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FADE | N:

EXT. W CCA CAWP-SI TE - DAY
CLOSE ON: JAM LLA CGREY (30), attractive, long dark hair.
JAM LLA
It’s just ... people. Enjoying sone
ti me together.

Qpposite Jamlla, is PAM FELTON (32), attractive brunette,
in a brown jacket top.

PAM
Do you know anyt hi ng about the
chil d?

JAM LLA

What do you think we are?

EXT. FARM STEAD - DAY
A dated junble of ramshackl e farm buil di ngs.

A group of vehicles, with nmen dotted around them al
FARM  HANDS with worn faces and tired expressions.

By a truck, its bonnet open, is MLES GRANT, (34). He pulls
hard on a wench, and | eans back fromhis toil, revealing
hi s unshaven, gritted features.

M LES
Try it.

In the truck is DUKE MOLES (45). He tries to gun the engine,
and is rewarded with - a splutter.

M LES ( CONT’ D)
Bi t ch.

BACKGROUND: A dull brown sedan, spew ng dust, pulls in.
M| es works the wench, as the sedan halts. Pamexits.

M LES
Try.

A splutter. Pam stops by Mles’ side. He WHACKS the w ench
on the engine.



M LES
Now

The engi ne ki cks in.

PAM
Gentl e touch, huh?

M LES
Pam

An acknow edgnent of kinds. He noves to the rear of the
truck. Pam foll ows.

PAM
What are you up to?

M LES
VWhat | have to do.

Ml es shoves a LARCE BAG to a side. Duke appears by the side
of the truck. A side of the |arge bag FALLS OPEN

M LES ( CONT' D)
Pi erce the boil

Pam | ooks at the large bag - there are GUNS insi de.

PAM
Wat are they for?

Ml es nakes to nove away. Pam pl aces her HAND on M| es’
FOREARM He | ooks at her hand, then to her.

M LES
How many nore ki ds?

PAM
| can’t let you do this.

M LES
And you can’t stop ne either.

EXT. W CCA CAMP-SI TE - DAY

The edge of a copse. Around it, the grass falls in a gen
hilled slope. Jamlla snaps up a BLUE-BELL, and twirls
her fingers.

tle
t in
Ahead of her, anong a smattering of trees, a group of people

mll around the canp-site - dressed nore |ike hippies, sone
of them gather wood and pile it together.



MARK TURNER (38), in a long blue robe, bearded, |ooks toward
Jam | | a.

MARK
VWhat did she want ?

EXT. FARM STEAD - DAY

Ml es and his cohorts clinb into the vehicles, and pull out
of the Farm stead. Pam frustrated, watches them | eaves. She
heads to her car.

PAM
Can’t let this happen.

EXT. POLI CE STATION - DAY

A dated small town structure. Pamis sedan pulls up outside.

| NT. POLI CE STATION - DAY

DAVE GOOCDVELL (54), grey police uniform overweight and
must achi oed, |ounges in a brown sw vel chair.

Pam bursts into the station.

PAM
You gotta do sonet hi ng.

Dave shrugs.

DAVE
"bout what ?

PAM
Mles. He's going after the Wcca.

DAVE
That a crinme?

PAM
He' s got guns.

DAVE
Everybody got guns.

PAM
He thi nks the Wcca took the child.



DAVE
So do nost fol ks.

PAM
You goin’ to just sit there?

DAVE
You got a crime conmtted?

PAM
It’s going to bel

Dave shrugs.

DAVE
So tell ne when it’'s done.

INT. MLES PICK-UP - MOVING - DUSK
Duke strokes a small toy PINK RABBIT. He | ooks at M| es.

DUKE
You sure about this?

A beat .

M LES
Do you want your child back?

Duke presses the stomach of the rabbit with his thunb.

DUKE
Taki ng justice in your own hands?

M LES
Justice don’'t care who's hands it's
in, long as the job gets done.

M| es shoots a steely gl ance at Duke.
M LES ( CONT’ D)
Got anyone el se in mnd?
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DUSK

ALAI N STEAD (25), bring two COFFEES fromthe back of the
station. He places one near to Dave.

ALAI' N
Somret hi ng happeni ng?



DAVE
WIl be. Gven tine.

EXT. CAR- PARK - DUSK
A dirt-scruff car-park, bottomof the hill fromthe copse.

Mles truck pulls up followed by the other vehicles. The
Farm hands exit their rides, and gather round Mles at the
rear of his truck. MIles hands out shot guns.

M LES
Now, you all handl ed guns before.

DUKE
We shot fox and pheasant.

M LES
Just the sane. ’'cept we got bigger
targets now.
Some of the Farm hands | augh. M|es nods toward the hill --
M LES POV: A canpfire in the distance, people round it.
BACK TO SCENE

M LES ( CONT’ D)
Spread wi de and wait on ny say.

FARM HAND #1
We taking themall?

M LES
You plan on taking sonme hone?

The Farm hands chuckl e, and nove off toward the copse.

DUKE
Pl anni ng a nassacre?
M LES
Call it ... elimnating. A threat.

I NT. PAM S CAR - MOVI NG - DUSK

Pam peers through the w ndscreen, straining to see.



EXT. CAMP-SI TE - DUSK

Wood piled high burns in the md-light - sending sparks
hoping off. Gathered round the fire - the Wcca play drums
and rustic instruments - nel odic SONGS echo through the
wooded ar ea.

EXT. CAMP-SI TE EDGE - DUSK

Ml es and his nmen, stooped forward, spread out in a wide arc
as they nove stealthily toward the canp.

Duke, unsure, hesitates - he rubs the pink rabbit.
DUKE
(whi spers)
| just ain't too sure.

EXT. CAR- PARK - DUSK

Pamis car pulls into the car-park. She exits her car, and
checks the trucks - the BAGwth the guns is enpty.

She | ooks up the hill toward the canp, as --
CAMP- FI RE

Mles and his nmen rise fromtheir positions - the CRACK of
lock "n” loading splinters the nelodies of the Wcca --

CAR- PARK
Pam steps forward - eyes fixed on the canp-site as --

PAM S POV: The copse LI GHTS UP as shot-gun blasts rip out.

EXT. CAMP-SITE - DUSK
Chaos. The Wcca run pani cked one way and the other.

A Farmhand BLASTS t he back of a Wcca who falls FACE- FI RST
into the burning canp-fire.

A femal e slips on the nuddied ground - a Farm hand reaches
her and points his shot-gun at the small of her back.

FARM HAND
Looki ng for sonething, bitch?

She turns her fear-stricken face to himas - BAM He blows a
bl oody hole in the snmall of her back.



By a TREE Mark Turner, the blue-robed Wcca, protects two
wonen from a FAT FARM HAND.

MARK
Pl ease! | beg you.

Fat Farm Hand pl aces his shot-gun agai nst Mark’s head.

FAT FARM HAND
Beg ny gun, asshol e.

BAM Mark tw st side-ways as lead's planted into his head.
The wonen SCREAM

The Fat FarmrHand | ooks to his |left - a BEARDED FARM HAND
stands close with a snoking gun.

BEARDED FARM HAND
You going to talk himto death?

FAT FARM HAND
That was ny bitch, asshole.

Bear ded Farm Hand | ooks toward the two petrified wonen.

BEARDED FARM HAND
Still got a bitch each.

BAM BAM BAM - they pour their guns into the two wonen -
ripping theminto a bl oodi ed ness.

EDGE OF THE COPSE
Duke | ooks on. Horrified. He slowy shakes his head.

DUKE
No, no, this is not...

He turns and runs into... PAM

DUKE ( CONT’ D)
You gotta stop this.

PAM
Call the sheriff. Now Do it!
Duke sprints down the hill, as Pamruns toward the --
CAMP- FI RE

She trips over a BLOODI ED CORPSE - |ooks at it with disgust.

Mles is a few feet away. He BLASTS a pl eadi ng Wcca.



PAM
STOP THI SI' STOP!

Mles turns. Gun-shots ring out in the back-ground.

Pam stunbles up to M1 es.

PAM
This was your plan! A massacre!
M LES
| call it cleansing.
(shout s)

W' re done boys.

PAM
You are insane!

M LES
| mnot nmad, Pam W just see
things different ways, that’s all

She | aughs an i ncredul ous | augh.

EXT. CAR- PARK - DUSK
Duke, panicked, funmbles with a RAD O

DUKE
Sheri ff!

| NTERCUT W TH:

| NT. POLI CE STATION - DAY

Dave | eans forward to pick up a hand-set.

DAVE
Goodwel | .
DUKE
You gotta get down here - he’s
killin everyone in sight.
DAVE

VWho'm | talking to?

DUKE
Damm, Dave! It’s Duke. Mles is
mur dering every |last one of ’emnl



DAVE
Now j ust you cal m down.
(to Al ain)
Looks i ke we're on.

EXT. CAMP-SI TE - DUSK

Pam surveys the scene around her. Death everywhere. She
wanders, |ost, bereaved, unable to conprehend -- anything.

A whi nper. Pamis al erted.

PAM
Hel | 0?

That whi nper again. Pamturns toward a | arge TREE | ain on
its side. She heads toward it.

PAM
Hey - anyone there?

She reaches the forlorn tree, and in a gape, she spots a
SVMALL CHI LD - ragged blond hair, and a face full of fear.

PAM
Hey honey. What are you doi ng? Are
you okay?

The child, in a foetal position, waps herself closer. Pam
rests a HAND on the trunk and | owers herself. A HAND grabs
Pam s hand. Pam Junps. Jam |l a raises her bloodied face over
the side of the trunk

JAM LLA
Hel p ne.

Pam | ooks to the child, to Jamlla, and back to the child.

PAM
Wait there honey. 1'Il be with you.

Jam |l a struggles up the trunk, pulling Pamtoward her.

JAM LLA
You see what they did?

Pul | i ng Pam cl oser.

JAM LLA ( CONT’ D)
Sl aught ered us. Like dogs.



10.

Jam |l a GRABS the back of Panmis head and pulls it toward
her, forcing their lips to EMBRACE - Pam struggles to PULL
BACK - Jamlla pulls in harder - Panmis SKIN turns WH TE as
life leaves it, and it shrivels, aged and contorted.

Pamis struggle relents and she falls linp. Jamlla s wounds
heal, as -- SHE TAKES ON PAM S FORM She takes a grip of
Pam s brown jacket.

JAM LLA
| so love that.
EXT. CAR- PARK - DUSK
Ml es shoves the | ast of the shot-guns back into the bag.
Pami s car in the back-ground is the only other vehicle.
Duke stares at M| es.

Jami |l la (as Pan) heads toward them She carries the child,
who sits stiff as a board on her hips. The child spots Duke.

CH LD
DADDY

Duke spins round, and sprints toward her - the child shoves
herself off Jamlla and runs toward her father - they
enbrace as he gathers her up into his arns.

Jam || a approaches M| es.

JAM LLA
Chance of a lift into town?

M LES
Get in.

Mles junps in - shotgun on his |ap.

Jamlla gets in, and | ooks toward Mles. MIles places his
HAND on Jamlla s FOREARM Instinctively, she w thdraws.

BAM Mles blows Jamlla s brains out.
M LES
The dunb don’t live long in this
town, bitch.

FADE TO BLACK



