709











BLACKNESS





We can hear typing on an OLD typewriter.








					MALE VOICE - KILLER (V.O)


I killed them on the road.  All of them.  Every single one of them I slaughtered right then and there.  It’s become a family tradition.  My father did it ten years ago and it’s followed along ever since.  It’s in my blood.  I can feel it surge through my body like a drug when I cut through the flesh.  It’s my high.








We now hear the noise of a car stalling on the road, swerving over to one side and coming to an abrupt stop.  A car door opens.  Footsteps ensue, then comes the sound of the hood of a car being lifted up.





Another car door opens.








					KATE (V.O)


		Barry, what’s wrong with the car now?








The hood closes.  A couple more footsteps.  Another car door opens.








					BARRY (V.O)


I think we over rid the engine, I’m not sure.  Something’s wrong.  We’ll have to wait until it cools down.








			JORDAN (V.O)


Where are we? (beat) What road?








			JEN (V.O)


We’re heading north (beat) on the 709...














FADE IN:  HOUSE - DAY





INT.  KITCHEN








BETTY GRANT, 16, walks into the kitchen.  It looks like she just woke up: her eyes are puffy and her hair isn’t in the best shape.





She looks around the kitchen for a moment.  The fridge catches her eye.  Betty approaches the fridge and opens it.





Inside, we see an assortment of foods at Betty’s disposal.  She takes out CONTAINER of what looks like left over pizza.





Betty gives the container a look - knowing that she shouldn’t eat it, but wanting to anyway.





She begins to open it when -





DING DONG!





The doorbell rings.  Betty looks up.  She tosses the container on the kitchen table in front of her and begins towards the door.











INT.  FOYER - SAME








Betty walks down a few stairs towards the door.  She approaches it.








					BETTY


		Who is it?








					JADE


		It’s me.








Betty opens the door to reveal JADE WILLIAMS, a teenager around the same age as Betty.  Jade’s much better displayed, maybe a little too much so.  She reeks of attitude.





Jade puts out the cigarette that she’s smoking and turns towards Betty.  Betty opens the door and Jade enters.








					JADE


Good morning Betty.  God, you look like hell.








			BETTY


Thanks.








			JADE


No, I mean that constructively.  You need to put on some makeup, hon.








			BETTY


I’ll put that on my to do list.








Jade gives Betty the up-down and flashes a look of disapproval.








					JADE


Betty, have you been doing those exercises I gave you the other week. (beat) You’re starting to look...flabby.











INT.  KITCHEN - SECONDS LATER








Betty sits down at the kitchen table, followed by Jade.  Jade already has another cigarette in her hand, ready to light up.








					BETTY


		You know you really should stop smoking.








					JADE


We’re not here to talk about my health (beat) or yours.








			BETTY


Please, enlighten me with the subject of the day.








			JADE


There really isn’t anything -








			BETTY


No, I can tell.  There’s something you’re aching to tell me.  Your usual weight and facial complex remarks are rather off the bound - spill.








			JADE


How do you feel about going to the Warren County Writing Convention?








Betty shakes her head in spite of Jade’s stupidity.








			BETTY


You know, we should have had this conversation two days ago.  Then maybe we would have been able to actually get a ride there.








			JADE


Huh?








			BETTY


My sister and her friends are going.








			JADE


When did they leave?








			BETTY


About half an hour ago.








			JADE


Who was with her?








			BETTY


Kate, Jordan and uh Barry, I think.








			JADE


Barry Stockwell?








			BETTY


Yeah.








Jade SIGHS and lights her cigarette, slouching back in her chair.  Betty hesitates to talk.








					JADE


		Tell me, Betty.  Why are they going?








					BETTY


		Barry wrote a book.








					JADE


		And what was that book about?








PAUSE, SILENCE.  Betty, again, hesitates to talk.








					JADE


				(cont’d)


It was about my sister.  I know it was.  Her murder, wasn’t it, Betty?








			BETTY


It wasn’t just about her, Jade, or the others.  It was about the entire investigation, the search for the killer - you know, all that ‘investigative report’ stuff...








			JADE


It doesn’t matter, Betty.  I’m going to the convention to stop him. (beat) I want you to come with me.








She takes a puff of her cigarette.








					BETTY


Is that what you came here to ask?  Because I’m not going to crash their party, Jade.  Besides, they’ve got plans after that.








			JADE


Plans?








			BETTY


They’re going camping at Canon lake for two days with some other people.








			JADE 


We’ll find them.








			BETTY


Give it up, Jade.  Put it to rest.  Barry can write about whatever the hell he wants to.  Go to conventions that HE feels like - there’s not much you can do to stop him.








			JADE


No. (pause) He didn’t know her.  He didn’t know any of them who were killed.








			BETTY


What do you want me to do about it, Jade?  There isn’t anything I can do.  You can’t change what happened.








			JADE


Come with me.  I can’t change what happened, but I can change what’s going to happen.








Betty sits in silence.  She looks up at Jade.














CUT TO:  ROAD (MONTAGE)





EXT.








A CAR whooshes down a country road.  No other cars can be seen on the road.





The car moves into an area where there are TREES lining either side of the road.








					RADIO VOICE 1


				(V.O)


Well, it’s the eleventh annual writing convention taking place this weekend in Warren County.  A few famous local writers will be showing up, including Greg Barclay, Alex Jennings and someone to watch out for in the future, Barry Stockwell.








			RADIO VOICE 2


Now what’s the deal with this kid?  He’s from the Don Valley, by the way.  Yeah, so he’s written this book about the Griffin Murders in ’91, but his story is totally different from anything every published.  Now what’s with that?








			RADIO VOICE 1


I don’t know, Bo.  It’s a great book, I hear.  Only a few people have read it, but his theories are great.  Definitely a different outlook on the whole thing.








			RADIO VOICE 2


In case any of our listeners out there don’t know, the Griffin Murders were three teenagers back in ’91 who disappeared off the ‘709.  After that, quite a few other people have gone missing from there.








			RADIO VOICE 1


That’s right.  It’s so freaky.  My kids wanted to go out there, but I said no.  It gives me the creeps, it really does.








The car drives past a BODY OF WATER.  A CREEK of some sort, off the side of the road.  It’s rather wide, lined with rocks.  It’s about a fifteen-foot drop down into the SLOW moving water.








			RADIO VOICE 2


Well, best to luck with Barry with that.  There’s another book being written in the same category and age group about Highway 709 called “709”, which is supposed to be a great book.  Not as provocative book as Stockwell’s, but great nonetheless.








			RADIO VOICE 1


Well, we’ll have live coverage of that on Monday.  Until then, here’s another great hit on your station for Hits and Soul, Take 26...








The car moves past a road sign and heads down a DECREPIT pathway, more of a dirt road than anything.  





The sign reads:





NO EXIT





The car continues on anyway.











EXT.  HIGHWAY 709 - SAME








The car begins to HEAVE and SPUTTER to a stop.  SLOWLY it merges onto the side of the road.





BARRY STOCKWELL, 17, dark hair and eyes, exits the car, FRUSTRATED with it.  He opens up the hood.





KATE PRESTON exits through the back door on the opposite side.  She looks tired.








					KATE 


		Barry, what’s wrong with the car now?








Barry closes the hood and walks back towards the car.  Jen and Jordan exit from their doors.  They all gather around the front end of the car.








					BARRY (V.O)


I think we over rid the engine, I’m not sure.  Something’s wrong.  We’ll have to wait until it cools down.








			JORDAN 


Where are we? (beat) What road?








Jen unfolds a MAP onto the front hood of the car and points down to their location.  It reads HIGHWAY 709.








			JEN 


We’re heading north (beat) on the 709...








SILENCE.  Barry, Jen and Jordan look at each other.  The silence ensues.  Kate, not knowing why they’re so concerned, begins mentally searching for a solution to their problem.








					KATE


Okay, well... (beat) Maybe if we wait for awhile, someone will come by.








			BARRY


No body will come by.  Not in time.








			JORDAN


We’ve got to think of something?








			KATE


Barry, how long will the car take to cool down?








			BARRY


An hour, a day?  I don’t know.  It does this sometimes.








			JORDAN


Sometimes?  Why didn’t you check this before we left?








			KATE


This is pathetic.








			BARRY


		(to Jordan)


I wasn’t entirely concerned about transport maintenance, Jordan.  I just wanted to -








Jen CRUMPLES up the map.








					JEN


				(cutting off Barry)


		GUYS!








Everyone stops and listens.








					JEN


				(cont’d)


We have to stay on track if we want to get anywhere.  The problem is NOT going to solve itself, ESPECAILLY if we’re here arguing.








			BARRY


Jen’s right. (beat) All I want to concentrate on now is getting out of here before dark.








			KATE


What? (beat) Why is it so important that we get out of here before dark?  We’ve got flashlights.








			JORDAN


Flashlights won’t protect us.  


(reluctantly)


Not against...








Jordan begins to mumble off.  Barry and Jen know what he’s talking about.  Kate is in an utter state of confusion.





SILENCE.








					KATE


Against what?  You said that flashlights won’t protect us against something?








			JORDAN


Against whatever makes anyone stuck here disappear.  The murders, the four murders ten years ago.








			KATE


Jordan WHAT are you talking about?








			JEN


It’s true.








Kate turns around towards Jen.  Jordan walks O.S and opens up the TRUNK, sitting down.  Barry LEANS on the hood of the car.








					KATE


This is really confusing.  Could someone PLEASE tell me what the hell is going on?








			JEN


Three teenagers were killed around here about ten years ago.  No one really knows who did it.  They think there might have been some police cover-up.








			KATE


Who is ‘they’?








			BARRY


‘They’ refers to people with theories.  








KATE


Like who?








BARRY


Like me.








He sits up from on the hood and looks at Kate.  He then approaches the two.








					BARRY


				(cont’d)


Wendy Williams, Kelly St. Patrick and Jake Stone were some the many who have disappeared around here over the past ten years. (beat) THEIR bodies were found.  It’s in my book...








			KATE


That’s what you wrote your book on?








			BARRY


That and how I think that there was a cover up of some sorts.  I always thought there was more than one killer, that’s a theory I’ve always stuck with...








			KATE


Theories?  Cover up?  Why?








Barry acts like he really doesn’t want to get into this conversation.  His words are FORCED.








			BARRY


There was too much evidence on the crime scenes NOT to find a suspect.  The case was closed in less than a month.  Too much for one person to handle.








			KATE


You said three were killed.  Jordan said four were killed?








			BARRY


Tom McFarlane was the fourth.  He survived, but he had a lot of mental damage.  When he was found on the road he had been shot in the head - he survived.








			JEN


Barely.








Jordan walks over to the group from the back of the car.








					KATE


Then what’s the deal with getting off the road?








Jordan speaks; he does the ‘bunny ears’ on the quotations part.








			JORDAN


This is the same road that they were killed on.  “Teen’s car stalled on the side of the road, only to have the bodies found disemboweled.” 














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 1991





EXT.  CAR - SAME








WENDY WILLIAMS and Kelly St. Patrick both LEAN against the side of an ‘80s model car.  They look stressed out and tired.  Both of them are decked out in what looks like something out of the late ‘80s.





TOM and JAKE muddle around at the front of the car, where they look under the hood.





The engine STEAMS.





Tom turns to Jake.  They’re both high on drugs.








					TOM


		Shit.  What are we going to do?








					JAKE


I don’t know, man.  Should we go look for help?








Wendy and Kelly approach the hood of the car.








					WENDY


		Guys, what’s going on?  I’m scared.








					TOM 


		The car broke down.








					KELLY


		What now?








					TOM


		I don’t know?








					KELLY


Guys, this is like one of those rad Jason videos.  I’m getting out of here.








			WENDY


Me too!








Wendy and Kelly begin to walk off into the darkness.








					TOM


Guys, don’t go out there!  It could be 


dangerous!








			JAKE


Dangerous my ass, man.  Let them go.








They turn back to the engine, trying to figure out what to do.  The leaves RUSTLE in the trees behind them.











CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - PRESENT





EXT.  CAR 








Kate listens to Jordan’s tale.








					JORDAN


		And then that’s how it started.








					KATE


This is bullshit, total bullshit. 


(to Barry) 


I can’t believe you think there’s anything behind this.  And you wrote a book!








			JEN


Stalker or no stalker, I’m still spooked.  I don’t know about you guys but I’m really not up to spending a night here.








The sit down for a moment.








					JORDAN


		What about Tyler and Mark?








					JEN


		What about them?








					JORDAN


I told them that we’d meet them on the pier tonight in front of the Kittling Hotel!








			BARRY


Tyler and Mark are just going to have to wait.  We have to watch out for ourselves right now.  I don’t want to have to worry about anything else BUT that.











FADE TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - SOMETIME LATER (TIME LAPSE MONTAGE)





EXT.  








The four pace around, very tired, not knowing what to do.  Car doors open and close.





The sun begins descending every-so-slightly from its peak in the sky.














CUT TO:  GRANT HOUSE - SAME





INT.  FRONT HALL








A knock comes at the door.





No one answers.  Another knock.  No one.  Finally, the door begins to open.  





In steps TYLER KENT, a tall 18 year old.  He looks around for a moment, scanning the area of any signs of life.  His eyes are a little PUFFY.








					TYLER


		Hello? (beat) Betty?








Betty appears at the top of the stairs leading into the living room.  She looks as if she’s been up to something.  She has on her ‘cover-up’ face on.








					BETTY


		Tyler, hi.  What are you doing here?








He steps in the door, closing it behind him.








					TYLER


		Did Jen say where we were meeting?








Betty looks around in thought.








					BETTY


I think at the pier.  I’m not totally sure.  They left a few hours ago.








			TYLER


I know.  Mark and I are running a little late.  He was up last night fixing Barry’s car.








			BETTY


Oh, yeah.  Well, you’d better hurry up.  Barry seems very excited and I’m sure you don’t want to disappoint him.








He notices her ‘rushing’ attitude.








					TYLER


				(hesitant)


		Is something wrong?








She makes odd hand gestures.








					BETTY


Me?  Oh, no, I’m just busy right now.  With Jen being gone, I’ve got to take care of all of the housework around here, you know how it is.








			TYLER


Yeah, okay.  Well, Mark’s waiting in the car, so I’ve got to go.  But if Jen calls or anything, tell her that I’m meeting them at the pier, okay?








			BETTY


Yeah, sure.








			TYLER


Bye.








Betty waves as Tyler exits.  She SIGHS in relief.  A great tension has been lifted from her shoulders.





Jade steps into view from around the corner.








					JADE


		Who was that?








Betty turns and faces her.








					BETTY


That was Tyler, him and Mark are going camping wit them afterwards.








			JADE


Tyler the drug addict?








BETTY


Tyler KENT.








JADE


Oh well.. We need to get moving on the plan.








			BETTY


What plan?  All I’ve been doing for the past two hours is sitting here listening to you and how much you hate Barry.  Give it up.  Until you can think of something constructive to do with this ‘problem’, I’m out.








Betty breaks away and walks into the kitchen.  Jade pauses for a moment, then continues after her.











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








Betty walks in and sits down at the table.








					JADE


		Wait, wait, wait!  I know what we can do.








					BETTY


Jade, I’m not going to the convention.  It’s too far away.  My mom will kill me.








			JADE


There has got to be some way I can convince you to come with me.








			BETTY


Only if you promise to handle this rationally.  You have a point, but I think you have trouble expressing it.








			JADE


Then you’re coming?  Great, I’ll get the car!








Jade exits.  Betty looks less than impressed.  She sits there by herself for a moment.  We can hear Jade jingling around with some keys in the background.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - AFTERNOON 





EXT.  CAR








They all sit around, still not knowing what to do.  Their faces are glossy, their hair is frizzy and they look altogether worthless.  Kate fans herself with a sheet of paper.





Jordan lies on the ground against the car, below the trunk.








					JEN


				(tiredly)


Guys, I really don’t want to be here when night falls.








JORDAN


Fine then, we’re leaving.








Jordan gets up and goes to the trunk of the car and begins UNLOADING bags and an assortment of items.  Among them is a LARGE axe.








					JEN


		Jordan, what are you doing?








					JORDAN


Getting out of here.  That’s what we want, right?  To escape?  To be safe? (beat) We’ve been waiting around here all day and no cars have come by.  Jen’s right.  I don’t want to be anywhere on this road when night hits.








			BARRY


And where are we going to be safe, Jordan?  There’s a hundred miles of nothing on either side of us!  Face it, we’re stuck.








			JORDAN


Hey, those kids back then found a house in the woods, didn’t they?  Who says we might stumble upon one?








			JEN


Who says we might stumble upon THE house?  THE stalker.  I’m not in the mood for slice and dice, Jordan.








			JORDAN


Either way, I am LEAVING. (pause) I’m not in the mood to become another statistic.








Jordan continues to UNLOAD the baggage.  He exchanges a rather CONCERNING glare with Barry for a few minutes.  Barry has some secrets that he isn’t revealing.





Kate crosses her arms and SIGHS.








					KATE


Sorry guys, I’m not going anywhere?  It’s not worth it.








EVERYTHING stops.








					JEN


Worth it?  Come on, Kate.  We can camp out in the woods for the night, just until the morning when everything’s cleared up with the car.








			KATE


What if it’s not?  I think it’s best to stay at the car.  Someone’s bound to come along sometime.








Barry walks up to Kate.








					BARRY


Yeah, but not the RIGHT someone.  Under any other circumstances, I’d agree with you, Kate. Teenagers and highway 709 just don’t mix - what about that DON’T you understand?








			JORDAN


It’s like the Bermuda triangle of highways.








			KATE


Barry, I don’t know all the facts!  You guys are spouting off tales that I haven’t even heard of.  And until I know that I’m safe, I’m staying here at the car.








			BARRY


Kate, please.  








			KATE


No.








Barry breaks away.  He takes a moment to compose himself.








					BARRY


		Fine.








COLDLY, he walks over towards Jordan and begins helping him unpack the trunk.





Jen turns to Kate.








					JEN


Kate, please come with us.  You don’t understand.  More than just those three teens were killed on this road.  I don’t want to leave you.








			KATE


I’ll be fine here by myself.  It’s you guys that I’m worried about.








Jen walks to the trunk and picks up her bags.  She looks at Kate reluctantly.  





Barry and Jordan seem eager to leave.  They are already suited up with their backpacks, coolers and tents.





Kate enters the car.  











INT.  CAR - SAME








She watches from within the car as they exit.  She can see her own reflection on the mirror.  She looks at herself for a moment, then turns away.





SILENCE.





The faint chirping of birds can be heard from outside.  Kate SIGHS and sits back in the front seat.





Concern begins to show on her face as she realizes now that she is alone.











FADE TO:  MONTAGE





EXT.  SKY








The sun begins to lower in the sky.  It’s roughly five o’clock in the evening.














CUT TO:  GAS STATION - SAME





EXT.  CAR








A car pulls into a SHABBY looking rest station.  It’s obviously been driving for quite awhile.  





Betty exits the car.  Jade also exits.  Betty walks around and takes out a pump from the stall and inserts it into the car.





Jade exits the passenger side door.  She runs over to Betty.








					JADE


I just heard something interesting on the radio!








			BETTY


Oh really Jade?  And what was that?








			JADE


Someone has written a book EXACTLY like Barry’s book.  Competition.  To throw him off.








			BETTY


That’s stupid, why would somebody do that?








			JADE


It’s perfect!  Obviously this person is a better writer than Barry.








			BETTY


I wonder who it is?








			JADE


They said it was in the student division, so it’s someone from around the area.








			BETTY


Wipe that smirk off your face Jade, it’s not going over well with me.








			JADE


Sorry for being happy.








			BETTY


You always have to get your way, don’t you?











The gas bell ‘TINGS’ and Betty pulls the pump out and puts it back in the holster.  She hands a bill to Jade.








					BETTY


		Here, go pay the cashier.








Betty opens the car door and enters.  Jade stares at the bill for a moment, then walks over to the convenient store cash area.











INT.  CAR - SAME








Betty turns on the radio, listening nonchalantly.








					RADIO VOICE 1


We’re here live at the Warren County Writing Convention.  Tonight, a panel of judges will be awarding prizes for best piece of work in the student category. 








			RADIO VOICE 2


That’s right!  As we said earlier, a great amount of work went into these books.  Barry Stockwell’s “The Griffin Murders” looks like it’ll take the house down.  Stockwell’s book was published by his school under supervision of Byron Risko.








			RADIO VOICE


Yeah, he’s actually working the booth for Barry right now.  We’ll have more with Byron later.  We’re also expecting to see Barry tonight, maybe we can catch an interview?








Betty turns off the radio.














CUT TO:  WOODS - MID-AFTERNOON





EXT.








Barry, Jen and Jordan LUG along with their baggage through a OPENING amongst the tall trees.





Jen looks at the trees, noticing the CARVINGS all over them.  She’s amazed.





Barry looks around.  He then stops.  He is totally taken with the atmosphere of the opening.  He GAZES at the carvings on the trees.








					JEN


Wow, look at all of these carvings.  It’s so neat.








			BARRY


It’s incredible.








Barry RUSHES over to one of the trees.








JORDAN


They don’t look too typical.








BARRY


Take a look at the carvings, Jordan.  We’re in the burial ground.  These act like gravestones.  Family of the dead and disappeared came here and carved the names of the dead on them.








			JORDAN


Now that’s twisted.  Who would do such a thing?








			BARRY


You try having one of your family members disappear into thin air.  Burying a weighted coffin doesn’t always do the trick.








There is a moment of silence.  Barry breaks free from the tree and they continue walking.








					JEN


I haven’t even read your book yet.  Do you have a copy?








			BARRY


Yeah, but you don’t want to read it.  Not now.








			JEN


Why not?








			BARRY


You’ll find the parallels between our current situation and the stories in this book remarkable.








			JEN


Nevermind, you’re right.  I’m not really in the mood to know if someone was killed where I’m standing.








			JORDAN


If they’re so scary, why aren’t you scared, Barry?








			BARRY


I am. (beat) Out of my mind.  But I’ve become desensitized to most of it.  It’s that road.  You can feel it when you’re on it.  Even driving on it.  It pulls you in.








Barry puts down his luggage - something snaps within him.  Jen and Jordan look back at him, wondering what the hell he’s doing.








					JORDAN


		What are you doing?








					BARRY


		Guys, we left Kate back on that road.








					JEN


Barry, I know, but she wanted to stay.








			BARRY


No, you don’t understand, she herself said that she knew nothing about the stories...the stalled car stalker.








			JORDAN


Yeah, and that’s why she wanted to stay.








			BARRY


I’m going back for her.








			JEN


No, you’re not.  Barry we need to find somewhere to set up camp or else we’re screwed.  It’s getting dark.








He begins walking back.








					BARRY


I know and that’s why I want you guys to set up somewhere around here.  Start a fire or something.








			JORDAN


I’m going with you.








			BARRY


No, the car’s only about a mile away.  Just set up somewhere around here.  I’ll be back in less than two hours.











He turns around and walks back from the direction that they came.  Jen and Jordan watch in relative shock has he departs.








					JEN


		Barry, be careful!








He rounds a corner and walks out of sight.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - LATE-AFTERNOON





EXT. CAR








The car sits silently under the slowly setting sun, amongst the chirping birds and suffocating ambience.





Kate sits in the front seat, leaning against the window.  She glances at herself in the reflection for a moment.  The thought of seeing herself doesn’t ring right.  She changes her position.





Kate puts her head back against the seat, BREATHING heavily out.





Her eyes begin to droop, ever so slowly shut.  Kate begins to doze off.





TING, TING, TING!





Kate perks her eyes open.  A barely hearable sound omits from outside the car.  She looks around for a moment, then returns to her position.





Her eyes immediately shut.





THUMP, THUMP, THUMP, THUMP!





Kate JUMPS out of her seat.  The thumping comes from the passenger window.








					KATE


		What the hell?








She SLOWLY leans over and begins UNROLLING the window.  Looking around with caution, she turns her head to one side.





NOTHING.  She turns her head to the other side.





NOTHING.





She reenters the car, ROLLING back up the window and returning to her seat.  She SIGHS in frustration.





Feeling a headache coming on, Kate puts her hand over her head and leans on it.





BANG, BANG, BANG!!





This time it comes right on her door.





Kate opens the door and LEANS out.  She’s angry.








					KATE


		Funny guys, I’m NOT that dense.








She sighs and closes the door.  Her hand SLIDES towards the lock button.








					KATE


		Have it your way.








She presses the button and, simultaneously, all of the locks in the car are bolted.





Kate sits in silence, but not relaxing, rather waiting for the next jolt to frighten her.





DRAMATIC PAUSE.  





Kate stays still, waiting, but nothing happens.





Then CLICK, SWWWOOOOOOOSHH.





Kate hears something outside.  She TWISTS frantically to see what’s going on, but she can’t get a good view.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








Kate opens the door, FLYING out around to the back of the car where she sees the trunk WIDE OPEN.





She looks at the trunk for a moment.  It hits her: the AXE is gone.





Kate freezes and SLAMS the trunk closed.  It ECHOES throughout the woods.  





SLOWLY she begins walking back to the OPEN door, sliding her back against the side of the car.  It seems a million miles away.





Kate reaches the door and looks inside.  TWO SHEETS OF PAPER.  She looks at them: they weren’t there before.





This freaks her out TOO much.  She turns around, and, unknowingly BUMPS INTO





BARRY








					KATE�		Barry!








She SCREAMS his name, in a hyper release of tension from the shock.  Barry puts his hands forward, protecting himself and motioning for her to ‘back off’.





Kate takes a few deep breaths.








					BARRY


		What’s happening?








					KATE


		Look.








She reaches back in the car and retrieves the sheets of paper and hands them to Barry.  





He takes them and reads them a little bit.








					BARRY


These are pages from my book. (beat) Where did you get these.








			KATE


Somebody put them on my seat, while I was at the trunk, somebody put them there.








			BARRY


Wait, hold on, what’s going on?








			KATE


Someone’s here.  They were tapping on the door, then they opened the trunk.  They took the axe from the trunk Barry!








			BARRY


Okay, okay.  I believe you.








PAUSE.








					KATE


		Why are you here?








					BARRY


		I came back to get you.








					KATE


So you were walking just a minute ago, right?








			BARRY


Of course I was.  You don’t think I would try to scare the shit out of you, would I?








			KATE


If you did, it’s working.








They begin walking away from the car, SLOWLY.








			BARRY


I can’t explain it.  I really can’t.  I’ve wrote a book trying, but I failed. (beat)  This presence, this guy... he’s like Santa Claus.  He comes, but you don’t see him.








			KTE


Yeah, until you wake up and realize that Santa Claus doesn’t exist.








			BARRY


But he does, I mean, he did.  St. Nick once lived, and that’s the point I’m trying to get at.  And now everyone knows. (beat) The stalled car stalker, he’s like Santa Claus.








			KATE


Is that what you call him?  The stalled car stalker?








			BARRY


Yes.  Well, me and pop culture.








			KATE


I still want to know who did this.  There’s got to be some logical explanation.








			BARRY


Let’s think logical when we’re somewhere where we can calm down.  Jen and Jordan are setting up camp about a mile from here.








			KATE


Will we find them before dark?








			BARRY


Probably not, but I have a flashlight.








			KATE


I thought you said that wouldn’t do any good?








			BARRY


I don’t mean for light.  








They exchange looks somewhat of impending danger and somewhat ‘point of no return’.














CUT TO:  BLACKNESS 








We hear the typing noise again.  Darkness ensues.








					MALE VOICE - KILLER (V.O)


Death isn’t all the thrill of the kill.  There is a neatly crafted set up that one must follow through.  I am not one.  I am ‘the’.  I’ve perfected my craft over the past several years.  Am I a master?  No.  Am I smarter than my victims?  Yes.  And that’s why I get away with what I do.  Not because I have connections or the drive to kill, but because of my unique sense of manipulation.  That is the key.  Deconstruction.

















CUT TO:  CLEARING - SUNSET





EXT.








Jen finishes off setting up the last tent.  They’re quite large.  Jordan finishes off assembling the fire pit in the center of the tents.  They both look tired.








					JEN


		Okay, I’m done with this one.








					JORDAN


I need to go and look for some firewood.  I saw some logs over there.








He points behind Jen.  Jen turns around a looks for a brief moment.





Jordan arises and BRUSHES himself off.








					JEN


		Sounds good. (pause) What time is it?








					JORDAN


About eight, I guess.  When did Barry say he’d be back?








			JEN


He said about an hour, but that was almost two hours ago.








			JORDAN


Do you think they’re okay?








			JEN


I don’t know?  I don’t know what to think?








Jordan walks past Jen, they exchange looks of concern.  He wanders off to a tree.  It’s marked with a carving.





Jen, seeing that her work is done, turns and follows Jordan’s direction, looking for wood and sticks.





Jordan reaches a tree and picks up a rather large stick.  He gets up and the carving on the tree catches his attention.





The word ‘JEN’ is carved into it.








					JORDAN


		Look, Jen, this one has your name on it.








He looks over at her.  Jen has fixed her eyes on a tree herself.  With fear in her eyes, she looks over at him.








					JEN


		Jordan, this one has your name on it, too.








Jordan hesitates for a moment, then quickly walks over towards the tree.  He can see his name written in the same bold, rough letters on the tree.








					JORDAN


		This is weird.








					JEN


		What’s it supposed to mean?








					JORDAN


Barry said this was supposed to be like a gravestone, right?  A burial ground?








			JEN


But Jordan, we’re not dead.








He looks at the tree, then back at her.








					JORDAN


		I know.














CUT TO:  FORESTED AREA - TWILIGHT





EXT.








The sky is still light, but the sun has set entirely now.  Barry and Kate sit in a small clearing, resting form their tiresome walk in the woods.





Kate looks at the pages of Barry’s book that she holds in her hands.








					KATE


So what was so special about these pages.  Why did they put THESE pages in the car?








			BARRY


Those are the prologue pages.  The pages that say ‘this is who died and when’.








			KATE


Why would they leave that?








			BARRY


They?








			KATE


He, she, it, them. (beat) Why the prologue, Barry?








			BARRY


Kate, you’re asking me as if I know.  I don’t have everything figured out, you know.








			KATE


It seemed that way back at the car.








			BARRY


Knowing what I know - what WE knew - we had to get out of there.  Something’s already started.








			KATE


You do have to admit, it’s kind of ironic that we’re stuck in the same position as the characters in your book.








			BARRY


Ironic or utterly terrifying?








			KATE


A little bit of both, actually.








They sit in silence for a long moment, not knowing what to say next, or too hesitant of the outcome.





Kate breaks the silence.








					KATE


Why did you write the book?  Why on the Griffin Murders?








			BARRY


To fill a void.  To (breath) answer a few questions left unanswered.








			KATE


Unanswered by what?








			BARRY


My father. (pause) He went missing in 1992, and for the longest time I thought that it had to do with the stalled car stalker - the same guy who killed the other three. (pause) I can remember coming out into the woods here one day with my uncle and carving his name into a tree.








			KATE


That’s horrible.  I’m sorry.








			BARRY


It’s become like a religion to me.  It’s like one big mass gray area in my life that fills with a million questions a minute.








			KATE


Some questions are better left unanswered.








			BARRY


Not these ones.  I deserve an answer.  Just to one question - 








			KATE


		(cutting off)


‘Why me?’








			BARRY


Just ‘why’.








			KATE


I know what you’re saying.








			BARRY


The book taught me one thing, though.  It taught me to open my eyes and see how corrupt the world really is. (beat) God doesn’t exist, not any more.  We killed him.








			KATE


We killed the legend behind him.








			BARRY


For the longest time I thought that you could never kill a legend...I guess I was wrong. (beat) I’d give anything to feel that way again.








			KATE


There’s one legend that won’t die.  Not for you, anyway.








			BARRY


And that’s the one I wish would die the most, too.

















CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - NIGHT





INT.  CAR 








Betty drives along the road, in the car with Jade by her side in the passenger seat.  Things are getting pretty redundant by now.  They’ve been driving for over four hours.





Suddenly, Betty spots BARRY’S CAR ahead of them.








					BETTY


		Jade, who’s car is that?








					JADE


		It looks like Barry’s.








Betty pulls the car over.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








The car comes to a complete stop.  The headlights go off.  Betty then exits the car, followed by Jade from the passenger door.





They look at the car, sitting silently in the night.  Betty seems concerned.








					BETTY


Oh my god, Jade.  What do you think happened to them?








			JADE


I don’t know?








			BETTY


Why the hell would they just leave the car?








			JADE


Beats me.  Maybe Barry went off his knocker and chased them out into the woods.








			BETTY


Shut up, this is serious.  I think they might be in trouble.








There is a moment of silence.  They examine the car by walking around it.  Betty walks around the side to the OPEN driver’s door.





The AXE lies on the ground beside it.





Betty LEANS down and extends her hand towards the axe, fearing to touch it.








					BETTY


		Jade...something’s wrong.








Jade approaches Betty and catches sight of the axe.








					JADE


		Betty, what road are we on?








Betty looks up at Jade, thinking.  The answer hits Betty like a ton of bricks.





She JUMPS up, immediately glancing all over, aware of her surroundings.








					JADE


				(cont’d)


		I think we’re on the 709.








Betty steps into a state of complete paranoia.  She begins walking back to her car.








					BETTY


I’m leaving, right now.  We’re going back to get help.








			JADE


I told you he was evil, Betty!  I bet he dragged them into the woods and slaughtered them.  He’s got your sister, Betty.  He’s got Jen.  He’s going to killer her, just like he killed Wendy...








Jade trails off.  Betty realizes that Jade is more diluted than she thought.  








					BETTY


		Jade, Barry didn’t kill your sister...








					JADE


		Yeah, but I can’t say the same for you.








					BETTY


Jade, your obsession with this is unhealthy.  Barry isn’t dangerous or wrong or bad.  I think you’re the one who needs some help. (beat) Now, are you coming with me or not?








			JADE


No, I’m going to look for them.  They’re in trouble.








			BETTY


You need to stop blaming Barry.  You need someone to blame for Wendy’s death, I understand, but Jade, listen to me...it wasn’t him. (beat) Remember that.








Jade stays silent.





Betty turns around and walks back to the car.  Jade stands there for a while, watching as Betty enters the car and starts it up.





Within a few moments, the car is pulling away.





Jade turns around, facing the darkness.  She embraces it and walks into the THICK foliage.














CUT TO:  PATHWAY - SAME





EXT.  








Barry and Kate SCRIMMAGE along the pathway, looking on either side for signs of Jen and Jordan.  They don’t seem to be having much luck.





Kate starts up the conversation -








					KATE


		Tell me about Tyler.








					BARRY


		You know Tyler.








					KATE


		Yeah, but you know him better.








					BARRY


		What’s to know?








					KATE


		Fine then, tell me about Mark.








PAUSE.  There is silence.








					BARRY


Um, Mark and I have been friends since we were kids.	








			KATE


Details?  I’m new, remember.








			BARRY


Not much.  He lives on his own.








			KATE


His parents let him.








			BARRY


His parents are - well, aren’t.








			KATE


Oh, what happened to them?








			BARRY


His dad committed suicide about ten years ago.








			KATE


Does anyone have a father?








			BARRY


Doesn’t seem like it.  Mark doesn’t like to talk about it.  I don’t know much other than that.  He owned a car repair shop that Mark works for now.








			KATE


That’s good.  At least he left something.








			BARRY


That’s about it.








			KATE


What about Jen and Jordan?  Anything I should know about them?  Homicidal tendencies?








			BARRY


I’ve never been able to trust Jen all that much.  Maybe it’s just because I trust Jordan more, I don’t know?








			KATE


Interesting.  I trust her.








			BARRY


Sometimes when I talk to her I think that we’re running in totally opposite directions. (pause) What about you?  I think you’re the unknown right now.








			KATE


Not much here.  Typical family, which, these days seems to be abnormal.  I’m getting through being a teenager.  I hope I still can after tonight.








			BARRY


Normally this is where I’d say that everything would be fine by morning, but I honestly don’t know.  Too many things pop into my head when I think of what’s next.








			KATE


I understand.  And I’m sorry.  About missing the convention.  I know how much it meant to you - and your dad.








			BARRY


Thanks.  I guess Mr. Risko is just going to have to handle the convention without me.








There is another moment of silence.








					KATE


		Where are they?








					BARRY


I don’t know?  I said I’d be back to them about an hour and a half ago.  I hope they set up a fire or something?














CUT TO:  CLEARNING - SAME





EXT.  CAMPFIRE








The fire roars to life.  Jordan PILES up some sticks on top to keep it burning.  Jen sits back and pulls up a cooler to sit on.





Jordan uses a LONG stick as a roasting utensil.








					JEN


		They’re not here yet.








					JORDAN


		Just relax.  They’ll get here.








					JEN


You know, I really feel sorry for Barry.  He seemed really upset earlier about not going to the convention.








			JORDAN


I agree.  But I don’t think he’s really worrying about that right now.








			JEN


This highway 709 thing has gone too far anyway.  How can he linger on one subject for so long?








			JORDAN


Call him obsessed.








			JEN


Yeah, call him dysfunctional.  This murder crap messes with your mind after awhile.  I can sense it.  He’s so passionate about it.








			JORDAN


What are you saying?  That Barry is a killer?








			JEN


No, but.. I don’t know.  Think about it.  Stalling on the same road as your book.








			JORDAN


It is bizarre, I’ll admit that.








			JEN


And ALL four of our names being carved on the trees.








			JORDAN


Barry didn’t do that, Jen.








			JEN


I know.  And I don’t want to make him out to be some maniac.  It’s just that I don’t know who to trust right now.








			JORDAN


Neither do I...








Jen turns around and PULLS up her immense backpack.  She unzips a pocket and retrieves a SMALL, hand held radio.








					JEN


Take 26 has convention coverage.  At least it’s some access to the outside world.








			JORDAN


Too bad we couldn’t signal for help.








Jen turn on the radio and fiddles around with the dial, trying to find the station amongst the static.





Jordan leans in.  Finally the two familiar radio voices can be heard.








					RADIO VOICE 1


live at the Warren County Writing Convention.  Not much to report on right now, though it seems that Barry Stockwell will be a no-show tonight.  His publicist and teacher, Byron Risko, isn’t sure himself the whereabouts of Barry.








			RADIO VOICE 2


There are a few other books that really strike my interest, Harry.  There’s one called “Forever Unknowing” by Kendall Bradley, which is really an amazing book.








			RADIO VOICE 1


It’s a touching coming of age story -








Jen turns off the radio.  She looks at Jordan hopefully.








					JEN


		Well, at least someone knows we’re lost.








					JORDAN


Someone knows that BARRY didn’t show up to the convention.  It’ll take days, weeks for them to -








			JEN


Jordan, relax!  We’re going back to the car in the morning and getting out of here. (beat) We can go to sleep when they get here.  Everything will be fine in the morning.  As long as we’re not on that road.














CUT TO:  WOODED THICKET - SAME





EXT.








Kate and Barry continue their TREK along the wooded pathway that they travel.





Barry holds a flashlight and SHINES it into the darkness, looking for something that he cannot find.








					KATE


		Anything?








					BARRY


No.  I said I’d be back like almost two hours ago.  They’re going to freak out, I know it.








			KATE


We need to keep looking.








Kate takes the flashlight from Barry and SHINES it off into the opposite direction.





She sees something.  A structure.  A HOUSE, in the distance.  She keeps her eye on it for a moment.  Barry notices.








					BARRY


		What is it?








					KATE


		..I don’t know?











EXT.  HOUSE - SAME








The house is LARGE, but very silent.  It sits in the night, dark and dead.  It’s VERY run down.  





Barry and Kate approach the house.  They get closer and closer, advancing slowly and cautiously.  Barry knows what it is.  He is speechless.








					KATE


It’s a house.  What’s it doing all the way out here?  In the middle of nowhere?








Barry PEERS at the door.  He sees something.  He advances towards it, walking up the PORCH steps.  Kate follows.











EXT.  PORCH - SAME








On the door hands TWO PAGES, spiked in by a RUSTY nail.  He EXAMINES them carefully before RIPPING them off.  He immediately knows what they are.








					KATE


		What’s that?








					BARRY


		More pages (beat) from my book.








He reads them for a moment, skimming the first page, then the second.








					KATE


		What’s on them?  What’s happening?








					BARRY


				(still reading)


It’s describing the house.  The house that they found the bodies in.








			KATE


They found the bodies in a house?








Barry looks up from the papers and at Kate.








			BARRY


Three of them.  Decapitated and hanging from meat hooks in the basement.








			KATE


Barry stop, this is really freaking me out.








			BARRY


Kate...(beat) I think this is that house.








Kate is speechless.








					KATE


What are we going to do?  We’re getting out of here, right?  We’re not going in there, right?








			BARRY


We have to.








			KATE


No we don’t -








			BARRY


Kate, there could be a phone.








			KATE


Or a psycho killer waiting to hack our heads off.  Someone is fucking with us, Barry.  They’re leaving pages of your goddamned book everywhere we turn.  I’m not going in there.








			BARRY


Just for a minute.  Just to look for a phone.








			KATE


NO!  If what you say is right, if this is the house that they found the bodies in, we’ll be walking right into a trap.  I’ve seen movies like this.








			BARRY


This isn’t a movie.  Besides, Detective Allen said that the house was torn down three years ago.








			KATE


How many other secluded houses like this are you going to find?








			BARRY


Kate, if we turn back now, we might get lost out there for days.








SILENCE.  Kate, looking at the ground, glances up at Barry.  They linger for a moment, looking at each other.





Barry turns and grabs the knob of the door, twisting.  It doesn’t give.  He twists again, trying to open the door.  NOTHING.








					BARRY


		It’s locked.








					KATE


		There’s a back way.








Barry turns around and faces her.  He’s confused.








					BARRY


		How do you know for sure?








					KATE


		There was in the book?








She motions to the paper, unimpressed.











EXT.  BACKYARD - SAME








Kate and Barry walk CAUTIOUSLY around the side of the run down house.  They enter the backyard.  





The yard is pretty SPARSE, having little to it.  A LARGE fence blocks off a section of land at the back of the fence.  





Barry looks around.  Kate catches a back door.








					KATE


		Here’s a door.








					BARRY


		Hold on.








He fixes his eyes on the back fence and begins approaching it.  Kate, at first, doesn’t realize where he’s headed.  Once she realizes that she’s alone, she RUSHES up to him.








					KATE


		Where are you going?








					BARRY


		There’s something behind there.








She stops him.








					KATE


Something?  Something, Barry?  What something is that?  Is it something that can help us get the hell out of here?  Because if it isn’t, then we’re just wasting our time.  








He turns his look from the fence to Kate.








					BARRY


		Fine..








He then turns around, back towards the house.  Kate walks with him.  WHEN SUDDENLY!





A NOISE.





From the front end of the house comes a noise.





Kate and Barry freeze, standing dead still.  It sounds like footsteps.  








					KATE


				(whispering)


		What the fuck was that?








Barry ‘shushes’ her, takes her hand and SLITHERS over to the side of the house.





They both CREEP along the side of the house, looking further and further past the siding.





Barry catches something in the corner of his eye up ahead.  A SHADOW, lurking around in the darkness.





SUDDENLY!





Someone approaches from behind.  Both Kate and Barry JOLT around by the unexpected approach.





It’s JADE.








					JADE


		Am I interrupting something?








Kate and Barry take a moment to recuperate, subsiding from the sudden shock.








					KATE


		Jade?  What are you doing out here?








					JADE


		I was just about to ask the same thing.








					BARRY


Our car stalled on the road.  We left for the night.  You must have a car -?








			JADE


Is that your story, Barry?  You car stalled?








SILENCE.








					BARRY


The car DID stall.  It’s on the road, you must have seen it.








			JADE


You know, I planned to approach you a little more civilly, but obviously I’ve stumbled upon your little plan.








			BARRY


What are you talking about?  Jade, do you have a car or not?  We need to know!








			JADE


		(to Kate)


Kate, he’s going to murder you.  Don’t you see?  This is his plan.


		(to Barry)


You’ve diluted yourself into nothing.  No conscience.  You’re planning to kill them all out here, aren’t you?








			BARRY


Jade, what the HELL are you talking about?  The car stalled, we’re looking for help.  I’m not here to kill anyone.








			KATE


You need some sleep, Jade.








Jade pulls something out of her purse.  A BOOK.  She opens it. And RIPS out several pages, SHOVING them in Barry’s face.








					JADE


Look at this!  All of this!  Pathetic garbage!


				(to Kate)


He’s going to kill you, Kate!  You and everyone else out here!  He’s taken this one step too far.  Come with me.








SILENCE AGAIN.  Kate turns to Barry who seems unimpressed.








					KATE


		Barry, that’s not true.








					BARRY


		Of course it’s not true.








Barry steps in close towards Jade.








					BARRY


				(cont’d)


Jade, I’m sorry about your sister, I really am.  I tried to bring truth to her dying.  You have to accept that.








He reaches out towards her, but she SWATS back, stepping backwards away from him.








					JADE


		DON’T TOUCH ME!








She takes a breath.  Kate shifts her weight, getting a little anxious.








					BARRY


No one’s killing anyone, Jade.  I think this entire mystery has us under its spell.








			JADE


No, Barry!  You and your manipulative, sickening mind have us under your spell.  But not me.  Oh no (beat) I know better than that.








Jade removes a GUN from her purse and points it at Barry, very controlled.  She stands, poised with an eerie ease.





Barry takes a step back.  Jade takes a deep breath in.  She cocks back the barrel.  








					KATE


		Stop this!








Kate steps in front of Barry - in front of the gun.  She steps towards it, looking Jade in the eyes.  Jade’s eyes begin to get a little misty.  Her hands begin to TREMBLE.





Putting on an act, Kate turns to the side, reverting her attention to behind Jade.  Her eyes widen.  Jade’s widen at the reaction of Kate’s expression.








					KATE


		Oh my GOD, WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?!








Jade turns her head, reacting.  








JADE


What?








At that split second, Kate WINDS back and bitch-slaps Jade in the face.  Jade HEAVES to the right.





Kate grabs the gun from her hands and SMASHES it back in Jade’s face, heaving her again to the left side.





Jade falls on the ground, comatose, but still alive.





Kate takes a breath in, gripping the gun.  Barry LOOMS over Jade’s body.  He looks at Kate.








					BARRY


Where the hell did you learn to do that? (beat) Well, she’s out cold.  What now?








			KATE


I don’t know?  We can’t just leave her here.








			BARRY


The house.  We can put her in the house until she wakes up.








Kate and Barry LEAN in and grab opposite ends of Jade’s frail body.











INT.  HOUSE - MINUTES LATER








The door opens.  Barry, Kate and Jade’s body are silhouetted from the outside in the DARK room.





It’s pretty run down.











INT.  KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER








Barry FLICKS on a light.  It FLICKERS as it illuminates the kitchen.  The kitchen is VERY run down.  It once used to be something nice, but now is stained with a thick coat of age.  





They DRAG Jade’s body over to the table and FLOP it down on the cold, dirty surface.





The single kitchen light continues to flicker.  Kate looks around.








					KATE


No phone. (beat) It’s pretty bare.  Can we go?  








			BARRY


Hold on, wait.  Where did Jade get that gun?








			KATE


I don’t know.  Should we take it with us?








			BARRY


I think we could leave it here.  With Jade.








			KATE


What, and have her wake up just to go on a shooting rampage?








			BARRY


We can find Jen and Jordan and come back here for the night.








			KATE


If this place is what I think it is I am NOT coming back here.








			BARRY


We have to come back here for Jade anyway.  We can go looking for her car or something - I don’t know. (beat) Let’s just leave, find them and come back.  We can think of something then.








			KATE


What about the pages?








			BARRY


What pages?








			KATE


Do you think Jade left those pages?








			BARRY


She had a book.  It makes sense.








Kate turns and gives Jade’s look a LONG, concerning look.  The light FLICKERS rapidly.














CUT TO:  CAMPFIRE - SAME





EXT.








Jen arises.  She looks down at Jordan.  Jen has had just bout enough.








					JEN


Jordan, it’s been like more than three hours.  As much as I want to doubt it, something has gone seriously wrong.








			JORDAN


What are you going to do?








Jordan stands and walks over towards Jen.








					JEN


		I’m going to get them.








					JORDAN


		What?  You can’t do that.








					JEN


I’m going back to the road, to check the car.  If anything’s happened, it’s probably happened there.








			JORDAN


		(stopping Jen)


Don’t you know the story?  They were killed on the side of the road.








			JEN


I’m going to check the car.  See if it’s running.








			JORDAN


Barry said it’s overheated. (pause) What?  You don’t trust Barry.








			JEN


I don’t know who to trust.








Jordan leans in towards her, looking her SQUARE in the eyes.








					JORDAN


		You can TRUST me.








SUDDENLY!





A figure JUMPS out from the bushes, TACKLING Jordan to the ground.





Jen SCREAMS and LEAPS backwards, falling on the ground.  Suddenly, the action subsides.





Jordan moves out from under the figure.  We hear a familiar voice.  A GIGGLE.  The figure rolls over.





It’s TYLER.





Jordan arises.








					JORDAN


		Tyler, what the hell!








Tyler, looking under the influence of something.








					TYLER


		HA!  That was funny...








Jordan DUSTS himself off.  Jen WHISPERS in Jordan’s ear.








					JEN


		He’s high.








Jen turns to Tyler.








					JEN


				(cont’d)


		Tyler, how did you get out here?








Tyler looks at Jen, trying to keep his slippery eyes open.  He swallows.








					TYLER


Me and Make.  We came out (beat) here.  And we, yeah, saw your car.  I’m really wasted.








			JEN


Mark, he can fix Barry’s car!  He knows how.  I bet he already has a car.








A look of relief comes upon both of their faces.








					JORDAN


		We still have to find the others.








They begin walking away from the camp.  Jen turns back to Tyler, just before leaving.








					JEN


		Tyler, be careful.  Stay away from the fire.








Tyler raises his hand, acknowledging her comment.





Reluctantly, Jen and Jordan leave.  Jordan picks up a flashlight on his way out.














CUT TO:  HOUSE - SAME





INT.  KITCHEN








Jade lies MOTIONLESS on the table.  Her hand twitches.  The light above her still flickers.  The room is very GRIMY.





She begins to move her head.  Her eyelids FLUTTER for a moment before BOLTING open.





Jade shifts and FALLS off the table, SMACKING face down on the dirty kitchen tile.





She lies there for a moment, wincing in pain.  She MOANS as she slowly arises.








					JADE


		Dear god…








She stands up, STUMBLING around, holding onto the table to keep her balance.





The table is COVERED with pages of paper.  She glances at them, then studies her surroundings.





She begins reading one of the pages.  It strikes her.  It’s not the same book she ripped pages out of earlier; it’s different.








					JADE


		What’s going on?








She looks around.  SLOWLY she makes her way towards a door at the end of the room, the paper in her hands.





Jade tries the door, it opens slightly.  She turns back to the pages, reading further.








					JADE


				(reading aloud)


‘The naïve girl was knocked out and put in a house, only to meet her death…’








Her voice trails off.  





She turns around to the opened door.  It’s a BASEMENT.  There is a dark stairwell in front of her leading into an unknown pit of blackness.





The papers slip from her hand and WHOOSH down into the black pit.  She can hear something downstairs.  TYPING.  The soft clicking of an old typewriter.  








					JADE


				(softly)


		Kate, Barry.  Are you down there?








NO answer.  The typing continues.  She stands still in the doorway.








					JADE


				(cont’d; louder)


		Kate, Barry are you down there?








SILENCE.  The typing stops.  Jade pauses for a long moment, not knowing what to do but continue calling their names.








					JADE


				(cont’d; yelling loudly)


		KATE, BARRY!!  ANSWER ME!








Silence.  





SUDDENLY, a CLOAKED figure LEAPS out from behind her, grabbing her with a WELL-CRAFTED, SWIFT motion.  The figure covers her mouth and uses it’s other hand to grab around her waist.  





Jade STRUGGLES and SCREAMS wildly, kicking in the air.  The figure turns and begins walking DOWN THE STAIRS and INTO THE DARK.





Her legs FLARE in the air like a mad woman.  The two of them finally take a few steps down the stairs.





THE BASEMENT DOOR SLAMS SHUT.





There is silence in the kitchen.  We can BARELY hear the muffled screams of Jade as she is dragged into the basement to meet her demise.





Soon after, the silence is broken by the LOUD crunching sound of bones being broke, the muffled screams of Jade and then the WATERY sound of blood spilling.








					MALE VOICE - KILLER (V.O)


Isolation is a good setting.  Luring people into places where they simply know they aren’t safe and letting them fend for themselves.  They’d much rather face something straight up than blame it on what lies in the dark.  They turn on each other.  Is it a trust issue?  Maybe?  But it’s something that they can visually identify as being evil and then deal with it.  It is a sort of hypnosis that comes upon them.  Boiling the situation down into a thick plot, where simple issues are blown out of proportion.  It’s a drug.  It’s a narcotic that I simply cannot get enough of.  Some people don’t especially take well to drugs.  Sometimes it overwhelms them, much like an atmosphere can.














CUT TO:  CAMPFIRE - SAME





EXT.








Tyler STUMBLES around the campfire area.  He looks around, VERY doped up on narcotics.  He holds a POP can in his hand and a BOOK in the other.





He looks around, then looks at the book.





The cover reads “THE GRIFFIN MURDERS - THEORIES BY BARRY STOCKWELL”





Tyler SMIRKS and takes another SWIG of his pop.








					TYLER


		What the hell?





He drops the pop can.








					TYLER


				(cont’d)


		Hello?  MARK?  You there?








He looks around.  No one is there.








					TYLER


Mark, I think that shit we did earlier was a little too heavy.








Tyler looks down at the fire.  Something about the rippling FLAMES excites him.  He begins DROOPING lower and lower.





The book drops, FLOPPING into the fire.





Tyler isn’t able to stand any longer.  He falls to his knees.








					TYLER


Guys, I think there’s something seriously wrong…








His mouth goes NUMB.  He cannot talk.  DROOL slips out the side of his lips.  He begins falling inward, towards the fire.





Suddenly, his body PLUMMETS onto the flames, crashing against the coal.  He can’t feel a thing.  He is entirely TOO drugged up.





Tyler’s CHARRED body begins JOLTING and convulsing as it BURNS in the flames.














CUT TO:  GAS STATION - NIGHT





EXT.








Betty’s car pulls up to a QUICK stop at the familiar gas station.  She hastily exits the car and RUSHES over towards the cash counter area.





She spots a pay phone and breaks for it.











EXT.  PAY PHONE - SAME








Betty lifts the receiver and quickly dials a few numbers.  She then waits impatiently for an answer on the other end.








					BETTY


Hello?  Is this Preceint 13? (3 beats) I’m on highway 709.  I just passed - I don’t know.  Listen, I’m at a gas station and a few people have stalled on the side of  (two beats) No I don’t know where they went, that’s what I need your help with.














CUT TO:  WOODED PATHWAY - NIGHT





EXT.








Jen and Jordan trek along the THICK foliage.  They SWOOSH away trees and branches to get by.








					JORDAN


Jen, what if we get there and Mark’s not there.








			JEN


He’ll be there.  He’s probably already started on the car.








			JORDAN


Why would he leave Tyler?








			JEN


I don’t know?!








			JORDAN


Jen, I don’t want to go back to that road!








			JEN


Too bad, Jordan.  We just have to find Mark, get out of here and get some help.








Jordan stops Jen.  He looks her in the eyes.








					JORDAN


Jen, do you think Barry has something to do with this?








			JEN


I don’t know what to think anymore.  








			JORDAN


You don’t trust him, do you?








			JEN


		(averting)


This whole thing has got everyone up in arms about -








			JORDAN


Answer me!








			JEN


		(hesitates)


What do you want me to say?  ‘I think Barry is trying to kill us.’ (beat) It’s too similar, Jordan.  All of this.  It’s like right out of the book.








			JORDAN


Jen, we’re in control of the situation here.








			JEN


Barry, he’s smart...cunning.  Smarter than all of us. (beat) I just want to make sure that I’m one step ahead of him, that’s all.








There is a long moment of silence.  Jen and Jordan look at each other, doubting.





Jen then breaks the silence by turning around and walking away.  Jordan soon follows.














CUT TO:  WOODED PATHWAY - SAME





EXT.








Barry and Kate walk along the wooded opening.  The trees seem to part.  





Kate examines the area.  Something’s off.








					KATE


Barry, I recognize this opening.  We’re heading back to the house.








			BARRY


We are?








They keep walking.  Soon, then happen upon a LARGE, chain-link fence, sitting in the middle of the path.  It has LARGE vines growing over it.  Topping it off is a RUGGED ‘KEEP OUT’ sign.





They both GAZE at fence for a moment, thinking curiously as to where it leads.  It hits Kate.








					KATE


This must be the fence behind the house.  The back.  It has to be.  We’re near the house, right?








			BARRY


I - I think so.  But what’s in there?








He FLASHES the light in the fence.  The light shines on a RUN down metallic object.  A CAR.  And then another one.








					KATE


Looks like some sort of junk yard.  Or an impound.








			BARRY


They wouldn’t have an impound out here.  Looks like someone’s personal collection.











INT.  JUNKYARD - SAME








They SLOWLY SQUEEZE through an opening in the fence, cautiously stepping into the maze-like junkyard.





They GAWK in amazement.  It’s quite a LARGE area of space, LITTERED with wrecked cars.








					KATE


		This is scary.  Why did we come in here?








					BARRY


I think I might be able to find something to fix the car in here, come on.








With that they begin TREKKING off down an AISLE of wreckage.  Barry scans it as he goes, looking for something to work with.








He stops on a fully hooded vehicle.  He PEERS at it for a moment, checking the entire thing.








					KATE


		Is there something here?








					BARRY


I think this one might have something useful.








Barry LEANS in and POPS the hood up, revealing the CONFUSING guts of the car.  Kate looks down, not knowing how anything works within the hood.








					BARRY


		I’ll be a minute.  Keep on the lookout.








He goes to work on the internal parts of the car.  Searching around for things he needs.





SOMETHING catches Kate’s attention in the corner of her eye.  She glances behind her shoulder.





NOTHING.  The cars sit, being wrapped up in a DEVELOPING mist on the ground.  She keeps her attention on that area.





Curiosity gets the best of her and she pursues the fork AISLE.











EXT.  JUNKYARD - SAME








Kate TURNS the corner, holding up her flashlight and SHINING it down the adjacent aisle of wrecked cars.





A SHADOW moves in the distance.  Kate JUMPS at the sight of a FIGURE moving ahead of her.  





She takes another step forward.





SLOWLY, Kate begins moving off towards the location of the figure.





She CLICKS off her flashlight and SHOVES it in her coat pocket.  She looks at the car where the SHADOW moved across.  NOTHING.





Kate notices something.  PAPER.  From within the car.  Quickly, she reaches in the WRECKED window and SNATCHES up the sheet of paper hanging on the wheel of the car.





She immediately begins reading it, whipping out her flashlight as a source of light.











EXT.  JUNKYARD - SAME








Barry removes a few SHOCK CORDS from the hood of the car and puts them on the DUSTY ground.  He looks over, expecting to see Kate, but all he sees is the rugged aisle.





He stands, DUSTING off his hands.








					BARRY


		Kate! (beat) Kate, where are you?








SILENCE.  











EXT.  JUNKYARD - SAME








Kate reads the paper.  Something is different.  We can see it in her face.








					KATE


				(still reading; mumbling)


This.. this isn’t the book...This isn’t Barry’s book.








Kate turns around and bumps FACE into what looks like a GROTESQUE mask, with the pale features of a human face.





Before she has time to react, the FIGURE hastily WHIPS her onto a wrecked car.





Kate, recuperating from the blow turns back to her aggressor.  





The FIGURE raises a LARGE AXE, ready to strike down on Kate.  Quickly, without thought, Kate fleas out from under his chopping range.





She pulls back from behind him, KICKING him in the back, sending his axe onto the ground.  





Not having time to hesitate, Kate TAKES off towards the fence at the back of the junk yard, screaming bloody murder.








					KATE


				(screaming)


		BARRY!!!  Help!











EXT.  CAR - SAME








Barry hears Kate’s screams for help.  He looks around, frantically, picking up the shocks and moving towards the end of the aisle.











EXT.  FENCE - SAME








Kate SQUEEZES herself in the hole in the fence, RIPPING her arm open on a rusty open link end.  Blood begins to SEEP from her wound.  Finally she makes it through, just barely.





She arises, looking up.  She can see the SHADOW figure making it’s way through the end of the maze-like wreckage.  





Suddenly, about twenty feet in front of her pops up Barry, on the other side of the fence.





Barry looks at her, wondering what the hell she’s doing.








					BARRY


		Kate, what’s going on?








She looks at him, knowing that he is in danger.








					KATE


Barry!  Listen to me.  Drop the shocks and walk forward, towards me!








			BARRY


Tell me what is going on here.








			KATE


Just do it, hurry!








With that, Barry begins walking.





Finally, he gets to the opening in the fence.  Kate reaches down and helps him through.  The shocks slip from his fingers, a few feet from the fence.





Behind Barry, she can see the SHADOW of the figure, now exposed to her view. 





Kate reacts.








					KATE


		Oh god, Barry, hurry!








Barry looks back, half way through the opening, seeing the SHADOWY, cloaked figure.





He SCRAMBLES his legs through the fence.  THE SHOCKS.  He reaches back through the fence, reaching to get them.  





He reaches them, RIPPING his hand back through the opening, causing him and Kate to fall over. 





In a shuffle, Barry arises, very panicked.  They look back at the FIGURE, but it’s gone.  All that’s left is the misty JUNKYARD, sitting silent in the night.





Kate is weak from loss of blood.  She WHIMPERS on the ground.








					BARRY


		Who was that?








					KATE


...He came up to me, with an axe! (beat) What are we going to do?








He looks at Kate’s GUSHING arm.  He doesn’t know what to do.  He then takes her hand and guides her up.








					BARRY


		Come on, we’ve got to find the others!














CUT TO:  HOUSE - NIGHT





EXT.  WOODED AREA








Jen and Jordan come across the opening and see the house just ahead of them.  





They both look at it, very confused.








					JORDAN


		Jen, look.  Just like -








					JEN


		Just like in Barry’s book.








They hear a RUFFLING of paper on the ground.  Pages ripped from a book FLY around in the sky and on the ground.





Jordan leans down and retrieves one, skimming the words on the page.








					JORDAN


		Speaking of Barry’s book.








Jen keeps her eyes on the house.  She notices a light from within the house.








					JEN


There’s a light on in there.  We’ve got to check it out.








They begin towards the house when all of a sudden the light that they saw on suddenly SHUTS out.  They look at each other, but continue walking.











INT.  KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER








Darkness ensues.  We hear a CREEAAAAKK of the back door opening.  Jen and Jordan enter - their footsteps echo in the room.








					JORDAN


There’s got to be a light.  There was one on just a minute ago.





CLICK!





A light string is pulled and the kitchen is illuminated.  Paper litters the table, as does a HEAP of blood, which DRIPS down onto the ground below.








					JEN


Oh my god, Jordan.  Something’s gone wrong in here.  Terribly wrong.








Jordan picks up a piece of paper.  He begins reading it.  He soon realizes that something IS wrong.  The words terrify him.








					JORDAN


		Je-Jen..  This isn’t Barry’s book.








He hands the paper to Jen, who then reads it aloud.  The kitchen light FLICKERS.








					JEN


				(reading)


“Barry then proceeds to gut Jade, deep within the confines of the house’s basement.  No one can hear the vicious outrage he performs on her body.  He strings her internal organs -“








Jen TURNS quickly, covering her mouth, about ready to throw up.  She tries her best to contain herself from tossing up her marshmallows.





The paper slips from her hands.








					JORDAN


		What does this mean?








Jen turns to Jordan, very outraged.








					JEN


What do you THINK this means?  Barry set this whole thing up!  Can’t you see?  He’s writing another book as it happens!  








			JORDAN


This isn’t happening.








			JEN


Wake up, Jordan!  We have to get out of here.  Out of the woods.  Back to the car.








			JORDAN


What if we’re wrong?  I mean, this is Barry.








			JEN


Exactly.  There is something seriously wrong here.  He wouldn’t play this type of game, not here, not now.  (beat) He knows how to play us, Jordan. (beat) Now it’s our turn to play back.








Jen looks down on the counter, seeing the GUN that Barry and Kate left previously.  She takes it, gripping it in her hand as if it were merely an extension of her arm.





A look of rage comes in her eyes.














CUT TO:  CAMPFIRE - NIGHT





EXT.








Barry and Kate WANDER onto the campground area.  The fire is out.  Beside the SIZZLING coals is a SLEEPING bag with what looks like a sleeping person.





Kate moves towards the tent.








					BARRY


They’re probably sleeping.  Find a first aid kit and then wake them up.








			KATE


Okay.








Kate STUMBLES over towards one of the larger tents and unzips it.  Carefully, she enters.





Barry looks around.  He spots something on a nearby TREE.  It’s a PIECE OF PAPER being held into the tree with a HUNTING KNIFE.





He approaches it.





SLOWLY reaches the tree.  Barry takes a LONG moment to fully examine the paper.





He reaches up and removes the knife.  He reads the words on the paper.  He sees the word ‘TYLER’ several times.





He holds the knife in his one hand.  The paper drops to the ground, revealing a CARVING on the tree. 





The carving says ‘BARRY STOCKWELL - 1984-2002’











EXT.  CAMPFIRE - SAME








Kate exits the tent, treating her arm wound with some gauss tape and an adhesive.  She looks down at the sleeping bag, which she presumes it Jordan.








					KATE


Jordan, wake up.  We’ve got to get out of here.  Find Jen, hurry!








SILENCE.  Kate immediately goes back to treating her wound, not noticing the silence.





She turns back to the bag.








					KATE


		Jordan, come on!








She NUDGES the bag with her foot.  NOTHING.  Kate becomes worried.








					KATE


		Barry!  Come here.








Barry breaks from the tree and walks back over to Kate, in quite a hurry.  He is still shaken up from seeing his name carved in the tree.








					BARRY


		What?








She points to the bag.








					BARRY


				(cont’d)


		Jordan, come on!  We’ve got to go!








He NUDGES the bag with his foot, twice.  He nudges it again, this time slower, more cautiously.





Kate is worried.








					KATE


		Barry...








Barry leans in, reaching towards the zipper.  





SLOWLY, he begins unzipping the bag.  The foul stench of burning flesh fills the air.  Kate covers her nose.





Barry RIPS the unzipped sleeping bag open, falling back in PURE SHOCK of the hideous scorched human.





Kate turns away, gagging and having dry heaves.








					BARRY


		Oh my god...








					KATE


		Who is that?








Barry reaches down, grabbing the body by the shoulder and TURNING it over, facing up.





Tyler’s contorted face lies silent in the bag.








					BARRY


		It’s Tyler.








					KATE


We have to leave.  Someone killed Tyler, oh my GOD!  Barry, I’m scared.








He stands up quickly, being in even more of a rush than before.  He puts his hands on Kate’s shoulders.








					BARRY


Listen to me, I’m going to take you back to the house.  You’re going to wait there until I get back with Jade..








			KATE


What if he comes back to the house?








			BARRY


You’ve got the gun with you.








			KATE


What about you?  Where are you going to go?








			BARRY


Back to fix the car and get us out of here.








Barry points Kate off in the direction of the house.  He then turns around, facing the opposite direction (towards the road).








					KATE


		Be careful.








Barry JOGS away from the campfire, in a hurry to get to the car.  Kate turns to her DARK exit area, walking slowly away from the campfire, holding her gauss covered arm and still shaken from Tyler’s death.














CUT TO:  GRANT HOUSE - NIGHT





INT.  KITCHEN








Betty sits at the kitchen table, looking like crap, talking on the phone.  Her hair is natty, she’s got baggage under her eyes and the color of her skin is an off-green, with blotches of red stained from the tears.








					BETTY


		No, I don’t know.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


				(O.S; filter)


		Whereabouts on the road did you stop?








					BETTY


I - I don’t know.  It was when we saw Barry’s car.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


		(O.S; filter)


And you say it’s just the four of them out there?








			BETTY


And Jade.  Jade Williams.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


		(O.S; filter; repeating)


Jade Williams. (beat) Well, thank you Betty.  That’s about all you can do for us right now.  We can’t file a missing persons report on any of them until tomorrow morning.  If you say they had plans to go camping, that’s probably where they went.








			BETTY


They’re not camping, Detective!  Barry has a convention to go to, something is wrong!








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


		(O.S; filter)


We’ll send a recruit out as soon as we can.  Thanks for your time.








Betty SLAMS the phone down on the receiver, very distraught at the conversation.





She SNIFFLES and looks down at the table, seeing a CHOLOLATE bar on the table. 





Quickly, she SNATCHES it up, unwraps it viciously and SHOVES it in her mouth, downing it with a sense of unconsciousness.  





She begins HYSTERICAL crying a few seconds after swallowing the food.











INT.  JEN’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER








Betty enters Jen’s bedroom.  It’s a little more collected and ‘thought-out’ than that of her own.





She walks over to a DESK at the far end and picks up a PICTURE, held in a modern picture frame.





KATE, JORDAN, BARRY and JEN are in the picture, all smiling and posing like that out a prime-time teen soap.





Betty puts down the picture and looks over a MIRROR on one of the walls.  She examines herself thoroughly, turning to the side, to see if she measures up to her expectations.





Obviously she doesn’t.  We see this on Betty’s face.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - NIGHT





EXT.








There are two cars sitting on the otherwise VACANT roadway.  One is Barry’s.  It’s in the same position as when we last saw it.  





The other is TYLER’S CAR, which is SWERVED out from behind Barry’s, crossing into the other lane.  It, too, is dark.





Jen walks onto the road from a pathway in the woods.  She SLOWLY examines the area, checking out the two cars.  In her hands, she holds the GUN that Jade first had.





She advances towards Tyler’s car.  She looks in the windows.  NOTHING.





SWOOSH!





A noise from behind!  Jen WHIPS around, aiming the gun.  She holds her position, seeing nothing.  She waits for a moment, poised and ready to shoot.  Her eyes wander back to the car.





Another RUSTLE comes from the bushes.  ADVANCING FOOTSTEPS.  Jen’s eyes widen.  She DUCKS down as a figure enters the road up ahead.  In front of her, wedged in the key hole of the driver’s door is a set of KEYS.  





Jen eyes the keys for a minute then SNATCHES them, trying to be as silent as possible











EXT.  ROAD - SAME








Barry exits the thicket and STUMBLES onto the road, obviously in a rush.  He, too, looks around, looking for a sign of life.





The cars up ahead catch his attention.  He quickly HURRIES towards the two cars, taking more interest in Tyler’s car than his own.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








He looks at the car, for a brief moment.  Jen is gone from her initial ducking spot.  





Barry reaches in his pocket and takes out the keys to his car.  He JINGLES them around and then takes a few steps over towards the hood of his car.





He pops the hood





Getting down on the ground, Barry SWIVELS under the front of the car.  





He sets the keys down on the dirt beside him.





SUDDENLY, a movement is heard out from under the car.  Barry JOLTS and quickly freezes.  He remains motionless.  





Slowly, he swivels out from under the car.  He lies in the open for a moment, merely glancing around with his eyes.  





He sits up.





Everything is motionless as it was before.  The silence is too much to bear.








					BARRY


		Who’s there?








Silence.  He turns and looks at Tyler’s car.  Again, nothing.  Barry doubts himself.  He’s far too jumpy.








Tyler’s car then comes to life, the front headlights BOOMING onto Barry, blinding him.  He quickly covers his eyes.





He hears the engine start to REV up.  He SCRAMBLES to his feet, still covering his eyes from the light.








					BARRY


		Oh shit!








The car dies.  The lights go off.  Barry’s hand SLOWLY lowers.  He looks at the car, but can’t get a good glimpse of the driver.





A moment of hesitation.





Barry BREAKS for the keys.  Where are they?  He JUMPS back on the ground, REACHING under the car.





He sees them and DARTS his hand out, SWOOSHING them even further under the car.  





Tyler’s car comes back to life again, engine revving and ready to drive!





Barry reaches further and further for the keys, but cannot seem to get a hold of them.  





Tyler’s car begins MOVING TOWARDS BARRY, but then dies.  The lights go off.  It still moves, SLOWLY towards him, in a neutral state. 





Barry gives up on the keys, SCOOTING out from under the car, seeing Tyler’s car slowly approach.





He stands in front of it, only for a moment, before the lights emerge again and the engine revives itself one last time.








					BARRY


		Oh my god...








He begins walking backwards, realizing that the person driving intends on running him down.  The engine revs; it’s not going to die this time.





Quickly, he turns around and DARTS off down the road, running away.





Tyler’s car, driven by Jen, starts off after him, quickly speeding up right behind him.











EXT.  ROADWAY - MOMENTS LATER








Barry emerges from around a corner, running quickly down the dark road when all of a sudden...





THE CAR EMERGES FROM THE CORNER BEHIND HIM!





It speeds up towards him.  Barry begins running in a ZIG-ZAG pattern, trying to avoid the car.  





It begins to speed up right behind him.  Barry LEAPS off the side of the road and lands in a ditch.  The car SWERVES to a halt.  Barry remains motionless for a moment.





Rapidly moving, he emerges onto the road and begins running the opposite way, back to where he came from.





The car behind him soon catches on.  It makes a THREE-POINT turn and continues the chase.





Barry rounds the corner, getting a good head start.











EXT.  ROAD - MOMENTS LATER








Barry, still running, begins to slow down.  He HEAVES in breaths of air, almost to the point of hyperventilation.  





He can hear the car behind him, but he can’t see the lights or the car itself.  





Barry begins to search for it, turning around to one area, then another.





NOTHING.  He stops.  He looks over to his left and sees the BODY OF WATER below him, about fifteen feet down.





VROOOMMMM!





The car comes up from his right, KNOCKING him to the ground and halting thereafter.  Barry FLIES towards the edge, barely hanging on.





JEN exits the car, gun in hand, looking menacingly down at Barry, who appears injured.  He holds his head as he gets up in a DAZE.





Jen approaches Barry and points the gun at him.








					BARRY


		It’s you...








					JEN


		No, Barry.. it’s YOU.








					BARRY


		Why are you doing this?








					JEN


To protect myself from you.  I read those sheets...the book.








			BARRY


Jen, I never did anything to you!








			JEN


How about Jade?








			BARRY


You killed Jade?








			JEN


No, you did.








			BARRY


Wait, Jen...








			JEN


No, Barry..  I’ve waited long enough.  The wait is over.








Jen COCKS the hammer on the gun and FIRES at Barry.





The bullet hits Barry on his shoulder, sending him CAREENING back into the body of water below.  His arms and legs wave around in the air as he lands with a SPLASH in the MURKY water.














CUT TO:  HOUSE - NIGHT





INT.  FRONT FOYER








Kate steps into the DARK house.  The lights are out.  The only light source comes from a few SOAPY windows, which SEEPS in moonlight from outside.





The floorboards CREEK under her feet as she ADVANCES down a small hall passage toward the kitchen.





CREEK!!  A creek sounds from somewhere other than under her feet.  She stops, doing a QUICK 360, gazing around her dark environment.








					KATE


		Hello?








NOTHING.  She takes another step forward.  Yet another creek.  THE KITCHEN.





Kate continues.











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








Kate enters the DARK kitchen.  All of the obvious features of the furniture are outlined by the moonlight, but that’s about it.








					KATE


		Hello?








A voice, from across the DARK room.








					JORDAN


		Who’s there?








Kate recognizes the voice, she walks towards it.  Jordan is HIDING under the kitchen table.  He begins to arise.








					KATE


		Jordan?








Jordan brushes himself off, exiting his hiding space.  He seems very shaky.  His voice shutters.








					JORDAN


		Kate, Jesus!  You’re alright!








					KATE


Of course I’m alright. (beat) Why are the lights off?








Kate reaches up and pulls the light cord, hanging from the ceiling.





The kitchen is illuminated with the NEON green and orange stingy light bulb, in desperate need of a change.





Kate looks at the kitchen table, counter and floor, all COVERED in paper, from a book.  She takes a slow step, still looking around.








					KATE


		What happened in here?








She looks at Jordan, then catches the BASEMENT door at the other end of the room, blocked off by a CHAIR under the handle.








					JORDAN


		Barry, it was Barry.  He killed Jade!








Kate steps back and looks at Jordan in the eyes.  He is obviously very scared.








					KATE


Barry didn’t kill Jade, Jordan.  Jade’s supposed to be here, where is she?








Jordan picks up a piece of paper and hands it to Kate.








					JORDAN


Look!  Read, Barry killed her.  He wrote about it on these pages!








			KATE


Barry couldn’t have killed Jade!  We left her here and we haven’t been apart since we found Tyler... oh my god. (beat) Where’s Jen?








			JORDAN


She went back to the road.








			KATE


We found Tyler with the tents.  Someone - someone threw him in the fire...








Kate’s eyes begin to trail off again - she is trying to piece the puzzle together in her mind.





Jordan turns around and FLAPS papers around.








					JORDAN


Kate, it was him!  Look, he wrote everything, right here!








			KATE


It couldn’t have been him! (beat) Why did Jen go to the road?  Why did she leave you here?








			JORDAN


I don’t know? (beat; realizing) You think she’s in on this?








			KATE


No, it’s just ... someone attacked us - me and Barry - in the wrecking yard..








			JORDAN


Wrecking yard?








			KATE


Where’s the gun?








Kate pushes Jordan aside, glaring down at the paper covered table, not seeing the gun.








					KATE


				(cont’d)


Jade was here with a gun, where is it? (beat) We left her here with a gun!








			JORDAN


It - it says on the paper that she’s in the basement..  








			KATE


Do you know for sure?








			JORDAN


No..








			KATE


I think we might have to find out.








			JORDAN


Why?








			KATE


She could be the one we’re looking for.








			JORDAN


You mean the one who’s looking for us...








They both look at the basement door, which sits silent in its half-open, half-closed state.  The room inside is stuck inside a pit of black.





A coyote howls in the background.














CUT TO:  CAMPFIRE - NIGHT





EXT.








Jen enters the campfire, SNIFFLING and sobbing.  Makeup RUNS down her face from her eyes.  She MOSIES over towards her tent, FALLING against it to the ground, in a fit of sobs.





The campfire CRACKLES.  Jen looks at it.





There is nothing odd about it - no smoke, no wind, no TYLER’S BODY IN THE SLEEPING BAG.





Jen looks down at the weapon and DROPS it to the ground.





There is a long moment of silence as Jen sits there, sobbing and reflecting on what she just did.














CUT TO:  GRANT HOUSE - NIGHT





INT.  BEDROOM








Betty sits on a chair in her room, SLOUCHED over on a desk.  There is a radio in front of her - she listens to it.








					RADIO VOICE 1


				(O.S; filter)


Looks like Barry Stockwell is a no-show here at the convention.  The awards were held off until later in the week.  If you’re not busy, come on down and check it out!  The writing convention is running from now until the 13th, so come on down.








			RADIO VOICE 2


		(O.S; filter)


It’s a great place!  Publishers are all over the place!








Betty reaches over and SHUTS OFF the radio.  She slouches back onto the desk, BURYING her head in her arms.














CUT TO:  BODY OF WATER - NIGHT





EXT.








Barry surfaces, his front end facing upwards.  Blood stains the water red around him.  He floats there, eyes closed, silent.





SWOOSH!  Barry GASPS as he sits up in the water.  She splashes around for a moment.  The pain hits him.  He WINCES and GRABS his shoulder in pain.





SILENCE.  He looks around, fearing that his killer is near.  NOTHING.  The ambience of the woods around him takes control.





Carefully RIPS a sleeve off of his shirt and TIES it cleanly around his wound.








EXT.  ROAD - MOMENTS LATER





Barry emerges from the embankment beside the road and STUMBLES onto the pathway.





Water RUNS down his face.  Blood from his head SLITHERS down his face and onto his wet body.





He begins to walk along the roadway, slowly.














CUT TO:  HOUSE - NIGHT





INT.  KITCHEN








Kate and Jordan stand in front of the door, not knowing what to do.  Kate LEANS her head into the darkness.








					KATE


		Jade?








She takes a step down, looking around.  SILENCE.








					KATE


				(cont’d)


		Jade?  Are you down there?








She takes another few steps, going halfway down the staircase.  Jordan stands in the door frame.





Suddenly, silently from behind Jordan appears the CLOAKED FIGURE.  It wraps it’s hands around Jordan’s face and YANKS him off screen.





Kate turns around.  No one is there.








					KATE


		Jordan?








She takes a step up.  There is nothing but silence.








					KATE


				(cont’d)


		Jordan, where did you go?








She PUSHES the basement door fully open and walks up the rest of the stairs.











INT.  KITCHEN - SAME








She steps into the room.  Nothing is there, no Jordan.  Her breathing begins to get heavy.





Kate turns back to the basement, the door WIDE open, covering a part of the kitchen wall.





Cautiously, Kate stands in the doorframe, looking down into the basement.  She puts her hand on the HINGE of the door.  





SILENCE.  A shallow breathing can be heard.  Kate notices it.  She freezes.  SLOWLY she turns towards the door hinge.  





IN THE CRACK OF THE DOOR she can see the MASK of the DARK FIGURE, looking back at her - SNARLING, SLOBBERING, WIDE-EYED.





Kate SCREAMS bloody-murder and JAMS the door into the figure, attempting to SQUISH him between the wall and the door.  It GRUNTS and tries to free itself.  





The door SLAPS back, shutting itself as the FIGURE emerges from the small enclosure.  Kate loses her footing and TUMBLES down the basement stairs.











INT.  BASEMENT - SAME








Kate lands with a SMACK on the ground in the basement.  Dizzily she looks up, seeing the menacing FIGURE at the top of the stairs, looking down at her.





Unable to move and unwilling to try, she falls unconscious on the floor, flopping her head back down on the ground.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - NIGHT





EXT.  CAR








Tyler’s car sits in the night, cooling down from the epic chase that took place mere minutes ago.





Barry comes around a corner on the winding road, coming into view of the car.





He looks at it for a moment and sees the DRIVER’S DOOR open.  No one is there.  Still, he takes caution when approaching it.











INT.  CAR - SAME








Barry PEEKS his head into the driver’s door, looking in for a moment then COLLAPSING down onto the seat.  He takes a moment to breathe and reflect.  He has somewhat of a breakdown.  He has great trouble pulling his head up, as is seen in the expression on his face.





In front of him, on the passengers seat lies a LARGE axe, shinning in the moonlight.  Barry GLARES at it, seeing it as his last resort for defense.





He reaches over shakily and GRIPS the handle in his hand.  It’s heavy.








EXT.  CAR - SAME








Barry FALLS out of the car slowly, holding the axe in his hand as he tumbles onto the ground.  He waits there for a moment, mustering up some strength to stand.  He does -





With limited force, Barry SMACKS the axe into the ground and uses it as a support stick to HEAVE himself into a standing position.





He stands and looks around, very determined, yet scared.  He slowly begins walking, poised with the axe SHOWINGLY in his good arm.














CUT TO:  TYPEWRITER





INT.  DARK ROOM








There are a pair of gloved hands TYPING away on a typewriter.  It’s very dimly lit, but we can make out the words and letters being printed onto the paper.








					MALE VOICE - KILLER


				(V.O)


Is my killing spree about revenge for my father’s death?  Is it about my personal psychotic tendencies?  It could be that I want to out do my father... or that I’m perfectly fine - and that I’m just in need for a change, a bloodlust that I’ve now quenched and will chug the rest of the glass with my final four victims.  It’s so perfectly set up, isn’t it?  They’ll come back.. all the little piggies come home.








We pull back to reveal a MASKED teenager, around 18 years old, typing on the typewriter.





He then PULLS off his mask and we see is MENACING looking face.  He looks pissed off.





Behind him, TIED UP AND SITTING ON SEPARATE CHAIRS around a macabre looking table, sits JORDAN and KATE.  The room is decorated in a sickly looking run-down fashion - chains on the wall, stingy lighting, old furniture, etc.  The room is also stained in a thin coat of blood.





The killer turns back towards them.  Kate and Jordan sit silently at the table.  The killer grows a MALICIOUS smile on his face.














CUT TO:  HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER





INT.  KITCHEN








Jen SLOWLY enters the kitchen, looking around, expecting to see Jordan.  Her makeup is SMEARED down from her eyes to her chin and her face is blotchy from the tears.





She looks around for a moment, then SNIFFLES.  She takes a short moment to compose herself.








					JEN


		Jordan? (listens) Jordan, where are you?








No answer.  She looks at the papers LITTERED on the table next to her.  Her eyes linger on them, as words jump out at her face.





CREEEEAAAKKK!!





Jen WHIPS around, reacting to a noise in the hallway towards the front door.  She stands there for a moment, ABSOLUTELY FROZEN, not moving a muscle.  Her body begins to SHAKE in fear.  She takes a few breaths and closes her eyes.





Taking into consideration that it was probably a freak noise, she turns back around.  To her surprise, she is now FACE TO FACE with BARRY, wielding an AXE in his hands.  Their faces are mere centimeters apart.





Barry quickly uses the stick end of the axe and WHACKS Jen in the face with it, sending her flying off onto the kitchen table.





She lands with a CRASH and slips off the table onto the floor, sending sheets FLYING all in the air.





There is a long moment of pure SILENCE.  





The axe slowly begins to slip from Barry’s hands and lands with a CLANG on the floor.  He stands there, not knowing what to do.





It then hits him: where is everyone else...JADE and KATE?





He perks up and looks around.  He can see the AJAR basement door, with blackness seeping out from the other side, on the other end of the room.





He takes a few staggered steps towards it and LEANS in on the doorframe for support.








					BARRY


				(weakly)


		Kate?  Jade?








Silence.  He looks around in the darkness, only being able to see a VAGUE outline of the stairs and wall to the left.  There is a long moment of silence, they are obviously not in the basement.





SUDDENLY there is a moan from down the stairs.  Barry opens his eyes, not reacting too greatly, for fear that he might not hear it if he moves.





Another moan, like a muffled cry for help.  He SLOWLY raises his head in full attention.  He listens intently for another noise - just to prove that what he is hearing is genuine, to prove that the trauma hasn’t altered his sanity.





SOMEONE ENTERS FROM BEHIND HIM!





Barry WHIRLS around, coming face to face with the UNMASKED, UNCLOAKED KILLER!  To our utter surprise, his face lightens up.  He approaches the relatively NORMAL looking man.








					BARRY


		Mark!  My GOD!  You’ve got to help me!








Mark puts on a ‘surprised face’ and looks around the room.  He sees Jen on the ground, covered in papers.  Mark carries with him a BACKPACK that he has strapped nonchalantly on one shoulder. 








					MARK


		Barry?  What’s going on here?








Barry’s breath is staggered, he is very relieved to see what he thinks is a form of safety.  He SITS down on a chair at the table.








					BARRY


It’s Jen.  She’s trying to kill us!  She shot me, and - and Jordan.  Where are they?  Kate, Jade?








He glances back at the basement door.  Mark lures Barry’s attention his way by sitting down next to him and retrieving a small CATEEN of liquid.





Mark hands the canteen to Barry, motioning for him to drink.  Barry takes it and SLOWLY unscrews the lid.








					MARK


Drink some.  It’s water.  You’re dehydrated and losing blood.. (pause) Tell me what happened?








Barry takes a LONG gulp of water, easily emptying half of the canteen.  His breaths are long and shallow.  He looks at Mark.








					BARRY


We - we stalled and got separated.  Someone attacked us in the wrecking yard.  I saw Jen, but she started babbling about how I killed Jade. She killed her, Mark.  It was her.  She shot me.








The canteen DROPS on the ground, with a SHALLOW, echoing noise.  Mark LEANS on the table, intent to hear Barry out.  Barry becomes even more GROGGY.  His speech becomes slurred.








					MARK


		Go on.











					BARRY


				(somewhat coherent)


She, she chased me with the car.  And -and Tyler..  We saw him at the tents.  He was burned like...








Their conversation takes a turn as the drugs begin to kick into Barry’s system.  He stiffens up and falls into somewhat of a comatose state.  Mark continues his nonchalant talking, his voice is soothing.  Barry falls into it.  He can’t help himself.  








			MARK


Are they dead?








			BARRY


I don’t know - I think so?








			MARK


Did you kill them?








			BARRY


Yes, all of them - I mean, no, of course not.








			MARK


Barry, you killed everyone here.  I saw their bodies.  They’re all dead.  I saw you kill them.








Barry tries to resist, but he is heavily drugged.








					BARRY


		No.. 








					MARK


Barry, you killed them.  Jade, Tyler, Jen, Jordan and Kate.  You sawed off their heads and cut open their skulls.  After that, you removed their brains and consumed them.  Upon autopsy of your body, the police will find remains of their gray matter in your stomach, understand?








Barry doesn’t answer.  All he can do is stare BLANKLY at the ground, looking at the canteen.








					MARK


				(cont’d)


		Barry?  Understand?








Barry slowly moves his gaze from the floor to Mark’s face.  He then lifts his hand and looks down at it, turning it slightly.








					BARRY


		You.  It’s you.  You.. drugged me.








					MARK


It was you, Barry.  You did all of this, you brought all of his on yourself.  You wrote the book?	








			BARRY


Why?








			MARK


You’ll know soon.








			BARRY


I’ll know soon.








			MARK


When you’re dead.








			BARRY


I die, don’t I?








			MARK


Yeah.  There’s a few things I want to do first, a few people who you need to say bye to.








			BARRY


Are they dead?











Barry’s tone is very submissive.  He seems less affected by what Mark is saying and trying to reply only to the hypothetical situation.








					MARK


		Not all of them.








					BARRY


		I thought I killed them?








					MARK


		You did.








					BARRY


		How?








					MARK


		You’ll see...








					BARRY


		What do you mean?








					MARK


You’ll know everything when you’re dead.  Besides, you’re drugged and if I tell you now you won’t understand. 








			BARRY


I’m drugged?








Barry PASSES out on the table, his head SLOWLY making its way down to the paper-covered table surface.  His head rests for a moment as his body goes limp.





Mark watches as Barry’s body SLIPS onto the ground, landing near Jen’s body, sending a SWOOSH of papers along with it.  





Barry’s hand lands right to the side of the DRIPPING canteen.  His eyes are still open, but they’re GLAZED over and expressionless.














CUT TO:  GRANT HOUSE - LATE NIGHT





INT.  KITCHEN








Betty sits at the kitchen table, her head down.  She is motionless.  A television set plays in the background.





The doorbell rings.





Arising, we see Betty’s TEAR STREAKED face, blotchy and red.  Sniffling, she arises.  Her body movements are staggered and stiff.








INT.  FOYER - SAME








Leaning into the door, Betty turns the handle and pulls back, bringing the door with her.





BROOKE LEIGHTON stands on the other end.  Brooke is about 5’7, dark hair, medium complexion.  She is very attractive.








					BETTY


		Brooke?








					BROOKE


Betty, hi.  Listen, I know it’s late, but can I come in and talk to you?  Mark isn’t home and I called the police.  They said that they talked to you and -








Betty motions for Brooke to enter.








					BETTY


		Yeah, sure.  Come on in.








Brooke smiles and casually enters.





Betty closes the door.











INT.  KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER








Both Betty and Brooke are seated at the kitchen table.  Using a tissue, Betty blots away the dampness on her face.








					BETTY


Did Mark not call or something?  He was supposed to go camping at Canon?








Brooke has a slight Southern accent.  She tries to shake it.








			BROOKE


I haven’t talked to him in two days.  I was supposed to go out there with them.  When I called in, they said that you had called them earlier about the others disappearing..








			BETTY


Jade and I went out there to stop Barry. (beat) We found their car on the side of the road.








Brooke’s expression changes from worried to SHOCKED.  She covers her open mouth with her hand.








					BROOKE


Was Mark there?  I mean, did you actually see him?








			BETTY


No one was out there.  After Jade took off, I drove away. I would have waited but, well, you know what it’s like.  Alone.  With no one.








			BROOKE


God I hope Mark’s okay.  I called the hotel that he said he was going to.  They hadn’t arrived when I called.








Brooke SNIFFLES.  She is beginning to break down EVERY so slightly.  Her gritty exterior upholds.  Her eyes only get a LITTLE glossy.








					BROOKE


				(cont’d)


I’m not.. (beat) I’m not really good at taking care of myself.  Mark’s the last thing I have to hold on to, you know?








For Betty, the tears are gone.  She stares off in to blank space, taking in Brooke’s words.








					BETTY


I lost a friend once - I mean, nothing like Mark is to you - it was hard. (pause) Something’s gone wrong out there, Brooke.  I can feel it.  It’s one of those de ja vu feelings that comes over you.  I feel like I’m drowning in it, I don’t know..








			BROOKE


He said he was going out there today and that he’d call me.  Him and that pot head Tyler.  I don’t know what to do, Betty.








			BETTY


You know, Jade lost her sister ten years ago on that road.  Now my sister’s out there.  I know exactly how she feels now.  God, it’s a horrible feeling.








Betty’s eyes begin to SWELL up again.  She looks into Brooke’s eyes, of which are equally as misty.








					BROOKE


If anything happened to him.  A car crash or anything..  I’ll be lost.  I don’t have anyone.  I don’t have parents to depend on or family.








			BETTY


I’m here.








Betty takes Brooke’s hand.  Brook gives Betty a smile of compassion.  They linger in the moment, not talking. 








					BROOKE


		Betty, I’m pregnant.  With Mark’s child.








Not knowing how to respond, Betty is silent.  Tears begin flowing from Brooke’s face. 





It begins to rain outside.  Drops of water can be heard, PATTERING throughout the house.














CUT TO:  HOUSE IN THE WOODS





INT.  BASEMENT - SOMETIME LATER








Barry is PROPPED up in a chair in the basement, blindfolded.  Everything is still MUSKY and dark, very hard to see.  His face is very dirty, due to the asbestos covering most of the damp room.  





Around him are the rest of his group, all sitting at the table, bound to their chairs, blindfolded.  They’re all slumped over, with their limbs limp, mouths dripping with saliva.  





Mark walks in circles around them, wearing his mask, but not the cloak, mumbling to himself.  





In the center of the table is JADE’S BODY, trailing off to the immediate left of Barry.  Her head is positioned in the center of the table, a crude light above illuminates her DRIPPING skull.





Mark’s mumbles get louder.








					MARK


				(mumbling)


..much more of what is seen is not heard and what is heard is not seen for a mind such as yours is far too feeble to comprehend both senses, much less any of the others.  With all the drugs that you’re on, the room must be spinning faster than a carousel on speed.  Your book failed, you failed, you failed your friends and now you pay the consequences.








Mark LEANS in on the blindfolded Barry.  Both of them have covers over their face, hiding their personas.











					MARK


				(cont’d)


		The pain will be exquisite, I promise.








He reaches over and REMOVES Jade’s skull, which has been pre-sawed off at the hairline.  Her hair cap seems to fall away, exposing her RAW, flesh and blood filled brain.





Mark uses both hands to remove a LARGE portion of her brain.  He RIPS parts of it, SPLATTERING buts of gray matter all about the table.  Some of hit hits the others, who still lie dormant.





Barry TWITCHES, a spasm.  Mark looks down at him for a second, then takes Barry’s arm and LEADS it towards the skull.  





He puts Barry’s hand onto Jade’s brain, SQUISHING it into her head and MUSHING it around.  Mark takes a handful of the mushy organ and leads it to Barry’s mouth.





SLOWLY, he begins feeding it to Barry.  Barry’s blindfold falls away, revealing his wide-eyed, yet GLAZED over expression.  Bits of brain litter Barry’s face.





Mark removes his hands, stands back and observes.








					MARK


		That’s better.  That’s a lot better.








SILENCE.





There is no movement, when...





BARRY VOMITS VIOLENTLY ALL OVER THE TABLE.  He leans forward, spraying what looks like WATER out of his mouth and onto the table, hitting Jade’s corpse and her exposed internal organs.





Mark stands back, but is amused by the carnage.  





Barry SUBSIDES and slides back into his chair.  His eyes begin to wander; his staring expression begins to fade.





Mark turns around and walks briskly over to the far end of the room where there is a DESK, illuminated by a orange-tinted light that sits above an ANCIENT typewriter.  





CRACKING his knuckles, he sits.  He begins typing.





Barry’s eyes follow Mark, but he can’t make out the words on the paper.  He then realizes that his arms aren’t attached to the chair.  





He SLOWLY begins to wander his hands behind the chair, looking for the rope that binds his waist. 





He can feel it; he begins to PRY at it, silently.  MUSIC is heard - oldies.  FROM A RADIO.  Mark has turned on an elderly radio playing equally old music in the background.  The music increases the trace atmosphere that the room holds.





From across the table, Kate TWITCHES: her neck spasms to one side - then stops.  Barry glances at her for a second, still in his fake-comatose position.





The typing continues for a moment as Barry keeps at the rope; tearing at it FEVERISHLY with his fingers.





DING!





The page is finished.  Mark GRABS it from the paper holder of the typewriter and stands, proofreading the paper for a short moment.  Barry ceases and is silent.





Mark approaches the table.  He PULLS Jade’s frail, lifeless body from the table.  It SLIPS to the ground, leaving a trail of brains and blood on the nice tablecloth.  





He begins to read the paper.








					MARK


				(reading)


His ruthlessness, ambition and determination for his bloodlust only lead him to his grave.  His friends’ deaths were much less of a tragedy to him as they were a symbolism of his lashing out - his rebellion.  Conquer.  But for what?  The quenching of a passion he recognizes deep within his being, a fleshy throbbing energy which he can suppress any longer. (pause) And his name?








He stares down at Barry.  Barry remains silent and motionless.








					MARK


				(cont’d; to Barry)


It’s us, Barry.  You and me. (beat) We have the same ambition, the same drive...(extending more) the same writing style.  The name is different on each one, though.  Each book.  My book.








Upholding his gaze, Barry thinks.  We can see a slight change in his facial movement - subtle.  He is considering Mark’s statement.  





Mark stares down at Barry for a long period of time.  He then removes his mask.  Proceeding towards Barry, he then PLACES it OVER Barry’s face.





He steps back and looks at Barry.  DRAMATIC PAUSE.





Kate TWITCHES again, JOLTING Mark.  He looks over at her in shock, but then realizes that it is just a reaction to the drugs.  A smile creeps up on his face.








					MARK


		What’s wrong, Kate?  








Her twitch seemed to have awakened part of her.  Her head SWAYS to one side and she MOANS a little.  





Barry looks over at her in the corner of his eye.





Mark approaches her, grabbing a candlestick from the table.  He CARESSES her head and face, looking deep into her eyes.





They open.





Mark and Kate make eye contact for a brief moment.  Mark then raises the candlestick and SMACKS Kate across the face with it.





She is sent FLYING backwards, falling out of her chair and onto the ground.  Her feet are still attached to the chair by loosening ropes.  A TRICKLE of blood careens over her forehead and onto the ground gathering in a DARK pool.





Her washed out eyes FLITTER.  She is still conscious.  She opens her mouth, trying to speak, cry, SOMETHING.  Only blood comes out, adding to the pool already on the ground.  She attempts to raise an arm, but fails, FLOPPING it back down on the ground.





Barry watches intently.  We can see in his eyes that he WANTS her to succeed very badly.





The light above the table FLICKERS wildly.  The music seems to intensify.  The room is spinning.





Mark walks over to Jen and Jordan’s chairs and CUTS the ropes on the back of their waists.  Their drugged bodies slowly SLIP to the ground.





He looks around.








					MARK


		Now for the action.








He takes a few steps then STOPS DEAD.  





A PAIR OF CAR HEADLIGHTS FLASHES BY IN THE BACK WINDOW!  Mark freezes, then RUNS over to the window.





Barry’s eyes follow Mark as he looks out the small window.  





It’s a car - but he cannot make out what make or color - or WHO is driving.








					MARK


		Company.








Calmly but quickly, he turns back to the room.  Everything is silent.





Mark RUSHES across the room and up the stairs.  Within a few seconds he is out of site.  The door SLAMS closed on his way out.





Barry’s head arises.  His expression IMMEDIATELY changes from ‘dazed’ to utterly terrified.  He begins breathing heavily.





He emerges from his char.








					BARRY


		Kate!








He RUSHES over to her on the ground, still LIMPING from his various wounds.  





Kate lies dormant, not moving at all.  Barry SHAKES her lightly, trying to wake her up.








					BARRY


		Kate, Kate, wake up!








She doesn’t respond.  He looks around, confused.  He sees an OPEN door at the end of the room. 





Barry arises and approaches the door, quickly, fearing that Mark will be back soon.  Barry reaches the doorframe when something catches his attention.  





FOOTSTEPS!





From outside.





SILENTLY, he advances towards the SMALL window at the back of the room.  He looks out and sees Mark walking towards the car.  The oncoming headlights block any view of the car or the driver.





Barry SLITHERS down the side of the wall, not knowing what to do.  He turns back towards the table, seeing the GUN.





Quickly, he picks it up.





Outside, the car can be heard as it DRIVES away into the night.  The headlights disappear.  It begins to rain lightly.  





Mark’s quick footsteps can be heard making their way back towards the house.





The back door opens.








					BARRY


		Shit..








Barry looks up in fear.











INT.  BASEMENT - SAME








Mark stands at the top of the stairs for a moment, turning around and looking down.  





Slowly, he descends.  





Half way down something catches his attention: BARRY.





Barry stands in the center of the room, on the far end of the LARGE table.  His hands are behind his back.  He looks at Mark coldly.





Mark slowly steps down the last of the stairs.








					MARK


		You’re here.  Both of you.








Barry PULLS the gun out from behind his back and takes aim at Mark.  He is shaky, with his wound holding him back, but confident.  





Mark reacts with subtlety to the weapon.








					MARK


		A weapon.  You see me as a threat?








					BARRY


		You are a threat.  You killed my friends.








					MARK


They’re still alive.  Most of them.  I drugged them, like I did you.








			BARRY


Looks like the drugs weren’t strong enough.








			MARK


No, I guess they weren’t.








			BARRY


What were you going to do with us?  I’m curious?








			MARK


Ah, I always knew you had a psychopathic side, Barry.  After all, you did write that -








			BARRY


ANSWER ME!








Slight pause.








					MARK


I was going to kill you.  Hack open your heads and impale them on spikes in the woods.  Use your teeth to carve your names into trees, swallow your brains and let it nourish me.








Barry hears his words.  They weaken him.  The thought brings tears to his eyes.








					BARRY


		Stop.








Mark continues.








					MARK


Bury your bodies where not even God would find them.  Drug myself and keep you, only you, alive to take the blame.  I wrote two journals, Barry - yours and mine.  I’ll then load you up with enough thorine and place the blame...








			BARRY


Stop -








			MARK


		(cont’d)


..Entirely on











			BARRY


Stop...








			MARK


YOU.








			BARRY


You’re twisted.








			MARK


I know.  And you want to know why? -








			BARRY


Save it. (beat) Write about it in the book.








			MARK


They know, Barry. (beat) Even if you do survive, they’ll be watching you.  They’ll find the journals.  There are more.  Just like me and my father.








Kate, on the ground, ROLLS over.  Her eyes SLOWLY open.  Barry stands above her.





Barry looks down at her for a brief second.  Mark stands still.  Barry turns his attention to Kate, watching as she slips back into unconsciousness. 








					BARRY


Kate? (pause)  Everything’s fine.  Don’t worry, I just killed the killer.








Rage stricken, Barry looks at Mark for a moment before firing three shots into his head.





Mark’s lifeless body stands in mid air for a second before DROPPING to its knees, then finally onto the cold, hard ground, amidst Jen, Jordan and the pieces of Jade.





BEETHOVEN’S MOONLIGHT SONATA comes up on the radio.  It’s light and plays well in the background.  Just barely loud enough to hear





Barry looks around, not knowing what to do.





He exhales loudly, frozen, exhausted, but overall, thrilled with the kill.





Ever so slowly, he walks over to Mark’s dead body.  Kneeling down, he glares into Mark’s dead open eyes.





Part of Mark’s skull falls on the ground, exposing his raw brains.  





Hesitantly, Barry touches his brains, then brings his crimson stained hand to his mouth, tasting the blood.  His expression does not alter.





Swiftly, Barry fires the last SEVEN SHOTS deep into Mark’s head.





Exasperated, Barry arises, THROWING the gun at the wall.  He takes several PACES around the room.





After a moment of walking, he comes to a conclusion.








					BARRY


		Drugs, I need drugs..








He walks to Kate, still lying on the ground.  He looks at her; she is still knocked out cold.





Reaching up to the table, Barry grabs a GLASS which he then SHATTERS on the ground.





Taking a SHARD of glass, he holds part of it to Kate’s upper arm, holding it against her skin with just enough pressure to draw blood.





He leans in a encloses his mouth around the small wound, taking in as much blood as he can.





After a moment, he pulls back and WIPES his mouth of the blood.  Gasping for breath, he lies on the ground.





SLOWLY, his eyes begin to wander and slowly droop.  The rain outside intensifies.











FADE TO BLACK








MONTAGE OF VOICES








					REPORTER VOICE 1


				(V.O)


A legend in its own.  Teens Kate Preston, Jordan Campbell, Jen Grant and writer Barry Stockwell were found, alive, in the basement of an abandoned house yesterday, after an extensive four day search.  The bodies of three teenagers, who’s names have been withheld, were also found amongst the teens in what is one of the most bizarre drug related murder cases in the past decade.  Stockwell was reported missing nearly five days ago after he didn’t show up for his book convention - a book that deals with murders that eerily parallel his own misfortune.








			REPORTER VOICE 2


		(V.O)


Jen: a member of the debate team.  Jordan: lead actor in his school’s play.  Barry: an award winning novice writer.  Kate: editor of her school’s yearbook.  Victims in a macabre mass murder - or suspects?  After heavy investigation and interrogation, authorities are baffled at what can only be described as a heinous act on mankind.  All of the survivors had high traces of Thorine in their systems, a sedative used to subdue mental patients.  Funerals for the deceased will be held on Monday morning in Parkwood Cemetery.








			REPORTER VOICE 3


		(V.O)


It’s been nearly a month since the bodies of Jade Williams, Tyler Kent and Mark Burke were found, mutilated in the basement amidst four heavily drugged teens.  Teens that have been questioned repeatedly about the incident, but have produced nothing to further the investigation.  Physicians on the case say that with the levels of sedatives found in the surviving victims blood, they’re lucky to be alive.  One, Jen Campbell, is still currently in the hospital.  Doctors fear that the severe head trauma she encountered during the incident might cause terminal brain damage.  Only time will tell.  Jen is still in a coma.








			REPORTER VOICE 4


		(V.O)


Four months have passed.  Background checks on all victims in the heinous deaths of three local teenagers have been passed.  Authorities have yet to draw a conclusion and probably won’t.  This case, much like “The Griffin Murders” will be left unsolved.  Jen Grant, surviving victim, has been left with permanent brain damage, and still lies in a coma.  Kate, Jordan and Barry are trying to cope with their ordeal.  They survived the attack - and they’ll survive the memory.

















FADE IN:  HOSPITAL - DAY





INT.  ROOM








Jen lies in a hospital bed, covered with gizmos and gadgets.  There are beeping machines LITTERED all over.





Kate sits by her, on the side, looking at the magnificent bouquet of flowers on the windowsill.  Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata plays softly in the background.  Outside, the sky is dark.  It looks like its going to rain.





Jordan enters the room.  He looks around.  Both of them look like hell.  Kate doesn’t react to his presence, but knows he is there.








					JORDAN


		Moonlight Sonata?








					KATE


It’s the only thing I remember.  Hearing Beethoven while I was drugged.








			JORDAN


More can be said for me.








Kate turns to him.








					KATE


		Or for Jen.








Jordan PULLS up a chair from the opposite side of the bed and positions it beside Kate.








					JORDAN


I remember Jen’s last birthday.  All of us were there.  I think Tyler brought his video camera and taped the thing.








			KATE


What difference a year can make. (beat) Now half of us are dead.











			JORDAN


Did he really hate us that much?








			KATE


What?








			JORDAN


Mark.  Trying to kill us.  They said they found evidence that he did it.  They can’t really do anything about it -








			KATE


Yeah, he’s dead.








			JORDAN


Still.  I wish I could remember.  For all I know, he was still our friend.  How could he hate us that much?








			KATE


I’ve lost a lot of friends before.








			JORDAN


I wish Barry would talk to us.  I don’t think I’ve actually had a conversation since this thing began.








			KATE


I want it to just be gone, you know?  All of this.  Every time I walk in a room, I can tell someone is uncomfortable - “she might have killed them.” (beat) Four survived.  One’s in a coma and the other might as well be. 








			JORDAN


You and me have to stick together.








			KATE


What if it’s someone else?  What if it wasn’t Mark?  What if...








She trails off, going back into her ‘million miles away’ stare.








					JORDAN


I know.  I know, Kate.  As much as I want it to be someone else, have it happen to someone else - we need to face the facts.  Mark’s fingerprints were everywhere.  His blood, all over.  They found his journal. (beat) He did it.  I think we have to accept that, before -








			KATE


Before what?  Before we “move on”?  How can I move on when everything I’ve achieved - everything I’ve WORKED for - is gone?  The person I wanted to be and was SO close to being is dead.  She died in the woods. 








Jordan doesn’t have any words for Kate.  They stare intently into each other’s eyes for a moment.  Rain patters outside.  The sky is gray.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON





INT.  BEDROOM








The room is dark.   Some light shines through a window, but other than that, it is lit only by a desk lamp at the far end of the room.





Barry sits under the lamp, sporting glasses.  On the radio plays the eerie first movement of Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata.  He is SLOUCHED over the desk, staring down at a pile of mail.





On the wall, we see a COLLAGE of newspaper clippings.  The words “709”, “Murder” and “Teens” jump out prominently.  





Barry roles over, his eyes drooping.





He reaches up, changing the radio station.  Static noises fill the room for a short moment before landing on a news station.








					RADIO VOICE 1


Three-car pile up on the north 403, might want to stay away from that.  Coming up, news at five.  Some headline’s we’ll be reporting: municipal elections, stock quote for today and finally - corruption in the police force.  But first, 19 year old Brooke Leighton has been missing for over a week.  Family reports that she said she was leaving for the weekend, but never returned home.  Brooke is 5’6 with shoulder length black hair.  If you’ve seen her, call our line at 777-0108.








The words “Brooke Leighton” key into Barry.  He listens intently to the radio.





He snatches up the phone beside him, quickly dialing several numbers.  The other line rings.








					BETTY


				(O.S; filter)


		Hello?








					BARRY


		Betty, did you hear?  Brooke’s gone missing.








					BETTY


				(O.S; filter)


I heard that on the radio.  She’s been acting up ever since - well..








			BARRY


I don’t understand.








			BETTY


		(O.S; filter)


Did you know that she was pregnant?








			BARRY


Pregnant?  Jesus Christ.








Barry sifts casually through his mail.  Suddenly, he finds an unaddressed letter.  Curious, he opens it.  








			BETTY


		(O.S; filter)


I haven’t talked to her since it happened.  She came over that night.  She was worried about Mark and you guys.  Her mom says that since then she’s locked herself in her room.








			BARRY


What about the baby? (beat) Is it.. Mark’s?








			BETTY


		(O.S; filter)


..Yeah.








Barry looks at the letter, which is actually a stack of papers stapled together.  





He begins reading the first few lines.  A horrified expression crawls onto his face.  He drops the phone.  Betty can be heard on the other line, questioningly asking what is going on.





Sitting in shock, the paper slips from Barry’s hands.  He glances up at his COLLAGE of clippings, staring at them for a moment.














CUT TO:  GRAVEYARD - SUNSET 





EXT.








Kate and Jordan stand over a grave that reads TYLER KENT.  Their faces are expressionless.  The rain has subsides to a measly drizzle.  The sky is dark under the setting sun.  





They loom over the grave for a few minutes.  Kate then turns to Jordan.








					KATE


		You ready to go?








					JORDAN


		Yeah.








Walking slowly, they approach Kate’s white SEDAN, sitting alone in the stone parking lot.  





Pulling the keys out of her pocket, Kate automatically unlocks the door.  Jordan enters the passenger seat.  Kate enters.











INT.  CAR - SAME








Both of them fasten their seatbelts.  Kate puts the keys in the ignition and turns them, but the car fails to start.








					JORDAN


		What’s wrong?








Kate tries again, but gets nothing.  An immediate look of panic arises on both of their faces.





Jordan glances outside, looking around in the EMPTY parking lot and graveyard.








					KATE


		It won’t start.








She turns it again.  NOTHING.  Both of their hearts are racing.  They begin to breathe heavier and heavier.





Kate gives the keys one last turn.  To their enlightenment, the car starts up.





Looking at each other and sighing with relief, Kate and Jordan settle themselves.











EXT.  PARKING LOT - SAME








The car pulls away, driving off into the twilight night.  Crickets and the like begin their nightly chirp in the cold autumn air.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - NIGHT





INT.  BEDROOM








Barry and Betty are seated at Barry’s desk.  He sees anxious, while Betty appears to be rather confused.








					BETTY


		Tell me again why I’m here?








Barry pulls out the pile of PAPERS from under a weight on the desk.  He gives them to her.








					BARRY


		Read. Read that.  Tell me what you think?








Betty reads a few lines.  She looks up at him.








					BETTY


		What is this?








					BARRY


It’s a book.  A book that the killer.. (trails)..that  Mark - a book that Mark was writing.  It was his legacy.  








			BETTY


Why are you showing this to me?  Why now?








			BARRY


That’s just it.  Someone just sent it to me now.








			BETTY


Who would do that?








			BARRY


I don’t know.  But someone else does. (beat) One thing I remember Mark saying before.. (trails) One thing he said was that there were ‘more’.








			BETTY


More?  What’s that supposed to mean?








			BARRY


I think someone else might be involved.








			BETTY


Who?








			BARRY


I don’t know?  Someone who was able to take this from the crime scene and send it to me four months after the incident.








			BETTY


That was in the basement, right?  Well, who was in the basement after who could have taken it?








			BARRY


Detective Allen would have stashed it with all the other evidence.  Hmm.. (pause; thinking) There were photographers there.  Forensic psychologists, reporters, writers.











			BETTY


What do you think?  I mean, who do you think sent this?








			BARRY


I think there’s someone else out there.  Someone who was there that night.  There was a car.  A car with headlights. (pause) 

















CUT TO:  HOUSE - FLASHBACK 





INT.  BASEMENT








SILENTLY, Barry advances towards the SMALL window at the back of the room.  He looks out and sees Mark walking towards the car.  The oncoming headlights block any view of the car or the driver.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - PRESENT





INT.  BEDROOM








Barry looks off in thought, staring up at the montage.  He finishes his thought and looks at Betty.








BARRY


Someone else is out there.  








BETTY


Who?








BARRY


I don’t know, but this isn’t over yet.








			BETTY


Is this like your whole second killer theory?








			BARRY


What do you mean?








			BETTY


In your book, you said that you thought there was more than one person involved.  If there was more than one person involved THEN, don’t you think there’ll be more than one person involved now?








The rain outside intensifies.  A FLASH of lightening illuminates the room as Betty and Barry exchange looks of apprehension. 








					BARRY


		We have the answers right here.








Barry looks down at the papers and begins reading.  After he finishes reading one page, he hands it to Betty and continues.











INT.  BEDROOM - AN HOUR LATER








Betty finishes off the last of the paper.  The look on her face is of shock and genuine fear.  





Barry has a pen and pad of paper out on his desk.  A few words are scribbled down.  He is now wearing his glasses again.





Betty puts down the paper on the desk.








					BETTY


		And Mark wrote that.








					BARRY


Yes.  Or that’s what someone wants us to believe. 








			BETTY


Twisted.








			BARRY


Let’s go over the facts.  Mark’s father killed Wendy, Jade and Kelly in 1989.  He never mentioned any of the other killings, just the four.








			BETTY


Could it be that he wants to copy what happened ten years ago?








			BARRY


Very possible.  But there’s more.








			BETTY


There’s not much more.  All this says is that his father was the one who killed the others.  That and some sadistic crap about what he planned to do with your bodies.  That’s all.








			BARRY


Nothing about Brooke, either.








			BETTY


No.  It’s very poetic - almost abstract. (pause) what can we do from here?








			BARRY


My suggestion: don’t trust anyone.  Not yet, anyway.  I’ll call the others when I have some solid evidence.








			BETTY


How are you going to do that?








Barry seems very anxious.  His hands TREMBLE while making his hand gestures.  Betty picks this up.








			BARRY


You’re forgetting that I’ve done this before.  The only thing I’m worried about is will they believe me?  Even back then, Kate refused to come with us at first.  








BETTY


(stopping him)


Barry..








He continues.








BARRY


		(continuing)


Jordan didn’t read into the whole thing much at all either.  That time we got away, but this time...








			BETTY


Barry.  As much as I want this to be over, and as much as I know it isn’t, you need to slow down. (beat) Look at you, you’re shaking.  








			BARRY


		(slower)


I can’t slow down; I don’t know how.  








			BETTY


You can’t slow down because you won’t let yourself.








			BARRY


I can’t! (pause) If I let myself slow down I’ll lose it - everything that I’ve worked for.








			BETTY


It’s lost, Barry.. Lost back on that road.  Everything that you went in with is lost on highway 709. (pause) You need to move on.








			BARRY


You don’t think what I’m saying is true?








			BETTY


I believe you.  But you don’t have to be the one to solve it, Barry.  The investigation team can take care of it.  You need to take care of yourself.








There is a moment of silence.  








BARRY


No.  No, I can’t do that.  Not while someone is out there.  Not while I’m able to do something about it.  I’ve come so far - we’ve come so far.  I owe it to them - to Jen.








			BETTY


You owe it to yourself to stop.  Haven’t you gone through enough?








Barry is silent.  He looks away from Betty.  Betty notices his silence and reacts to it; beginning to pack up her stuff and exit.








					BETTY


You know what?  I can’t get through to you.  As much as I try.  You don’t realize that you almost died!  You have a hand manual of what would have been done to your corpse, but no. (pause) I’m talking to a wall.  I’m leaving.








Again, Barry is silent.  Betty looks at him for a moment before exiting the room.  Barry closes his eyes; inside, he knows she is right, but he won’t admit it.





A bolt of lightening illuminates the room yet again.  Barry puts his head down on the desk, drifting off into a pitiful sleep.











EXT.  DRIVEWAY - SAME








Betty walks out of the house, in the rain.  She starts to run, partly because of the weather and partly because of her anguish. 





We focus in on a car in the background.  It’s a blue Chevy.  The driver isn’t visible at our angle, but there is a shape in the front seat.  The car sits there, silent and untouched.














CUT TO: STREET - ESTABLISHING 





EXT.  





It’s a cold November morning.  A thin line of fog streamlines around the street.  Houses aren’t yet awake.











INT.  KATE’S HOUSE - TV ROOM








Kate sits in front of the television, cross-legged, planted right smack in front of the TV.  Her eyes are glazed over as she sits there, remote in hand, watching some footage.





The footage is a home video.  Several TEENAGERS run around on screen.  We clearly identify Jen, Jordan, Tyler, Barry, Mark, Kate and Betty.  They all look like their having a lot of fun.





Kate’s eyes begin to water.  The video reflects off of her glossy eyes.





DING DONG!





Kate LEAPS into the air, taken with absolute shock at an unexpected ring of the doorbell.  She takes a moment to compose herself before getting up.





As she walks to the door, she FLICKS off the TV with the remote and advances into the foyer and at the door.





Kate opens the door to reveal JORDAN, looking rather anxious.  She opens the door.  Her face falls.  He is holding a stapled set of papers.








					KATE


		Jordan.  What is it?








He enters and closes the door behind him.








					JORDAN


Something’s gone wrong, Kate...really wrong. (pause) I don’t think it was Mark.








She looks at him.  Her face lifts in shock.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - DAY





INT.  BEDROOM








Barry awakens.  His eyes SLOWLY open.  He moves around for a moment, feeling sore from his uncomfortable sleep.





Something is different.  He looks up at his desk.  His papers are gone.  





Quickly turning around, he looks at the rest of his room.  On the ground lie ALL of the papers that were on his desk, including the MONTAGE of newspaper clippings he had on his wall - ALL TORN TO PIECES.








					BARRY


		No..  NO!








He is in shock.  SLOWLY, he turns back to his desk.  ONE thing remains on the desk.  It’s a NEWSPAPER clipping.  The letters read ‘709’.  





On the desk, written in BLACK marker, reads “THERE ARE MORE”.  He looks around, not knowing what to do.














CUT TO:  KATE’S HOUSE





INT.  TV ROOM - MOMENTS LATER








Jordan PACES around the room while Kate sits on the couch, her hand on her head, reading the first page of the paper.





She looks up at Jordan.








					KATE


		Someone sent this to you?








					JORDAN


		Yeah?  Did you see what it said?








					KATE


		Barry couldn’t have written this, he..








					JORDAN


Its his writing style, Kate.  It IS his writing. (beat) Think about it: we already know that Barry killed Mark.  But was Mark innocent?  








			KATE


The police said that Mark did it.








			JORDAN


No, they suspected that Mark did it. (calmer; concise) Kate, Barry knew what he was doing.  Its right out of his book, now he’s sending us letters about what he would have done with our bodies.








			KATE


Why this, why now?








			JORDAN


He’s got something planned.  I think we need to call the police.








Kate reaches for the phone, but it begins RINGING before she can pick it up.  They both exchange looks of absolute dread.





Cautiously, Kate answers the phone.








					KATE


		Hello?








					BARRY


				(O.S; filter)	


Kate!  Jesus Christ, you have to listen to me, okay?








Kate looks at Jordan.








					KATE


		Barry.. what’s going on?








She sounds rather monochromatic.  The ‘Barry’ gives Jordan signal of who is on the line.











INT.  BARRY’S ROOM - SAME








Barry speaks intently into the telephone receiver.








					BARRY


Kate, just don’t ask any questions.  I want you to drop the phone and head right for the door.














INT.  KATE’S HOUSE - SAME








Kate is taken back.








					KATE


		What?








					BARRY


				(O.S; filter)


Is someone there?  Forget about them.  Don’t ask any questions, just listen!  I want you to drop the phone, go for the door and get over here.  Don’t let anyone stop you!








			KATE


Barry, this is craziness.








			BARRY


		(O.S; filter)


Get out of that house, Kate.








			KATE


I’m hanging up now.











INT.  BARRY’S ROOM - SAME








Barry’s face is glazed in sweat.  His eyes, fired with fear, stare blankly as he centers his attention into the phone.








					BARRY


		Kate.  Kate!








Suddenly, a GLOVED HAND reaches in front of his mouth, pulling him back.





With a SWIFT MOTION, Barry is PLOWED into his desk, HEAD FIRST.  His frail body falls to the ground.  We hear a CRACK and blood splatters onto the eerie message on the desk.





The phone dangles down from the desk, hanging by its cord.  We don’t see the ominous figure, but it’s shadow, looming in the room.











INT.  KATE’S HOUSE - SAME








Jordan is impatient and wants to be filled in.  Kate hears a RUCKUS on the other line before hanging up.  She pulls the receiver back to her face.








					KATE


		Barry?








No answer.  The phone line suddenly goes dead.  All she hears is a broken dial tone.  She hangs up the phone.








					JORDAN


		What did I tell you?








Kate tries to avoid the comment.








					KATE


Okay, let’s look at this from a technical standpoint: it said that Barry’s dad killed the other three, but he couldn’t have - his dad went missing in 1992.








			JORDAN


In 1992 a few years after the Griffin Murders case died down.








			KATE


But Barry didn’t know his father well.  That letter says that they had a stabile relationship.








			JORDAN


Psychos can have stabile relationships with stuffed cats!








			KATE


Still!  That’s not what he said when we were in the woods.








			JORDAN


He told you about his father?








			KATE


Just that he wrote the book to fill a void.  Fill the void his father left.








			JORDAN


Isn’t killing three people filling a void?  Think about it.








			KATE


Not all of this makes sense.








			JORDAN


Not all, but enough to single out a killer!








			KATE


Is this how you and Jen went about doing things? - pointing the finger at whoever fits the part?  Oh, wait, last time it was more than a finger, it was a gun!








			JORDAN


This is our lives we’re talking about!  I’ll be sure to use something a little more practical than a gun next time!











Jordan walks out of the room.  Things are beginning to thicken between the two of them.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - SHORT TIME LATER





EXT.  FRONT DOOR








Betty approaches Barry’s front entrance, looking very distraught.  Her eyes are misty and she looks like she has just mustered up the courage to confront him.





She knocks on the front door.  It creeks open slightly under the pressure of her knock.  It’s dark inside.





She PEEPS in through the inch or two of open space.  DARKNESS.








					BETTY


		Barry?








She PUSHES the door further.











INT.  HALL - SAME








Betty enters slowly, looking around.  Her mood changes from confrontational to worried.  








					BETTY


				(cont’d)


		Barry, you there?








No answer.  She looks towards the staircase at the end of the hall.











INT.  BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER








Betty bursts into Barry’s room.  She stops dead at the sight of the papers.





Her hand covers her mouth; covering her wide, GAPING mouth.  Her eyes wander up to the desk, where she sees that most of it is covered in a THIN layer of blood.  





The blood is starting to oxidize; the plasma is working its way to the center while the outer blood cells begin turning to a DEEP red.





Betty approaches the desk.  Under the DEEP red, she sees the MARKER note reading “THERE ARE MORE”.  A soggy “709” newspaper clipping floats overtop.





The room is filled with the ominous repetitive beeping of the phone, which still dangles off the side of the desk.  Blood CAREENS over the side of the phone, dripping onto the ground and staining the floor.





Betty is frozen for a moment.  The entire room is surreal to her.  She paces on the spot, but she doesn’t know where to go; where to move.














CUT TO:  ROAD - DAY





INT.  CAR








Kate sits in the passenger seat while Jordan drives.  There is a look of determination on his face, which leads us to believe that he is out for vengeance.





Staring blankly out the window, Kate thinks with a million thoughts in her mind.  Her eyes are puffy and she looks like she could use some sleep.  Her eyes begin to droop LOWER and lower until she finally falls asleep on her arm.





Jordan glances over at her - he is glad that she’s asleep.














CUT TO:  BARRY’S HOUSE - DAY





INT.  KITCHEN








Betty, in complete ‘emotional-wreck’ mode, talks on the phone, rather nervously with someone.  She is in the kitchen.  She runs a hand through her hair to keep one hand busy.








					BETTY


Yes, his room, his letters, everything is trashed!








There is a silence for a moment as the operator on the other line says something.  Betty listens.








					BETTY


If you could just put Detective Allen on the phone, please! 











Another moment of silence.








					BETTY


		What do you mean he’s not there?!








					BETTY


Barry is missing!  There is blood in his room!








More silence.








					BETTY


		Oh, you can never do anything, can you?








She SLAMS the phone down on the receiver.  Wiping her face, she looks out one of the windows.  The sun is high in the sky.  A thought hits her.











EXT.  DRIVEWAY - MOMENTS LATER








Betty opens the driver’s door to Barry’s car and rummages around in it for a moment.  A few seconds later, she POPS her head up, with her the keys to the car.











INT.  CAR - SAME








Betty enters the car and closes the door, quickly turning the key in the ignition. 





Fumbling and with a shaky hand, she reverses the car out of the driveway and drives away.














CUT TO:  CAR - AFTERNOON





INT.  BACK SEAT








Barry lies ear down on the upholstery of a car.  He is gagged with his arms firmly tied and cuffed.  His puffy, RED eyes open slightly.  His face is streaked with blood that pours from his head.





He doesn’t know where he is.  Suddenly, the car rides over a BUMP and Barry’s already bleeding head THUMPS down hard on the seat. 





Barry maneuvers slightly, so he is facing upwards.  His breathing is very heavy now.





With a surge of strength, he THRUSTS his body upwards.  His head ends up THUMPING onto the window, SMEARING blood over the glass surface.





In front of him sits DETECTIVE ALLEN, driving the BLUE CHEVY that they ride in.  Their eyes meet in the rear-view mirror.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


		Glad you decided to join me.








Barry notices a large AXE sitting on the dashboard, sprawled from one end to another.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN 


				(cont’d)


		That’s a nasty bump you’ve got there.








Suddenly, Barry begins SQUIRMING violently in the back seat of the car.  The detective laughs.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


		They’re tied tightly, I assure you.








Barry slows his movement.  His breathing becomes shallow.  There is a GRATE separating the front seat from the back, just like you’d see in a typical cop car.





The detective turns on the radio.  Moonlight Sonata (of course) plays.  It seems to soothe the detective, but it adds that sense of surrealism to the situation.  Barry looks around.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


You know a lot, Barry.  You’re a smart one to catch on, but I’m surprised you didn’t brace yourself.  It’s not every day that one is sent a deeming package and not affected by it. (pause) I knew Mark’s father quite well, as I knew Mark. You want to know why you killed him?  You’re jealous.  Mark at least followed in his father’s footsteps.. more than I can say for you.  The only thing you claim is in your father’s ‘spirit’ is that trite book of yours.  








Barry’s menacing but subtle eyes meet Allen’s n the mirror again.  Barry would have said something, but the gag restricts him








					DETECTIVE ALLEN 


				(cont’d)


You’re sneaky.  We’ve had trouble with you, but so did we with Tom back in the ‘80s, and there ain’t nothing a nice bullet in the head can’t fix.








Amidst the blood on Barry’s face, his eyes begin to water.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


				(cont’d)


You’ve wanted closure all your life.  Closure on things that you couldn’t control.  You’ll have closure...soon. (pause) But remember, closure isn’t always getting the answers.  And I think you know that, too..  you just don’t want to admit it to yourself.








Barry closes his eyes, shutting out Detective Allen’s words, knowing that he is speaking the truth, in an ironically sane way.














CUT TO:  HOSPITAL - DAY





INT.  ADMINISTRATION DESK








Betty enters the doors to the administration desk.  A clerk sits on the other side of a GLASS window.  Their eyes meet.  








					BETTY


		I need to see a patient.








The nurse glances down at the files on her desk for a moment, then looks back up.








					NURSE


		Which patient?








					BETTY


		Tom McFarlane.











INT.  SMALL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER








The walls are gray and light comes in only through a small window at the top of the left wall.  Below it and to the side is a door that opens.  Betty enters.  The nurse behind her slowly closes the door.





Betty stands for a moment, in front of a table where TOM MCFARLANE is seated.  His head is slouched to one side.  He doesn’t look responsive at all.





Quickly, Betty sits.  She leans in towards him, obviously in a hurry to get some answers.








					BETTY


I know you can hear me, and I need some answers.








No answer.  Betty didn’t expect one; she continues.








					BETTY


				(cont’d)


Ten years ago, you survived the murders.  Someone shot you in the head - purposefully.  So you wouldn’t talk.  You were meant to be alive.








His eyes twitch.  He makes eye contact with Betty for a brief moment.  Betty takes the opportunity to continue.








					BETTY


				(cont’d)


My sister is in the hospital, Tom.  She has severe brain damage.  Her and her friends were in the same situation as you.  One of them is missing and I need your help.








Betty is very passionate - her eyes begin to water.  Tom opens his mouth.  A DRIP of saliva cascades over his lips and onto his hospital gown.  Betty leans in further.








					BETTY


				(cont’d)


I know you know what I’m talking about, and I know that you can help me.  You know something.  There are more innocent people out there, Tom, ones who are going to get killed unless you talk to me!








No response.  Tom’s eyes meet Betty’s again.  His eyes are also misty.  He wants to communicate, but he cannot.  Betty SLAMS her hand on the table and pulls away, turning her head to one side, covering her face.








					BETTY


				(quietly)


		Damn!








She hesitates for a moment before standing.  Tom is motionless.  Betty walks to the door and knocks on it.  One of the nurses opens the door.





Betty exits the room, not getting any of the answers she came to get.














CUT TO:  GAS STATION - AFTERNOON





INT.  CAR








The detective pulls the car into a GAS STATION which we remember from four months previous.





Barry looks out the window, noticing the change in speed.  He sees the gas station has his last chance for refuge.





The car comes to a complete stop and Barry SLUMPS over on the side of the window.  The detective exits the car.





Quickly, Barry uses the door handle to remove his gag.  It SLOWLY begins to SLIDE off his face with each movement.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








The detective finishes pumping the gas.  He looks in at Barry who appears to be slouched against one side of the seat, attempting to get up.





He gives a quick smile and walks over to the booth payment counter.











INT.  CAR - SAME








The gag finally SLIPS away.  Barry breathes exceedingly heavily.  He begins to yell, trying to get any outside attention.








					BARRY


		HELP!!!  HELP ME!











EXT.  BOOTH - SAME








The cashier, an OLD MAN, looks at Allen, handing him his change.  He hears the screams of horror coming from the CHEVY and glances over.








					CHASIER


Looks like someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed today.








Allen looks over at the car, seeing Barry, SLOUCHED over, screaming his lungs out.  There is a SMEAR of blood on the window.





He turns back to the cashier.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


I’m a cop, actually. (beat) Yeah, I picked him up an hour ago.  He... he’s a suspect in a murder case.








			CASHIER


Well, seems as though he gave you quite the run for your money, that much blood and all.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


He sure did!








The detective turns back and heads towards the car.  Barry’s screaming subsides.





Allen gives Barry an eye before entering the car - not an especially evil eye, but an eye nevertheless.











INT.  CAR - SAME








The car shifts slightly as the detective enters the car and fastens his seatbelt.  Barry sits, motionless but still breathing heavily, looking down.





The car is started and in a short moment, they are off driving.  Barry glances at the rear-view mirror, but the detective is keeping his eyes on the road.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


Have fun?  Screaming that is.  Sounded like you have a lot to unload.








			BARRY


		(quietly)


 Yeah, you could say that.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


I don’t blame you for trying -








			BARRY


I’m not blaming myself, I’m blaming you.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?  Finally be able to use someone to put all your worries - all your fears and doubts and just put the blame on them.








			BARRY


Yeah, that would be nice.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


You’re a suppresser.  








			BARRY


You’re a psychotic.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


But I’m getting away with it.  You’re pushing everything back in your mind, huddling it up inside yourself.








			BARRY


Yet you act upon your impulses.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


It’s much more than that, Barry.








			BARRY


Tell me.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


Once again, closure doesn’t always mean you get the answers you’re looking for.








Barry explodes.








			BARRY


I DESERVE ANSWERS!








Barry SINKS back in his seat.  He is breathing very heavily.  The detective is calm.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON





INT.  CAR








Kate still sleeps, slouched against the passenger window.  Jordan glances over at her periodically.





The houses surrounding the area begin to thin out and the trees and assorted foliage begins to thicken.  Jordan knows where he is going.





The car goes over a bump, which thrusts Kate out of her slumber.  She looks around, groggy eyed.  








					KATE


		Jordan, where are we?








					JORDAN


		Highway 709.








					KATE


What?  I thought we were going to the police station?  How long have we been driving?








He keeps his eyes fixed on the road.








					JORDAN


		Calm down, we’re almost there.








Kate becomes uneasy; she can’t sit still.








					KATE


Almost where?  What are you talking about?!  Jordan, please!








There is a long moment of silence.  Kate watches as they head down the familiar road, passing the ominous NO EXIT road sign.








					KATE


				(cont’d)


Please, tell me why we’re going back?  Why there?








			JORDAN


That’s where the answers are.








Kate unbuckles her seatbelt.  Jordan looks over at her with anguish.  








					KATE


		Stop the car!








Jordan balances keeping his eyes on the road and keeping his attention on Kate.








					JORDAN


		Kate, what are you doing?








					KATE


		Let me out!








					JORDAN


		I can’t do that!








					KATE


		Stop the damn car!








THUD!  THEY HIT SOMETHING!





A person!  The body of the hit person FLIES onto the road above.  They’re wearing a black cloak.  





The car SPINS to the side of the road in a dust filled halt.  Kate quickly looks out the window at the figure.  Their cloak covers their face.








					KATE


		Oh my god.











EXT.  CAR - SAME








Kate exits the car, RUSHING over to the figure, who lies motionless on the dusty road.





Jordan soon follows suit.





Soon, they are both hovering over the figure.  Kate slowly removes the cloak from the figure’s face to reveal BROOKE LEIGHTON.  Her eyes are closed and her face is pale.








					JORDAN


		Jesus, it’s Brooke!








					KATE


		Isn’t she missing?








					JORDAN


		I think we found her...








They walk away from the body and back towards the car, which is half way off the side of the road.





A GUST of wind blows the cloak further off of Brooke’s body, revealing a HANDGUN in her left hand.  The finger over the trigger TWITCHES slightly.











					KATE


		What are we going to do?








					JORDAN


		We have to go and get help.








					KATE


		Is she dead?








					JORDAN


		I don’t think so.  I’ll go check.








Jordan swiftly retreats to the body, holding a hand over Brooke’s neck.  





He looks down for a second, feeling for a pulse.  His eyes wander over to HER HAND and the gun.  His eyes widen.








					JORDAN


		Kate..








Kate slowly walks up behind Jordan.  





SUDDENLY Brooke’s eyes open and her armed hand flies up towards Jordan’s chest.  She FIRES one round into him.  





Jordan FLIES back into Kate, knocking both of them to the ground.  





Hastily, Brooke stands up, holding the bulge in her stomach, supporting herself.





Kate SCREAMS on the ground, trying viciously to remove Jordan’s bleeding body from her.





Brooke stands above Kate, her eyes wet with passion and anger.








					KATE


		Brooke, no!








A foot comes down on Kate’s face, sending Kate unconscious.





Brooke WIPES her eyes for a moment and puts the gun in her pocket.  Silently, she begins the tedious task of removing Jordan’s body.





She begins pulling his frail arms across the road towards the car.  A STREAM of blood draws a snail-like trail along the road.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY - AFTERNOON





INT.  BARRY’S CAR 








Betty drives along the road.  TEARS streak from her eyes.  She sniffles.  The radio plays almost silently in the background.





Outside, she glances in her mirror as the GAS STATION passes.














CUT TO:  WRECKING YARD - LATE AFTERNOON





EXT.  CLEARING








Brooke LOOMS over a LARGE hole in the ground.  She has obviously pre-dug this.





Turning her head, she glances over at Kate and Jordan’s DUSTY bodies to her left.  





Mustering up the strength, she begins to SHOVE their bodies into the four foot deep grave, beginning with Jordan.  





THUMP!





His body lands at the bottom of the hole.  Then Kate’s body.  Kate responds with a slightly-conscious GROAN as her body hits the ground.  





Brooke’s eyes are still watery.  She is obviously unstable.  She looks down at the bodies for a second, WINCING in sadness - tears flow off of her face and fall into the hole.





She sits on the ledge, DANGLING her feet near their bodies.  She holds her stomach and looks down at it.  The four months of pregnancy are starting to show.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY 709 - SAME








EXT.  CAR








The detective exits the car.





He quickly walks around to the back seat and OPENS the door.  With a quick movement, he PULLS Barry out of the car and leads him around to the other side.





Barry looks ahead on the road and sees a BLOOD stain from one end to another.  There are also tire marks from where Kate’s white SEDAN once was parked.








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


What’s the matter?  You don’t recognize this place?  You should.  I do.  It hasn’t really change in ten years.








He leads Barry across the road and into the THICK foliage.











EXT.  WOODS - MOMENTS LATER








The two enter a CLEARING.  There are trees all around the area.  We recognize the area as THE GRAVEYARD, with the names of past victims engraved on the trees.





Barry’s face looks very beaten up.  His eyes linger on the trees as he passes them.  He tries to read the names.  He is at a point where fear of death is no longer; he rather embraces it.  He does not opt to struggle with Allen, but rather follow his lead.  





Everything is slow.








EXT.  CHAIN-LINK FENCE - MOMENTS LATER








They arrive upon a chain-link fence, which leads into the WRECKING YARD.  The detective turns to Barry and quickly unties the ropes around his hands and uncuffs him.  





Just as quickly, he pulls a gun on Barry, pointing it at him.  Barry does not fear the gun.  He looks at it with solemnity.





They look at each other for a long period of time.








					BARRY


		Is this where it ends?








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


		You tell me, Detective.








					BARRY


		Why?  Why now?








					DETECTIVE ALLEN


		Again, closure -








					BARRY


I don’t want closure, Allen, I want an answer. (beat)_Yeah, I figured things out quickly, but not that quickly.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


There are others.








			BARRY


Others?








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


One.  A smart one.  Smarter than you.  They found out my involvement in the previous murders -








			BARRY


- and blackmailed you into killing the rest of us off...right.  Well, let me tell you something detective - there are more of me.  More people like me out there; ones who know that there is more.








			DETECTIVE ALLEN


It looks like I have my work cut out for me then, huh?











There is a COLLISION of metal objects from within the wrecking yard which captures the attention of the two.





Noticing Allen’s temporal vulnerability, Barry REVS back and backhands the detective, causing him to HEAVE to one side.





With expert precision, he takes the GUN in the detective’s hand and SMASHES it into his face, sending him FLYING back into a tree - just as Kate had done to Jade four months earlier.





Not thinking to grab the gun, Barry rushes over to the hole in the fence and begins to craw underneath it.





The detective arises, fumbling for his gun.





Barry is half way through.  He pulls his torso through the hole, then his waist and finally his leg.





A SHOT hits the ground near Barry’s leg as he pulls it through and quickly scrambles up to his feet.  Within a few seconds, he disappears into the wrecking maze.





The detective finally stands, looking around.  Barry is gone.











EXT.  WRECKING YARD - SAME








Barry rests on the side of one of the cars.  He is at an intersection.  To his left is one aisle, and to his right there is another.





He begins walking down one of the aisles.











EXT.  CLEARING - SAME








Barry enters the CLEARING where there is a LARGE hole in the center.  It is about fifty feet from him.  He stops dead.





He looks at it for a moment.  A SHOVEL leaning against one of the wrecked cars FALLS with a THUD onto the ground.  Barry takes a few steps forward.





He glances to either side before approaching the hole.  His walking is slow and calm.  He tries to make as little noise as possible. 





The hole becomes bigger as he approaches it.  The bodies of Jordan and Kate in the bottom of the hole.  Blood begins collect at the base of the hole from their respective wounds.





CLICK, CLICK!





A gun barrel is pointed into the back of Barry’s head.  He braces for a shot, but feels that the gun is shaky. 





He turns around - the barrel hits hit lips.  He backs up an inch or two.  His foot movements brush some dust over the edge and into the hole.





Brook stands there, unstable and holding the gun.  With her other hand she holds her stomach.  Mascara STREAMS down her face.








					BARRY


		Brooke..








She takes a step back.








					BARRY


				(cont’d)


		Brooke, did you do this?








He glances back to the grave.  Brooke is silent.








					BARRY


				(cont’d)


		Brooke?!








					BROOKE


		Goddamnit, I HAD TO!








He shakes his head.  Brooke sniffles harshly.








					BROOKE


				(cont’d)


You ruined EVERYTHING!  Every chance I had with Mark you ruined.  You and that STUPID, STUPID book of yours.








A revelation hits Barry.  He looks down, then up into Brooke’s eyes.








					BARRY


It was Mark.  He wrote that other book, didn’t he, the other 709 book at the writing convention? (pause) Figures... “write what you know.”








They glare at each other for a moment.  Brooke is visually less stable than Barry.  Her face is red with anger.  





After a moment, Brooke’s face fleshes out and her eyes begin to get misty.








					BROOKE


				(cont’d)


I’m pregnant, Barry.  What do I say when he - she, asks me about their father?  What do I say then?  You KILLED him, Barry!








Barry is very monotone in his response.  He avoids eye contact.








			BARRY


I had to or else he would have killed me.








			BROOKE


Oh, but that pleasure has been saved for me.  Let me tell you, it’ll nourish me.








			BARRY


Allen.  How did you figure him out?








			BROOKE


I took all of Mark’s stuff and sorted through it.  I found a journal.  It was his fathers. 








			BARRY


I knew there were more.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY - SAME





EXT.  BARRY’S CAR








Betty HALTS the car at the sign of the chaos that litters the road ahead.





She exits and examines the area: tire marks, blood streaks, the parked car.  She is very nervous and jittery, but she doesn’t know where to go.





She looks up and turns around, glancing above at the sky.  The sun is beginning to set.  The colors of the area become splashed with warm oranges and yellows.








					BETTY


		BARRY!








Her voice ECHOES through the area.














CUT TO:  WRECKING YARD - SAME





EXT.  CLEARING








Betty’s voice fills the air, echoing loudly throughout the yard.  Both Brooke and Barry look around for a brief moment.





From behind Brooke approaches DETECTIVE ALLEN, dusting himself off.  There is a gun in his right hand.





Brooke senses his approach.








					BROOKE


		I knew you wouldn’t get away with this.








					BARRY


		There’s more, Brooke.  More who know.








The detective CHUCKLES in the background.  He paces back and forth behind Brooke. 





There is a moment of silent.








					BARRY


				(cont’d; quietly)


		Who are you?








Brooke closes her eyes and takes a few breaths.  The sadness has fallen from her face, which is now filled with vengeance and anger.








					BROOKE


They won’t find you, Barry.  No, not out here. (beat) Not even God will find the bodies.








			BARRY


God doesn’t exits...we killed him.








Brooke takes aim and fires.  The shot hits Barry in the forehead, above his eyes.














CUT TO:  HIGHWAY - SAME





EXT.  








The shot FIRES off in the air.  It is very loud.  Betty JUMPS as an echo wave hits her.  





A flock of birds lift form the trees above.  





Betty is frozen.  We pull back as an OMINOUS look of fear arises on her face.  She stands there, in the middle of the road, fearing that she is too late to do anything.














FADE OUT





FADE IN:  GRAVE - SOMETIME LATER





INT.








Dirt is SHOVELED into the grave.  It hits Kate’s PALE face.  





Another pile is shoved in.  This time, it lands on Jordan’s back.  





A third shovel of dirt falls into the hole, landing on Barry’s neck, where we see the BULLET hole between his eyes.  His eyes are open, but are very glazed over.  





More and more dirty is SHOVELED into the hole.








					RADIO VOICE 1


Three local teens have been reported missing since yesterday.  Jordan Campbell, Kate Preston and Barry Stockwell, all surviving members of a heinous mass murder just four months ago, have vanished.  Barry’s home was reported to have been ransacked before his disappearance.  Excessive amounts of blood lead police to believe that there was a struggle.  The homes of Jordan Campbell and Kate Preston don't appear to have been vandalized.  A car fitting the description of one of the teens was found in a ditch earlier this morning with several pieces of paper.  Police aren’t releasing any more at this time.





