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(Scene opens in the dark suburbs of Dwight's Cove.  POV pans past nice


houses and slows down at a wooded area.  A sign reveals that we are now in


Johnny Appleseed Park.  POV pans until we hear the voices of Joe Christmas


and Roland.  POV pans past some bushes.  We see Roland and Joe sitting


together on a blanket out in the secluded park area.  Joe has his knees


pulled up and arms wrapped around his legs.  He stares off in apprehension)





Joe: So.....





Roland: So.....





Joe: You, uhhh, you ever get to walk around this place in the daytime?  It's


nice.....





Roland: Yeah.  I mean, I bet it looks nice......  I don't get out too often.


I mean, I go dancing sometimes...





(They pause and look up in the sky)





Joe: I'd like to go dancing this weekend.





Roland: I know a place where we can dance and have fun.  Your folks don't


kn-.....they don't mind if you go out with friends?





Joe: No, no.  They don't mind.





(Roland reaches over and kisses Joe.  Joe blushes self-conciously)





Joe: Someone might see us!





Roland: Everyone's asleep, and we're in the middle of nowhere.  You gotta


relax.





Joe: How can I?  If my friends at college find out....





Roland:....Are you *that* embarassed?





Joe: No.....no.  I just don't know if I'm ready for this........





(POV watches from the distance, as if they were being spied on.  CU of


Roland as he puts his arm around Joe, gently pulling him closer)





Roland: Hey, there's no need to be nervous or anything....





Joe: I know.  I guess I'm just.....(sigh).......I never felt like this


before.  I mean, how do we...?





Roland: Don't worry.  It'll be all right.  First time is always scary, but


it ain't bad........





Joe: Well, I-





(They are interrupted by a lot of screaming and yelling and laughing in the


woods around them.  Joe jumps up, scared to death.  Roland looks around in a


silent panic)





Roland: Go!!  Get out of here NOW!!





Joe: (Shaking)  What's going on??





(A bunch of guys jump out at them.  Three tackle Roland where he sits.  Joe


narrowly avoids several brutish baseball bats being swung at him)





Joe: ROLAND!!!!!!





Roland: GET OUT OF HERE!!!  RUN!!!





(Joe runs for his life, screaming at the top of his lungs.  ECU of Roland.


Pinned to the ground, he looks up to see a hooded thug.  POV faces the thug


as he swings a bat down.  Cut to black as we hear a sickening crunch)





(ECU of Jamie Reese, sitting in her livingroom home.  She wakes with a start


from her nap in the comfy chair.  A book is on her lap.  She wakes as if she


just had a nightmare)





Jamie: Oh my God!





(Joe's screaming now can be heard outside.  She realizes that she is not


dreaming)





CHAPTER 3: THE SAGA OF JAMIE REESE








(Jamie runs to the door and opens it.  She sees Joe running down the


sidewalk)





Jamie: In HERE!!!  In here!!!!!





(Joe runs towards her.  Jamie sees three men coming after him.  He makes it


inside and she locks the door)





Joe: Oh, PLEASE CALL THE POLICE!!!!!  THEY'RE AFTER ME!!!





(They back away from the door and windows.  Jamie grabs her cellular)





Jamie: Hello police?





(POV watches from outside a window as her muffled voice talks to the


authorities.  POV backs away and goes around the house until it comes to the


power lines.  Two hands are seen vigorously cutting the lines with a knife)





(POV cuts back to Jamie and Joe as the lights go out)





Jamie: Damn!





Joe: Oh God!!





Jamie: Just relax.  The police are going to be here in a few minutes.  Now,


what is your name?





(They jump as they hear the breaking of glass from a distant window)





Jamie: Don't worry.....don't panic.  Tell me your name.





Joe: I'm Joe......I'm sorry to get you in all this....they....they were


gonna...





Jamie: It's okay.  Nobody's gonna hurt you.  They'll have to get past me!





(The front window breaks.  Someone has thrown a brick through it.  Joe


starts shaking uncontrollably.  A hooded figure peeks into the window)





Thug: Look, bitch, all we want is the queerboy!  Send him here, or I'll tear


this place to the ground!





Jamie: Cops will be here any minute, you little shitfuck!





(The thug starts crawling through the window)





Thug: Fuckin bitch!!  We don't need your kind messing up our town!





(Jamie gasps in fright.  Her breathing and adrenaline increase.  The


remaining bits of glass on the window suddenly burst into pieces, cutting up


the thug)





Thug: Goddammit!





(Sirens are now heard in the distance.  The thug looks out at the noise.


Faint red and blue lights flash closer.  The thug looks at her)





Thug: This ain't over, you little whore.  We'll be back.





(Joe and Jamie hold onto each other tightly, fear in there eyes)





Jamie: I'll be sure to leave out some dogfood for you!!





(The thug disappears.  In moments, the cops are at the front door)





Jamie: It's all right.....We're going to be all right.....





Joe: W-we have to find Roland.....they got Roland......





(Joe mumbles in shock, holding her tightly)





(Time passes.  The early rays of dawn break over the horizon.  Joe and Jamie


sit in front of her house in a daze.  POV backs away to the other side of


the street.  ECU of a car tire squeeling to a halt.  POV backs away to see a


sleek black sporty car with a police emblem on the door.  The driver's side


door opens.  We do no see who it is, only that they are wearing a dark


uniform, trenchcoat and boots.  Camera follows the figure as he walk over to


a local police officer and exchanges unheard words.  Camera pans up to see a


brooding, dead serious man with a weary expression on his face.  He heads


over to Jamie and Joe, who look up at him fearfully)





Hadrian: Are you the owner of this home?





Jamie: (quietly) I am.





(Hadrian, a Komissar for the authorities, pulls out a notebook and pen,


taking notes.  He looks at Joe)





Hadrian: And who are you?





(Joe is still too stunned to speak)





Jamie: His name is Joe.  I don't know him, really.  I heard him being chased


down the street.





Hadrian: Was there anyone else in the neighborhood out and about?





Jamie: No.  Not that I could see.





Hadrian: How many of them were chasing Joe?





Jamie: I saw at least three of them.  There might have been more.





Joe: Please.....we need to find Roland.





Hadrian: Ah, yes.  Roland.  I need to ask you some questions about that.





(Joe gets nervous as the Komissar sits down next to him)





Jamie: Wait a minute, I thought Komissars weren't really a part of the


police.





Hadrian: We aren't......but we have our uses.





Jamie: You have no official police business here, then.





(Hadrian looks at her, unamused)





Hadrian: M'am, I make it my business to be here wether you like it or not.


Wether a serious crime has happened or it's nothing more than a prank gone


out of control doesn't matter.  The law has been broken.  I intend to find


those that broke the law and bring them to justice.





Joe: This was no prank.  We got jumped from the park.





Hadrian: What were you and Roland doing in the park late at night?





Joe: We....uhhh, weren't IN the park.......we were walking by it.  We need


to find him......





Hadrian: The sheriff and his deputies have searched high and low through the


park.  They've been searching all night and all morning.  Roland is still


missing.  What were you doing out there, and why would these hooded men


attack you?





Joe: I don't know!  We were out talking.....it all happened so fast!





(Hadrian gets up and walks over to his car.  He pulls out the dirty blanket.


There are bloodstains on it.  He brings it over to Joe, whose eyes get wide


in recognition)





Hadrian: Does this look familiar?





Joe: N-no.





Hadrian: Don't lie to me, boy.





Jamie: Why don't you leave him alone!  Can't you see he's in shock!?





(Jamie, though a bit shorter than Hadrian, gets up into his face)





Jamie: Who the HELL do you think you are?  You're not a policeman, but you


strut yourself like hot shit all over the place!  Just like all Komissars!!


You're a bunch of bloodthirsty mercenaries!





Hadrian: Is that so?





Jamie: Everyone knows what you guys do!  You're worse than the criminals!





Hadrian: I am helping to conduct an investigation!  If Your friend Joe isn't


telling the whole truth, it means I'll be arresting one more person!!





Jamie: You SON OF A BITCH!!





(Jamie is so mad she raises her hand to strike him.  Hadrian swiftly blocks


the strike, tightly gripping her hand.  She starts whimpering as the grip


becomes painful.  Hadrian continues to look at her with a grim expression)





Hadrian: You are distraught, and going through a lot of emotions right now,


so I'm going to be lenient.....





(He mercilessly tightens his grip on her arm)





Jamie: Oooooow!!





Hadrian:.....but if you get in my way again.......I'll show you what


Komissars are *really* famous for!





Jamie: OW!!





(ECU of Hadrian's windshield as they face off in the BG.  The glass begins


to vibrate, almost in sync with her pain.  As the pain intensifies from his


grip, she shouts.  The glass on his windshield shatters as if an invisible


baseball was thrown into it.  Hadrian looks over at his car in suprise.  He


releases her and looks around, unable to figure out what happened)





Joe: I'll tell you what happened!  I'll tell the whole truth, I swear!!





(Hadrian's police radio frizzles to life.  He goes over and speaks into the


CB.  Joe gently examines Jamie's arm)





Joe: You ok?





Jamie: Yeah.





Joe: Why do Komissars do this?  I thought they were suppose to catch


criminals or something....





Jamie: They do....trouble is, they're fanatics with the law.  Jaywalking's


practically punishable by death to them.  The police don't officially


endorse them because people like him go beyond the law to catch....ow, damn


that stings.....





Joe: What happened to his car?





Jamie: I...don't know......





(Hadrian turns back to them)





Hadrian: Joe, I need you to come with me.  Now.





Jamie: But he hasn't DONE ANYTHING!!





Hadrian: I'm not arresting him.......I need him.....to identify


Roland........





(Joe takes a step back, fearing the worst.  He quickly looks at Jamie,


speaking quickly and quietly)





Joe: Look, Jamie, I was in the park with Roland.  I met him a few weeks ago


and we...we became friends....more than friends.....my parents don't know,


and it would tear me up inside if they found out.....I can't....I don't know


what to do....





Jamie: It's ok.  Go with him.





(Joe starts crying)





Joe: He's dead, isn't he...?  Roland.....





Jamie: You want me to come with you?





Joe: Yes.....Oh God!





Jamie: I want to come too, sir.





Hadrian: Ms Reese, I don't think you can help here except as a witness.





Jamie: Joe is MY friend, so I am MAKING it my business wether you like it or


not!





(Joe gets in Hadrian's car)





Hadrian: (sarcastic) Oh REALLY?  Do you have a car?





Jamie: It's in the repair shop.





Hadrian: Then you're shit out of luck, I guess!





(Hadrian gets in on the driver's side and roars the engine to life,


screeching off as fast as possible.  Jamie looks on in shock as she is left


in the dust)





Jamie: Bastard!





(Jamie runs to a neighbor)





Jamie: Mrs Blankenship!!  MRS BLANKENSHIP!!!!





(The old lady, who has been tending to her gardening all morning, looks up


at her and waves.  She seems to have been blissfully unaware of the past


events)





Jamie: I need your car, Please!  I promise I'll be right back!





Blankenship: Oh, darling.  Of course you can borrow it.  I know you'll take


good care of it.





(Cut to Jamie driving down the streets like a madwoman in an old buick,


screeching tires and leaving skidmarks to keep up with Hadrian.  CU of


Hadrian as he watches Jamie in the rear view mirror.  Hadrian looks at Joe,


who sits quietly in his seat)





Hadrian: You have a good frirend, there.  Good friends are hard to find


these days.....if what I think has happened happened.....I'm very sorry.





(Scene change to another forested area, to what looks to be another park


with a picnic shelter.  Police are everywhere.  A female dressed in a


uniform as totalitarian-looking as Hadrian's looks up and smiles at him)





Hadrian: Hey, Mel.  Whatcha got?





(Komissar Mellisende resumes a more business expression as they get down to





the nitty gritty)





Mel: He's in there.  Not a pretty sight.  Is this the other young man who


was attacked?





(Hadrian nodded affirmitively)





Hadrian: Why on Earth would they go through all this trouble?  Attack two


young men in one park and drag this whole escapade to ANOTHER park?





(Jamie pulls up swiftly, clearly pissed off)





Mel: Who's that?





Hadrian: A local who helped Joe to safety.  She seems to be emotionally


involved in this.





Jamie: What's going on?  Did they find Roland??





Mel: You're treading on a crime scene.





Jamie: DID THEY FIND ROLAND????





Hadrian: You will be informed when we are-





Jamie: Oh, just SHUT UP!!!





(Mel gets up to Jamie.  They stare at each other ferociously, but maintain


polite tones in their voices.  Nobody notices Joe slowly go towards the


shelter)





Mel: You will be the first to know about what is going on *when* we are


authorized to tell you!





(Hadrian looks around, and sees Joe going inside)





Hadrian: Oh Shit!





(POV shows the front entrance from the inside.  "Morning Glory" by Enya


plays in the BG.  Joe enters cautiously.  His face sinks in despair when he


sees a body covered on the floor.  A hangman's noose dangles from a support


beam in the center of the shelter)





Joe: no....oh, Jesus!!





(He collapses in front of the covered body and cries.  He becomes too weak


to move, too scared to lift the cover)





Joe: I'm so sorry......Oh God, I'm sorry Roland........I should've.....I was


scared.....





(Hadrian rushes in, then stops and watches.  After a moment, he can't stand


to see Joe like this, so he goes over and picks him up)





Hadrian: Come on, kid.  Let's go.  I'll take you home.





Joe: (sob) Roland.....I'm sorry....I...I...





Hadrian: It's okay.  There was nothing you could've done....





(He brings Joe back over to the car and sits him inside the passenger seat.


He grimly looks at Mel.  She looks back and they both know the scope of this


brutal crime.  Hadrian silently looks at Jamie.  Jamie grows angry, not at


Hadrian this time, but at the crime itself.  She looks at Joe for a moment


and closes her eyes in tired despair.  She opens them and goes over to the


tall Komissar)





Jamie: Are you Komissars all that they say you are?  Are you the biggest


bunch of assholes to crawl out from hell?  Is it true what I hear?





(Hadrian pauses and looks at her)





Hadrian: You're damn right it's true.





Jamie:.......Well, I don't believe it.  You're going to have to prove it!!!


Find the scum who did this!!  Find them and do what you do best!!





(Hadrian looks over at Mel, then back at Jamie)





Hadrian: We've never lost a case yet.





Jamie: You FIND THEM!!





(Hadrian, Mel and Joe watch Jamie storm off back to her car and drive away)





Hadrian: Do we have any leads?





Mel: Not yet, but we will soon.  The guys who did this were pretty damn


sloppy.  Hick town locals, I'd say.





Hadrian: I'd bet my last paycheck you're right.





Mel: Hate crime?





Hadrian: Yep.  Just when the state repealed the laws for 'em, too.





(Fade to black.  Scene opens with Jamie on the phone with her friend,


Palestrina)





Jamie: I swear to God, I don't know what this world is coming to!  He was


just kid.....





Alan: I wouldn't mind trying to run into those bastards.  I'd love to kick


their asses up and down street!





Jamie: Well, anyway, the house is a mess and I just feel too drained to


clean.  I'll wait until morning.





Alan: So, you think that kid's gonna be all right?





Jamie: I don't know.  I gave him my number before those fuckin Komissars


arrived.





Alan: Hmp, they give you any shit?





Jamie: (sigh) Not really, nothing that I didn't provoke, anyway.  It's such


a joke to have them going around the country, doing what they do.  They're


not policemen.....





Alan: No, but they are the best damn police force money can buy.  They catch


criminals.





Jamie: Well, they better catch these guys.





Alan: Come on, Jamie.  What's the big deal?  You hardly know this kid.....I


mean, not to sound heartless, but he did just kind of land on your doorstep.





Jamie: Alan!  Somebody got killed!  His life was in danger.  I couldn't


ignore it.......





Alan: Just.........don't get too involved, ok?  The police are handling it


right now.  I know this town and its people.  These goons are probably local


hillbillies, and they don't take kindly to us free thinking outsiders at the


University.





(Alan starts talking like a hillbilly)





Alan: We alls don't rightly approve of them edumikated people!!  We likes to


shoot things that think clearly!!  Yuk yuk!!





Jamie: (slightly chuckles) Alan, I'm serious.  Somebody has to stand up to


this crap.





Alan: But it doesn't have to be you.





Jamie: Ugh, I know, I know........Look, maybe I just need some sleep.  I'm


exhausted.





Alan: No problem.  Palestrina and I are going to the club tomorrow night.


You game?





Jamie: We'll see.  Talk to ya later.





Alan: Bye.





(Jamie hangs up the phone.  She sits in her easy chair and runs her


hands through her long curly red hair with frustration.  A noise from the


kitchen jolts her to full attention of her surroundings)





Jamie: Shit.





(Jamie grabs a baseball bat from under her chair and slowly goes over to the


entry to the kitchen.  She flicks on the lights.  The kitchen is empty)





Jamie: Come on, you motherfuckers!  I'm ready for you!





(A figure appears behind her.  She whirls around, but the figure punches her


in the face, knocking her out cold)





Thug: Told ya I'd be back!





(Several others gather around her unconcious body)





Thug #2: Do we kill her?





Thug #1: Hell no.  I can think of other things....





Thug #3: Quiet!!  She is not ours now.  We must take her to the gathering


place.  The master will kill us if we violate our orders.....or her.





Thug #1:  Hmp.  It's a fuckin shame.  She'll be making some horny arab


happy!





Thug #3: Doesn't matter.  We get money for this, so let's get her and go.





(They pick Jamie up and carry her off into the night.  Scene fades)





(Scene opens on Jamie.  She's on a solid concrete floor in the middle of a


dismal looking old building.  Several people are huddled around her on the


floor.  Slowly, she wakes up, holding her head in pain.  She looks around,


noticing that she is in an abandoned church with a group of strangers


huddling in fear)





Jamie: Where am I?  What's going on?





(She looks at several of them, but they are too terrified to reply.  The


masked thugs walk by quickly)





Thug #1: Come on, time for us to go.  The master does not need us anymore


tonight.





Jamie: Hey!  HEY!!!  Where do you fuckers think you're going!??





Thug #2:  We're going home, bitch!  You are going to a *new* home.  Hope you


like life in the Middle East





Jamie: Shit!!!  Is that what this is????  Kidnapping and......





Thug #1: Don't think about it too much.  Some guys will come in and start


bidding on you.  It'll be over before you know it.  Have a nice life!





(A tall figure wrapped in a dark cloak and hood appears from the shadows)





Master: (irritated) I don't believe you have the luxury of becoming


acquainted with the merchandise.  Leave, idiots, while I am still generous!!





(Hastily, and with a bit of fear in their eyes, the thugs leave.  Jamie


looks at the figure angrily)





Jamie: What's going on here??





Master: Sit down!  If you stay obedient like the others, this will go


painlessly.  Don't annoy the bidders.





Jamie: Fuck you!!  I want out of here NOW!!!  I'm not going to be sold like


a piece of real estate!!!





(Jamie looks around, seeing that the figure has no guards or helpers)





Jamie: I'm getting the cops!





Master: Sit down.......and SHUT UP!!!





(With graceful swiftness, the cloaked figure looks as if he glides to her


and slaps her in the face)





Master: They will be here soon, and you will all make me a wealthy man.


Prepare yourselves for a new life!





(Jamie recovers from the slap, a harsh red mark burdens the side of her


face.  She looks around again)





Jamie: What's the MATTER with all of you???  Are you all afraid of him????


HUH????  There are almost TWENTY of us!!!  We can kick his ass!!





Master: Oh, I doubt that!!!!!





(She slowly turns to him with her superbitch look)





Jamie: You sure act like you got balls, let's see if it's true!





(She kicks him between the legs, stunning him for a split second.  Quickly,


she grabs the hood covering his face and lifts it.  Underneath is the gross


visage of a greenskinned malevolence, hissing and baring saliva covered


fangs.  The creature roars at her angrily.  Jamie is so shocked and


petrified by the undead monster, she cannot scream.  With a pale face from


the ghastly sight, she faints away to the floor.  The creature looks down at


her, half tempted to kill her for being so stubborn.  The thing turns and


walks away past the silent, frightened prisoners)


