






MELISSA

NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!



WISHBONE


(Shocked)

I can’t believe this is happening.

Jack looks up at the ceiling because he hears commotion.

Georgia quickly turns to Wishbone.



GEORGIA

SHUT UP! Put your head down or something, I can’t stand to look at you.



Saliva drizzles from his mouth.



WISHBONE

HUH?







CUT TO: 


51.
INT. COLDROOM ROOM- NIGHT




51. 

David is tied to a pillar. 

The wire ties are SLICED into his wrists.






BRANDY 





(Seductively)

 


What are your hopes and dreams, David?






DAVID 

 



(Scared)

TO GET THE FUCK OUTTA HERE! Please let me get the fuck outta here.






BRANDY

Well, that may not happen. So in that case, what are your hopes and dreams?






DAVID

What did I do to deserve this? OH, MAN, I think I just shit my pants.






BRANDY (CONTD)

YOU threw a bottle at my mother, asshole!  YOU told her to “eat shit and die”.


(beat)

I love my mother. You shouldn’t have done that. She didn’t even know who you were until you pulled that shit.  



Brandy is picking her teeth with a wire tie.




BRANDY

You see, my ex- boyfriend Lyle told me to “eat shit and die”…


(beat)

And now he’s dead. It must be karma.






 DAVID

You’re on of those Hill people aren’t you?

What are you going to do to me? Please don’t hurt me. Please. 






BRANDY

Well yeah, I am. 



DAVID

Please don’t kill me. 



BRANDY

Let me start by taking off my shirt and then maybe my bra, and then maybe… if you’re a good little boy, my panties.

Blood soaks David’s shirt and drips from his wrists.









DAVID

You’re not going to tease me again are you?

That was just wrong.



Taking her shirt and bra off.






BRANDY (CONT) 

Noooooooo. 

Brandy then walks slowly over to David and hovers over him. 

Her large, perky, glistening, breasts nearly graze his face. 

The broken bottle is inches from his genitals. Brandy has a big smile on her face and starts to yell.



Jabbing the bottle to his legs several times.



BRANDY

PIGGY, YOU’RE GOING TO DIE! YOU’RE GOING TO DIE!





(Calm) 




How does that feel?







CUT TO:




52.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- NIGHT




52.

Georgia and Jack are conversing.






JACK




What the hell is happening up there?






GEORGIA

Don’t worry it is being handled.






JACK 





(Angry) 

HOLD ON! I want to know who the hell is up there?






GEORGIA 





(Sighing)

HHHHHH! Melissa’ s brother if you must know. Brandy is up there with him now, so back off.



JACK

OOOOOK. And what’s with this one? Is he on the list?



GEORGIA

She didn’t say, but Brandy was feeling a little crazy. She felt one more was no biggy and I agreed.



JACK

NO BIGGY! We’re gonna get caught. FUCK!



GEORGIA

You’re the biggest loser I’ve ever met Jack.



JACK

You married me.

Melissa is trying to escape her prolonging, inevitable death.

Wishbone is staring at the floor. Blood is seeping out of his ears.






GEORGIA




2 minutes till, come on Jack, do it!






JACK 

I’m not doing this anymore…


(beat)

You do it! I’m going to get some coffee!



Jack walks off.











GEORGIA (POV)  

You sorry sack of shit! You’re an idiot! If my father was alive today…



Jack flips her the middle finger. 



Georgia sets her eyes on Wishbone.






GEORGIA




Ever kill anyone before?






WISHBONE




HUH.






GEORGIA




EVER KILL ANYONE BEFORE!!!!






WISHBONE





OH. Oh no!



Georgia unties him and helps him up.






GEORGIA




There’s a first time for everything. 




Come on, step this way.






WISHBONE





(Scared)




Ah man, I can’t…





(beat)




I can’t! 



Georgia
gives him the chain.






GEORGIA

Now just yank on it. I know you know what yanking is. You probably do it often from the looks of it. 



Melissa is spazzing out uncontrollably.






GEORGIA




 And then there were three.

Metallica’s, “For Whom The Bell Tolls” is playing. 

Wishbone tugs on the pulley to release the guillotine. 

Melissa SCREAMS A most bloody SCREAM as the razor sharp blade comes rushing downwards.

Wishbone stands there in horror with blood covering his face and body.



GEORGIA (CONT) 

Wishbone, that was very good. I’m proud of you. 



Georgia goes through Melissa’s pockets and purse.



GEORGIA

Now come over here and have a seat. 

Wishbone is standing cold for a moment. He then bolts for the door to escape his demise. 

Georgia gives chase to the bloody footsteps.

Wishbone makes it to the front door and vanishes into thin air.

Georgia stands at the front door, breathing heavily and bloodied.




GEORGIA


Son of a bitch.

She turns and proceeds down the hallway to the cold, cemented room to find Brandy standing over David. 






GEORGIA

My, my, my, it looks like someone’s got a problem. Brandy, he got away.






DAVID 




HOLY SHIT! What the heck is on your face?






BRANDY

What do you mean he got away? The almighty leader drops one. NOW WHERE FUCKED!






DAVID

 


OK, OK! This is too much! 





(Crying)

That’s not Melissa’s? C’mon lady, I was just trying to get it in the garbage can.



Brandy puts her clothes back on.






BRANDY

You need a hanky or something? You’re a little whiny baby. 






GEORGIA





(Sniffing)

It smells like shit in here…


(beat)

Brandy, give me the bottle. 






BRANDY 

Hell no! Are you out of your mind? Mrs. slip up.



Georgia takes out her knife.






GEORGIA





(Pointing)




GIVE ME THE FREAKIN BOTTLE, now.






BRANDY (CONT) 

NO! I’m taking this bottle and shoving it up his ass. I can’t have you screw up again mom! You know what’s at stake here.

Brandy goes to stab the drunken man. Just as her arm swings forward, Georgia SLAP grabs her arm and stops her.






BRANDY

 


What the hell are you doing?






GEORGIA 





(Angry)

LOOK! I’m tired, not to mention, on my period. SO GIVE ME THE FUCKIN BOTTLE!!!!



BRANDY

Fine.




CUT TO:


34.
EXT. FOREST- NIGHT

Wishbone is breathing out of control, running through the forest. He stops and takes the screws out slowly.




WISHBONE


AH, AH, AHHHHH! 

He sees an opening to a possible road and dashes for it.





CUT TO:


53.
INT. COLDROOM- NIGHT





53.

Brandy hands the bottle over to Georgia. Georgia holds it to his genitals.






DAVID

Ah shit, this crap seems to be getting worse. Not only do I have two crazy bitches in front of me, one gives me a woody and the other is really pissed off, on her period and holding a friggin’ sharp ass broken beer bottle at my balls. It can’t get any worse than this! OH YEAH, I SHIT MY PANTS!






BRANDY 





(YELLING) 

It’s going to get worse mother- fucker! Just give us a minute.






GEORGIA

I have an idea. Let’s get him up and untied.

Georgia hands the knife over to Brandy to cut through the ties, CUTTING him more in the process. 

Georgia still firmly holds the bottle to his genitals.






DAVID

 



(Whimpering)

What the fuck woman, the least you can do is take that damn bottle away from my winkie. 






GEORGIA




Throw a bottle at me. I don’t think so.



Georgia drives the bottle into his crotch.






DAVID





(Extreme pain)




AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!






GEORGIA 




Let’s go!






BRANDY




Mom you have to stop being so damn bossy!




GEORGIA



(Pissed off)


Brandy, last warning.

The 3 of them leave the room. They walk down the hall to the bottom of the spiral staircase. 

There is a trap door that leads to a creek below, embedded with wooden spikes.

David has trouble walking. 

Brandy is grabbing the back of his shirt while Georgia is holding the bottle very close to his neck.



Georgia is positioning David.






GEORGIA (POV)

Do me a favor, stand rigggght here. Now and turn that knob for me.






BRANDY

 


What are you doing?






GEORGIA

It’s a surprise.

David has his hand on the knob. His hand is SHAKING.






DAVID 




What’s on the other side of the door?






BRANDY (O/S) 




Your sister, now open the fucking door!






DAVID

NO! You turn the knob, bitch I can’t take this anymore! Please tell me my sister is still alive?

Repeatedly POKING the side of his neck with the broken bottle. 

David shows pain.






GEORGIA

Calling us bitches is not what you should be doing in this situation. Do what we say and turn the knob.



BRANDY

If you want to see your sister, you’ll turn the knob.



Blood is running down David’s neck.






DAVID

 



(Petrified)

 


All right, all right, Just a second.



Licking his ear, then yelling.






BRANDY (POV)




 NOW!

David slowly turns the knob. Brandy stabs the knife into the back of his neck.




DAVID


AHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!! 

Very quickly (HALTING ERRIE SOUND EFFECT) the trap door below him opens. His toes are on the edge. 

The knife is the only thing keeping him from falling. 

David’s (POV) 

Brandy PULLS the knife from his neck. He SCREAMS as he plummets to the spiked creek below. 

Georgia bends down and lifts the chain to the trap door to reset it. 

They look at each other and head upstairs chatting along the way to shower and go to bed.






GEOERGIA




No fuss no muss.






BRANDY 

That was cute mom.



GEORGIA

Thanks.



BRANDY

Where the hell was dad? He better take care of that mess. Don’t tell me he’s going soft on us.






GEORGIA (CONTD)

We’ve been married a long time now and I just can’t believe he still doesn’t fully understand the meaning behind my fathers drive. He’s such an idiot.







CUT TO:






54.
EXT. OUTSIDE- CABIN- NIGHT




54. 

Jack is coming back from a walk and is about to open the front door, but he hears Georgia and Brandy talking in the living room. 

He stops and listens. 







 CUT TO:

Georgia and Brandy are talking.






GEORGIA

I’m not going to let him stop us from accomplishing our tasks. Father would be crushed… 


(beat)

He deserves this. I’ll kill Jack myself if I have to.



BRANDY

I support you all the way mom.

Jack is still standing outside the door with a big disgusted look on his face.






BRANDY

But killing my father, your hubby, that’s a bit extreme don’t you think?






GEORGIA (CONTD)





(Tired) 

Brandy, I’m going to be very blunt with you. He’s not you father, OK. There I said it. 



BRANDY

Excuse me?




GEORGIA

I was on an innocent date with a policeman while Jack was at work one day. He ended up drugging me… He raped me.






BRANDY

 



(Angry)

Ah mom, I’m sorry.



GEORGIA (CONTD)

Me too.







CUT TO:






55.
EXT. OUTSIDE- CABIN- NIGHT




55. 

Jack is getting very emotional and walks off, then comes back. He PULLS his hair and walks off again and then back again, KICKING the gravel.







CUT TO:






GEORGIA

 


You’ve looked at the list right?






BRANDY




No!






GEORGIA

Didn’t you give it to me before I went into the tavern?







BRANDY

I was there the other night, but I heard some ruckus and left. It was too risky at the time.






GEORGIA

Well that’s funny, nobody else new about it. 



They look at each other and pause for a second. 






GEORGIA 

It lists a name that makes me feel a little on the uneasy side.






BRANDY

Which one, they need to die, that’s what grandfather wants, that’s what he gets. No exceptions, that’s what we discussed.

Georgia walks to her purse. 

She gets the envelope from and shows the letter to Brandy.






GEORGIA





(Pointing) 

See this name at the bottom? Patrick is the man I was with when your father away. He’s your father. I didn’t have the heart to tell Jack. I’m sorry about all of this. 



Brandy walks off.






BRANDY

Well Mr. date rapist fucked with the wrong family. I may not be a Hill, but I’m still your daughter. Nite mom.






GEORGIA 


(Sighing) 

Good night, Brandy.   







CUT TO:


56.
EXT. FOREST- NIGHT





56. 

Rain begins to fall.

Wishbone is running from the forest to a clear, dirt 4-way road. He sees the lights from the carnival and gets excited.




WISHBONE

They can’t fuck with the bone. Solving this case will make me a hero. Oh yah! 

As he gets to the middle of the dirt road (Immediately, QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) the dark green GMC truck catches part of Wishbone. The truck SMASHES head on into a tree. 







CUT TO:


57.
INT. BATHROOM- NIGHT





57. 

Brandy is getting out of the shower, showing her wet, hourglass, naked figure.






CUT TO:


58.
INT. EXT. CABIN- NIGHT





58. 

A shadow is shown creeping into the house and down the hallway toward the sounds coming from Brandy’s room. 

Brandy is shown coming around the corner of the bathroom, wrapping a towel around her. 

(QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) 

Jack startles her. 






BRANDY 

OH MY GOD! 

(Punches him in the mouth)






JACK 





(Getting up)

Damn Brandy! 



BRANDY


(Shaking her fist)

What the hell are you doing?



JACK

I went for a walk. I had to let off some steam.






BRANDY

Well I’m going to bed. You know there is a mess to clean up down there.






JACK 





(Edgy)

I’ll take care of it in the morning. I need to get some shuteye right now.






BRANDY 




Are you OK? You seem a little on edge.






JACK




I’m, I’m…





(beat)




I’M NOT WELL BRANDY! 






BRANDY

Listen, we’re going to the carnival on Saturday, are you coming? I haven’t asked mom yet, but I’m sure she’ll go.



JACK

I don’t think so.






BRANDY

Why don’t you take a shower, it will help you relax.



Jack is swirling his finger around her nipples.






JACK

 


Why don’t we go take…



She punches him in the mouth again and walks off. 






BRANDY (O/S)

 


THIS WHOLE FAMILY IS FUCKING CRAZY!

Jack wipes the blood from his teeth and mouth. He gets up and walks away.






JACK








MMHMM.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


59.
EXT. CREEK- THURSDAY- DAY




59. 

Two fishermen are by a creek in the forest. They’re drinking scotch out of flasks and smoking grass. 

FISHERMAN 1 is a stout, younger, funny looking man and not wrapped too tight. He has a front tooth missing.

FISHERMAN 2 is an older, good-looking, wise gentleman that likes to make up unbelievable stories, but Fisherman 1 always interrupts him.

Both are in heavy fishermen apparel.






FISHERMAN 1

Boy, I can’t believe this party last night. I met a girl that would drive you into your grave, old man. 






FISHERMAN 2

Let me tell you something young lad. Of all the years I’ve been alive no woman has come in the slightest proximity too as you would say, “Drive me into my grave”. Did I ever tell you about this time…?






FISHERMAN 1

(Interrupting) 

Old man, I can’t take any more of your crazy stories. Let me ask you a question?  We’ve been fishin’ in the same spot for years and we never caught nothin’, nothin’ good anyways. Why do we even bother?






FISHERMAN 2

Ah, my boy, we come for the tranquility, and the scotch. The combination never gets dreary. There was this time…

Fisherman 2 lights a joint, they pass it back and forth.   






FISHERMAN 1 

Yeah, I just get my fish at the supermarket anyway. Why do we even bring poles out here?






 FISHERMAN 2

 


I do like the hunt.

 



(Chuckling) 

Watching those little bastards squirm around makes me feel a cut above.






FISHERMAN 1

A cut a what? What the hell does that mean?



(COUGH, COUGH)

I use stuff like, Damn it girl, get me a beer or where’s that damn remote. I like that word damn it makes me feel bigger.






FISHERMAN 2




A cut above means just that, bigger.

Fisherman 1 has something on his line.






FISHERMAN 1 (POV)

Hey old man! I think I got something, feels heavy too. I’m gonna cook this bitch!






FISHERMAN 2 (CONT)

 



(Excited) 

Reel it in…


(beat)

Let’s see what you have there, my boy!

A Red Sox hat is revealed from the water, half of a brain fills it. 

They’re three sheets to the wind, so it doesn’t affect them much.





FISHERMAN 2 (POV)




A hat, very intriguing… 





(beat)




WOAH!






FISHERMAN 1




WHAT THE FREAK IS IT? 

Fisherman 2 drops the hat and brain to the ground. Then baits his hook.






FISHERMAN 2 

It appears to be half of a brain. But I’m not quite sure.






FISHERMAN 1

What the hell is a brain doing in the crick? Oh man! Get it outta here. 

(beat)




It looks fresh too!



He grabs a stick to move it.






FISHERMAN 2

Let’s concentrate now, we’ll worry about this later. I remember back in the day…






FISHERMAN 1





(Struggling/Interrupting)

 


I…





(beat)

 


Think…





(beat) 




I’ve got…





(beat)

 


A victim here, old man.

Fisherman 2 is gazing into the water because he thinks a fish took his bate.






FISHERMAN 2 (POV)

THAT BLASTED FISH TOOK MY DAMN CRAWLER!






FISHERMAN 1




HELLO!






FISHERMAN 2 (POV)

Looks like you may have a nice catch this time my boy.






 FISHERMAN 1 CONTD) 

(Struggling)

This son of a bitch ain’t getting away from my biggerness, 



He looks at fisherman 2, then the line.



FISHERMAN 1




I’ll tell ya that right now!






FISHERMAN 2





(Excited) 




Stay with it lad, you’re doing exquisite.

Looking at fisherman two, then the line again. The joint hangs from his bottom lip. 






FISHERMAN 1

Ex- quis… what? Man, don’t use words like that in a moment like this!



Fisherman 2 drops his pole.





FISHERMAN 2 (CONT)




Give me your pole! I’ll ring it in.



Fisherman 1 hands his pole over to the other.






FISHERMAN 2




This one is coming to papa!

After the struggle of the current and the attachment to it, fisherman 2 brings the end of the line to the other fisherman and realizes that it’s not a fish. 

Acting weird. The joint is dangling from his bottom lip then falls.






FISHERMAN 1

What the hell is it now? It’s pretty damn hairy! That fish musta used that hair club for fish stuff.






FISHERMAN 2

It looks like an arm, my boy. 



They begin to drink heavily.






FISHERMAN 1

What the hell is an arm doing in the crick? I believe someone has some stuff missing from his body. What the heck is goin on?






FISHERMAN 2

How the hell, on God’s green earth am I supposed to know?







CUT TO:


60.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- DAY





60.

Jack is wearing a black rubber apron, gloves and boots. 

He is cleaning up the bloody disaster from the night’s prior engagement. He has a shovel, scooping the goop into a garbage can. 

A bucket with soapy water is on the ground and a broom leaning against the chair. Brandy enters the room.






JACK (POV)

(Pecking at the corpse)

This is it for me. No more brains and no more bodies. 


(beat)

What the hell was I thinking?



Brandy is carrying two cups of coffee






BRANDY (O/S)

What they hell were you thinking last night, dad.






JACK




Enough already, I know!







INTO VIEW:



Hands him his coffee






BRANDY 

 


What about?

Taking a SIP, then throwing the cup against the wall.

 




JACK 

I know I’m not your father! I heard some of the shit you and your mother were dishing out last night.



She helps Jack with a broom.






BRANDY

 


Look, Jack—






JACK





(Interrupting/YELLING)

It’s not your fault your mother’s a cheating, whore- bitch!






BRANDY 

Don’t talk about her that way, and don’t take it out on me. 

Jack sets the shovel down and begins to wipe the floor.






JACK

I’m sorry…


(beat)

I don’t know what to think anymore.






BRANDY

Don’t think. Lets just finish what we started.






JACK

Where gonna get busted Brandy, we should just stop, now. 



Sweeping the bloody carcass off the chair.






BRANDY 

Don’t think like that! They have no idea where we are, no suspects, no evidence. With all of us working together, we can’t be stopped. 






JACK

I’m going to get some more coffee.






BRANDY 




What about all of this?






JACK

 


You do the friggin work! I’m done!






GEORGIA (CONTD) (O/S)

That’s enough! Stop your bitching Jack! 






INTO VEIW:


Georgia is waving her hands around.





GEORGIA 

You’re like a train wreck in my head sometimes.

Jack grabs the shovel and holds it firmly in the air.






JACK

Ya know, Georgia… 


(beat)

How about I take this shovel and shove it right up your ass?






BRANDY  




HOLD IT! HOLD IT—

 




GEORGIA  

Brandy, this does not involve you. Jack has something to say, well, let him say it.



Brandy is rolling her eyes.






JACK

All these years I’ve been cleaning your slop and watching you kill. I thought my Georgia loved me, Brandy’s not my daughter, and I don’t have any FUCKING coffee! Yes, yes I have something to say! I’m being walked on, stepped on, fucked around on, de-daughtered, horrified, and now I’m a train wreck in your friggin’ head!



Jack walks off.

 




GEORGIA 

He found out. How? Wait ‘till he hears about our other kids. He’ll soon hang himself… 


(beat)

All the better.






BRANDY 

What about them? They’re such nice kids, a little loony, but nice.

 




GEORGIA

I only caught the last part, but it sounded like they’re dead. I could not get to sleep last night after I heard about it. I was just about to doze off until I heard Jack throwing a hissy fit!






BRANDY  

You don’t really care do you? 






GEORGIA

I care, but it was inevitable. I’ve got my mind set on one thing right now.  






BRANDY (CONTD) 

I’ll bet it was a freak accident, you know, they were a little coo-coo in the head.



BRANDY

And just to let you know, he found out about my real dad because you were flapping your gums last night.

Georgia walks up to Brandy, getting nose to nose with her.






GEORGIA (CONTD)

Finish with this mess. 


(beat)

And if you ever…


(beat)

EVER, disrespect me in any way, shape or form again…


(pause)



Grabbing Brandy’s shirt with both hands.


GEORGIA

I will ensure that your luscious attributes will PERMANENTLY, be a site for sore eyes. Understood?



Georgia pushes Brandy into the slop. 



Georgia walks off. 




BRANDY


I’M SORRY!



(beat)


I’M SORRY MOM!







CUT TO:


61.
EXT. CREEK- DAY






61. 

The two fishermen are drinking their scotch, even more so now, trying to figure out where the brain and arm came from.






FISHERMAN 2

Curiously odd, it was as if the bicep was split into two pieces. It looks like splinters of wood are embedded in it. 


(beat) 

The brains also have little wooden splinters.






FISHERMAN 1

Maybe this is one of those Forest Hills Murder people. You know, I’ve been following it on the tube and I heard that this stuff is pretty serious. Or maybe it was a bear, I dunno, I’m messed up.






FISHERMAN 2

Yes, yes my boy, you may have a point there.






FISHERMAN 1

About the bear, or being messed up? I dunno, I’m drunk. I make more sense when I’m that way.






FISHERMAN 2

NO! About the Murders! I’ve been watching myself. We better report this.

 



(beat)

Let’s grab our things and vanish from here. For all we know, they could be watching us. 



They start packing up.











FISHERMAN 1

O.K. The longer we stay, the more I get the crazy legs.

Jack is standing 25 feet from the fishermen in the b.g. 

He is walking down toward the fishermen with a cup of coffee in his hand and yells…






JACK (O/S)

GOOD MORNING, my fellow fishermen! Catch anything decent?






FISHERMAN 1 (POV)

 



(Worried)




Just a hat…





(beat)




And maybe a cold.

(Sniff, sniff)

 


See I am getting a cold, old man.






FISHERMAN 2 (POV)

 


Nothing at all, 





(Laughing) 

At least nothing a nip of scotch wouldn’t remedy.

Fisherman 2 is holding the pole with the severed arm dangling from the line.







INTO VIEW:






JACK (POV)

Sayyy, that’s a nice pole you have there. I used to do a little fishing myself, and call me silly, but I don’t recall ever catching anything looking like them.
(beat)




The name is Jack, by the way.






FISHERMAN 1




Their funny looking things ain’t they?






FISHERMAN 2

 


They were stuck on our line, and…

Interrupting and Patting fisherman 2 on his shoulder with a big shit eating grin on his face.






JACK 

That’s OK, boys I know where they came from. I’m almost positive. 


(beat)

If you gentleman give me a lift into town and buy me a cup of Joe, I’ll tell you on the way.



Looking at each other as if they’ve seen a ghost.






FISHERMAN 1 and 2

 


K…



Jack starts helping them.






JACK 

 


C’mon, let me help you get packed up.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


62.
INT. PORCH- DAY






62.

Georgia is walking the grounds of the cabin. The dark green GMC truck is gone.

She wonders off and hears some light mumbling. As she walks further, she sees Jack and the two fishermen getting into an, off-white, rusty Station Wagon.




GEORGIA


That son of a bitch.

She walks up a bit more to see where they may be heading. She trips over an object.

(QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) Wishbone is lying there. He is bloodied and busted up. 

He has a bone protruding from his neck.




GEORGIA (CONTD)



(Smiling)

I see you didn’t make it too far. How the hell did you get all messed up like that with just leaves and trees as a confrontation? Did a squirrel kick your ass?



Wishbone is mumbling.

In the background of Georgia, (QUICK EERIE SOUND EFFECTS) legs and feet scamper by quickly. She turns to look but nothings there.

Georgia turns quickly.



GEORGIA (CONTD)

See, there’s one of them now. 



GEORGIA

What’s your real name Wishbone?



WISHBONE


(Raspy)

Barry…


(beat)

Milt…


(beat)

Milton.



Grabbing a thick, jagged stick.



GEORGIA

Now, where do I know that name?

Ah! You’re one of them. Well, let’s see what we can do here…


(beat)

You want me to let you go?



Wishbone is slightly nodding yes.



GEORGIA

Of course you do. Do you know who we are?



WISHBONE


Hills…


(Cough)



GEORGIA

You want me to put you out of your misery?



Wishbone is slightly nodding no.



GEORGIA (CONTD)

I’ve had a baaaad morning.

She raises the thick jagged stick, then looks at her watch, it’s 11:58am.



GEORGIA

It is 2 minutes till, not midnight, but all the same…


(beat)

Forgive me father.

As Wishbone is gasping for air, his eyes and mouth widen. 

Georgia thrusts the stick downward through his mouth. His mouth and eyes remain wide open as he lays lifeless. 







CUT TO:


63.
INT. BATHROOM- DAY





63. 

Brandy is in the shower for about 15 seconds. Her body is being shown through the clear shower door. 

She cuts the water off, gets out, wonders over and grabs a towel from the linen closet and dabs her face and neck, then her breasts.






Brandy turns the corner of her bathroom to her bedroom when out of nowhere she hears a RUSTLING noise and music playing in the cold, cemented room. 

She puts on her towel and walks down the hall to the cold room. 






BRANDY

Mom? Jack? I know Wishbone didn’t come back…


(pause) 

I suppose when nobody answers I should just get the hell outta here. 

She rounds the corner of the cemented room. She looks around and notices nothing but a radio playing and the red tarp missing. 






BRANDY

What the hell is going on? I’d love to know what the hell is going on here.


64.
INT. COLDROOM- DAY.





64. 

In the blurry background a figure starts moving slowly toward Brandy. 

The red tarp is covering its face and body. 

She turns the radio off, and turns around to go back to her room, thinking nothing of it. 

(QUICK, SHREIKING SOUND EFFECT)

The figure then smothers her in the red tarp tackling her to the floor. 

All that is shown is Brandy under the red tarp BREATHING HEAVILY. The voice whispers while Brandy is restless.

The figure whispers to her.






FIGURE

SHHHHHH. Be still, I know everything. So stop killing and they’ll stop dying. 


(beat)

If you move a muscle, I will slice you until there is no…


(beat)

More… 


(beat)

Brandy. 



It stabs Brandy in the leg area 2 times.






BRANDY






(THUNEROUS pain)




 AHHHHHHHHHHH!






FIGURE




Now lie there and think about it, bitch.

Still showing Brandy under the tarp, she’s rolling side to side from the pain. 

The figure leaves. 

10 seconds later Brandy speaks because of the silence.






BRANDY (CONTD) 




Hello?

She untwines herself slowly from the tarp, gets up, and limps toward the door. 






BRANDY





(YELLING)

Don’t let me find out who you are! I’ll fucking hack you into little, itty- bitty pieces! 


(Frustrated)

I knew I shouldn’t of come INTO THIS DAMN ROOM!

Georgia comes from around the corner of the room eating an apple with a peering knife.






GEORGIA

Brandy, what’s wrong? Are you all right?






BRANDY

No I’m not all right! Someone just stabbed me in the fucking leg, and warned me to stop.






GEORGIA




Stop what, my dear?






BRANDY

 


Stop what. You’re friggin brilliant.





(Pointing)

It was you, wasn’t it? What kind of sick game are you playing MOMMY? I got stabbed, you have a knife, I got stabbed, you have a knife, makes perfect sense to me!






GEORGIA

I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about. I’m eating an apple! 

Brandy holds her leg. Blood soaks the towel and her hand.






BRANDY




Don’t give me anymore of your bullshit!

 



(beat)

 


You’re the only one here! Unless Jack…






GEORGIA (CONTD)

Brandy, I just came from outside and Jacks gone.



Georgia reaches for her.



GEORGIA

Let me have a look.



Brandy pushes her away.






BRANDY




Get the hell away from me!






GEORGIA

Take it easy. Explain to me what happened.






BRANDY

I don’t know. I got out of the shower and heard music playing in here. The next thing I know, I’m on the ground covered in that fucking tarp and someone is talking shit, telling me they know about what’s going on. 






GEORGIA




Interesting.






BRANDY

 


This really fucking hurts mom!






GEORGIA

Let me look.



The nasty cuts are shown.






BRANDY 




This is not good mom.






GEORGIA

Take care of those gashes and go put some clothes on. Use some peroxide.

Both of them are walking/limping back to Brandy’s room.






BRANDY

I’m going to poke around and see what I can find out.






GEORGIA

Be careful! We have to be cautious for a while, until we can sort this out.

Georgia is starting to leave the room. She stabs the apple core.






GEORGIA

Lets have lunch my dear, 3 o’ clock at Capone’s Tavern, my treat.






BRANDY

Sounds good. I’ll be visiting the mill later tonight. I’ll take care of John in his office. There’s no point in bringing him back here. 






GEORGIA (CONTD)

Be careful. Remember, they may be watching.

Brandy grabs a cigarette from the dresser and lights it. 






GEORGIA 




I have to go, duty calls.



Putting her clothes on.






BRANDY

If I catch Jack screwing around, I’m not going to hesitate.






GEORGIA (O/S)

 


Hesitate not; kill the son of a bitch.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


65.
INT. COFFEE SHOP- DAY





65.

Jack is about to confess about the murders. 

The WAITRESS (Looking like something out of the T.V. show Alice) is introduced holding a steaming pot of coffee.






WAITRESS




Can I pour you some coffee, gentleman?






JACK 




Would love some.






WAITRESS 




Cream?






FISHERMAN 2




Yes, please.






JACK 




No.



Fisherman 1 holds out his cup.











FISHERMAN 1

I love the mud here lady. 






WAITRESS

 



(Smirks)

Waitress pours the coffee, accidentally pouring some on fisherman 1’s wrist burning him.

Dropping his mug, trying to get out of his seat he knocks the pot out of her hand. 

It SMASHES on the floor.


 



FISHERMAN 1

 


Oh Lord, lady, that’s HOT AS HELL!






WAITRESS

I’m sorry about that Mister. Let me get you some ice for that. The coffees on me guys. 



They’re soaking the coffee with napkins.






JACK 




Don’t be so nervous, damn.






FISHERMAN 2 (POV)

Considering the circumstances, he’s doing just fine.



The burn begins to swell badly.






FISHERMAN 1

It’s not like I poured it on myself, ya know.






JACK





(Whispering)

 


Settle down, both of you.

Waitress comes back with some ice and a mop. She hands the ice to fisherman 1 then mops the floor 






WAITRESS

I’m really sorry about that Mister. Please don’t make a big deal out of this… 


(beat)

I’ll get fired. I’ve been really messed up over everything that’s been going on.



Holding the ice to his wrist.






FISHERMAN 1

OHHHHH, that feels nice. If you give me a slice of pie, I’ll forget it ever happened.






WAITRESS

 


Warm Apple?






FISHERMAN 1

Apple it is, and a scoop of vanilla. That would make me feel better.






FISHERMAN 2




Don’t push it.






WAITRESS

You got it, sweetie, can I get you all anything else?





JACK, FISHERMAN 1 AND 2

 


NO!






FISHERMAN 2




 We’re fine. Thank you.



Waitress walks away.






JACK

 


Well guys, I don’t know where to begin.

Takes the flask out of his jacket and pours some scotch into his coffee.

 




FISHERMAN 1 




How ‘bout the beginning.






FISHERMAN 2

We don’t want to know anything if this suggests we’re going to end up like that poor lad. About 20 years ago I had seen a…






FISHERMAN 1





(Interrupting)

Well, he was wearing a Red Sox hat. That would be enough right there.






JACK

 


I need your help.






FISHERMAN 1




 Will we get a reward?






JACK

 



Maybe so. 






FISHERMAN 1

 


I could really use a reward.

Waitress brings a huge slice of apple pie with 2 gigantic scoops of ice cream to accompany it.






WAITRESS

Here you go, sweetie, and again I apologize.






FISHERMAN 1 (POV)




Now that’s a reward!



Fisherman 1 starts digging in immediately.






FISHERMAN 2 

We will not need the reward if we’re six feet under, my boy. 






JACK

Nobody’s going to get hurt. If I wanted to, I could have called in the Calvary. I need you to do me a favor.

Pie and ice cream all over his face and muffled from the dessert in his mouth.






FISHERMAN 1




Favor?






FISHERMAN 2




A favor?






JACK




A favor.






FISHERMAN 2




You want us to go to the police.






JACK




Yeah, how’d you know?






FISHERMAN 2

Let’s analyze what we have here. You, in the middle of the woods, a brain, an arm…


(beat)

Now favors. It just takes a bit of logic.






FISHERMAN 1




Can we go drunk, cause I’m about—






JACK





(Interrupting)




No! Dry… 





(beat)




Please.






FISHERMAN 2




What would you like us to say?






FISHERMAN 1

(Nudging)

 


About the arm and stuff, man.






FISHERMAN 2

 


I know that idiot! What else.






JACK

Tell them you got a lead from an anonymous person and it knows where and why the murders of Forest Hills are happening.


(Leaning forward)

Tell them something is going down at the carnival Saturday night and to be ready.



Licking his bowl clean.






FISHERMAN 1




The carnival?






FISHERMAN 2





(Irritated)

The blasted carnival! Are you even listening?






FISHERMAN 1




Oh Yeah, sure, the carnival. 





(beat)




Gotcha. 






JACK

 


Are you two finished?






FISHERMAN 2

 


Continue.






FISHERMAN 1




What do we get for this?






JACK 




You get to live?






FISHERMAN 1

 


Sounds good.






FISHERMAN 2

 


Got it.







CUT TO:


66.
EXT. INT. STREET- DAY





66. 

Brandy is on her way to meet Georgia and notices through the coffee shop window that Jack inside talking to two men.

The dark green GMC passes slowly by in the street. Someone from the passenger side throws a bottle with a note in it.

The bottle CRASHES on the side of Brandy. She picks up the note and reads it. It reads…



Whisper (V.O.) 

Christmas Eve. The Forest and the Hills. The carnival will release the bloodcurdling chills.



BRANDY

What the fuck?  

Snow begins to fall. Brandy goes in to talk to Jack, putting the note in her pocket.

Brandy approaches.






BRANDY

 


Hey, Jack O’, how are you doing?






JACK




 Brandy! What are you doing here?






BRANDY

I’m about to meet mom down the street for lunch or something. What the hell are you doing here? We’ve been looking for you.






JACK

I’m just enjoying some coffee with a couple of friends.

Fisherman 1 is gazing at Brandy and winking. Pie and ice cream are all over his face. 






FISHERMAN 1

 


Why hello there!






FISHERMAN 2




It’s great to meet your acquaintance.

Brandy just gives them a sour look and nods her head.






BRANDY




I didn’t realize you had any friends.






JACK 




I have a few.






BRANDY

 


What are you guys talking about?






JACK





(Sarcastic) 

About fish…


(beat)

You see they’re fishermen, so we’re talking about fish.






FISHERMAN 1

 


Really big fish too!






BRANDY

Shut the hell up before I knock some more holes in that fucked up grill of yours.

Fisherman 1 is staring at Brandy, like a feline gazing at a bird through a window.






FISHERMAN 1 

 


Gosh, you’re pretty.

Fisherman 2 smacks fisherman 1 with his hat.






FISHERMAN 2 




Zip it, will you please.






JACK 

Well, I was about to leave; I have a few errands to run.






BRANDY





(Limping away)

 


I’m sure you do.

As Brandy walks away, a young man from a stool grabs her ass. 

She punches him in the face. His head smashes into the bowl of chili he was once eating. 

Silverware and cups fly off of the counter.






JACK

 


Tell your mom I said hi.



Brandy keeps on limping away after her punishing.






JACK 

That’s one of them. She’s as evil as they come…


(beat)

Just look at what she did to that guy.






FISHERMAN 2

Do you think she may know what we’re discussing?






FISHERMAN 1

She knows who we are! We’re gonna die for sure! She’s cute, but man she’s scary.






JACK

If she was suspicious, she would have said something, as you saw, she’s very blunt.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


67.
EXT. INT. STREET- DAY





67. 

Brandy is walking down the sidewalk. She arrives at Capone’s tavern.

The dark green GMC is parked across the street. 

She opens the door and a man, Patrick BUMPS into her.

Staring at each other. Tipping his mailman hat to her while exiting.






PATRICK 




Excuse me, little lady.






BRANDY

 


Sorry…





(beat)




Dickhead.







CUT TO:


70.
INT. OFFICE- NIGHT





70. 

JOHN MILTON (33) is an arrogant son of a bitch, with slicked black hair and has a gigantic zit on his nose. 

He is sitting at his desk, shuffling paperwork getting ready to fire an EMPLOYEE. 

He is very short, wearing a soiled, ripped T-shirt and jeans. He is sitting across from John. 






JOHN

Thanks for coming in before you left. I know it’s late. But we have to talk.






EMPLOYEE



 
Not a problem Mr. Milton.






JOHN

 


Did you clock out yet?






EMPLOYEE




Not yet, got my timecard right here.






JOHN


 

Give it here.






EMPLOYEE

 


Here ya go.






JOHN

 


Looks like you put some hours in this week.

 



(Now looking at the employee)

But you know…


(beat)

I’ve been tracking your progress over the last six months and it seeeems that you’re putting in the hours, but not the effort. 


(pause)

So I think in the best interest of the mill, I’m going to have to let you go.



The employee is fuming.








EMPLOYEE (CONTD)

I’ve been working for this mill for the past ten years, and this is the thanks I get? Piss off Mr. Milton!



He slides back in his chair, then stands up. 



EMPLOYEE

I have 4 kids! How am I supposed to support my family, you son of a bitch?






JOHN

My Father may have put up with people like you, but I will not! Good luck to you.



Knocking everything off of his desk.



EMPLOYEE

You’re gonna pay dearly for this one, you son of a bitch!

The employee KICKS the desk and storms out of the office SLAMMING the door behind him.



Picking the papers off the floor.



JOHN

You should have worked a little harder…


(beat)

Petty asshole.

A CLANKING sound comes from the outside of John’s office, then total silence.






JOHN 

Who’s out there? 


(beat)

I’m not sorry I did this, and messing with my head is not going to make things any easier on you.

John slowly walks over to the door putting his ear to it. He stops to pause for a moment to listen.






JOHN

 



(Shouting) 

I have a gun.


(beat)

Don’t make me put a bullet through your skull!

The door handle starts to turn. John then puts his hand on the door trying to cease it from revolving. 

(QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) 

A knife comes through the other side of the door, PENETRATING his ear. 

He tries to pull away from the door but his head is stuck to the door. 






JOHN (CONTD)

(Excruciating pain)

 


AHHHHHHHHH… FFFFFFUCK! 

John finally gets free and edges toward his desk whimpering.



JOHN

I’m calling the police, so you might want to exit the premises. I’m a potent figure you know! 



John starts to get really petrified. 






JOHN




Oh shit…





(beat)

It’s coming back to us. It’s almost Christmas Eve. Oh shit!

John picks up the phone. The office door slowly CREEKS open. 

Nobody is there. 

John looks on in pure horror.

(HALTING SOUND EFFECT) Brandy quickly peaks into the room. 






BRANDY




HELLO Mr. Milton!






JOHN





(Scared)

Who the hell are you! 



Brandy is holding a gas can.






BRANDY 

Oh, just someone else that doesn’t seem to care for you very much right now.






JOHN





(Quivering)

I’m going to shoot you.


(beat)

Damn this really fucking hurts.






BRANDY





You don’t have a gun. And a liar is something I cannot tolerate.



Brandy is slowly limping toward him.






JOHN

What are you going to do with that gas can? I don’t want any trouble.



Brandy spills some gasoline on his desk.






BRANDY




Oops! Sometimes I can be so clumsy.






JOHN

You’re a Hill aren’t you? 



She splashes some gasoline on John.






BRANDY





Oops. Technically, no… 



JOHN.

You better leave my baby brother Barry out of this. He’s just a kid.






BRANDY

He’s on the list, so he has to go, it’s the rules John.






JOHN





(Whimpering)

 


Listen…





(beat)




Please…





(beat)

I didn’t do it! It was my father! IT’S NOT MY FAULT!



John is peeing in his pants.

Brandy begins to splash him more, in a crazy, violent manner.






BRANDY

When you die, did you want to be cremated or buried?






JOHN (POV)

 


What kind of question is that?






BRANDY




Looks like I’ve made that decision for you. 

She throws the gas can on the ground, then pulls the Zippo lighter out of her pocket and lights it. 





BRANDY

You’re going to melt and char very slowly you know.






JOHN




PLEASE DON’T DO THIS!






BRANDY




This is for my grandfather, DICKHEAD!



John pleads mercy.






JOHN

 


HOLY SHIT! NO! PLEASE!







CUT TO:


71.
EXT. CARNIVAL- NIGHT





71.

The atmosphere of the Forest Hills Country Carnival is shown in a fast motion. 

The sounds of little girls are heard LAUGHING and GIGGLING.





CUT TO:


72.
INT. MILL- NIGHT





72. 



Brandy is staring John down violently.



Coal Chamber’s, “Sway” begins to play.





BRANDY 






Looks like you just got fired asshole!

(Slow motion) She tosses the Zippo at John. The flames begin to engulf him immediately. 

John is SCREAMING UNCONTROLLABLY as he tries to put out his burning flesh. 

He then crumbles to the ground SCREAMING even more now from the agonizing pain. 

Brandy then turns around and limps out the door. 

The camera stays on John for about 15 seconds, watching him burn. He cries out.






JOHN




OH GOD! GOD! GODDDDD! IT BURNS! AHHHHHH!







CUT TO:


73.
EXT. DOCKS- NIGHT





73. 

Brandy is now shown limping away from the mill. 

It is snowing lightly.

A huge explosion trembles the city streets. 

The windows shatter. 





CLOSE UP: 

John’s head is shown lying on the ground outside the mill burning steadily. 



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


74.
EXT. PARK- FRIDAY- DAY





74.

Silvia is sitting on the park bench feeding the pigeons bread soaked in hot sauce. 

A six- pack and cane is to her side. 

We show the vacant park. 

Jack is strolling through the park and notices Silvia guzzling an Old Milwaukee. 

Jack stops and sits down next to Silvia.

He is holding a cup of coffee. 






JACK (POV)

Thanks for meeting me. Sorry about this Silvia.



Grabs her cane and WHACKS him in the shoulder.






SILVIA

That’s been a long time coming! They need to be more careful.






JACK

OK, I deserve that one. But I tried to tell ‘em.






SILVIA

YOU’RE SORRY! You prick. You deserve more than that. 



WHACKS him again, coffee spills on him.

Jack is wiping the coffee off of him then rubs his shoulders.






JACK

Did you know Brandy wasn’t mine? GOD! I’m such a loser!






SILVIA

Yes, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell you… 


(beat)

It would have caused quite a stir at the time. And yes…


(beat)

You are a loser. That… 


(beat)

I am sorry for. You should have seen that one coming.

 



(PUCKER sound)






JACK

 


Where are Lyle and the others?






SILVIA

Lyle’s tucked away for now. The others, well they may be dead for all we know.






JACK

I do know, but the reality of it never really sunk in.






SILVIA

I was attacked you know. It was the scariest night of my life. I don’t know what happened. I was trying to get away, I looked up and it was gone, whatever it was. I had to drag Lyle out of the house. We went into hiding after that.


(PUCKER sound)






JACK 

Someone should just shoot me and get it over with.






SILVIA 

Thanks for doing that favor for me. You’re the only one I could turn to.



JACK

It’s not a problem. It’s what I do.

Justin is standing by a tree behind Silvia and Jack in the (b.g.). 

He is wearing blue jeans, a leather jacket, cowboy boots and hat. 

He’s digging a little hole with the heel of his boot. 

Rage Against The Machine, “Bullet In Your Head” is playing softly.






JACK

 


You don’t know who attacked you guys? 






SILVIA

I know it wasn’t me. And the family wouldn’t have killed him, so that leaves me absent- minded. 





(PUCKER sound)






JACK

You don’t think someone else knows what’s going on? 






SILVIA 

No, but the family is slowly depleting.






JACK 




Someone’s been watching us. I can feel it.



Silvia cracks open another beer and chugs it.






SILVIA




I think you right Jack.






JACK

It’s probably the rest of this sick, twisted family.

 

WHACK! She hits him again. 






SILVIA




Don’t you say that!






(PUCKER sound)


“A Bullet In Your Head” continues. Justin slowly takes out a 45 magnum, with a silencer and infrared. He aims it at the back of Jacks head. 






JACK


I want you know that Victor…

POW! Justin fires the gun once. The bullet appears (FREEZE FRAME) then normal. Jack’s brains splatter all over Silvia. 

(Slow motion) Jack leans forward and falls to the ground. 

The pigeons fly away. 

Silvia is nearly catatonic. She’s wiping the grossness from her face with her hand. 

In the background, Justin drops the gun into the hole, covers it and quickly walks toward Silvia. 






JUSTIN 




Wow, you all right miss? What a mess!

Silvia’s hands are waving in front of her face. She is in shock.






SILVIA

What just happened? I don’t know what happened.



Grabbing her shoulder with a firm grip. 



JUSTIN

Come on lady, let me get you out here, I’ll take you home.






SILVIA

 


Oh, OK.

 

 

(beat)




I don’t know what happened.

Justin grabs Silvia by the arm, bringing her to his car, leaving Silvia’s.






SILVIA




I don’t know what happened. 





(PUCKER sound)







CUT TO:


75.
INT. ELEGANCE ROOM- DAY




75. 

Georgia and Brandy are conversing. They are drinking.






GEORGIA


Where the hell is Jack? He’s been gone for a day now. 






BRANDY

I saw him at the café down the street from the tavern. He was talking to a couple of fishermen. 






GEORGIA 

That’s interesting. I saw him leave here with the fishermen. 



Brandy lights a cigarette. 



BRANDY

Mom. Why don’t we go to the carnival, we should all enjoy a little self-gratification.

Standing up then almost falling over from the stab wound. 






GEORGIA

Maybe you’re right. We need a break.



Brandy decides not to tell Georgia about the bottle and the note. 






BRANDY 

I wonder what happened to that freak, Wishbone. He’s probably ratted us out by now.






GEORGIA.




I took care of it.







BRANDY

Thank goodness. Maybe we should check on grandmother…





(beat)




See if she’s OK.






GEORGIA

Do you think that’s a good idea at the moment? I’ll trust your judgment. 






BRANDY

I know where she is. I have some unfinished business to tend to then I’ll go find her.






GEORGIA

Be careful, O.K.






BRANDY

She’ll probably be at the park feeding those damn pigeons.



GEORGIA

It’s possible. You know the other two may be at the carnival, we need to keep our eyes peeled.






BRANDY 




I’ll be ready for it, if it happens.




I’m going to check on grandmother. 






GEORGIA

I know you will. And be careful, grandmother may be a bit unsettled. 







CUT TO:


76.
INT. LIVINGROOM- SATURDAY- CHRISTMAS EVE- DAY


76.

Silvia and Justin are in the living room. There’s a knock on the door and Silvia approaches as she looks back at Justin.






JUSTIN




Answer it!



Looking through the peep hole






SYLVIA




Who is it? 





(PUCKER sound)

All she can see is a mailman hat. A voice hollers from outside the door.






VOICE

Mailman. I have a parcel you need to sign for.






SYLVIA

 


Oh, my.

Silvia opens the door and the man pushes her inside with aggressiveness. 

They confiscate her cane.

In the background the dark green GMC is shown parked on the far side of the street.






PATRICK

 


How we doing grandma!!






SYLVIA

What’s going on here? Gimme my cane you prick.






JUSTIN

It’s a pity, what happened to Lyle.






SYLVIA





(Calm)

 


Lyle’s fine. He’s tucked away.






JUSTIN

What? Patrick?






PATRICK

Damn! I was going to have your ass sliced too, but I need you. I have my own story to tell, you old bitch.






JUSTIN

Our fathers were the best of friends ya see, and that Victor guy, well he is just down right annoying from the sounds of it.






SYLVIA




 Victor was a decent man.





(PUCKER sound)






PATRICK

If we can’t have Vic, Well, you and the family are the next best thing.



Grabbing Silvia by the hair.






JUSTIN 

Come on lady, let’s go to the bedroom. And what the hell is with the pucking? It’s fucking annoying.

Justin, Patrick and Silvia walk down the hallway to Silvia’s room. Patrick opens the closet door and shoves her in. 

Silvia grabs a hanger and SCRAPES it down Patrick’s face, then the same to Justin. 

Justin kicks Silvia in the legs knocking her down. 

They SLAM the closet door and lock it.






SYLVIA





(YELLING)

Wait until you comeback you pricks, you’re going to get more, just wait till you come back!


(PUCKER sound)

Patrick and Justin are sitting on the bed dabbing their faces soaking up the blood with their shirts.






PATRICK

 



(YELLING)




Bitch, you’re crazy! I’m going to cut you 




bad you loony, old…


(beat)

DAMN this hurts!



Silvia is yelling from the closet.






SYLVIA

You’re both lucky I don’t have my cane. I’m like Bruce Lee with that thing. 





(PUCKER sound)






JUSTIN





(YELLING)

 

We’re going to cut your fucking heart out lady!






PATRICK




Pipe down.






SYLVIA





(Calm)

Can you get me a beer first? It’s in the icebox. Let it be my last request.






PATRICK

 


A beer…





(beat)




She wants a friggin beer?






SYLVIA





(Muffled) 




Get me two. Or what ever is in there.






JUSTIN 

Let me get it. I’ll heave ‘em at her. 



PATRICK

Crazy old bitch.

Justin’s walking down the hall to grab the Old Milwaukee’s from the fridge.






JUSTIN (CONTD)




Crazy woman! 

Justin bumps into the wall while holding his face. 




JUSTIN


OH, DAMN! 

He grabs the beers. 

A quick blur passes by the kitchen window.

Justin stops for a moment and looks on curiously.

He walks back to the bedroom juggling them along the way, hopping on one foot. 

Patrick unlocks the door for him and Silvia leaps out of the closet SCAPPING him again. 

Justin hands Patrick the beers as he leans over in pain.



Patrick stuffs her back in the closet.






SYLVIA

 


I pucker because of…

Patrick throws the beers at her, knocking her motionless.






PATRICK




SHUT UP! JUST SHUT UP! DAMN!






JUSTIN

There’s someone here.






PATRICK

Now’s not the time for games Justin. 



JUSTIN

Come see for yourself.






JUSTIN

 



(Nervous) 

Look man. Let’s take a break man…


(beat) 

I need one. I think I’m starting to see things… 


(beat)

Let’s hit the carnival.






PATRICK

All ready planned on it. Actually, I all ready took care of some things. Let’s leave the bitch here ‘till Sunday, let her suffocate. Come on lets go check outside.



They walk out of the room.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


77.
INT. POLICE STATION- CHRISTMAS EVE- NIGHT.


77. 

The two fishermen are talking to COP 3 about what Jack told them. They are both drunk.






FISHERMAN 1





(Frantic) 

There was this arm and this brain thing in the crick, this guy came over, we went for coffee. I have to admit, the brains were just really awful. 

Pulling a pad from his pocket and a pen from his ear. He begins to write. 






COP 3

Slow down, slow down. You found an arm and brain? Oh K.

Extremely exaggerating, fisherman 2 explains.

During his story telling (Softly echoed) we will show quick flashbacks to the past slaughtering of the 8 people committed by Jack, Georgia and Silvia. Brandy is a little child.

The Newspaper clippings are shown moving quickly from one side of the screen to the other.

Quick laughter and screams are heard mixed in with the flashbacks.






FISHERMAN 2 (CONTD)

Let me put it into perspective. Now…


(beat)

I can finally tell my story!


(Deep breath)

A day or two ago, I can’t remember which, my collaborator and I were tossing our lines into this roaring, boisterous creek, deep inside an undisturbed, peaceful forest. 

(Flashback) 

Silvia is slashing a throat in a dark, flickering area.



FISHERMAN 2 

The line submerged, we thought we had caught a monster! I mean this creature from below had RAZOR SHARP TEETH and BLOOD RED, DEVILISH EYES, as it extended beyond the ruff peak of this FEROCIOUS, murky abyss! It was as determined as we, but we were set on prevailing.



(COP 3)


(Giggling)

(Flashback) 

Georgia pulling the chain to the guillotine, the blade hits the Victim.



FISHERMAN 2 (CONTD)

(Pacing)

We believed we’ve really done it this time. The struggle with the ROBUST, TRETUROUS current was worth the greatest prize of our lives. But the truth unfolded as we reeled it in, fighting the dark, raging chasm every step of the way. 

(Flashback) 

Victims (POV)

Silvia is closing in with the spiked mask. 



FISHERMAN 2 (CONTD)

We were licking our chops, until a Red Sox cap with a partial brain bonded to it was revealed to us. We didn’t know what to think, but our intuitiveness said it may be a man.

(Flashback) 

A newspaper clipping reads: 3 DEAD, TOWN IN PANIC.






COP 3

A monster? Boisterous currents? Are you sure it was even human? This is a bit much don’t you think? IT’S ONLY A CREEK FOR PETE SAKES! Were you fellas on something?






FISHERMAN 2

I’m not completely certain of any of it, it all happened so fast.






COP 3





(YAWNING)




So what happened next?

Extremely exaggerating, fisherman 2 explains more. 






FISHERMAN 2 (CONTD)

We then began to drink heavily. Afterward we decided to press on, but keeping a mental note to follow up with the police at a later time.

(Flashback) 

A victim lies dead with the spiked mask on. blood is everywhere. Jack’s face is shown with an unhappy frown.



FISHERMAN 2 (CONTD)

We were gazing into the shadowy waters, and the night crawler that I knotted to my hook lashed out at me, hovering right in front of my bulging, alerted eyes. It began to LAUGH…


(beat)

And it profoundly spoke…


(beat)

Fisherman 1, take over… 



FISHERMAN 1


(Deep voice/Giggling)

“ YOU HAVE NO CHANCE TO FRY ANYTHING FROM THE DEPTHS BELOW THIS RELM… 


(beat)

BITCH”! Or somethin’ like that. I was messed up.

(Flashback) 

A dead body is in a chair. The drill is in the body. The room flickers quickly.



FIDHERMAN 2

And then it jumped back into the water. We couldn’t believe our eyes. We looked into the water again and it was gone.






COP 3





(Disbelief)

Wait a minute, wait a minute. You must have been smoking something. There’s no, possible…






FISHERMAN 2





(Interrupting)


Casting again, we thought we had a definite catch. We were battling the vicious surge as the line dropped further and further into the icy, arctic waters. 

(Flashback) 

A newspaper reads: “WORLD WAR II VETERENS DISSAPEAR”.

We were destining to reap our reward for a complex days endeavor. When all of a sudden, turbulent gale force winds propelled us about, like ping- pong balls in a lottery machine. We were trying to fight the ghastly conditions every step of the way you know. I reeled it in, and a very disappointing grotesque arm was dangling from the end of the line. I examined it thoroughly and the thickness of the arm and hand told me it was a man.

(3 quick Flashbacks in a row) 

Brandy is shown laughing, bouncing on a bloody dead body. 

2 other mutilated bodies are shown beheaded. 

Directly following the last body. A quick gavel sounds HITTING A DESK. A front page of the newspaper is shown, it reads: 



“KILLING SPREE ENDS”?



No suspects, no traces.



(End of flashbacks)






FISHERMAN 1

He had some pretty nasty fingernails…


(beat)

That’s for sure.






COP 3

That doesn’t mean anything…


(beat)

This is too much.

You know, your story seems to be a bit far fetched. You must be one of those story-telling old chaps.



FISHERMAN 2

It didn’t really transpire that way. But I’ve always wanted to convey a great story. Whatever it was, was wearing a blue, cotton polyester shirt, and the arm was extremely shaggy and well built. The brain was a little diminutive though. Like I said, it happened all so fast.






COP 3

So where are these body parts now? Who was this man who approached you?






FISHERMAN 1

They’re on some ice in a cooler. Those things tend to stink after a while if you don’t ice ‘em down. 






COP 3




You know this from experience?






FISHERMAN 2




He watches to many television programs.






COP 3

 


Tell me the guy’s name… 





(beat)




Please.






FISHERMAN 1

 


Jerry…





(beat)




Jim…





(beat)

NO JACK, that’s it. He told us to tell you. The carnival, Saturday night, that’s when things are gonna happen.






COP 3





(Yawning)




That’s what he said?






Fisherman 2

That is what he said. I think. I’m not really sure.






COP 3

I’ll personally let the Police Chief know.





(Quick laugh)

So where is this “crick” you’re referring to?






FISHERMAN 2

It’s by the town line going east. Approximately one and a quarter mile into the forest…


(beat)

I believe.



Cop 3 Pulls up his trousers.






COP 3

All right gentleman, we’ll look into it. If we find anything well, you may get a nice reward for this. We’ll need the evidence for examination.






FISHERMAN 1

 


I can buy me a scooter now.






FISHERMAN 2

We’ll bring them in.






COP 3

 


Thanks fellas we’ll be in touch.

The fishermen turn to exit the room. Fisherman 1 hits the corner of a desk and falls. 

He gets back up, and falls again after hitting another corner.

COP 3 gets on his walkie-talkie and dispatches a unit to the carnival.




COP 3

Unit 4, this here is dispatch. Give me your 10-20 (Location).



UNIT 4

Ah, copy dispatch, 10-20, carnival vicinity.



COP 3

We need a 10-18 (A.S.A.P. arrival) I repeat a 10-18.



UNIT 4

Ah, copy that 10-18.



COP 3

Over.



UNIT 4

Over.



COP 3

All carnival units use 10-0 (Use caution), over and out.



CARNIVAL UNIT

Carnival unit Copies the 10-0, over.



Cop 3 goes over to wondering cops.



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


78.
EXT. INT. CAR- NIGHT- MOVING




78. 

Georgia and Brandy are conversing on their way to the carnival. 






BRANDY

Grandmother was nowhere to be found, it was so quiet in the house. You could have heard a pin drop.






GEORGIA




Was the car in the driveway?






BRANDY

 


No, but the front door was open.






GEORGIA (CONTD)

She may have gone to the park, or a joyride. She used to love doing stuff like that.






GEORGIA (O/S)

We’ll find her. She couldn’t have gone far.






BRANDY (CONTD)

Hopefully no one has gotten to her. Remember what happened to me back at the cabin.

The carnival is shown from a distance, it’s lit up like a tiny Las Vegas.




BRANDY

The Tilt A Whirl is a childhood favorite of mine. Mom, go on that with me.






GEORGIA 




O.K. I’m sure it’ll be a hoot.






BRANDY




I’m sorry about earlier.






GEORGIA




I know, lets just forget about it.







CUT TO:

79.
EXT. INT. CLOSET- NIGHT




79.





63. 

The music of DMX- “I Miss You” is playing. 

We show the outside of Silvia’s house, then inside going down the hallway to Silvia’s room. 

A hand reaches and unlocks the door. 

It opens the door and it slowly CREEKS open. Silvia is lying motionless in her closet. 







CUT TO:


80.
EXT. THE FOREST HILLS COUNTRY CARNIVAL- NIGHT


80.

As they pull into the parking lot, they pass by the dark green GMC.




BRANDY


I’ve seen that damn truck all over town.




GEORGIA


It’s just a truck Brandy.

We roam around the carnival glancing through the blurry bright lights and excited delights of the crowded event. 

Juggling clowns, cotton candy, candy apples, fried dough, balloon games, smiling faces of children and inside the spine tingling haunted mansion.

The Farris wheel is shown from the top, then descending downward.

The moon is peaking through the cloudy sky.





FADE IN:

2 chilling looking clowns are practicing their act, juggling daggers inside their tent before the show.

CLOWN 1 and 2, have scary face paint on. 






CLOWN 2 





(Frustrated)

Where the hell is Mickey? He should have been here an hour ago. Our act isn’t done yet man.






CLOWN 1





(Shrugging)






CLOWN 2




Let’s get this part down and I’ll call him.

Still unsure of the routine, clown 1 tosses a dagger purposely, penetrating clown 2’s right side.






CLOWN 1




OH SHIT! 





(Attentive)




OH SHIT! Man I didn’t mean that!







CUT TO:


81.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




81.

CLOWN 3 is gallivanting around near the practicing tent wearing a freaky clowns mask.







CUT TO:



Clown 2 is on the ground.






CLOWN 2




I think I’m gonna be nauseous.






CLOWN 1




OH MAN! Let me get the paramedics.



Clown 2 is disorientated.






CLOWN 2

I can’t even get a shot much less a dagger sticking into my fucking side…


(beat)

I’m gonna be sick. 



Clown 1 is at the exit of the tent.






CLOWN 1

 


I’ll be back as soon as I can.

Clown 2 is lying down, trying to pull the dagger out. He gets the dry heaves.







CUT TO:


82.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




82.

Georgia and Brandy are chuckling as they ride the Tilt A’ Whirl. 

The music of Insane Clown Posse’s, “Tilt A’ Whirl is playing.







CUT TO:

CLOWN 1 (Justin) bypasses the medics and walks up to the Clown 3 (Patrick) outside. 






PATRICK

This couldn’t have gone smoother, take a look. I’ve been watching them for the past five minutes.






JUSTIN




As smooth as Jell-O pudding, my man.






PATRICK

Those two knuckleheads, they have no idea what’s about to happen.


(beat)

What’s up with the other clown?






JUSTIN

He’s about to pass out. I threw a dagger at his sorry ass.






PATRICK




Nice! Let’s go get rid of him.






JUSTIN

Yeah, We don’t have much time before the show starts.






PATRICK

Fuck that, we’re going to make our own show.

Patrick and Justin leave the area to dispose of clown 2.







CUT TO:


83.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT.




83.


Georgia and Brandy are getting off the Tilt A’ Whirl. They begin to walk around.






BRANDY

It’s just as I remember. I don’t know why we haven’t come here before.






GEORGIA (CONTD)

My dear, things were very complicated. We can have a little fun now then we can finish our defining moments.






GEORGIA




Let’s go get some food. I’m hungry.



Brandy lights a cigarette.






BRANDY

I need to go use the head first; I’ll meet you there.






GEORGIA

I’ll be at the snack bar next to the stage. Don’t get lost.






BRANDY 

If you don’t plan on leaving me, I won’t get lost.







CUT TO:


84.
INT. EXT. TENT- NIGHT





84.

Patrick and Justin is STABBING clown 2 repeatedly. 

They then drag him out to the backside of the tent.






PATRICK




C’mon, let’s get him outta her.






JUSTIN




I’m trying he’s heavy.






PATRICK

Let’s just get him under the trailer outside. He can join his friend.







CUT TO:


85.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




85.






69.

Brandy is coming back from the head and notices the two clowns practicing a mime act on the side of the tent. 

The sounds of the carnival are heard.






BRANDY

Wow! That’s pretty good! 


(beat)

Can you do other things?

Saying nothing, Patrick is pretending he’s climbing a building.

Saying nothing, Justin is pretending he’s in a box.






BRANDY

You silly clowns are fantastic, a bit freaky looking but fantastic. My grandfather used to love this stuff.

Patrick is pointing to himself and then drawing a heart with his finger, then points to her. He dances around.






BRANDY




Oh, Now that’s sweet!

Justin is gesturing to Brandy to come into the tent.






BRANDY

I have to go meet my mother. I kind of miss her already.



Patrick is gesturing please.






BRANDY (CONT)

Oh, why not, she can wait a minute or two.

All of them are walking together. Brandy is in the middle with her arms around them.






BRANDY (CONT)

She’s just getting food that’s going to make her fat. I want to stay like this forever. 



She’s showing off her luscious body as she spins. 






BRANDY

Let’s see what you guys do in here, or perhaps, what we can do. Inquiring minds are curious.







CUT TO:


86.
EXT. FOOD VENDOR- NIGHT




86.

Georgia is waiting for Brandy. A crowd surrounds them.



She is eating French Fries and talking to herself.



GEORGIA

What’s taking her so long? That girl is a wild one…





(beat)




But I love her to death.




CUT TO:


87.
INT. TENT- NIGHT





87.

Patrick is making a balloon animal for Brandy, while Justin is juggling his bloodied daggers. A blanket is by a corner. 

Brandy is looking around.






BRANDY

So this it what goes on in here. I thought you guys just drank and listen to music.

Patrick is gesturing to Brandy to stand next to him.






BRANDY 

Stand over here, why? What are you going to do to me? Why don’t you take off your mask?



Patrick nods no.



BRANDY

Erotic, I like that in a man.

Justin stops juggling, sets his daggers down and walks over to Brandy. He wraps his arms around her, kisses her on the mouth and smearing his face paint on her.






BRANDY

Now we’re getting somewhere, this is kind of sleazy, I like that too.



Patrick hands the balloon animal to her.

Brandy lies down on a blanket that covering the blood from clown 2.






BRANDY

I have a feeling this is going to be a night to remember, don’t you boys?



Patrick and Just both nod yes.

Brandy, on her back, is lying on the blanket touching her nipples.



BRANDY (CONTD)

So what do you crazy little clowns want to do now?

Justin walks over to the daggers and begins to juggle again.

Rolling to her stomach she sees that the blanket is bloodstained and gets worried, but thinks quickly.

Brandy gets up. 






BRANDY (CONTD)




I have an idea. 


Justin stops juggling.

Brandy walks over to Justin, noticing the bloodied daggers. She grabs them from Justin.

She smiles at him.



BRANDY (CONTD)

Why don’t you let me try, I’ve always loved flirting with danger, amongst other things.  


(beat)

A walk on the wild side is nothing new to me, you know.



Patrick and Justin look at each other.

Grabbing one dagger from Justin and flips it. She drops it.






BRANDY (CONTD)




Like this? DAMN!



Her second attempt, she drops it.






BRANDY

Damn! I’ll get it right this time… 


(beat)

How about LIKE THIS!

She stabs Justin in the foot, RIPPING it toward her.






JUSTIN





(HORRIFIC PAIN)




AHHHHHHH! YOU BITCH!

Justin falls to the ground and rolls around, trying to muffle his scream.

Brandy limps out screaming, they give chase.







CUT TO:


88.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




88.

Georgia is worried so she walks toward the port-a potties.






GEORGIA (CONTD)

The mother’s intuition is kicking in. 

Georgia stops and thinks she hears SCREAMING in the b.g. She turns to a person beside her.






GEORGIA 




Did you…

Brandy limps out SCREAMING from the clown’s tent. 

Justin and Patrick are shown standing on the side of the tent. 

Standing on one foot, Justin thrusts 2 daggers viciously at Brandy, one INFILTRATING her spine and the other PENETRATING the back of her neck immobilizing her instantly. 



She falls to the ground. She is motionless. 

Patrick and Justin are shown slipping away into the night toward the haunted mansion. 

The crowd surrounding them PANICS in horror and begin to evacuate.

Georgia is running to Brandy while screaming her guts out.






GEORGIA 




NOOOOOOOOOOOO! BRANDY!!!!! 

The lower part of a body is shown walking in a fast pace over to Brandy, pulling the daggers from her neck and spine.

 


 

FIGURE

 


Stay with her, I’ll be back.



Georgia is holding Brandy and crying.






GEORGIA (CONT)




Who the hell are you?






FIGURE




Your son.






GEORGIA





(YELLING)

 


You don’t know who they are!






FIGURE (O/S)




I know.

The police congregate around Brandy and Georgia as the crowd begins to clear. 

Unit 4 and the ambulance arrive. They try to resuscitate her. It begins to rain.







CUT TO.


89.
INT. HAUNTED MANSION- NIGHT




89. 

Patrick and Justin are hiding. The CREEPY SOUNDS and images of the mansion surround them. 

Patrick is grabbing Justin by the throat disgusted that he killed his daughter.






PATRICK (CONTD)

You fuck! You weren’t supposed to kill her! 


(beat)

GOD, WHAT IS…


(beat)


(Whisper)




What is wrong with you? 

Tapping the side of his head with his pointer finger very aggressively.






PATRICK




That was my daughter man!






JUSTIN





(Gasping for air)

You’re the one…


(beat)

Who stabbed her…


(beat)

At the cabin, I thought you weren’t…


(beat)

Going to mind. She saw the blood.






PATRICK 

You fuck! I didn’t touch her. I guess I’ll just take care of this myself…


(beat)

Sorry pal, thanks for the help.






JUSTIN (CONTD)





(GASPING/COUGHING)

I’ll make it… right. 



Patrick let’s go of Justin.






JUSTIN





(COUGHING)

I’ll make it right. She saw the blood in the tent. I didn’t know what you wanted.






PATRICK 

What could you possibly do to make up for that, HUH!






JUSTIN




I’ll get them! I promise I’ll…

Patrick clinches his fist and begins PUNCHING Justin.






PATRICK




I 





(PUNCHING) 




Don’t 





(PUNCHING)




Think 





(PUNCHING)




That’s going to do it for me!

Patrick unloads a series of blows to the head until blood spurts from his cranium. 

He finishes and proceeds to exit the mansion until he hears his name being called. 

A body enters the mansion, leaving the door open.






FIGURE 




PATRICK!







CUT TO.


90.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




90.




74.

Unit 4 spreads out and the ambulance leave.

Georgia is sitting on the ground crying. 

A hand reaches out and grabs her by the shoulder. 

In the background, cops are patrolling the area. 






MAYOR (O/S) 




Don’t worry miss everything will be OK.



Georgia looks up.






GEORGIA

 


I don’t believe they will… 





(beat)




Who are you?







INTO VIEW:

The Mayor is playing with a strand of hay in his mouth.










MAYOR

I’m the Mayor of this here town. The vicinity is sealed off; nobody will leave until this is resolved. We’re pretty sure whoever did this is still here. Everyone will be questioned before heading out of here.






GEORGIA 




This wasn’t supposed to happen this way.






MAYOR

What’s that miss? Ah, everything will be fine, I promise. I haven’t been the Mayor for the past 30 years for nothing, ya know.






GEORGIA 




That’s very soothing, sir.



Picking her up off the ground.






MAYOR

 


Let’s get you out of harms way.







CUT TO:


91.
INT. HAUNTED MANSION- NIGHT




91.



The figure is looking for Patrick.






FIGURE





(YELLING)

Patrick! 

The figure hears a loud CLUMSY BOOM about 20 feet from him. It proceeds toward the location of the noise. 

It trips and falls over the bloodied body of Justin dropping his daggers and hurting his side and leg. 

THUNDER and LIGHTNING cast over Justin’s, dead corps. 

Justin’s face is smeared with a mixture of face paint and blood.

Patrick is shown exiting the door of the mansion.







CUT TO:


92.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




92.

The sky becomes pitch dark and it begins to snow. 

THUNDER and LIGHTNING begin to brew. 

Patrick is watching the Mayor and Georgia converse from afar. 

Patrick carefully staggers over to a popcorn stand trying to get a glimpse of it all. 

As he slides through the window, his feet THUMP the counter; the Mayor and Georgia change their direction toward the sound.






MAYOR

 


Did you hear that?






GEORGIA

 


It came the popcorn stand, I think.






MAYOR (CONTD)

You stay here, darling. I’ll send somebody over.



Turns to COP 4 quietly.



MAYOR

Go over there and check out the popcorn stand. SHHHHHHHHH. And be careful.



Cop 4 nods his head yes.






MAYOR




It’ll be all right miss.



Georgia stares cold.






GEORGIA 




That’s very reassuring Mayor.







CUT TO:


93.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




93.

Cop 4 slowly walks over to the popcorn stand and draws his gun. He hears a few CLUNKS inside the stand. 

He quickly scampers to the window entrance and ducks down underneath the serving line. 

The aromatic scent of popcorn delightfully fills the nasal passages of the concerned trooper. 

As the cop stands up very delicately, (QUICK HALTING SOUND EFFECT) 

Patrick grabs a hold of his head, pulling him in and scorching his face on the SIZZLING hot oil pan of the machine. 

His THUNDEROUS SCREAMING is muffled to the carnival grounds. 

Smoke fills the stand and Patrick escapes, scampering off to the right with cop 4’s gun. 

The Mayor, charges to save his fellow trooper. He stops to shoot at Patrick but the SHOTS fired evade Patrick. 

A policeman tends to cop 4 and a school of cops give chase in Patrick’s direction. 

The Mayor heads back to Georgia.

 




MAYOR (CONTD)





(BREATHING HEAVILY) 

That son of a bitch got away, but we’ll get him. Don’t you worry?



YELLING to the cops that are in the area.






MAYOR




HE WENT TO THE LEFT! 





(Pointing)




THE LEFT!






GEORGIA

 


What does he want?






MAYOR

Do you know about the “Forest Hills Murders”?






GEORGIA

 


Yes, I’ve heard a little about it.






MAYOR 

I think the murders have reached their peek. Well…






GEORGIA





(Interrupting)




It doesn’t look finished to me.






MAYOR

Well, let’s just hope we make it out of this alive.






GEORGIA




You said everything would be fine.



Georgia begins to cry.







CUT TO:


94.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




94.

Patrick is BREATHING HEAVILY and sits to rest for a bit on the other side of the gaming station. 

He’s soaking wet, his scary clown mask is still on his face. 

He hears the cops spreading out in different directions, but COP 5 heads in his. 

Patrick spots him and hides in some built up trash from the evening.



COP 5 is holding his gun tightly to his chest.



COP 5

You can come on out now, everything will be all right…


(beat)

We’re going to get you one way or the other, so do us all a favor and give up.

Patrick is shown slowly coming out of the trash toward the cop. 

He grabs an object and throws it in front of the cop, distracting him. 

The object STRIKES the gaming station. 

As the cop moves in the direction of the sound, Patrick quickly creeps up from behind the (b.g.) 

Patrick cocks his gun back.



(QUICK EERIE SOUND EFFECT)





PATRICK




BOO!

Cop 5 turns, and at point blank range, Patrick shoots him in the face. 

The body of the cop drops.







CUT TO:


95.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




95.



The Mayor and Georgia are talking.






MAYOR

The weather is getting terrible it’s going to be difficult to catch this menace.






GEORGIA 




Why are you here anyway?






MAYOR

Well, this is my town sweetie. I protect everything inside and around it…


(beat)

I just came out for a little bit of fun tonight. But I had a sneakin suspicion I would run into this.






GEORGIA 




I suppose.






MAYOR

And besides, all of these people dying, well it makes my stomach twist around like a slinky.






GEORGIA 

Why don’t you go help them, I’ll be fine here.






MAYOR (CONTD)

You’re a brave little thing, aren’t you?



Pointing to the restrooms.



MAYOR

Why don’t you tuck yourself in that corner over there and I’ll be back in a jiff.






GEORGIA

I’ll be fine. Do you have something I can defend myself with? 

The Mayor reaches in to his sock and grabs his Makarov pistol. He hands it to Georgia. 






MAYOR

I think this should help you out in a jam. There’s no safety so be careful.



He walks away






GEORGIA 




Thanks.






MAYOR (O/S)

Anything out of the ordinary, shoot to kill, you have my permission.







CUT TO:


96.
INT. HAUNTED MANSION- NIGHT




96. 

As the figure gets up, a dagger is sticking out of its right knee and the right side of his chest. 

Agony is heard as it PULLS them out. 

The figure struggles to get outside.







CUT TO:


97.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




97. 

The power has been knocked out. It is completely dark, except for the lighting of the moon.

Georgia paces back and forth, biting the nails of her free hand. 

COP 6 comes from around the corner of the restrooms and heads toward Georgia. 

Georgia hears him and stops.






GEORGIA 




Hello? 

Cop 6 approaches with his head down, trying to avoid the snow that’s falling heavier. 






GEORGIA




Did they find him yet?






COP 6

No, he’s a tough one. I gotta get out of this rain for a minute or two.

Georgia steps out toward the rain, she puts her hand out.






GEORGIA




I’m glad I’m well protected.



Still walking toward her with his head down. 






COP 6




We’ll take good care of you maam.

(Slow motion) Cop 6 stumbles as if tripping on his shoelaces. He stumbles toward Georgia, and pulls his gun. 

A clown mask is revealed. 

He shoots her in the stomach. 




COP 6


Whoops.

Cop 6 is Patrick. Georgia drops, falling into a snowy mud puddle. She is staring at Patrick and GASPING for air. 

Patrick talks to her while taking off his mask. 

Georgia slips slowly into darkness.






PATRICK (POV) 

You’re all crazy, Georgia, you know that?


(beat)

I only went out with you to get closer to the family, find out where everyone lives. I intended to rape you after, and, well, I did. You liked it.





(beat)

Just go to sleep now, crazy bitch. 

Patrick runs off. 

A moment later the Mayor returns and Georgia is lying there bleeding profusely but still alive.

The Mayor is looking off into the snow.






MAYOR (POV)

I wonder who’s going to win the rat race, probably me. After all, I am the Mayor.

Georgia slowly lifts her arm with the gun. She fires her gun at him, but it’s not loaded.




GEORGIA


Fuck you.



The Mayor pulls his gun out.






MAYOR (POV) 

You didn’t think I was going to give you a loaded gun, did you now? 

He shoots her in the forehead. Blood oozes out. She lays drenched on the ground as the snow melts on her face. 

The Mayor walks away. 

The police are shown wondering around looking for Patrick.







CUT TO:


98.
EXT. CARNIVAL GROUNDS- NIGHT




98.

The figure is shown crawling around outside of the haunted mansion. 

It’s in PAIN and struggling. It crawls into a set of shoes and stops. 

Figures (POV) 

It looks up.






MAYOR (POV) 

Well, look what we have here…


(beat)

I don’t think you’ll make it through this, my man.






PATRICK (CONTD)

Nope. It looks like your family’s rein has ended. Ya little shit. You didn’t think I would know who you are. 


(Laughing)

WRONG! We got pictures to.

Looking at the Mayor, exposing a dagger from his back pocket. 



PATRICK

Mayor, I think we should take this dagger and stick it in his temple, see if he likes it. How about that? What do you think Mayor?



Pulling out the knife that killed Ronald.



MAYOR

Oh, look what I have here.



Rudy is revealed. 



Lying firmly on the ground, head down.








RUDY

Ya fucking pigs.



MAYOR

Not a good time for name callin’ boy.

The Mayor slowly moves the knife toward Rudy temple, SLICING into it just enough for his temple to bleed. 

Out of nowhere, 

(QUICK ERRIE SOUND EFFECT) 

An object SMASHES the Mayor in the back of the head, making him drop the knife and knocking him out cold. 

Patrick turns quickly around and he is also STRUCK in the face, knocking him to the ground. 

Patrick is in a daze.






RUDY

Thank goodness. I could only distract them for so long.

A weapon is quickly shown WHACKING Patrick another time in the head time.




SILVIA (O/S)



(PUCKER sound)

Rudy gets up slowly.




RUDY

I’m glad I came to pick you up when I did. At first I thought you were dead…


(beat)

How’s Lyle.




INTO VIEW:



Silvia has a big knot on her head.





SILVIA 

He’s fine. He’s resting in the truck.








RUDY




Good deal.






SILVIA

Here, I brought your bat from the truck.

Silvia and Rudy are standing on each side of the Mayor and Patrick. 

Silvia is holding her cane and Rudy is grasping his blue, mini New York Yankees baseball bat. 

Rudy’s knee, T-shirt and coat are soaked with blood.  






SILVIA 

Now let’s get this shit head where he needs to be. We’ll talk later.

 



(PUCKER sound)






RUDY

I thought you were going to let them kill me.






SILVIA 

Never in a million years.



RUDY

Well that’s good grandma, that’s really good.






SILVIA (CONTD)




Help me get Patrick to the cabin.



Silvia walks to the Mayor.



SILVIA (CONTD) 

For all these years you protected the truth and lead everyone in the wrong direction. Look where it got you, you prick. And having me raping me was not a good idea.

WHACKING him with her cane continuously, (Slow motion) KNOCKING out some TEETH.



SILVIA

You better tell the police, or I’ll send Rudy for you, you prick. 





(PUCKER sound)

Patrick is then shown grabbing his head. 

As Rudy and Silvia drag Patrick, Rudy HITS the Mayor in the head with his bat, knocking him out. 

They walk off. 

We fade out slowly upward showing the deserted carnival and the falling snow.



END OF SCENE 







CUT TO:


99.
INT. TORTURE ROOM- NIGHT




99.

Silvia’s and Rudy’s (POV). 

Patrick is sitting, strapped to the wooden chair. 

The spiked mask is in Rudy’s hand. Blood is descending slowly down Patrick’s head. 

Patrick is shirtless, only wearing pants and black boots.

The room is flickering.




PATRICK



(Angry)

LET ME GO! YOU DON’T KNOW WHAT MY FATHER WENT THROUGH.



SILVIA

Shut up. I do know and you will suffer the same as my Victor and I did.


(PUCKER sound) 



From the darken space outside the room.




VICTOR (O/S)



(Softly)


I know what happened that dreadful evening.




RUDY


Grandma, did you hear something?




SILVIA


No. 

A Zippo is heard and then a flame is seen by the entrance to the darken room.

Victor walks into the flickering room, smoking a cigar. He is very weak.




PATRICK


NO FUCKING WAY, YOU’RE DEAD MAN! 





INTO VIEW:




VICTOR (CONT)


I have something for you Patrick.

He is in full military dress, holding a blindfold, the M-16 and Patrick’s father’s dog tags. 

He has nasty indented marks on his face caused by the mask.




RUDY

I was going to tell you grandma, but I wanted you to be really surprised…


(beat)


Merry Christmas.

Silvia is holding back the joy of Victor’s return.




SILVIA


Now… 



(pause)


Lets let him do…



(beat) 



What he must do.

Victor, silent, hands Silvia the M-16. He kisses her on the cheek.

Victor then puts the dog tags and blindfold on Patrick.




VICTOR

Rudy, use some of your aggression and give him a series of blows…



(beat)


Wherever you would like. Have at it.

Rudy sets the mask down and walks over to Patrick. He begins delivering a series of hard heavy blows to the body and face.



Blood starts to soak Victor’s shirt.






VICTOR (CONTD)




That’s enough.





(Cough)

Rudy runs off and picks up the mask. Victor now holds a stiletto firmly to Patrick’s chest, STRETCHING his skin.

Patrick is moaning quietly. 

The sound of a heartbeat THROBS. The THROBBING continues to get faster and faster.






VICTOR

If I can remember correctly…


(beat)

What was the question again? Hmmm…


(beat)

Let me ponder for just a moment. 



Victor walks over to Rudy to grab the mask.



Patrick’s (POV)

Victor walks over to Patrick, slowly embedding the mask to his face.



Patrick reacts with a MUFFLED ROAR.






VICTOR




Ah yes?




(beat)

 



Does it hurt?



Patrick is slowly nodding yes.

Silvia and Rudy look on with extreme pleasure.

Very slowly, Victor is now SLICING across his abdomen with his stiletto. 

Patrick reacts with MUFFLES CRIES. 

Blood OOZES down his abdomen.


Victor turns to Silvia and Rudy.





VICTOR



May I have the M-16 my dear?




(Cough, cough)

Silvia, silent, hands Victor the M-16. Victor’s back is to Patrick.





VICTOR (CONTD)

This is such a shame, wouldn’t you say Patrick?



Victor, turning back to Patrick quickly THRASHES him in the face with the back end of his gun, Patrick reacts with a MUFFLED ROAR.





VICTOR (CONTD)



That must not have felt good.

Victor turns and walks to speak to Silvia and Rudy who are behind him.

His shirt is more bloodied.





VICTOR (CONTD)

I hold the key to survival! If this ignorant fool were to vanish, we could all depart this hostile ambiance and return to our existences as it once was.



Victor staggers back to Patrick, spitting on him.





VICTOR (CONTD)

The Sandman comes when you’re at your weakest.

Victor hits him twice in the chest, then to the side of the head with the handle of the M-16.

Patrick reacts with a MUFFLED SQUEAL.

Victor falls down from his weakness and injuries. Rudy, silent picks him up and Victor continues.

Silvia begins to cry.





VICTOR (CONTD)

Sleep now and tell the Sandman all about ME.



Victor looks at his watch.



VICTOR (CONTD)

Hmm, it’s 2 minutes till midnight, almost the witching hour. Close enough.

Victor sticks the barrel of the gun to Patrick’s throat and cocks the gun.




VICTOR

He wants you to…


(beat)

I did not give your father a chance to further explain himself.

Patrick lets out a muffled no.




PATRICK

NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!

Victor shoots him in the neck, decapitating his head.

The heartbeat comes to a cessation.

Patrick’s head disappears into the cavity of the back wall. His body droops limp.

Victor collapses to the ground. His energy is spent. Blood has completely soaked his shirt.

Rudy and Silvia run to Victor, they smother him. 

He coughs a few more times.

His final words are spoken. 




VICTOR



(Raspy)


My Silvia, we can rest now. 



(pause)


The truck accident was too severe…





(pause)

The elegance room was built for you my dear.



(beat)


I love you, Sil…

He slips into a quick death. 

He dies of an internal injury from his incident with Wishbone.

Silvia is sniffling. Rudy has his head down.






FADE TO BLACK:



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


100.
INT. HOSPITAL- MORNING





100.

Brandy is laying a hospital bed; a NURSE is tending to her. She has bandages on her neck and is unable to move. 

A white cloth curtain separates Brandy and the other side of the room.




NURSE

Ms. Forest, we’ll have the ex-ray results sometime in the morning, so in the meantime you just sit tight OK sweetie. Try to avoid any sudden moves; it could open the stitches from your neck and back. 

The nurse opens up the other side of the room for a moment to check on Brandy’s neighbor.

How are we doing Mr. Mayor?

Just so you know, the doctor cleared you for release…



(beat)


You’ll be home in the morning.

The Mayor, who has bandages on his head and face, is staring down Brandy with a big shit-eating grin (Most of his teeth are missing). Brandy looks at him as well; her eyes are extremely widened.




MAYOR

That’s the second best news I’ve heard all day.

As their eyes remain locked, the nurse closes the curtain. 




NURSE


Try to get a good night sleep you two.







CUT TO:


100.
INT. DINING ROOM- SUNDAY- DAY




100.

The two fishermen are sitting at the dining room table watching the news. 

They are holding their flasks in the air, cheering to the mammoth fish they had finally caught. 

Birds are CHIRPING and rays of sunlight present themselves through the room.






FISHERMAN 1





(Excited)

I’m glad we changed cricks…


(beat)

Cheers, old man.






FISHERMAN 2





(Excited)




Cheers, my boy. We finally did it.

The fishermen are shown eating their catch of the day, we turn toward the television and fade in closely. 



KIMBERLY

A wounded police officer who had suffered severe burn marks to his face discovered our very own Mayor barely alive and bleeding severely from the head at the disaster stricken Forest Hills Country Carnival late Saturday night. 


(beat)

He was taken to a local hospital for treatment of mild cuts and bruises. His quick recovery resulted in his release this morning. Apparently, under sedation he enlightened the police, though difficult to understand from his teeth missing, of a few details regarding the brutal killings. 


(beat)

It is factual that the “Forest Hills Murders” are a thing of the past. This is Kimberly Hampton reporting for news team 10. Where news travels fast. 



END OF SCENE







CUT TO:


101.
EXT. YARD- DAY






101.

A woman is shown putting a “sold” strip, on a for sale sign in the front lawn of Silvia’s home.







CUT TO:



102.
EXT. PARK- SUNDAY- CHRISTMAS DAY- DAY



102.

Silvia, Lyle and Rudy are sitting on the park bench, feeding the pigeons bread soaked in hot sauce.

Lyle cannot speak because of the injuries. His neck is wrapped heavily with bandages. Spots of blood are seeping through.

It is lightly snowing. 

The music of Metallica’s “One” is softly playing.






Silvia




We can’t go home Rudy. 






RUDY

Nope… 


(beat)

Thanks for helping me with my anger problem grandma. I got a lot off my chest. Where are we going to go now?







RESUME MUSIC:

Flashing back to Sylvia on the phone when Lyle was outside of her bedroom door.






SYLVIA

Sorry to call so late. Will we be able to do it that quickly? I need to do this just in case certain things take place. We still have to talk you know. 



Jack is on the other line.






JACK 

I’ll have the sign up on Sunday. It’s the least I can do. We’ll talk; just leave the cane at home. 



SILVIA

Well O.K. then. This is so exciting! Have a nice night, dear.







CUT TO:



Sylvia Lyle and Rudy.






SILVIA

I made a phone call, oh… 


(beat)

About a week ago. I had a feeling. It’s a woman’s intuition thing…


(beat)

We’ll be fine, dear.






RUDY





(Stone look)

Sorry about grandpa… 






SILVIA

No more worries, he’s in a good place now. I’m just glad it’s over. 





(PUCKER sound)

In the background 5 figures stand idle, gawking at Silvia and Rudy. 

It’s the family members of the deceased children. 

They turn and walk away. 

We angle down to the ground showing a strand of hay.







FADE TO BLACK:

ROLL CREDITS WHILE THE REST OF METALLICA’S “ONE” IS PLAYING



THE END


                                                                                                                         (CONTINUE)


