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FADE IN:




EXT. FOREST - MORNING




SUPER: OLD GROWTH FOREST, FORT PAINE, N.Y.




An old dirt road cleaves the ancient forest in twain. 




FOREST - MEADOW




SUPER: JULY 4TH, 1990




SPITTLE  flies from the SCREAMING lips of BENJAMIN 
RUTLEDGE (12) and MATTHEW WYTHE (11).




They stand at the very edge of a glen, not daring to go 
any deeper into the murky forest.




BEN




C'mon Abby, what the fuck! 
You'll get us killed! Leave 
it alone!

MATT




Abby get away from it! 
Shit! Leave it alone for 
ChristÕs sake!


FOREST - THE POST 


Their SHOUTS are ignored by ABIGAIL  ADAMS (12) or ÒAbbyÓ, 
as she is known to her friends, believes dares are lots 
of fun and has the scars to prove it.




ABBY




A dareÕs a dare!




She pulls aside branches of a small wisteria and into the 
sunlight comes-




- An oily, old, colonial black, topcoat draped across a 
rotting wooden Post.




Abby pinches her nose and drops the branches at her feet.




She STARES up at the coat in disbelief.




ABBY




ThatÕs it?




She shoots a look over her shoulder.




ABBY




This ÒRagmanÓ Dare of yours BLOWS!




MATT (O.C.)




I can't believe she did it.
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BEN (O.C.)




You dared her.




(to Abby)




Alight Abby! Leave it! C'Mon!




She tries her best to YANK the old, dusty, coat of legend 
from itÕs wooden perch. But, the coat seems ATTACHED by 
some INFERNAL GLUE and defies her efforts.




Not one to be defeated, Abby takes a different approach. 
She begins DANCING around The Post.




ABBY




(shouting)




Hey guys, come on and play. Look-




Abby WRAPS the empty ARMS of Ragman's coat AROUND her.




ABBY




I think he likes me!




Abby bends down and PICKS several WILD FLOWERS defiantly 
growing through the desolation at the base of The Post.


She PRESENTS them to HERSELF.




ABBY




Oh, hey guys! I think IÕve got a 
boyfriend! CÕmere and look!




FOREST - MEADOW




MATT




That's it! I'm gettinÕ  the fuck  
out of here.




BEN




Right behind you!




(to Abby)




Have Fun! We're outta  here!




Ben and Matt RUN back towards the safety of the dirt 
road.




FOREST - THE POST




ABBY




Guys! It's just an old coat!




(beat)




You pussies!




She DROPS the FLOWERS, leaves the embrace of her new 
beau, and CHASES after her friends.
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ABBY (O.C.)




C'mon!  Wait up! You shitheads!




Their laughter trails off into the distance.




The Coat hangs on The Post, unmoving in the warm, morning 
sun. A single WHITE FLOWER dangles from one of its 
lapels, the only evidence of AbbyÕs success.




The wind picks up, an empty arm flops around and the 
FLOWER is no more.




EXT. FOREST - MORNING




Seasons pass in an instant.




Green leaved trees bleed away to red and yellow.




FOREST - DIRT ROAD




SUPER: OCTOBER 26TH, 2004




A Land Rover Discovery sits on the edge of the road. Not 
the well used workhorse seen beat up and faded on most 
wildlife shows. This one is pristine and well appointed.




The flashing red light on its dash signals the alarm is 
ever vigilant.




From the gloomy forest a faint rustling breaks the calm 
serenity. Followed by a-




MALE VOICE (O.C.)




Ouch!  FuckinÕ  rock!




FOREST




NATHANIEL ADAMS ( 50Õs); male, ruggedly handsome and 
looking smart in his LL Bean hiking togs, he pauses to 
rub his freshly banged knee.




He hacks his way through the dense overgrowth using a 
large field knife, 




NATHANIEL




Jesus! I hate this shit!




MARTHA ADAMS (40Õs); female, makes her way along the path 
left by him. A striking woman, she is equally well 
outfitted with the socially correct gear. Slightly more 
comfortable in the outdoors.
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She ignores her husbandÕs BOO BOO and studies the map 
sheÕs been carrying.


MARTHA




Necessary evil honey. Got to keep 
Sid happy.




Nathaniel wipes the sweat from his brow and looks back at 
her.




NATHANIEL




To Hell with him. All he does is 
sit in his office. He doesn't have 
to hack his way through this shit!  
We close yet?




He swats a mosquito.




NATHANIEL




Bastard!




Martha eyes the map carefully.




MARTHA




DonÕt scratch sweetie. We must be 
near it. Look around.




She lifts her gaze from the map, searching...




Nathaniel follows her gaze into the overcast woods. The 
ground about them is covered with pine needles and fallen 
trees. 




Ahead, about forty yards away, there is a small clearing 
in the pines. Growing there is an old, twisted, wisteria.




MARTHA




That looks interesting.




Nathaniel spots the gnarled bush. Then, gauging the 
difficult path to the entwined shrub- 




NATHANIEL




Shit. 


MARTHA




CÕmon honey. Nothing worthwhile 
comes easy.




Nathaniel begins the hard trek through the brackens with 
Martha following behind.




He hacks away the tree limbs. She clears out the 
underbrush. Climbing over, around, and sometimes under 
the toppled trunks is very slow going.
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But, after much effort and more swearing from Nathaniel, 
they finally reach---




THE POST




Nathaniel leans close to the tangled shrub.




NATHANIEL




Christ! Smells like something died 
in there.




Moving even closer to the twist of vines, something 
catches his eye.




NATHANIEL 




I think I see something...




GNASHING TEETH AND HISSING, a MANGY RACCOON BURSTS from 
the cover of leaves.




It glances off him, then hits the ground RUNNING causing 
Martha to  JUMP behind a pine tree.




The ANGRY rodent stops, then turns back at Nathaniel. 
Hair standing up and EARS BACK, it pauses for an ATTACK.




Nathaniel backs up into the wisteria causing a group of 
DEAD branches to FALL.




The raccoon WINCES, then runs off into the woods.




NATHANIEL




What the fuck!  Scared the shit  
outta  me!




Martha runs to Nathaniel. She cautiously checks the 
direction the Ôcoon ran off in.


MARTHA




You okay? Did it bite you?




NATHANIEL




No. IÕm fine. Goddamn that little 
shit!




Not convinced, she checks him out for herself. Satisfied 
he is unscathed, she turns her attention back to the 
shrub. She takes another whiff...




MARTHA




Do you catch that?




Nathaniel INHALES.
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NATHANIEL




Yeah. A scent of CLOVES.




MARTHA




This could be it.




Nathaniel cautiously sticks his knife into the bush 
several times. Convinced there are no more raccoons, he 
begins cutting the twisted vines.




MARTHA




Be careful. We donÕt want to 
damage it if itÕs there.




NATHANIEL




I have done this before.




He carefully removes the twine of limbs, eventually 
exposing a patch of black cloth.




NATHANIEL




Take a look at this.




Through the coiled limbs and dried seed pods, the sleeve 
of an old topcoat can just be made out. 




MARTHA




My God! This  MUST be it.




After more careful cutting, they peel away the choking 
vines and bent limbs to completely reveal the fruit of 
their labor.




Surrounded by the now parted wisteria, is RagmanÕs 
Colonial Topcoat draped across The Post.


NATHANIEL




Get the camera.




MARTHA




In a minute.




NATHANIEL




What?




MARTHA




IÕm just savoring the moment.




NATHANIEL




And the dollar signs...




Martha pulls out a pristine digital camera and a tripod. 
She quickly unfurls the tripod and slaps the camera atop 
itÕs perch.
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She looks through the view finder.




Nathaniel puts his arm around the coat, his shit  eating 
grin makes Martha laugh.




MARTHA




Perfect. A little closer. You old 
ham.




She grabs the cameraÕs remote and joins her husband at 
The Post.




She points the remote and presses the trigger.




MARTHA




Smile like you mean it.




Both of them smile.




The cameraÕs flash smothers them in white.




THE POST - LATER




Martha removes her backpack. Pulls on a pair of surgical 
gloves and examines the Topcoat. Slightly weathered with 
only NEGLIGIBLE FRAYING on the high collar and large 
cuffs.




But, strangely, NO TEARS in the black cloth anywhere. 




With HANDS SHAKING, Martha carefully removes the Colonial 
Artifact from itÕs place of rest.  C autiously folds the 
garment and places it in a large, plastic, bag.




Finally, she pushes out the air creating a tight seal and 
zips it closed.




MARTHA




ThisÕll  make one hell of a book.




NATHANIEL




We need a title. Sid wants 
something catchy.




MARTHA




How bout, ÒNew England Wiccan  
Burial Sites, true versus 
fictionÓ?




NATHANIEL




Add Curses and Hexes in there.
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MARTHA




Thank you for the Wiccan  Bashing. 
Why in heavenÕs name would you 
want that on your bookcover?




NATHANIEL




Always need conflict. Besides, Sid 
said we needed to shoot for the 
lowest common dominator: 
Supermarket Shopping Morons---


A light rain begins to fall through the canopy.




Nathaniel raises his eyes skyward to darkening clouds 
smothering out the sun.




NATHANIEL




Damn.




DIRT ROAD - NIGHT




The light rain has now become a TORRENTIAL DOWNPOUR.




A LIGHTNING STRIKE  shatters a nearby tree in two. A CLAP 
of THUNDER announces a late season storm.




NATHANIEL (O.C.)




Jesus! That was close!




Martha BURSTS out of the forest cursing the RAIN, her 
CLOTHES STUCK to her like a SECOND SKIN.




She quickly HAULS ASS for the Land Rover.




MARTHA




Hurry up!




She is WELL AHEAD of Nathaniel. He cumbersomely exits the 
tree line, struggling to keep up.




Nathaniel riffles in his soaked pockets and pulls out-




NATHANIEL




Run as fast as you want, I got the 
keys!




Martha; at the Discovery, impatiently pulls on the secure 
door handle.




MARTHA




Shit.




(to Nathaniel)




CÕmon Grampa!
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The alarm chirps and Martha quickly opens the passenger 
side door.




MARTHA




Yes!




INT. LAND ROVER




Nathaniel slides in behind the wheel and slams the door 
closed.




The keyless ignition ROARS the engine to life.




He sighs contentedly at the hot air rushing through the 
vents.




Martha puts the backpack on the floor. She shakes her wet 
head of hair and laughs.


MARTHA




Wow! That was great!




NATHANIEL




Lucky we werenÕt killed. HowÕs the 
coat?




Martha lifts the flap of the back pack between her feet 
and checks the contents.




MARTHA




Dry as a bone.




(off NathanielÕs 
gaze)




What?




NATHANIEL




You look great wet.




She places the bag with the coat on her lap now.




MARTHA




(sarcastically)




Yeah, yeah.




She pats the bag motherly.




MARTHA




LetÕs get this home. I feel like 
some champagne.




Nathaniel puts the Rover into drive and they move off 
into the gloom. 
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Rain hammers the road while Martha cycles through her 
digital pictures.




MARTHA




Damn, IÕm good.




NATHANIEL




(sniffling)




Yeah. How do I look?




MARTHA




Fine---




She looks down at her back pack and sniffs too. Her cold 
wet hands pull the back pack to her lap and opens it.




She checks the seal on the plastic bag. ItÕs still 
sealed.




NATHANIEL




Can smell that from here, whew.




MARTHA




Cloves, again. Where is that---




Martha turns at movement out of the corner of her eye and 
SCREAMS.




From the backseat, two BLACKENED HANDS grip both their 
HEADS and with a crack, SNAP their NECKS. 




The Land Rover SWERVES VIOLENTLY off the road.




CRASHING down a STEEP SLOPE, ROLLING SIX TIMES,  coming to 
rest on itÕs DENTED ROOF, one WHEEL STILL SPINNING .




Gas and Radiator  Fluid BLEED onto the forest floor.




In the gloom, BLACK BOOTS stand on the undercarriage of 
the HISSING WRECKAGE.




They deftly land next to the Land Rover.




A stream of BLOOD SEEPS from the wreckage and trickles to 
the soles of the infernal footwear.




THUNDER ruptures the atmosphere.


REACHING into the gore soaked wreckage, a GNARLED HAND 
YANKS out the bag with the coat. 




The empty parcel drifts to the ground as the hem of the 
old garment SWEEPS around the weathered boots.
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The GLOOMY footgear  turns and DISAPPEARS in a CLOUD OF 
BLACK ASH.




EXT. FOREST ROAD - MORNING




SUPER: OCTOBER 27TH.


A Fort Paine County Police Cruiser drives deeper into the 
woods.




INT. POLICE CRUISER




SHERIFF BENJAMIN SHERMAN (30s ) white male, not tall 
enough to be a State Trooper but with lofty ideals enough 
to proudly serve his hometown, drives.




DEPUTY CARLA WASHINGTON ( 30s )  beautiful African American 
female, who stands out more for her outstanding service 
to her community then her Ethnicity , notices ShermanÕs 
homespun good looks while he tries to stifle a yawn.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




That old bat will be the death of 
me, I swear to God. WhatÕs it this 
time? Raccoons knock over her 
garbage again?




WASHINGTON




Sometimes holding the elderly 
citizenÕs hand is part of the job, 
ya  know. Mrs. Smith just wants a 
person to talk to.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Yeah, I know. But, itÕs all the 
way out here in the sticks for 
GodÕs Sake.




WASHINGTON




At least youÕre still hearing from 
her. Imagine the day when you 
havenÕt heard from her for weeks. 
And then you-




(points to him)




- as the Sheriff have to come out 
here to make sure sheÕs still part 
of the living.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Thank you for that lovely-




(beat)




-image-
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Sheriff Sherman slows the car to a stop.




EXT. FOREST ROAD




He exits the car, Deputy Washington quickly follows suit.




Squinting, he notices the crumpled husk of Nathaniel and 
MarthaÕs Land Rover.


WASHINGTON




Jesus.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Call it in!




He quickly runs down to the twisted metal coffin and 
suddenly wishes he hadnÕt.




CROWS and RATS have already begun to TEAR away at both 
BODIES.




The Scavengers  hiss at his approach.




Sheriff Sherman pulls his SIDEARM and FIRES a shot into 
the air.




Waves of CROWS FLY into the sky.




RATS RUN for cover, ANTS and other CREEPY CRAWLIES 
continue their HARVEST of BLOOD and FLESH.




Sheriff Sherman takes deep breaths through his mouth to 
avoid the smell.




INT. HOUSE - BATHROOM - MORNING




SUPER: FORT PAINE, NY, GWINNETT HOUSEHOLD




WHITNEY GWINNETT (20s ); female, blonde ball of hormones 
dances in front of the mirror. Her pink iPod  Mini clings 
snugly to the back of her panties. Butt bounces to the 
beat from the headphones ensconced in her ears.




She runs her foaming toothbrush around her pearly whites 
once more.




MRS. GWINNETT (O.C.)




Whitney. IÕm going out to lunch 
with the Washingtons.  Will we see 
you tonight for dinner or you 
going out with Wally?
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Whitney spits out the toothpaste and gargles, legs still 
pumping away.




MRS. GWINNETT (O.C.)




IÕm hearing a ÒnoÓ and a ÒyesÓ. If 
you see youÕre father tell him: 
IÕll get dinner.




Whitney smiles for the mirror and vogues to her tunes.




BEDROOM




Whitney zips up a full duffle bag. Zips up into a pair 
hip huggers , discards her bra and pulls on a tube top.




Her finger stabs the PAUSE Button on her iPod  and poses 
for her full length mirror.




WHITNEY




Not bad for the EX-Head 
Cheerleader of Fort Paine High.




She leans down and checks her cleavage. She repeats the 
motion for a moment.




WHITNEY




Little Miss Irving eat your heart 
out.




She flips off her light and---




KITCHEN




---huffs the duffle bag into the room.




WHITNEY




Mom?




Whitney shrugs and doesnÕt wait for a reply.




She picks up a POST-IT note, magnetizes it to the fride  
with a heart magnet and scribbles with her pink pen: 
Going to Lake be back next month (ha, ha)! Love, me.




EXT. HOUSE




Whitney closes the door and smiles at the Pickup Truck 
parked at the curb.




She happily bounces down the walkway and drops the duffle 
into the bed.
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INT. TRUCK CAB




WALLY JACKSON (20s ); male, leans over and opens the door.


WALLY




Careful, got the eats in there! 
What took you so long?




Whitney pulls herself up into the passenger seat.




WHITNEY




I had to get pretty seeeeeeee.




WallyÕs eyes bulge at the sight of WhitneyÕs skin.




WHITNEY




Why didnÕt you come in?




Wally puts the truck into DRIVE.




WALLY




No reason.




He pulls away the curb and drives.




WHITNEY




My father cannot freak you out 
that bad.




The truck and the conversation continue elsewhere.




The peaceful neighborhood settles down into itÕs humdrum 
life again.




The front door to WhitneyÕs house creaks open....




INT. COUNTY MORGUE - LATER




SUPER: FORT PAINE COUNTY MORGUE




- one drawer rests ajar, itÕs slab empty.




MOAB GWINNETT; the TownÕs Mortician, ( 60s ) male, the type 
of man that would be considered GQ if it werenÕt for his 
nicotine stained teeth and finger tips, and that constant 
smell of formaldehyde, examines an opened body bag.




JACK; the Medical Examiner ( 60s ) male, years of 
cigarettes and caffeine have taken their toll making the 
M.E.  look much older than his years, stands over the 
corpse of Mrs. Adams.
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MOAB




ItÕs a shame.




JACK




IÕll say one thing, they were the 
nicest smelling corpses IÕve had 
to look over for quite a long 
time.




EZEKIEL GWINNETT; male, ( 30s ) MoabÕs oldest son wheels 
the first body out the front door while Jack zips up the 
second body bag.




JACK




Catch that?




Moab leans down and takes a whiff.




MOAB




Yeah, smells like cloves.




JACK




Strange isnÕt it?




Ezekiel comes back and places the sealed body onto his 
gurney.




MOAB




Let me guess. Their necks were 
both snapped at C-Four?




JACK




Yeh.  HowÕd you know?




Moab pulls the gurney away from Ezekiel.


MOAB




Educated guess.




He pushes the gurney towards the door.




MOAB




You free next week for lunch?




JACK




You paying?




MOAB




If I remember correctly I paid 
last week.




JACK




Sure, call me.




Moab, Ezekiel and the gurney RUSH through the doors.
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Their pace quickens further, once outside.




EXT. DIRT ROAD




Wally dives down a tree lined road.




EXT. COTTAGE - PARKING AREA




He brings the truck to a stop and gets out.




WALLY




Out in the middle of nowhere, no 
cable, no radio. Shit.




WHITNEY




A perfect place for a 
murrrdeeerrr.




Wally throws skittle at her.




WALLY




IÕve got the beer.




WHITNEY




Course you do.




Wally lugs down the cases of beer to the Cottage. She 
brings up the rear with her bags.




Whitney walks back up the truck and closes the bed. She 
gazes around and through the dense trees she makes out 
another cottage and a car.




WHITNEY




Looks like we got neighbors.




WALLY




No moaning for you then.




WHITNEY




Moaning? How Ôbout your snoring?




INT. COTTAGE - BEDROOM




Wally unpacks his clothes. Whitney places hers in the 
bottom drawer.




WHITNEY




How come you have more luggage 
then me?
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WALLY




Clothes and books and DVDS.




WHITNEY




You have to learn what to bring 
and what not to bring for the 
weekend.




WALLY




Like what?




Whitney pulls out a string bikini.




WHITNEY




One thing you must learn: You can 
live out of your bathing suit for 
a few days with no problems. This 
and a few unmentionables are the 
only things I brought.




Whitney giggles and Wally pulls her onto the bed.




EXT. FOREST - NIGHT




Moab runs confidently through the darkness until he comes 
across a familiar sight.




He parts a pair of tree limbs and comes to a stop.




There in the glen, framed by an old wisteria is The Post -
- The EMPTY POST.




EXT. LAKE - LATE AFTERNOON




SUPER: October 30th.




Whitney dives off the dock and into the water. She rolls 
onto her back, naked breasts gleaming.  




Wally comes out and sits on the dock, beer in hand. 




WHITNEY




Come on in.




WALLY




Cold beer first then a dip.




Whitney stands, water coming to her waist.




WHITNEY




IÕm think IÕm colder than the 
beer.
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Wally quickly begins to strip to his boxers and jumps in.




The two lovers frolic in the water.




The Sun dips behind the trees causing orange-red clouds 
to hang in the sky like vultures.




COTTAGE - BEDROOM - NIGHT




Many candles flicker in the darkened room as Wally and 
Whitney finish making love.




Wally rises up and produces a black bandanna.




WALLY




Blindfold!




Whitney coos at this new development.




He picks up her undies and begins to tie one wrist then 
the other to the headboard.




WHITNEY




Kinky!




Whitney raises her head as Wally covers her eyes with the 
bandanna.




His eyes beam and he quickly leaves.




WHITNEY




That better not be a camcorder!




Wally enters the room with an half gallon of ice cream, 
one can hot chocolate and a six pack of beer.




WALLY




Desert is served.




He nudges the closet door open. A hidden camcorder on a 
tripod silently records their every move.




WHITNEY




You are a sick, sick, sick man.... 
now come over here.




Wally opens up the hot chocolate first and pours it over 
her body. 


The sticky treat oozes  all over her.




He spreads it around her body then takes a swig of his 
beer.
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Next, he scoops ice cream out of the carton and drops it 
on her chest.




Whitney jumps when the cold hits her.




She likes it, and laughs at the sloppiness of it all.




Wally pulls her close.




One of the candles extinguishes behind him. Then another, 
then two more-




-the last few illuminate-




A PAIR of GLOOMY BOOTS...




...patiently...




...waiting, just inside the bedroom door.




Their owner seems to be enjoying this voyeurism.




The boots silently ADVANCE on the lovers, stepping on a 
discarded a Happy Bunny ( TM) stuffed animal lying on the 
floor.




HAPPY BUNNY




You suck big time.




They crush a fold out brochure  screaming about Ragman 
Tours ( TM). ÒSee where the bodies are buried!Ó




Whitney takes a whiff of-




WHITNEY




Hmmmm, cloves, thatÕs something 
new...




Wally; his attention, obviously elsewhere, turns, at the 
Happy Bunny remark.




A giant GNARLED HAND SEIZES him by his THROAT.


Another hand reaches out, THUMBNAIL extended and SLICES 
Wally across the NECK.




Wally tries to scream but his NECK has been CUT from ear 
to ear.




THE HAND holds WALLYÕs body up, letting the BLOOD pool 
into the crevasses  of the loverÕs NAKED BODIES.




A free hand runs down WhitneyÕs body from nose to navel. 
She laughs, unaware of this murderous presence.






      20.

THE HAND rises back up to Wally and with JAGGED THUMBNAIL 
extended it CUTS Wally from navel to sternum.




Wally gurgles and COUGHS up BLOOD.




WHITNEY




Hey...




Whitney pulls an arm free and raises her blindfold-




WHITNEY




...Wally-




WallyÕs GUTS SPILL  across her like a WATERFALL.




A DARKENED FIGURE leans down, obscured by the flow of 
guts coming out of Wally.




Whitney SCREAMS!




A puff of black ash EXPLODES around the lovers.




WHITNEYÕS SCREAMS are SMOTHERED by BLOOD and ENTRAILS.




She STRUGGLES under the GORE as WallyÕs BODY FALLS 
forward, PINNING HER to the bed.




EXT. COTTAGE




Her SCREAMS softly ECHO through the trees.




INT. SHERMANÕS BEDROOM - DAWN




SUPER: OCTOBER 31ST.




Sheriff Sherman snores quietly on his back.




Deputy Washington sleeps on her side, away from him.




The phone RINGS.




Deputy Washington murmurs, curls up tight and brings the 
sheet up over her head.




Sheriff ShermanÕs hand hits the alarm and-




The phone RINGS, again.




Deputy Washington groggily nudges him.


WASHINGTON




ItÕs the phone. Get the phone.






      21.

Sheriff Sherman stops snoring and rolls over. His fingers 
touch the empty cradle and finally hit the speaker 
button.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




(sleepily)




Eddie?




ELDERLY WOMAN (FILTERED)




Sheriff Sherman? Are you there???




Deputy Washington tries not to laugh, but a snicker gets 
out.




Sheriff Sherman opens an eye.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




What the hell- Mrs. Smith?




MRS. SMITH (FILTERED)




Oh, thank goodness. IÕve been 
trying to reach you all morning.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




What happened now, Mrs. Smith?




MRS. SMITH (FILTERED)




Well you wouldnÕt believe the 
ruckus that happened last tonight. 
Have you been listening to your 
scanner?




Sheriff Sherman sits up.




Deputy Washington pokes her head out from under the 
covers.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Mrs. Smith, please if this is an 
emergency please call the station 
or nine one one.




MRS. SMITH (FILTERED)




I did. But thereÕs no answer at 
the station so I called the State 
Police. Then the FBI called me 
back--




Deputy Washington sits up and Sheriff Sherman swings out 
of bed.




DEPUTY WASHINGTON




What did she--
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




(to Washington)

Shhh.




(to Mrs. Smith)




Slow down MaÕam, what did you just 
say?




MRS. SMITH (FILTERED)




I think thereÕs a serial killer 
about. Five people are dead.




INT. COUNTY MORGUE - AFTERNOON




Overhead lights flick on with a touch of a switch.




Jack holds the double doors open. He slides down a door 
stopper on one door, then the other.




Ambulance EMTs push one body bag gurney into the room. 
One by one, four other gurneys are lined up with their 
brethren.




The Techs  nod respectfully to Deputy Washington on their 
way out.




WASHINGTON




Have you ever seen this place so 
busy?




JACK




No---




Deputy WashingtonÕs Walkie squawks.




SHERMAN (FILTERED)




Carla, come back.




She walks back out into the corridor.




WASHINGTON




Go ahead, Benjamin.




SHERMAN (FILTERED)




This place is a mad house.




WASHINGTON




Same here.




SHERMAN (FILTERED)




I want you to hold down the fort. 
Make sure there no leaks, donÕt 
give out any names.
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WASHINGTON




Copy that. HowÕs the interrogation 
going?




SHERMAN (FILTERED)




The Special Agent the Feds  flew in 
has taken over the Investigation. 
HeÕs interrogating the witness 
now.




WASHINGTON




No oneÕs seen her in years. Hell 
of a homecoming.




(beat)




You think she did it?




SHERMAN (FILTERED)




IÕll send Cornwell  over to relieve 
you in a bit. IÕve got to check on 
something. Sherman out.




Deputy Washington  pulls a squeaky chair in, and settles 
in.




She opens the morning paper, headlines screaming: ÒSERIAL 
KILLER ARRESTED.Ó




ABBY (O.C.)




I was trying to save them.




INT. POLICE STATION - HOLDING CELLS




ABIGAIL ADAMS (late 20s ); stares out from behind bars. 
Strikingly beautiful, though heavily disheveled, her gore 
caked hands defiantly clench the bars that separate her 
from-




-hardboiled FBI Special Agent PHIL  MULDOON (50s ) the type 
of Agent that would still look like an Agent even if he 
was wearing Bermuda Shorts and Sandals.




He sits at a desk a few feet away from her cell. Tapes, 
files and tape recorder surround him.




ABBY




It wasnÕt me Goddamn it! It was 
that fuckinÕ  thing! 


MULDOON




Save the insanity defense for the 
jury. We all know you did it. Now 
tell me the truth.
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Abby shakes her head, her hands drop from the bars and 
she shuffles back to her seat.




ABBY




Un-fucking  believable.




Muldoon skims through his pad of notes and scribbles.




MULDOON




Your accomplice, you called him-




ABBY




(interrupting)




It! It! It! ItÕs an it! Not a him! 
Got it?  And it was not my 
accomplice! 




( exasperated )




Fuck.




Muldoon pretends to register this.




MULDOON




So you did murder all those people 
by yourself?




ABBY




Jeezus  fuckinÕ  Christ! Are you 
deaf? It wasnÕt me. I didnÕt kill 
anybody! That thing...




MULDOON




( interrupting )




Okay. IÕll play along.




( sarcastically )




What is ITÕs name?




POLICE STATION - EVIDENCE ROOM




ABBY (O.C.)




(hissing)




Stop treating me like a psycho. 
IÕve been through this.




Sheriff Sherman closes the door and walks down to a file 
cabinet.




He unlocks the cabinet and pulls open one of itÕs 
drawers.


MULDOON (O.C.)




I know. You left evidence 
everywhere. Like some half-assed  
Johnny Appleseed.  Now, cut the 
bullshit  and tell me the truth!
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He pulls out a plastic bag labeled EVIDENCE. A stack of 
papers and a notebook are inside.




ABBY (O.C.)




The last five hours have been the 
truth!




Sheriff Sherman places the evidence bag under his arm and 
quickly walks towards the door.




EXT. POLICE STATION - PARKING LOT




Media from both Coasts fidget around their trucks waiting 
to pounce on anyone who can give them a usable sound 
bite. Coffee and cigarette butts litter the area.




One of them sees Sheriff Sherman exit the Station and 
begins to prissy up.




One by one, the Reporters get their Cameramen ready and 
rush him.




MALE NEWS REPORTER




Sheriff?! Can you give us a 
moment?




FEMALE NEWS REPORTER




Sheriff, the local woman being 
charged, who is she?




Sheriff Sherman struggles to open his cruiser door.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




No comment.




He slams the door closed.




FEMALE NEWS REPORTER




Did she say why she did it?




Sheriff Sherman puts the car in drive and speeds off.




MULDOON (O.S.)




Tell it to me again.




POLICE STATION - HOLDING CELLS




Abby seethes and bangs her head against the cell wall.




She turns her head and rattles off a sigh...
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ABBY




ThereÕs the scent of cloves. That 
comes first. Then a black thing 
wearing one of those colonial 
hats. The one with the corners...




Muldoon presses the REC button on his tape recorder.




EXT. IRAQI DESERT - NIGHT




ABBY (O.S.)




...the first time I saw it was 
four nights ago in Iraq.




A Convoy of three camouflaged US Army Supply Trucks 
rumble across the barren sand scape.




Off in the distant horizon, missile strikes on enemy 
targets resemble lighting.




INT. TRANSPORT CAB




SUPER: OCTOBER 27TH.




Abby in full desert camouflage gear drives, unlit 
cigarette dangles from her lips. Most of her attention is 
on the road in front of her.




JOHN RUSH ( 25s ); the type of guy AbbyÕs not usually 
attracted too; despite his down home good looks, heÕs not 
above breaking a few rules and thatÕs why she loves him. 
He rides shotgun, night sight goggles dangle around his 
neck.




A massive pothole punctuates AbbyÕs hasty driving, 
BOUNCING RushÕs HEAD off the CEILING .




RUSH




IÕm driving on the way back.




ABBY




No, no, no, fuck  you. You lost the 
coin toss, I havenÕt driven all 
week.




RUSH




When was there a coin toss?




ABBY




Picture this...




RUSH




O.k ...
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ABBY




Sunny skies...




Rush closes his eyes and nods.




ABBY




Warm sand.




He smiles...




ABBY




Warm beer.




...licks his lips...




RUSH




Little hazy but keep going.




ABBY




And to top it all off, rough sex 
on scratchy sand.




...and frowns.




RUSH




Could you describe this last event 
more clearly.




Abby leans over and pops him on his shoulder.




ABBY




I remember a coin toss after 
trying to get all the hot fucking  
sand out of my ass.




RUSH




Ah yes! And I remember white sandy 
beaches and cool air.




Abby chuckles.




ABBY




Going to have the Doc check you 
out once we get back, youÕre 
seeing mirages now.


RUSH




Since when is your bare bottom a 
mirage?




ABBY




One thing you have to promise me, 
if this working relationship is 
going to go farther than just sex 
behind a sand dune...
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RUSH




WhatÕs that?




ABBY




...try and swear just a little bit 
more.




RUSH




Bitch.




ABBY




Almost. All IÕm trying to say is, 
you try sitting in the back of a 
carrier for a week seeing nothing 
but sand.




RUSH




I thought you talked to McKean 
about that transfer.




ABBY




And miss all this?




Both laugh.




RUSH




You going home after this?




The BOOMING ENGINE accentuates the awkward silence.




RUSH




This thing with your folks, maybe 
itÕs time...




ABBY




(interrupting)




HavenÕt seen enough of the world 
yet.




RUSH




After Nine Eleven, weÕll see more 
than we want to. Yep, sand, sand 
and more sand.




ABBY




Hey, you were the one who wanted 
to fuck  behind a dune. I tÕll be 
fun, just like being at the beach, 
you said.


The Convoy LeaderÕs break lights FLARE and Abby pumps the 
break pedal.




The trucks slow to a halt at a fork in the road.
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ABBY




DidnÕt we put a marker up last 
week?




RUSH




Sandstorm probably knocked it 
down. Left or right?




ABBY




YouÕre my navigator what does your 
map say?




Rush leafs through a Playboy magazine and opens up Miss 
September 2003 Centerfold, a jaggy  line between her 
breasts and crotch is labeled ÒMAPÓ.




RUSH




ÒMapÓ says left.




ABBY




SheÕs cute.




RUSH




Sez here she ÒDoesnÕt like fucking  
behind sand dunes.Ó




ABBY




Last night was a cluster fuck.  
But, I promise next time will be 
better.




The Convoy Leader signals out his window to the left and 
the trucks continue their trek out into the night.




EXT. GUTTED VILLAGE - MOMENTS LATER




Every single building, vehicle, even the one and only 
outhouse is a charcoal cider.




Burned Corpses decompose where they fell.




A few fires still smolder out of control.




A childÕs body in the middle of the road makes Abby 
signal to the Convoy Leader to slow.




ABBY




Check your map again.




Rush fumbles for the real map.




RUSH




Hang on.
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ABBY




Rode this route last month, didnÕt 
see nothing but sand for three 
days.




Rush opens the real map and turns on the mini GPS device 
attached to his radio.




Abby motions out her window cautioning the other drivers.


One of the CORPSES MOVES!




From UNDERNEATH his body he drags an RPG! Aims and FIRES 
at the Convoy Leader Truck!




The resulting EXPLOSION throws light everywhere followed 
by a gust of hot air and heat.




Abby tries not to look into the light, SLAMS on the 
ACCELERATOR and spins the wheel LEFT!




The Transport LURCHES forward.




AbbyÕs eyes stare in horror at the sight of an Iraqi 
Teenager reloading his launcher.




The Teenager quickly fires, missing her Transport and 
decimates the building next to them.




RUSH




Shit!




ABBY




Radio it in!




The third Transport tries drive around the hulk of the 
Convoy Leader but snags itÕs rear end on flaming debris.




The driver tries to rock the Truck back and forth, but, 
to no avail.




The Teenager is much more adept at hitting stationary 
targets and the Third Truck explodes in a fireball.




RUSH




Keep moving! Too many fucking  
buildings!




He parts the partition and grabs two M-16Õs from the rear 
of the truck.




ABBY




IÕm working on it!
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Abby brings the transport to a rolling stop and quickly 
looks for an viable exit.




ABBY




(quickly)




Left or right?




RUSH




IÕm looking!




(beat, beat, beat)




Right!




Abby spins the wheel right and the transport rumbles 
down.




EXT. BACK ALLEY




Stonewalls rises up on both sides of the Transport.




Abby spots motion!




Coming towards them, a single Iraqi Soldier. He sprints 
past them out of the darkness SCREAMING for his life.




Behind him, half an Iraqi Platoon, also SCREAMING, RUN by 
totally ignoring the wayward Convoy.




Abby tries to speak, but, SCREAMS erupt from behind them.




Rush pulls on his helmet and opens the passenger side 
door.




He LEANS his HEAD out too far and a SHOT GRAZES his 
Kevlar  lined helmet-




Abby tries to contain her horror and points up.




ABBY




I think he likes you!




Rush SHAKES his HEAD still seeing stars from that thump 
on the head.




Another BULLET SHATTERS his passenger side MIRROR.




RUSH




Get us out of here!




Abby puts the Transport into drive, turns the wheel hard 
to the left and PUMPS the ACCELERATOR.




The TRANSPORT LURCHES forward HITTING  a stone wall.
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RUSH




Christ! What are you-




ABBY




Fasten your seat belt.




One hand SPINS the wheel back around, the other drops the 
shifter into reverse.




The TransportÕs rear gate POUNDS the opposite WALL, 
spewing chunks of rock everywhere.




Abby doesnÕt care. The Transport has successfully done a 
one eighty.




RUSH




Great---




Rush leans forward in his seat, jaw agape at the road in 
front of them.




I lluminated by the shafts of light from their transport 
are the decomposing CORPSES of the IRAQI  PLATOON.




Abby pushes the shifter back into reverse and hesitates---




A vague figure DROPS a twitching BODY onto a PILE  of  
CORPSES and spins on itÕs heel.




RUSH




What in the hell is that?




Abby sucks in her breath.




ABBY




Cloves....?




The vague figure ADVANCES on the transport.




The headlights reveal NOTHING about this GHOST LIKE 
FIGURE until it comes within a few feet from the truck- 




- to admire itÕs handy work.




HEADLIGHTS illuminate RAGMAN, a BLACK scarf, pulled up 
over a void where a head should be, capped with a BLACK 
tricorn hat. Its BLACK topcoat draped over itÕs BLACK 
shirt tucked into BLACK pants and boots.


The WRAITH slows its pace then cocks its head at the 
sight of ABBY.




RAGMAN PULLS a BODY into the light-
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AbbyÕs heart skips a beat, not at RAGMAN but at the BODY; 
itÕs HER; aged twelve.




ABBY




No...




RAGMAN SNAPS the NECK.




The Body TWITCHES, before it can fall silent, RAGMAN 
THROWS it towards the Transport.




The BODY arcs and SLAMS through the windshield.




ABBY




What in the fuck!




Rush raises his RIFLE FIRING  at the shade, but RAGMAN 
DISAPPEARS into the darkness leaving behind a black ash 
cloud.




Rush stops firing, lays his weapon down and shakes the 
glass shards off of him.


RUSH




Are you okay?




Abby turns, momentarily DEAF from the rifle fire.




BLOOD runs from her EYES and down her cheeks, like TEARS. 




ABBY




What the fuck  was that?




RUSH




YouÕve been hit?




Abby shakes her head, she looks around the compartment.




The body is gone, the shattered glass remains.




RUSH




WhereÕs the radio?




She turns away. He turns as-




RUSH




This is-




-a TRACER BULLET passes through RAGMANÕS ash cloud, 
WHIZZES by Abby and EXPLODES RushÕs HEAD like a melon.




Abby grabs RushÕs RIFLE  and BOLTS out of the truck, 
crumpling to the ground.
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Zipping BULLETS keep her moving until she turns and FIRES 
and FIRES and FIRES in the direction of the threat.




She stops shooting and listens for a moment, the muzzle 
of her weapon smoking in the cool desert air.




There is no return fire, but- 




- SCREAMS begin coming from the building she was firing 
at.




Not screams of pain. No. These are the high pitched 
screams of FEAR.




SHOTS are FIRED inside the building.




Abby smiles at the MUZZLE FLASHES. More SCREAMS and then-




Silence.




A CHILL  comes over Abby as a BREEZE blows across her and 
away from the now silent building.




ABBY




Cloves...?




INT. ARMY BASE - MEDICAL TENT - LATER




A Devil Doc ( 40s ); female, checks AbbyÕs eyes.




The dried blood tears stain her cheeks.


DOC




I flushed out the sand but as for 
those ÒtearsÓ. Has this happened 
to you before?




Abby doesnÕt answer as the doctor wipes away the blood 
stains.




Her attention is on---




-RAGMAN. In the room with them.




ABBY




No...




DOC




IÕd like you to close your eyes 
your eyes for a moment.




The Wraith REACHES towards her-




Abby squeezes them shut.
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DOC




IÕm going to suggest a couple a 
days off then a physical. You can 
open your eyes now.




Abby opens her eyes.




RAGMAN is gone.




DOC




Abby?




ABBY




Thanks Doc.




EXT. ARMY BASE - MEDICAL TENT




Two MPs ( 20s ); males, stand outside the tent and wait for 
her to be dismissed.




Abby exits, RushÕs death on her mind, and ignores both of 
them until one touches her.




INT. ARMY BARRACKS




Abby and the MPs walk in and stand at attention.




CAPTAIN ELLIS ( 50s ); father figure to everyone under his 
command and thatÕs just the way he likes it.




He stands over a map of Iraq. Possible hiding places for 
Bathe Party Officials are circled in red.


ELLIS




(to MPs)




Dismissed.




The MPs take a step back and leave.




ELLIS




The Doctor said you checked out.




ABBY




IÕve been better, sir.




Ellis takes his attention away from the map and onto 
Abby.




ELLIS




At ease, take a seat.




Abby stands easy and looks around at the piles of 
paperwork and aerial photos on every single chair.
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She carefully places one pile atop another and pulls the 
chair closer to the desk.




ABBY




If this is about my report---




ELLIS




(interrupting)




Your report read fine to me. Both 
of you did a commendable job in a 
horrible situation.




ABBY




John deserves the honors more than 
I do, sir.




ELLIS




I have some thing to tell you. 
Back home...




Abby sits forward in her seat.




ABBY




What happened?




ELLIS




Your parents.




ABBY




Sir?




ELLIS




IÕm sorry to the bearer of bad 
news but, thereÕs no easy way to 
say this---




Ellis begins his speech. There is no sound from his lips, 
the horrible reaction on AbbyÕs face speaks volumes.




Abby cannot find the words to express the feeling of her 
parents loss---




ABBY




Was never one for white picket 
fences...




INT. C-130 CARGO BAY - IN FLIGHT




Abby; in full uniform sits strapped in to a seat 
alongside RushÕs flag draped coffin.




A few of the other soldiers hitching a ride try to sit as 
far away from her and the coffin as possible.
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They catch her gaze.




Abby doesnÕt notice, tears streaming down her face.


EXT. AIR FIELD - TARMAC




The C-130 Transport Plane roars to a stop.




Abby exits, hesitates and looks back at RushÕs coffin.




EXT. TWO LANE PAVED ROAD - MORNING




SUPER: OCTOBER 30TH.




Abby drives down the road in an Army Jeep.




The speedometer is buried at sixty-five miles per hour.




EXT. FORT PAINE - TOWN CENTER - AFTERNOON


Abby drives through town.




She flips on her blinker and pulls up to-




EXT. ADAMSÕS HOUSE - DRIVEWAY




-and parks next to a black BMW 740. ItÕs owner, vacant.




She sits there for a moment, memories welcome her like a 
slap in the face, in the form of-




-Moab  G winnett , the owner of the Beemer.




He closes and locks the front door.




ABBY




Welcome Home, Abigail Adams.




Abby gets her duffle out of the backseat and walks up to 
her white picket fence. 




ABBY




(muttering)




First, changing the lock. Then a 
big fucking  solicitor  eating 
Doberman.




Abby slams the fence closed behind her, startling Moab.




ABBY




Can I help you?
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Moab stares her down at her approach.




ABBY




Who the fuck  are you?




MOAB




Who are you?




ABBY




IÕm Abby. Who the fuck  are you and 
how the fuck  did you get keys to 
my parentÕs house?




MOAB




Oh, youÕre Abigail Adams. Nate and 
MarthaÕs daughter. IÕm sorry for 
your loss. IÕm Moab Gwinnett, I 
handled your parentÕs 
arrangements. I was a close friend 
of your folks. They gave me keys 
so I could check on their house 
when they were away.




ABBY




IÕd like a closed casket.




MOAB




Your ParentÕs Will specifically 
stated cremation  upon their 
demise. WouldnÕt it be better if 
we went inside?




Abby sighs.




ABBY




IÕd like to see them before-




MOAB




Their final requests have been 
respectfully  met.




ABBY




And I thank you for that, Mr. 
Gwinnett but, when can I see them?




MOAB




You misunderstand  me, Miss. Adams. 
The cremations  have already been 
completed.


ABBY 




What? When?
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MOAB




As per your parentÕs last wishes, 
they were cremated  before sundown. 




(off AbbyÕs startled 
look)




We had no way of contacting you.




ABBY




(quietly)




Motherfucker.




MOAB 




I must say, IÕm happy to return 
these keys to you. Though, I wish 
it was your parents giving them 
and not me.




He hands her the house keys.




MOAB




You may pick up their urns at my 
office. Or I can bring them to 
you. Oh, and Miss Adams? ThereÕs 
the remaining matter of the bill.




ABBY




(muttering)




Fuck.




EXT. BACKYARD - LATER




Abby walks around the acreage and stops at the-




INT/EXT GARAGE




She pulls on the door handle, but the door stays where it 
is.




Standing on her tiptoes she looks through the windows. 
Faded, white cloth, drapes, continue to block her view.




She walks over to the side door and tries that knob, 
nothing.




She finally rifles through the house keys and finds one 
she hasnÕt used yet.




The Garage Door roars open. Red light splashes across the 
room.




A few bikes, a mower, and gardening tools line the walls.
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A covered vehicle in the middle of the room piques her 
interest.




She pulls back the tarp.




The front end of a white 1999 VW Beetle, with a License 
Plate: ABBYS, gleams back at her. The inspection stickers 
are current.




She runs her hand across the hood.




ABBY




Wow. I hate VWs.




Not bothering to cover the Beetle, she turns out the 
light and exits the garage.


Unceremoniously, Abby shuts and then locks the door.




INT. SECOND FLOOR - HALLWAY




Pictures of her and her parents in happier times line the 
walls.




Abby stops at a door. Her hand reaches out to the knob-




ABBYÕS BEDROOM




- the door silently opens upon the tomb that is her room. 




She flips on the light and is SURPRISED by-




- the 90Õs posters, pictures, and the furniture.




Everything is exactly the way she left it.  A Pristine 
MEMORIAL to her past.




She walks towards her bed and laughs at the stuffed 
animals that adorn her pillow.




She parts them and  sits down next to them-




-the bed MOVES!




Abby grabs her stuffed Unicorn for dear life while her 
WATER BED readjusts itself.




Abby lies back and stares up.




The Little Glow in the Dark Stars that dot her ceiling 
look back down at her.




She closes her eyes and sniffs.
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ABBY




Why?




The Stars have no response.




INT. SECOND FLOOR - BATHROOM - SHOWER




Water THUNDERS down around Abby.




She shudders at the warmth, welcoming it all. Opens her 
mouth and gargles.




She lathers up her hands with shampoo and runs them 
through her mangled hair.




Sand particles flow towards the drain. 


LIVING ROOM - NIGHT




Abby sits in her fatherÕs recliner with a Family photo 
album splayed out across her lap.




A half eaten burrito  and bottle of Sam Adams sits on the 
table next to her.




The SILENCE is FRACTURED by repeated RINGING of the 
DOORBELL, loud YELLING and BANGING on her front DOOR.




ABBY




(muttering)




Big fucking  doberman.




Abby gets out of the chair-




She flips on the porch light and looks out the peephole.




ABBYÕS POV




COLLEEN and REGAN ( 20s ); Goth couple. The type that can 
be seen shopping for clothes in the Black Section of any 
Hot Topic stand outside.




They ignore the light and furiously bang on the door.




Whitney hugs an oversized sweater to her body while her 
finger holds down the doorbell.




BACK TO SCENE




Abby leans closer to the peephole. Focusing on all the 
dried BLOOD on Whitney.
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ABBY




(muttering)




What in the fuck !?!




She opens the door just enough so the stench  coming from 
Whitney hits her full force.




ABBY




Can I help you?




Regan SMASHES the DOOR open.




Whitney RUSHES up to her and hugs her hard.




Abby twitches at the amount  of blood on Whitney. Brand 
new shirt ruined.


ABBY




(muttering)




Fuck.




COLLEEN




ThereÕs someone after us. 
He just killed our friend!

REGAN




We need to use your phone! 
Now!




Abby pulls away from Whitney.




ABBY




Excuse me? Who killed who?
REGAN




WhereÕs your phone?




ABBY




WhereÕre  her clothes?  And Which 
one of you hit her with a shit  bag 
cause damn, she stinks.




REGAN




We need to call the Police NOW!




Whitney wanders away.




ABBY




(to Regan)




ItÕs in the kitchen.




(to Whitney)




And stop tracking this shit  all 
over my house. IÕll get towels.




Abby closes the door and bounds upstairs---




INT. BATHROOM




Abby flicks on the lights and grabs a handful of towels.






      43.

REGAN (O.C.)




FuckinÕ  A!




Abby growls.




ABBY




Now what?!?




INT. LIVING ROOM




Abby bounds back downstairs, bright white towels in hand.




COLLEEN




What?
ABBY




What?




Regan slams the phone back into the cradle.




REGAN

YouÕre phone is dead.




Abby tosses towels at Whitney; who doesnÕt even register 
them hitting her.




ABBY




What the fuck  are you talking 
about?




Abby picks up the phone and listens.




ABBY




Goddamnit.




REGAN




We have donÕt have time for this.




ABBY




Whoa. Slow down. NobodyÕs going 
anywhere. LetÕs get her cleaned up 
first.




BATHROOM




Abby dampens a washcloth in the sink.




Whitney sits on the closed toilet  seat.




Regan and Colleen wait in the doorway.




Abby sits on the edge of the bathtub and dabs some blood 
off WhitneyÕs face.
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Whitney pulls away from the water, but gradually accepts 
it.




ABBY




They told me as much as they can 
about what happened.




Whitney shivers.




ABBY




Can you tell me what happened to-




She looks towards Regan and Colleen.




COLLEEN




(whispers)




Wally.




ABBY




What happened to Wally?




Whitney squeezes her eyes shut and trembles. Quiet tears 
roll down her cheeks.


ABBY




YouÕre safe here.




Whitney opens her bloodshot eyes and stares into AbbyÕs 
very soul.




WHITNEY




(singing)




On top of spaghetti all covered in 
cheese, I lost my poor meatball 
when somebody sneezed.




Abby turns to Colleen and Regan. They donÕt know what to 
say.




REGAN




We have to call the cops.




Abby rises to her feet.




ABBY




First things, first. Clean clothes 
for her. Then, we can figure out 
what to do.




(off ReganÕs look)




Hey, better to have a plan then 
run around like chickens with our 
heads cut off.
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LIVING ROOM




Colleen guides  Whitney to the couch.




COLLEEN




WeÕll be in the kitchen, IÕll be 
right back.




KITCHEN




Abby pours coffee into three cups.




Regan paces behind her.




ABBY




LetÕs start at the top.  My nameÕs 
Abby and you are?




REGAN




Regan and thatÕs...




Colleen trips over AbbyÕs duffle bag near the couch.




COLLEEN




Shit!
REGAN




...Colleen.




Abby grabs the duffle, passes by Whitney and heaves it 
upstairs.




ABBY




Sorry, havenÕt had time to clean.




COLLEEN




What the hell is in that thing?




ABBY




Most my adult life and probably 
about two pounds of Iraqi Sand.




ReganÕs eyebrows bounce.




REGAN




You got guns?!?




ABBY




Slow down there Rambo, IÕm a 
Specialist for the Army, not the 
fucking  Branch Davidians.  There 
arenÕt any weapons here, except 
for some kitchen utensils . We 
could SpatulaÕem  them to death.
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COLLEEN




Now what the hell are we supposed 
to do?




ABBY




LetÕs back this up.




She checks on Whitney again, still stoic on the couch.




ABBY




What weÕve got is his blood all 
over her. And, no assailant. Did 
she say anything on the way over?




LIVING ROOM 




Whitney sits on the sofa and stares at the television 
set.




COLLEEN (O.C.)




She hasnÕt said much. Regan saw 
most of it.




The photo album on the coffee table catches her eye.




ABBY (O.C.)




Before or after?




The photos reveal an older man, a young woman and three 
kids; two sons and a daughter.




REGAN (O.C.)




After. The bedroom was a mess.




WhitneyÕs brow furrows, she reaches for the album, but---




A gentle  THUMPING catches her attention.




ABBY (O.C.)




Did you see anyone else?




She rises to her feet, forgets about the album and walks 
towards the stairs.


The THUMPING gets LOUDER.




WallyÕs SEVERED HEAD CLOPS down the last step and wobbles 
to a stop at WhitneyÕs feet.




REGAN (O.C.)




No.




WHITNEY




NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!
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Abby RUNS in and wishes she hadnÕt. Regan and Colleen 
bring up the rear.




WallyÕs HEAD lies on itÕs side, gaping dead eyes STARING 
UP from the bottom of the staircase.




COLLEEN




Oh god, heÕs here!




A second THUMP from upstairs STARTLES everyone.




WHITNEY




(whimpering)




Wally...




COLLEEN




Where are we going to go?




ABBY




Get my car keys theyÕre on the 
kitchen table.  IÕll be right back.




Abby rifles through the closet...




COLLEEN




Where are you going?




REGAN




YouÕre not going up there are you?




ABBY




ItÕs my house. I can go wherever I 
want.




She points to Whitney.




ABBY




Take her, get in my Jeep and go to 
the Police Station.




Abby pulls out a BASEBALL BAT.




Colleen pulls a .38 SPECIAL  out of her fanny pack, 
surprising Abby and especially Regan.




ABBY




IÕll take that-




She gives Colleen the bat.




ABBY




Get the fucking  Jeep started. Stay 
Frosty.




Abby looks down at the head, then up the stairs.
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She flips on the upstairs light. ItÕs normally soothing 
incandescence,  seems harsh and cold.




ABBY




(yells)




Whoever you are, youÕre 
trespassing  on private property! I 
can and will defend myself!




Abby doesnÕt wait for a reply.




She HOPS up the flight of steps, two at a time.


SECOND FLOOR - HALLWAY




Abby leans down. Fingertips touch a pair of fresh MUDDY 
BOOT PRINTS.




She tears her senses away and edges towards the---




BATHROOM




Nothing there.




Her eyes focus on the bathtub curtain for a moment, but, 
it hides nothing.




She backs out uneasily, hand opening the door to---




HER ROOM




She checks the floor first, no boot prints. Her attention 
falls to her Unicorn, still on her water bed.




She spins around! Hammer COCKED.




Her walk-in closet in front of her, now, stares back at 
her.




Her hand reaches for the door, until, she stops. And 
listens.




SECOND FLOOR - HALLWAY




Abby creeps out of her room, ears straining to hear---




VOICES.




From behind  the last unopened door in the hallway.




The only door she hasnÕt opened since she returned home.
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Her hand reaches for the door knob but, the door CREAKS 
open by ITSELF  leading to-


ABBYÕS PARENTS BEDROOM




Holding the gun in one hand, Abby flips on the light with 
the other.




The room is EMPTY.




A freshly made bed sits, night stands on each side 
covered in books.




A Family Portrait lies face down on the floor.




Abby picks it up and gags. The smell of CLOVES, however, 
is so STRONG she is nearly over come by it.




FIRST FLOOR




Abby comes back downstairs and stops in mid-step.




Regan, Colleen and Whitney are still at the foot of the 
stairs. Not moving.




ABBY




What the fuck  are you still doing 
here?




She follows their GHOSTLY EXPRESSIONS to where WallyÕs 
head USED TO BE.




ABBY




WhereÕs the head?!?




REGAN




It fucking  took it!




WHITNEY




( singing )




It rolled off the table and onto 
the floor and then my poor 
meatball rolled out of the door.




ABBY




Okay, sheÕs gone bye bye.  Get in 
the Jeep and letÕs go!




REGAN




Where?!?




ABBY




The Police Station.
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COLLEEN




How can they help?




ABBY




TheyÕve got guns. ItÕs a good 
place to start.




WHITNEY




( singing )




Little fat policeman on the beat 
blows his silver whistle tweet, 
tweet, tweet...




EXT. ROAD - NIGHT




The Army Jeep with Regan at the wheel drives through the 
night. Colleen rides shotgun. Whitney holds onto AbbyÕs 
unicorn while Abby keeps watch, next to her, GUN DRAWN.




The SMELL of CLOVES surrounds them. 


COLLEEN




Is this thing a Nazgul?




REGAN




No, itÕs just a Ghoul Ghoul.




ABBY




ItÕs all just a bunch of FONGUL-




(to Regan)




-step on it!




Regan downshifts and swerves the Jeep to a screeching 
stop  in a Parking Lot next to the---




EXT. FORT PAINE COUNTY POLICE STATION




Regan, Colleen and Whitney all EXIT  the Jeep and RUN past 
two parked Police Cruisers.




Abby gets out and SPRINTS in, EYES DARTING from side to 
side.




REGAN (O.C.)




WhereÕs the Sheriff?!?




INT. POLICE STATION 




The two Officers on duty: WYTRAL ( 30s ); male and HERON 
( 20s ); female, stop their game of Poker and refocus on 
the ALARMED group of people CHARGING in.
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COLLEEN




We need help!




WYTRAL




Slow down, slow down.




Abby RUNS in, .38 tucked into the small of her back.




WYTRAL




Was there an accident?




COLLEEN




ThereÕs been a murder!




Regan




Our fucking  friend was killed!




Heron guides Whitney to a chair.




HERON




Are you alright Miss? Are you 
hurt?




Whitney doesnÕt respond.




ABBY




Already checked her out. I didnÕt 
find any injuries.




HERON




Looks like sheÕs in shock, we 
better call an Ambulance.




Heron goes back to her desk and picks up the phone.




WYTRAL




Why donÕt you sit down and we can 
get all of your statements.




Wytral gets his pad and pencil.




ABBY




We need guns.




WYTRAL




Miss, could you please just sit 
down so we can figure out whatÕs 
going on.




Abby finally sits with the others.




WYTRAL




Where did this happen?
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REGAN




We were renting the cottage down 
on the Lake.




WYTRAL




Which one?




REGAN




We rented from Mr. and  Mrs. Adams.




ABBY




(a little stunned)




My parentÕs place?




REGAN




We came back from getting 
groceries and this thing-


WYTRAL




ÒThingÓ?




Abby looks around the station and locates the WEAPONÕS 
CABINET.




Her eyes eventually fall upon the name plate on the 
SheriffÕs Desk.




ABBY




(recognizing the name)




Fuck me.

REGAN




Big guy in black.




Heron lowers the phone back into the cradle.




HERON




I couldnÕt get through.




Her eyes roll off trembling Whitney and notes the .38 
tucked into AbbyÕs waistband.




She slowly lowers her palm to the butt of her sidearm.




HERON




(off the .38)




Do you have a license for that?




COLLEEN




(to Heron)




ItÕs mine, Officer.




Wytral sizes up Abby now.




WYTRAL




(to Abby)




Excuse me, who are you?
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COLLEEN




She helped us get here.




ABBY




Look, stop writing and listen! 
This thing just came to my house, 
pulled a Psycho on us and left! 
ItÕs still out there! We need your 
fucking  help!




WYTRAL




Calm down! WhatÕs your name 
please?




ABBY




Abigail Adams. And do not tell me 
to fucking  calm down!




Wytral and Heron both exchange a look.




HERON




Adams. Your parents-




ABBY




( interrupting )




Yes I know. As if I didnÕt have 
enough shit  on my plate with their 
funeral tomorrow. IÕve got people 
covered in blood screaming at my 
front door, fuckinÕ  severed heads 
bouncinÕ  down my steps, and so far 
weÕre not getting any help here! 
Whatever killed her---




Abby points to Whitney




ABBY




---boyfriend is real. Now get on 
the fucking  phone, call Sherman 
and get his ass down here!




Wytral nods his approval. Heron goes back to her phone.




WYTRAL

He came to your parentÕs cottage.




ABBY




Yes.




WYTRAL




And your house.




ABBY




Yes! Jesus!
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Wytral looks at his notes.




WYTRAL




-this man in black?




Heron goes to another desk and picks up the phone.




REGAN




YES!
COLLEEN




YES!




HERON




Both of the phones are dead.




WYTRAL




Can you describe him in detail? 
What did he look like?




Before Regan or Colleen can speak, Whitney points!




WHITNEY




( quietly )




Him.




Everyone turns---




RAGMAN crouches on ShermanÕs desk.




Abby BOLTS, chair flying, AIMING the .38.




RAGMAN POUNCES on her, fist gripping her by her shirt 
front and everything slows down as It HURLS her across 
the room.




Abby arcs through the air, .38 FIRES.




Wytral stares at the unimaginable sight.




HeronÕs already in motion, weapon DRAWN, HAMMER pulls 
back, AIMED for RagmanÕs empty head.




Colleen and Regan pull Whitney to the ground.


ABBY tumbles to the floor a second after her bullet 
OBLITERATES the fuse box.




The LIGHTS EXTINGUISH.  Emergency Lights flare to life.




HeronÕs SIDEARM FIRES first. Wytral is next. Multiple 
MUZZLE FLASHES strobe the room-




Abby pulls herself up and letÕs her eyes adjust.
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ABBY




Goddamnit!




(to Regan & Colleen)




GO!




Regan, Colleen and Whitney CRAWL towards the door and RUN 
for AbbyÕs Jeep.




RAGMAN RE-APPEARS in front of Abby, both Officers catch 
the movement-




Abby FIRES a few well placed HEAD SHOTS that DO NOTHING.




Officers aim their weapons at the .38 retort then back at 
their target: RAGMAN!




Abby DUCKS behind a desk and CRAWLS to the weapons 
cabinet while the WALLS, CEILING  and WINDOWS EXPLODE 
around her.




She finds a SHOTGUN, opens the breach, finds it full of 
rounds and EMPTIES in RAGMANÕS direction.




Red hot shots pass through the WRAITH as It ATTACKS the 
two Officers.




Abby BLASTS off another ROUND, passing through RAGMAN 
again, destroying the wall but not It.




The SPECTER drops the two eviscerated Officers and 
DISAPPEARS in a cloud of ash.




Abby RUNS---




EXT. POLICE STATION




---and slides to a stop.




Whitney shakily climbs into the back of the Jeep, Colleen 
settles into the passenger seat.




RAGMAN RE-APPEARS in the driverÕs seat.




Colleen spit takes and screams!


Whitney tries to BAIL OUT  but-




RAGMAN turns and REACHES for her when-




ABBY




(to Colleen)




Duck!




Colleen DIVES out of the Jeep, Regan PULLS Whitney out-
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-a SHOTGUN BLAST perforates the windshield in front of 
the SPECTER.




RAGMAN glares through the spiderweb of cracked glass, It 
catches Abby reloading.




ABBY




Son of a bitch!




Before she can take aim, it DISAPPEARS.




ABBY




Shit!




Regan, Colleen and Whitney COWER between Police Cruisers.




WhitneyÕs wild eyed expression cannot hide the fact her 
elevator is no longer even reaching the Penthouse.




Her noses twiches  at a scent and turns around.  RAGMAN 
stands there HIDING something from her.




It moves towards her, a BLOODY ENTRAIL halfway in the 
black void where itÕs head should be. And SLURPS UP the 
rest of it.




Whitney SCREAMS and RUNS OFF!




Regan and Colleen SPIN, but RAGMAN has already 
DISAPPEARED in a cloud of clove scented ash.


ABBY




Hey---WhatÕs  her name?




COLLEEN




Whitney.




REGAN




(yelling)




Whitney!




Whitney is a spec.




ABBY




Christ. WhereÕs that bitch goinÕ?




The group RUNS into the-




WOODS




- after her.




WhitneyÕs white form FLIES  deeper into the woods.
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Colleen RUNS after her friend, legs pumping.




COLLEEN




Whitney! Wait! 




ABBY




Wait up !  Shit.




Abby SPRINTS off into the darkness.




Regan does his best to follow her, trying to miss getting 
hit by tree limbs.




WHITNEY SCREAMS!




Regan RUNS faster, then SLAMS into something.




Abby has PLOWED into by him, her SHOT GUN FLIES out of her 
hands.




Both FALL to the ground, ass over tea kettle.




Stunned, Abby places the TIP  of her .38  against ReganÕs 
TEMPLE.




ABBY




( recognizing Regan )




Fucking  cocksucker !!!




(beat, hissing)




You know how close you just came 
to getting your fucking  brains 
blown all over this goddamn 
forest?




REGAN




Thanks for the dance.




Regan gets to his feet and helps Abby up.




He picks up the shotgun. Pausing for a moment, he 
listens.




The SNAPPING of tree LIMBS coming from behind him causes 
him to abandon his curiosity.




REGAN




We gotta  keep moving. I tÕs behind 
us!




Sounds of SNAPPING TWIGS and FOOTFALLS get LOUDER.




ABBY




Are you sure?
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Abby POINTS the .38  towards the SOUND, which is now 
coming from the OPPOSITE DIRECTION.




Regan tries not to shake as he AIMS the SHOTGUN.




The sound ADVANCES towards them.




Abby COCKS the hammer of her REVOLVER.




Colleen BURSTS through the trees in front of them.




ABBY




Jesus Fucking  Christ!




Regan lets out a big sigh of relief and lowers his 
weapon.




COLLEEN




What the fuck!  ItÕs me, itÕs me!




ABBY




What is it with you two?




Colleen wipes a smear of blood off ReganÕs forehead.




COLLEEN




What did you run into?


ABBY




My ass.




COLLEEN




I lost her...




Before Regan can open his mouth, a SCREAM from Whitney 
ERUPTS from the darkness.




Abby GRABS the SHOTGUN from Regan and  RUNS.




Colleen and Regan follow after her.




Abby EXPLODES through the brush and into--




EXT. CLEARING




WhitneyÕs moonlit form shines like a beacon.




ABBY




Whitney!!!




Whitney turns at the sound of her name.




RAGMAN RISES up BEHIND her-






      59.

Abby raises her shotgun.




ABBY




Look out!




RAGMAN GRABS WHITNEY and both DISAPPEAR in a cloud of 
ash.




Abby spies something falling from the dissipating fog.




ABBY




Whitney!!!




Regan and Colleen come up and they all gather around the 
spot where Whitney VANISHED.




Her BLOOD CAKED SNEAKER, lying on the ground,  is the only 
EVIDENCE of her existence.




ABBY




Fucker!




COLLEEN




We have to find her!


ABBY




You smell that---oh  shit  cloves!




A spray of BLOOD SPLATTERS across Colleen and AbbyÕs face 
as a loud WET CRACK can be heard.




They turn to see RAGMAN standing over Regan PULLING out 
his ENTRAILS.




Regan SCREAMS horribly at the violation.




ABBY




Stop him!




COLLEEN




Oh god heÕs right there!




Colleen gets a hold of ReganÕs BLOOD SOAKED HAND-




REGAN




Pull! Grab my hand!




Regan tries to GATHER up his STEAMING INNARDS in one hand 
and hold onto Colleen with the other.




But RAGMAN clamps onto him and YANKS-




-a brief tug of war begins-
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COLLEEN




I wonÕt leave you, just hang on!




Colleen GRABS ReganÕs outstretched HAND.




Abby GRABS Colleen around the WAIST and PULLS.




ABBY




No. Stop!




REGAN




Help...




ReganÕs gore soaked HAND SLIPS out of ColleenÕs grasp.




REGAN




HELP ME!!!




Colleen and Abby FALL and watch as ReganÕs BODY is PULLED 
OFF into the darkness.




Abby sturggles  with Colleen.


ABBY




We canÕt help him!




REGAN




Oh god no! No! Help!




Colleen struggles with Abby.




COLLEEN




Regan! Oh god!




Regan GRABS onto ANYTHING that may hold him but RAGMAN is 
TOO POWERFUL and THEY DISAPPEAR into the woods.




REGAN (O.C.)




COLLEEENNNNN!




ReganÕs SCREAMING abruptly STOPS-




Colleen tries to break free, but Abby wonÕt let go.




ABBY




HeÕs gone!




COLLEEN




I canÕt leave him!




ABBY




You have to!




COLLEEN




I canÕt.
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ABBY




Yes, you can!




COLLEEN




I canÕt.




ABBY




We have to make that son of a 
bitch pay!




COLLEEN




ItÕs gonna  kill us!




Abby grabs a hold of Colleen.




ABBY




Listen! WeÕre getting out of here! 
WeÕll go back to the Police 
Station, grab all the guns, take 
my jeep and get the fuck  outta  
here.




She quickly looks around.




ABBY




Bitch must pay!




( beat )




Now get up! Do no make me carry 
you!




Abby HELPS UP Colleen and QUICKLY GUIDES her back towards 
the Police Station.




ColleenÕs GAZE remains FIXED on where Regan died.




They RUN through the woods, AbbyÕs head on a swivel.




A CONSTANT PRODDING from her keeps Colleen MOVING FAST 
towards the lights of their objective.




EXT. FORT PAINE POLICE STATION




The two women BURST out of the forest and onto county 
road.




Abby PICKS UP the PACE across the street, making sure 
Colleen is constantly in her line of sight.




Colleen begins to run towards the Jeep-




ABBY




Hey hey hey , not yet.




Colleen stops and stares.
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COLLEEN




What?!?!




ABBY




Guns first.




INT. POLICE STATION 




Abby RUSHES to the open WEAPONS CABINET, steps around the 
GRUESOME CORPSES and begins HANDING off RIFLES to 
Colleen.


COLLEEN




I thought guns didnÕt work?




Abby loads her down with a big olÕ  Carbine.




ABBY




They donÕt, but, IÕd rather be 
armed and ready then running like 
a fool.




(beat)




This thing has to have a weak spot 
somewhere. I just havenÕt found it 
yet.




COLLEEN




Maybe it doesnÕt....




ABBY




Even Achilles had his weakness. 
Besides, it just feels good 
shootinÕ  that fuck  anyway.




COLLEEN




This is what you did in the Army?




ABBY




No, just transported them to 
F.A.R.P.s.




(off ColleenÕs 
concerned look)




DonÕt worry all of these are point 
and shoot.




INT. ABBYÕS JEEP




WEAPONS and BOXES OF AMMO CRASH into the back of the 
Jeep.




Abby moves to the shattered windshield and with the butt 
of her rifle SMASHES the remaining shards of GLASS out of 
the frame.
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She dusts off the seat as Colleen gets in.




EXT. ROAD - NIGHT




ABBY




WeÕre outta  here!




The Jeep screams through the darkness.




Colleen tries to forget the events of the night, while 
Abby focuses on the curving road in front of her.




COLLEEN




Where are we going?




ABBY




State Police Barracks are in the 
next county. WeÕll head there.


COLLEEN




What if it...




ABBY




( cutting her off )




That thing canÕt be everywhere. 
Right---




AbbyÕs feet crush the break pedal to the floor. Colleen 
winces at the seat belt digs into her.




The Jeep skids to a SQUEALING HALT in front of the ADAMS 
MAILBOX.




ABBY




What the fuck?




She stares at the wide  OPEN front DOOR of her house.




COLLEEN




You said-




ABBY




Son of a bitch.




COLLEEN




-we were leaving!




ABBY




I closed the door before we left-




ColleenÕs head turns-




COLLEEN




Oh God.
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ABBY




-and the lights were on.




-follows  AbbyÕs gaze to the DARKENED HOUSE.




COLLEEN




You donÕt think... 




ABBY




ItÕs him.




EXT. ADAMS HOUSE - DRIVEWAY




Abby leaves the Jeep running and rifles through the cache 
of guns in the backseat.




Satisfied with her new weapon, she begins to move towards 
her violated domicile.




COLLEEN




YouÕre not...




Abby turns back towards the Jeep.




ABBY




Anything happens and you get the 
fuck  out of here! Go straight on 
this road twenty miles. The State 
Police Barracks will be on your 
left.


COLLEEN




DonÕt-




ABBY




You hear me?




Colleen reluctantly nods and slides over into the driver 
seat.




ABBY




Anything happens, donÕt wait! Just 
go! 




Abby focuses her attention on her house.




She MOVES cautiously TOWARDS the GAPING front DOOR.




INT. ADAMÕS HOUSE - PANTRY




Abby steps across the threshold and gags. She holds her 
nose and holds back the bile in her throat.
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ABBY




Jesus!




LIVING ROOM




The darkened room seems colder now.  She moves into the 
pit, pausing to let her eyes adjust.




Things come slowly into focus. A form sits on her couch.




Abby moves closer, boots CRUSHING something SQUISHY.




She advances until the form becomes ReganÕs HEADLESS BODY 
splayed out on the couch, his ENTRAILS SPILLED onto the 
FLOOR.




A NOISE from the KITCHEN GRABS her attention away.




JEEP




Colleen nervously WAITS.




The darken house is shattered by GUN SHOTS.




MUZZLE FLASHES strobe the windows.




After a moment the house returns to silent DARKNESS.




COLLEEN




ABBY!




KITCHEN




Abby RUNS by two SMOKING HOLES in the wall and CHASES 
RAGMAN out the open back door---




BACK YARD


---she AIMS her WEAPON.




RAGMAN turns, cocks its head, then DISAPPEARS. A cloud of 
clove scented ash hangs in the air.




ABBY




Motherfucker!




DRIVEWAY




The JeepÕs ENGINE is still RUNNING. 
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AbbyÕs FISTS SLAM the hood.




COLLEEN IS GONE!




Abby looks around.




ABBY




Colleen! Colleen! God damn it.




( to herself )




I told her to go.




Reaching into the Jeep, she turns off the engine.




She retracts her fingers from the keys and raises them 
into the light.




A sickly black ash covers them.




ABBY




Cloves.




Abby looks and listens for signs of Colleen.




There is nothing. Just SILENCE and BLACKNESS.




ABBY




CÕmon Colleen! Give me something. 
Scream. Anything!




In the distance, a BELL tolls.




Abby stops dead in her tracks and listens.




ABBY




The Church!




EXT. CHURCH




Abby brings the Jeep to a halt, GRABS the closest SHOTGUN 
and runs-


INT. CHURCH - LOBBY




-through the open door, SKIDDING to a stop.




Quickly looking around, she finally looks down. At BLOOD 
TRAIL on the floor-




INT. CHURCH - SANCTUARY




Abby RUNS past pews, following the  BLOOD TRAIL  up and 
through to---






      67.

THE BELL TOWER




Abby SLAMS open the DOOR and looks up the ascending 
stairs, covering her mouth.




The SHADOW of ColleenÕs upside down BODY sways against 
the wall next to her.




ABBY




Colleen!




Abby RUNS up the stairs SLIPPING  on all the BLOOD, then 
GRABS Colleen by the arms and PULLS her down.




ColleenÕs TORSO FALLS down to the floor, her LEGS remain 
WRAPPED above in the ROPE.




Abby squeezes her eyes shut, the image is something she 
cannot bear.




She STUMBLES back down the STAIRS and back through the 
door---




SANCTUARY




---and FALTERS against a pew, her back to a GIANT METAL 
CROSS on the wall.




Abby pounds the wooden Pew with her fists.




The CROSS supports a Christ-like posed RAGMAN.




ABBY




Not fair, itÕs not--




Before she can finish her cry, she turns---




RAGMANÕs BLOOD CAKED fingers let go of the Religious 
Symbol and FALLS.




ABBY




(whispering)




--fair.




Abby canÕt move fast enough.




RAGMANÕS BOOTS SLAM onto the floor, a perfect landing.




Abby hastily AIMS the SHOTGUN and FIRES once.




The first shot, RAGMAN slaps away SMASHING a STAINED 
GLASS WINDOW.
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Abby FIRES a second time, HITTING  RAGMAN in the CHEST.




The shot PASSES THROUGH RAGMAN, PUMMELING into the alter. 
It continues towards her.


Before she can reload RAGMAN KICKS the GUN out of her 
hand. GRABS her by the THROAT bringing her close.




Abby GAGS, saucer eyes glare into itÕs FACELESS VISAGE.




In itÕs other hand, RAGMAN produces a bouquet of DEAD 
ROSES forcing them under her nose.




Before Abby can even comprehend what has happened---




WHITNEY (O.C.)




(screaming)




Abbbbbbyyyyyyy !!!!!!




RAGMANÕS head snaps around at the WHISPERING of VOICES 
and DISAPPEARS.




Abby pulls herself up off the floor and BOLTS down the 
isle---




EXT. CHURCH




---stops at the Jeep and listens.




ABBY




Whitney




WHITNEY (O.C.)




(echoing)




Abbbbbyyyyyy !!!!!




Abby runs towards the voice and into the woods.




EXT. FOREST - MORNING




SUPER: OCTOBER 31TH.




Abby; completely DISHEVELED from a night of searching, 
squints at the sunlight filtering through the treeÕs 
canopy.




She stops for a moment. She leans against a tree for 
support.




The frustration of the fruitless searching has taxed her 
to her limit.
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She closes her eyes, enjoying the darkness when a TREE 
LIMB SNAPS-




She pushes off from the tree, eyes still closed and 
listens.




ANOTHER TREE LIMB SNAPS. 




Opening her eyes, she squints at the tree line and RUNS.




She EXPLODES through the dew covered tree limbs and 
TACKLES-




- a Sheriff Deputy.




DEPUTYÕs GRAVES; ( 30s ) male, rain slicker has vague 
resemblance of RAGMANÕS coat. 




DEPUTY GRAVES




Whoa!




Abby grips the Deputy by the throat!




ABBY




Where is she!




(beat, yelling)




Where is she!!!




DEPUTY




(choking)




Douglas!




DEPUTY DOUGLAS; (40s ), male, comes up from behind the 
both of them and PULLS Abby OFF of him.




DOUGLAS




Calm down, calm down maÕam.




Abby blinks and sees the two men for who they really are 
and sags into DougÕs arms.




ABBY




(whispering)




Where is she?!?




INT. ADAMÕS HOUSE - MORNING




The two Sheriff Deputies enter and begin to check room to 
room.




Abby steps across the threshold, bloodshot eyes dart 
towards the---
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LIVING ROOM




Graves stops in his tracks at the sight.


DEPUTY




Douglas!!!!




Abby nearly gets bowled over in the hallway when Doug 
rushes past her.




Abby follows him and finds WallyÕs SEVERED HEAD atop 
ReganÕs BUTCHERED BODY on the couch.




Douglas runs out of the room. He wretches into the 
kitchen sink.




Graves leans close to WallyÕs head, noting marks on both 
bodily appendages.




GRAVES




NeckÕs too thick. This isnÕt his 
head.




ABBY




I didnÕt-




Graves rises up. Finger tips unlocking his handcuffs from 
his belt.




ABBY




It was-




Douglas staggers back from the kitchen and stares hard at 
Abby.




DOUGLAS




Ms. Adams, weÕre going to have to 
take you down to the Station. We 
need to take a statement.




Graves pulls a laminated card from his coat pocket and 
recites to Abby her Miranda Rights.




INT. POLICE STATION - HOLDING CELLS




ABBY




They took me in. I was arrested. 
Then you showed up. And now, here 
we are.




Muldoon replaces a tape.
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MULDOON




Near perfect.




ABBY




What?




MULDOON




Near perfect to your original 
statements. Most suspects donÕt 
remember details so clearly. But 
you do. How did Regan and Wally 
die?




ABBY




I told you, I donÕt know, I didnÕt 
even see Wally die. I did see his 
head clopping down my staircase, 
though.




MULDOON




And Regan disappeared into the 
woods?




ABBY




Yes.


MULDOON




And Whitney?




EXT. FOREST 




ABBY (O.C.)




I donÕt know.




Police Officers and Search Dogs TRAMPLE through the 
underbrush.




MULDOON (O.C.)




Let me guess? A Supernatural 
Entity spewing clove scented ash 
just spirited her off into the 
night?




One dog tugs an Officer towards a thickening tree line.




ABBY (O.C.)




YES!




INT. ABANDONED HOUSE - CELLAR




WhitneyÕs head is bowed forward between up stretched 
arms.
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Her surroundings are somewhat out of focus, but around 
her are what appears to be the bodies of one woman and 
two boys.




A pair of hands prepare to work over WhitneyÕs body with 
a razor.




A sudden jerk from WhitneyÕs head and breathing shows she  
is still very much alive.




The razor has left a mark, a DRIBBLE of BLOOD rolls down 
her forehead.


The hands quickly put down the razor and pick up a swab 
when they stop.




A faint NOISE.




The shuffling of feet getting farther away but-




-the sound of BARKING DOGS is getting CLOSER and LOUDER.




An unseen DOOR GROANS open.




A shaft of light ILLUMINATES her BODY.




Approaching FOOTSTEPS cause her bloodshot EYES to SNAP 
OPEN!




EXT. DIRT ROAD




BLACK GLOVE HANDS grip the top of a BMWÕs Trunk and SLAM 
it shut.




MOAB turns at sound in the DISTANCE.




He scampers around to the driverÕs side and closes the 
door.




Hastily starting the car, he checks his rear view mirror. 




The sight of a POLICE CRUISER far down the road makes him 
slowly edge his car down the road and out of sight.




INT. POLICE CRUISER




Sheriff Sherman stops his cruiser.




A pile of papers littered across his front seat nearly 
falls onto the floor.




He grabs a leather bound book from the pile and exits the 
car.
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EXT. THE POST




Sheriff Sherman walks around the old mile marker, his 
nose deep in the AdamÕs Journal.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




(muttering)




Evidence points towards a possible 
protector.




He crouches down a moment. His fingers trace the soft 
indentations of fresh shoe prints.




DEPUTY WASHINGTON (FILERED)




Sheriff, come back.




Sheriff Sherman rises up, closing the book and clutches 
his walkie.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Go ahead, Carla.




DEPUTY WASHINGTON (FILTERED)




They found the missing victim. 
SheÕs alive.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Thank God. WhereÕd they find her?




DEPUTY WASHINGTON (FILTERED)




An abandoned house off of 
Wentworth  Rd. The old Mulock  
place.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




I want Cornwell  in front of her 
door.




DEPUTY WASHINGTON (FILTERED)




HeÕs already there. SheÕs being 
taken to the Hospital now.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Thank you.




Sheriff Sherman walks past the freshly cut tree limbs 
towards his cruiser.




EXT. POLICE STATION - PARKING LOT




Sheriff Sherman wades through the feeding frenzy of 
reporters.
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He turns and watches an Ambulance scream by towards the 
Hospital.




A Police Scanner squawks in the News Van.




One of the Camera Guys perks up and pulls a Reporter away 
to follow the Ambulance.




One by one the Reporters quickly pack up and drive after 
the Ambulance until, the Parking Lot is empty once more.


HOLDING CELLS




Muldoon reads over the reports.




MULDOON




This doesnÕt help you.




Black and white crime scene photos of the bodies of 
Regan, Colleen, Wytral and Heron lay in front of him.




ABBY




WhitneyÕs alive. I didnÕt kill her 
you. How much evidence do you 
need?




Muldoon flips to another page. More photos, all of the 
weapons Abby used, dusted with her fingerprints.




MULDOON




What exactly did you expect to do 
to--




(beat)




--IT?




Abby stares at him.




ABBY




What?




Muldoon holds up the pictures. 




MULDOON




Every single crime scene, every 
single cartridge, every single 
weapon has been account for. The 
Jeep you borrowed has been 
impounded.




He raises another picture, the cache of weapons from the 
Police Storage Locker.
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(MORE)

MULDOON




I half expected a rocket launcher 
in there, too.




ABBY




I was in a hurry.


Muldoon slams his hand down on the table.




MULDOON




(seething)




You think this is funny?




ABBY




Oh yeah. ItÕs fucking  hilarious.




He holds up a crude Police Sketch Artist rendering of 
RAGMAN.




MULDOON




HeÕs less colorful then most. He 
actually looks menacing, doesnÕt 
he?




AbbyÕs head sags.




MULDOON




IÕve seen good friends of mine go 
from solid upstanding citizens to 
blubbering sacks of shit  in the 
VA. War is hell.




He taps the picture.




MULDOON




But, why him?




Abby closes her eyes and sighs.




Muldoon puts down the rendering.




MULDOON




Everyone wants closure. I do. The 
Sheriff does.




He holds up pictures of Regan, Colleen, Wytral and Heron, 
all taken before their deaths.




MULDOON




Their families. IÕm going to ask 
again. Where is ReganÕs head?




ABBY




I buried it up your ass! No, no, 
wait, hereÕs what I did. 
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ABBY(CONT'D)I got angry, turned green and 
ripped them to shreds with my bare 
hands. You work for the FBI for 
God sake, did you miss Flukeman  
One Oh One? WhereÕs Mulder?  HeÕd 
believe me---




BURSTING into the cell block, Sheriff Sherman INTERRUPTS 
Agent MuldoonÕs interrogation.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




HowÕs it going?




MULDOON




Not making much head way.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Well if you need any help...




MULDOON




What I need is a cigarette, do 
you?




Sheriff Sherman hands over a death stick.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Outside.




Muldoon half opens his lighter.




MULDOON




Eh?




Sheriff Sherman points to the NO SMOKING Sign on the 
wall.




Muldoon trots off towards the EXIT.




Abby opens her mouth, but, Sherman shakes his head: no.




EXT. POLICE STATION - REAR PARKING LOT 




Muldoon lights up and takes a long drag.




HOLDING CELLS




Sheriff Sherman moves closer to Abby.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Remember when we were kids? The 
old rhyme?




ABBY




What?
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




The old rhyme we used to scare the 
younger kids? The one you used on 
Timmy Newton that made him shit  
his pants?


It suddenly becomes clear to Abby. She remembers-




ABBY




When itÕs Off The Post




then all ye know




RagmanÕs here




time to go.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




The coat.




Abby blinks. The Coat. Fourteen Years ago.




ABBY




That fuckinÕ  coat? It was stuck on 
that post.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Well, itÕs Off The Post...now.




ABBY




ThatÕs what It is?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




RAGMAN.




Abby and Sheriff Sherman look at each other.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




You have to end this.




Muldoon; standing in the doorway, cigarette dangling from 
his mouth heard most of that.




MULDOON




SheÕs the prime suspect in a multi 
murder investigation. She is  
leaving this room!




Sheriff Sherman OPENS the CELL door.




Muldoon spits out his cigarette and pulls his weapon.




MULDOON




Sheriff! Close the door and step 
away. Now!




Sheriff Sherman turns to him.
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




I trust my gut Agent. Only an 
idiot would believe she killed 
five people with her bare hands.




He moves closer to Muldoon, Abby close behind.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




What are you gonna  do? Shoot us?




Muldoon COCKS the hammer of his WEAPON.




Sheriff Sherman LUNGES towards the Agent, GRABBING the 
WEAPON.




Abby PUNCHES Muldoon and he FALLS to the floor 
UNCONSCIOUS.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Damn.




ABBY




Been wanting to do that all day. 
Help me.




They drag MuldoonÕs body into her cell.




Abby SLAMS the DOOR shut.




EXT. POLICE STATION




An early winter snow falls litters the ground.




ShermanÕs Cruiser drives out of the Parking Lot.




INT. POLICE CRUISER




Sheriff Sherman eyes his rear view mirror.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Okay.




Abby pops her head up from underneath a Police Blanket in 
the backseat.


ABBY




Feels like High School again.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




So the rumors were true.




ABBY




Why? WhatÕve you heard?
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




Oh....nothing.




ABBY




Say that again without the plastic 
partition and that little nine 
millimeter.




LATER




Abby wipes her hands off and tosses the grubby paper 
towel out the passenger side window.




ABBY




Where are we going?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




The Post.




ABBY




You know where it is then? HavenÕt 
been there in years.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




IÕve seen it. In the woods off Old 
Forest Road.




ABBY




(beat)




What about Whitney?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




SheÕs safe and protected. ItÕs you 
this thing is after. Everyone that 
died was linked to you in some 
way. 




Abby nods slowly.




ABBY




IÕm sorry about your friends. I 
tried---




Sheriff Sherman takes her hand and squeezes it.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




You did your best.


ABBY




How do we finish this? I donÕt 
even know what I did or what it 
wants.




He pats the brown paper bag between them.
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




Your parents were onto something.




Abby opens the bag to find her parentÕs notebooks and 
files.




ABBY




Where did you get this?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




They were in your parents Rover. I 
borrowed them from the evidence 
locker.




Abby shoots him a look and smiles warmly.




ABBY




Thank you.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




For what?




ABBY




Believing me.




Sheriff Sherman chuckles.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Well, all those Jocks in High 
School limped away after an Abby 
close encounter. I figured, I 
better believe you. Right?




Abby smiles.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




You read, IÕll drive.




Abby opens one of the books and begins to skim it 
quickly.




ABBY




My parents were weird, weird 
people.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




They were researching The Post for 
one of their books, according to 
their notes.




ABBY




So much for being a bed time 
story.
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




They found it.




Abby eyes an old etching of a Witch Burning.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Apparently, back in the late 
sixteen hundreds The Post marked a 
Consecrated Burial Ground used by 
a Coven of Witches. They got the 
coat from the Prosecutor at the 
first witch trial. After, RAGMAN 
killed him of course.




Abby sighs and rubs her temples.




ABBY




It protected them?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Yeah. Both the Good Witches and 
the Bad Witches were buried there. 
From then on, anytime anyone 
removed the coat... Ragman killed 
them.




ABBY




Nice watch dog.




(beat)




My parents got themselves killed 
over a stupid coat.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




That stupid coat has killed seven 
people, so far.


ABBY




I still donÕt understand why weÕre 
going to The Post.




Sheriff Sherman takes his eyes off the road and looks to 
her.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




According to the notes, as long as 
the coat is off The Post, the 
killings will continue. You have 
to put the coat back on The Post.




Abby thuds her head on the window.




ABBY




Why me?
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SHERIFF SHERMAN




Your parents took the coat. All 
the deaths were connected to them.  
Colleen, Regan, Wally. They were 
in the cabin your parents owned. 
ThatÕs how it works.  R agman goes 
after those who have taken the 
coat and anyone related or 
connected to them. ThatÕs why you 
saw It in Iraq. ItÕs coming for 
you. You have to put the coat 
back.




ABBY




How the fuck  am I going to do 
that?




SHERIFF SHERMAN




ItÕs following you. ItÕll come 
after you. When It does, weÕll 
have to distract It and get the 
coat off.




ABBY




You mean I distract It or you 
distract It?




RAGMANÕs BOOTS SLAM down onto the HOOD of the police 
cruiser.




ABBY




SHIT!




Sheriff Sherman SWERVES the car left and right but the 
WRAITH clings onto the hood with ease.




Abby GRABS the SHOTGUN from itÕs mount and chambers a 
round.




ABBY




Hold it still!




Sheriff ShermanÕs EYES are WIDE with FRIGHT.




SHERIFF SHERMAN




Christ!




Ragman cocks its head, listening to-


WHISPERING VOICE




Wie scharzeste  Nacht  




Hollischer  anblick




Weden Sie  Ihre  Augen ab




Und nehmen Sie  das  Licht.
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The WRAITH DISAPPEARS, the cloud of ash that engulfed it 
now smothers the once clean windshield.




The PATROL CAR FLIES  off the side of the road.




Everything slows down, WHEELS SPINNING, SNOW SWIRLING, 
GLASS shards FLYING. 




Abby HITS her HEAD as the car TUMBLES over.




Sheriff Sherman smacks his head on driver side window.




The car comes to rest, UPSIDE DOWN, on the cold ground.




The UPTURNED PATROL CAR lies there in the falling snow 
for a long agonizing moment.




INT. HOSPITAL




Doors close. The 9AM to 5PM visiting hours plaque gleams 
under the white lights.




Nurses and Doctors go between rooms checking on patients.




DEPUTY CORNWELL; ( 50s ), male, stands guard outside of a---




SEMI PRIVATE ROOM




Whitney lies in bed. An IV  drip flowing into her veins, 
bed sheets pulled up to her chin.




A privacy curtain separates her from---




An ELDERLY PATIENT; ( 90s ), male, lying in the other bed.


The TV across from her has a 24/7 News Channel on MUTE.




The Breaking News shows faces of a Mother and her two 
sons.




The channel changes. Pictures of Colleen, Regan, and 
Wally appear.




Whitney tries to hold back the tears.




A black and white picture of Abby comes on next, then 
cuts away to a LIVE Report outside the Hospital.




ELDERLY PATIENT




Eight Channels and nothing but 
this on.




She closes her eyes, wishing for this dream to be over.







