187 ELM


Written by Cody Hamman





OPEN ON:





EXT. A SUBURBAN STREET-NIGHT-WE LOOK DOWN THE STREET.





We're down low,at about the same level as the sidewalk.





Right infront of us,beside the sidewalk,is a puddle of


water.





We continue to look down the road for a few seconds,


when suddenly a foot wearing boots comes down into


the puddle infront of us.





The person wearing the boots crosses the street.





We cut to a shot beside the person as they walk,not


seeing their face,but noticing that they're dressed


in blue jeans and a blue denim shirt.





The person reaches the sidewalk on the opposite side


of the street,and crosses it,starting to walk across


the yard of the closest house.





INT. A HOUSE-THE BEDROOM-A MARRIED COUPLE,STACEY AND


PAUL WOODS,ARE IN BED.BOTH ARE ASLEEP.





Stacey rolls over in his sleep,mumbling something.





She appears to be having a bad dream,and isn't


sleeping very well.





EXT. THE HOUSE-NIGHT-WE'RE IN THE PERSON'S P.O.V AS


THEY WALK ALONG THE SIDE OF THE HOUSE.





INT. THE HOUSE-STACEY MOVES IN HER SLEEP AGAIN.





EXT. THE HOUSE-NIGHT-PERSON'S P.O.V-WE WALK AROUND


THE CORNER OF THE HOUSE,HEADED FOR THE BACK DOOR.





INT. THE HOUSE-STACEY HAS A PAINED EXPRESSION ON HER


FACE.





               STACEY


            (whisper)


                No...





EXT. THE HOUSE-NIGHT-PERSON'S P.O.V-WE REACH THE BACK


DOOR.





INT. THE HOUSE-STACEY AND PAUL ARE STILL ASLEEP IN BED


WHEN THE SOUND OF GLASS BREAKING COMES FROM DOWNSTAIRS.





This sound wakes Stacey up,and she sits up in bed.





She looks around.





There are no more sounds from downstairs.





               STACEY


            What...





A loud thump comes from downstairs,followed by two more


a few seconds later.





Stacey turns to Paul,who is still sleeping.





               STACEY


            (whisper)


               Paul.





Paul continues to sleep.





               STACEY


               (louder whisper)


                Paul!





Stacey starts to shake Paul's shoulder.





               STACEY


               (whisper)


               Paul,wake up.





Paul groans.





Stacey stops shaking him.





                PAUL


               What?





               STACEY


            I heard something.





                PAUL


Heard what?





               STACEY


        Well,first there was a sound like


        glass breaking.That's what woke me


        up.Then there were thumping sounds.





                PAUL


Thumping sounds?





               STACEY


            Like footsteps.





                PAUL


It was probably the cat.





               STACEY


The cat's not inside.





                PAUL


        Stacey,it was probably nothing.





               STACEY


            Go check it out.





                PAUL


I'm trying to sleep here.I have to


        work early tomorrow.





               STACEY


It'll just take a couple minutes.





                PAUL


            It was nothing.





               STACEY


        You can't be sure!Somebody broke into


        the McKenzie's house last week while


        they were asleep and robbed them blind.





                PAUL


        The McKenzies are in their 80's.





               STACEY


        That's why they were robbed!Because they


        couldn't hear what was going on.Now I


        hear something,and you won't even check


        it out.





                PAUL


               (sighs)


                Fine.





Paul sits up,then starts to get out of bed.





                PAUL


        I'll check it out.





               STACEY


Thank you.





INT. THE CLOSET-IT'S COMPLETELY DARK FOR A FEW SECONDS,


THEN THE DOOR OPENS.





Paul leans in and grabs a baseball bat that is leaning


in a front corner.





Paul closes the closet door.





INT. THE BEDROOM-PAUL WALKS FROM THE CLOSET TO THE DOOR.





Stacey is still sitting in bed,watching him.





               STACEY


        Be careful.





                PAUL


            Yeah,yeah.





EXT. THE BEDROOM DOOR-THE DOOR OPENS AND PAUL LOOKS OUT.





He looks both ways down the hall outside the door,


waits a couple seconds,then steps out.





Paul walks slowly down the hall,being cautious even


though he doesn't believe there's anything going on.





He reaches the stairs and goes down,slowly.





Cut to a shot from the bottom of the stairs as Paul comes


down.He doesn't notice "the person" step into view at


the top of the stairs.





Paul reaches the bottom of the stairs and slowly goes


from room to room,checking things out.Not turning


lights on so he doesn't alert whoever may be in the


house.





He keeps completely silent,with the baseball bat


gripped tight.





All the while he's looking around,he doesn't notice that


the person is always somewhere in the background,


watching him.Following him.





After a couple minutes of slow checking,Paul ends up


in the room where the back door is.





Convinced the house is empty,Paul turns the lights on.





                PAUL


       Well,that was a total waste of time.





The person steps into the doorway a few yards behind Paul.





Paul yawns,running his hand through his hair.





We watch Paul,letting the person get out of our view.





After a couple seconds,we hear-





               STACEY


               (O.S.)


               Paul?





Paul turns around,and the person is gone.





                PAUL


               (loud)


               What?





INT. THE BEDROOM-STACEY IS SITTING ON THE BED,LOOKING


TOWARD THE DOOR.





               STACEY


               (loud)


           Is everything ok?





                PAUL


               (O.S.)


               Fine.





Stacey sighs.





               STACEY


            (to herself)


           Now he's probably pissed.





Stacey lays back on the bed.





There's silence for a couple seconds as Stacey stares at


the ceiling,then-





               STACEY


               (loud)


               Paul?





                PAUL


               (O.S.)


               What?





               STACEY


               (loud)


Did you lock the back door after you


        got home?





INT. THE ROOM WHERE THE BACK DOOR IS-PAUL WALKS UP TO


THE BACK DOOR.





                PAUL


               (loud)


                Yes.





Paul reaches for the doorknob,but stops when he realizes


that it's ajar about half an inch.





                PAUL


            (whisper)


    Didn't even shut it right.





Paul opens the door and looks out.





PAUL'S P.O.V-THE BACK YARD IS DARK AND EMPTY.





Paul looks down.





At the bottom of the door a flowerpot has been smashed.





                PAUL


There's her breaking glass.





Paul steps back out of the doorway and shuts the door.





He locks it.





INT. THE BEDROOM-STACEY GRABS A REMOTE CONTROL OFF THE


BEDSIDE TABLE AND TURNS A TV THAT'S ACROSS THE ROOM


ON A DRESSER ON.





When the TV comes on the first thing we see is a


teenage male sitting in a room,talking to the camera.





               TEENAGER


       I don't know why...I knew he was dead,


       he had to be dead.But...I reloaded.I


       reloaded the gun.I wanted to...





Stacey changes the channel,and on the TV there's a brief


flash of static before the next channel appears.





Before the next channel appears,cut back to Stacey.





We watch her as she watches TV.





               TV REPORTER


               (O.S.)


       And in other news today,convicted


       serial killer Franklin Burleson


       escaped from police custody while being


       transferred from the court house in


       Chicago Junction to the state prison...





               STACEY


            Oh my God.





INT. THE KITCHEN-PAUL OPENS THE REFRIGERATOR DOOR.





He grabs a bottle of orange juice.





               STACEY


               (O.S.)


               Paul?





                PAUL


               (loud)


           I'll be up in a minute.





               STACEY


               (O.S.)


           What are you doing?





                PAUL


                (loud)


           Just getting a drink.





Paul shuts the refrigerator door,and the person,who


we just found out is serial killer Franklin Burleson,


is standing right where the door was.





Paul turns to Franklin.





               PAUL


            Wh...?





Paul is cut off when Franklin slams a knife into Paul's


stomach.





Paul gasps,looking down.





Franklin rips the knife up deeper into Paul's stomach.





Blood runs from Paul's mouth.





INT. THE BEDROOM-STACEY IS STILL SITTING IN BED,WATCHING


TELEVISION.SHE IS NOW CHANNEL SURFING.





We hear all kinds strange noises coming from the TV.


Screams,running chainsaws,laugh tracks,explosions.





Stacey turns the TV off.





               STACEY


        What is taking so long?





She looks toward the door.





               STACEY


               (loud)


               Paul?





Silence.





               STACEY


               (loud)


               Paul?





Silence.





               STACEY


            (to herself)


            Damn it,Paul.





After a couple seconds,there comes the sound of footsteps,


coming up the stairs.





               STACEY


       Paul,why didn't you answer me?





The footsteps continue,but there's no answer.





After a couple seconds,the footsteps reach the door.





Under the door we see the shadow of feet.





               STACEY


               Paul?





Silence.





The shadows of the feet move away from the door,back


toward the stairs.





Stacey stares at the door for a couple seconds,then


moves to get out of bed.





               STACEY


       Paul,what are you doing?





Stacey gets out of bed.





She walks cautiously toward the door.





Once she reaches the door she leans against it and puts


a hand on the knob.





               STACEY


       Paul,would you just answer me?You're


       really freaking me out.I just saw on


       TV...





There's a loud thump from the other side of the door


that makes Stacey jump and take a step back.She keeps


her hand on the knob,though.





               STACEY


               Paul?





Silence.





Stacey waits for a couple seconds,then she sighs.





She opens the door a crack and looks out.





STACEY'S P.O.V-THE HALL OUTSIDE THE ROOM IS EMPTY IN


THE ONE DIRECTION SHE CAN SEE.





INT. THE HALL-THE DOOR OPENS ALL THE WAY AND STACEY


STEPS OUT.





               STACEY


       Paul,this is not a good night for your


       games.Just come back to bed.





Ofcourse,there's no answer but more silence.





Stacey shuts the bedroom door,looking both ways down


the hall.





Empty both ways.





Stacey looks toward the stairs.





As she does,a clattering sound comes from the kitchen area.





               STACEY


            (to herself)


       Paul,if this is a joke I'll kill you.





She starts toward the stairs.





We go right along with her as she goes down the hall,


reaches the first step,and starts down.





Stacey goes down the stairs very slowly.Ready for


anything.





She reaches the bottom of the stairs and looks around.





STACEY'S P.O.V-ALL WE CAN SEE IS DARKNESS.





               STACEY


            (loud whisper)


               Paul?





Stacey turns toward the kitchen.





She doesn't notice Franklin walking past behind her


in the darkness.





               STACEY


            (loud whisper)


           Paul,where are you?





Stacey continues toward the kitchen.





INT. THE KITCHEN-STACEY ENTERS.





She reaches the light switch on the wall,and flips it.





Nothing happens.





Stacey flips the switch on and off a few more times,


but still nothing happens.





               STACEY


               Great.





Stacey walks over to the kitchen counter.





She opens a drawer.





The drawer is filled with dish cloths.





Stacey shuts the drawer and opens the one right beside it.





This is the drawer she wanted,filled with miscellaneous


junk and a small flashlight.





Stacey grabs the flashlight and shuts the drawer.





She turns away from the drawer,about to turn the


flashlight on when she slips and falls to the


floor,landing on her back.





               STACEY


                Shit!





Stacey sits up,realizing that her shirt and arms are


now covered with some kind of liquid.





               STACEY


               What...





Stacey looks at the dark liquid that is all over the


palm and fingers of her left hand.





She fumbles with the flashlight,and gets it turned on.





Once the flashlight is on,Stacey shines it on her


left hand.





In the light she sees that the liquid all over her hand


is blood.





               STACEY


            Oh my God.





Stacey shines the light across her arm and shirt,realizing


that she's covered with blood.





She shines the light on the floor around her and sees


that she's laying in a large puddle of blood.





A pair of boots step up to the edge of the blood.





Stacey shines the light on the boots,then up the legs,


going up Franklin's body (quickly),until she reaches


his face.





Franklin smiles.





            FRANKLIN


            Hello.





Stacey screams,starting to scramble to her feet.





Franklin swings his knife at her,missing by just a


couple centimeters.





Stacey gets to her feet and runs out of the kitchen.





Franklin turns and starts after her.





INT. THE FRONT ROOM-STACEY RUNS FROM THE KITCHEN,


HEADED FOR THE FRONT DOOR.





Franklin is just a couple yards behind her,walking


quickly.





Stacey reaches the front door and drops her flashlight,


grabbing the doorknob.





She tries to open it but it's locked.





               STACEY


               Shit!





Stacey unlocks the door and starts to open it.





Before it can be opened more than a couple inches


Franklin catches up and slams the door shut.





He slashes at Stacey and she jumps back,the knife


slashing across her left arm.





Stacey stumbles backwards,almost falls,then catches


her balance.





She turns toward the stairs and Franklin lunges toward


her.





He slams the knife into Stacey's left shoulder and


she screams,falling against the bottom of the stairs.





Franklin continues toward her,raising his knife.





Stacey turns and scrambles up the stairs before he


can reach her.





Franklin starts up the stairs right behind her.





INT. THE UPSTAIRS HALL-STACEY REACHES THE TOP OF


THE STAIRS.





She steadies herself against the wall and heads for


her bedroom.





Franklin reaches the top of the stairs just seconds


after her.





Stacey reaches her bedroom door,opens it,and hurries


into the room.





INT. THE BEDROOM-STACEY SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT.THIS DOOR


DOESN'T LOCK,SO STACEY HAS TO LEAN AGAINST IT TO


KEEP IT SHUT.





               STACEY


           Leave me alone!





Franklin slams against the door from the other side,


getting it to open a couple inches.





Stacey screams.





Franklin slams himself against the door repeatedly.


Every time it opens a little more.





Stacey continues to scream at Franklin,some times


just screaming,sometimes yelling-





               STACEY


               Stop!





After about eight slams against the door,Franklin stops.





Stacey looks at the door,waiting for something to


happen.





Nothing does.





Stacey looks confused.





Silence comes from the other side of the door.





Stacey slowly takes her shaking hand off the doorknob.





Nothing happens.





Stacey watches the door,not sure what's happening...





After a couple more seconds of silence Stacey hurries


over to the phone on the bedside table.





She grabs it and raises it to her ear,preparing to


call 9-1-1.





Before she can-





               FRANKLIN


            (on the phone)


           Who are you calling?





Stacey slams the phone down.





               STACEY


               No!





There's footsteps out in the hall.





Stacey rushes back to the door and leans against it


again.





Franklin slams against the door from the outside again


and it opens a few inches.





Stacey slams it back shut.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           Come on,just let me in.





               STACEY


           What do you want?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           I want to come in.





               STACEY


           Where's my husband?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


            Oh,he's fine.





               STACEY


            Where is he?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


            Just let me in!





               STACEY


           Fuck you!What do you want?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


               Let me in.





               STACEY


            (screaming)


           What do you want??!!





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           I want the keys to your car.





               STACEY


            That's all?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


            That's it.





               STACEY


           Then you'll leave me alone?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           Give me the car keys and I'll leave.





               STACEY


               O...OK.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


            Where are they?





               STACEY


           Where is my husband?





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           He's downstairs.He's fine.





               STACEY


           B...but the blood...





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           He's bleeding pretty bad.Give me


           the car keys and I'll leave,and


           you'll be able to help him.Now


           where are they?





               STACEY


           Th...they're...They're...





Stacey looks toward the bed.





A pocketful of change from Paul's pocket and his set of


keys are on the bedside table.





               STACEY


            They're in here.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


               Get them.





Stacey steps back from the door.





She looks at it for a second,making sure Franklin isn't


going to burst in,then walks toward the bedside table.





She grabs the keys off the table and turns around,


going back to the door.





               STACEY


            I've got them.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


            Good.Now give them to me.





Stacey looks around nervously.





               STACEY


       I...I'll slide them under the door.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


               Alright.





Stacey drops the keys and kicks them under the door


with her foot.





Stacey has her mind off holding the door shut for a


split second and Franklin takes this chance to slam


it open,rushing into the room.





Stacey screams and Franklin grabs her,raising his


knife and slamming it down toward her chest.





Before the knife can reach her chest Stacey pulls out


of Franklin's grasp and the knife narrowly misses her


side,the back of Franklin's hand running across her side.





Stacey shoves off of Franklin to get closer to the


door and runs toward it as Franklin stumbles against


the wall.





Stacey runs out into the hall and Franklin follows.





INT. THE HALL-STACEY COMES OUT THE BEDROOM,STUMBLING


AGAINST THE WALL.





She runs toward the stairs as Franklin comes out


of the bedroom.





Stacey runs down the hall,just a couple steps behind.





Stacey reaches the top step and Franklin lunges


forward,grabbing her by the shoulder.





He starts to pull her back away from the stairs,as


she kicks and screams the whole time.





               FRANKLIN


            Hold still!





Stacey pounds on Franklin's chest as he slams her


back against the hall wall.





Franklin grabs Stacey by the throat.





               FRANKLIN


                Stop.





Stacey stops hitting him,but continues to freak out.





               FRANKLIN


            Settle down.





Stacey calms down a little,but not much.





               FRANKLIN


                There.





Franklin lets go of Stacey's throat.





               FRANKLIN


           Do you know who I am?





Stacey just sobs quietly.





               FRANKLIN


    I said,do you know who I am?





               STACEY


            (quietly)


            Y...yes.





               FRANKLIN


               Who am I?





               STACEY


            A...a killer.





               FRANKLIN


            Do you know my name?





Stacey nods.





               FRANKLIN


            What is it?





Stacey just stares at the floor.





Franklin puts his knife against the side of her face.





               FRANKLIN


            Eyes up,who am I?





Stacey looks up into Franklin's face.





               STACEY


           F...Franklin Burleson.Please...





Franklin pulls Stacey away from the wall and shoves


Stacey toward the bedroom.





               FRANKLIN


            Good.Now...





Franklin is interrupted when Stacey turns toward him


and starts to run for the stairs again.





               FRANKLIN


                Hey!





Franklin swipes at Stacey but she dodges under his arm


and continues for the stairs.





               FRANKLIN


                Stop!





Franklin turns around,managing to stab Stacey in the


back as he does.





Stacey screams and falls to her knees at the top stair,


then falls over and starts sliding down the stairs.





Franklin watches Stacey fall down the stairs,then looks


at his knife.





Only the top half-inch is bloody,he didn't get to


stab her deep enough to do any damage.





               FRANKLIN


               Damn it.





Franklin walks to the stairs and starts down them.





INT. THE FIRST FLOOR-FRANKLIN REACHES THE BOTTOM STEP


AND STOPS,LOOKING AROUND.





FRANKLIN'S P.O.V-STACEY IS NOWHERE IN SIGHT.





Franklin walks around the room,looking for Stacey.





We follow Franklin as he walks through the house,the


same as we did when Paul was looking through the


house.





Franklin eventually ends up in the front room,to


find the front door standing wide open.





               FRANKLIN


               Oh,shit.





Franklin hurries to the door.





He steps into the doorway and looks out.





               FRANKLIN


           Where the hell is she?





Franklin turns around to look back into the house and


just as he does Stacey slams the door in his face


from her hiding place behind the open door.





EXT. THE HOUSE-NIGHT-FRANKLIN STUMBLES BACK AWAY


FROM THE DOOR.





INT. THE HOUSE-STACEY LOCKS THE DOOR.





She smiles and half-laughs.





               STACEY


           I tricked you!I tricked you,you


           son of a bitch!





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           That was a good trick.But do you


           really think this door will keep


           me out?





Stacey ignores Franklin,walking away from the door.





               FRANKLIN


                (O.S.)


           Look around,look at all the windows.





Stacey goes into the kitchen.





INT. THE KITCHEN-STACEY ENTERS AND GOES TO A PORTABLE


PHONE THAT'S ON A CHARGER ON THE COUNTER.





She picks up the portable phone.





She turns it on and holds it to her ear.We can hear


the dial tone.





Stacey dials a 3 digit number and the line starts to


ring.





The line is answered on the second ring.





            WOMAN'S VOICE


            9-1-1 emergency.





               STACEY


           This is Stacey Woods,at 187 Elm.I


           need an ambulance and the police


           here right away.My husband is hurt,


           I don't know how bad...I don't know


           where he is.It was Franklin Burleson,


           the...





The line starts to buzz strangely.





               STACEY


               Hello?





There's no answer from the 911 operator.





               STACEY


               Hello?





Still no answer.





               STACEY


            (quietly)


               No...





The sound of shattering glass comes from the front room.





Stacey looks toward the front room.





               STACEY


               Shit.





Stacey lays the useless phone down on the counter.





She glances toward the back door,not sure what to do.





After a couple seconds she decides to go into the


front room.





As soon as Stacey walks out,Franklin appears on the


other side of the back door.





INT. THE FRONT ROOM-STACEY ENTERS,LOOKING AROUND.





INT. THE BACK ROOM-CU OF THE BACK DOOR,AS IT SLOWLY


SWINGS OPEN.





We see Franklin's hand pull the set of keys Stacey


had earlier away from the doorknob,having unlocked it.





INT. THE FRONT ROOM-STACEY GOES FROM WINDOW TO WINDOW,


LOOKING OUT TO SEE IF FRANKLIN IS STILL AROUND.





She doesn't see Franklin step into the doorway behind her.





Franklin watches Stacey as she stares out a window.





After a couple seconds,Stacey looks to her side.





She turns away from the window and walks across the room.





She passes by the doorway Franklin was standing in,


and he is now gone.





Stacey goes through all the rooms on the first floor,


Franklin always in the background.





She ends up at the back door,which is standing open.





               STACEY


    Oh,God,no...





There's a banging noise offscreen and Stacey spins around


quickly.





Franklin's nowhere in sight,so Stacey walks into the next


room.





She looks around,heading for the stairs,walking slowly.





Once she reaches the Stacey breaks into a run.





She races up the stairs as fast as she can run.





INT. THE UPSTAIRS-STACEY REACHES THE TOP STEP AND RUNS


TO HER BEDROOM.





INT. THE BEDROOM-THE DOOR OPENS AND STACEY BURSTS IN.





She shuts the door behind her,leaning on it.





She looks around,spotting a chair beside the dresser.





She grabs the chair and leans it up against the door,


the top of the chair right under the doorknob.





Stacey steps away from the door,looking again.





She goes to the phone on the bedside table and picks it


up,holding it to her ear.





There's nothing but static on the line.





Stacey hangs the phone up,sighing.





She sits down on the bed,exhausted.





               STACEY


        Please let the police be on their way.


        Let them get here soon...





Stacey doesn't notice her closet door opening in the


background.





Stacey puts her head in her hands,her elbows on her knees.





Franklin steps out of the closet,knife in hand.





As Stacey continues to hold her head in her hands,


Franklin starts to slowly walk across the room.





FRANKLIN'S P.O.V-WE SLOWLY GET CLOSER TO STACEY.





Soon Franklin is only 4 feet away from Stacey.





Stacey raises her head from her hands,looking toward


the door,tears running down her face.





Franklin is 2 feet away when Stacey finally senses


something.





She turns her head and looks right at Franklin.





Franklin lunges forward.





Stacey screams.





Franklin slams his knife into Stacey's chest.





EXT. THE HOUSE-NIGHT-WE HEAR STACEY'S SCREAM ECHO THROUGH


THE NIGHT.





INT. THE HOUSE-THE UPSTAIRS HALL-THE BEDROOM DOOR OPENS


AND FRANKLIN STEPS OUT,KNIFE IN HAND.HIS KNIFE AND


HANDS ARE COVERED WITH BLOOD.





He drops the knife on the floor and wipes his hands


off on his shirt.





He stares down the stairs for a couple seconds,then


looks back into the bedroom.





He smiles.





INT. THE FIRST FLOOR-WE WATCH AS FRANKLIN WALKS DOWN


THE STAIRS,NOW WEARING SOME OF PAUL'S CLOTHES.AS


WE WATCH FRANKLIN,WE HEAR-





            NEWS REPORT


               (V.O.)


        Authorities believe serial killer


        Franklin Burleson may have struck


        again last night,just hours after


        his blood escape from police custody


        enroute to the state prison from


        Chicago Junction.A young couple,Paul


        and Stacey Woods,were found brutally


        murdered in their Akron suburb home,


        and Burleson is the prime suspect.





Once Franklin reaches the bottom of the stairs and


heads to the back door.(The news report can still


be heard.)





EXT. THE HOUSE-DAWN-THE BACK DOOR OPENS AND FRANKLIN


STEPS OUT.





EXT. THE GARAGE-DAWN-THE GARAGE DOOR OPENS.





            NEWS REPORT


            (V.O.)


       Stacey Woods got a call in to local


       police before she was murdered,and


       patrol cars arrived at the residence,


       187 Elm,just minutes too late.Paul


       Woods' car was missing,and it is


       believed that Burleson stole it.An


       APB is out for the vehicle...





Paul's car backs out of the garage and out into the


street.





The car drives off down the street and we watch the


garage door close.





Once the garage door is closed,the news report cuts off.





CUT TO BLACK.





				THE END


