                                                                            1


              FADE IN:

              EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

              A few CRICKETS CHIRP around the wet woods. The MOON

              illuminates the woods.

              A light FOG floats slowly on the moist ground indicating the

              cold.

              FAINT WHISPERING comes from behind a large log. The VOICE of

              two PEOPLE, DIRK, 29, and WALLACE, 33, are two hunters who

              had a little too much to drink. They both talk with southern

              drawls.

              They also wear highly bright fluorescent jackets. The

              illumination from the moon reflects from the jackets.

              The two WHISPER loudly.

                                  DIRK

                        Look! You see it?

                                  WALLACE

                        No. Where?

                                  DIRK

                        Right behind them trees over

                        yonder. You see?

                                  WALLACE

                               (louder)

                        Man, Dirk! There are a whole bunch

                        of trees over yonder. Just poi--

                                  DIRK

                        Shh, not so loud.

                                  WALLACE

                        Just point me to the right ones,

                        is all.

              Dirk looks up from the log, he points at a DEER eating some

              leaves.

                                  DIRK

                        Now do you see it?

                                  WALLACE

                        As bright as daylight. But, let me

                        understand this, Dirk. How did you

                        know that there would be some deer

                        around here?
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                                  DIRK

                        I didn't, I just guessed. Now,

                        hand me over that beer.

              Wallace hands Dirk a can of Tall Boy Beer.

              Dirk drinks from it then lays it down next to him.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, that means that we coulda been

                        at the bar longer?

                                  DIRK

                        You wanna smell like cigarette

                        smoke all day? I'd rather be out

                        here with nature.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, but at that bar they give

                        you one of them glasses with the

                        funny eyeball straws. I wanted one

                        so badly.

                                  DIRK

                        Wallace! You have four of them at

                        your house already. Why do you

                        want another one?

                                  WALLACE

                        Duh! To collect them.

                               (whispers)

                        Idiot!

                                  DIRK

                        What was that?

                                  WALLACE

                        Eh-E-Elliot.

                                  DIRK

                        Who the hell is Elliot?

                                  WALLACE

                        The deer.

                                  DIRK

                        What deer?

                                  WALLACE

                        That one over there.

                                  DIRK

                        You're naming deer now?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Maybe.

                                  DIRK

                        What do you mean maybe? Either you

                        is or you ain't! So which is it?

                        Is or ain't?

                                  WALLACE

                        Is. LOOK!

              The deer gets trapped by a deer trap.

              Dirk looks ahead at the struggling deer.

                                  DIRK

                        Go get it, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Hell, no! I ain't gonna go. You go.

                                  DIRK

                        You go!

                                  WALLACE

                        No, you go!

                                  DIRK

                        Why do I have to go?

                                  WALLACE

                        Because I brought you here, that's

                        why? You dope! Now you go on

                        ahead. I'll sit here drinking this

                        Tall Boy.

                                  DIRK

                        I have the rifle, you go.

                                  WALLACE

                        You have the rifle? You have the

                        rifle? So, what are you gonna do

                        with it, shoot me if I don't

                        listen to your stupid commands?

                                  DIRK

                        No, I didn't mean it that way,

                        Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, which way did you mean it?

                        Kill me?
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                                  DIRK

                        Will you stop talking like that,

                        Wallace? You're getting a little

                        out of hand there.

                                  WALLACE

                        I'm getting out of hand? Who's the

                        one that wants to kill me?

                                  DIRK

                        I don't wanna kill you, Wallace.

                        Oh, great the deer is biting its

                        foot off.

              Wallace jumps up and runs for the deer. The deer lets loose

              and hops away.

              Wallace jumps at that moment and gets his arm stuck on the

              deer trap.

              He lets out a loud SCREAM.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        What, what is it?

                                  WALLACE

                        The stupid hinge of the stupid

                        deer trap pinched my stupid arm!

                                  DIRK

                        Well, shut up and open it again.

                        Get over here. I'll call some more

                        deer with my deer whistle.

              Wallace gets up.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Oh, yeah. Don't forget the

                        hoof.

                                  WALLACE

                        Huh?

                                  DIRK

                        The HOOF, the damn FOOT!

                                  WALLACE

                        What foot?

                                  DIRK

                        Elliot's foot.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Who's Elliot?

                                  DIRK

                        The deer that got away, moron.

                                  WALLACE

                        You're naming deer now?

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up and get over here.

              Wallace walks forward to Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        You forgot the hoof.

                                  WALLACE

                        Huh?!

                                  DIRK

                        The FOOT, the freakin' foot! Go

                        back and pick it up.

              Wallace heads back and grabs the foot.

                                  WALLACE

                        This is disgusting, Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                        We were gonna do this anyway,

                        Wallace. What's the big deal?

                                  WALLACE

                        I am holding a deer's foot and the

                        deer ain't dead to begin with.

                                  DIRK

                        There comes another one. Hurry up

                        and get over here.

              Wallace tosses the foot towards Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Hey, watch it! That's food you're

                        throwing.

              Wallace and Dirk stay quiet to watch the deer come through

              the trees into their sight.

              Wallace sniffs and wipes his nose periodically from the cold.
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                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        You have a cold or something?

                                  WALLACE

                        No.

                               (Sniffs loudly)

                        Why?

                                  DIRK

                        You got more snot dripping down

                        from your hand than what's

                        dripping down from your

                        nose. Get a handkerchief or

                        something for crying out loud.

                        That's annoying. Wiping the nose

                        ain't gonna do none of a damn

                        difference. You're annoying me

                        with your sniffing.

                                  WALLACE

                        I don't have no handkerchief,

                        Chief.

              Dirk takes his handkerchief and hands it to Wallace.

              Wallace takes it and blows his nose.

                                  DIRK

                        And keep it.

              Silence again for a few seconds.

              Dirk holds a deer whistle made from scratch. It is a paper

              towel roll with a red rag taped to the end of the hole to

              muffle the noise he blows into it. He places his deer whistle

              between his lips and blows into it.

              The sound heard is of a mixture between a moose and a parrot.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, what did that woman at the

                        store tell you?

                                  DIRK

                        I didn't want to tell you at the

                        store because I thought that you

                        would not want to come.

                                  WALLACE

                        So that means that I was right

                        then?
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                                  DIRK

                        About what?

                                  WALLACE

                        About not coming here.

                                  DIRK

                        No!

                                  WALLACE

                        Then what is it?

                                  DIRK

                        Well, we have a problem.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, what is it, hurry up?

                                  DIRK

                        It's more huger than when you got

                        them hemorrhoids half a year ago,

                        remember?

                                  WALLACE

                        Don't you remind me of that

                        incident. I couldn't sit down for

                        two weeks. And it itched too. And

                        don't even mention going to the

                        bathroom 'cause it still hurts

                        when I think about it.

                                  DIRK

                        Didn't the doctor prescribe

                        ointment? You shoulda used it.

                                  WALLACE

                        I let nature take its course. You

                        know, how animals cure themselves

                        by licking themselves with their

                        tongues? That's nature's treatment

                        at work there, buddy boy. Taking

                        affect straight down, man.

                                  DIRK

                        So, what you do, lick your ass?

                                  WALLACE

                        Very funny, Dirk, very funny. You

                        just keep on coming with funny

                        material like that, funny man.

                        Just keep it up. So, are you gonna

                        tell me what happened or are you

                        just gonna make fun of me again?
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                                  DIRK

                        The lady at the store told me that

                        we needed a license.

              SILENCE between the two of them.

                                  WALLACE

                        I already have a license. Well,

                        it's revoked, but I have one

                        already.

                                  DIRK

                        No, a hunting license. And picture

                        this, Wallace? She says to me she

                        says, "Because you can't hunt

                        'round this part of town neither!"

                        Do you believe that load of horse

                        shit, Wallace?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes, I can. Well, if we need a

                        license, let's leave, then?

                                  DIRK

                        We don't need no damn license to

                        hunt, Wallace. Just like you don't

                        need one to drive your pa's old

                        Dodge. If you know how to drive,

                        then you don't need no stinking

                        license. And if you know how to

                        hunt, you don't need no damn

                        license to hunt neither. That's

                        ridiculous! Remember that time

                        when you wanted to go hunting but

                        we couldn't because we needed a

                        permit to hunt?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah.

                                  DIRK

                        And we still went, remember?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah.

                                  DIRK

                        That didn't stop us, did it?

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, no.
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                                  DIRK

                        And we had fun, we had joy and we

                        sure as hell had seasons in the

                        sun, didn't we, Wallace?

                                  WALLACE

                        I don't know what that means, but,

                        yeah, we did had some fun. I think

                        you had a little too much to drink

                        there, Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                        I only had some whiskey with my

                        scrambled eggs and sausage links,

                        Wallace. It's good for the heart.

                        But getting to the point at hand,

                        Wallace, we fished out more than

                        half a dozen fish that day,

                        remember?

                                  WALLACE

                        But we went to jail too, remember?

                                  DIRK

                        That was because you were driving

                        under the influence, stupid.

                                  WALLACE

                        No, that was two days before the

                        fishing accident. We went to jail

                        for fishing without a license that

                        day.

                                  DIRK

                        Oh, Yeah? But it was sure fun,

                        wasn't it?

                                  WALLACE

                        No! That's when my license got

                        revoked.

                                  DIRK

                        What have I been saying? You don't

                        need no license to drive if you

                        already know how to. And you don't

                        need one to hunt neither! Trust me

                        on this, Wallace. We ain't gonna

                        go to jail this time. There ain't

                        no cops that search deep in the

                        woods, 'specially at night. Why

                        would they anyway? Unless they

                        were hunting too. Huh?
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                                  WALLACE

                        You have a point there.

                                  DIRK

                        You see? You know I have a point.

              Silence begins again for a few moments.

              The CHIRPING of crickets emerge from the moist ground.

                                  WALLACE

                        This is kinda exciting.

                                  DIRK

                        Shh!

                                  WALLACE

                        Almost as exciting as watching you

                        and your pa feeding them chickens.

                                  DIRK

                        Now how can feeding chickens be

                        exciting?

                                  WALLACE

                        I said, watching you and your pa

                        feed the chickens.

                                  DIRK

                        You're stupid, Wallace. How can

                        watching people feed chickens be

                        exciting?

                                  WALLACE

                        Remember that day when your pa

                        ripped that chicken wire from the

                        fence and started whooping your

                        buttocks 'cause you dropped all of

                        them chicken eggs and ruined

                        dinner.

                                  DIRK

                        Will you shut up! And it was

                        breakfast not dinner.

                                  WALLACE

                        Then all them chickens escaped

                        through the hole in the fence that

                        your pa made and you guys had to

                        chase them chickens before they

                        would scatter around and get eaten

                        by them dogs. You was crying your

                        ass off while you was chasing them

                        too.
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                                  DIRK

                        Shut up! You're gonna make me miss.

                                  WALLACE

                        Then when you guys rounded up all

                        them chickens, your pa grabbed

                        that chicken wire again and began

                        to whoop you again. That was some

                        funny stuff, man. I shoulda had

                        one of them home recording units.

                        You know, them video cameras? I

                        could have made some pretty good

                        damn money out of it if I woulda

                        turned it into them television

                        shows. You know the ones I'm

                        talking 'bout, right?

                                  DIRK

                        Would you stop talking! How do you

                        expect me to shoot the deer if you

                        keep on talking like that? You're

                        supposed to be quiet, just like

                        when you fish. If you don't keep

                        quiet, we can't get nothing 'cause

                        you'll scare them away.

                                  WALLACE

                        Okay then, I'll be quiet.

              A few seconds later.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Dirk...

                               (silence. Clears his

                                throat)

                        ...Dirk!

                                  DIRK

                        Shh, damn it!

              Silence again. Longer this time.

                                  WALLACE

                        ...um, Dirk! Dirk!

                                  DIRK

                        What is it? Keep quiet!

                                  WALLACE

                        My ass is killing me.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, turn over.
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                                  WALLACE

                        I am turned over.

                                  DIRK

                        Geez, Louise! Quiet for a moment.

                        I hear something.

                                  WALLACE

                        You hear som--

                                  DIRK

                        SHHH! Over there. Do you see that?

                                  WALLACE

                        What? I can't see nothing.

                                  DIRK

                        I think I have a clear shot. Damn!

                        It went behind them trees. You got

                        more of that meat?

                                  WALLACE

                        Deer don't eat no meat.

              Dirk shows an impatient expression on his face. He sighs.

                                  DIRK

                        Not for it, for me. I'm starving.

                                  WALLACE

                        All I got is this melted wax lips

                        I got at the sporting goods store

                        back in town.

                                  DIRK

                        Why in the world did you buy a

                        useless thing like wax lips?

                                  WALLACE

                        I've never had one before and it

                        looked funny on the display window.

                                  DIRK

                        You could have used that money to

                        buy some beef jerky.

                                  WALLACE

                        I did...we just ate it all is all.

                                  DIRK

                        What are we supposed to eat?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Well, obviously there are deer

                        everywhere around us.

                                  DIRK

                        Everywhere around us, huh? I only

                        see one!

                                  WALLACE

                        Shh, quiet down. You'll scare it

                        away.

                                  DIRK

                        Don't quiet me down. DON'T QUIET

                        ME DOWN! I'm the one with the

                        rifle!

                                  WALLACE

                        I have one too.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, but who has the guts to pull

                        the trigger.

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh, you wanna kill me?

                                  DIRK

                        I never said that, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes, you did! Yes, you did! I

                        heard it clear and easy like. I

                        know exactly what you said, word

                        for word.

                                  DIRK

                        I don't know what you heard, but

                        I think you better clean that wax

                        outta your ears. You're going deaf.

                                  WALLACE

                        You exactly said this, word for

                        word. "I am going to kill you,

                        Wallace. Kill you good because I

                        need beef jerky." That is what you

                        said. Well, I'm sorry that you're

                        very hungry and dying of

                        starvation. But, don't you

                        underst--

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up! I did not say that. Shh,

                        it's moving again.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Shoot it quick!

                                  DIRK

                        Shh. I still don't have a good

                        shot.

                                  WALLACE

                        That way, when YOU shoot it we can

                        begin to feast.

                                  DIRK

                        That's if we kill the deer.

                                  WALLACE

                        That's true. Well, hopefully YOU

                        can kill it today, that way we can

                        eat and you can stop yelling at me

                        because of your hunger.

                                  DIRK

                        What do you mean that "I am going

                        to kill it?" You're nuts. I am not

                        the only one here. You are going

                        to take part in this too.

                                  WALLACE

                        But it's illegal. The cops can get

                        us. We're poaching.

                                  DIRK

                        We're not poaching. We're hunting.

                                  WALLACE

                        Isn't that the same as poaching?

                                  DIRK

                        No! Poachers make money out of

                        killing. We're killing...well, I'm

                        killing because we need to eat.

                                  WALLACE

                        We didn't have to come here you

                        know? We coulda gone to a

                        restaurant, like at that truck

                        stop down yonder.

                                  DIRK

                        Then why did you come with me?

                                  WALLACE

                        Because I had to drive your ass.
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                                  DIRK

                        I could have borrowed the truck.

                        You didn't have to come along.

                                  WALLACE

                        Are you nuts? I'm not going to

                        lend you my truck. You can crash

                        it, you boozer.

                                  DIRK

                        Hey! I am not a drunk. I just

                        drink...a little.

              Dirk reaches for his Tall Boy and drinks a mouthfull.

                                  WALLACE

                        Too much, is what I think.

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up. Damn, it's getting cold.

                                  WALLACE

                        Oooh-ooh, it's clear. You have a

                        clear shot. Shoot, damn it! Shoot!

              Dirk takes aim at the deer. He pulls the trigger. The deer

              FLOPS to the ground half dead.

              Both Dirk and Wallace laugh.

                                  DIRK

                        I got it. I got it!

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes, yes! It's still moving.

                                  DIRK

                        Put it out of its misery. Shoot it.

                                  WALLACE

                        No way. I ain't going to jail.

                                  DIRK

                        There are no police around. Just

                        shoot it.

                                  WALLACE

                        Fine!

              Wallace aims his gun at the deer. He pulls the trigger and

              kills the deer.
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                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        I got it.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, you got it alright. Let's go

                        before the cops show up.

              Wallace gets frightened.

                                  WALLACE

                        No! Oh, God. I don't want to go to

                        jail, Dirk. Hide me.

                                  DIRK

                        I'm lying, Wallace. You gullible

                        son of a bitch.

                                  WALLACE

                        Hey, how did you know that wearing

                        these jackets would help out?

                                  DIRK

                        You see, deer are attracted to

                        bright objects. Why do you think

                        they freeze up when they see

                        headlights on the highway?

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh, that's right. Interesting.

                        Then why did we have to hide

                        behind this big log for? I mean,

                        we coulda stood in front of the

                        the deer and they would have

                        walked towards us or something,

                        right?

                                  DIRK

                        I don't know. Let's go, help me

                        carry it.

              Dirk and Wallace head toward the dead deer.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Wallace, you ripped your jacket.

                                  WALLACE

                        Where?

              Wallace checks his jacket.
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                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Liar.

                                  DIRK

                        It's on your back.

              Wallace checks his back and notices a semi-large rip.

                                  WALLACE

                        Damn! I must have caught it on

                        some branch or something.

                                  DIRK

                        Come on, you can take care of that

                        later. Right now we need to carry

                        this deer.

                                                       FADE OUT:

              FADE IN:

              EXT. OTHER PART OF WOODS - NIGHT

              Another wooded location.

              Dirk and Wallace waltz in from the fog through the trees.

              They carry with them the dead deer.

              Wallace whistles the "Andy Griffith" tune.

                                  DIRK

                        Will you cut that out.

                                  WALLACE

                        What?

                                  DIRK

                        That whistling. It's driving me

                        nuts.

                                  WALLACE

                        But it's a favorite with the town

                        folk.

                                  DIRK

                        I don't care. You've been

                        whistling that tune for 10 minutes

                        straight now! It's annoying.

                                  WALLACE

                        Fine, I'll stop whistling.

              Wallace HUMS the "Andy Griffith" tune.
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                                  DIRK

                        That includes humming as well!

                        Let's just stop here.

              Wallace and Dirk set the deer down. They station their

              materials on the spot on the ground.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        This seems like the right spot.

                        Boy, oh boy! I sure is hungry.

                        This has got to be my lucky day.

                                  WALLACE

                        Why's that, Dirk? Because of the

                        dawn--no, wait! Doe-Rae-Mee, yeah,

                        no wait! Yeah, I was right.

                               (singing)

                        Doe, a female deer. Wait, is that

                        how she sang it?

                               (he whistles the

                                tune.)

                        Yeah.

                                  DIRK

                        What's the matter with you?

                                  WALLACE

                        It's not a dawn, it's a doe, you

                        goof!

                                  DIRK

                        What are you talking about? It's

                        still dark out. I don't think it

                        starts getting bright until around

                        six hours from now.

                                  WALLACE

                        No, a female deer.

                                  DIRK

                        Huh? What the hell was I talking

                        about before you messed my

                        thinking up? Oh, yeah? Today is my

                        lucky day.

                                  WALLACE

                        Why's that again?

                                  DIRK

                        'Cause I have you here to witness

                        it.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Witness what now, Dirk?

                                  DIRK

                        What do you mean, "Witness what

                        now?" The dog gone freaking dawn,

                        you idiot! That witness what now.

                        How can you have not been paying

                        attention, Wallace?

                                  WALLACE

                        I thought you was talking about

                        something else. But, it's still a

                        doe, though.

                                  DIRK

                        Huh?

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe, that's the name of the female

                        deer.

                                  DIRK

                        You're naming deer now? What

                        happened to Elliot?

                                  WALLACE

                        Huh, Elliot?

                                  DIRK

                        What ever. I still stand by my

                        words. A fresh kill is always a

                        good eat. Before it starts to

                        spoil on you, then you got trouble.

                                  WALLACE

                        Really?

                                  DIRK

                        Yes, really.  I gotta take a leak.

                                  WALLACE

                        Why do you need a leaf for?

                                  DIRK

                        Huh? Leak, a piss! I gotta use the

                        commode, for crying out loud.

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh? Well, dictate better, boozer.

                        While you're add it, go grab some

                        branches to make a fire.
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                                  DIRK

                        Okay. It is getting pretty chilly.

                                  WALLACE

                        Speaking of chilli, I sure could

                        use some right about now. My

                        intestines sure do need some

                        cleaning up to do.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, why don't you go and release

                        yourself?

                                  WALLACE

                        I can't. I've tried already, it

                        don't work none.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, what's wrong?

                                  WALLACE

                        I don't know, it's stuffed with

                        something that I ate from two days

                        ago. I think it was that meatloaf

                        my cousin Ryan made. I sure don't

                        know what happened to me that day.

                        But it sure goes down in history

                        in my history of memories, dog

                        gone. I haven't gone yet, you

                        know, to the bathroom.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, that's dangerous, Wallace.

                        Why don't you eat some ex-lax or

                        something?

                                  WALLACE

                        I have already. It's just stuck in

                        there with the rest of the stuff

                        in me. I ate three packets of

                        extra strength ex-lax and nothing

                        happened. It just went down like

                        regular chocolate. They just taste

                        like Hersheys to me now.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, pretty soon you'll be making

                        Hershey squirts in your drawers or

                        the bathroom if you get there.

                                  WALLACE

                        Bathroom? Have you ever wondered

                        why it's called a bathroom? Why do

                        they call it like that?

                                                                            21


                                  DIRK

                        Hell, I don't know, Wallace. Maybe

                        because that's what it's called.

                                  WALLACE

                        Think about it, though. A

                        bathroom. Shouldn't that be a room

                        filled with only a bathtub to

                        bathe in? Shouldn't it be named

                        something else?

                                  DIRK

                        Maybe.

                                  WALLACE

                        Or maybe by a different name when

                        you have to do a specific thing.

                        Like if I gotta take a piss, right?

                                  DIRK

                        I guess.

                                  WALLACE

                        I'd say I gotta go to the toilet

                        room instead of the bathroom or

                        something like that. Because I

                        ain't taking a bath, just a piss

                        in the toilet, right?

                                  DIRK

                        I suppose. But, in your case

                        around the toilet rim.

                                  WALLACE

                        And vice versa when I have to

                        shower. I'd say, I'm gonna go to

                        the shower room, because all I'm

                        doing is going to take a shower,

                        right?

                                  DIRK

                        That seems to be the situation.

                        But, that sounds too stupid

                        though. How about the rest room?

                                  WALLACE

                        Now that's stupid, ain't it? No

                        one rests in a bathroom.  All they

                        want to do is release, not rest.

                        That defeats the whole purpose.

                                  DIRK

                        The whole purpose of what? It's

                        just a name someone called it.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Well, whoever called it that

                        should be whacked on the ass with

                        a chicken wire.

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up!

                                  WALLACE

                        If they wanted to rest so badly,

                        why don't they go to their bedroom

                        and rest there?

                                  DIRK

                        I thought if they wanted to rest,

                        they would go to a restroom not a

                        bedroom? A bedroom only contains

                        a bed, right?

                                  WALLACE

                        A bedroom is for sleeping too.

                                  DIRK

                        A-ha! "A bedroom is for sleeping."

                        You're right about that. It's not

                        for resting, but for sleeping. A

                        watchful eye always--ahh, um...oh,

                        boy, I forgot how the saying goes,

                        but it goes something like that,

                        though.

                                  WALLACE

                        You have a point there, Dirk. You

                        really have a point there.

              Wallace twitches around, uncomfortable-like.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Damn!

                                  DIRK

                        What's wrong?

                                  WALLACE

                        My belly hurts. There are sounds

                        going through my intestines.

                                  DIRK

                        You just have indigestion.

                                  WALLACE

                        It can't be.
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                                  DIRK

                        Sure it is. All that damn beef

                        jerkey you ate gave you that

                        indigestion.

                                  WALLACE

                        Hey, look! I know what indigestion

                        sounds like, okay? You don't need

                        to tell me how it sounds like or

                        not. I have had this body with me

                        since I was born. This sound is

                        much different.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, how do you know this?

                                  WALLACE

                        Through my time I have guessed the

                        sounds that my body makes. And I

                        have three distinct sounds that my

                        belly makes. And one of those

                        three are it. It's not a growling

                        sound because that means that I am

                        hungry, which I am not too much,

                        by the way. The second distinct

                        sound is the indigestion you were

                        referring to, which I am not

                        having at the moment. If I had

                        that sound, it would follow up

                        with a burp. And trust me, you do

                        not want to smell my burp.

                                  DIRK

                        Please, don't.

                                  WALLACE

                        Trust me, I won't. Now, the third

                        sound sounds much like this one at

                        the moment. It's when I have to go

                        take a dump.

                                  DIRK

                        Diarhea?

                                  WALLACE

                        It seems like it, right?

                                  DIRK

                        Yes, it does. Is it?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes, it is.
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                                  DIRK

                        Then, why don't you go out and

                        take a dump in this here woods?

                        You're just helping nature by

                        fertilizing the trees.

                                  WALLACE

                        I can't do it, something is wrong.

                                  DIRK

                        Ah, gastrital problems. I have

                        some Pepto Bismol chewing tablets.

                        You want some? Well, it's obvious

                        that you do. Here, let me give you

                        some.

                                  WALLACE

                        Them chewing tablets don't work on

                        me. I prefer the Pepto Bismol

                        liquid instead. I think the liquid

                        works much better on contact than

                        the dried pill form.

                                  DIRK

                        The chewing tablets work too. I've

                        had them before, and I felt better

                        in a couple of minutes.

                                  WALLACE

                        It doesn't do it for me, though.

                        Liquid does it for me, the tablets

                        don't because I use my saliva and

                        with the tablets, it isn't a good

                        taste. And do you see how small

                        these damn tablets are. Mmmmmpphh,

                        boy! My ass is killing me. I think

                        I need one of them Proctor and

                        Gamble guys to take a look at it.

                                  DIRK

                        What's a Proctor and Gamble?

                                  WALLACE

                        You know? One of them doctors who

                        look at your ass when it gets

                        clogged up like a toilet does when

                        you over flood it.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, what on God's green earth

                        have you been swallowing?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Hey, now! Don't blasphemy, god

                        damn it! That there's a sin, god

                        damn it!

                                  DIRK

                        Sorry, Wallace. I knows how you is

                        a religious man and all. Sorry

                        about that. I take it back.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, taking it back won't do you

                        much of a difference, now would

                        it? God already heard you. He

                        knows who you are. There ain't

                        nothing to stop you from going

                        straight to hell!

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up! We're both going straight

                        to hell. We both killed a dawn

                        without a license.

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe.

                                  DIRK

                        Huh?

                                  WALLACE

                        A female de--

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up! I won't blasphemy again.

                                  WALLACE

                        You better not or I'll kick your

                        ass from here to the point of no

                        return.

                                  DIRK

                        Let's just set up the fire, huh?

                        Before the deer begins to stink

                        up. There's some flies already

                        eating it.

                                  WALLACE

                        That's eerie. I never knew flies

                        would devour stuff in the cold.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, that is weird.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Shouldn't they be sleeping or

                        something?

                                  DIRK

                        Do I look like a fucking Fly-

                        tologist to you?

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, no. You look more like a

                        drunk man with a rifle.

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up, I am not drunk. I gotta

                        go to the bathroom, uh, I mean the

                        toilet room.

                                  WALLACE

                        Now, that's just plain stupid.

                        There are no toilets around.

                        You're just letting nature takes

                        it course.

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up!

              Dirk heads out into the woods then stops shortly.

                                  WALLACE

                        What's the matter, short bladder?

                                  DIRK

                        It's dark out there. I won't be

                        able to see a thing.

                                  WALLACE

                        Man, all you gotta do is unzip,

                        and pour and make sure that you

                        won't freeze it up. And that's all

                        you gotta do.

                                  DIRK

                        What about the branches? How are

                        we gonna make a fire and eat?

                                  WALLACE

                        You're right.

                                  DIRK

                        Now toss me a flashlight.

              Wallace reaches for his backpack and pulls out a radio and

              some plates.
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                                  WALLACE

                        I forgot to pack it.

                                  DIRK

                        What do you mean you "forgot to

                        pack it?"

                                  WALLACE

                        That's exactly what you heard me

                        say. I can't do nothing about it.

                        And yelling ain't gonna solve a

                        damn thing. And we can't repeat

                        what we just did a few hours ago,

                        can we!?

                                  DIRK

                        Only if you're dead!

                                  WALLACE

                        There ya go again. Killing me.

                                  DIRK

                        I don't want to kill you. I was

                        just illustrating it.

                                  WALLACE

                        Ah, so you were drawing the design

                        of my death in your spongy little

                        drunken brain of yours, huh?

                                  DIRK

                        Just shut up. Now, how am I gonna

                        see where I'm going? For all I

                        know you probably left the car

                        keys in the truck.

              Wallace searches his pockets.

                                  WALLACE

                        You know what, I think I did.

                                  DIRK

                        Geez!

                                  WALLACE

                        I said, don't blasphemy, god damn

                        it!

                                  DIRK

                        I didn't!

              Wallace takes off his watch and tosses it to Dirk.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Here.

                                  DIRK

                        What's this?

                                  WALLACE

                        Duh! It's a watch.

                                  DIRK

                        Why do I need this sweaty mildew-

                        stained watch for?

                                  WALLACE

                        Because it has a night light on

                        it, moron. Just don't press any

                        other buttons on it. Press the

                        button that reads, "night light"

                        on it. 'Cause if you press the

                        other ones you'll mess up all the

                        information that I have stored in

                        there. It's the one on the left.

                        It shouldn't make a sound because

                        if it does make a sound, then you

                        pressed the wrong button and you

                        erased something important.

              Dirk presses a button. The watch BEEPS.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Your other left!

              Dirk presses another button. BEEP.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Just right under that one!

              Another BEEP.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        But on the left side, doofus!

              Another BEEP.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Son of a bitch! Aren't you paying

                        attention?

                                                                            29


                                  DIRK

                        All I read is Nilth. I think the

                        words rubbed off or something. Oh,

                        wait...there we go. Is that it?

              Wallace is saddened to the sight he just witnessed.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, that's it.

              Dirk heads off into the woods. He disappears in the fog.

                                  DIRK

                        I can't believe I have to use this

                        piece of shhh...

                                  WALLACE

                        Man, this jacket cost me 60 bucks.

                        I guess my grandma can sew it back

                        up.

              EXT. WET WOODED AREA

              Dirk walkS passed some creepy trees and stumbles through some

              broken branches on the ground. He stops and uses Wallace's

              watch to light the ground.

                                  DIRK

                        This damn watch doesn't work.

              Dirk bends over with the lit watch observing the ground. He

              squints his eyes.

              He picks up some branches from the ground and tosses them

              back down.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Wet stick. Wet. Wet. Wet. They're

                        all wet--no, wait...wet.

              Some flashing lights barely penetrate the wooded area. But

              they are noticeable.

              Dirk is not aware of the lights.

              EXT. OTHER PART OF WOODS - NIGHT

              There is country holiday music playing from a small radio

              beside Wallace.

              Wallace has managed to hang the dead doe on a thick branch of

              a tree with a rope.
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              A chunk of meat is missing from the doe's belly and a hind

              leg too.

                                  REPORTER (V.O.)

                        This is a WZZZ news report for the

                        greater part of Aurora. The two

                        month missing body of a hunter was

                        found earlier today by Aurora

                        Police Department near the wooded

                        area of Red Oak. The body is

                        identified as that of Derrick

                        Foreman from Aurora. Police do not

                        know if this is another victim of

                        serial killer Franklin DeVenta who

                        is still on the loose. Authorities

                        advice everyone to stay in their

                        homes as the night comes. DeVenta

                        was given life in prison but

                        managed to break out. He is still

                        on the loose. Police say that he

                        may be hiding somewhere in the Red

                        Oak area of the woods. This has

                        been a news report. For WZZZ, this

                        is Dakota Smith.

              Some country music begins to play from the speaker of the

              radio.

              Dirk walks in from the mist carrying wet branches with him.

                                  DIRK

                        There! There you go! A mighty fine

                        mess of freaking wet branches. I

                        don't know how you're going to

                        start a fire with wet branches.

              The branches scatter on the moist ground.

                                  WALLACE

                        Couldn't you find any dry ones?

                                  DIRK

                        With this light!

                                  WALLACE

                        You could have broken some limbs

                        off of the trees.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, it's apparent that it's too

                        late, huh?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Well, don't worry, I got some

                        lighter fluid and plenty of

                        lighters.

                                  DIRK

                        Where did you get all them

                        lighters from?

                                  WALLACE

                        From the store.

                                  DIRK

                        You don't need so many lighters.

                                  WALLACE

                        My grandpa's a chain smoker. He

                        smokes a lot, like two packs a

                        day. So, he'll be proud for these

                        lighters. Anyway, he gave me the

                        money for them.

                                  DIRK

                        Oh, well, if it didn't come from

                        my pay check that's good to hear.

                                  WALLACE

                        Although, I left the money on the

                        table counter in the kitchen. So,

                        I borrowed some from your pay

                        check.

                                  DIRK

                        Man, what the hell's your problem?

                        You know I'm broke. So, your grand

                        pappy is a chain smoker, huh?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yep!

                                  DIRK

                        How old is he anyway.

                                  WALLACE

                        He looks like he's 104 but he's

                        really 67.

                                  DIRK

                        I guess all that smoking messed

                        him up, huh?

                                  WALLACE

                        I guess, I don't know! Why don't

                        you ask him?
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                                  DIRK

                        Forget it.

              Dirk spreads the wet branches around on each other in a stack.

              Wallace squirts the hole liquid from the lighter fluid bottle

              on top of the branches.

              He fires up a lighter and creates a fire ball on the branches.

              Wallace takes a beef jerky from his pocket and begins to eat

              it.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Man, what the hell!

                                  WALLACE

                        What?

                                  DIRK

                        I thought you said you had no more

                        beef jerky?

                                  WALLACE

                        No, what I meant was I had no more

                        for you. Here.

              He hands Dirk a plate of doe meat.

                                  DIRK

                        What's this?

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe meat. Looks like you ripped

                        your jacket too.

              Dirk notices a rip on his shoulder.

                                  DIRK

                        Damn those wet branches.

              He rubs his cold hands near the fire. He tosses the watch

              back to Wallace. Wallace catches it and straps it back on his

              wrist.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        How am I supposed to eat this?

                                  WALLACE

                        Oops! Here's a fork and here's my

                        switch blade.
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                                  DIRK

                        You forget to bring the important

                        stuff but you remember to bring

                        the plates. Great job, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        A knife is important.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, for killing stupid people

                        like you.

                                  WALLACE

                        Are you saying you wanna kill me?

                                  DIRK

                        Now I did not say that. Stop

                        putting words in my mouth! Geez,

                        Louise.

                                  WALLACE

                        Jesus Christ. There you go again

                        with this blasphemy. You're going

                        straight to hell. Killer.

                                  DIRK

                        Hey! Will you stop it already?

                                  WALLACE

                        Okay, but you're still going down.

                                  DIRK

                        Come on, man!

                                  WALLACE

                        It's not my fault. Don't get mad

                        at me.

                                  DIRK

                        Let's just cook the dawn.

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe.

                                  DIRK

                        Doe what?

                                  WALLACE

                        A female de--

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up! How am I supposed to cook

                        this? Did you bring a pan with

                        you? I'm guessing you did.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Nope, I left it in the truck.

                                  DIRK

                        Geez--sorry. I meant to say damn

                        it.

                                  WALLACE

                        You better. Christ still likes you

                        though.

                                  DIRK

                        Even though I blasphemied?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yep!

                                  DIRK

                        You're strange, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Hey, don't you call Christ

                        strange, you'll be damned in

                        eternal hell and damnation.

                                  DIRK

                        I didn't call him strange. I

                        called you strange.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, but, I am a part of Christ.

                                  DIRK

                        So am I.

                                  WALLACE

                        Nu-uh, 'cause you sinned.

                                  DIRK

                        I sinned?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yep!

                                  DIRK

                        Look who's talking? Who is the one

                        that broke almost half of the ten

                        commandments and used up four of

                        the seven deadly sins?

                                  WALLACE

                        That doesn't mean anything 'cause

                        I went to church and talked to the

                        priest to take it back.
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                                  DIRK

                        Oh, wait a minute. You can take it

                        back, but not me, huh? And wait a

                        minute. You're not Catholic, how

                        did you get confirmed? That's

                        another sin.

                                  WALLACE

                        That's 'cause I'm special.

                                  DIRK

                        You're worthless, is what I think.

                                  WALLACE

                        Hey now!

                                  DIRK

                        Well, that's what I think of you,

                        Wallace. You can't do anything

                        about it.

                                  WALLACE

                        Fine!

                                  DIRK

                        I still don't know how to cook

                        this.

              Wallace grabs a branch from the burning fire and stabs the

              meat on Dirk's plate.

              Wallace picks up the meat and roasts it like a marshmallow.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Oh, I am amazed. You might be

                        unworthless after all.

                                  WALLACE

                        See, I told you.

                                  DIRK

                        What about you?

              Wallace grabs the doe's hind leg and grabs it by the hoof. He

              uses it like a corn dog and places it in the fire.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Good thinking.

              They begin to eat. Wallace looks over to Dirk.
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                                  WALLACE

                        This is kinda freaky.

                                  DIRK

                        What is? Eating dawn meat in the

                        fog?

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe.

                                  DIRK

                        Just get on with it.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, one time a family headed

                        down for their cabin out in the

                        woods.

                                  DIRK

                        This isn't a ghost story now, is

                        it?

                                  WALLACE

                        Just listen out.

                                  DIRK

                        Alright.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, this family went to their

                        cabin for vacation. Well, one

                        night--oh, yeah? It was a dark and

                        stormy night too.

                                  DIRK

                        Geez, not one of these.

                                  WALLACE

                        It was raining, so this kid and

                        his brother--let's call the kid,

                        um...Chester and the other one,

                        um...uh...Walter.

                                  DIRK

                        I can see this coming now.

                                  WALLACE

                        Just hear me out, god damn it!

                                  DIRK

                        Go on. And you blasphemied.

                                                                            37


                                  WALLACE

                        No, I didn't. Stop trying to stop

                        me from telling my damn story,

                        Dirk. I let you tell your damn

                        stories. It's my damn turn to tell

                        a damn story to you this damn

                        time. You always get to tell your

                        freaking stories. I want my time

                        on the spot light now, Dirk. Just

                        LET ME TELL THIS ONE!

                                  DIRK

                        Fine, fine! Just don't get angry.

                                  WALLACE

                        Now, where was I?

                                  DIRK

                        You were saying something about

                        how you pissed in your pants in

                        high school during your solo in

                        choir in front of everyone. Now

                        that sir is a story. Why don't you

                        tell that one? Or is that one

                        you're telling me now. If it is,

                        go on.

                                  WALLACE

                        Will you quiet down and let me

                        tell this creepy story to you?

                                  DIRK

                        Go on right ahead.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, Foster went to the bathroom--

                                  DIRK

                        You mean, Chester?

                                  WALLACE

                        No, it was Foster.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, but Foster is your brother.

                        And you said it was Chester.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, I said Chester. Stop trying

                        to confuse me.

                                  DIRK

                        I'm just trying to help you out,

                        Wallace.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Come on, man! Let me tell my story!

                                  DIRK

                        Well, I can't help it if you suck

                        at telling stories.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well how am I supposed to tell a

                        god damn story to you if I keep on

                        getting interrupted every single

                        time that I do?

                                  DIRK

                        But, this is your first time

                        telling a story to me.

                                  WALLACE

                        I know that, Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                        Then, why did you say that I keep

                        on interrupting your stories if I

                        never did? When you said those

                        words, you mean that you have told

                        me stories before and that I kept

                        on interrupting you. But the fact

                        is, Walter, is that I never did

                        interrupt you, until today that is.

                                  WALLACE

                        Look, I don't have to tell you

                        this story. Just forget about it,

                        okay?

                                  DIRK

                        Okay.

              Dirk goes back to eating his meat.

                                  WALLACE

                        That was supposed to be reverse

                        psychology. You were supposed to

                        let me tell my story.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, go right on ahead then with

                        your story. I ain't stopping you.

                        Am I?

                                  WALLACE

                        Here goes then. There was this

                        family that went to their cabin

                        for--
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                                  DIRK

                        I already heard this part. Can you

                        zip forward to the fun part, where

                        someone gets their head chopped

                        off.

                                  WALLACE

                        No one gets their head's chopped

                        off, Dirk. Jesus H. Christ. Let me

                        tell my god damn story!

                                  DIRK

                        Go right ahead, my dumbly friend.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, this family goes to this cabin

                        out in--

                                  DIRK

                        You already mentioned that.

                                  WALLACE

                        Will you let me tell the damn

                        story?

                                  DIRK

                        My lips are zipped.

              Dirk grabs Wallace's wax lips and places it in his mouth.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, this family--

                               (Wallace is annoyed)

                        I can't tell this story.

                                  DIRK

                               (muffled)

                        Why not?

                                  WALLACE

                        What?

              Dirk spits out the wax lips from his mouth.

                                  DIRK

                        I said, "why not?"

                                  WALLACE

                        Because of them red wax lips you

                        had on. Don't do that again. It

                        distracts me.
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                                  DIRK

                        Well, go on then. With your Nobel

                        Prize winning story.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, this family goes to their

                        cabin in the--

                                  DIRK

                        Damn it!

                                  WALLACE

                        What is it?

                                  DIRK

                        My lips are itchy.

                                  WALLACE

                        What's wrong?

                                  DIRK

                        I think those wax lips are made

                        from cheap wax. I'm allergic to

                        cheap wax. Now my tongue and lips

                        are bumpy and itchy. It all

                        started back in a cinema plex with

                        my girlfriend at the time when I

                        was still going to high school. I

                        served myself some Pepsi and

                        forgot to put the cover on the

                        cup. So, I began to drink it up

                        from the cup. But a few seconds

                        later, my lips began to itch and

                        some bumps began to appear. Also

                        in my tongue. I didn't know it

                        until I figured it out. At first

                        I thought it was my girlfriend at

                        the time. I thought she gave me

                        some sort of herpes or something.

                                  WALLACE

                        Who's telling the story here?

                                  DIRK

                        I am.

                                  WALLACE

                        No! I was. Now let me finish. Then

                        you could tell your herpes story.

                                  DIRK

                        It wasn't herpes, it was just that

                        I was allergic to cheap wax--
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                                  WALLACE

                        Tell me this later. Let me speak.

                                  DIRK

                        Go ahead then.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, this family head into their

                        cabins in the woods, right?

                                  DIRK

                        I guess so, man. I don't know. Why

                        are you asking me for?

                                  WALLACE

                        Just let me tell the damn story!

                                  DIRK

                        I'm all thumbs, I mean ears.

              Dirk clears his throat and wraps his arms across his chest.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, this family heads off into the

                        woods for a party.

                                  DIRK

                        I thought they went to the cabin

                        in the woods for vacation?

                                  WALLACE

                        Who's telling the damn story?

                                  DIRK

                        You are. But you said on vacation.

                        Now, if you are going to tell a

                        story you better remember how it

                        goes?

                                  WALLACE

                        Okay, FINE!! It was a Spring

                        Vacation then, alright?

                                  DIRK

                        I was thinking more of a Summer

                        Vacation. That, because it's a

                        longer time period and a lot of

                        things happen in them few months.

                                  (more)
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                                  DIRK (cont'd)

                        Now, in Spring Break, you have a

                        shorter amount of vacation time,

                        which in other words lacks of

                        having some fun because you have

                        to be worried about all this stuff

                        about getting home earlier to go

                        to work or school and packing and

                        knowing what to pack, etcetera,

                        etcetera, etcetera.

                                  WALLACE

                        OKAY, THEN! It takes place in the

                        Summer Time! Happy?

                                  DIRK

                        Well, I was getting adapted to the

                        Spring Break vacation, now that I

                        think of it. Because if it takes

                        place in the Summer Time, then the

                        story that you will tell me will

                        take a long ass time. And I don't

                        have that long ass time to listen

                        to your long ass story. I like

                        Spring, make it Spring.

              Wallace looses it. He breathes heavily. Almost

              hyperventilating.

              Dirk hands Wallace a spare glove then suddenly realizes

              something.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Wait a minute. I had these gloves

                        with me all this time? Geez, man,

                        I was freezing my hands off and I

                        had a pair of gloves in my pocket.

                        What an idiot I am. Before I put

                        these on, go ahead and blow into

                        this glove. It will stop you from

                        hyperventilating.

                                  WALLACE

                        I don't want your stupid glove, I

                        want your stupid attention. Now

                        listen up!

                                  DIRK

                        Let loose.

              Dirk slips the gloves onto his hands.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Now what happened was that--

                                  DIRK

                               (sighs)

                        Ahh, now that feels much warmer.

                                  WALLACE

                        Stop interrupting me, Dirk, and

                        listen up!

                                  DIRK

                        My ears and attention are open.

                                  WALLACE

                        It takes place at some cabin out

                        in the woods.

                                  DIRK

                        The Red Oak woods?

                                  WALLACE

                        Dirk!

                                  DIRK

                        Sorry, sorry. Go on Sire.

                                  WALLACE

                        A family headed out to this cabin

                        out in the woods, for Spring

                        Vacation. There were two kids,

                        Foster--

                                  DIRK

                        Chester--

                                  WALLACE

                        CHESTER! Chester and Walter. Now

                        one night, when it was all dark

                        and quiet.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, obviously. It's dark,

                        everyone's asleep.

                                  WALLACE

                        Man! What the hell?

                                  DIRK

                        Sorry, man. I'm just getting into

                        the mood. I'm paying attention. Go

                        ahead.
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                                  WALLACE

                        So, Foste--Chester, wakes up

                        because he was thirsty. He heads

                        down this long narrow path, right?

                        And quickly returns to his bedroom

                        with his brother. He tells Walter

                        that he saw someone looking at him

                        in the living room. Walter said it

                        was their father or someone,

                        because sometimes their father has

                        a sleepwalking problem. But see,

                        Chester doesn't want to go

                        anymore. But Walter does. So he

                        persuades Chester to head out back

                        and get his drink, to not be a

                        scaredy-cat in other words. But,

                        Foster still doesn't want to. So

                        what happens is that Walter gets

                        up and does it himself. He gets up

                        and heads out of the room and

                        walks down the narrow path. He

                        heads into the kitchen and grabs

                        a cup. He pours some water and

                        heads back to his room. Then he

                        gives his brother the glass of

                        water.

              Silence between the both of them.

                                  DIRK

                        That's it? Don't tell me that was

                        it?

                                  WALLACE

                        That's it.

                                  DIRK

                        Where's the punchline?

                                  WALLACE

                        Punchline? What punchline?

                                  DIRK

                        You know? The kicker, the

                        resolution. If you don't have a

                        punchline, you don't have a good

                        story. And judging by this story,

                        it wasn't very good. I don't even

                        think it's close to a story at all.

                                  WALLACE

                        What are you talking about?
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                                  DIRK

                        What happened next? I mean, when

                        Walter headed back to his room

                        with the glass of water in his

                        hand, did he see his brother all

                        chopped up by their sleepwalking

                        dad carrying a butcher's knife?

                        Something like that, man. Be

                        creative.

                                  WALLACE

                        No, all that happened was that

                        Walter gave his brother the glass

                        of water and Foster drank it all

                        and went to sleep. That's it.

                                  DIRK

                        And that's it?

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, a few minutes later, Foster

                        had to piss. So he got up and

                        released all the water that he

                        drank. Oh, yeah? I went back to

                        return the glass. I mean, Walter

                        went back to return the glass.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, that's not a story, Wallace.

                        It's nothing.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes, it is! It's something.

                                  DIRK

                        No, it's nothing. It's crap.

                                  WALLACE

                        This really happened. My brother

                        still exists. My pa didn't kill

                        him or anything.

                                  DIRK

                        Wait a minute. This was a true

                        story?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yes.

                                  DIRK

                        Why did you decide to tell it?

                                  WALLACE

                        Because it was a scary moment.
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                                  DIRK

                        Well, if nothing happened, how can

                        it have been a scary moment?

                                  WALLACE

                        At the time it sounded scary.

                        Well, to my brother at the time.

                                  DIRK

                        How about something scary?

                                  WALLACE

                        Okay. One time this fella--

                                  DIRK

                        I wasn't referring to you. I was

                        referring to me. It's my turn to

                        tell a story.

                                  WALLACE

                        But, I messed up the first one.

                                  DIRK

                        That's right, you did.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, let me tell another one?

                                  DIRK

                        No! It's my turn and I say I go

                        now. You lost your turn. Anyway,

                        you tell stupid stories. Now, here

                        it goes.

                                  WALLACE

                        Come on. It was my first time

                        telling a story. I don't know the

                        rules, man.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, listen, watch and learn my

                        friend because the next few

                        minutes of your life will change

                        sporadically, just like that.

              Dirk snaps his fingers, but his gloves are on, so no sound is

              heard, just cloth with cloth.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Here goes. This is a true story.

                        Just like yours, but an actual

                        scare.

                                  (more)
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                                  DIRK (cont'd)

                        It was said that the story that I

                        am about to tell was actually a

                        myth, "was" being the key word

                        here, my friend. I don't think

                        this was a myth at all. I believe

                        this was true. Well, the myth goes

                        that a few years back, a serial

                        killer, Franklin DeVenta, began

                        his murdering ways at a small town

                        in Illinois. The location slips me

                        at the moment, but there are a lot

                        of woods in that location. But,

                        what this guy, this killer did was

                        take his victims to these woods

                        and began ripping their flesh

                        apart, all while his victims were

                        still alive. All you could hear

                        was the agonizing screams of

                        pain...not screams of fright, but

                        of pain. See, there's a difference

                        there, Wallace. These suffering

                        victims were not screaming of

                        fright anymore, just the pain that

                        was being tormented on them. What

                        Franklin would do was...

              Dirk uses the blade that Wallace gave him for the meat.

              He demonstrates how Franklin would use the knife, like if he

              were Franklin DeVenta.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        ...take his large serrated blade

                        and slice his victims starting

                        from their forehead all the way

                        down to their belly. Oh, yeah,

                        they were naked all right. They

                        were naked and they were tied up.

                        They hung on a branch just like

                        this one right here, where you

                        hung that dawn. Come to think of

                        it, the way you hung that dawn is

                        exactly the way Franklin would

                        hang his helpless naked victims.

              Wallace cannot eat anymore. He drops the doe's hind leg on

              the ground and listens.

              Wallace trembles with fright.
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                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        He let his victims suffer

                        tremendously throughout the cold,

                        chilling night. I think his

                        victims pleaded for their lives.

                                  WALLACE

                        They pleaded to be set free?

                                  DIRK

                        No. They pleaded to be killed. How

                        would you like to be tormented,

                        just like Cyndi Lauper's song

                        goes, "All Through the Night?"

                                  WALLACE

                        I wouldn't like it one bit.

                                  DIRK

                        That's right.

                                  WALLACE

                        But, I would not want him to kill

                        me. I would have pleaded to be set

                        free.

                                  DIRK

                        You think a serial killer like

                        that is going to let anybody go?

                        I don't think so. He used their

                        flesh to cover his cold body. He

                        would dance in front of them

                        displaying their flesh. All you

                        would hear is the psychotic

                        laughter of the killer--

                               (laughs evilly)

                        and the cries of sorrow and pain

                        from the half dead.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, where is this guy now?

                                  DIRK

                        He's still in prison.

                                  WALLACE

                        What's his name again?

                                  DIRK

                        Franklin DeVenta.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Franklin? Where have I heard that

                        name before?

                                  DIRK

                        From me! I just told you the

                        story. Damn you have a short

                        attention span.

                                  WALLACE

                        Shut up.

                                  DIRK

                        Now that was a story, my friend.

                                  WALLACE

                        Shut up.

              Silence between the both of them.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing)

                        Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                        Yep.

                                  WALLACE

                        I know this will sound strange

                        but, do you get scared?

                                  DIRK

                        You're not going to start telling

                        another story are you?

                                  WALLACE

                        No, no! I just want to know if you

                        ever get scared. That's all.

                                  DIRK

                        Oh!

                                  WALLACE

                               (silence)

                        Well, do you?

                                  DIRK

                        I'm human, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        So, does that mean you are scared?
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                                  DIRK

                        I'm not scared right now at this

                        particular moment, if that's what

                        you mean. I guess I can get scared

                        at some other moment, but not

                        right now...man, what the hell are

                        you trying to say? Spit it out.

                                  WALLACE

                        While you were letting nature take

                        its course, I was listening to the

                        radio station and I heard a news

                        report.

                                  DIRK

                        And? Does the news bulletin

                        supposed to make me scared?

                                  WALLACE

                        It's what the reporter said.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, what was it?

                                  WALLACE

                        The reporter said that some

                        homicidal killer...what the hell

                        was his name, Jesus Christ? Well,

                        the reporter said that that killer

                        is out of prison. Jesus, what was

                        his freaking name?

                                  DIRK

                        So, what? They let him out? He's

                        on parole or what? That means he

                        served his time.

                                  WALLACE

                        No, he broke out of prison after

                        four years. He's out on the loose.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, la-dee-da! What do you want

                        me to do about it?

                                  WALLACE

                        The reporter said that he might

                        have killed someone in the woods.

                                  DIRK

                        Which woods?

                                  WALLACE

                        These woods.
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              You can almost hear Dirk's heart BEATING.

                                  DIRK

                        Yeah, right! Nice story, Wallace?

                                  WALLACE

                        I'm not joking. Look, listen to

                        the radio.

              The radio plays "Grandma Got Run Over By A Reindeer" by

              Willie Nelson.

                                  DIRK

                        Why in the hell are they playing

                        Christmas music in October?

                                  DISC JOCKEY

                        And that was Willie Nelson with

                        "Grandma Got Run Over By A

                        Reindeer" but not just any old

                        reindeer, a flying reindeer. Yes,

                        that's right. Deer do really fly

                        folks, especially at this time of

                        the year. Although, the weather

                        person says that we will not see

                        snow, AGAIN! Due to that we live

                        in the hot spot of the nation. And

                        here's a caller. This is WZZZ,

                        what is your plea? Boy that rhymed

                        and I didn't want too.

                                  CALLER

                        Yes, can I request a song?

                                  DISC JOCKEY

                        If you want to, that is why you

                        called, isn't it?

                                  CALLER

                        I guess.

                                  DISC JOCKEY

                        Well, let loose then.

                                  CALLER

                        Yes, can you play for me Silver

                        Bells?

                                  DISC JOCKEY

                        Because this is the time of the

                        season, I will. See you. Wait,

                        that didn't rhyme at all. Well,

                        who cares, we finally had a real

                        caller this time.
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                                  CALLER

                        Alright, thank you.

                                  DISC JOCKEY

                        We'll play that for you later on,

                        but right now another bulletin.

                                  DAKOTA

                        This is a WZZZ news report. Local

                        police have found an abandoned

                        Dodge truck near the Red Oak area.

                        Police do not know to whom it

                        belongs to due to missing license

                        plates and no other papers.

                        Authorities found beer bottles and

                        three flashlights and a compass in

                        the truck. Police officials are

                        searching the woods thoroughly for

                        more clues of the recent death of

                        a hunter. I'm Dakota Smith and

                        this was a WZZZ news report.

                                  WALLACE

                        You see? It's Franklin Ferveser

                        who's doing all this.

                                  DIRK

                        DeVenta.

                                  WALLACE

                        What?

                                  DIRK

                        It's DeVenta. His last name is

                        DeVenta.

                                  WALLACE

                        How the hell do you know that for

                        sure?

                                  DIRK

                        Because I told you the damn story,

                        Wallace! And it was passed down to

                        me from my father.

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, this Franklin Starvanaza is

                        in thes--

                                  DIRK

                        That's DeVenta, Franklin DeVenta!

                        How difficult is it to remember a

                        simple name like that, Wallace?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Well, hell, man! I wasn't born in

                        Australia. If I was, I'd be

                        pronouncing names like that left

                        and right.

                                  DIRK

                        DeVenta is an Italian name.

                                  WALLACE

                        You mean Eye-talian? So, what,

                        he's from Hawai-EYE? What the hell

                        is he doing all the way over the

                        hell over here and how come he's

                        killing people here? Hawai-EYE is

                        a nice place to kill people. I

                        guess the volcanoes are doing that

                        for him and it ain't no fun at all

                        for him.

                                  DIRK

                        He's from Europe, I think. Either

                        that, or he was born here but had

                        a father that migrated here or has

                        a last name--why am I telling you

                        this? I don't care.

                                  WALLACE

                        How do you know all this

                        information? Unless you are him.

                                  DIRK

                        For all I know you're him.

                                  WALLACE

                        For all I know you probably are

                        him!

                                  DIRK

                        I'm not!

                                  WALLACE

                        That's why you wanted to kill me

                        when we got here and then were

                        sketching out the details on how

                        to kill me. You ARE Franklin

                        Pemento!

                                  DIRK

                        I am not Franklin Demento, I mean,

                        DeVenta. Now you got me saying it.
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                                  WALLACE

                        That's why you blasphemy. Killers

                        always blasphemy. Always!

                                  DIRK

                        Shut up!

                                  WALLACE

                        That's why I don't do it, because

                        I know it's wrong and it's sinful.

                        You are going to be condemned to

                        hell is what is going to happen to

                        you.

                                  DIRK

                        Will you shut up for once,

                        Wallace. If I were Franklin

                        DeVenta, I would have killed you

                        already.

                                  WALLACE

                        Ahh, so you are the mass murderer?

                                  DIRK

                        Serial killer.

                                  WALLACE

                        Serial Killer, mass murderer,

                        whatever. Don't you dare get close

                        to me, Dirk! If that is your real

                        name.

                                  DIRK

                        No, it's Derrick! And I am not a

                        killer. Will you quit playing

                        games?

                                  WALLACE

                        I'm not playing games. I'm

                        protecting myself is what I'm

                        doing. And that is why I have my

                        trusty Winchester Rifle with me.

                                  DIRK

                        You just bought the damn rifle,

                        how can it be trusty?

                                  WALLACE

                        Trust has nothing to do with it.

                                  DIRK

                        Now you're just being cynical.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Senile is my middle name, Jack.

                                  DIRK

                        I said cynical. Well, you are

                        senile too.

                                  WALLACE

                        And serial is yours. Serial for

                        Serial Killer!

                                  DIRK

                        Will you shut your big fat

                        stinking pie hole, Wallace. Now

                        you're being stupid.

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh, I see now. You dragged me all

                        the way out here drunk and

                        stupified just to kill me because

                        that's how serial killers kill

                        people. They take you out and buy

                        you a nice lunch, then as they're

                        making the moves, they slit your

                        neck, ear to ear.

                                  DIRK

                        Moves? What boldaggering moves? I

                        wasn't making a pass at you if

                        that's what you mean. Because if

                        you are, I ain't hanging around

                        with you no more, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, and a hanging is what you

                        want. You want me to be strangling

                        from a tree branch just like this

                        one here. Strangling from my

                        strong and firm neck on a noose.

                        Then you'll be looking at me while

                        it takes hours for me to choke all

                        in all with my face all red and

                        ready to make my eyes pop. All the

                        while I will be seeing your

                        scrawny gigantic head looking at

                        my perfectly formed face while I

                        die. That is what you are going to

                        do. I just know it.

                               (he begins to cry)

                                  DIRK

                        Now what? Are you going to cry now?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Well, that's what you see. You did

                        this to me. How am I supposed to

                        feel when I know that I am going

                        to die?

                                  DIRK

                        You are going to die, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        You're going to kill me?

                                  DIRK

                               (trying to comfort

                                him)

                        No! No, no, no. I just meant some

                        other time in your life, Wally. I

                        was just trying to comfort you by

                        saying that. I am not going to

                        kill you. You'll die from cancer

                        or some other disease, maybe from

                        some form of genital herpes of

                        some sort that is incurable, I

                        don't know. Something like that,

                        you know? You won't get killed by

                        someone, just something...you

                        know? Feel better, Walter?

                                  WALLACE

                        So you're going to let me go? Are

                        you going to kill someone else or

                        are you going to stop your evil

                        ways because of what the radio

                        said? You know, it's not too late

                        to turn back now and go to the

                        cops.

                                  DIRK

                        I am not the killer. We have been

                        friends since we were little. We

                        have been together for a long

                        time, Wallace. Don't you remember?

                                  WALLACE

                        I remember when I didn't see you

                        for four years. I remembered

                        receiving letters from you, but

                        that's it. Wait a minute. Frankie

                        the fly--

                                  DIRK

                        Franklin De freaking Venta,

                        jackass!
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                                  WALLACE

                        Fine! Franklin DeVenta. He was in

                        jail for four years until he

                        escaped. Now, if I put five and

                        two together, you were in jail

                        because I did not see you for four

                        damn long ass years. Prisoners

                        write letters from jail, don't

                        they? So that makes you Franklin

                        DeVenus.

                                  DIRK

                        The reason that you didn't see me

                        for four years, Wallace, was

                        because I was in college getting

                        my associates degree, you moron.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, tell that to the judge and

                        jury, killer! Before they sentence

                        you to life in prison.

                                  DIRK

                        Don't say that again or I will

                        personally kill you before

                        Franklin DeVenta does.

              Wallace pouts.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Baby!

                                  WALLACE

                        Please, 22 year old guys and over

                        do not go to school. They graduate

                        from high school and then go to

                        college and then they graduate

                        when they are 21 or so. You my

                        friend, or should I say, killer

                        friend, are more than that. You

                        are 29 years old. I am 33. I am

                        eight years older than you. I

                        should know better than that and

                        you should know better than to try

                        to outsmart a witful person such

                        as myself.

                                  DIRK

                        You're not eight years older than

                        me, you're younger than that.

                        Don't you know how to count?
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                                  WALLACE

                        Don't mock me, mockery man! Of

                        course I know that. Who are you

                        trying kid, kiddy McGee? I knew,

                        I was just testing you, 'cause old

                        Nissan Stanza the killer there,

                        don't know how to count. So I was

                        one year off, big deal.

                                  DIRK

                        You are four years older than me.

                        Can we skip all this please? I am

                        not a damn psychotic killer, okay?

                        Are we on the ball and yarn here?

                                  WALLACE

                        That's if your thread is thicker

                        than the needle's hole.

                               (whispers)

                        Killer!

                                  DIRK

                        What was that?

                                  WALLACE

                        Nothing.

                                  DIRK

                        Let's get outta here.

                                  WALLACE

                        Why, do you think Franky will get

                        us?

                                  DIRK

                        No, because you're making me go

                        nuts. Let's pack up and go.

              Dirk notices some blood on Wallace's jacket.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        Looks like you spilled some dawn

                        blood on you.

                                  WALLACE

                        Doe.

                                  DIRK

                        Huh? Shut up! You know what I

                        meant?

              Wallace checks his jacket. Sure enough there is some blood

              pouring out.
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              Wallace cleans it with a rag, but only manages to make it

              worse by smudging it all over his jacket.

                                  WALLACE

                        Great! Just great. Now, the cops

                        are going to think that I'm

                        Franklin Ballpark.

              Dirk picks up his belongings. Wallace does the same.

                                  DIRK

                        Did you remember where we parked?

                                  WALLACE

                        Me?

                                  DIRK

                        Well, who else is around me?

                                  WALLACE

                        Sarcastic mother fuc--

                                  DIRK

                        What was that?

                                  WALLACE

                        I said nothing.

                                  DIRK

                        So where the hell did you park the

                        truck at? Left, right? Where do we

                        head off?

                                  WALLACE

                        It's somewhere headed towards the

                        north.

                                  DIRK

                        Is that the official direction

                        that we need to head to?

                                  WALLACE

                        No, that's where I parked it.

                                  DIRK

                        Just give me the map, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        What map?

                                  DIRK

                        The map that we bought at the

                        store.
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                                  WALLACE

                        I didn't buy no map, Dirk.

                                  DIRK

                        Well, what the hell DID you buy

                        then?

                                  WALLACE

                        Beef jerky and one flashlight in

                        case two of the flashlights went

                        dead.

                                  DIRK

                        Did you at least buy batteries for

                        the flashlights.

                                  WALLACE

                        Jesus, that's what I forgot to buy.

                                  DIRK

                        You just blasphemied.

                                  WALLACE

                        No I didn't! Quit lying. God don't

                        like no liars up in heaven. That's

                        a sin too. Wait a sec. You ain't

                        going to no heaven anyway. So, go

                        right on ahead and blasphemy

                        yourself straight to eternal

                        damnation!

                                  DIRK

                        Pipe down on that shit! Give me

                        the compass then.

                                  WALLACE

                        Compass?

                               (laughs)

                        Compass, he says! What a maroon.

                        What a character. A compass,

                        Einstein? Why do I need a compass

                        for? I am not going to figure out

                        the circumference of the area of

                        the woods now. Are you sure you're

                        not Franklin Crevanza?

                                  DIRK

                        That is DeVenta, for the final

                        time! How many damn times do I

                        have to tell you? Compass, stupid!

                                  (more)
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                                  DIRK (cont'd)

                        The little round thing with water

                        that has a ball inside with an

                        arrow pointing to the letter "N,"

                        which stands for North! Didn't you

                        bring it?

                                  WALLACE

                        You never told me to.

                                  DIRK

                        I kept on saying it at the store.

                        I kept on remembering it to you.

                        Don't you remember?

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh, yeah? Now I remember. But I

                        kept on telling you to remember me

                        to remember you so that you can

                        tell me to remember you to tell me

                        to remember it.

                                  DIRK

                        You lost me, Wallace.

                                  WALLACE

                        Just like you lost us in the

                        middle of nowhere.

                                  DIRK

                        I can't believe that we're lost

                        with a serial killer on the loose.

                        Wait the Moon is out. The sun sets

                        in the east, right? Doesn't it?

                                  WALLACE

                        That's the west. The sun sets in

                        the west.

                                  DIRK

                        How do you know that?

                                  WALLACE

                        I watch a lot of John Wayne movies.

                                  DIRK

                        You sure about this, now?

                                  WALLACE

                        Hell yeah, man! I have the whole

                        collection and everything. Well,

                        except for his movie in which he

                        starred with Katherine Hepburn.

                                  (more)
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                                  WALLACE (cont'd)

                        I didn't like that none. He played

                        it like he was a lover or

                        something. I kinda like to think

                        of him as the hero instead of the

                        lover.

                                  DIRK

                        I was referring to us.

                                  WALLACE

                        We're not like John Wayne.

                                  DIRK

                        I was referring to where the

                        fucking sun sets, you idiot!

                                  WALLACE

                        The east.

                                  DIRK

                        I thought a moment ago you said

                        the west?

                                  WALLACE

                        Well, why did you ask me for if

                        you knew what I said?

                                  DIRK

                        Just tell me! You said west, right?

                                  WALLACE

                        I changed my mind!

                                  DIRK

                        Damn it, Wallace! Is it the west

                        or the east in which the sun

                        fucking sets?

                                  WALLACE

                        The west.

                                  DIRK

                        Are you sure about this?

                                  WALLACE

                        Sure!

                                  DIRK

                        Okay, then. So, that means that

                        the moon is facing the opposite

                        direction which means that it is

                        facing east.
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                                  WALLACE

                        Correct on that ovulation.

                                  DIRK

                        Ovulation? You mean postulation?

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, that too. It means the same

                        thing anyway. One just means the

                        past tense, is all. I know my

                        contradictions too you know?

                                  DIRK

                        East is this way, west is that

                        way, so that means north is, wait

                        a minute...

                               (begins to remember)

                        ...WE, west left, east right,

                        north up and south down. Cool, now

                        I'm getting somewhere. North is

                        that way. Let's go.

                                  WALLACE

                        Are we just going to leave the

                        deer here?

                                  DIRK

                        Yes. It's too heavy to carry it.

                        And we need to get out of here and

                        find you a proctologist before you

                        explode. Hey, there you go,

                        Wallace. A proctologist, that's

                        what you meant to say earlier.

                                  WALLACE

                        Yeah, but Proctor and Gamble are

                        the doctors.

                                  DIRK

                        Why do I hang around with this

                        idiot? Let's hurry up outta here.

                                  WALLACE

                        Oh, so you are scared then?

                                  DIRK

                        And you're not? Wait a minute now.

                        If this is October and that

                        broadcast on the radio was

                        December, then that means you

                        placed a tape in that tape

                        recorder and played it back,

                        didn't you?

                                  (more)
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                                  DIRK (cont'd)

                        You were trying to scare me,

                        weren't you? Well, I've got to

                        admit to you, Wallace, that was a

                        great trick. That was mighty fine,

                        I like that. You got me good. I'll

                        get you back. Trust me on this, I

                        will get you--

                                  WALLACE

                        What are you talking about? This

                        is a radio receiver, it has no

                        tape deck on it. Just an FM and AM

                        tuner.

                                  DIRK

                        I guess they broadcast an old show.

                                  WALLACE

                        I guess.

              Wallace slows down on his pace. Dirk walks forward leaving

              Wallace behind.

              Wallace turns around, a spiritual light slowly beams down and

              spots a tree.

              On that tree is a large branch that holds a figure tied with

              a rope.

              That figure is a body. Wallace becomes scared. But somehow he

              can't look away. He cannot scream and is frozen in fear.

              He calls out Dirk's name but whispers.

                                  WALLACE

                               (continuing;

                                whispering)

                        Dirk! D-Di-Dirk!

              The body Wallace sees wears the same colored jacket Wallace

              wears. Dried blood stains the old jacket.

              Wallace gets closer to the body. Like an evil force beaming

              him in.

              He stretches his arm at the body and turns the backsided

              figure around.

              When the body turns around, Wallace notices an eerie

              resemblence of himself.

              The dead body hanging on the branch is of Wallace. But the

              only thing is that his body had terribly decomposed.
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              Wallace stares at the corpse's jacket and then looks down at

              his. He reaches for his backside.

              Wallace looks at his fingers and notices some red liquid

              dripping from his fingers.

              Wallace takes off his jacket and looks at a hole etched on

              the back of it. There is some red liquid attached to it.

              But what is more horrifying is that Wallace's back is

              completely covered with blood. He does not notice it until he

              tilts his head back to notice a little of the redness.

              Then at that instance, a bright light shines down upon

              Wallace. He turns slowly at the light and then...total

              darkness.

                                                       FADE OUT:

              Sounds of footsteps and dim flashes of lights pierce through

              the woods. The footsteps get closer.

              FADE IN:

              Wallace's carcass hangs on a thick limb of the tree.

              TWO police officers arrive with their flashlights.

              At that very second, Dirk rushes out of the woods and

              SCREAMS.

              But the police do not notice him and Dirk does not notice

              them either. Like if Dirk did not exist at all.

                                  DIRK

                        Oh, NO! Wallace! Wallace! He got

                        Wallace! Help me Lord, help me!

                        Wallace! You bastard! Why did you

                        have to do it! Why!

              Dirk disappears from the woods through the mist.

                                  POLICE OFFICER #1

                        Johnny, I found something over

                        here.

                                  JOHNNY

                        What is it, Ace?

                                  ACE

                        It's another body.

                                  JOHNNY

                        Check it.
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              Ace checks the body. He takes out a wallet and reads some

              information that came along with the decayed fake leather.

                                  ACE

                        It says here that this guy is

                        Wallace Shoemacker. He's the other

                        missing guy. This is the other guy

                        we're looking for.

                                  JOHNNY

                        You sure that's him?

                                  ACE

                        Here's a picture of him.

              Ace hands a picture to Johnny. Johnny spots his flashlight

              over the picture. He takes a look at it then back to the dead

              body on the ground.

                                  JOHNNY

                        He sure doesn't look like it.

                                  ACE

                        Well, he is decomposing. A few

                        months will do that to a dead

                        person.

                                  JOHNNY

                        We better call it in.

              Ace communicates into his radio reciever.

                                  ACE

                        Dispatch, we found Shoemacker,

                        Wallace. We are two miles south of

                        the truck.

              The dim sound of thumping is heard, then it gets closer. It

              is the sound of a helicopter.

              A bright spot light shines down from the ceiling of the stage.

              Some strong winds kick up as the helicopter becomes present.

                                  JOHNNY

                        What a night this has been.

                                                       FADE TO BLACK

              FADE IN:
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              EXT. OTHER PART OF WOODS - NIGHT

              A DOE hangs on a tree branch. The same doe that was hung by

              Wallace. A radio plays some country music and in comes Dirk

              carrying wet branches. Wallace is nowhere around.

                                  DIRK

                        There! There you go! A mighty fine

                        mess of freaking wet branches. I

                        don't know how you're going to

                        start a fire with wet branches.

              The branches scatter on the moist ground. Dirk talks to

              someone, an invisible Wallace.

                                  DIRK

                               (continuing)

                        With this light!

                               (pause)

                        Well, it's apparent that it's too

                        late, huh?

                               (pause)

                        Where did you get all them

                        lighters from?

                               (pause)

                        You don't need so many lighters.

                               (pause)

                        Oh, well, if it didn't come from

                        my pay check that's good to hear.

                               (pause)

                        Man, what the hell's your problem?

                        You know I'm broke. So, your grand

                        pappy is a chain smoker, huh?

                                                       FADE OUT.

              THE END

