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FADE | N:
EXT. A LONELY STRETCH OF H GHVWAY — NI GHT

The far ends of this two-lane truck route disappear into
black infinity. But there is a single street |lanp on a
crooked wooden pole. A small oasis of l|ight.

This lanmp illumnates the front gate of a junkyard. A sign
above the | ocked gate reads “DONNI EES RED DOG AUTO
SALVAGE", and beneath that, “Used parts good as new”

EXT. JUNKYARD

Ten acres of rusting autos ensconced by tall chain-Ilink
fencing. A nuddy trail wends its way through aisle after
ai sle of wecked or wasted jal opies, nobst bearing the scars
of sone hi gh-speed hi ghway trauna.

A few wi ndshi el ds have round, bul ging cracks forned by
forceful inpact with a human head. Sonme even have a
mat ching set -- one right, one left.

Just inside the gate is a small business office with a
“CLOSED’” sign tacked to its door. Behind the office is a
doublewi de trailer. The windows of the trailer are alight.

Through one of these wi ndows, DONNI E can be seen sitting
before a conputer on a cluttered desk

Donnie is a shaggy, hefty man in his 40's. His pale
st omach pooches out from between his oil-splattered jeans
and his way-too-tight Korn tour shirt.

| NT. TRAI LER
Donnie is looking at internet porn. Cose to the nonitor,

he runs his finger along the saline-enhanced breasts of a
pouti ng bl onde with heavy makeup.



DONNI E
Don’t | ook so sad, baby. Donnie’s
here for you.

A | oud BUZZER sounds. Donnie is first startled, then
furrows his brow, annoyed.

DONNI E
VWhat the fuck?

The buzzer sounds again. And again. And it keeps going.

DONNI E
Sonuva. . .

Donnie gets up fromhis chair and lunbers |ike an angry
bear over to a wi ndow. He peers outside.

THROUGH THE W NDOW

Atowtruck is at the front gate. A wecked convertibl e,
its front wheels gone, is attached to the lift.

A dark figure presses a button beside the gate, and anot her
grating blast echoes through the trailer.

| NT. TRAI LER
Donni e flings open the w ndow and shouts at the man.
DONNI E
Hey! Cut it out! | ain’t
deaf, alright?

The nman at the buzzer waves.

EXT. JUNKYARD - NI GHT

Donni e approaches the gate as the DRI VER busies hinself
unhooki ng the converti bl e.

DONNI E
What do you think you're
doi ng, man?

The tow truck is black, sleek, and unmarked. 1t’s powerful
engi ne, though idling, runbles with vigor.



The driver hinself wears a black trench coat, far too warm
for the weather, and a Rolling Stones cap with a waggi ng
tongue on it.

The driver answers w thout | ooking up fromhis work.

DRI VER
Got a good one for you here.
Broken tie rod.

He nods at the fl attened car.

DRI VER
Fl i pped her |ike a pancake.

The driver chuckles at the very thought of it.
Donnie is at the gate now, but he |l eaves it | ocked.

DONNI E
You can’t | eave this here.

The driver continues unhitching the car.

DONNI E
Hey! |’ m serious.

And now the driver is done, tossing his chains into the
back of the truck

DONNI E
Look, | don’t know who you are
with, but I'mtelling you this
ain"t the right place. You
| eave this here and your boss
wi || have your ass, nan!

The driver, now clinbing into his truck, turns to Donnie.

The light fromthe | anp overhead is bl ocked by the bill of
his cap, pulled | ow, shadow ng the man’s features.

DRI VER
No. This is the place. Man.

The driver shuts the door and starts his truck.
DONNI E

Hey! Asshole! This weck
ain’t mne!



The driver guns his notor.

DONNI E
You can’t | eave this herel

The truck’s wheels spin furiously in the gravel, showering
Donnie with pebbles as it screeches into the night.

Donni e screans after the truck, clutching the fence and
shaking it wth rage.

Donnie only grows nore furious as the driver sticks his arm
out the windowto flip himoff.

| NT. WORKSHED — NI GHT

Donnie pulls into the shed atop a runbling tractor,
draggi ng the weck behind him He shuts off the tractor,
then clinbs down to exam ne the car

DONNI E
Well, let’s see what we got.

He tugs on a door, but the crushed netal won’t give.

He grunbl es when he di scovers that the opposite door is
stuck as well.

He renoves a box cutter from a pegboard wall of tools,
t hunbs the bl ade, and then begins to slice the battered
cloth top of the flattened convertible.

He encounters an obstruction, but nuscles his way through
it. It makes a very odd ripping sound.

Confused, Donnie pulls out the blade. It is covered in
bl ood. And skin. And hair.

A sl ow grow ng bl oodstai n now bl ossons on the cloth roof.

Donni e pal es and staggers back fromthe car. The bl ade
slips fromhis fingers.

DONNI E
Sweet Jesus. ..



| NT. A POLI CEMAN AT HI S DESK

BOB KI MBER has his feet up on the desk, reading an El nore
Leonard novel. He's a barrel-chested 52, just a little
gray, and confortable in his uniform

He nakes a face as the phone rings. He puts down his book,
then his feet, and answers the call.

Kl MBER
Ki nber .

| NT. TRAI LER

Donni e’ s knuckles are white as he grips the phone.

DONNI E
Hey. This here’s Donnie...down
at Red Dog?
| NTERCUT
Kl MBER
Evenin’, Donnie. \Wat can | do
you for?
DONNI E
Listen, | got a weck down

here...and this car...now this
i s gonna sound crazy, but this

car’s still got bodies in it.
KI MBER
Now t hat just ain't possible,
Donni e.
DONNI E

| know it ain't! But they are
out in my garage right now, I
tell ya'! Fuckin' bodies, man!

Kl MBER
Sounds to ne |ike sonmebody m ght
be havin’ a little fun with you
You still feudin” with them
Fi t chner boys?



DONNI E
Fuck them Al | knowis there's
sonmet hing bleeding in this car
and you need to cone check this
shit out. You hear?

Ki mber casts a forlorn glance at his book.

Kl MBER
You drunk, Donnie?
DONNI E
No, God-damm t!
Ki nber si ghs.
Kl MBER
Al right. Settle down. Just
sit tight and I'll be out there

in about fifteen, OK?
Now Donni e sighs, relieved.

DONNI E
Thank you. You buzz ne soon as
you get here.

EXT. JUNKYARD - NI GHT

Ki nber pulls up in his police cruiser. He gets out of the
car, wal ks to the gate, and presses the buzzer.

Donni e energes fromthe trailer. He calls out to Kinber.

DONNI E
Just a mnute. Let nme get the
gate for ya'.

Ki mber steps back to his cruiser, and upon reaching it, he
is suddenly illum nated by headlights. He shields his eyes
and | ooks to the source.

Wth a ROAR, the black tow truck smashes into Kinber and
the cruiser, shoving the cruiser sideways across the dirt
| ot and crushing Kinber’s body between the autos.

Donni e wat ches, stunned, as the truck backs away fromthe
wr ecked cruiser, Kinber’s body plastered to its grille.



Now in reverse, the truck swerves until it faces the gate.
Its lights on Donnie now. The truck ROARS once nore.

Ki nber’s body slowy peels free of the truck’s mangl ed
grille work, dropping to the ground.

The truck charges the gate. |Its headlights bounce as it
t hunps over Kinber’'s |ifel ess body.

The truck tears through the gate, snapping the flinsy chain
that holds it in place.

The truck bears down on Donnie. Donnie dives at the | ast
moment, rolling on the dusty path.

The truck barrels past him

Donni e turns and watches the fading taillights of the truck
as it disappears into the bowels of the junkyard.

| NT. WORKSHED - NI GHT

Donnie is sweating. Shaken. He pulls open a drawer on the
wor kbench and extracts a | arge revol ver.

He flips it open and checks the chanbers.

Yeabh. It’'s | oaded.

EXT. JUNKYARD — NI GHT

Donni e noves cautiously anongst the wecked cars, darting
fromauto to auto, his eyes flicking right and left.

He suddenly finds hinself illum nated by headlights.

This is followed by the ROAR of an engine. Donnie turns.
The black tow truck is barreling towards him

This time, Donnie stands his ground.

He raises the revol ver and | ooses several rounds into the
wi ndshield. The wi ndshield shatters.

The truck swerves, careening wldly before smashing into
the ancient remains of a VWm ni bus.



The truck’s engine dies. |Its headlights dim Steam bl asts
from beneat h the hood.

Donni e waves the gun and gives a victory whoop.
DONNI E
Ha- ha! How do you |i ke ne now,
nmot her - f ucker ?

Donni e rushes to the truck and yanks open the door.

DONNI E
How do you like ne...

Ki mber’ s nmai ned body fl ops out of the car
Donni e junps back fromthe bl oody carcass in horror.
Ki nber stares back at himwth lifeless, glassy eyes.

Donni e turns, waving the gun and shouting in every
direction at no one.

DONNI E
Where are you, asshole? Cone
out where | can see you
Then, the rhythm c sound of CLANG NG METAL.

Donnie turns towards its source.

The sound is comng fromthe workshed.

| NT. WORKSHED - NI GHT

Donni e enters, his revolver poised. The clanging has
stopped. But there is another sound.

Hi s eyes shift towards the convertible.
Sonething is GROALING in the truck.

Donnie steps warily up to the car. He levels his revol ver
at the trunk

He squeezes off several rounds, enptying the gun into the
trunk. He continues squeezing the trigger, clicking
t hrough enpty chanbers.



The grow ing stops. Donnie relaxes and | owers his gun.
But then the grow ing resunes.
Donni e pockets the revol ver and backs away fromthe car.

He steps to his pegboard wall of tools and lifts off a
| ar ge, heavy wrench.

He steps over to the convertible, then, pulling back for a
basebal | swi ng, he pounds the | ock on the trunk.

The trunk springs open.

Donni e | eaps back, horrified at the sight of a mangled dog
gnawi ng its way through the back seat of the car.

Its front linbs are nearly detached, hanging by fibers of
sinew But its jaws work ravenously, flinging spittle in
every direction.

The wrench slips from Donni e’ s hand.

The dog stops to | ock eyes with Donnie, then resunes
chewing its way into the trunk with renewed vigor, snarling
nore fiercely than ever.

Donni e sl ans the trunk cl osed.

DRI VER (O S.)
| don’t think he |ikes you.

Donnie turns to find the black-coated driver standing at
the entrance to the workshed.

The driver is holding the two hal ves of a |ong, snapped
metal rod. He bangs themtogether as he enters the
wor kshed -- the rhythm ¢ CLANGS Donni e heard bef ore.

DONNI E
What do you want from ne?

The driver tosses the broken rods. They land in the dust
at Donnie’'s feet. One of the halves bears a stanp.

The stanp reads “Red Dog Auto Sal vage”.

DRI VER
Broken tie rod. Flipped us like
a pancake.



10.

Donni e | ooks back up at the driver.

The driver now renoves his cap to reveal that a ful
quarter of his skull is mssing -- a diagonal shear that
ends just above his right cheekbone.

Wet shards of flesh dangle fromthe wound. The pul py neat
inside his skull throbs and withes.

The driver grins at Donnie.

DRI VER
Hurt |ike a bitch, too.

Donni e backs away fromthe driver, horrified.

Donni e now hears RI PPING behind him He turns, and pal es
at what he sees.

Bl oodi ed fingers wormthensel ves through the ripped canvas
of the convertible top, tearing at the fabric.

As the rip w dens, the bl ood-soaked bodi es of a WOVAN and
CH LD slowy energe fromthe car.

The child squirns as he works his way through the torn
fabric wwth only one arm H's other armis mssing, and a
pal e stub of bone protrudes from his shoul der

The woman has been ripped in half -- she has no |l egs. Her
spine and entrails dangle fromher ribcage as she pulls
herself fromthe car and flops to the ground.

She raises her eyes to neet Donnie wth a furious gaze,
t hen begins pulling herself towards him A thick, red
snmear, glistening and sticky, trails behind her.

DRI VER
Over and over again...once
t he wheel s cane off, seened
i ke that damm car woul d never
stop rolling. No better than
a meat grinder.

The driver steps to the pegboard wall of tools and takes
down an ax. He tests its weight, and nods, satisfied.

Then the driver turns and advances on Donnie with the ax.



11.

Now t he boy junps fromthe trunk to the ground, advancing
on Donnie as well.

The snarling fromthe trunk reaches a fever pitch.

DRI VER
An armhere, a leg there...it
all adds up, you know?

Donni e backs away fromall of them but finds hinself
backed into a corner.

He pulls the revolver fromhis pocket wi th shaky hands.

DONNI E
What . . . what do you want ?

DRI VER
(shout s)
Used parts good as new
(qui eter)
That’ s what | heard, anyway.

The driver continues to advance on Donnie with the ax.

DONNI E
l...1 didn"t know. How could
| have known?
(rai sing the gun)
No! Stay back

Donnie fires the useless gun as the driver draws ever
cl oser, but the hammer falls on enpty chanbers.

DRI VER
You see, ny famly and ne...
we're here for nore parts.
EXT. WORKSHED — NI GHT

Donni e’s screans echo fromthe shed.

Hi s screans are soon interspersed with the wet, butcher-
house sounds of netal on neat.

FADE QUT.



