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FADE IN
EXT   THE WOODS – NIGHT

The sound of heavy breathing, leaves crunching.  There is movement.

A young woman runs hysterically through the woods, screaming in agony.  Leaves and tree branches fly at her face.

She stumbles to the ground, claws at the earth and then clamors to her feet.  Her face and hands are splattered with blood.  The front of her shirt is torn open.

She continues on, fleeing from some unseen terror.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – NIGHT

A narrow country road winds its way through the lay of the land.  Trees align each side of the roadway, casting dark shadows.

The woman stumbles from the understory, comes to a halt in the middle of the road right as...
A set of headlights appear, dead ahead.  
WOMAN

Help!

She throws up her hands, waves frantically.  The vehicle skids, careens towards her.  
She mouths a horrifying scream but it is only the deafening screech of burning rubber that fills the air...
INSERT – NEWSPAPER CLIPPING

An item in the Cumbrian Gazette:

DAUGHTER OF LOCAL POLICE CHIEF KILLED IN VEHICLE ACCIDENT, POSSIBLE CONNECTION TO MISSING WOMEN.
The daughter of local police Chief Timothy Ellis was struck and killed by a passing motorist late Saturday evening along a quiet stretch of road near Ambleside in the Southern Lake District.

Police have hinted at a possible connection to the disappearance of three other women in as many months.  
EXT   ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE – LAKE DISTRICT - DAY

The scene is mountainous and pastoral.  
Two backpack-clad young women appear, hiking together down a lonely stretch of country road.  Both are 22.  JULIE is tall, willowy and adventurous.  LAURA is petite and homely.  
EXT   STREAMSIDE – DAY

A narrow stream, no more than a few feet wide, gently pools and cascades along a rocky incline.

Laura lies seated on the grassy bank, listening with intensity under the mottled shade of low-lying branches.  
Across from her stands Julie on a boulder in the middle of the stream, boldly reciting verses from a book of Lakeland poets:
JULIE

Strange fits of passion have I known.  And I will dare to tell, but in the lover’s ear alone...

Over her voice...

DISSOLVE TO:

MONTAGE:
A series of prior shared moments from the girl’s hiking trip. 
· The two friends entice a lamb to the edge of a wire fence and begin lavishing the little beast with affection.
· They converse now with a local man by the side of the road as he points them on their way.  The figure of another man in the far distance is faintly visible, appearing to take more than a passing interest in the two girls.  
· The two girls find themselves alone down a narrow lane.  They enter into a churchyard, treading lightly past ancient gravestones.  
· A signpost directs them down a narrow junction.  From behind the wheel of a small sedan the same man from before can be seen, keeping a watchful eye on the two girls as he trails a short distance behind.

· Upon a patchwork hillside the two of them ascend.  Laura pauses to snap a photo of the landscape.  She then snaps one of Julie who strikes a provocative pose.

DISSOLVE BACK TO:

EXT   STREAMSIDE – DAY

Julie finishes it off with a dramatic flourish.

JULIE

...what fond and wayward thoughts will slide, into a lover’s head.  ‘Oh mercy!’ to myself I cried, if Lucy should be dead!

She allows a moment for the sensation to subside and then steps back onto the grassy bank.

She slides a feather into the book to mark its place, secures it carefully into her pack.  Stitched onto the pouch flap is a red maple leaf patch.
They gather up their gear and start up the embankment. Just then a sound - a twig snapping under foot.  Laura pauses.

JULIE

(Looking back)

What is it?
Another snap - closer.  And then a flash of movement from within the brush.  They stand now on heightened guard.  
LAURA

Hello?

The sounds continue.  Their eyes trace the movement until...a sheep emerges from the brush.  It lets out a ‘Baa’ as both girls heave an embarrassed sigh. 
JULIE

(Off her look)

I knew it... I did – honest.

Laura grins as they continue up the embankment.  They set foot back onto the pavement.  Up ahead a farmer herds the rest of his flock across the road. 
JULIE

(Noticing)

Oh yeah.  Now that’s more like it.

She fishes out her camera and quickly snaps a picture of him.  He smiles oddly and then tips his hat to the two girls.  
JULIE

Look at him.  I mean, tell me – is that not the classic image right there.
LAURA

C’mon.  He probably thinks we’re a couple of aliens watching him.

Laura glances behind her – the stray can be heard foraging down by the stream.  She shouts to the farmer:
LAURA

Excuse me - you’re missing one.  You’ve got a stray down by the creek?

Rustling sounds continue.  She peers into the brush.

LAURA

(Enticing)

Hey there.  Over here... Poor thing.  It’s probably lost.  
Right then the little animal pounces unexpectantly out from the bushes at a different spot as it dashes over to rejoin the herd.  
Laura spins around and then glances back towards the stream, perplexed.  Julie, meanwhile, aims her camera on the man once more.  
JULIE

He’s probably a loner - the last of his kind, struggling with tradition as he strives for certainty in a changing world.

LAURA
Or he could be a cross-dressing psychopath... C’mon.  We should probably be heading back now.

Laura slings her pack over her shoulder, starts down the narrow road.  Julie snaps the photo and then rushes to catch up with her friend.

BACK STREAMSIDE: 

A tall, male figure (STRANGER) emerges from the brush.  An old-school style ivy cap is slumped forward on his head, partially obscuring his face.
He remains still, his gaze trained on the two girls as they disappear around the bend.  
EXT   VILLAGE - NIGHT

Laura and Julie enter a busy tavern.
INT   TAVERN – NIGHT
Cramped and cavernous.  The two girls find their way inside.  
LAURA
I don’t see anywhere to sit.
JULIE

Let’s just find somewhere to stand.

They maneuver their way over to a spot.  Just then a commotion:

A drink is spilled as a young man (STEVE, 27) has a confrontation with a fellow patron up at the bar. 

PATRON

Murderer.

STEVE

What did you say?

PATRON
You heard me.

(Goading)

Come on.  
Steve stands his ground.  A friend (PETER, also 27) steps over to intervene.

PETER
All right, that’s enough.  Go on – get out of here.

PATRON

We know you did it.  

Steve gives him another shove.  Peter gets between them now.

PETER

I said that’s enough.

PATRON

(Grins)

That’s quite a temper you’ve got... Don’t worry - the truth will come out eventually.
PETER

That’s right and when it does he’ll finally be vindicated.  Now go on.

Emotions simmer as the patron backs off.  Peter guides his friend away.
Laura and Julie shuffle back a step, steering clear of things.
LAURA

The natives don’t seem very friendly.

Next to them the barmaid tosses Steve a cloth.  He uses it to dry himself off.

STEVE
(Fuming)

Bastards.


BARMAID

Easy now.  Take it outside if you’re gonna cause trouble.
Just then he brushes into the two girls.  
STEVE

Watch where you’re going--
He spins around, sees two pretty faces and then instantly softens.

STEVE
Sorry... 
Both Laura and Julie look to move past him.
STEVE

It was my fault.

 (Persists)

Really.  Here, can I get you two something - a drink maybe?  
JULIE

(Polite smile)

No thanks.

STEVE

Just to sit then - with my friend here.  If you don’t like my company then you can move to another table.  No harm in that, is there?

Julie looks to Laura but she relents; it’s her call.
JULIE

Alright.

STEVE

Great.  Have you got somewhere to sit then?  We have a table over here if you like?

The four of them quickly acquaint themselves as they head off together.

STEVE

You must be new here?  I’m Steve by the way.  This is Peter... Where did you say you were from?
JULIE

Canada.

STEVE

The colonies?  Well then, welcome to the mother country.

OVER AT THE ENTRANCEWAY:
The Stranger appears.  He pauses in the doorway as his eyes unobtrusively survey the interior.  
At first glance he seems unassuming.  His expression is plain yet he carries himself with the look of heavy burden.  He’s about 50 years old with tired, knowing eyes.
Carefully he finds his way inside.  

OVER AT A TABLE:

The four of them are seated together now.

JULIE

(Nods towards bar)

What was that all about?

Steve glares back over towards the patron, now seated amongst a few of his mates.

STEVE

Nothing.  Just a little misunderstanding, that’s all.

(Then, speaking around the subject)

So, how are you enjoying your stay so far?
INT   TAVERN – A LITTLE LATER

Tensions have subsided.  Laughter and chatter fill the room.

THE STRANGER

sits quietly by himself at a corner table, nursing a pint of ale.  
Across the room from him the two girls, along with their suitors, converse over by the dartboard.  Julie laughs absentmindedly as she tosses a wisp of hair over her shoulder.  
He observes them out of the corner of his eye, discreetly yet with an obvious sense of purpose.  
LAURA AND PETER
linger awkwardly together.  Laura forces a smile but doesn’t quite pull it off.  Behind them Steve is teaching Julie the fine art of throwing a dart. 
PETER

So, what are your plans while you’re in town then?

LAURA

We thought we might check out Wordsworth’s gravesite, then maybe follow the trail into Ambleside.

PETER

Yeah?  Are you into the poets then?

LAURA

I adore them - all of the Lakeland poets actually.  I’ve dreamt of coming here since I was a child.  
PETER

Yeah?

Peter feigns a high level of interest now.

LAURA

That’s why we came here.  We both study English literature back home.  I wanted to see what inspired them to write such beautiful words.
Laura’s gaze drifts slowly towards the rafters, as if seeking something elusive, slightly beyond her grasp.  

PETER

Plan on being a poet yourself then, do you?

LAURA

(Dreamily)

I admire their passion.  
Peter nudges in a little closer, encouraged.
LAURA

Sorry, I’m not boring you, am I?

PETER
Not at all... I know how you feel.
LAURA

You do?

PETER

Sure.

Seizing this opportunity, Peter makes his move.  He slides his arm around her.
LAURA

What are you doing?

PETER

You need a little passion in your life.  I can understand that.
He kisses her now, hands roaming.

LAURA

Hey.

She squirms, begins to struggle.

THE STRANGER 

notices her struggle and rises from his seat.  He holds back for the moment.
LAURA

grabs a glass of beer, splashes it into Peter’s face.  
LAURA

Jerk.

Julie looks up now, taking notice of this scene.

JULIE

Is everything alright?

Laura glares over towards Peter as she readjusts her attire.

LAURA

Yes.  I was just saying goodbye, that’s all.
She storms out the door.  Julie glances after her friend and then looks to Steve, torn.  
JULIE

I should go.

STEVE

Are you sure?

(Relents)
Alright... Maybe we could get together later then?

JULIE

Sure. 
Julie races after her.  Steve looks to his friend now, a little dumbfounded but slightly amused.  He tosses him a cloth.
STEVE

What did you say to her?
THE STRANGER 
watches her exit and then reluctantly withdraws back into his seat.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – DAWN

The sun breaks over this vast Cumbrian landscape.  The mountainside is awash in lavender.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

Laura and Julie, both back-pack bound again, leave behind the village on foot as they embark on their trip.  They stop momentarily to converse with a pair of cyclists.

Trailing a short distance behind, the stranger follows in his sedan.  He stops at an intersection, watches the two girls take off again as they follow a trail marker down a narrow junction.

He pulls slowly ahead and maneuvers alongside the two cyclists.
STRANGER

Hi there.  I’m new here.  Can you tell me – is this the way into Ambleside?

CYCLIST

Yeah.  Just stay on this road here and follow the signs. 
STRANGER

(Nods)

On this road?  I saw those two girls up there you were talking to.  I thought perhaps I might have to turn off of here somewhere.

CYCLIST

No.  They’re heading over to Rydal Mount.  You’ll want to stick to the main road.

STRANGER

To Rydal Mount?  I see.  Thank you.

He smiles his appreciation and pulls away.
EXT   VILLAGE – DAY

Steve strolls down the walkway, looking lost.  He pauses in front of a small sidewalk café, lights up a cigarette and takes a few puffs.  
A woman from inside, the WIFE of the owner, comes to the window, eyeing him with a vague look.

He notices her and they exchange pleasant looks.  She unlocks the door.  He stomps out the butt and steps inside.

INT   CAFÉ – DAY

Steve moves a few paces inside but goes no further.  He stands formal now.  A strained silence fills the room.
WIFE
How are things? 
STEVE
(Shrugs)

Fine, I guess.

WIFE

Work keeping you busy on the farm?  
STEVE

Yeah.  I’m heading out there later this afternoon to run a few errands.

WIFE

That’s good.

Just then the HUSBAND, dressed up as a cook with a white apron, enters from the back kitchen.  He glares over towards Steve.

HUSBAND
(Coldly)

We don’t open for another twenty minutes.
WIFE

We’re just having a chat, that’s all.  

The husband turns a cold shoulder and retreats back into the kitchen.

WIFE

Don’t mind him.  You know how he is.

STEVE

 (Turns away)

I’ve had it with people turning their shoulder every time they see me walking down the street.  I haven’t done anything wrong.

WIFE

No one’s saying that you have.

STEVE

But they think it... Am I right?

WIFE

I don’t know... Don’t worry.  I’m sure this will all get cleared up eventually.

She touches him on the shoulder, hiding any suspicion under the veil of a reassuring smile.

WIFE

Sit down.  Have some coffee.  You know you’re always welcome here.

Just then the door clangs as Peter enters.  Right away he senses the unease in the room.

PETER

What’s up?

STEVE

Nothing.

PETER

 (To wife)

How about some coffee love?  
He takes a seat next to his friend as the wife heads off.

PETER

So, how’d you make out with that girl last night?  C’mon – let’s have it.

STEVE

There’s nothing to tell.  Better than you I imagine.

Peter grins, then becomes very serious.  He leans in close to Steve.

PETER

Have the police been in contact with you again?

STEVE

No.  They’ve been pretty quiet lately.  What do you think that means?

PETER

I’m not sure.  Maybe they have nothing.  

STEVE

(Disheartened)

Yeah, maybe.

PETER

Keep your chin up.  It’ll be alright.

STEVE

Easy for you to say.  I didn’t kill those women Peter.  I’m not a murderer.  You believe me, don’t you?

PETER

Of course.

STEVE
It’s those damn police.  They aren’t interested in the truth.  All they’re after is a conviction... I’m telling you, there’s someone else out there.  They’re after the wrong guy.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The two girls are ascending a remote section of countryside.  

Laura begins to lag. 
LAURA

One foot in front of the other – right Julie?  Is that how it goes?
JULIE

That’s it.  Nothing to it.
They trudge along.  
LAURA

Hey Julie?

JULIE

Hey what?
LAURA

You’d tell me if we were lost, wouldn’t you?
JULIE

And what makes you think that?
LAURA

Oh, I don’t know – we just passed by two separate turnoffs back there, I haven’t seen a trail marker in ages.  I was just beginning to wonder, that’s all.
JULIE

This is the right way; it has to be.  Besides, we’re still heading north. 
LAURA

North - are you sure?  Then why is the sun at our backs now?  It wasn’t before.
Suddenly Julie seems uncertain.  She pauses a moment as the two friends look to one another, each at a loss.
They stand around.  

JULIE

(Nods hillside)

Maybe one of these sheep can tell us.

EXT   ROADSIDE – DAY

Partially obscured by a drooping branch limb the stranger observes the two girls from the edge of the road a short ways back.

He stands motionless next to his car, poised in a voyeuristic gaze.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

Laura and Julie continue to linger. 
LAURA

Why don’t we just turn back, find the nearest trail marker and go from there.  What does the map say?
She looks to her friend but Julie is intensely focused now, gazing trance-like down the road ahead.

JULIE

No.  This is the right way.

LAURA

It is?  Are you sure?
JULIE
Yes.  We’re on the right path.  I can feel it.
A delicious grin quickly spreads across Julie’s face.
JULIE

Can there be any greater joy than wandering down an unknown road, towards an uncertain destination?  Onward we must go.

She marches boldly forth.  Laura tags reluctantly behind.
LAURA

Well, as long as you’re sure.
EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – JUNCTION – DAY

A quiet respite.  Laura and Julie lie seated next to each other in the tall grass in front of a wooden trail marker at the edge of the road.  Their packs are strewn off next to them. 
Laura scribbles down a few notes in a journal.

JULIE

(Invigorated)

Wooah.  This is the life, isn’t it?
Julie gets to her feet and performs a stretch.  She dampens a red bandana from her pack and ties it around her forehead.

She takes in the scenery now.  The view from this vantage point offers them a glimpse of a lake in the valley bottom.
JULIE

Did I not tell you we were on the right path?  Are my instincts right or are they right?

LAURA

You’re truly one with the universe.

Julie unbuttons her shirt, allows it to flap open now in the breeze.  
JULIE

Only a lesser man follows the flock.  To be truly great you must follow your passion.
Julie stares back out at the scenery.  Just then her eyes catch a glimpse of the stranger eyeing them from behind a cluster of trees in a nearby field.

JULIE

(Off guard)

Shit.

LAURA

What? 
Quickly Julie covers herself back up. 
LAURA
What is it?

JULIE
That man.
Laura gets to her feet.  She sees him now too.  The stranger retreats back, as if realizing his cover were blown. 

LAURA
Hey – wait.  That’s him.  That’s the man from the pub the other night.  
JULIE

Are you sure?
LAURA

I’m positive.  

They look to each other, averting their eyes for only a split second but when they glance back at him...he’s not there.
JULIE
Wait – where’d he go?  Do you see him now?
They both scan the horizon.  The spot he occupied is now empty, however a few trees and branches obscure their view; he could still be lurking about somewhere.  

LAURA
(Uncertain)

I’m not sure.

They continue to look.

LAURA

I guess he’s gone. 
JULIE

Yeah.  I guess.

 (Grabs her pack)

C’mon.  Let’s just go.

Julie heads off, follows the trail marker down a narrow side road.  
Laura pauses a moment as she eyes the sign.  It reads ‘Rydal Mount’.  

She nudges it a few times in the ground – it’s fairly loose, shifting and turning quite easily.

Julie stops and looks back on her.

JULIE

Laura?  Are you coming or what?

LAURA

(Confused, glancing about)

I don’t know – are you sure this is the right way?

JULIE

Yeah, of course it is.  C’mon – let’s go.

Laura relents and rushes to catch up with her friend.

EXT   SIDE ROAD – DAY

The road has transformed into a torturously winding narrow lane.  Open fields and countryside surround them from all sides.

The two girls finally pause and look to one another. 
LAURA

This doesn’t seem right.  I don’t think we’re going the right way.

JULIE

It has to be.

LAURA

I don’t know.  We should have been there by now.

A moment of silence passes as they ponder their predicament.

LAURA

I knew it.  I knew we were going the wrong way. 
JULIE

Just relax, would you?    
(Gazes onward)

Let’s just keep going.  It’s bound to take us somewhere.

Julie wanders on up ahead but Laura’s feet remain rooted on the ground.
LAURA

I don’t know... There was a cottage back there a short ways.  Maybe we should head back there and ask for directions?
Julie continues on.  Laura bristles as she tags after her.
LAURA
Julie?  Don’t you think we should just turn around?
JULIE

And go where – back from where we already came?  Forget that.  

LAURA

But this isn’t the right way.

JULIE

So?

LAURA

So, don’t you think we should stick to the plan? 
JULIE

God – you and your precious plans.  Live a little, why don’t you? 

LAURA

Oh right.  I forgot.  You – little miss enlightenment, only follows her passion.  No sense holding onto logic or reason now, is there?
JULIE

Fine – go back yourself then if you want.

LAURA

Maybe I will.
Laura halts and waits impatiently but Julie strolls right along ahead.  

LAURA

(As a threat)

I’m going.

JULIE

So go.  La-dee-fucking-duh.

LAURA

Fine then.  We’ll see how far you get on your own.

JULIE

Fine.
Laura heaves a deep sigh as she turns and heads back down the narrow roadway.  
LAURA
(A grumble)

Fine.
EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

The stranger maintains his position along a tree-cluster in a nearby field.  

He watches now as the two girls split off in separate directions.  
EXT   SIDE ROAD - DAY
Laura marches defiantly down the road.  She arrives back at the junction and then stops.  
She stews a moment, eyeing the trail marker and then takes a quick glance at her watch.  Finally:
LAURA

Damn it Julie.  This is stupid.

She turns around and heads back.

EXT   SIDE ROAD – DAY

Julie strolls lazily onward, unaware of time or distance.  She pauses momentarily and wipes her brow.  
She takes a swig from her water bottle but finds it empty.  She squeezes out a drop and then slaps at a mosquito on her thigh.  Agitated now, she looks around distractedly, collecting her bearings.

THE STRANGER 

follows slowly behind on foot.  He pauses, observing her up ahead.  He watches now from this spot.

JULIE

glances about when her eyes lock on the stranger.  She freezes.  
He stands in plain sight at the edge of the road a short ways back, maintaining a purposeful gaze upon her.

JULIE

You got a problem?

He says nothing.  She holds her ground.  
JULIE
Yeah, well...screw off.
An approaching vehicle catches her attention.  She turns to see a pickup truck appear from around the bend.  
It pulls to a stop next to her.  A load of hay is piled high in the back carriage.  The driver turns to her – it’s Steve.  
STEVE
Hi there.  

JULIE

Hi?  

STEVE
What brings you out this way?

JULIE

Uh, no reason.  Just looking to get lost.  

Right then Steve catches sight of the stranger.

STEVE
That’s not an easy thing to do out here.

His eyes remain locked on him.  Julie notices this.
JULIE

What is it?  Do you know him?

STEVE

Yes.

JULIE

Who is he?

STEVE

No one – just some crazy old man... C’mon, I’ll give you a lift.
Julie throws her pack into the back, takes a seat next to him in his truck.  
The stranger stands motionless as they drive directly past him.

He stares after them now, watching as they disappear around the bend.

EXT   SIDE ROAD - DAY

Laura pushes onward, appearing to wane.  Finally she pauses next to a cluster of trees.  Just then:

STRANGER (O.S.)
You won’t find your friend here.

A gasp as she spins around.  He steps out from the shadows and comes towards her. 

STRANGER

She went off with that young fellow she was with last night.

(Then, with urgency)

Listen to me.  I need to talk to you.  It’s important.  You’re friend’s in great danger.

LAURA

What do you want?

STRANGER

I’m not who you think I am.  You must trust me.  There’s something I have to tell you.

LAURA

Why are you following us?

STRANGER

This isn’t easy.  If you could just come with me I can explain.

The stranger reaches out to her, offering his hand.

STRANGER

Please.  

He speaks with a soft, insinuating voice.  There’s a look of pleading in his eyes.  Hesitantly she accepts his hand as he gently draws her towards him.  

STRANGER

We should go somewhere and talk.  There’s much we need to discuss.

He holds his grip on her.  Suddenly she panics.

LAURA

No!

STRANGER

Wait... Don’t go!

Laura struggles with him.  She breaks free and takes off.

STRANGER

Damn it!

He staggers after her but then relents, fighting off the urge.  He watches resolutely now as she rushes away. 

EXT   VILLAGE – DAY

Laura wanders back into town.  There is a purpose in her stride as she proceeds directly into the village square.  

At a street corner, Peter is engaged in conversation on his cell-phone.  He notices Laura pass him by on the sidewalk.
PETER (Into his cell)

I’ll call you back.

He chases after her.

PETER

Laura?  Hey – wait up.
Laura ignores him, keeps walking.  He catches up.
PETER

What - you weren’t going to give me the brush-off again, were you?

Laura lets the comment slip.  She stops and looks to him now, impatient.

PETER

Look, I’m sorry about the other night.

LAURA

Forget it.

PETER

Well uh, maybe we could get together later on then?  You know – let me make it up to you?

LAURA

Thanks, some other time... You haven’t seen Julie come by here recently, have you?

PETER

Julie?  No.  
Laura looks off now, worry showing on her face.

PETER
Why – what’s up?

LAURA

Nothing.  It’s just, there was this man following us and now she’s missing. 

PETER

Really?  What man?

LAURA

I don’t know – just some man.  He told me that Julie went off with Steve.  He also said that she was in great danger.  Why would he say that?

PETER

I’m not sure.

LAURA

I heard that commotion with Steve at the pub the other night.  That guy called him a murderer, didn’t he?  
Laura holds on this.  Peter looks away, evasive.

LAURA

Please – if you know something, tell me.

PETER

Look, I know what you’re thinking but Steve’s my best friend.  I’ve know him my whole life.  He’s no killer.

LAURA

But people think it, don’t they?

PETER

Some do – yes.  

Laura turns to leave.

PETER

Where are you going?

LAURA

I need to report this.

Peter chases after her.  He grabs her by the arm, turns to face her again.
PETER

Report what?  Look – there’s been enough talk going on in this town.  I don’t want to see my friend get hurt – alright?

(Eases off)

Where was she last seen?  Perhaps I could offer you a lift?  We can go look for her?
LAURA

Thanks but I’ll manage on my own.

She heads off again.  Peter relents.
INT   STEVE’S TRUCK – DAY

Steve is at the wheel.  Next to him sits Julie.  She stares out at the passing scenery.

JULIE

Thanks for the lift, by the way.  

STEVE

It’s no trouble.

He looks to her, smiles.  
JULIE

You can just let me off anywhere along here is fine.

STEVE

(Indirectly)

There’s a village not far from here.  I can drop you off there.

JULIE

There is?  Uh, sure.
Julie readjusts the bandana from around her forehead.

STEVE

I just need to make a quick stop off at my place first.

EXT   VILLAGE SQUARE - DAY

A small, grey-stone building with a ‘Police’ sign that hangs over the doorway.  
Laura approaches the building, makes note of the sign and enters inside.

INT   POLICE STATION – DAY

The room is empty.  This is a small, community police station with a single desk set up in a corner.  
LAURA

Hello?

Filtered noise emanates from a back room.  Laura steps into the workspace, peers past it into the room.

A pair of young, male officers sit huddled around a television set, watching a local sporting match.   They heave a collective groan as a goal is scored.
LAURA

Hello?

One of the officers looks up and notices her.  He scrambles to his feet.
OFFICER

Uh, yes.  Can I help you Miss?

LAURA

I’d like to talk to someone about a missing person.

OFFICER

A missing person?  Right – Well, uh...have a seat.

He steps out and gestures her to take a seat at the desk.  He sits down across from her.
He shuffles through his papers, finds a pen. 
OFFICER
So, tell me then – who is this missing person?
LAURA

It’s my Friend.  Her name is Julie.  We were hiking together but we had this argument and split up.  There was this man following us as well and now she’s missing.  
He makes a note of something.

OFFICER
Joo-lee.

(Catching up)

Right - a man, you say?  What man?

Suddenly Laura tenses as she looks right past him. 

LAURA

(Eyes fixed)

Him.
She rises from her seat as the stranger enters from out on the street.  
He comes to a halt in the doorway as their eyes lock on one another.  The officer notices this.  
OFFICER
(Not following)

Do you two know each other?
STRANGER

It’s alright.  I’ll take it from here.

The stranger steps over to them.  

OFFICER
Sir?

STRANGER

Just do as you’re told.

OFFICER
Yes sir.

The officer rises from his seat and retreats back into the room.  Once gone, the stranger addresses Laura.
STRANGER

Now, I believe I owe you an explanation.

LAURA

You’re an officer?

STRANGER

Chief Inspector Timothy Ellis.

He removes a badge from his pocket, hands it to her.  She looks it over.  His face is pictured on it.  

He takes it back from her.

INSPECTOR ELLIS  

It appears as though you and I have a mutual adversary.

LAURA

I’m not following.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Please, if you could come with me – there’s much we need to discuss.

He gestures her towards the exit.

INT   SEDAN – DAY
Inspector Ellis pulls to a stop in front of a small, stone cathedral in the village outskirts.  Next to him in the passenger seat is Laura.  

She looks to him.  He sets the break, sits melancholy for a long beat.
LAURA

I don’t understand what we’re doing here.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I’ll try to explain it to you as best I can. 
(Steps outside)

Please, this way.
EXT   VILLAGE – CHURCH – DAY

Laura follows as he enters into the church yard.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Let me start at the beginning.

His pace is deliberately slow, pedestrian-like as he traces a familiar path through a patchwork of headstones.  He speaks in a simple, direct voice.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

It began for me over a year ago now.  It was on a weekend.  I was at home reading the paper when I received the call.  As soon as I heard the lieutenant’s voice I knew something terrible had happened.
He arrives at a grave marker and stares down at it.  A pair of markers is denoted onto a single headstone.

INSERT – HEADSTONE:

Nora Jane Ellis       Nicole Marie Ellis

   1956 – 2008             1985 – 2008

Beloved wife and daughter

Laura looks down, takes note of the inscription.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

I was to learn that my daughter had been struck and killed by a motorist while on a hiking trip not far from here.  It was near dark and she had been running through the woods at the time.  She stumbled onto a road, right into the path of an oncoming vehicle... She died instantly.

The inspector maintains his vigil.  
INSPECTOR ELLIS
My wife passed away shortly thereafter.  The strain of it all proved too much.  She had lost the will to live.
LAURA

I’m very sorry about your loss but what does this have to do with me?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Please, let me continue.

His eyes remain locked on the gravesite.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

The autopsy revealed that she had other wounds on her.  Wounds that could not have been caused by the vehicle hitting her... I believe that she was attacked by someone and was in the process of running away from him when she was struck.
He pauses there.  He seems to have Laura’s interest.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Over time I became obsessed with finding her killer.  I threw myself into my work.  No lead or detail was too small... And now, after months of examination and searching I believe that I have finally found him.

LAURA

You have?  Who?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I believe you already know who he is.  His name is Steve.  You met him at the pub the other night.

LAURA

Steve?  You think he’s the person who attacked your daughter?

INSPECTOR

I’m sure of it... I also believe that he’s the same person responsible for the disappearance of several other women in the area.

LAURA

How can you be sure?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

He and my daughter dated for a short time but it ended poorly.  I read about it in her journal – he kept calling her, unwilling to let it go... There are strong links between him and the other missing women as well.  
LAURA

And now he’s with Julie.

Laura looks off now as the gravity sinks in.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

You see why I brought you here then?  I’ll need your help if we’re going to catch him.

LAURA

What do you need me for?  Why don’t you just arrest him?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Because we lack any physical evidence.  Besides, it’s not my call.  To avoid the look of any impropriety I was taken off the case. 
He looks squarely upon Laura now. 
INSPECTOR ELLIS
This would be strictly between us, of course.  No police involvement.  As of now I’m a mere private citizen doing his part to catch a killer... Please - this may be our only chance.  I’ll need your help if we’re going to catch him, and save your friend. 

EXT   FARM – DAY

A mountainside pasture of open fields and grazing sheep.  A long narrow driveway leads to a modest, two-story stone cottage.

At a corner of the field Peter unloads a bag of seed from the bed of a truck.  He doesn’t seem too inclined in the task and draws a sigh as he slumps against the rear bumper.
Nearby, a gruff-faced fellow FARMHAND of about 50 struggles to turn the soil with a hand-plow.  He draws an irritated glance over at Peter.
Peter looks off, notices Steve’s pickup truck appear.  He watches as it pulls up next to the cottage.

A quizzical look crosses his face as he observes Steve escort Julie out of the vehicle and inside the cottage.

He shouts over to the farmhand.

PETER

I think I’ll take my break now.

EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

Peter ambles up to the front door.  He knocks a few times, lingers patiently.

The door opens and Steve appears.  He doesn’t seem too eager to engage Peter at this moment.
STEVE

Aren’t you supposed to be out in the field working?
PETER

I thought we could talk... Got company, have we?

Peter glances past him inside.  Steve remains standing in the doorway, blocking part of his view.  
STEVE

What is it?

PETER

That girl from the pub the other night.  The one I was with – Laura?

STEVE

What about her?

PETER

She’s been nosing about, asking questions about you.  She even went to the police.  I thought you should know.

STEVE

So, let her.  It’s not like I’ve done anything wrong, is it?

This was meant more as an accusation.  
PETER

Of course not ol’ buddy... You know I’ve got your back, don’t you?
He gives Steve a reassuring pat on the shoulder, heads off.

PETER

It’s all good.

Peter gets a short ways and then stops.  He looks back on the cottage.  The door is closed now.  He stares for a long beat, wondering...

INT   SEDAN – DAY

The inspector arrives in front of a modest, two-storey dwelling situated along a narrow lane.  Laura sits next to him in the passenger seat.
LAURA

This really isn’t necessary.  I can find my own place to stay for the night.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I’d prefer it if you stayed here with me.  It’ll be dark soon.  Besides, we have much to prepare for.
He steps out of the car.

EXT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME – DAY
Laura follows the inspector up to the front door.  As he unlocks it, a canine barks wildly as it greets him.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Hey there boy. 
He kneels down and lets the dog lick his face.  
INSPECTOR ELLIS

Please – come in.  Make yourself at home.

INT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME – DAY

They step into the kitchen.  He removes his coat, places it over the back of a chair.  The interior is neat, tidy with a homey feel to it.
There is a moment of strained silence between the two of them.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Would you uh, care for some tea?

Laura shrugs ‘yes’.  He goes to fill a kettle from the stove.

LAURA

You still haven’t explained to me why you were following us?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Yes, I apologize for that.  I can appreciate how that must have looked to you.  You see, once I was taken off the case most of my initial efforts were spent out in the field, following up on other detectives leads, snooping around – that sort of thing.  I was met with one dead end after another.  I felt like I was going in circles... And then I noticed the two of you.
He looks squarely upon her now.

LAURA

What about us?
INSPECTOR ELLIS

It was just a feeling I had, an inkling I guess.  You both fit the victim profile... So, I started to follow you, just to see what might happen, to see if he might show up.  
LAURA

And he did – at the pub the other night?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Exactly.  And his run-in with your friend on the trail today only confirms my suspicions.
 (Muses)
It’s so simple now in retrospect - how he used the trail marker to lure you off the main road like that.
The inspector places the kettle onto the burner, retrieves two saucer cups from the cupboard.
LAURA

How do you propose we catch him?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

We need to catch him in the act – it’s the only way.

LAURA

But how?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

We set a trap for him, lure him in.

LAURA

(Understanding)

By using me as bait?  That’s why you need me, isn’t it?

The inspector nods lightly, conceding this.
INSPECTOR ELLIS
Please – I ask that you trust me on this.  I know what I’m doing.
INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – LIVING ROOM - MID-DAY

The interior is modest with a lived-in, rustic feel.

Julie stands over by the window.  She stares out at the long narrow driveway that leads to the main road running past his property.

Behind her Steve washes up at the sink in the kitchen.  

JULIE

Who was that man I saw back there on the road?  

STEVE (O.S.)

Huh?

He finishes up, steps out into the living room.

JULIE

That man back there.  You said you knew him.

STEVE

I don’t know – no one.  Just some local, I think.  I’ve seen him around.
He comes over to her.  
STEVE

Have a seat... You can stay a while, can’t you?

Julie politely takes a seat on the couch.  Steve sits down next to her, nudges up close.
JULIE

It’s odd though, isn’t it?

STEVE

What is?

JULIE

You and me running into each other on that road today.

STEVE

Yeah, I guess... It must be fate.  
He draws in close to her but she pulls back.

STEVE

What?  That sounded corny, didn’t it?  Sorry.  I wasn’t trying to feed you a line.

JULIE

You know - it’s getting late.  I should probably be going.

Julie rises to her feet.
STEVE

Well, wait.  Can’t you stay – just a little longer?

JULIE

I should go.
She gathers up her pack.  Steve gets to his feet.  
STEVE

Can I at least give you a lift?

JULIE

Thanks, I’ll be fine... Some other time.
Julie exits through the front door.  Steve remains where he is, dumbfounded.

EXT   FARM – MID-DAY

Julie leaves behind the cottage as she heads down a narrow pathway that cuts through the field.
Nearby the old farmhand fastens a padlock onto a shed door as he puts away some hand-tools.  
He catches sight of her passing by, holds his gaze.

INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – MID-DAY

Steve watches her leave through the window.  Finally he looks away and then pounds his head against the wall.

STEVE

‘It must be fate’ – what was I thinking?

EXT   PATH – MID-DAY

Julie proceeds down the pathway, wooded now on either side.  The encroachment of overhanging tree branches casts dark shadows.
The sound of leaves crunching behind her – footsteps maybe.  She stops, listens.  
She continues on, takes one step and then another.  ‘CRUNCH’, ‘CRUNCH’.  
She halts again, glances behind her.

JULIE

Hello?

No answer.  She reaches into her pocket, carefully removes a switchblade.  
She continues on.  Another ‘CRUNCH’.  This time closer.  She stops and whirls.  

A gasp as a SHOVEL BLADE swings down upon her, knocks her to the ground.  
She lands with a thud, her body strewn.  She remains unmoving.  Her one arm is twisted overtop her body.  In her hand the switchblade remains cusped between her fingers.
EXT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME - NIGHT
Night has fallen.  A single light glows from inside the main story window.    

INT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME – LIVINGROOM – NIGHT
Laura stands over by the fireplace.  She eyes a framed photo on the mantel.

She reaches out, adjusts it slightly towards her.

INSERT – PHOTO:

It’s a candid picture of inspector Ellis smiling arm and arm with two women, presumably his wife and daughter.

She eyes the three of them curiously.

Behind her inspector Ellis enters carrying two glasses filled with an amber liquid in his hands.  He wears steel-rimmed glasses now and resembles more the academic he is.  

He hands her a glass.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

It’s cognac.  It’ll help you sleep.

Laura takes a seat in an arm chair as he seats himself down across from her.  

INSPECTOR ELLIS

‘The investigation’s ongoing’ – that’s what they kept telling me, the same old rhetoric.  They weren’t even entirely convinced that foul play was involved.  It quickly became apparent that the case had drawn a dead lead, destined to become shuffled to the back deck.  I became disillusioned, desperate.  So much so I even visited a psychic.

LAURA

(Smiles, interested)

Really?  What happened?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

She proceeded to tell me exactly what I wanted to hear - that my daughter’s spirit was at peace and that the killer was somewhere in Borrowdale, or possibly Brydon.  She was sure it started with a ‘B’ anyway... Anyway, I walked away from the whole experience feeling like a fool and about fifty pounds lighter in the wallet.

LAURA

So what’s our first move then?  What do we do?
INSPECTOR ELLIS
We return to the scene of the crime.  First thing tomorrow morning I’ll drive you out to that stretch of road where he first met your friend.  He often peruses those back roads, cleverly using his job as a cover.  When he shows up, tell him you’re lost.  He should offer you a ride.  Take it.
LAURA

And then what?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

And then we see what happens... I’ll be following you the whole way.  We’ll never be very far from one another.
Laura sits up, concerned.

LAURA

Yeah but, are you’re sure this is going to work?  I mean, what if he sees you?  What if he figures out what we’re up to?
INSPECTOR ELLIS

I’m afraid it’s the only way.  
Laura remains unconvinced but the inspector continues with his rant.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

(In one breathe)

Listen to me: this killer, I know how he works.  I know what his tendencies are.  He won’t stop killing.  He can’t.  It’s consumed him now... We have a chance to finally put an end to this nightmare once and for all.

Laura stares hard at the inspector.  He maintains his stoic façade, however his eyes betray something deeper, searing.

INT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME - STAIRWAY - NIGHT

Laura follows inspector Ellis to the top of the steps.  He leads her into one of the rooms.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I have a room all made up.
(Pauses)

It, uh... It hasn’t been used for a while.  
He directs her inside.

INT   INSPECTOR ELLIS’ HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Laura steps inside and is immediately overcome by her surroundings.  Everything is immaculate, maintained in a shrine-like state.  

Her eyes discreetly take note of the pale, yellow curtains, the vanity mirror off to one side as well as the quilted bedspread, overloaded with plush toy animals, dolls and other ‘girly’ accessories. 
LAURA

Are you sure about this?  I can sleep on the sofa or something.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

No.  It should be used.

He maintains a stanch expression.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Well, if that will be all, I’ll leave you be.  Get some rest.  We have an early start ahead of us.  

He retreats back into the hallway.  He pauses a moment and looks back on her.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Oh, and don’t worry.  We’ll find your friend.  I promise.
With that he disappears down the hall.  Laura walks over and bolts the door shut behind him.  
She steps lightly across the room, drops her pack down on top of the bed.  
She turns towards the window now and stares out into the darkness.  Somewhere out there is her friend.  She reaches out with her hand and touches the glass, as if seeking to make contact.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

Laura, backpack bound, ambles along the edge of the road.  
Trailing a short distance back, inspector Ellis follows in his sedan.  
Laura continues along and then halts, looks around distractedly.  The faint drone of a RUNNING ENGINE can be heard.  

INT   SEDAN – DAY

The inspector eyes her glancing about.  He slows to a stop as his brow furrows, waiting anxiously.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

Laura pushes on as she follows the source of the noise.  After rounding a tight bend Steve’s pickup truck comes into view, idling along the side of the road.  
The driver’s side door is open and it appears abandoned.  
Laura steps over to the vehicle.  She peers inside - the keys dangle from the ignition.   On the seat lies a red bandana.  The sight of it sends a twinge of uneasiness through her body.
LAURA

Julie...

She picks it up.

ROADSIDE:

There is a trickle sound as Steve stands off to the shoulder of the road, relieving himself in the bushes.

He catches sight of Laura snooping around in his truck.  He finishes peeing and then does a zip-up.

Calmly he steps out to meet her.

INT   SEDAN – DAY

The inspector’s eyes widen as Steve appears.
He eases his foot off the clutch, waiting anxiously.

EXT   SIDE ROAD - DAY

Steve approaches her from behind.  

STEVE

Hi there...

Startled, Laura lets out a gasp as she spins around to face him.  By reflex she conceals the bandana behind her back.
STEVE

Sorry... Laura right?

She shrugs off the tension with a nervous laugh.

LAURA

No, I’m sorry.  I didn’t realize this was your truck.
STEVE

That’s alright.  No harm done... Oh – you found it?

LAURA

Huh?

He nods down at her.  Laura realizes now that she has the bandana scrunched up in her hand.

STEVE

Julie’s bandana?  Good, you can return it to her then.

LAURA

Oh – right.  I’ll do that.

STEVE

Where is she, by the way?  I thought you two were traveling together?
LAURA

We are... I mean, we were.  Actually, I haven’t seen her since yesterday.  You don’t know where she is, do you?

STEVE

(A shrug)

Sorry, I don’t.  I thought she’d be with you.

LAURA

So you were with her then?

STEVE

Yeah.  We hung out for a bit but then she left.  I haven’t seen her since.
LAURA

I hope nothing’s happened to her.

A silence passes between them as she stares out at the remote landscape.

INT   SEDAN – DAY

The inspector watches with baited breath.  
INSPECTOR ELLIS

Come on.  Take the bait.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – DAY

Laura continues to linger.
STEVE

If you’d like I could drive you around and have a look for her?  It’s no trouble.
Laura wavers slightly, fighting off feelings of hesitancy.  She smiles lightly.
LAURA

Alright.  Sure.
INT   SEDAN – DAY

The inspector watches as she takes a seat in his truck.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

That’s it.

They speed off.  He engages the clutch, follows after them.

INT   STEVE’S TRUCK – DAY
Laura sits quietly next to Steve, occasionally sneaking glances in the side mirror.  The inspector’s car is faintly visible, trailing a short distance behind.

STEVE

We went back to my place.  That was the last time I saw her.  We can swing over there and have a look if you like?
He looks to her.  Laura’s attention is still focused in the side mirror.

STEVE

Laura?

LAURA

Huh?  Uh, sure.

STEVE

It’s a good place to start anyway.  
Steve returns his attention to the road.  Laura sneaks a glance back into the side mirror.  The inspectors’ car is no longer visible.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE - DAY
The road snakes its way along the hillside.  The landscape dwarfs the tiny villages and homesteads that dot the countryside. 

Steves’ pickup turns down a narrow junction as it arrives at his mountainside cottage.
EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE - DAY

Both Steve and Laura step outside.  

From a nearby field, the farmhand tends to the flock.  He eyes the two arriving visitors with an odd, slightly disconcerting look. 

STEVE

This is it.  This is where I last saw her... C’mon.  We can check inside.
He continues up to the cottage but Laura holds her spot, hesitating.  She glances back at the main road, hoping for any sight of the inspector’s car but there is none.
Steve looks back on her.

STEVE
C’mon.

Reluctantly she follows him up to the doorway.  He opens the door and gestures her in.

STEVE
This way.
But her feet are rooted firmly on the front step.  Steve eyes her critically now.
STEVE

I know that look.  You know about the murders of those women.  You’re wondering if I did it.

LAURA

I wasn’t thinking...

Laura attempts to sell it but quickly falters.  Out in the field the farmhand keeps his gaze. 
LAURA
Why do they think you murdered them?

STEVE

Because I was with each of them the night they died.  That makes me a prime suspect I guess, enough to arouse suspicion anyway.  It doesn’t matter whether or not I did it - just so long as someone pays for the crime.
LAURA

Who did it then? 
STEVE

I don’t know.  It could be anyone.  Twelve million people come to this place every year... It’s okay - you don’t have to believe me.

LAURA

I just want to find my friend, that’s all.

STEVE

If I knew, I’d tell you.

(Gesturing)

Shall we?

He holds the door for her as she steps inside.  
EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

The inspector pulls up to the foot of the property.  He sets the break and peers ahead, carefully surveying the scene.
INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

Laura follows closely behind as Steve goes through the house, searching out the various rooms. 
STEVE

I never leave the door locked.  If she came back, she should be here.

He enters into the kitchen and calls out:
STEVE
Julie?  Julie?

No answer.  They stand around.

STEVE

I guess she isn’t here.

He looks to her now, as if owed some sort of vindication.

LAURA

Why did she leave?

STEVE

I’m not sure.  It was getting late.  I guess she wanted to push on to the next village before sundown.

(Nods towards window)

I saw her leave.  She walked straight down that path.

Laura looks through the pane of glass, sees the narrow pathway that cuts into the surrounding hills.

STEVE

There are any number of villages around here that she could have arrived at.

LAURA

And you just let her go - alone?

STEVE

Yes, why wouldn’t I?  There was still plenty of daylight left... Look – I admit it.  I had a thing for her, alright?  What do you want me to say?

LAURA

Was there anyone else here?
STEVE

No, it’s just me and a few other hired hands that work on the farm.  I don’t know what else to tell you... Look, I’ve got a few errands still to run.  You’re welcome to stay here.  When I’m done I can swing back around and we can go have another look for her if you like?
Laura looks to him agreeably and nods.

LAURA

Alright.  Fine.

STEVE
I won’t be long.  Make yourself at home.

He heads out the door.  
EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY
Steve steps over to his truck, adjusts one of the straps in the back carriage and then hops into the cab and drives off.  
From behind a hedge inspector Ellis sits poised behind the wheel of his sedan.  A look of puzzlement is etched across his face as he watches Steve drive away.  

Once gone the inspector steps out of his car, approaches the front door of the cottage and enters inside.

INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

Laura meets him in the doorway.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

What is it?

LAURA

She’s not here.

He steps further inside and soon finds himself drawn to his surroundings.  He looks up to the rafters and stands silently now, transfixed.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

(Quietly, introspective)

My god... So this is it.  This is where my daughter spent the last terrifying moments of her life.  

The inspector shudders at his own realization.  
INSPECTOR ELLIS
You don’t know how many times I’ve had this play through my mind, wondering, not knowing.  It’s quite chilling to be seeing it for real now.

He holds his gaze.  
LAURA

You can’t be sure of that.  It might not be him.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

It has to be.  It has to be him.
LAURA

But Julie isn’t here.  We went through the whole house.

Laura looks to him – he remains locked in his gaze.  Slowly now, his emotions surge and he begins to tremble.  
INSPECTOR ELLIS

And I let him get away.

LAURA

What?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

He was right here and I let him get away... He was right here, damn it!
He reaches past her, grabs a table-lamp, ripping the cord from its socket and smashes it against the wall.  A crescent-shaped gouge is marked into the wallpaper.
Laura stands frozen now as he barges past her and out the door.

EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE - DAY
The inspector marches out the door, followed an instant later by Laura who’s hot on his trail.
LAURA

Wait.

He continues in a direct path over to his car.  His jaw is set and there is an overriding authority that carries him.  Laura keeps after him.
LAURA

What are you planning to do?  inspector?
INSPECTOR ELLIS

This doesn’t concern you anymore.

LAURA

But what about Julie?
INSPECTOR ELLIS
It’s too late for her now.  I’m sorry.
She keeps at him, tugging at his sleeve but he brushes her off.

LAURA

You don’t know that for sure.  We have to find her... You promised.

He keeps going.  Finally she blurts out:

LAURA

Why can’t you just let go!

The inspector freezes.  His expression seems to suggest a lingering resentment to that notion.  Slowly he turns to face her.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Because this is all that I have left.

LAURA

Yeah, but... I mean, what do you hope to accomplish?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Revenge.  It’s not complicated... There’s no justice in this world Laura.  One day you’ll come to understand that.  If god won’t do anything about it then I suppose I will.
LAURA

I don’t begin to understand what you must be going through.  I’ve never felt that strongly about anything before.  I just know what you’re doing – this is wrong.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

That’s right – you don’t understand... Do yourself a favor Laura – never care for anyone more deeply than you do your own self.  It’ll only tear you apart.
He continues on.  Laura watches helplessly now as he steps behind the wheel of his car, for the first time realizing the depths of his passion.  

EXT   FIELD - DAY
The farmhand sets down a burlap sack next to a wire-enclosed chicken coup.  He grabs a hatchet, tears a swath into the top of the bag with it.

He reaches into the bag, grabs a handful of feed and tosses it into the pen.  He reaches for another handful and then pauses as he eyes Laura, standing alone over by the cottage.
He holds his gaze on her, lets the feed slip through his fingers.  

EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE - DAY

Laura stares after the inspector as his car disappears down the long, narrow driveway.  
She retreats back inside the cottage.

EXT   FIELD – DAY

The farmhand sees her disappear inside.  He grabs his hatchet, starts towards the cottage.
INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

Laura finds her way into the kitchen, takes a seat at the table.  She sits uneasily, biting at her nail.
EXT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

The farmhand steps over to the front door.  He tries the handle but finds it locked.  He moves along the side of the house now, peers into a window.

INT   STEVE’S COTTAGE – DAY

Laura remains seated.  Impatient now, she rises to her feet.  
There is a creak at the door and she spins around.  The farmhand appears in the doorway, hatchet in hand.  
Laura gasps.   
FARMHAND

What are you doing?  You shouldn’t be here.
He comes towards her, realizes he’s carrying a weapon and places the hatchet down onto the counter next to him.

Laura turns to flee.  She stumbles over a chair.  He lunges for her, gets a grip.

LAURA

Don’t!  Help!

FARMHAND

Don’t struggle.

He grabs her by the shoulders and shakes her.

FARMHAND

Listen to me!  Calm down!  I’m not going to hurt you!
She continues to resist.

FARMHAND

I said ‘listen to me’!  Do you think anyone can hear you out here?!

Finally Laura stops struggling, sensing that his intentions might not be sinister.  He loosens his grip on her and then lets go.

FARMHAND

That’s better.

He takes a step back, allows things to settle.

LAURA

What do you want?

FARMHAND

You shouldn’t be here.  You need to leave at once.
LAURA

I can’t.  I’m looking for my friend.  She’s missing.  
FARMHAND

Tall girl – blonde hair?

LAURA

Yes.  You saw her?

FARMHAND

She was here.  I told her the same thing I’m telling you – to get out of here and never come back.

LAURA

Why’s that?
FARMHAND

Because it’s not safe.  Every young woman that comes here winds up either dead or missing.
LAURA

Are you saying that Steve’s a killer?

FARMHAND

I don’t know what he is.  All I know is that you need to leave here at once.

He grabs her by the arm.  Laura resists.

LAURA
I’m not leaving without my friend... Where did she go?  Do you know?

FARMHAND

She took off down that path. 

He points off in the direction of the pathway outside.
FARMHAND

I gave her my pocketknife, told her it keep it on her at all times.  With any luck she made it into town.
LAURA

I’ve got to go find her.

Laura rushes past him and out the door.
FARMHAND

Wait—

She’s already gone.  He shakes his head, gives up.

INT   SEDAN - DAY
The inspector navigates the winding lane.  There is a strange authority in his eyes as his fingers grip into the steering wheel.

ANGEL THROUGH WINDSHIELD:

As he rounds a tight bend a pickup truck comes in view, parked at the foot of a narrow, stone bridge.  The back wheel is up on a jack and a man is crouched down next to it with a tire-iron in his hand.

The inspector instantly eases on the pedal and slows to a stop next to him.  The man looks up as he arrives – it’s Steve.

There is a drawn out moment that follows as the inspector eyes him kneeling before him.  Finally he remarks in an even, precise tone:

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Tough break.

STEVE

Ah, took this turn too sharply and caught a rut... I’m already behind schedule as is.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Here – let me help you.

The inspector steps out of his car.

EXT   ROADSIDE – DAY

The inspector stands over him now, observing him silently as he eyes the back of his head.

STEVE

Thanks.  I think I could use a hand.

(Straining)

These bolts have rusted right through.

Steve continues to fight with the bolts, wrenching them until his hands lose their grip and slip.

STEVE

Damn it — Ah, it’s no use.

He glances up now to see the inspector standing overtop of him, brandishing his own tire-iron.  A beat, and then:

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Here.  Let me give it a go.

STEVE

(Gets to feet)

Be my guest.

Steve steps aside as the inspector kneels down and goes at it.

EXT   WOODED AREA - DAY

A shovel blade gouges into the earth, makes a ‘tunk’ sound as it hits rock.

EXT   PATHWAY – DAY

Laura marches defiantly down the path.  She pauses.  The same ‘tunk’ sound emanates from within the trees.
She steps off the path, follows the sound.
EXT   WOODED AREA – DAY

She continues lightly.  The sounds have ceased.  Up ahead a shovel lies propped up against a tree next to a mound of loose dirt.  
A persistent crow pecks away at something on the mound.  It scatters off as Laura approaches.

She eyes the shovel blade.  Dried blood splatter decorates the tip.

She kneels down next to the mound.  Feels her hands through the leafy debris when her fingers freeze on something...

A strand of long, tangled hair appears in her grasp, caked together with dried blood.    
Laura reels from the sight, aghast.  A tiny scream momentarily escapes from her lips.
She brushes away the rest of the forest cover, continues the excavation until the arch of a brow appears, followed by an eye-socket and then a cheekbone.  
The pale, lifeless features are instantly recognizable – it’s Julie.  Open sores, peck marks, gouge the fleshy parts of her face.
Laura freezes on the sight, suffused in a state of paralysis.  Just then...

VOICE (O.S.)

Well, well...

She jumps to her feet, spins around.  Peter stands before her, eyeing her with a penetrating look.  
Somehow she manages to utter the words that are caught in her throat:

LAURA

(Breaking down)

It was you all along... You kidnapped Julie... You killed those women... It was you...

PETER
Well, aren’t you bloody brilliant.

Laura glances down.  From the corner of her eye she sees it - the knife-blade in Julie’s hand. The steel tip glistens. 
She reaches down, lunges for it.  She gets a grip just as he grabs onto her.

A struggle erupts as they wrestle within the tangled understory.  
LAURA

(Wailing)

No!  No!
Peter grabs at her, pulling and tearing.  She flails about, trying to break free. 
PETER

Stupid bitch.  All you women are alike – you know that?  You deserve to die.

She delivers a knee to his groin.  Instantly he falls to his knee and doubles over.  She flees.

EXT   THE WOODS – DAY

Laura plows through the understory, batting aside leaves and branches.  Up ahead is a wood shed.  

She races towards it, tears back and forth on the door until it bursts open.

INT   SHED – DAY

Dark and musty.  Shards of light penetrate through the cracks.

Laura steps inside.  An old tractor sits unused, filling up the space.  Shovels, picks and other farm tools are stored against the walls and on shelving.

The sound of footsteps outside.  Laura tenses, hides out beside the open door, splaying her body tightly up against the wall.

The footsteps continue until a shadow casts itself into the shed.  The figure stops in the doorway.  
Laura remains still.  The switchblade twitches nervously in her hand.
Finally the figure retreats back outside and Laura sighs. She steps out from hiding.  
She peers outside, sees that the coast is clear.  She heaves a deep sigh now as she slumps herself back against the wall in front of a small pane of glass.  
There is a sudden, loud burst as the window pane behind her explodes.  Glass fragments splinter and fly as a set of hands reach in and grab Laura around the throat.

LAURA

(Garbled)

Help—

Peter strangles her.  Her knife drops.  She gropes for something, anything, grabs hold of a hand-tool of some sort.
She jabs him with it and he releases his grip.  She drops to her knees, clutching her throat.  
She looks down at the hand-tool – blood drips from the tip of a pair of hand shears.

She retrieves her switchblade and b-lines it outside.

EXT   THE WOODS – DAY

Laura burst from the shed, arms flailing, legs churning.

Finally she halts, catches her breath. 

She continues on when Peter lunges out from behind the root wad of a giant Oak.

He grabs onto her.  Blood trickles down his forehead.  She wails:
LAURA
Don’t!  Help!

She gets an arm free, takes a jab at him with the knife.  Peter grabs hold of her arm, holds it at bay.
He overpowers her. The two wrestle to the ground and he falls on top of her.

They stare eye to eye.  His expression suddenly turns dour and his whole being goes limp.  
Laura pushes him off, scrambles to her feet.  Peter now lies face up on the ground, clutching onto the knife that protrudes from his abdomen.

He begins convulsing, spitting up blood.  Finally he falls silent, his face frozen in perpetual agony.

EXT   COUNTRY ROAD – STONE BRIDGE – DAY
Steve is kneeling down, screwing the last bolts in place.  The inspector stands back, watching over him, eyeing him coldly.

STEVE

Are you from around here then?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

No.  I’m just visiting.

STEVE

Say no more.  Up here for a little R ‘n R, are we?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I’m afraid not.  There’s a personal matter of mine that needs tending to.

(And then slowly, very precise)

You see, I once had a daughter who traveled through here some time ago.  Unfortunately she never made it back alive.

Steve pauses, sensing the hostility creep into the inspector’s voice.  He glances up at him now, for the first time takes a good, hard look.  
The inspector holds the tire-iron firmly in his grip. 
STEVE

I know you.

Carefully Steve rises to his feet.  The inspector maintains his hard gaze upon him.  All the anger and emotions from the past year churn within him.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

You murdered my daughter, you destroyed my life and now I’m going to do the same to you.

STEVE

(Backs off)

Look - you can believe what you want but I didn’t kill your daughter.  We went out a few times.  That doesn’t make me a murderer.

INSPECTOR ELLIS
(Angry, muted cry)

Why?!  Tell me why!

The inspector chastens his grip on the steel bar.

STEVE

Just take it easy...
INSPECTOR ELLIS

And now... Now it’s time to even the score.

Things are volatile now, a powder keg.  He raises the steel bar, ready to strike.  Just as it’s on the brink— their attention is momentarily diverted by the distant sound of a screaming voice:

VOICE (O.S.)

Wait!!!

Both look up to see Laura racing towards them from the top of a mound, arms waving wildly, yelling and screaming with every ounce that her breathless lungs can muster:
LAURA

(Desperate, pleading)

Don’t!  It’s not him!  It’s not him!

Her words don’t immediately register.  Before the inspector can react-- Steve lunges at him.
He rams the inspector up against the side of his truck.   
Chaos instantly erupts as they struggle back and forth, the tire-iron between them.  Finally the inspector gains the upper hand and shoves Steve to the ground.  
He raises the steel bar above his head...

For a brief instant their eyes meet and then-- he swings down, strikes Steve across the temple.
BACK ON LAURA:
Still running, still screaming.

LAURA

Inspector!  IT’S NOT HIM!!  
(Voice trails off, giving up)

He’s not...the one...
She stumbles to a stop, looking on helplessly as the worst of all scenarios transpires before her eyes.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

stands rigid, gripping the bar with burning hatred in his eyes.
Steve lies motionless at his feet, a trail of blood pouring from the side of his head.  His eyes are open, lips slightly parted.

LAURA

approaches the scene, depleted now, apprehensive.  Up ahead is the inspector, standing motionless with a tight expression.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

The sun sets over the mountains.  A quiet country road winds its way threw an open field.  A few stray sheep forage along the side of the road.
Off in the distance a police siren becomes audible.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   VILLAGE - BUSY TRAIN STATION – DAY

Laura purchases a ticket from the booth and then hastens up to the loading platform.  Her pack is slung over her shoulder.  Inspector Ellis stands unnoticed in the crowd right next to her.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

I thought you should know – there’s a police investigation going on at the moment.

Laura turns around in instant recognition of his voice.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

You needn’t worry.  As far as I’m aware they know nothing of your or my involvement.  Just a random set of killings, it would appear.

The train arrives into the depot, pulls to a stop next to them.

INSPECTOR ELLIS

These things can drag on for months, even years.  Sometimes they never get solved... I’ll make sure to protect you as best I can.

LAURA

So what happens now?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

Nothing – you get on that train, live out the rest of your life.  In time you’ll forget this ever happened.

LAURA

And you?

INSPECTOR ELLIS

My daughter’s killer is dead.  It’s over now.

LAURA

So is an innocent man and my friend.

She looks to him critically.
LAURA

So, was it worth it?

The inspector ponders on this, as if for the first time.
INSPECTOR ELLIS

 (Muses)

It’s odd – I feel nothing, nothing at all. Just...emptiness right now.
He seems genuinely perplexed.
LAURA

Revenge will do that to you... So long inspector.

Laura maneuvers her way onboard.  

INT   TRAIN – DAY

Laura takes a seat.  The inspector is visible through the window, standing on the platform.

She remains still, eyes straight ahead.  Never once does she return his gaze.

EXT   TRAIN STATION - DAY
The whistle blows and the train departs.  The crowds slowly disperse.  Only the inspector remains, a lone figure standing on the platform. 

FADE OUT
THE END







