 I





We stand before a gothic-looking stone structure;


detailed statues of ancient people blend in with the 


rigid architecture, reaching their hands up toward the 


gray sky.  Steep towers of different heights center 


around a massive dome, all coated in a thin layer 


of snow.





The serenity and stillness abruptly end as a blonde


girl rushes past us, so exhausted her breath is like 


thick clouds in the crisp air.  The girl, LUCY 


WASHINGTON, glances back a second before entering


the building.





Inside, she darts up the spiral metal staircase,winded


and breathless.  She stops at the top and stares out a


vast window at the oblivious town of Columbia Falls.  


There’s nowhere to go now.  Lucy stares out into the


dead bleak night, searching for a face to save her from


him.  She unlatches the window and pushes it open.





LUCY


Help me…somebody help me!!





Lucy takes a quick look back at the staircase.  He’s


not there, not yet.





LUCY


Somebody please HELP ME!





She stares down at the blanketed ground below her.


It’s too far to jump. 





Lucy turns around at the loud, maddening sound of a


blade being drug up the railing.  It gets louder, closer.





LUCY


Oh God no…SOMEBODY HELP ME!!





She looks back again; a defeated moan escapes her


mouth.  A sinister hunched-over figure in ragged 


clothes is standing at the top of the staircase,


shrouded in darkness.  He’s holding a pickaxe in


his soiled hands.





LUCY


Please don’t do this…Please…





Her quivering voice breaks as the figure advances.


Lucy steps backward; her back hits the windowsill.  


There’s nowhere to go now.





LUCY


W-Who are you?





He ignores her plea and edges closer, slowly raises


his pickaxe above his head.  Brings it down.





The girl’s body convulses as the blade impacts her


body—rips into the flesh of her neck and protrudes


her back a split second later—Lucy falls through


the open window and plummets toward the frozen


ground to blackness.





From the dark we elevate above Lucy’s corpse,


revolving around it in a circle as we drift upward.  


Her features are twisted, her eyes hollow.  Far


above the body the murderer enters the frame.  He


kneels down beside Lucy, hovering over her.





II





A traditional claw foot bathtub is positioned


against a tile wall.  JANE COPPOLA lies inside, 


completely enveloped in soapsuds.  Her head rests


against the smooth ceramic; her eyes are closed.


They flash open as Jane’s  mother MARGE COPPOLA


knocks on the bathroom door.





MRS. COPPOLA


Jane?  There’s a telephone call for you, honey.





JANE


I’ll be out in a minute.





She sighs, watching drops of water come down from


the silver faucet and lightly splash the water below.


Jane grabs a green towel from a nearby shelf,


stands, and wraps it around her pale figure.  She


lets the water drain and leaves the bathroom.  Jane


walks down the Oriental rug that runs the length of


the hallway and enters her cluttered bedroom.  She


picks up the phone.





JANE


Hello?





It’s her friend, ALLY FLYNN.





ALLY


Get dressed.  I’ll be over in ten minutes.





JANE


What?  Why?





ALLY


Somebody found Lucy Washington dead at that old


missionary place.





JANE


Are you serious?





ALLY


She was actually crucified to the building, Jane,


with nails in her hands and feet and everything.  


We have to go check it out.





JANE


That’s sick…





ALLY


I thought you might be interested in it for your


article…You know, so you can get the scholarship?





JANE


Yeah…





ALLY


Ten minutes.





Jane sets the phone back down.





III





The vicinity of the Saint Francis Missionary is now


entirely flooded with the engrossed residents of 


Columbia Falls, police cars, news vans, etc.  The


pedestrians are animated, despite the recent grim


events.





Did you know her?  She lived on my street.  Who’s


the killer?  I knew she would end up like this…





Jane, now fully clothed, emerges from the horde of


people.  Ally follows closely behind.  She’s a 


vibrant redhead easily noticeable against the murky


backdrop of the sleepy town.





The girls watch as two stone-faced paramedics wheel


a stretcher past them covered with a white sheet. 


Blood is beginning to seep through the sheet.





ALLY


Shit, we missed her.





JANE


Now what?





ALLY


Interrogate.  There’s Sheriff Glover.  You could


talk to him.





Jane gazes across the scene where SHERIFF TOM


GLOVER doesn’t appear to be very approachable, 


as he is surrounded by inquisitive reporters.





JANE


He looks busy.





ALLY


Whatever.  I’m gonna try to get on TV.





 She blends back in with the mass and disappears.


Jane searches through the mob for a familiar face.  


It seems like the whole town has congregated


there.





She sees him.  Dark but easy-going JULIAN MURRAY,


an old boyfriend of hers. He’s taking in the whole sight


from the refuge of a dead tree with skeletal branches.


Jane approaches him.





JANE


Pretty sick, huh?





Julian turns to face her and greets her with a nod.





JULIAN


Yeah…





JANE


I mean, how everybody’s getting worked up over a


murder, a death.





JULIAN


Then what are you doing here?





JANE


Ally dragged me down here.  How’ve you been?





JULIAN


All right.  You?





JANE


I’m good.





Julian glances down at his watch.





JULIAN


Wow, it’s later than I thought.  I’ll see you in


school tomorrow?





JANE


Yeah, okay.





Julian gives her a weak smile and heads in the


opposite direction toward his car.  Jane redirects


her attention to the crowd in time to see Ally being


pushed away by a couple of cops in customary


uniforms.





ALLY


Thanks a lot guys.





JANE


What’d you find out?





ALLY


Lucy had the number “11” carved into her forehead.





JANE


In her forehead?  Do they know why?





Ally shakes her head.





ALLY


So was that Murray you were talking to?





JANE


It’s over between us, Ally.





ALLY


Oh yeah, I forgot you’re seeing the newspaper


editor…





IV





The students of Columbia Falls High monotonously


walk to their third period class as the bell sounds. 


Jane pushes open the door to the school’s newspaper 


office where some bored, austere students are typing 


on computers.





Jane smiles and waves to a few people then enters


the editor’s office,closing the door behind her.


She smiles at BRIAN FIELDING, the editor and her


boyfriend—he’s clearly older than Jane, about five years.





BRIAN


What can I do for you?





Jane saunters across the tiny room to a comfortable


black chair across from Brian and puts her feet up


on the desktop.





JANE


I missed you this weekend.





BRIAN


I had some things to do…was that all?





Jane’s brows furrow, turned off by his unusual


coldness.





JANE


Actually no.  I wanted to talk to you about the


article I’m writing.





BRIAN


The one on school politics…you’ve taken some


fascinating notes-





 JANE


 I think I’m gonna change the topic.





 BRIAN


 Reason being?





 JANE


 Well…politics are boring, don’t you think?





BRIAN


What did you want to change it to?





JANE


Lucy Washington’s murder.





Brian takes off his glasses and sets them on his


desk, looking disappointed.





BRIAN


It doesn’t have as much potential…





JANE


Sure it does.





BRIAN


Jane, I really think you should reconsider your


topic.  It could determine whether you get into


college or not.





JANE


Come on, Mr. Fielding, why don’t you stop acting


like my teacher so much?





BRIAN


I am your teacher…That reminds me, I want to talk


about you and me…





He stares at her soberly, narrowing his eyes.





JANE


You don’t think it’s going to work out?





Brian nods.





BRIAN


Yeah, you know that, don’t you?





Jane is silent as she takes her feet down from the


desk.





BRIAN


Jane, if this got out, we’d both be in a lot of


trouble.





JANE


So that’s it.  We’re finished?





BRIAN


It really is the best thing to do.





Jane nods dismally and stands, leaving the office.





V





CHRISTIAN GLOVER crossly opens his locker and shoves


a book inside, not noticing a small slip of paper drift down 


from it the floor weightlessly.





JANE


Christian?





He looks up to see who’s talking to him; Jane


timidly approaches.





CHRISTIAN


Yeah?





JANE


I need to ask you a favor.





Christian roughly grabs a notebook, waiting for her


to continue.





JANE


Well, I’m doing this report on Lucy Washington’s


murder for the newspaper and I thought, maybe, you


could help me get some inside details?  Since your


dad’s the sheriff?





CHRISTIAN


Sure, I guess I could help you out.





JANE


Really?  Thank you, Christian, I-





CHRISTIAN


It’ll cost you though.





Jane sighs, resting against the wall of lockers.





JANE


How much?





CHRISTIAN


Fifty.





JANE


Fine, all right.





CHRISTIAN


Meet me at the police station tonight and bring the


money.





He slams the locker door shut and they both go in


different directions.  We slide down to the floor 


where the slip of paper is lying, a “12” scrawled on


it.





VI





Jane waits silently in her dad’s car in front of the


police station.  The building is cold and outdated, 


much like the rest of the town.  Stone steps lead 


up to high circular columns and a terrace—a very


Greek-like structure.





Jane sits up when a pair of bright headlights nearly


blinds her. Christian’s car roars into the parking lot 


and pulls up right beside Jane’s. 





They both get out  and head up the stairs.





The interior of the police station is rigid and set.


A wide empty corridor—with the exception of two


mechanical-looking benches and plants—leads to


the front desk.  A single OFFICER is there looking


suspicious.





OFFICER


Can I help you kids?





CHRISTIAN


Yes, Officer…





He looks at his badge.





CHRISTIAN


…Wayne.  I’m Christian Glover, the sheriff’s son.


He sent me down here to get something he forgot


from his office earlier.





 Officer Wayne narrows his unfeeling eyes, first at


Christian, then at Jane.





OFFICER WAYNE


You got some I.D.?





Christian flashes his driver’s license.





OFFICER WAYNE


Okay, you can go in.  But she stays.





CHRISTIAN


All right…It’ll only take a couple minutes.





Jane watches him disappear around a corner.  She


looks back at the officer,who is staring at her perversely.





OFFICER WAYNE


So what did the sheriff forget?





JANE


Huh?  Oh, I don’t know.





OFFICER WAYNE


It must be pretty important to send you two kids


down here this late at night.  Maybe I should call him-





JANE


No!  I mean…you can’t.  You shouldn’t.





OFFICER WAYNE


Why not?





JANE


Like you said—it’s late.  They probably don’t want


to be bothered.





Both heads turn as a crash comes from the sheriff’s


office.





OFFICER WAYNE


Just what the hell are you kids trying to pull here?





He stands and rushes into the dark office with Jane


close behind.  They both gasp, stunned by the sight:


Christian’s corpse is hanging from it—bowels spilling


out of his abdomen, blood streaking his face.  A “12” 


is clearly engraved in his forehead.





VII





Jane lies on her bed in a trance staring up at the


ceiling.  There’s a knock on the door.





JANE


Come in.





The door opens and Brian enters gravely.  Jane sits


up, somewhat surprised to see him.





JANE


What do you want?





BRIAN


I heard about the murder.  Are you all right?





Jane nods, trying not to let their her eyes meet


his.





JANE


But that’s not why you came…





BRIAN


Jane, I told you that topic was off limits.





JANE


Yeah I know, but I wanted to get the scholarship.





BRIAN


At the expense of peoples’ lives?





JANE


It wasn’t my fault.  Christian was probably already


a target.





BRIAN


It doesn’t matter.  Jane, I don’t want you to keep


pursuing this, and I definitely don’t want you


hanging around Phyllis.





JANE


Phyllis?  Phyllis Crane?  What about her?





BRIAN


She received a letter today with a “13” on it.


Apparently there was a note found on Lucy’s


body too-





JANE


So they think Phyllis is the next victim?





BRIAN


Yes…And I know you don’t think you should listen to


me because we’re…on bad terms.  But I do care about


you.  I don’t want you to get hurt.





Jane seems distant, staring out her window at the


falling snow.





BRIAN


All right, Jane?





JANE


Okay.





Moments after he leaves, Jane picks up the phone and


dials Ally’s number.





VIII





We pan over a crowd of morbidly dressed dancers in a


nightclub, moving to the throbbing techno music.


A huddle of people enter the club on the upper


level: Jane, Ally, Ally’s boyfriend OWEN MORTIMER, 


and PHYLLIS CRANE.  Phyllis doesn’t appear to be


upset that she’s the next intended prey in her


provocative black leather and aggressive expression. 


She beams with excitement as she sees Julian waiting


at the top of the stairs.





PHYLLIS


Julian!  Hey you!





Jane is floored, watching Phyllis forcefully grab


Julian by his jacket and start to make out with him.  


She pulls Ally aside before she can get away.





JANE


Did I miss something?





ALLY


Didn’t I tell you Phyllis and Julian are dating?





JANE


No you didn’t.





ALLY


Well Phyllis and Julian are dating…I’m sorry, Jane,


but I didn’t think you’d even care since you’re with Brian.





Jane sighs, watching Ally and Owen join the others


on the dance floor.  She takes a seat at the bar, taking the


scene in.  She wonders if the killer is there watching Phyllis. 


Waiting for the right time to strike.





JULIAN


Jane?





Jane looks up to see Julian standing over her.





JANE


Hey.





JULIAN


 I didn’t know you were here.





JANE


I came with your girlfriend.





She motions to the floor where Phyllis is dancing


seductively with Ally and Owen.





JULIAN


You’re not bothered by it, are you?





JANE


No, not at all.





JULIAN


Listen, I heard about what happened to you earlier.


Are you okay?





JANE


Yes.  So maybe you should pay more attention to


Phyllis.  She is the intended target.





JULIAN


I just wanted to see how you were.  Why are you


being so jealous?





Jane is taken off guard.





JANE


I’m not.





She looks past Julian at the dance floor. It seems


to be overflowing with partiers.  She can’t see Ally


or Owen—or Phyllis.





JULIAN


Yes you are.  We broke up a long time ago, Jane.  I


think you need to let it go.





Jane is hardly listening to him as she realizes that


Phyllis is gone.  The music is pounding in her ears, 


the lights are growing brighter and brighter.


All the faces are unfamiliar.  Phyllis is gone.





JANE


You’re the one still standing here…Julian, where’d


Phyllis go?





Julian turns and looks down on the floor, but he


can’t seem to locate her either.





JULIAN


Shit…





He runs down to the floor, pushing people out of his


way.  Jane looks down from the railing where she has 


a better view.





JULIAN


Phyllis!  PHYLLIS!





Phyllis is completely oblivious to her name being


called.  She’s dancing with somebody she assumes


is Julian.  He’s holding her so closely from


behind, swaying along with the music…





JULIAN


PHYLLIS!!





Phyllis snaps out of her trance and opens her eyes.





PHYLLIS


Julian?





She gasps as she feels a dagger rip into the flesh


of her back.  The killer turns and grinds the blade


forcefully, then tears it out and stabs her


again.  Phyllis sinks down in her predator’s arms,


blood trickling from her mouth.





JULIAN


Phyllis!





Jane notices the crowd of dancers suddenly erupting


in a screaming mob, some of them splattered in blood.


They all back away from something on the floor.  


It’s Phyllis’s dead body.  Her glassy eyes stare up at 


the swirling lights above, and a fresh pool of blood


forms around her.





Jane runs down the stairs and pushes her way toward


the body.  She finds Julian there, holding Phyllis and 


trying to see if she’s still alive.





Ally and Owen join Jane, staring in bewilderment.





JULIAN


Somebody call an ambulance!





ALLY


I will.





She races back up the stairs.





Jane looks around the entire room.  Time seems


frozen.  She looks up at the solemn faces circling 


the body.  Then she notices one person leaving,


heading for an exit door.





JANE


Owen, there…





Owen looks up to where she is pointing and darts


after the character.  Jane follows.





They reach the exit door just as it’s closing.  They


burst through, finding themselves on the roof.  


The killer is halfway across it the emergency


stairs.  Jane watches as Owen lurches through the


air and tackles him and they both go flying, landing 


roughly on the steps.





The killer stands first and punches Owen in the


face, sending him down the flight of stairs.  He


runs down after him, pulling out a knife.  Then Jane


jumps on him from behind and digs her nails into his


face.  He yells out in pain and backs up, ramming 


Jane through a window with full force.





The killer turns back just in time to see Owen


coming at him.  He quickly takes his knife and 


drives it directly into Owen’s head, killing him


instantly.





Voices begin to come from above them, and the killer


hurriedly carves the “14” into his forehead, then escapes,


leaving Jane half-conscious lying in glass.





IX





We pan across a busy street crowded with residents


eager to take part in an annual festival of Columbia Falls.


Two men are hanging a banner over the road.





We cut to Ally’s apartment located above a department


store.  She is watching the banner being hung, then turns


to face Jane sitting across from  her.





JANE


The killer started with the number “11”, so that


implies that there were ten other victims, right?





ALLY


Yeah, I guess so…But there weren’t any other


victims.





Jane sits silently, contemplating what to do next.


She suddenly stands and pulls on her jacket.





ALLY


Where are you going?





JANE


The library.  They probably have old newspaper


articles on micro fish.





ALLY


How journalistic…but aren’t you going to the


festival?





JANE


I’ll try to get back in time.





X





A streetlight shines down on a crow pecking at


something on the sidewalk. It flies away and Jane


appears under the light,walking briskly to the


Columbia Falls Public Library. 





We cut to the inside of the Victorian-style


building.  Jane enters and finds her way past a 


series of old bookshelves to a gap where a group 


of computers are sitting.  One of the computer 


screens is on,glowing up Jane’s face.





JULIAN


Find anything interesting?





Jane turns to see her ex-boyfriend standing behind


her.





JANE


Not really.





Julian laughs feebly.





JULIAN


So what are you doing here?





JANE


Research.





She sits down at the computer next to him and


hurriedly boots it up.





JANE


Are you going to the festival?





JULIAN


I thought I’d stop by later.





JANE


Well if you want any company…I’m here.





JULIAN


Thanks.





They both turn back to their computers and Jane


begins typing feverishly.





She starts talking, her eyes still fixed on the


screen.





JANE


Listen, I’m sorry about Phyllis.





JULIAN


It was all my fault.  I should have been watching


her.





JANE


No it wasn’t…





Her eyes scan the monitor, setting on something: TEN


YOUTHS DEAD.  FROST FOUND INNOCENT.  


ACCUSED KILLER LEFT TOWN. 





Jane gasps as a figure approaches from behind her


computer.  It’s only  Brian.





JULIAN


Mr. Fielding?  What are you doing here?





BRIAN


Just making sure my students are all safe.





He’s looking directly at Jane.





BRIAN


What are you two doing here?





JULIAN


We’re-





JANE


Why are you so damn curious?





Julian is stunned, unknowing of the past


relationship between them.





BRIAN


I don’t want you to get hurt.





JANE


No…you’re trying to keep something from me. 


What is it?





BRIAN


I’m not trying to keep any-





JANE


Who’s Frost, Mr. Fielding?





Brian stares at her coldly, silent.





JANE


Tell me!





BRIAN


Jane, you don’t know what you’re doing.  It


took this town a long time to forget what happened.





JULIAN


Do you know why they were killed, Mr. Fielding? 


I mean, Phyllis and Owen and the others?





BRIAN


Everybody knows—I know, the police know, your


parents know—they were there.





JANE


Tell us what happened.





Brian shakes his head, lowering it in shame.  He


speaks in a low, almost inaudible voice.





BRIAN


Eighteen years ago, a man named John Frost was


accused of killing ten teenagers.  The courts found


him innocent—they said there wasn’t enough


evidence to convict—but the town wouldn’t accept the


verdict.  They decided to take the law into their own 


hands and they all gathered around Frost’s house 


out by the lake…and they dragged him out to the woods…





Brian closes his eyes tightly, barely unable to go on.





BRIAN


They crucified him to a tree and burned it.  Then


they went back to his house to make it look like he 


moved out…That was when they found out he really


was innocent…His own brother David was the


real killer.  John had just taken the fall for him.  Everybody 


from town started to panic.  They were scared about


the truth getting out—that they killed an innocent man—


so they kept quiet.





JANE


What happened to David Frost?





BRIAN


People thought he left the state or the country, but


now that the murders are starting again…





JULIAN


The adults won’t come forward because they think


they’ll be found out?





BRIAN


Yeah.  This is why I didn’t want you to do a story


on Lucy’s murder, Jane. I didn’t want you to come


across all this…So now you know.  But nobody else


can.





JANE


We have to tell other people.  So we can help out


whoever else this guy is targeting.





BRIAN


Jane, please.  A lot of people in this town could


suffer.





JANE


Or die.  I’m sorry, Brian…I can’t let you keep this


a secret.





BRIAN


But what about your parents?  What do you think will


happen to them if-





Jane cuts him off, not wanting to know about her


parents’ involvement in the conspiracy.  She hadn’t 


even thought of it before.





JANE


Then they’ll pay for what they did.  I don’t want to


have to deal with this secret for the rest of my life 


like you.





She picks up her things and stands beside Julian.


They both look down at their teacher slumped over 


a desk sobbing pitifully.





JANE


We’ll see you in school…





She takes Julian’s arm and they leave Brian there.





XI





Jane and Julian walk across the parking lot to


Julian’s car.  As they get in, we move in closer 


so that the license plate is visible.  It is clear


that a “6” is made to look like a “5” and another


digit is completely scratched out.  The entire plate


reads: UR 015.





Neither of the teenagers notices it.





We cut again to Jane sitting silently in the


passenger seat staring out the window at the


passing landscape.





JANE


Do you think your parents were involved too?





JULIAN


Huh?





JANE


In the whole mob thing?  Like Mr. Fielding said mine


were?





Julian shrugs, turning onto a side street.  It seem


like nobody is out anymore.





JULIAN


I don’t want to know.





Jane nods.  A beat of awkward silence.





JANE


Are you scared, Julian?





JULIAN


Of being a target?





JANE


Yeah.  Of getting a note?  Of dying?





JULIAN


No…Who do you think the next victim will be?





Jane screams as a pair of shears juts out through


Julian’s chest dripping with his own blood.





The vehicle swerves into the opposite lane, sliding


along a guardrail. Sparks fly everywhere, showering 


down on the snow.





Inside the car, Jane tries to grab the wheel and


shrieks again as the killer, David Frost, lunges at 


her from the backseat.  He stabs her in the upper


back, sending painful shockwaves through her


entire body.  Jane turns and kicks him in the face, 


sending him backwards.





She tries to take control of the wheel again but it’s


too late.  The car plows down a steep hill into


a snowdrift.





Jane kicks her door open and crawls out, realizing


that her wound is draining her of energy.  She 


stumbles through the snow—her blood staining it


a crimson color as it runs down from her back.


Jane looks up at a bright light in front of her.


It’s an old church with a high stone steeple and


lurid gargoyle statues.  She runs toward it as fast


as she can, breaking through the heavy wooden double


doors then pushing a table in front of them.  Jane runs


past all the empty pews to the altar where hundreds


of candles are burning and a soft humming is heard from


somewhere in the hollow sanctuary.





JANE


Hello!





She rests on the altar steps, hearing footsteps coming


from the back of the church.  A hand reaches down to


her supportively.





Jane looks up to see the face of REVEREND DIAZ, a priest


her parents know.





REVEREND DIAZ


My God…What’s happened to you?





JANE


There’s somebody after me.





REVEREND DIAZ


Who?





JANE


Frost, David Frost.





REVEREND DIAZ


He’s returned to us.  It is time for repentance.





JANE


What…?  You have to call the police.





REVEREND DIAZ


Yes, of course, child.  We will.





JANE


Are there any other ways into the building than the


front?





REVEREND DIAZ


No.





Outside, we see two soiled hands diligently work to


assemble something.





Through Frost’s point of view, we look up through a


window to see Reverend Diaz’s facing the other direction 


talking to Jane,who is still sitting on the steps.





We cut back to the interior of the cathedral.





JANE


Please, we have to call the police now.





REVEREND DIAZ


Do not fear him, child.  If he is true, he will not


shed blood in the house of God.





The preacher stature suddenly freezes as a pointed


rod protrudes through his chest.  He looks down at it,


stunned.  Jane screams as his body lurches backward 


through the stained-glass window, smashing it into 


thousands of  pieces. (This death is supposed to be 


reminiscent of the one in Sleepy Hollow)





After all settles, Jane sees Frost standing over


Reverend Diaz’s corpse, carving a “16” into his flesh.


Then he looks up into the church.  Jane is gone.





Frost steps across the snow and glass into the


building, looking from side to side. 





Jane appears  from behind him holding a large cross 


in her hands. Just as Frost turns to face her, she 


brings it down with brutal strength. Frost’s body falls


down on the steps and Jane prepares to deliver another 


blunt blow. Before she can, Frost slashes a switchblade 


across her leg. She cries out in pain, dropping the cross. 





Jane turns and rushes up a staircase to a storage


balcony.  She reaches the top and searches for 


something to arm herself with.





Jane grabs a broken chair and spins around.  She 


screams as she is nearly decapitated with the


shears.





Jane swings the chair at Frost, breaking it over his


head.  Then she picks up a candleholder and defensively 


raises it to stop an attack.





The opponents continue battling on the balcony, back


and forth as in a swordfight.  Frost unexpectedly trips 


Jane with the shears and slams her against the railing,


the rest of the church far below them.  He struggles to


push Jane over the edge, and in a split instant, she


heaves him over her,sending him through the air and 


down to the floor below.





We cut to Jane wearily coming down the steps from


the balcony.  She heads toward the body, suddenly


stopping her tracks.





Somebody else is kneeling over it, examining it.





JANE


Brian?





He looks up at her for a moment, then back at the


body.





BRIAN


Is this him?  Frost?





Jane nods, standing over him.





BRIAN


We should destroy the body.





JANE


What?  Why would we do that…?





BRIAN


You know why.





JANE


I told you I’m not keeping this a secret.





BRIAN


Oh no?





JANE


No.





Out of Jane’s view, Brian slowly reaches down to


Frost’s hand, a blade still grasped in his fist.  Brian 


pries it open and takes the blade.





BRIAN


You really had a future, Jane.  I was sure you’d get


that scholarship…





Jane waits before answering quietly.





JANE


Maybe I still will.





BRIAN


No…I don’t think you will.





Before Jane can respond, Brian turns and tackles


her, pinning her to the floor with the blade raised


above his head.





BRIAN


I’m sorry I have to do this, Jane, but you should


have listened before-





Jane punches him across the face and pushes him off


of her.  She quickly gets up and backs away from him.





 JANE


You’d kill me just to keep your secret?





BRIAN


Yes.





He runs at Jane with the blade and she steps out of


the way, sending him staggering forward on the altar 


and drops the knife.





As he recovers, Jane picks up one of the candles and


burns it into his skin.





Brian cries out in pain and pummels Jane in the


face.  She falls back on the floor, breathless.  Brian 


stands over her and shakes his head desolately,


picking up a nearby metal candleholder.





BRIAN


I just want to know, Jane, you brought this on


yourself…





He raises the candleholder above his head and swings


it down into Jane’s stomach.  She cries out and writhes 


sorely, holding herself.  She slowly backs away up on the 


altar stairs and grasps the blade in her sweaty palm.





Brian charges at Jane again and she does the same,


stabbing him in the chest.  Brian looks down at the blade


in him and drops back, blood trickling down from his mouth. 





Jane slowly stands, watching him stagger backward,


stunned.  He trips over Frost’s body and into a mass


of candles.  They all smash to the floor and start the


carpet on fire.





Brian, his clothes already burning, makes no attempt to 


escape from the fire—letting it burn him alive. He smiles 


up at Jane, strangely looking satisfied. 





Jane just stares back into his eyes, watching the


flames reach up towards them.





BRIAN


You know this isn’t over yet, Jane.  It’s not over


at all.





Jane picks up the candleholder from the floor next


to her and violently bashes the end of it into his skull, 


killing him instantly.





JANE


Yes it is.





She drops the candleholder and we watch her leave


the church as we move backward out the broken 


stained-glass window and past the priest’s dead body


until we see a still, peaceful view of Columbia Falls.





Smash cut to blackness.





THE END





Thanks for reading FROST, I hope you enjoyed it!


I’d really appreciate any questions or comments if 


you have any and thanks again!


