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FADE IN:




MONTAGE

1) EXT . CITY - STREET - RAINING - DAY

An old tramp, wearing a long old yellow faded trench-coat  
with a long beard, struggles along the busy street. People 
rush past him, knocking into him as if he were not even 
there.




VOICE (V.O.)




(harsh, dry)
I’ve heard people talk about 
evil. What it is and where it 
comes from. They like to put it 
inside a little box and contain 
it, give it an explanation. A 
reason for it’s existence.




2) EXT. CITY - STREET - RAINING - DAY

The tramp sits down at a graffiti ridden bus shelter, next 
to two other tramps, who are sharing a brown bagged up 
bottle of liquor.




VOICE (V.O.)




Some say evil is just a state of 
mind, psychological bullshit  that 
separates the so called insane 
from the rest of us regular folk. 
It draws a line between good and 
evil.

A thief runs from a local store as an angry shop keeper 
yells out in rage for police.

VOICE (V.O.)




How thin is that line? Is revenge 
an act of evil? Is to kill for 
survival an evil act? We’re all 
capable of murder. It’s just a 
matter of crossing that line and 
giving a reason for doing so. 
After all, we’re all only human.
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END MONTAGE




EXT. CUZIE HOUSE - DAY




A very upscale house with a large front garden and drive 
way with a 1970 Mercedes  Benz  Cabriolet parked proudly.

Leaves scatter from a gentle breeze on the lawn from a 
large tree that stands just outside the typical picket 
fence that guards the house.

A group of children run past the house, giggling on there 
way to school.

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - LIVINGROOM

A Luxurious room with oak flooring and top of the line 
furniture.

RICHARD CUZIE, late 30’s, is a tall broad handsome looking 
man dressed in an expensive looking business suit. He is 
standing in the room with MARIA ( late 50’s, Spanish) the 
house maid, who is wrapping a woolen scarf around his 
shoulders.


RICHARD




(abrupt)
Look, Maria, how many times have 
I told you? No skin contact. The 
wool makes me come out in a rash. 




MARIA
Sorry signori.

RICHARD




Just make sure it looks good. 
That makes me feel good. I’m sure 
that’s too much to ask is it?

MARIA
Of course not, Signor Cuzie. You 
look grand, sir.




BEVERLY CUZIE, mid 30’s, enters the room. She has a stern, 
stone looking face with cold cruel eyes. She has brown hair 
that is wrapped up in a bun, and she is dressed very 
proper. 
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RICHARD




Maria, I’m sure I don’t need to 
remind you but the caterer will 
be round tonight and if we are 
not home by then, keep him here 
until we get back. 

BEVERLY




Treat him to some of you’re 
cakes, do whatever you need to do 
to keep him here. He’s a guest 
that we need to talk with, Maria. 




MARIA
Si, senora Cuzie.




Beverley swipes a finger across one of the shelves in the 
room. She turns back to Maria.




BEVERLY




And do something about the dust 
in these rooms.




Beverly rubs her hands in disgust.




BEVERLY




Please improve you’re work ethic, 
Maria. Disgusting. Makes me 
remember another thing - last 
night’s meal was utterly 
tasteless. I want a big 
improvement.

Maria smiles, nods.

FRANK CUZIE, 15, strong fit good looking boy, enters the 
room dressed respectably and ready for school. 

RICHARD




(proud)




Ahh, there he is! The man of the 
house when the main man is away. 
How’s things going with that 
William’s girl you’ve been 
seeing, son?

Frank puts on a blatantly false smile and face.
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FRANK
Ah, great, Dad, just great. 
Things are going just wonderful.


Beverly begins to stroke Frank’s hair and hold his shoulder 
with her other hand. She looks besotted. Frank smiles 
uncomfortably under the affection. 




Beverly stops, as if remembering something. 




BEVERLY




Where the hell is Dean? My God, 
that boy is never on time for 
school! 




INT. CUZIE HOUSE - DEAN’S ROOM




Dean’s room is full of horror merchandise. Posters on the 
wall from Dawn Of The Dead to Halloween, shelves packed 
with video tapes and Dean Koontz  books. 




Self-made paper figurines hang from shelf nails, or 
selotape  upon the walls. The figurines differ, some have 
happy faces other have none; some have larger bodies whilst 
others have missing legs or arms. 




A boy is sat on his bed, looking out from his large window 
that over looks the street. 

It is DEAN CUZIE, 13. He has short black hair, not 
particularly good looking with a few spots on his face, 
skinny but tall for his age. His figure looks slight and 
uncomfortable.

Dean stares outside at the kids heading for school. He 
huffs in resignment  as if having to go. 




A mark, a scratch is on his forehead. 

BEVERLY (O.S.)
(shrill)

DEAN! COME ON!

Reluctantly, Dean grabs his school bag from his bed and 
leaves the room.
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INT. CUZIE HOUSE - LIVINGROOM

Dean walks in to the room, trying to get his school back 
pack on correctly. He looks down at the ground as he does 
so.




RICHARD




( sighing )




My God. Dean, you’ve got to pick 
up a little here, you understand 
me? 


Dean nods meekly.




BEVERLY




It’s just not good enough. No 
where near. Dean, look at me.

Dean looks up.

BEVERLY




The principal called me up 
yesterday. Called me up. To talk 
about you . How do you think that 
makes me feel? Having to talk 
about you when I’m busy at work?




RICHARD




You should think about how it’s 
making us feel, Dean. I want a 
big improvement today, boy. Big 
improvement.

Dean remains quiet, shy and just takes it as Frank smiles 
at him smugly. Frank mouths the word “ LOSER “ to him. 

EXT. CUZIE HOUSE - DAY




Richard gets in the drivers side of the mercedes , Beverly 
in the passenger seat. The car drives off down the street. 

Frank and Dean leave the house and at the bottom of the 
picket fence, Frank leaves in the opposite direction to 
Dean.
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FRANK
I can’t be seen with weirdos, 
Dean. I got my friends to see. 
Catch ya later, dork.




Dean looks back, says nothing, watches as Frank leaves down 
the street. Dean starts to walk down the street by himself.

EXT. STREET - DAY




Dean walks down the very suburban and quiet street. Houses 
are on both sides of the road. Dean nervously looks around. 

Dean reaches a point where the houses end, and there is a 
large grass area between one house to another. Dean looks 
nervous.




From seemingly nowhere, Dean is suddenly confronted by 
three boys. 

DONNY BAKER, 15, neck length stringy black hair,  JIMMY 
STOLTS, 15, short curly dark hair, and GAVIN RATCHETT, 15, 
a slim guy with a stoned, dazed look.

Dean is circled by the boys. They all laugh at his 
displeasure. Dean looks scared. 

DONNY
Well look who it is! The fuckin’  
weirdo.

GAVIN
Thought we told you not to walk 
this way to school, bitch? 


GAVIN lights a joint, laughs and blows smoke in Dean’s 
face. Dean coughs a little, looking more and more worried.




DONNY
Fuckin’  spotty prick. You gonna  
pay us to let you pass? Or you 
want another beating?




Dean looks at Donny.
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DONNY
I said, what the fuck you gonna  
do?

Dean just looks, afraid to move or mutter a sound.

GAVIN sprinkles his joint ash on Dean’s head. He stands 
motionless, too scared to even make a facial expression.

The group laugh.

GAVIN
There was a boulder in that shit, 
you see that? This little fucker  
takes any thing, man. 




JIMMY
He’s fucked  in the head alright.

Donny smacks Dean round the face, sending Dean backwards. 
Gavin and Jimmy laugh at the shock on Dean’s face as a red 
blemish emerges on his cheek.

Donny forms a fist and rams it hard into Dean’s stomach, 
making him double up in agony. Gavin then punches Dean on 
the back of his head sending him to ground. The three laugh 
as they kick at him. Dean covers his face allowing his 
stomach to take most of the beating.




VOICE (O.S.)




(young female)




Hey, stop it!




The three bullies looks up - ELLIE DRISCOLL, 13, is running 
toward them.

Ellie fearlessly gets between them and helps Dean out from 
them. The bullies laugh.




DONNY
Hey, any one fancy a three-some? 

GAVIN
That’s two bitches for us to 
fuck, man so it’s a five-some.




Ellie helps Dean to his feet. 
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DONNY
(to Ellie)




Hey bitch.

Ellie looks over at Donny angrily.




DONNY
We’ll take care of you another 
time, fuckin’ slut. Just keep 
you’re faggot boyfriend away from 
where the fuck I can see him, got 
it?

ELLIE
Why don’t you leave him alone?




The bullies laugh and mock Ellie.

JIMMY
Oh why can’t you leave him alone? 
Such nasty boys!




DONNY
C’mon, fuck these two 
cocksuckers.  We’ll get ‘em 
another time.




The bullies walk off, leaving Ellie and Dean shaken.




DEAN




Thanks Ellie.




Ellie looks at Dean with sympathy.




ELLIE
C’mon.  Let’s get to school, we’re 
gonna  be late.

INT. SCHOOL - CLASSROOM

MRS. HARGREAVES, 55, School teacher, large glasses, obese, 
big bushy hair is giving a lesson in art in front of her 
class.




The children are grouped round in a circle around a table 
with some still-life art of an apple and orange with an old 
fashioned milk jug. 
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Dean is painting a picture of a house with a golden field 
and smiling faces inside the windows.

Mrs. Hargreaves walks around each pupil, nodding in 
satisfaction, giving hints or raising her eyebrows.

She reaches Dean. 




Over looking him, she puts a stern hand on Dean’s shoulder. 
He stops painting.


MRS. HARGREAVES
What is this? Not exactly what 
we’re doing is it, Dean?

Mrs. Hargreaves lifts the painting from Dean. 

MRS. HARGREAVES
Class. We have a rebel on our 
hands. Look at the new Da Vinci.  

Mrs. Hargreaves holds up Dean’s painting as the class looks 
and laughs. 

Amongst the laughter and sniggering, are comments aimed at 
Dean of “weirdo”, “rich kid” from the class.




Mrs. Hargreaves looks down at Dean who remains timid. He 
looks down at the ground, embarrassed.

MRS. HARGREAVES
Concentrate on what we’re doing 
please, Dean. I don’t want to 
have to ask the principal to call 
you’re mother again.

Dean meekly nods.




MRS. HARGREAVES
Back to it, everyone. 




Ellie, sitting next to Dean, nudges him with her paint 
brush. He looks over at her.

Ellie smiles.
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ELLIE
(whispering)

Well, I think it looks just 
great.




Dean smiles back at her. 

EXT. SCHOOL - ENTRANCE - DAY

The bell rings and suddenly the quiet peace is full of kids 
rushing out of school, with typical enthusiasm.

INT. SCHOOL - RECEPTION

The last remaining kids leave out the door and to freedom. 
Underneath a stairwell, is Dean, almost hidden in the 
darkness it covers. He crouches, nervous and anxious.




He waits a few moments, pokes his head out and looks out 
left and right to check. 

Satisfied everyone has left, Dean gets up from the 
stairwell and heads out the door.

EXT. STREET - DAY




Dean walks home. The street is quiet. He approaches the 
part of the street which is separated by the small green. 




Dean stops. He looks around the street. Houses, the odd 
barking dog. A sound of a car from a backstreet road.


He puts out a shaking foot to cross the green. Dean looks 
into the green and the woods beyond it. A quick check back 
at the desolate street.

Dean gulps, then sets across the long paved steps to the 
other side of the green. 

He begins to sweat in fear. He keeps his eyes to the 
ground.

DEAN  
You can make it, you can make it. 
Come on, they’re not there, 
they’re not there. 
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(MORE)

Dean’s heart beat thumps louder. He is half way across. 

DONNY (O.S.)




(yelling)




There he is! Get him!




Dean looks up terrified. Donny, Jimmy and Gavin are running 
towards him from a short distance across the road.

Dean looks back and runs for the green, heading towards the 
woods. 

EXT. WOODS - DUSK




Dean runs through the woods at speed as he can hear Donny 
and his gang chasing after him. 

He runs down a path way and ducks inside the woods, hiding 
in amongst some bushes and trees. 




The darkness of the sky begins to settle in, as Dean looks 
up. The trees look haunting, the sounds and crackling 
noises startle him. But he remains rigid in his holding 
position. Too afraid to move, too scared to utter a sound. 

Dean’s heart beat thumps. He looks out at the path, 
waiting. 




Donny, Gavin and Jimmy soon arrive running down the path. 
They stop almost directly opposite where Dean can see them. 

DONNY
I know that fuckin’  kid came down 
here. So where the fuck did he 
go?

JIMMY
We’d see that motherfucker  in the 
distance, man. He’s gotta  be 
hiding some place.




DONNY
That prick is here, man. I know 
it. I wanna fucking kick the shit 
outta  that gimp.  I wanna fuckin’ 
kill him, man. 
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DONNY(cont'd)
I wanna see him suffer some real 
pain. He bugs the shit outta  me. 


Gavin laughs, then lights a joint as they look around at 
the woodland around them.

JIMMY
Fuck it, that bitch is long gone. 
He’d be too scared to stay out 
here.

GAVIN
Yeah, that prick stick is fuckin’  
home crying to his rich mommy 
around about now. Fuck it, we’ll 
get him tomorrow, Donny, don't 
worry about it.




Gavin passes his joint to Donny.

DONNY
Yeah. You might be right. 




Donny takes a puff of the joint, then passes it onto Jimmy.

DONNY
That’s some bull shit weed, 
Gavin. What the fuck is that 
crap?  You fuckin’  smoking home 
grown again? 




JIMMY
(smoking)




This is shit. I could get more 
high if I smoked one of these 
fucking leaves.




Jimmy tears a leaf from a bush in the woods. 




GAVIN
Don’t worry about it, Jimmy. I’ll 
get some real shit. It’s fuckin’  
weed, just kicks in later.




The three begin to walk down the path, making there way out 
from the woods.
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DONNY (O.S.)




(yelling)




WE’LL GET YOU TOMORROW YOU 
FUCKIN’  GEEK!




Dean sits back on the ground, relieved. He turns and looks 
at the dense woodland behind him. Moments pass. 




The woodland sounds, of the cracking and various sounds of 
animals and insects, make him smile. The sudden darkness of 
the sky now covers the woodland leaving Dean in almost 
pitch black. 




He seems at peace, comforted by the woods. He giggles 
gently as it begins to rain. 

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - LIVINGROOM

Richard is talking to MR. DONELLY, the Caterer,  who is a 
balding, slim moustached man dressed in a suit.

RICHARD




You have to understand, Mr. 
Donelly, this is not you’re 
normal kind of thing. This is 
something special. 


MR. DONELLY
Of course, sir. 




RICHARD




It’s vital that the food I am 
hiring you to cater for 
tomorrow’s night party is top of 
the line. These people are not 
just people. They are top men. 
Some even women. 




Beverly strolls into the room.




BEVERLY




That’s right. 
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RICHARD




I need you to make my food 
represent my gratitude for these 
people that have funded me all 
these years and you’re god-damn 
food better help make them fund 
me again! I’m going to be State 
Senator, Mr. Donelly. Be nice to 
have someone around that can make 
some nice god-damn food, do I 
make my point?

Mr. Donelly nods. 




BEVERLY




These are important people. These 
are not people that are like you, 
not like people on the street, 
not like normal people. You do 
understand that, right?

MR. DONELLY
Yes, ma’am.




The front door opens.

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS




Dean closes the door behind him. He is soaked and caked in 
mud. He smiles and looks happy. He starts to take of his 
shoes.




Beverly storms into the hallway.

BEVERLY




Oh my good lord Jesus!




INT. CUZIE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS




Richard and Mr. Donelly head for the hallway, alarmed.




INT. CUZIE HOUSE - HALLWAY




Beverly looks shocked. Richard almost drags Mr. Donelly 
back into the living room. 
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RICHARD




Let’s talk in my office. I can’t 
get business done with things 
like this landing on my doorstep.

Once out of sight, Beverly SMACKS Dean round his face. 
Again, HARD. Dean tries not to cry, his eyes flutter as his 
cheeks turn dark red. 




Beverly is seething. Spit froths from her mouth.


BEVERLY




Get up them motherfucking  stairs. 
You dirty little pig. YOU DIRTY 
LITTLE PIG.




Dean runs up the stairs.




INT. CUZIE HOUSE - DEAN’S ROOM




A masked maniac slashes a woman’s throat; she falls down 
dramatically.




A television set. A film playing on the set. Dean watches 
in his room as he throws the plastic cover of “Bonfire 
Night 5” to the floor.




The lights are all out. Dean lays on his bed, trying to 
duplicate the screen killers movements.




The door opens and Frank walks in, he closes it behind him. 
Frank sits on the bed next to Dean. 




Frank pulls out a joint from his shirt pocket, lights it 
and starts smoking it. 

DEAN




Smoke out the window.




Frank gets up groggily, and heads to the window coughing 
slightly. He giggles as he stumbles to the window, opens it 
and then puffs away.




FRANK
Wow, what’s up your ass?
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DEAN




Mom and dad don’t like smoking, 
you know that, Frank. 




FRANK
Fuck ‘em. 

Dean looks at Frank.




FRANK
Fuck ‘em. Just blame Maria. Where 
do you think I stole this shit 
from?

He looks at his joint and laughs, then pulls out a bag of 
marijuana from his pocket. Dean looks at it spitefully.

DEAN




Why do you even smoke that shit?

FRANK
What you mean?

DEAN




It’s for losers like Donny Baker 
and his gang. Stinks too.




Frank laughs, stands up in hysterics.

FRANK
You gotta  stand up for yourself, 
Deano.  You should know that by 
now! Living in this fuck hole is 
enough to make anyone smoke 
crack, be glad I’m on the soft 
stuff.




Dean moves over to his bed and looks out at his window at 
the empty dark neighborhood. Dean looks at Frank concerned.

DEAN




You think you’re mom and dad are 
gonna  do it again tonight?




Frank finishes his joint and puts it out the window. He 
pats Dean on his shoulder.
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FRANK
Probably.




Frank heads out the room. Standing at the door, he looks 
back at Dean, sympathetic.




FRANK
It must suck to be you, man.

EXT. CUZIE HOUSE - NIGHT




Rain is pouring down, thunder booms in the background. 
Lightning flashes. A real storm.

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - DARK

A narrow corridor, next to a downward leading staircase. 
Lightning flashes through a large window in the hallway, 
leading to a closed door. Dean’s bedroom door.

Thunder booms from outside.




Screams. Evil laughter. Raised voices can be heard from 
inside Dean’s room.

A slapping sound. 




RICHARD (O.S.)
(yelling)




Don’t hit his face. It will leave 
another mark.




Laughter. Crying.




BEVERLY (O.S.)
(voice raising)

You’re not one of us, ya  hear me 
boy? This ain't even you’re real 
home you little piece of filthy 
shit.

Another slapping sound followed by the sound of a belt 
being unbuckled. A whipping sound, repeatedly. Screams. 
Crying. Sobbing. Mocking laughter.
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RICHARD (O.S.)
Use this...that’s it. Fucking 
cunt.

BEVERLY (O.S.)
Damn right I’m a fucking cunt , 
you motherfucking  bastard. You 
watch my whore cunt  soul fuck up 
this little bitch of a boy right 
here. Fucking adopted piece of 
shit. Sissy fucking adopted piece 
of shit.




DEAN (O.S.)
(crying)

Please...please...




RICHARD (O.S.)
Quit begging, bitch boy. God, 
you’re pathetic. We only adopted 
you for some good PR. You are 
nothing but some crack whore’s 
baby that was left to rot in the 
gutter. You’re lucky we treat you 
so well you fucking cum sucker.


BEVERLY (O.S.)
(laughing)




It’s been a good thirteen years 
of fun for us though! Go get me 
another drink, motherfucker!

The door of Dean’s bedroom door opens. 




Lightning flashes once again and a loud boom of thunder 
erupts. The rain continues to pour down.




Standing at the door is a man, dressed in all black - a 
leather outfit covered with protruding spikes. He has a 
gimp  mask on with an undone zipper for a mouth. The figure 
removes the mask as he walks down the hallway to the 
staircase. It is Richard Cuzie.




He looks maniacal, sweating and wide eyed crazy. A complete 
different picture to his previous appearance.
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In Dean’s bedroom, as lightning strikes again - the image 
of Dean naked on his front and tied to his bedposts with 
Beverly behind him, who is dressed in what looks like a 
bizarre S&M outfit with a strap on dildo.

BEVERLY




Mommy’s gonna  give you some love 
now, bitch. Some tough love, just 
how you like it.




DEAN




(crying)
No...please...

BEVERLY




Shut the fuck up! God. You should 
be into this shit by now, slut.




EXT. CUZIE HOUSE - DAY




A bright sunny morning, leaves lay crisp and crackled on 
the ground. A gentle breeze. From the top window of the 
house, Dean looks out.




INT. CUZIE HOUSE - DEAN’S ROOM




Dean stares out of his window. He looks tired, a distant 
unemotional gaze in his eyes. A darkness within them.




BEVERLY (O.S.)
(shouting)




Dean, get you’re behind down here 
for school! If I get even one 
more phone call about you being 
late then you’re in big trouble!

With no emotion, Dean turns and grabs his school bag from 
his bed. 




He stops and looks at his reflection in a large mirror by 
one of his posters. Dean then looks at the poster, which is 
of “Bonfire Night” - a bloody figure with a knife and the 
terrified face of a female. 


Dean looks again at his reflection. 
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EXT. STREET - DAY




Dean walks down the street with a blank and pale 
expression. Ellie runs over to him from across the street 
and starts walking with him.

ELLIE
Whoa, Dean are you OK? You look 
terrible! You look like a ghost! 

Dean continues to walk on in silence.

ELLIE
I know it’s Halloween today but 
you’re not supposed to dress up 
until after school!

DEAN




Leave me alone.




ELLIE
Hey, I was only joking! 

They walk a few more feet before Ellie moves in front of 
Dean, stopping him. 




ELLIE
What’s wrong? 

Dean tries to walk past Ellie, but she stops him, putting 
her hands on his chest.

ELLIE
Dean, talk to me. I’m you’re 
friend.

Dean looks at Ellie deep in her eyes. She is genuinely 
concerned.

DEAN




My parents. 

ELLIE
What about them?




Dean exhales deeply. 
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DEAN




You know Richard - or my Dad even 
- is into this politics thing? 
Well, just I hear them saying 
things. Him and my...mom.




ELLIE
Like what?

DEAN




You know they say they will help 
people? The hungry, the homeless, 
the masses? They say that in 
front of people, in public right? 




ELLIE
Yeah...so that’s good right?

DEAN




At home, they talk about 
destroying the...opposition I 
think they call it. Wiping them 
out and how to trick people on  
this, trick them on that. They 
are not what people think, Ellie.

ELLIE
Really? You mean like manipulate 
people?

Dean nods.




DEAN




I don’t belong there. I’ve been 
having thoughts too. For a long 
time now.




ELLIE
What kinda  thoughts?

Dean takes a moment.




DEAN




Dark ones.
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ELLIE
Look, we’re gonna  do something 
that will cheer you up. I swear.

DEAN




I don’t feel in the mood to skip 
school, Ellie. 




ELLIE
No, tonight. We’re gonna  go trick 
or treating. 


DEAN




No chance!

Ellie stands in front of Dean so he has to look into her 
eyes. She smiles at him.




ELLIE
It will be fun. You’re coming and 
that’s it!

Dean looks into Ellie’s eyes. He smiles at her. A softness 
returns to his expression. 




DEAN




OK. 




(beat)
But I gotta  go with my family to 
get some decorations for this big 
party they’re having tonight. And 
a pumpkin. But I’ll meet you 
after.




ELLIE
Promise?




DEAN




I swear on my life.

EXT. MARKET PLACE - DAY

A half-acre property behind a supermarket, full of stalls 
selling pies and candy, assorted Halloween decorations but 
mostly pumpkins of all shapes and sizes. The pumpkins are 
lined in rows or piles, one to two thousand of them.
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Richard and Beverly walk around smiling for a hired 
photographer, and even Frank gets in on the act. Playing 
happy families. 

Dean wanders the many stalls by himself. 

Dean walks into the more quiet area of the market, and 
finds himself approaching a pumpkin stall which sits 
separated from every one else.




Malevolent looking pumpkins with horrid carvings on them. 
Some of the pumpkins are painted in an assortment of 
colors: Black, white, green, red. The pumpkins smile, they 
frown, they scowl and leer. Jagged edge teeth. Not a blunt 
one in sight.




Sitting on a stool with a half made pumpkin on his lap and 
a small pen knife in his hand is the PUMPKIN CARVER. 




The PUMPKIN CARVER is dressed in a black trench-coat with a 
black hat. He looks old and ripe - like the shrivelled skin 
of a pumpkin himself. 




He stares at Dean. 

PUMPKIN CARVER
(raspy voice)




Pick a favorite.


Dean gulps. He looks afraid but remains standing opposite 
the Pumpkin Carver.

DEAN




No thanks, I’m not really into 
Halloween.

The Pumpkin Carver smiles - his eyes gaze at Dean as if he 
can see something inside them. 




PUMPKIN CARVER
Maybe not. But the spirit is in 
you . Pick a favorite. 




DEAN




(nervous)




I’ve got no money on me, sorry.
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PUMPKIN CARVER
Take it for free. Call it a gift. 




Dean steps back. 




DEAN




What?

PUMPKIN CARVER
It would be an honour for me for 
someone like you to enjoy one of 
my designs. 

DEAN




Someone like me? What’s that 
supposed to mean?




The Pumpkin Carver sits slowly forward in his chair. He 
stares into Dean’s eyes.




PUMPKIN CARVER
Someone like you. 
Someone...dangerous.

The sun breaks out from the clouds - a small ray of light 
falls over the market place. The pumpkins orange glow 
becomes radiant.

But the Pumpkin Carver remains a darkened shadow - as if 
the sunlight shunned him. Dean looks on amazed. 




Dean begins to walk away, still gazing at the isolated 
Pumpkin Carver and his stall. The Pumpkin Carver winks. 

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM




Halloween decorations surround the room. Classical music 
plays from a sound system on low.

Richard is dressed in an expensive suit, and he opens his 
arms with a Hollywood smile as Beverly walks down the 
stairs dressed elegantly.

BEVERLY




How do I look, dear?



25.

RICHARD




Devine. Simply astounding. 




Frank and Dean stumble into the room, obviously from play-
fighting. 

FRANK
Hey, I’m going out.

Frank walks into the hallway and begins to put on his 
shoes.




RICHARD

Fine, Frank, where to? 

FRANK
I’m going out on a date. I think 
we talked about it the other 
night?




RICHARD




Ahh, yes. Well, good luck son. 




Beverly smiles, giggles.




BEVERLY




You take care of yourself, 
Frankie.  And don’t you take no 
for an answer!

Beverly and Richard laugh. Frank nods, forces a laugh 
before heading out the door.

Dean begins putting on his shoes.

RICHARD




And where do you think you’re 
going?




DEAN




Out, I’m going trick or treating.

BEVERLY




Oh no you’re not. 




Dean stops putting on his shoes, looks back at Beverly and 
Richard who walk into the hallway. 
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BEVERLY




You’ve got to stay upstairs, no 
TV, no music, no noise, no 
nothing. This is a very important 
party, Dean.

RICHARD




Adults only, no kids. That means 
you. You are off to bed early.




DEAN




Well, wouldn't it be better if I 
wasn't here then?




Beverly and Richard stare at him.

DEAN




I’ll stay out if you want.




Beverley snaps. She grabs Dean by his arm and drags him 
aggressively up the stairs.




Richard walks off calmly, hums to the sound of the music.




Dean laughs as Beverly drags him up the stairs. She is 
shocked by his reaction.




DEAN




(laughing)




You’re out of breath already!

Beverly looks shocked, angry. 




DEAN




Come on slut. I’m not gonna  walk 
up by myself.




BEVERLY




You...you little...

INT. CUZIE HOUSE - DEAN’S ROOM - DARK

Dean sits up on his bed in darkness. The moonlight glow 
from outside illuminates a red mark and a dried bloody lip. 
Dean stares outside from the window. 
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Ellie is outside dressed as a witch. She waves at him to 
come down. Dean nods. He gets up from his bed, opens his 
door. 


INT. CUZIE HOUSE - UPSTAIRS CORIDOOR HALLWAY




Music, and loud laughter, chatter can be heard from 
downstairs. A party in full swing. Dean carefully makes his 
way to the room directly opposite him. He opens the door 
and walks inside.




INT. FRANKS ROOM - DARK

Dean heads to Frank’s bedside cabinet. He searches the 
surface but finds nothing. He opens the first drawer.




Inside is a collection of men’s magazines and a small bag 
of marijuana. Dean grabs the bag of weed and stuffs it 
inside his trouser pocket.




Just as Dean is about to walk out, the moonlight reflects a 
small knife that lay inside the drawer. Dean takes it and 
closes the drawer.




EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Ellie stands outside. She watches a small amount of trick 
or treaters that run excitedly down the street. They vanish 
down the road. Then silence. 

A hand grabs Ellie’s shoulder. She turns around. It’s Dean.

ELLIE
Oh my God, you scared me! Why 
didn't you come out from the 
front?




Ellie looks at Dean. He has a bloodied lip and marks on his 
face.

ELLIE
What- what happened to you?




DEAN




Look’s real don’t it? 
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ELLIE
Yeah...just a bit. Is it make up?

DEAN




Yep. I don’t have a costume 
though. You look great.

Ellie blushes.

ELLIE
I’ll tell you what. You look like 
you need a costume to go with 
that face! My brother, like, he 
still has his costume from last 
year and I think it will fit you 
cos he’s tall and all. 

DEAN




OK, sounds good. 




ELLIE
You sure, you’re OK? 




Dean smiles at Ellie.

DEAN




I feel good.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT (LATER)




Ellie and Dean, now dressed in a Frankenstein outfit (all 
black trousers, black jumper and simple plastic mask) walk 
around a busy area of the streets. Other kids are excited, 
dressed for the occasion and have bags of candy.


As the two walk down another stretch of street, Dean stops.

DEAN




I don’t like Frankenstein.




Ellie laughs.




ELLIE
You don’t have to wear it you 
know.

Dean takes off the mask. He looks at Ellie and smiles.
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DEAN




Sorry. I just don’t like the 
story or the mask. 

ELLIE
It’s OK. Just don’t take the rest 
off, OK?




Dean laughs.

ELLIE
I know where we can get more 
candy then anyone else too.




DEAN




Where?




ELLIE
I’ll show you.

EXT. STREET - HOUSE : 63 SOWLANDS - NIGHT

The street is deserted but for Ellie and Dean. They stop 
outside the house. It has brightly lit pumpkins on the 
porch and decorations hanging down from all areas. 

DEAN




You sure about this?

ELLIE
(excited)




It’s in no-mans land. This guy 
must have loads to give out. Look 
at the decorations. I bet no one 
has even been here all night!

Dean looks at the house. He seems unsure about it.

ELLIE
Come on, Dean.

They both walk up the porch of the house. Pumpkins are lit 
on either side of the door. Ellie grabs the door knocker. 
She is about to knock it...




The door opens.
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A man dressed all in black stands at the doorway. He wears 
a black trench-coat, a black hat and a black scarf around 
his face. His eyes gaze at Dean, only Dean. He takes Dean’s 
hand, shakes it firmly once.

PUMPKIN CARVER
You forgot you’re pumpkin, Dean.

Dean pulls his hand away, as both him and Ellie run from 
the house.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT   




Dean runs away as Ellie calls for him to stop. Eventually, 
Dean stops in the middle of the deserted road. He looks 
back as Ellie catches up with him.




ELLIE
What? What was that all about? 


Dean looks at Ellie.




DEAN




I don’t know, I don’t know.




ELLIE
What do you mean you don’t know? 
That scary guy knew you’re name! 

Dean pulls out his knife. Ellie looks shocked. 

DEAN




I don’t feel well...

ELLIE
Dean...what are you doing?




Dean looks at Ellie as if he is about to burst into tears.




DEAN




I don’t feel well - stay away 
from me.




Dean runs away into the night, leaving Ellie stunned.
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EXT. STREET - NIGHT    

Gavin Ratchett  walks the lonely streets in a daze with the 
end of a joint in his mouth. He reaches a phone booth and 
steps inside.




He picks up the phone, groggily enters the required coins, 
dials a number. He puffs the remaining member of his spliff  
and then flicks it away.




GAVIN
Hey, man...What’s up it’s 
me... Gavin . Oh shit, can I speak 
to Donny please? He’s out? Fuck. 
Alright.




Gavin walks out of the telephone booth and looks around. He 
seems disorientated.  Gavin begins to walk towards the 
lights of the street. Gavin looks back as if someone is 
following him. Just the street. Empty. Silent.

Gsvin reaches the part of the street where it parts into 
the green. He looks across it nervously. The woods seem 
daunting.




As Gavin walks across the paved path, he keeps his eyes on 
the woods. He looks behind. Nothing. Silent.




He walks into Dean. Gavin jumps back.

GAVIN
Fuck man, you scared the shit 
outta  me!




Dean just looks at him. 




GAVIN
Fuckin’  stay outta  my way.




Gavin walks past Dean.




DEAN




What about this?




Dean pulls out the weed from his Frankenstein pocket. Gavin 
turns around.
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GAVIN
Where the fuck you get that?

Gsvin walks back to Dean.

DEAN




I know where it grows. 

GAVIN
Fucking bullshit.  Get the fuck 
outta  here, man. Weed don’t grow 
around here.

DEAN




But it does. I can prove it. Take 
the bag.




Gavin snatches the bag of weed from Dean. He smells it. He 
is impressed.




DEAN




I know where it grows. A whole 
field. 

Gavin sniffs the bag of weed again. He looks at Dean.


GAVIN
Show me you little fucker.  If 
this is some Halloween trick, 
then you're gonna  be given a 
treat aright. Treatment in a 
fuckin’  hospital.




EXT. WOODS - NIGHT    




Dean treads through the woods, as Gavin nervously follows. 
They reach the path and Dean stands still. Gavin grabs him 
by his shoulder.

GAVIN
This some joke and you’re fuckin’  
dead. You do know that right?

Dean looks at Gavin. Smiles.

DEAN




Want this weed or not?
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GAVIN
Fuck yeah.

DEAN




Then get in front of me so you 
can see it first. You’re the weed 
man right?

GAVIN
Yeah, you know me. I know bad 
weed from...You lead me the way, 
man, you know where the 
motherfucking  stuff is.

DEAN




No, you lead the way. I know 
where it is, I just don’t like 
walking down this path first.

GAVIN
You are the biggest pussy I never 
fucked , man. Fuck, fine. Just 
tell me when to stop. Remember, 
if this is some little prank you 
and you’re girlfriend got going 
on then you are gonna  be buried 
in these fuckin’  woods.

Gavin treads down the path, carefully looking at the 
ground. He is unsteady on his feet. 




Dean pulls the knife out from his pocket. He is nervous. He 
holds it high above Gavin. Dean puts his knife back in his 
pocket.

Gavin turns round.




GAVIN
Man, how much further is this 
fuckin’  field? Much more, and 
I’ll get the boys to make you 
make a personal delivery, know 
what I mean? You can pick this 
shit up and deliver it to us?

DEAN




Not much further. 
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They continue up the path.




Dean pulls his crumpled Frankenstein mask out from his 
baggy pockets and puts it on. As Dean watches Gavin walk 
further into the woods, he pulls the knife out from his 
pocket.

They approach a swamp. Gavin looks back at Dean. He sees 
him with his mask on.

Dean reacts and STABS Gavin in his neck. The knife cuts 
deep in Gavin’s windpipe, blood dribbles then gushes from 
the slit wound before it splurts  from Gavin’s mouth. 




Gavin, shocked, falls to the ground on his knees grabbing 
his throat and tries to remove the knife.

Dean stands over him and watches. 




Dean grabs the handle of the knife, grabbing away Gavin’s 
hands, and TWISTS it. A churning sound as the knife slices 
away at Gavin’s throat cutting it in pieces as blood flies 
out from the now large open wound. 




Dean jumps back avoiding the spill and fountain of blood 
from Gavin’s throat, mouth and nose. 

Gavin drops to the ground. Dean pushes the body of Gavin 
into to the swamp. He watches as it sinks down.

He stands tall. Proud. Dean removes his mask, and places it 
back in his pocket. He looks at the woods ahead of him and 
then to the path. 




Dean rushes away into the woods.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT (LATER)




Dean looks both tired and scared as he runs through the 
woodland.




He finds a place to sit under a large oak tree. Dean falls 
asleep.

MONTAGE
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1> EXT. WOODS - DAY

Dean continues through the dense woodland.  Tripping, 
falling.




2> EXT. WOODS - DAY

Dean drinks from a handful of water from a muddy puddle. 
Small rivers. Streams. He finds a dead rat and picks it up, 
but refuses to eat it. He puts it down in disgust.

3> EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 




Dean shivers as rain falls upon him as he tries to sleep 
with only the covers of bushes and leaves that he has piled 
on top of him. 




Bugs crawls all over him, waking and irritating him.




Dean sits up.




He preys.




DEAN




God...please help me.




The rain falls harder. 

4> EXT. ROAD - DAY




Dean stumbles by the side of a deserted stretch of road - 
he looks tired, worn out. His eyes are dead to the world.


END MONTAGE




EXT. CITY - STREET - NIGHT            

The city streets are lined with shops, closed banks, sky 
scraper buildings, run down apartment blocks and sleazy 
adult stores.




Dean wanders past the street, looking around in awe at the 
color and vibrance of the busy city. People walk past him 
without even noticing him; from businessmen to street 
tramps. 




Dean wanders into the back streets down an alley.
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EXT. BACKSTREET ALLEY - NIGHT            

Dean walks cautiously through the disgusting alley. It is 
full of rubbish on the ground, drunks and drug addicts line 
the walls sitting on flattened cardboard boxes if lucky.

A few drunkards look up at him, but most fail to even 
notice him walking past.




EXT. BACKSTREET - DESOLATE AREA




The alley leads out to a large space with a small hill that 
leads to decrepit old buildings.

The bright lights of the city can be seen from the top of 
the hill as Dean walks up it. He looks past the old 
buildings and spots an industrial estate full of old 
warehouses.




EXT. INDUSTRIAL ESTATE - NIGHT   

Dean walks past various large old and seemingly vacant 
warehouses. A scurrying rat makes it’s way past Dean’s 
feet.

He creeps around the outside of a warehouse and finds a 
slightly open door. He walks inside.




INT. WAREHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - DARK




The rubbish packed room is small with a ladder that leads 
up to a hole. There is only a small space but Dean manages 
to lay himself down on the floor.

He closes his eyes, exhausted. 




EXT. WAREHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - DAY




The door opens gently, Dean slowly makes his way out. He 
looks hazy as he squints in the bright sun light. He 
shivers - his Frankenstein costume is in bad condition, 
muddy and torn in places.
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EXT. BACKSTREET - DESOLATE AREA - DAY 

Dean stands at the small hill where he can oversee some of 
the city. It is noisy, looks daunting and intimidating. 
Dean trudges towards it.




MONTAGE

1> EXT. CITY - ALLEYWAY - DAY 




A tunnel of drunks and drug addicts look up at Dean as he 
walks slowly, warily past them. Each and every one of them 
look up at him - some fearful, even intimidated. 




Others spit at him, laugh at him, mockingly offer him a 
swig of booze or a hit of crack.

2> EXT. CITY - STREET - DAY




A> Dean sits outside on a step of a graffiti ridden closed 
down store. He watches police pull up and search and arrest 
a drug dealer. 




B> He watches a thief run from a nearby store with the 
angry shop keeper running out moments later shouting in 
foreign.




C> Prostitutes walks past him. Some sneer at him, laugh and 
mock him. Some look at him with sympathy.

3> INT. STORE




Dean wanders inside. The foriegn  counter clerk is busy 
arguing with a customer at the till. 

CUSTOMER




Look, man. I gave you a twenty. 
You short changed me, cuz.




CLERK
No short change. You gave me ten, 
you owe me more. Five dollar, 
now!
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CUSTOMER




Fuck that, you owe ME!




CLERK
You pay more or you put goods 
back on shelf!

Dean grabs a loaf of bread and some cookies. He runs out of 
the store.

The clerk yells after him. The customer grabs his goods and 
tries to run out as well but the clerk holds onto the beers 
just in time.




CUSTOMER




C’mon man, that kid had the right 
idea with the damn prices you 
charge!

END MONTAGE




EXT. CITY - STREETS - NIGHT   




Dean walks out from an alley way. The street is busy with 
hookers and passers by. 


A car pulls up to where Dean is standing. 

An old creepy looking half bald man winds down his window.




PERVERT




Hey, you alright kid?




Dean stares at him.

PERVERT




You need a ride home, boy? 
Somewhere to go?




Dean steps back.

The pervert looks around anxious, slightly nervous. The 
street is quiet for the time being.
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PERVERT




I got money you dumb fucker , just 
get in the car. Don’t make me 
come out there and get you.




The pervert looks around again and gets out of his car. He 
heads towards Dean. He suddenly stops.

A tramp walks out of the alley and covers Dean. The pervert 
cowardly gets back into his car and drives off.

The tramp looks back to Dean.

He is a large, stocky man in his late 40's, early 50’s.  
Long dirty grey beard and hair. He wears a dark yellow old 
trench-coat.

He holds his hand out to Dean and speaks gently with 
warmth.

TRAMP
My name is Terence, you can call 
me Terry. 

Dean just stares at him.




TERRY
You look like you could do with 
something to eat.




Terry pulls a wrapped up, but slightly squashed 
cheeseburger from his coat pocket and offers it to Dean.

TERRY
I know someone that is pretty 
generous at the burger chain down 
the road. I can get you a coke 
too if you’re thirsty.




Dean takes the burger, nervously. He takes a bite. Dean 
soon waffles it down.

TERRY
So, what’s your name?




DEAN




No name.






40.

(MORE)

TERRY
Well, Mr. No-name, you need 
somewhere to sleep? 

Dean looks at him with a frown.




TERRY
Hey, you’re right to be alarmed. 
But don’t worry. I’m not like 
that sick fuck that just 
spiddadled  his way outta  here. If 
you want to, you can just follow 
me. If not, I understand.


Dean nods.

EXT. CITY - STREETS - BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




A graffiti ridden glass windowed bus shelter. Two tramps 
are inside sitting on the bench sharing a brown bagged up 
bottle.

Terry and Dean walk up to the bus shelter and go inside.

TERRY
(to Dean)




This is Bobby-Earl, and this is 
Flipper. 




BOBBY-EARL is in his mid 40’s, and wears a woolen hat on 
his head.  FLIPPER is a large, fat man with a beard and 
numerous scars on his face. Both men look up at Terry and 
then to Dean. 

BOBBY-EARL
As long as he don’t drink none of 
what I got, I ain’t got a problem 
with the kind hanging ‘round.

Flipper looks Dean up and down, unsure of him.

TERRY
Bobby-Earl and Flipper here have 
been friends since way back. 
They’ve been on the streets a 
long time. 
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TERRY(cont'd)
Don’t worry about Flipper, he’s 
an ex boxer. Fallen on hard 
times, right Flip?




Flipper just stares at Dean.

TERRY
Bobby-Earl, well, he’s quite the 
poet. 




Bobby-Earl laughs before he takes a swig from the bottle.




TERRY
Sends us to sleep in no time with 
all his wittering  on.




Bobby-Earl passes the bottle to Flipper and wipes his mouth 
dry with the cuff of his coat.




BOBBY-EARL
So what’s the kid’s name or do we 
just call him “kid”.

Terry puts his hand on Dean’s shoulder.




TERRY
Meet Mr. No-name. 




Dean looks up at Terry.

TERRY
This little shelter is our home. 
We take turns at night to sleep 
on the seats here whilst the rest 
of us, well we sleep on the floor 
or keep watch. 




BOBBY-EARL
Keep watch for the pigs, the 
cops. They don’t like us too 
much, you know, we kinda  make the 
place look  - untidy. 




TERRY
(to Dean)




You are welcome to stay with us 
for as long as you wish. Or you 
can go whenever you like. 
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(MORE)

DEAN




(quietly)




Thank you.

INT. BUS SHELTER - DAY 

Dean is woken up by Terry. The loud sounds of the city hit 
Dean immediately as he sits up on the bus shelter seat. 

People walk past the shelter in disgust at the sight of 
them.

TERRY
It’s time for us to go to work.




EXT. CITY - BANK - DAY 

Dean, Terry, Bobby-Earl and Flipper are begging on the 
street.

BOBBY-EARL
(to Dean)




This is where the psychology 
comes in. Motherfuckers  feel 
guilty about taking their money 
out and seeing some poor people 
like us sitting next to them with 
shit. Sometimes we get enough to 
buy food and drink. Sometimes 
just drink. 

A businessman makes a withdrawal from the cash machine and 
looks awkward as he spots the four sat next to him. 




He hands five dollars to Flipper who looks up with a smile 
and a nod. The businessman walks away.

FLIPPER




Sometimes we get enough for a 
whole bottle of Jack 
motherfuckin’  Daniels!




TERRY
(to Dean)




It’s not the right way perhaps. 
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TERRY(cont'd)
But it’s what we need to do to 
survive. It is required.

Bobby-Earl laughs.




BOBBY-EARL
Terence, you make me laugh, man. 
You and that “required” shit. We 
gotta  hustle to eat, that’s the 
bottom line.

He nudges Flipper and smiles. They both look over at Dean.




BOBBY-EARL
Plus, with a kid with us, we’ll 
rake in a lot more dough.




(laughing)




Shit, we might be able to buy 
some curtains for the shelter!




Terry looks at Dean and his torn and ripped Frankenstein 
costume.




TERRY
(to Dean)




I’m not into using you kid, just 
to get money for us. I want to 
help you because I feel I know 
what you’re going through. I 
won’t ask what happened to you - 
you don’t talk much and I respect 
that. But you can help us out 
today just by sitting with us. In 
return, I’ll make sure you are 
fed, and if we do well, then 
we’ll get you some better damn 
clothes.


Terry puts his hand out to Dean.

TERRY
Deal?

Dean shakes Terry’s hand.

DEAN




Dean.
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TERRY
What’s that?

DEAN




My name is Dean. 




Terry smiles.




TERRY
Glad to meet you, Dean.

EXT. CITY - PARK - DAY 

Dean, Terry, Flipper and Bobby-Earl are sat on a bench 
eating some burgers. Bobby-Earl and Flipper share a small 
bottle of Jack Daniels.

Bobby-Earl finishes his burger and pulls out some money 
from his pocket.

BOBBY-EARL
(smiling)




Ooh-wee!  Man, we’re gonna  be 
having a night tonight. Picture 
my vision right here - Brandy, 
some motherfuckin’  Courvoisier  
shit served by one of them blonde 
bitches that be walking the track 
down near the arches. Fine pussy 
and fine drink. Living it up.

Terry takes the money from Bobby-Earl’s hands.

TERRY
No. The money we got today is 
going on Dean’s clothes - nothing 
special but enough so that he 
feels comfortable.




BOBBY-EARL
Terry, are you trying to be funny 
or some shit? Cos, brother, that 
shit you just come out with would 
have made me laugh if I didn't 
think you might be actually 
serious.
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(MORE)

TERRY
I’m very much serious. Dean 
earned it. 




BOBBY-EARL
I’m not hearing you right.




Bobby-Earl snatches back the money from Terry.

Flipper then grabs the money from Bobby-Earl. He gets up 
from the bench and walks over to Dean, handing the cash to 
him.




FLIPPER




Terry is right. Dean deserves it. 




Bobby-Earl momentarily sulks, muttering under his breath.




TERRY
(to Dean)




Go and buy the clothes you want. 

Terry nods in the direction of the high street.

TERRY
Go on.




Dean stands up and heads off towards the street. Bobby-Earl 
looks at Terry in open mouthed amazement.

BOBBY-EARL
You expect that lil’  motherfucker  
to come back? He’s gonna  be off 
spending that shit in an arcade 
or handing it over to his pimp. 
Shit, Terence. You trust that kid 
too much, you don’t even know 
him. What’s up with that?




TERRY
If he goes, he goes. But I don’t 
think so. He’ll be back. I just 
know it.




BOBBY-EARL
You know it, huh? 




(sighs)




Look, man. 
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BOBBY-EARL(cont'd)
I know about you’re son an’ all, 
but this kid ain’t you’re son. 
You don’t have to treat every 
runaway kid that was probably 
grounded for a week for throwing 
eggs at someone like they’re the 
resurrection of you’re lost kid.

Terry looks at Bobby-Earl angrily.




TERRY
It’s got nothing to do with me, 
or my son.

BOBBY-EARL
(to himself)

You’re in denial, brother.




EXT. CITY - BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




Flipper and Bobby-Earl are sitting back, smoking on some 
dog-ends. They both look miserable as sin.

Dean walks in to the bus shelter. Flipper and Bobby-Earl 
look at Dean in shock and surprise.




Dean is wearing all black - a jumper and new trousers. Dean 
smiles as he hands Bobby-Earl a large bottle of Jack 
Daniels as well as the change he got from buying his 
clothes.




BOBBY-EARL
Holy fuck-a-ghost. 

Bobby-Earl accepts the change and looks at Flipper, who 
shrugs and smiles. Bobby-Earl gets up from his seat and 
let’s Dean take his place.




BOBBY-EARL
Dean, Terry’s gone out to get us 
some food. He’s gonna  be back 
anytime now but I don’t think 
he’s gonna  get you anything - we 
thought you left, kid. 


Bobby-Earl unscrews the bottle of Jack Daniels.
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BOBBY-EARL
We’re gonna  have to go get us 
some food for you’re lil’  ass 
with this change. 




Terry walks inside the bus shelter with four bags of take-a-
way food.  Terry smiles at Dean. 

TERRY
I knew you’d be back. 




Terry hands out the bags to Flipper, Dean and Bobby-Earl. 
Burgers and fries. He notices the bottle of JD that Bobby-
Earl has in his hands.




Terry looks at Dean.




TERRY
I know for a fact you didn't get 
served that. 




Dean looks up from eating his burger.

TERRY
Shoplifting, stealing? These two 
are damn fools for doing that 
kind of thing. 




(calms down)
I can’t tell you what to do, I 
won’t and you know me but -




BOBBY-EARL
(interrupting)




Terence - shut the fuck up? The 
kid did good. Sit back, relax for 
once and enjoy the motherfuckin’  
evening. 




Dean watches the three men constantly as rain begins to 
fall down heavily on the shelter roof. 




INT. BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




Darkness.




Dean wakes up. 
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A rain drop falls on to his face. He looks up at a small 
gap in the ceiling of the shelter. He looks around himself.

Terry is asleep opposite him, his legs on top of his giving 
him not much chance of moving them.




Flipper is asleep on the floor snoring loudly. Bobby-Earl 
is passed out with only a minute bit left in the bottle of 
Jack Daniels held in his arms, almost as if cradling it 
like a baby.

Another drop of rain hits Dean in his face. He tries to 
move his legs but they wont budge under Terry’s dead-weight 
legs.

Constant rain drops fall down on Dean’s forehead. He closes 
his eyes.




DEAN




(whisper)




I miss you, Ellie.




A tear drops down Dean’s cheek.




MONTAGE

1) EXT. CITY - DAY 

Dean and the rest of the group begging outside a bank.




2) INT. BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




Dean is asleep. He wakes up as rain drops fall down onto 
his forehead. 


3) EXT. CITY - DAY 

Dean and the group being chased away by police officers 
from a bank for begging.




4) EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT   




Terry receives food and drink from the back of a burger 
joint. 
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END MONTAGE




EXT. BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




A bunch of drunken teenagers walk past the bus shelter. 
They notice that there are people inside. They begin 
singing loudly.




One of the teens throws his beer can at one of the figures 
inside the shelter as another begins to kick the outside of 
the shelter.

TEEN 1
Oi  Oi  you fuckers!  Get a job, 
fucking scum!




Flipper wakes up from inside the shelter, covered in beer. 
He stands up angrily and walks out as Dean and Terry watch 
on. Bobby-Earl remains asleep.




Flipper grabs one of the teens by his throat and begins 
throttling him.




The other teenagers run away in fright of Flipper’s mere 
figure. Flipper lets the teen go, but he falls on the floor 
clutching his throat.

A police car rolls past and stops.




Two officers step out and, seeing the teen on the floor, 
they rush over.




One officer tends to the choked teen, the other grabs his 
gun and points it at Flipper.

OFFICER




Face down on the floor! 

Flipper does as told. The Officer handcuffs him. The 
Officer struggles but eventually picks Flipper up and puts 
him in the back of the police car.




Officer *2 releases the teen once he seems alright and he 
runs off down the street. 
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OFFICER *2
Hey! Wait! I need a statement! 
Shit!

He walks over to the bus shelter as rain begins to fall 
heavily. Terry, Bobby-Earl and Dean look out from the bus 
shelter.




OFFICER *2
Now. You fuckin’  hobos got about 
ten minutes before I roll down 
here again. I see you still in 
here, you’re all going to lock 
up. Get me?




Terry and Bob nod.




Officer *2 looks at Dean. He looks back at Terry.




OFFICER *2
Real inspiration for you’re son 
right there, ain’t ya?




Officer *2 walks back to his car, gets in and drives off.




SUPERIMPOSE: TWO YEARS LATER

EXT. CITY - STREETS - DAY 




Three men make there way through the crowded streets, 
walking in a slow rhythm.

Terry, his beard longer and greyer, has even longer flowing 
grey hair. Bobby-Earl looks a lot thinner, unhealthy and 
shakes uncontrollably. Dean, 15, is dressed in all black. 
He has long dark black hair, is slim and has a small rash 
on his face. 




They walk past an alley where hookers are prominent at. 
They reach a train station and all three sit down on a 
nearby bench.






51.

(MORE)

EXT. TRAIN STATION - DAY 

Dean, Terry and Bobby-Earl sit on the bench. Bobby-Earl is 
shaking and looks frail, weak.




BOBBY-EARL
Man, I need a fuckin’  drink. I’m 
fed up of moving from place to 
place. I’m sick of this shit.

TERRY
I know, I know. We need to find a 
place to sleep tonight. That is 
priority.




BOBBY-EARL
Look, I’m getting real tired of 
moving from spot to spot. Two 
years. Two motherfuckin  years. I 
wanna sort some shit out. I need 
some drink and I need some pussy.


Terry looks at Dean.




DEAN




I’m fine. Apart from the rain. 
That annoys me.




BOBBY-EARL
Man, we’ve slept in warehouses  
where there ain’t no leaks. We 
slept in motherfuckers  houses  
where there ain’t no leaks. You 
keep tellin’  me you getting wet. 
You keep saying you feel 
raindrops falling on your 
motherfuckin  head. Every damn 
night, you say, rain drops were 
falling on you’re head.

Bobby-Earl kicks at a small empty bottle of whisky on the 
ground. He slumps back on the bench and closes his eyes.

BOBBY-EARL
That’s a sign. I need some pussy. 
We all need some pussy. 
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BOBBY-EARL(cont'd)
Some tight, blonde, ready to go, 
just about legal pussy...




With that, Bobby-Earl drifts to sleep.  Terry and Dean 
smirk to each other.




EXT. TRAIN STATION - NIGHT   

Flipper walks out from the station dressed in a smart 
outfit. Terry notices him.




TERRY
Oh .. Holy ... HEY!

Terry calls out to Flipper, grabbing his attention. Flipper 
stops, and walks over.




Terry wakes Dean and Bobby up from their sleep. Bobby-Earl 
looks up at Flipper.




BOBBY-EARL
Flip? That you?




He grabs Flipper and hugs him. Flipper then looks at Dean. 

FLIPPER




This guy talk yet or what?




Dean puts his hand forward and smiles. Flipper hugs him. 




BOBBY-EARL
Shit, man. Missed you. Where the 
fuck you been all this time?

Flipper passes around cigarettes to Terry and Bobby-Earl.




FLIPPER




Been in the block, a helluva  lot. 
In, out, in, out. I shaken it all 
about. Beats sleeping out here.




TERRY
Flip, It’s been ages. Two years? 
We didn’t know what happened to 
you, we - 
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FLIPPER




Don’t even worry. I’ve got money. 
You meet some interesting cons in 
the pen. You get some interesting 
jobs out of it.


Flipper pulls out a wad of cash.

FLIPPER




I wanna celebrate tonight like no 
other after seeing you guys. 

Flipper hands over some money to Terry.




FLIPPER




Go get me and us boys, the 
biggest bottle of Jack Daniels 
and some beers. 




TERRY
You sure, Flip?




FLIPPER




I’m more then sure. And don’t 
worry. You’ll all be sleeping 
proper tonight and I’ll try and 
sort you out some work if you 
know what I mean.




Terry takes the money, smiles and heads off. Bobby-Earl 
sits up, closer to Flipper.




FLIPPER




I been stealing all kinds of 
shit. Selling whatever I can get 
my hands on, getting my money, 
you know how shit is, Bobby. 

BOBBY-EARL
Man, you gotta  get me in there 
with you, we’re a team remember? 
You and me?




FLIPPER




I will. But I wanna get laid 
around about now, main reason I 
came down to this shit hole.
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BOBBY-EARL
Yeah, man, yeah I know what 
you’re saying, that’s cool. 
Pleasure before business, right?

Flipper looks over at Dean.




FLIPPER




Hey, Dean. How old are you now 
anyway?

DEAN




Fifteen. 




FLIPPER




Missed out on a couple of you’re 
birthdays, ain’t I?

Dean smiles, nods. A smile cracks on Bobby-Earls’ face. 

BOBBY-EARL
Hey, I got a great idea. The 
perfect late and great birthday 
present.




FLIPPER




Go on.




BOBBY-EARL
Since you going to get yourself 
some pussy, why not take our boy 
with you? 

FLIPPER




(to Dean)




You up for that, kid? You 
basically a man now so you 
probably do need to bust a nut.




Dean shrugs.

DEAN




(unsure)
I’m not...really...

FLIPPER




Come on, let’s go. 
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EXT. CITY - STREETS - NIGHT    




Flipper and Dean walk down the street until they end up not 
far from an alley, where various prostitutes are standing 
trying to attract kerb crawlers.

FLIPPER




Dean, this is a night you’re 
gonna  remember this for the rest 
of you’re life. Wait here a sec.

Flipper walks confidently over to the hookers.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT   




Dean is lead down a dark and dirty alley by CANDY - 32, 
shoulder length curly dirty blonde hair with excessive make 
up. She is wearing black thigh length boots, a micro mini 
skirt and a small top.




They pass a side alley in which a man has a hooker up 
against the wall and is performing a sex act with her. 

Candy chews loudly on some gum as she leads Dean into a 
desolate area surrounded by rubbish bins and garbage on the 
floor.




Candy comes close to Dean. Dean looks nervous and 
uncomfortable. Candy smiles as she ruffles his hair. 




CANDY
You like me don’t you baby?




Dean gulps hard, looking embarrassed.

CANDY
Well, do you like me or not?

DEAN




Not really.




Candy laughs - surprised at the response.

CANDY
Why not? You got a girlfriend?






56.

DEAN




No. But...I like someone else.




Candy blows a bubble from out her mouth, before sucking it 
back in. She backs away a little with her hands on her 
hips.

CANDY
So where she at now then?




DEAN




I don’t know. Home probably.

Candy comes up real close to Dean and puts her hands around 
him. 

CANDY
Yeah? Well, you look like you’re 
a long way from home, kid.




Candy starts kissing Dean’s neck and moves her hands down 
to his buttocks. She slips her hands inside his trousers.




CANDY
You just think of her...let me do 
the rest, baby.




Candy’s hands move to the front of Dean’s trousers.

He looks embarrassed as she starts to kiss down his top 
until she is on her knees. 


CANDY
Just treat me like the slut you 
always dreamed of, baby. I know I 
got you’re cock hard. 




Candy pulls Dean’s trousers down to his knees.

Dean closes his eyes. A raining sound, muted mixed voices. 

CANDY
Ooh, you are a big boy, aren't 
you? I want you to fuck my mouth 
like you wanna treat a slut’s 
pussy, baby.
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Dean tightens his eyes. The rain sound becomes louder, 
entwining with the mixed past voices of his parents and the 
school bullies. 

Dean grabs Candy’s hair as she performs fellatio on him.

The voices merge in to a mass of loud and incomprehensible 
sounds, mixing in with the now crashing sound of rain. Dean 
clenches his fists tight. The voices erupt inside his mind.

Dean grabs Candy away from his penis by her hair, and 
PUNCHES down hard at Candy’s head with his other hand, 
knocking her to the ground.




Dean pulls his trousers up. He looks crazed. Dean rushes 
towards Candy. Dean jumps on top of her and repeatedly 
PUNCHES her face with both his fists as she screams in a 
muffled horror and pain.




EXT. SIDE ALLEY - NIGHT    




Flipper finishes with his hooker just as a scream can be 
heard. Flipper and the hooker look at each other. 

FLIPPER




Holy shit, that kid must be 
giving it to her good. 

HOOKER
You sure it’s his first time?

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT   




Candy is barely conscious, her nose squashed and bloody, 
her lips split and seeping blood. 




Dean stands up, breathes deeply and looks around. He walks 
towards one of the garbage bins and grabs an empty vodka 
bottle that is on the ground.

He walks back over to Candy and HAMMERS her over her head 
with it, repeatedly until the bottle smashes. Candy stops 
moving.
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Dean looks at the bottle in his hand. It is in half, with 
dagger-like edges left. Dean STABS Candy in her FACE with 
the bottle, reducing her face to a bloody mess.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT   




Flipper walks down the alley and looks shocked to find Dean 
standing over the dead body of Candy. He rushes over to 
Dean, pushes him out of the way.


He kneels down - Candy’s face is a mess of blood, exposed 
skull and brain. There are only shreds of flesh blowing in 
the wind from her previous doll-like face.

Flipper looks up at Dean stunned.

FLIPPER




Wh...what happened?

Dean is quiet, motionless, covered in blood. He just stares 
at Flipper, hands behind his back.




FLIPPER




Dean...someone come down here? 
Someone...

He looks back at Candy’s cut up face in disgust and horror.

Dean has a large shard of glass in his hand. He walks over 
to Flipper and STRIKES it down inside the top of his head. 
The shard enters deep as Flipper falls back, his eyes roll 
in to the back of their sockets. Dean walks to the wall of 
the alley and picks up a small scaffolding metal pole.




He lifts it above his head, approaches Flipper who is 
paralysed on his knees from the shard of glass in his head. 
Dean SLAMS the metal pipe on Flipper’s head, hammering him 
to the ground with a sickening SPLAT.

In a fit of rage, Dean repeatedly hammers the metal pipe 
down on Flipper as blood begins to fly up onto him. Dean 
stops. He drops the bloody pipe to the ground, making only 
a dull thud as it falls onto an expanding puddle of blood.




Dean falls to his knees onto the puddle of blood. He begins 
to cry as he looks at the two bodies in front of him. Blood 
everywhere.
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Dean cries. His cries turn into a smile. A giggle. He stops 
crying and then laughs uncontrollably.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - NIGHT   

It is raining heavily. 

Dean, soaking wet, walks toward Bobby-Earl and Terry, who 
are sat underneath the roof of the station. Terry stands 
up, relieved at seeing Dean. His relief changes to concern.

TERRY
Jesus Christ, where the hell have 
you been?




Dean walks in under the roof and sits down next to Bobby-
Earl. 




DEAN




Flipper brought me some new 
clothes.




Dean is wearing what would appear to be new trousers and a 
sweater. Both black and both soaking wet.

BOBBY-EARL
Where’s he at?

DEAN




I dunno.  He went off somewhere. 

TERRY
(stern)




What went on, Bobby-Earl? You 
want me to believe Flipper took 
him fucking clothes shopping?

Bobby-Earl looks down at the last of the Jack Daniels 
bottle in his hand. He sighs.

BOBBY-EARL
Alright, don’t blow a gasket here 
though. The kid got laid. 
What..what the fuck is wrong with 
that, man?

Terry fumes.
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TERRY
I have a big problem with you 
letting him go with Flipper. 
We’ll talk about this tomorrow.




Terry grabs the near empty bottle from Bobby-Earl’s 
wavering hand and puts it down.




TERRY
(to Dean)




As for you...nice choice of 
clothing. Black, what a surprise.

Dean smiles.

TERRY
OK, let’s all get some sleep 
while we can.




EXT. TRAIN STATION - NIGHT (LATER)




Darkness.




Dean wakes up. 




He looks up at the station shelter. A rain drop falls on to 
his forehead. It is quickly followed by another. The rain 
drops form in to a solitary line of drizzle that only hit 
on his head. The rain drizzle changes to thick blood.




Voices of his parents echo inside his head. The voices over 
power each other and become a jumble of words. Dean looks 
angry.




Dean wakes up, sweating. He looks up at the shelter roof. 
Solitary rain drops fall, tapping onto his forehead. He 
looks at Terry and Bobby-Earl, both fast asleep.




Dean looks at their eyes, closed. They look in peace. The 
voices begin to drift and fade.




Dean cries. He lays back down, closes his eyes.

DEAN




Ellie...




The voices cease. The rain stops.
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EXT. CITY - BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




SUPERIMPOSE: THREE YEARS LATER


It is raining. 




Terry and Dean lean against the windows as Bobby-Earl lays 
down on the bench inside the bus shelter.

Terry wears a long yellow raincoat and has shoulder length 
grey hair and beard. Bobby-Earl looks much thinner, 
repeatedly coughs and looks in bad health. Dean, 18, 
remarkably looks good looking, with long black hair. 




TERRY
My turn. 




Terry stands up and heads out the shelter. Bobby-Earl 
reaches for him by his raincoat weakly.




BOBBY-EARL
(coughing)




We’ve all done it Terry. Remember 
the good times?




TERRY
I remember the good times. I also 
remember the freebies I used to 
get from the burger shop. 




BOBBY-EARL
That’s what I’m talking about. 
Fuck this begging shit, I can’t 
do that no more, man. 




Bobby-Earl wheezes, then coughs violently. Terry looks at 
Dean.

TERRY
I’ll be a few hours. With any 
luck, I’ll bring back something . 

Terry walks off into the night. Bobby continues to wheeze 
as he sneakily pulls out a miniature bottle of whiskey from 
his pocket. Dean stands up, and looks over him. 
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Bobby drops the bottle to the floor. Luckily it does not 
break.




BOBBY-EARL
Shit. Gimmie  the bottle, Dean.




Dean just stares at Bobby-Earl. 

BOBBY-EARL
(wheezing)




Fuckin ... gimmie ...the bottle!

Dean walks close to Bobby-Earl. He picks up the bottle, 
unscrews it and squeezes Bobby-Earl’s nose tightly. Bobby-
Earl’s eyes open wide in shock. He is so weak he struggles 
and fails to push Dean away.

Dean pushes the bottle in his mouth, then pours the entire 
contents down Bobby-Earl’s throat. Dean then covers his 
mouth with his hand aswell  as squeezes on his nose with his 
other.




DEAN




You’re slowing us down, Bobby.




Bobby-Earl struggles but it is no good. Dean is by far the 
fitter and his hold is strong. 




DEAN




You were dying anyway so I just 
wanted to see what it looks like 
when you die like this.

Bobby stops struggling. Dean keeps his hands on Bobby’s 
mouth and nose for a few more moments. He releases when 
satisfied he is dead.

DEAN




(emotionless)




Sorry Bobby. 




EXT. BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




Terry returns to the shelter with a packed carrier bag. He 
walks inside.
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TERRY
I did what I could guys...




Terry drops the bag, looks on the floor at Bobby-Earl dead. 
Dean sits at the far end of the bench looking outwards. 
Distant.




DEAN




Not long after you left. He, 
just, died.




Terry falls to his knees crestfallen, dropping the bag and 
it’s contents of bread and milk amongst other items.




DEAN




He just stopped breathing.




EXT. CITY - STREET - DAY 

SUPERIMPOSE: FOUR YEARS LATER - HALLOWEEN EVE




Dean, now twenty-two, is slim, tall clean shaven and with a 
handsome face. He has dirty, curled up shoulder length dark 
hair which matches his all black trousers and jumper.




Terry, looks to be in his early-mid sixties. He wears an 
old discolored jacket and now has a dark grey goatee beard. 
His long flowing hair is tied at the back in a pony-tail.




Dean stops outside a television store. In side the display 
window are multiple televisions with the same channel being 
shown on each one.




TERRY
I think they might be a little 
out of our price range, Dean.

Dean motions him to be quiet as his eyes fix on the 
screens.




DEAN




Wait.

On the TV, a news channel features a reporter, SANDRA 
KINGOM, interviewing RICHARD CUZIE and BEVERLY CUZIE.
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(MORE)

SANDRA
Thank you both for talking to us 
today after what must be a 
nightmare nine years.




RICHARD




Thank you. We would just like to 
take this opportunity to talk 
about our beloved son’s 
disappearance, nine years ago to 
the day tomorrow. If there is 
anyone out there, with even the 
smallest information, please 
contact us.




An old photo of Dean when he was twelve flashes up on 
screen.

RICHARD




We miss him terribly and things 
have not been the same, as I’m 
sure you can understand. It’s 
been a trying time, emotionally 
draining on the whole family.

SANDRA
(to Beverly)

Absolutely. Please, forgive me If 
I may sound negative, do you 
still believe you’re son, Dean 
Cuzie , to be alive? 


BEVERLY




Of course. The family has grown 
together, maybe even more because 
of this horrific incident. But we 
all still believe one day that he 
will return to us.




INT. TELEVISION STUDIO




Sandra sits at a news desk.




SANDRA
That interview was taken earlier 
this morning. 
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SANDRA(cont'd)
The disappearance of Dean Cuzie  
fell on the same night that 
another local boy, Gavin 
Ratchett , also went missing. His 
body was later discovered in a 
woodland swamp after a three day 
police man hunt for the two 
missing boys. Unfortunately, Dean 
was not to be found and police 
eventually called off the search. 




A photo of Richard and Beverly Cuzie  flashes on screen with 
them smiling at a conference.

SANDRA
Despite the devastation the Cuzie  
family have suffered, the over 
whelming sympathy from the public 
has helped make them favorite in 
Richard’s bid for state senate. 
The media has supported Mr. Cuzie  
over this trying period and we 
believe many more votes will help 
to be generated by this 
unfortunate case.




(quickly)




And of course his genuine charm, 
beliefs and targets for the 
future would make any resident of 
Candleclose  and Yatesville , be 
more then willing to get right 
behind the family.




Sandra flashes a clearly fake smile at the screen.

SANDRA
That’s all from this edition of 
Yatesville  news. I’m Sandra 
Kingom.  Now, back to the national 
news.

EXT. CITY- STREET - TELEVISION STORE - DAY 




Dean frowns, looking furious. Terry looks shocked. He moves 
to put an arm around Dean’s shoulder but Dean shrugs him 
off and walks away.
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INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE




The warehouse is large and with no windows or incoming 
light. It is dirty and dingy, full of homeless people and 
junkies. Coughing and wheezing sounds, idle chatter and 
people smoking crack, some sleep in poorly made up 
mattresses, others sit and shake in a drug/alcohol 
withdrawal state.


Dean and Terry walk past them until they reach a spot in 
between an old woman and a sleeping man.




They sit back on two old discolored looking sheets. 




OLD WOMAN




Fancy a shave yet, Terry? That 
beard of yours is getting a lil’  
outta  control.

TERRY
No thanks, Jackie. 

JACKIE
Not asking out of kindness you 
know. I just don’t want fleas 
jumpin’  off you onto me in the 
night. 

She looks over at Dean, who is staring at the ceiling.




JACKIE
I keep him maintained right, 
don’t I? 




(to Dean)




Shit, you OK baby?




Terry intervenes.




TERRY
Jackie, he’s fine. We just had a 
long day. Need some rest.




Jackie shrugs.
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(MORE)

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT   




The warehouse is in an area full of abandoned buildings. In 
the distance, the city looms full of bright lights amidst a 
cloudy and gloomy sky.




INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE




The majority of the people inside are asleep, although some 
are still up shouting and even screaming.

Dean and Terry are asleep. Dean suddenly sits up. He stands 
up and begins to walk off.




TERRY
Hey...




Dean stops at the foot of Terry’s mattress. Dean looks at 
him. Terry sits up, he looks like he hasn't even been 
asleep.

TERRY
I know where you’re going, what 
you’re doing.




Dean stares at Terry.

TERRY
You have to stop. 




Dean looks down to the ground.




TERRY
Look, LISTEN to me Goddamnit!

Jackie moves disturbed next to where Terry lays. Terry gets 
up and stands up close to Dean, face to face.




TERRY
I know what you’ve been doing. 
You were seen the other night by 
one of the guys in here.

(whispering)
You gotta  stop hurting people, 
Dean. 



68.

TERRY(cont'd)
Mugging and beating people up. 
Some people are saying you even 
killed a guy.




DEAN




I did.




Terry grabs Dean by his shoulders. He shakes him angrily.




TERRY
LOOK! Whatever happened to you 
was fucked  up, but shit happens 
to kids, Dean, to people, every 
fucking day. We don’t all start 
killing people because we might 
be feeling sorry for ourselves!


Dean removes Terry’s hands from his shoulders.

DEAN




You are not me. 




TERRY
You are not a bad person, you 
understand me? 




Dean looks at Terry, blank. Then agitated.

TERRY
I know what you have done. It 
stops now, OK?

Dean looks confused. He starts to breathe deeper. 

TERRY
Dean?

Dean RUNS down the warehouse to the exit. Terry chases 
after him.

Jackie rises up and looks at The Old Man next to her, he 
turns his head, but his eyes remain closed.




JACKIE
Hear that shit?




OLD MAN




Yeah. Fucking cry me a river.
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EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT   




Dean runs from the warehouse. He heads for the city.




EXT. CITY - ALLEY - NIGHT   

Rain pours down as Dean runs down a deserted alley. 




EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT   




Terry rushes out of the warehouse, out of breath. He looks 
over and around. 




TERRY
(shouting)




DEAN!

EXT. BUS SHELTER - NIGHT   




Rain continues to pour down. Dean is standing outside the 
bus shelter. He is soaked as he just stares, gazes at the 
shelter.




TERRY
Dean...

Dean looks around. Terry approaches him from the street, 
soaked in the pouring down rain.

TERRY
You cant run from this forever. 
You cant keep running.




Dean looks at Terry.




DEAN




Far from it. I’m going back. Back 
home.

TERRY
For what? To kill?




DEAN




I do what I do, Terence .
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Terry walks closer to Dean.




TERRY
I treated you like you were my 
son. 

DEAN




You’re son is dead. I am not 
you’re son. 

As the rain continues to pour down on Dean and Terry, 
voices swirl in Dean’s mind. The rain becomes louder then 
ever, the voices slow but drab and repetitive.


Dean lowers his head, grabbing his ears. Terry moves away 
in caution.




TERRY
Dean?

In a fit of rage, Dean SMASHES the windows of the bus 
shelter with his fists. Terry runs up and tries to pull him 
away.

A police car pulls up.




Two police officers step out of the car and head to the bus 
shelter.




OFFICER 1 grabs Terry and pulls him away from Dean as 
OFFICER 2 tries to restrain Dean.

OFFICER 2 tries to put his arms around Dean but Dean turns 
around and STABS him in his neck with a large shard of 
glass.




OFFICER 1 fumbles for his gun as Dean RUNS towards him. 

OFFICER 1 fires his gun - the shot misses Dean - and Dean 
grabs the gun from his hand, throwing it on the floor.




TERRY
DEAN! STOP!




Terry tries to stop Dean but he is pushed to the floor, as 
Dean and OFFICER 1 scuffle. Dean repeatedly hits OFFICER 1 
over his head with his fist, sending him down to the 
ground.
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Dean grabs OFFICER 1, his rage immense, and drags him back 
over to the bus shelter and through the shattered glass on 
the ground.




Dean grabs OFFICER 1 by his head and CRACKS it down HARD on 
the ledge of the bus shelter window pane. A sickening 
cracking sound as OFFICER 1’s head splits with the impact, 
sending a river of blood from the wound before he slumps to 
the floor.

Dean stands and looks over at Terry who is stunned and 
shocked.




TERRY
My God - Dean...What have you 
done?

Dean looks around quickly, and RUNS away.

Terry rushes over to OFFICER 1, who is whimpering on the 
ground. He cradles him in his arms, covering himself in 
blood.




TERRY
Hang in there, I’ll call for 
help.


OFFICER 1’s eyes flicker before blood drools from his 
mouth. Dead.

Terry carefully stands up and looks down at himself. His 
jacket is covered in the officer’s blood.

Sirens wail in the distance. Approaching fast. Terry looks 
around - Dean has vanished from sight. Terry notices the 
gun on the ground. He rushes to it, picks it up and rushes 
off in the direction Dean was headed.

EXT. CITY - STREETS - NIGHT   




A taxi pulls up alongside a deserted sidewalk next to a 
closed bakers shop.
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INT. TAXI




The driver, GUY WILLIAMSON, is in his mid forties and looks 
chubby faced and fed up. He talks on his CB.




GUY
This is Guy, I’m down Collins 
Avenue for a 12:30 pick up to 
Frostfield.  No sign of anyone.




An impatient sounding voice responds over the CB.




MALE VOICE 
( CB)

Well give it a fuckin’  minite , 
Guy. This is the biggest earner 
of the night, been quiet as fuck 
round here so be a bit more 
patient. Probably some punter 
come down to bag a hooker and 
wants a ride home. You know that 
area is full of damn alley sluts.

GUY
(responding)

I think you know that more then 
me, Billy boy.

The back door opens and Dean slides inside, slamming the 
door closed behind him.

GUY
(over CB)




Ah, no problem Bill the pick up’s 
arrived.




Guy hangs the CB up. He looks back at Dean with a smile.

GUY
Frostfield , right?




Dean nods.

DEAN




That’s right.
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GUY
You know it’s double time, buddy? 
I don’t wanna drive all the way 
down there to find out you gonna  
play the innocent.




Dean pulls out a wrapped bundle of cash and shows Guy. 
There must be at least $400.

DEAN




You’ll get what you deserve. 


EXT. CITY- STREETS - NIGHT   

The taxi pulls away from the sidewalk and drives off into 
the distance.




EXT. ROAD - NIGHT   




Terry, no longer wearing his jacket, walks on a path 
alongside a desolate road. He passes a road sign that 
reads: 

FROSTFIELD...30 MILES  CANDLECLOSE...36 MILES  
YATESVILLE...50 MILES.




He continues walking into the night.




EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT   

A taxi speeds along a quiet highway.




INT. TAXI




Guy chats along merrily as Dean sits in the back silent.

GUY
You got any Halloween plans then 
pal? Going to this place for a 
party tomorrow night or you just 
going home?




Dean sits in silence.
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(MORE)

GUY
Yeah...well. I sure have. I’m 
gonna  take my kids out trick or 
treatin’ , I got a night off from 
this shit. 




(laughing)




I even got myself a mask!




Keeping his eyes on the road, Guy pulls out a red Devil 
mask from the dashboard and parades it in his hand to Dean 
making ghost sounds. A lighter falls unnoticed on the floor 
as Guy laughs to himself.

GUY
Fuckin’  ugly ain't it? Should 
scare the little shits  to death!

Dean sits emotionless. Guy licks his lips nervously, 
uncomfortable at Dean’s lack of response.

GUY
You know - that radio report 
earlier about that missing kid? 
Reminded me of it ‘cos where we 
going. Real shame what happened 
back there a few years ago ain't 
it? 




Guy looks in his rear view mirror for a reaction but there 
is nothing from Dean.

GUY
I mean, the parents must be going 
through Hell. At least the other 
kids’ parents are a little better 
off, you know cos’ that kid being 
dead an’ all? It gives ‘em 
closure. But if that Cuzie  kid 
was still alive, which me myself 
I doubt, maybe he just left you 
know? Like a runaway. The rich 
life must be great and all that 
shit but maybe he was just kinda  
fucked  up like that. 


(beat)
You know what I think? 
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GUY(cont'd)
I think if he was still alive and 
he went back home, how would you 
even know? Would someone 
recognize him after, what is it? 
Nine years? But maybe, just 
maybe, someone would know his 
face. After all, I guess nine 
years ain't that long. Gotta  be 
recognizable to some one, right?

Dean looks intrigued.

DEAN




I didn't think of that.

GUY
Yeah well, me, I’m always 
thinking. Driving people around 
the same Goddamn places, you 
know. You just - end up thinking.

Guy looks in his rear view mirror at Dean again.




GUY
You know, you sure you aint  
dressed for no Halloween party, 
pal? You got some shit or 
something on you’re top, man.

DEAN




(coldly)
It’s blood.




Guy laughs nervously. 




GUY
Seriously. What is that shit?

Guy looks back and notices Dean’s hands are seeping with 
blood. His hands have cuts with strings of blood dangling 
down to the floor of the car.

GUY
(shocked)




Holy shit, You’re hands, man! You 
cut yourself?




Guy pulls the taxi over to the hard shoulder.
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GUY
Look pal, this ride is over. Get 
out.




Dean GRABS Guy around his neck from behind. He pulls a 
blood drenched switchblade from his trouser pocket and 
holds it to Guy’s face.

DEAN




I want to go home and you are 
taking me there.




The blood from the blade drops thinly onto Guy’s collar 
bone.

DEAN




I just chopped the ear off some 
whore with her own knife. Then I 
slit her throat. I even used her 
own phone to call you to collect 
me and we made a deal which I 
expect you to fulfill. 

Guy panics, gasping for breath as Dean tightens his arm 
around his neck.

DEAN

I don’t want that to have been a 
waste of my time.




Dean releases Guy, and as he gags for air, climbs from the 
backseat and into the passenger. He places the switchblade 
next to Guy’s hip.




DEAN




Drive.




EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT   

The taxi drives back onto the road and continues on it’s 
journey.
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EXT. ROAD - NIGHT   




Terry continues to walk by the road, clearly exhausted. He 
looks at the woodland that surrounds him from both sides of 
the road.




A lorry comes up the road in the distance. Terry, suddenly 
full of hope, begins to wave frantically for it to stop 
which it does.

Terry runs tiredly to the cab of the lorry. The driver 
looks out at Terry, chewing on some gum.




LORRY DRIVER




Need a lift, old man?




TERRY
(breathless)

Yes, I need to get to...

LORRY DRIVER




Yatesville?




TERRY
Is that on the way to Frostfield?  
It is a matter of - 

LORRY DRIVER




Yeah it is, but I ain't stopping 
near there. I go a different 
route. Sorry old man.




TERRY
Wait! 




The lorry drives off, leaving Terry alone in the dark. He 
looks down at the ground in frustration.




EXT. FROSTFIELD - NEIGHBOURHOOD - NIGHT   

The taxi rolls into a deserted street at a slow pace.




INT. TAXI




DEAN




Stop.
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Guy stops the taxi. Dean looks out of the side window, 
gazing at the neighbourhood. 

GUY
(nervous)




So, look...I got you here, right?

Dean nods. He looks over at Guy. 

DEAN




Yes, yes you did. Thank you.

Dean takes the Devil mask from the dashboard, keeping his 
switchblade pointed in Guy’s ribs. 




DEAN




Think I can have this?




Guy nods.




GUY
Sure, man. Take it.

DEAN




Thank you.

GUY
Shit, man, look. I got the whole 
damn outfit in the trunk, I’ll 
get it if you want -


DEAN




That sounds good. But I’ll get 
it. Keys please.




Guy’s hand shakes as he gives the keys to Dean. 




Dean pushes the switchblade all the way into Guy’s ribs. He 
twists it. Guy yells out in agony but Dean quickly muffles 
his mouth with his other hand. 




Removing the switchblade, Dean then slices Guy’s throat 
from ear to ear. Blood oozes down and begins to spray onto 
the taxi windows.




DEAN




You make too much noise. 
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EXT. FROSTFIELD - NEIGHBOURHOOD - NIGHT   

Dean opens the trunk of the taxi and finds the costume, 
still wrapped up in plastic. He takes it out as well as a 
large can of gasoline.




EXT. ROAD - DAY 

Terry wakes up on a bench, shivering from the cold and 
shrill breeze of the wind. He sits up looking disoriented 
at his surroundings. 

Terry stands up as a few cars pass by. He checks his waist 
and finds the gun is still concealed under his top. He puts 
his hand out to hitch a ride.

A few cars pass by until a banged up 1970 Plymouth Road 
Runner pulls by and stops.




VOICE (O.S.)




Get in here old man!

Terry walks up and looks in the passenger seat.

INT. CAR




The driver is REG BATTERLEY, 67. He has white hair and a 
moustache and wears big square old fashioned glasses. 




TERRY
I need to get to Frostfield , are 
you headed in that direction, 
sir?




Reg laughs.




REG
Get in!

Terry does so gratefully.

EXT. ROAD - DAY 

The car drives off down the road.
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INT. CAR




REG
I’m heading for Candleclose  so 
I’m glad for the company. 
Certainly no skin off my back old 
pal.




TERRY
Thank you, it means a great deal.

REG
Well, it’s nice to have someone 
to talk to apart from my wife. 
She’s a bit of a battle-axe!


(laughing)




Sometimes I wish I could just 
hire a hit-man!




Terry frowns as he looks over at Reg.

REG
I’m joking! She means well, she’s 
got this psychic job or some crap  
at Candleclose  asylum tomorrow. I 
don’t understand it all. Load of 
baloney if you ask me.




Reg turns to Terry, and notices how bad he looks.




REG
So, what about you pal? What’s 
your business in Frostfield  - 
live there? Family?

TERRY
(uncomfortably)

I’m looking for someone.

Reg looks Terry up and down.

REG
They know you’re coming?

TERRY
I’m pretty sure of it.
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(MORE)

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO




Sandra Kingom  sits at her news desk with a crew member 
counting her down to begin broadcast. 

SANDRA
Reporting for Yatesville  news, 
I’m Sandra Kingom.  Reports have 
come in about the shocking 
murders of two police officers 
late last night. The officers 
were working the streets when it 
is believe they tried to 
intervene with vandals outside a 
bus shelter. It is not known how 
many men were involved in the 
killings but police would like to 
talk to this man:




An old black and white photo of Terry comes on screen. 
Terry is smiling and wearing a suit. He looks to be in his 
mid thirties in the photo.




SANDRA
Terence Jones, a former partner 
at law firm Harold & Jones, who 
has been missing for over fifteen 
years. We understand he was 
declared bankrupt and disappeared 
shortly after the death of his 
only son, which resulted in a 
divorce from his wife. He has not 
been heard of since. An eye 
witness is being interviewed by 
police.

Sandra turns to another camera and beams a clearly fake 
smile.




SANDRA
In more local news, a bizarre car 
explosion happened outside a 
quiet neighbourhood in 
Frostfield , in the early hours of 
this morning. 
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SANDRA(cont'd)
A fire crew extinguished the 
vehicle and local police have 
treated the incident as an early 
Halloween prank. They have issued 
a statement in which they said 
they will not tolerate such 
dangerous and highly 
inappropriate behavior. 


Sandra turns and acknowledges a gentleman seated next to 
her. He is DETECTIVE DON RISCO, 54, a slightly balding and 
small man. He wears a brown suit and tie.

SANDRA
I’m here with Detective Donald 
Risco of our very own Yatesville  
police department, who has very 
graciously taken up our 
invitation to come down and talk 
with us about such a hideous 
crime as the two police officers 
being murdered last night.




RISCO
Thank you Sandra. Well, as you 
know, being a police officer 
always has it’s risks. In the 
city, crime is rife. Innocent 
people are often victims, gangs 
roam the streets, prostitution is 
on many a street corner and the 
homeless fuel their drug 
addictions by stealing. Things 
like this must be stopped before 
we have problems like this 
escalate and end up on our very 
own front doorsteps.

SANDRA
Is that really a possibility? 
That such crime could leak to 
Yatesville  and even our 
surrounding areas of Candleclose  
and Frostfield?
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RISCO
Well, you only need to look at 
the car explosion you reported 
moments ago in Frostfield.  That’s 
a bizarre incident. But I would 
certainly be a little alarmed by 
it. I worked in the city for over 
twenty years. I appreciate how 
hard the authorities work on 
cracking down on crime but it is 
a nightmare down there. Here, and 
in Frostfield , we can be thankful 
crime is very low. But the 
priority has to be to keep it 
that way. 

EXT. DRISCOLL HOUSE - DAY 




A modest looking house with a picket fence, garden and 
pathway that leads to the front door. 

INT. DRISCOLL HOUSE - KITCHEN 


JASON DRISCOLL sits round the kitchen table reading the 
paper. Jason is in his early sixties and is a kind, gentle 
looking man. 




The telephone rings. Jason uses his walking to stick to 
help himself up from his chair. The telephone rings again.




From the adjoined living room, ELLIE DRISCOLL walks through 
and picks up the telephone . Ellie, now twenty-two, has long 
dark hair and a very pretty, sweet almost innocent looking 
face. 




ELLIE
It’s OK, Dad, sit down and rest.

Jason sits back down in his chair and Ellie talks in to the 
phone.




ELLIE
Hello?
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VOICE (O.S.)




Hey babe, it’s Jimmy. How are you 
this morning, beautiful.

Ellie cant help but crack a beaming smile at the sound of 
Jimmy’s voice. 




ELLIE
Good morning to you, too. 




JIMMY(O.S.)
Can’t wait until we’re married, I 
wont have to hold on to the sound 
of your voice first thing in the 
morning. I can hold you in my 
arms...

Ellie laughs.




ELLIE
That sounds so - cheesy, Jimmy. 

JIMMY (O.S.)




(laughing)




I’m working at it, give me some 
credit. Ellie - I’m the last of 
the true romantics. 

ELLIE
Awww, that you are. 

Ellie giggles like a schoolgirl with a crush. Jason looks 
up and smiles at her.

JIMMY (O.S.)




Listen, I’ll pick you up at eight 
OK? 




ELLIE
Why can’t you just tell me where 
we’re going now so I know what 
I’m letting myself in for?




JIMMY (O.S.)




Oh no, it’s a surprise and you’re 
gonna  love it. I’ll see you at 
eight, love of my life.
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ELLIE
See ya  then. Love you.




JIMMY (O.S.)




Love you too, babe. Bye.

Ellie hangs the phone up and seems lost in her love for a 
moment - until she realizes her father is looking at her.




JASON
He’s a good man that Jimmy. But 
he better take care of my baby.




ELLIE
(embarrassed)




He will, Dad. He will.


EXT. STREET - SHOP PARADE - DAY 

A small row of shops. One is a real estate agency.

INT. HIGGINS & HAVENS REAL ESTATE

A small room with a female receptionist at a sole computer 
desk. Behind her is an office. 




FRANK CUZIE, twenty-four, walks inside. He is dressed in an 
expensive looking suit and is very handsome. He winks at 
the receptionist.




FRANK
Good morning, Carla.

Carla smiles.




CARLA
Hey Frank. Normon would like to 
see you in his office.




INT. OFFICE




NORMON HIGGINS sits at his desk. He is a fat man, sixty-
three with big glasses and wearing braces. Frank enters the 
office. 
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NORMON
There’s been a call from one of 
the neighbors about a disturbance 
at 63 Sowlands.  I want you to go 
and check it out.




FRANK
63 Sowlands?  That place has been 
on the market for years. It’s 
probably just vermin. The place 
has been empty for so long 
they’ve probably been breeding.




NORMON
Exactly. So just go by the place, 
take a look and sort it out. 

FRANK
No problem.




EXT. STREET - DAY 




A 1990 Porsche  928 S4 drives down the quiet and tranquil 
neighbourhood. It stops outside a house and Frank gets out.

Frank looks up at 63 Sowlands.  The house looks in 
reasonable condition but the garden is unkept and long.

He walks to the front door, takes a key from his pocket and 
opens the door with a creaking sound. Frank enters.

INT. 63 SOWLANDS - HALLWAY




Frank looks around. It is dark inside. Wallpaper peels from 
the walls, carpet is old and dirty. There is a staircase on 
the right.

A sound from upstairs. Frank looks to the staircase. The 
sound is like a scratching. Nearer, closer. The staircase.


Frank jumps back as a large rat runs down the staircase.



87.

INT. 63 SOWLANDS - KITCHEN




Frank looks around. There is a back door. The windows are 
boarded up giving off odd rays of sunlight that beam 
through into the otherwise darkened room.

Frank approaches the back door. The staircase creaks behind 
him in the hallway. Frank spins around - there is nothing 
there. 

He walks towards the back door and opens it - surprised 
that it needs no key. Frank closes the door. He turns to 
head back down to the hallway.




Frank BUMPS into a tall man in a black costume and a red 
Devil mask. Frank paces back a few paces in shock.

Frank opens the back door in a hurry and is just about to 
leave when - 




MAN IN BLACK




Frank...




Frank looks back at the Man In Black. The Man In Black 
removes his mask. It is Dean - stone faced with an icy 
glare in his eyes.




Frank is startled. He realizes who it is. He looks shocked 
and amazed, emotional.




FRANK
Dean? Is it you?




Dean nods yes.

FRANK
Oh my God...Dean....

Frank walks towards Dean to embrace him but Dean lifts up a 
razor sharp butcher knife. Frank stops in his tracks.




DEAN




I need to know where she is.

Frank looks at the knife, slowly backtracking to the back 
door.




