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"We watched each other's faces push out to muzzles.

And our teeth grow long and white and sharp.

And halr grow thick and gray all over our changing limbs.
Together we slipped from alien clothes and,

Laughing, laughing, howling, growling, we leaped

Through the open window. ‘

To run forever through the endless woods and fields.
Beneath the festering fullness of the moon:

The chase, the hazard, the quarry, and the blood.

Oh, the blood! Oh, the blood!*

—- Avram Davideon, Loups-Garous

*Get your motor running

Aead out on the highway
Looking for adventure

And whatever comes our waye...

-~ Steppenwolf



FADE IN:

. A FULL MOON

glows brightly in the night sky.

A beacon of hope, it is soon obacured by brushstrokes of
black clouds. Green TRACERS streak across the darkness.
and faintly, 0.S8., we hear a WHIMPERING...

EXT. THE JUNGLE - SOUTHEAST ASIA - NIGHT

Heavy canopy. A riot of choking vegetation; wild root
systems an shoulder-length elephant grass. Wet
nighttime paddies. And plenty of cratered devastation.
Thé WHIMPERING continues --

INT. UNDERGROUND BUNKER - NIGHT

A cave, really. Low ceiling. Two American MARINES
huddlﬁ én the back of this abandoned enemy bunker,
Cro‘l:lc - = PP *

It is one of the MARINES who whimfera. Hig leg has been
torn apart. The SECOND MARINE holds him, quietly rocking
him back and forth. We are in -

HUNG NHU - MERONG DELTA, 1968.

Or so it tells uas on-screen. And these Marines are
barely eighteen. Children. ,

SECOND MARINE .
Sshhhh... Sshhhh.., I‘m here with
you, sggrt... I'm here... You're
gonna fine --

HURT MARINE
What happened -- ?

SECOND MARINE
You stepped on a mina, sport. A
Bouncing Betty. Fucker actually
flies out of the ground after
-being trigged. Explodes waist
high: Charlie loves ’‘em. You‘re
luéky you ain‘t wearing your
asshole as an ascot --

The Hurt Marine begins to sob...

. HURT MARINE
This is a VC bunker --

SECOND MARINE
That’'s right, eport. A listening
peost. So shut-up --

He grine. The Hurt Marine moans. The pain is too great.



HURT MARINE )
vou should have gone on with the
others...

And h £ SECOND HARIEE $
or some enemz stagin
area? ck that. Waiting 3itg

gou for the medevac is a skate
etail, sport. And I‘m beat --

More moans from the Hurt Marine...

SECOND MARINE (CONT’D)
Where‘d you say you were from? .

HURT MARINE
New York --

SECOND MARINE
The Big Apple. I never bsen
there, myself --

HURT MARINE
You never been to New York?

SECOND MARINE
Naw. I‘m a cracker, through and
through. You got a honey?
The Hurt Marine nods through his agony.

SECOND MARINE (CONT'D)
what’'s her name?

AURT MARINE
Gail.

SECOND MARINE
cail. That‘s a nice name.

VOICES from outside. Both men freeze.

) SECOND MARINE (CONT'D)
The medevac -- ¢

Voices at the mouth of the cave. Many voices. High
sing-song voices. Not the medevac. ut rather --

A VIET CONG KILL SQUAD.

The Hurt Marine gasﬁs. The Second Marine shoves a ta ed
four-clip into his M-16, They press their bodies furgher
into the dank wall of the cave --

THE VC
are at the mouth, laughing, resting. Cigarettes are lic.



THE MARINES
hold their breath.
EXT. DBUNKER - NIGHT SKY

mhe dark clouds float away from the moon, like a rush of
. ink, leaving it to shine --

INT. BUNKER - NIGHT

The Hurt Marine swallows a moan as a fresh burst of pain
éourses up his leg... .

A VIET CONG SOLDIER

- hears something. He speaks to his comrades, but they
laugh it off...

The Soldier walks into the bunker, switching on his
‘flashlight, sweeping it over the cave’s expanse. His
friends mock his paranoia --

The Soldier walke further into the cave...

gg f%icka his cigarette down its length. Aand raisaes his

THE MARINES
Stare at the dying ember of the cigarette’s tip --

Through cracks in the ceiling of the bunker, shafts of
moonlight plierce —-

The VC SOLIDER inchee closer... Closer still...

The broad, flat streamers of moonlight lay between the
enemies like a metallic river...

THE HURT MARINE

stares at the Second Marine, who seems oblividus to their
danger. But rather, is focused on the MOONLIGHT...

The Hurt Marine sweats. The VC Soldier sniffs —-
And then the VC scoldier is upon them!!!

The VC Soldier SCREAMS. And FIRES his rifle. The gurt
Marine cries, rolling out of the way --

The rest of the Kill Squad spill into the cave, shouting
in staccato bursts...

The Hurt Marine is bathed in flashlight glow --
A myriad of bayonsts surround him -~



Be crosses himself...

HURT MARINE
Please. No...

The VC sticks his bayonet uE against the Hurt Marine'’s
throat. He makes a joke. ig friende laugh...

It is over.

IWhen, from deeper in the cave, comes a horrific GROWL.
And the Second Marine steps into the light -—-

only it is not the Second Marine:

IP.-1Is A WOLF! )

Jaws slavered with foam. Eyes aglow with fury.
Tattered fatigue jacket and trousers...

We catch only GLIMPSES of him: pointed ears, blunt
muzzle, fangs. And that GROWL...

THE VIET CONG

terrified, empty their rifles into the thing...

But their bullets are useleas and the beast is upon the
K%l%hSquad; snarling at them, tearing at them, ripping
a am. ..

The massacre is fast and furious. With all of the VC
goldiers soon dead or dying...

and the wolf turns toward the frozen Hurt Marine —- .

HURT MARINE (CONT'D)
No.-o PIEaBEOO. ND —

Their e¥es jock. The Marine’s wide and full of terror.
The wolf‘s red and awful, though perhaps beneath them,
there is something (compassion?) else...

A beat. A long beat...

and then the werewolf turns and flees the cave. And we
can hear it running through the jungle. Running away.

and silence returns to the bunker. The only sounds are
fresh blood flowigg from the decimated Cong, and the soft
weeping of the Hurt Marine...

When something on the ground catches his eye. Twinkling
in the moenlight...

The Hurt Marine c¢rawls over, snatching it off the ground.
He holds it up: :



DOG TAGS.
and, far away, we can hear a mournful HOWL, and we --

‘ MATCH CUT TO:
THE TREMENDOUS HOWL

of a fat-assed BIKER.as he pushes an EMPTY BEER
iggsfront tire of his cycle. others follow, alggggﬁgiigg

on-acreen it reads: TWENTY-THREE YEARS LATER
gxr. BIKER RALLY - mOBACCOVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA - DAY

fIn an oped field. A oddamn ocean of denim and leather,
tattoos and Tall Boy er Cans...

and miles and miles of Milwaukee steel. American Iron.
Harley—fuckin _Davidaons, to you. Flatheads, pans.
knucks, shove g, EVOB...

Homemade customs, not the out-of—the—crate'crowd, here...

pattoos: #Free All Axe Murderers” ncraghin' sucks”
»what The Fuck - Run A Muck” ...

A ragged ROCK PAND jams on a makeshift stage. Games are
played. The Keg Derby. yes, but alaos

The Potato Haystack: in which scantily-clad BIKER BABES
roll around a giant ha stack, gearching for red, white
and blue painted russets..-

and Bite The Weenie: in which hot dogs hang from trees
by string., and BIKERS ride. with their honeys on the back,
trying to bite off the biggest piece of weenie -- .

phrough all this, we follow a KiD, not more than ten-
years-ol AP

The center PATCH on the back of his gleeveless denim

acket depicits a gnarly WOLF, a atogie in his teeth, &

fagganna on hie head, ¥iding hard in the wind, below a
u mono * "

T4E LUNAR CYCLES M/C is stitched around the patch. This
is LOBO...

Lobo fights the crowd, passing VENDORS hawking blke
rts; open pit_barbecues; more kege; a SWap meet .
bo waves 2 yellow PIECE 6Ff PAPER in one hand. ..

fobo is rabbed, and hoisted high in the air, by what

must be gha offepring of man an grizzl¥ bear:

Egunda of hair and good eheer, wearing the- sane patch as
unde This is the mute and Tieable MEGHTY JOE...



LGBO
Lemme.down, Mighty Joe! I gotta
telegram from Eoc d-Down! A
telegram from Locked-Down —- |

is impressee even Mighty Joe, who sets Lobo down and
gglloﬁgpafter him to =<

THE LUNAR CYCLES CAMP

A big banner stretched through the trees reads: LUNAR
Sickes L.Z. 25 or so BIKERS, bros and babeg, comprige
the club. Lobo searches the camp, at last coming to ..

CooP

The leader of The Lunar Cycles, early 408, A dash of
Kerouac, a sprinkle -of Manson, and 2" hea poo
of the éoolegt y in high sc ool; E%gggtablea ne

ou
w?iqsgver caught shit even though hey&idn't hang wiggea
c L IR ] )

Loﬁ hair and a scraggly b d, C i ‘ ‘
fro% pad bottle.?. 9g9ly beard, Coops mips Jack Daniel’s

LOBO (CONT’D)
Coop! Coopl Telegram from Locked-
Down! Telegram from Locked-Down !

COOP . .
Whoa. Easy now, rug rat. You'll
OW a rod, Let'g gee --

And Coop reads the telegram aloud:

) COOP (cogw'ng
“This down peckerwood is ¢ ecking
out of the Graybar Hotel. Stop.
Request a welcoming committee.
Stop. And a reunion with mgé
lovely White Fang, stop. t me
back in the wind before I go mad.
Your Bro, Locked-Down,”

Hoote and howls from those assembled...

__COOP (CONT’D)
Wrap it up, Inkslinger. We're
outta here -- |

INKSLINGER is the club’s tattoo artist. And he's
currently in the middle of inking a glorious Grim Reaper -
on the ass of a lovely LADY.,.,

INKSLINGER :
Now? C'mon, Coop. Me and Dana,
here, was just getting to know one
another ~-~



COOP
Let's go! Di-di-mau -- !

INKSLINGER
Damn. Sorry, darling --

He clicks off his gun, slaps the girl on the ass-cheek...

GIRL
You ain‘t finished -- !

INKSLINGER
Finished? 1I'd need three days and
+en buckets a ink to finish -
dolly. That there is just too
wide a canvas for one artiste --

GIRL
You fuckin' creep!

She slugs him one. Inkslinger goes down hard. Laughter
from those assembled.

INKSLINGER
I think I'm in love -~

EXT. RALLY - LATER - DAY

The cam packed—ug and ready to go. A lot of bikes and

one small MOBILE HOME. -

Coop walke over to where his old lady, Li1La, sits on the

back of hig bike... .

Lila is 37, born to ride on the back of a Harley - a once

grett face, gone the hard fade after so man% %aara in
he wind ~ £he way you like your Levis jacket to get.

Coop’s bike is a low-slung shovelhead with a S5-degree

rake to its frame and chopped with some serious extended
front forks. A beauty. Coop climbs on. ‘

LILA
Think Locked-Down'’'ll be okay? f "
COOP , ST
He’ll be fucked-up as usual. More

so after a seven-bit...

He starts the bike. The V-twins rumble. The other
bikers do the same. It’s loud here.

As The Lunar Cyclees roar on out of the field and away
from the rally. Inkslinger ie the last. He moans:

INKSLINGER
But we’‘re gonna mies the tittie
contest|



-

As we PRE-LAP the crunching OPENING CHORDS of Rumble
Pie’s classic rock gem “THIRTY DAYS IN THE HOLE" and --

CUT TO:
EXT. THE INTERSTATE - DAY
The Lunar Cycles. Riding hard. BEGIN CREDITS.

No helmets, no goggles. But Maltese crosses, Yosemite
sam belt buckleg, and Stuka rings, the kind Rommel and
his boys wore when they flew in"the Afrika Korps...

Coop and Lila, Might{ Joe, Inkslinger, and Lobo are the
ones we know. put there are another 25 or so, their
women and children in tow.

Hard cases. Outlaws. America’s last frontiersmen.
EXT. MECKLENBERG CORRECTIONAL CENTER - FRONT GATES - DAY

Two GUARDS wait at the front gates - with a MAN, in a
CHEAP SUIT, holding a duffel bag...

This is LOCKED-DOWN. He is 39, and though he might seem
like the life of the party behind those eyes is a man .
who's done too many s retches on the inside...

They hear the RUMBLE and see the dust from here. &As The
Lunar ggcles aEproach, Locked-Down beglns to unloosen his
tie, unbutton his shirt. MUSIC DOWN FOR:

. LOCKED-DOWN
My ride --

The L.C.'s come to a stop. A giant throbbing mass_of
heavy metal. Locked-Down is now shirtless. He howls.

Bigh-fives all around. Somebody tosses him his LEAEHﬁﬁ
JAEKET, with the patch on the back. He hugs Coop.

LOCKED-DOWN (CONT’D)
Hey, bro. Thanks for the kites, .
. everybody. This down peckerwoo
ig a free man! Arrooocoocoo!

He looks ﬁround, in mock-panic...

LOCKED-DOWN (CONT ‘D)
Where is she? Where's my girl?

INKSLINGER
Over here, peckerwood --

and there she is. WHITE FANG. Locked-Down's bike. Aand
she's a beanty.. With a custom AIRBRUSH of a beantiful
WHITE WOLF on the teardrop gas tank... :



Locked-Down climbs on her, twists the throttle, and she
REVS high and hard... :

LOCKED-DOWN
shine sweet freedom. Where to,
brother?

COOP
Found ue a ville where we can have
a little stand-down. Cool off.
Your slster is meeting ue there...

LOCKED-DOWN
pakota's back on the scramble? .
That‘s my girl...

Locked-Down rides over to where the two gnards stand,
gazing agog at the bikers and their ladies...

LOCKED-DOWN (CONT ‘D)

whadda ya say, dickheads? How

about one lagt cavity search? For

old times sake?
He kicks off. As the Humble Pie FADES BACK UP, the rest
follow, the wind in their wake flutters Locked-Down’'s °
shirt and tie at the Guards’' feet. They can only stare.
EXT. INTERSTATE - DAY '
pusk. The Lunar Cycles ride on. When --
A BLUE CHEVY PICK-UP TRUCK
pulls alongside them. Two knotty old REDNECKS in the
cab. A h%g RIFLE resting in the rack behind them. The
REDNECK PASSENGER leans out toward the blkers:

REDNECK PASSENGER
You boys sure are noisy -- !

Hle pats the rifle, ominous-like...

The bikers look to Coop. But Coop shakes his head. No
trouble. 8o they knock it into 4th and leave the
Rednecks way behind...

INT. PICK - UP

The Rednecks cough and eputter at the kicked-up dust...

REDNECK PASSENGER (CONT'D}
Fuckin‘' punks -~

EXT. INTERSTATE - DUSK

As the Humble Pie fades off, and our CREDITS COME TO A
CLOSE, Coop points up ahead. Lila sees it and nods...
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And the entire pack race by -~

-~ the road sign that reads: ENTERING TALBOT, WEST
VIRGINIA. ..

CUT TO:
EXT. FIRE ROAD - NIGHT

Black. Headlights-cut through the pitch. It is a POLICE
CAR. The Talbot Sheriff’s Department, to be exact.

EXT. ABANDONED MINING ADIT - NIGHT

Rusted steel ~ it once provided access to the mountain’s
mineral-bearing strata, but hasn’t been used in years.

Parked in front of it, is a tricked-out Harley-Davidson.
With a white wolf for its tank art.

A POLICE CAR Eulla'to a stop before the bike, And
SHERIFF GEORGE WAGGNER, 53, steps out from it...

A GROWL from behind Waggner. And his BLACK LAB, NASH,
leaps from the car, running toward the adit, barking...

WAGGNER
BEasy, Nash --
Wa gner directs the police spotlight at the bike, at the
adit. Nothing.

Nash disappears -into the adit. A growl and a yelp and
the dog comes RACING BACK OUT, tail between its legs --

WAGGNER (CONT'D)
What is it, Nash? C’'mere, boy -~

Nash pade warily over to Waggner, who strokes the
terrified dog... .

Waggner takes his gun, and a heavy flashlight, and walks
to th Imot 3 3o

e adit. In a mountain crag, an OWL H Té, startling
ug, as they often do in these instances... .

AT THE ADIT

Waggnér bends back a decrepit piece of sheet metal,
training his beam inside. Empty. He entere...

- INT. ADIT

Wet eounds from further down. Eating sounds. Waggner
cocke his gun... Walks further... Coming upon

A DEER CARCASS

badly eviscerated, the tunnel walls spattered with blood
and adipose tissue ... .
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WAGGNER (CONT'D)
Jesus Chri--

Hold that blaspheme. Before Wa er can finish, a
hgrrific SNARLpfrom behind him ??? !

He whirls...
and a hairy PAW rips out his throat.

SPLAT! George Waggner gore mingles moistly with the dead
buck’s guts gn thggaditgwall...g ¥

As the shadowy figqure bende over his fresh kill, for a
1%t:ﬁnigg§tbanque ; Nash barke furiocusly from the mouth
o e adit... )

And, in incongruous PRE-LAP, comes the SWEET STYLINGS OF
A CHURCH ORGAN, playing the WEDDING MARCH, as we -~

cUT TO:
INT. JUSTICE OF THE PEACE OFFICE -~ MANHATTAN - NIGHT

A scratchy phonograph plays THE WEDDING MARCH. A small
civil ceremony in progress. 7 or 8 GUESTS. The JUSTICE
OF THE PERCE. And T GROOM. ..

The Groom is in his early 40s, tall and rangy. His hair
is thinning, his complexion wan. A 20-~year diet of
unfiltered Luckys and undiluted coffee will do that.

His name is NOAH PACKARD.

At the back of the hall, the doors open. The BRIDE,
KAREN, ls a pretty woman, not the kind we‘d expect to
marry Packard...

Karen's FATHER seems to share our sentiment as he ushers
her down the aisle. The J.P. begins his ministrations.

We should also notice a young black girl, GINNY, 22,
eitting back a few rows. She carries a book bag and
wears a Columbia Eullover beneath her blazer. She smiles
at a pair of ghoulish OLD LADIES sitting nearby.

Karen’'s Father delivers her to Packard’s side. Bride and
Groom emile at each other. The J.P. begins the vows --

Beeceep!!! A PAGER squeals. The J.P. ignorees it, but it
gqueals again. And adain. Strident.

PACKARD
Oh, shit - I'‘m sporry ~--

The J.P. raisee his eyebrows. HKaren’s Father fumes.
Ginny buries her head...
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It is Packard's pager. He takes it out, shuts it off.
Although he cannot’help looking at the message. He pales,

| PACKARD (CONT'D)
Oh, shit. Karen, I... I've got to
go. - " I. L shit. - & "

) KAREN
Noah, what 1s it -~ 7

PACKARD
It’s 4ust... Uh... Work,
(to the J.P.)
Listen, we can do this ancther .
time, can‘t we, Your Excellency?

, JUSTICE OF THE PEACE
Well, cértainly, but--

KAREN'S FATHER
Bullshit. See hexre, Packard --

Karen begins teo cry. . Her Father lunges for Packard, .
knocking over the podium, scattering pages and a hidden
bottle of gin...

Packard unclips his bow tie and heads down the center
aisle. He walks with a slight LIMP.

PACKARD
Let‘s go, Ginny. There’s been
anothet ono -—-

Ginny takes a last look at the chaos that the ceremony as
beccme... And follows Packard out of the hall.

We REMAIN with the two ghoulish elderly women. One leans
over to the other: ‘

ELDERLY WOMAN
I've always said it, Molly: never

fall for a werewolf-hunter.
They're socooc unstable --

Molly nods like she‘s been there, and we
CUT TO:
EXT. MANHATTAN CO-~-OP - NIGHT

A FULL MOON shines cold in the night above the New York
skyline...

A REPORTER and her CREW do a live remote in front of this
majestic pre-war building... :
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REPORTER
New York City Police have
discovered another allegad victim
of the sc-called Midtown Mangler
the mad killer responsible for the
marders of 7 Midtown residents in
the last 6 months --

INT. MANHATTAN CO-OP - NIGHT

Packard follows the beleaguered DETECTIVE MONTFORD
through the busy corridoers... Still, we HEAR:

. REPORTER (o..s.% (CONT'D)
The victim’s identity has not been
disclosed, pending notification of
next-of—kin, but sdurces cloge to

the Department reveal it to be a

male Caucasian earlg 308, and the
first victim of The anglar to be
murdered in his own apartment --

PACKARD
Dammit, Detective, let me at least
gee the body...

Montford stops, locks at Packard.

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
You're a pickled tomato. A kook.
Kooks like to be around other
kooka. You got a hard-on for this
bastard, nothing I can do about
that. But I can make sure you
don’t start a freakin’ fan club to
him. Know that, Mr. Packard.

PACKARD
Doctor Packard --

Detective Montford scowls...

DETECTIVE MONTEORD
Excuse me. I didn’t know they had
a doctoral program at Bela Lugosi
University --

And with that, he enters the apartment, a ﬁNIEORM coP
barring Packard‘s entry. Packard walke back to Ginny.

. RBPORTER (0.S.)
S8ince the murders began, some four
meonthe ago, seven Eeo le have
died, all of them having the soft
part of their throats torn out...

Packard seems to hear the Reporter‘s voice. He grins...
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EXT. CO-QP STEPS - NIGHT
Packard is being interviewed by the Reporter. On-camera.

.. PACKARD

.++ he exhibits all of the

characteristics of the classic .

l{canthrope: the chronic altered

state of consciousness; e

voracious agpetite for raw flesh;
- and the periodicity of his

ggychosia occurring only during

e full moon...

At the entrance to the Co-Op, Packard can see Detective
Montford speaking to a few UNIFORMS and watching him.

REPORTER
So .what ﬁou're saying is The
Midtown Mangler is a werewolf -- ?

Montford waves Packard over. Packard smiles, victorious.

PACKARD
If you'll excuse me --

He hands her a business card and follows Montford inside.

REPORTER (0.S.)

We have been speaking to Dr. Neah
Packard of the... |

{reads business card}
Packard Institute of L{:anthroplc
Studies And Investigation.
Certainly, his presénce here can
only make one wonder what...

Put we don’t hear her finish for we have gone into —
INT. CO-OP - VICTIM'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

High-tech apartment. Spartan ie decor. Everythin
eigher black or white. pNow ngup ng with FORENS%% MENg

and PHOTOGRAPHERS. ..

On.the floor, covered in_a blanket, iz a YOUNG MAN, early
30s8. He has been brutally mauled. A computer whirrs on
a desk, displaying a spread sheet...

packard, Detective Montford, and a psychologist, DR.
DANFORTﬁ, watch the forensic men dust for latenﬁs...

) DEPECTIVE MONTFORD
Dr. Danforth is the criminal
Bsychologiat assigned to the case.
octor?

Packard stares at a framed Jean-Michel Basquiat litho,
gpattered with blood...
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DR. DANFORTH
Ccertainly, your killer exhibits
signe of chronic brain syndrome of
undetermined etiology. But the--

pPackard is looking at a framed PHOTO of the VICTIM, with

. PACKARD
oh, bullshit. The guy who did
thie howls at the moon --

' DR, DANFORTH
Detective, 1s all this talk of -
werewolves really necessary?

PACKARD
Necessary? Look at this .quy:
he's been savaged like he was five
pounds of raw chuck. Look at him!

But they don’t look at him. They look at Packard...
INT. CO-0OP - CORRIDOR
Montford escorts Packard out.

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
We had a gal the other night, said
she was raped b{ a giant ‘
extraterrestrial carrot. And now
ghe says she can feel - grow
inside of her - a sprig of parsley
that she will raise as her own.
So you see, Packard: you are a
kook. But you‘re only one of many.

But Packard isn‘t liateﬁing. For,.over in one corner of
the bustling corridor, he sees :

AN OLD WOMAN

Remember the old Gypsg crone, from the Lon Chaney Jr.
Wolfman movies, Elaye by Maria Ouspenskaya? This is
her. Her name then, and now, is ras

And Noah Packard is the only one who can see her.

MALEVA
Why do_you do this? It's crazy.
so badly, it i:x{ou want
werewolves to st, that you’re
imposing your will on these
policemén. Have some self-
respect, Neah. Goodness. -

PACKARD
It's a werewolf --
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) MALEVA
Perhaps. But not the werewolf
you‘va been searching for. Not at
all. And that poor, darling
ﬁaien. Left at the altar. "Tsk,

s . 4w

There is a SCREAM from nearby as a PRETTY YOUNG WOMAN,
perhapes the girlfriend, has arrived. -

Wwhen Packard looks back, Maleva is gone.

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
get‘s go, Packard. You're out of
ere -- .

He hustles Packard out the front door. Ginny follows.
cUT TO:

EXT. DELICATESSEN - EAST SIDE - NIGHT

A “MANAGER WANTED” sign is posted in the window.

INT. DELI ~ NIGHT

Packard sits at the counter, eating a corned beef
sandwich, drinking coffee. The COUNTERMAN refills his
‘cap. A TV on a shelf rebroadcasts Packard’s Interview.

COUNTERMAN .
. You made the big time, Noah. Now
everyone in the five boroughs
knows what a snapjob you are —-

PACKARD
T should have also mentioned that,
after 30 vears in the de
business, you’'re still incapable
of serving a lean corned beef
sandwich... :

COUNTERMAN
Tell you what: quit the werewolf
stuff and come work for me. ¥ou
eat every meal here anyway. We
need a manager...

PACKARD
What you need ie lean corned beef.

CLOSE ON - the TV. Packard prattling on about werewolves.

CUT TO:
INT. THE PACKARD INSTITUTE - DAY '
THE DPACKARD INSTITUTE OF LYCANTHROPIC STUDIES AND

INVESTIGATION is stencilled on the frosted glass of the
front door...
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As we enter, we expect a slick private think tank
decorated in polished steel and lit with halogen. But
this office doubles as Packard’s apartment...

Dresden was tidier after the fire bombs. And it’s a
virtual paean to lycanthropic lore...

The werewolf motif is everywhere. As are random computer
parte - keyboards, monitors, circuit boards. BAnd, for
some reason that will never be explained to us, a lot of
old hockey eguipment is escattered everywhere...

A news-gervice WIRE clatters on a nearby zhelf,

Packard is at his desk, in hisé bathrobe, drinking coffee,
amoking a Lucky Strike, reading an oversized book. ..

There is a knock at the door. It is Ginny. She
immediately begine cleaning up. She appears nervous.
After a beat:

" GINNY:
Heard from Karen -- ?

PACKARD
No. I called. Dad hung up on me.
I could hear her sobbing in the
background., Twelve houteg later,
she’s still sobbing in the
background...

GINNY -
What are you going to do?

PACKARD
I don‘t ‘know. They refuse to take
stock in anything about a
lycanthropic matrix. I'll find
ahother tact...

-GINNY -
I meant about Karen...

PACKARD :
Look at this: Reuters has a piece
about a madman in Belgrade who's
snatching children and eating
thgm. Maybe we could get funding
and--

GINNY
Columbia rescinded my internship.

Hothing from Packard... He buei : ki
bgoklog the cgogded shelv:s.?? es himself looking for a

GINNY (CONT'D)
After the newscast last night.
They said what you‘re doing
doesn‘t fall under any discipline.
(MORE)
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GINNY (CONT’D)
Not medicine. Not psycholegy.
Not socioclogy. Nothing. I - I
guese they don't think hunting
werewolves is worth 4 units.

gag%ard nods. Chain-lights a fresh smoke off the old
utt...

GINNY (CONT'D
I'm sorry. I really enjoyed it...

She’s near tears. She's grown fond of the weird coot.
, PACKARD
Don‘t be. I'll hire my second .
choice. He was a hunchback, but I
think he‘ll work out. Be easK for
him to pick things up around here.

Ginny nods. Packard goes'back to looking for the book.

- GINNY
Well., I guess. I’ll see you -~
Packard doesn’t look up, merely waves.
And then she’‘s gone.
and he‘s sorry for it.
INT. PACKARD'’S APARTMENT - SHOWER - DAY
Packard showers, a cigarette burning in an ashtray on the
toilet basin. He opens the curtain, leans out of the
shower, takes a drag. He is startled. It‘s Maleva.
PACKARD

Jesus! Can't a guy get any
privacy?

MALEVA
Not from figments of their
imagination. She was a nice girl.

PACKARD
Yes, she was.

MALEVA )
You‘ve lost two women in two days.
It‘s a shame...

' PACKARD
Occupational hazard. But I
aggpoae I‘11 always have you,
Maleva —-

’ MALEVA
Let us hope not, Noah. Let us bow
our heads and hope not -~
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She offers him a wizened old emile and he pulls the
shower curtain shut.

INT. CORONER'S OFFICE - DAY

petective Montford and Dr. Danforth enter. The CORONER
gits behind his desk...

DETECTIVE MONTEFORD
Afternoon, Hutch. - Autopsy turn up
anything -~ 7 i

The Coroner looks troubled.

DETECTIVE MONTFORD (CONT'D)
Hatch —-- ?

CORONER
It's funn¥. We found it in the
bedy, in ths throat lacerations.

Montford takes it from him. It'a.a BAGGY. &And inside it
is a =small thatch of matted FUR.

DETECTIVE MONTFORD,
Animal fur?

CORONER
We just got the organics back from
the lab. It's animal fur all
right...

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
What kind of animal -- ?

CORONER
The genus is Canis Lupus --

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
Give me a break, here, Hutch -- 2

CORONER
. A wolf, Pete. That’'s wolf fur.

Montford stares at the Coroner. Looks at Dr. Danforth.

They do a kind of communal shudder. ‘Montford picks up
the telephone, punches a number...

DETECTIVE MONTFORD
Kristen, get me - aw, shit - get
me Noah Packard...

And now we will leave New York City., And we will leave
Noah Packard., For mome time, actually.

But he‘’ll be back.
CUT TO:
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EXT. HIGHWAY BUS STOP - TALBOT, WEST VIRGINIA - DAY

A quiet stretch of Interstate. A ma estic rise of
mountains presides over the surrounding lowlands...

A Grevhound BUS pulls to a etop. The door opens and ONE
PASSENGER debarks.

Thie is TEDDY WAGGNER, 26. He carries a duffel bag and a
long cardboard tube...

The bus lets go with a pneumatic fart and roars on down
the highway and out of sight. Teddy walks towards town.

EXT. HIGHWAY - OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN - DAY

Teddy trudges on. A POLICE SQUAD CAR pulls up alongside
him.” Honking. Teddy climbe on the passenger side.

INT. SQUAD CAR - MOVING - DAY

DEPUTY WALTER BASKIN is at the wheel. Baskin is chubbz,
mid-508, ineffectual at everything from law enforcement
to facial hair: his prized muttonchops have the lushness
of eyebrows... .

BASKIN
Why didn’t you tell me you was
coming in today, Teddy? 1‘d a met
you at the stop -- - -

TEDDY

1 walked to the stop when I left,
Walt. Thought I'd walk to town
now that I'm back...

BASKIN )
You figuring on staying long?

TEDDY
Just till I settle pop’s things.

Baskin nods, eadly...°
‘ BASKIN

You look good, Teddy. Blg city
ljiving agrees with you --

Teddy smiles, And Baskin steers the squad car into town,
past a thickly settled FOREST and all those mountains... -

EXT. DOWNTOWN, TALBOT - DAY

The squad car cruises alonﬁ the main .drag. fTalbot is one
of thoése towns ggu drive through on long trips, and
wonder who the hell lives there...
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A Texaco station stands at each end of the strip. Book~-
ending a movie house, a post office, a diner, an antique
shop; and, it would seem, enough churches for each and

every citizen to have his own private place of worship...

Teddy watches the town roll by, a slightly bemused leok
on his face. He can’t belleve he's back.

BASKIN (CONT‘D)
Doc Warren figures it was a wolf
that got your dad. A coyote
maybe...

Yes, Baskin does pronounce it “kye-yoat“...

Wwhen the SOUND of rolling thunder approaches them from
Main Street. Teddy and Baskin look —-

-- to where The Lunar Cgclea M/C comes gliding through
the center of town. SHOPKEEPERS come out of | eir stores.

Coo in the lead, eseems to fasten on the squad car, on
Basg and Teddy. He flashes them the “peace” sign...

and then the L.C.'s are gone, disappearing up Main Street
and out of sight. Like some four-stroke mirage...

. BASKIN (CONT’D)

. Motercyecle gang. Arrived here a
week age or sco. Made camp out at
Harpers Flats. Ain’t caused no
trouble. I'm expecting they move
on soon. If not, we’'ll just wait
_for the new sheriff to get here to
contend with ‘em...

TEDDY
You‘re a brave man, Walt.

BASKIN
I never denied it.
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE - DAY
A small, ranch-style affair, badly in need of a.baint job.

Teddy atéps out of the cruiser and Nash, the black lab
comed bounding down from the front porcﬁ... _
Somebody’s h BAS%IN {CONT'D)
O ‘s ha 0 gee you
Peddy ! Y PPY You,

TEDDY
Bet he’s the only one. Hey, Nash.
Hey, there, boy!

Teddy wrestles with the yipping dog.
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BASKIN
I‘ll let you get settled in. I'I1l
be at the station, you need me --

Baskin drives off. And Teddy stares at the silent house;
an old friend he was on bad terms with when he left...

INT. WAGGNER HOME - NIGHT

Tedd{ walks through the clean, colorless house, Nash
leading the way. Everything is just as he remembered.

A framed PHOTO on a corner table, catches his eye. He
picks it up... _ :
ANGLE: THE PHOTO. A young Teddy between his parents:

the late George Waggner (the Sheriff killed in the adit)
and Teddy’s MgTHEnz a beautiful woman, in her late 30s.

INT. TEDDY'S BREDROOM - NIGHT

Just ae he left it. A boy’'s roem. Posters of Trent
Reznor, Kurt Cobain. Art Monk, Washington Redskin wide.
receiver extraordinaire...

And, PHOTOS of some of the famed architect, Frank Lloyd
Wright‘s remarkable design achievements: The Robin House
of Chicago; L.A.‘s Hollyhock House; The Marin County
Government Center...

On one wall are various architectural DRAWINGS
rudimentary, but clearly showing scme early talent.

Tedd aggiara to be a burgeoning architect. Perhaps we
should ow in the paperback copy of “THE FOONTAIBHEAD“
on his desk, to really hammer it home...

INT. GEORGE WAGGNER'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Bleak. Drapes haven’t been opened in years. If the rest

of the house is so clean it seems hermetic, this room is
a veritable bomb asite... :

Dirty clothes, food-caked dishes, and a score of drained
vodka bottles. , Sheriff Waggngr was no happy camper the
last few months (years?) o his life...

Teddy begins cleaning up.

INT., WAGGNER KITCHEN - LATER - NIGHT

Nash eats from his bewl. Teddy eits at the kitchen table
with a design bock and a bowl of Spaghetti-Os...

Be it ever so humble ...

CUT TOs: -
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EXT. THE BLUFF - NIGHT

A line of black fir trees on a hill brow, A popular make-
out spot for the local high-schoolers. A line of arked
CARS do the requisite lurching and rocking of ampe
hormones. We settle on

A CUTLASS 442

inside which sophomore lothario, RICKEY, is trying to get
over on freshmah find, DARIAN...

After a few more failed attempts at underwire aascension,
Rickey leans back in his eeat, frustrated.

RICKEY
Jesus, Darian. The convent’s down
the street. If you leave now you
can be back in time for Letterman

DARTAN
Don‘t say that to me...

RICKEY
I just want to get close -

PARIAN
Bullshit, Rickey. I just... Don‘t
feel like it right now. Not here.

RICKEY
“Not here?” Where then? I’‘m
sorry, Dariean, but I'‘m 16-years
old.. My bachelor pad is occupied
right now. By my parents. Who
aré playing bridge. With your
parente... .

DARIAN
Just forget it...

RICKEY
It’'s forgotten. Believe me.

Rickev sulks. Darian gtares at him. What a turd he
turn out to be ...

And then, to Rickey’s aurg;iae Darian dashes out of the
car, slamming the door behind fier and running off away
from the bluff. Rickey gets out, to follow her --

RICKEY (CONT'D)
DARIAN —— !

But he gquickly feels the :ﬁes of the other cars upon him.
And he’s got a rep to thi f...
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RICKEY }CONT‘D}
THAT' S IT, TAKE OFF, THEN! 1IF
TWICE IS T00 MUCH FOR YOU, WHAT
CAN I DO —— ?

He shrugs to the other cars. and climbe back into his
cutlass, tearing off...

KID (0.S.)
Attaboy, Rickey -- !

EXT. THE WOODS - NIGHT

parian walke through the woode, along the dirt path,
stil) upset... i

From deeper in the woods, a ﬁEADLIGHT-ﬁBACON stabs the
darknese. A RUMBLING. A MOTORCYCLE RUMBLING.

Darian closes her coat around her throat and walks on.
THE MOTORCYCLE

idles in the thicket. Its RIDER climbs off. Black
engineer boots crunch the dirt...

DARIAN

walks on, now passing the riderless cycle, its headlight
glowing like a space-age cyclope. She walks faster.

EXT. THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WOODS -~ NIGHT

fhe Cutlass pulle up and parks. It’s Ricke fiqurin
he’ll cut heg off a the,gasa... Y guring

EXT. THE WOODS - NIGHT

Darian walks faster... Shadows behind her... Something
lurking... Labored breathing... Animal breathing...

Something coming at her... Fast... Furious... Leaping
onto her ... :

Knocking her to the ground... Knocking most of the SéREAM
out of her ...

RICKEY
hears the cry, from within the woods...

RICKEY
parian -~ | :

THE BEAST
tears hungrily at its prey. We can't see much, in the
S tlY).e g, gut

darkneas of thicka what we can hear £ells the
smry. - .
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RICKE&
runs up the dirt path, at last coming to a Egddle of
foil

sticky blood. He ows its trail, into the brush, to
the wooded charnel, where he findg --

DARIAN’S BODY

Somebody fetch the dental records.

Rickey sets to retching.

And the ROAR of a motorcycle’s V-twins rips the eilence.

- Heading straight for Rickey, its terrible rider bearing
down upon him...

Off of Rickey’s SCREAMS we'll --
CUT TO:
EXT. DOWNTOWN, TALBOT - MAIN STREET - NIGHT

Teddy walks along, Nash snapping at his heels. The shops
are 8til) open. People walk along, happy. Norman
Rockwell would find this town a snopze...

Walter Baskin joins Teddy on the sidewalk...

i BASKIN
Gecod to be back?

TEDDY
Oh. You know --

. BASKIN
I saw Gwen Croft. Mentioned to
her you were in town --

_ TEDDY
.Really?

BASKIN

Yup. And, whg, gosh, look where
we are: Croft's Antiques. I do
believe she’s working tonight.
Imagine that --

, TEDDY
- You'‘re a swine, Walter --

BASKIN
I never denied it -~

INT. CROFT'S ANTIQUES — NIGHT

Teddy ie shoved into the shop, protesting, the door
slammning behind him. His attempts at cool are futile.
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GWEN CROFT

s 25. And ethereal. Airy, light, heavenl{s That's
Gwen Croft, while her resolve ls very tang le - ghe's a
strong girl - her beauty is somehow transcendent...

She stares at Teddy for a moment. She's the gal vho wase

left behind. And he’s the jim that did the leaving...
TEDDY .

T - Walter - he - the... Hi, Gwen.

He knocks into a chest of silver goblets, rattling them.
Recovers. Gwen goes back to dusting the merchandise...

GWEN
Sorry about-your father...

TEDDY
Thankse.

‘Gwen goes about her work. Teddy stands there. A bump on
a log has more poise.

He loocks about the shop. It ig a beautifullg aggginted
store: 19th century American dressers filled w

ceramice and metalwork and Queen Anne Style chairs...

But also stoneware tankards and tureens; Georgian,
English and American silver porringers, candelabrum,
jewel boxes; paperwelghte and competes of Irish glaes.

cwen doesn’t lock up from her work, as she talks to him.

- GMEN
How's D.C.?

TEDDY
Okay. Good. Not bad.

GWEN
You an architect yet?

TEDDY
Working on it. Doing more
a?awer ng phones than anything
elae.. .

GWEN
You’'ll make it. You've been gone
how long?

TEDDY
Six years.

GWEN
Six years. Right. I think it was
two days before 19th birthday,
~ you leit. Yes. '‘m sure of it.



FO¥EId MOUL

-- Aq peutexgsex 9 Ing ~ AeyOTH

soysnI IMN[3ed 9,UTTIRg ‘puncab oyl o3 sbevs IayjoW YL
*YYELOYWE FTILLIT PUe SINFVd 6,uetIed *du sTind Wwo ¥

—- Bupyojem ‘esdoo oyl
anoge HuTTTTu o1doed ayy buowre ‘eiey va¢ usMp pue AppSl

»r+LeqoTy [eoTIe38AY Sy3 suotisanb ufpyeeq
»+-fpoq ®BY3 ssuTWexs NNMNNVM 000 ATIspIe eI
_teejunTl 9913 03 HUnI} 9913 wox3 punizs ST
odey rejswtIad mOTLSX * o SpooM SYl INOQe BIYLTT Pex pue
enTq utds seTqang IBo penbs s,UTyEed ‘SORUD SUSDS SWTIAD
IHDIN - SQOOM EHL “IXE
$0L LOD

¢ *CUpURY B SuwTdH

'GTQ?IIBi “STgIIISy _‘STYTII3L

_ *AppPoL ‘Ppoom Byl 03 N0

NIASYHE

1ATausI9yoOUT HuTasumnrex ' '2I9YI ST UTHSRG PUY
*espyem SNANIS '°’suadec Io0p JuOIF SY3 ‘ATTnIToxsuw ‘ang
* & .ﬁus
o3 Butyjewos 103 sujexq ITeyy Puioex exe sstixed yioq
axauys ‘sosned ATHN ®soyl Fo SUO "Spou Appel ‘Spou usMd

++e@snoy ayj ‘sbuyyl

8,dod @13398 I TUT: 180l °*ON

Xaa3r

¢buoT Bupless
- . .ao‘;;;o
8TY 03 ‘o038 8y3 JO Ieex 83 O3 SPRSY pue SPOU 3JOID

*3303D ‘*al ‘urebe ned 998 031 OOT
' Adaan N

-Appel, 3¢ burreis ‘jusuebpsTsoudoe uj s3junib 33010

- Apped ':auéﬁe Appa], Iecquewex nox
(Q,INCD) NIMO |

°-°gggqaa;u1 38e8A K3seu ATreTnorired
e prhom 38TboTo09 e oY1 ‘Appel sede pue jey sTY

JJo SOYel SH -saASJUL - IIYIRF 8, UMD ‘LIOND "HUW - Uel
-pro-2eai-09 FInab e pue sorbuel TTsG X00p JUOIF SYJ U3YM

*3T 9pTY O3 S9TI2 o -;éo peay 937 sdeus ﬁtquuagyoae
oB ‘Boxz uTeTsozod pTo ue yirs Butderd ST Appel

4



28.

a bii man’in his late 50s, built solidly. Town Alderman.
A pillar in the community...

JACK PIERCE
Be atrggg Martin. Be strong for
your £ iy. Be strong for
yourself...

parian’s Father looks at Jack Pierce, a little odd. Be
strong? That’s my daughter‘s face over there disguised
as chopped sirloin! You be strong...

Baskin comes over to where Teddy stands. He locks most
distressed. Takes Teddy aside...

BASKIN
I'‘ma little out of my comfort
zone, here, Teddy. You wanna give
me a hand? Take the kid back to
the office. I'm gonna hold him.
They had a fight. The kid and...
The girl., I mean, it looks like
an animal attack, but... I'm a
little out of m{ comfort zone,
here, Teddy. Give me a hand?

Taddy nods. Sure.
Teddy walks over to the cruiser. Gwen watches him go.
Jack Pierce takes notice. Says to a few of the others:
JACK PIERCE
Isn‘t that Geor?e Waggner‘a boy?
He back in town? 3I°’1l be a
gonuvabitch -
INT. SQUAD CAR - NIGHT - MOVING

Teddy drives. Rickey in the backseat. In a state of
near-shock. Babbling...

INT. SHERIFF'S QOFFICE - NIGHT
The telephone is ringing off the hook. Every line lit...
Rickey is in the jail cell, still raving...

Peddy pours himself a cup of coffee. Sits down at the
desk. ~Stares at the ringing telephone.

A SCREAM. From the jail cell., Teddy runs over.

Rickey is in one corner of the cell, s wing droel and
gibbegish. + BPSUINI

He mimes throttle motions, like on a motorcycle...

: RICKEY
Vroom! Vroom!
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And he gasses out cold on the cement floor of the cell,
hands still twitching, still revving some phantom bike.

EXT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - NIGHT

An AMBULANCE waits outside. PARAMEDICS wheel Rickey out
on a gurney. His eyea glazed. He’'s gone catatonic.

Teddy seea the ambulance off...
CuT TO:
EXT. HARPERS FLATS -~ DAY

The next morning. A great barren tract of land. Before
it was forbidden, a lot of atrip-mining went down here.

THE LUNAR CYCLES L.Z. banner hangs proudly. A scattering
of TENTS. A eign on one tent reads: “RUG RAT RETREAT”
and is a play area for the CHILDREN.

Nearby is the mobile home. And all those bikes. One
tent says: “COOP‘S HOOTCH.”

LOCKED-DOWN

gnores on top of hie sleeping bag. Still dressed. A
boot kicks at him. Locked-Down atirs. Wakes.

LOCKED-DOWN
wWhat the fuck?

It is Coop, standing over hiﬁ, holding a tin cup of
coffes... .

COCP
Let's go for a walk, bro --
LOCKED-DOWN
What time is it -- 2
COOP

Come on -—-

Locked-Down curses, gets up, teeters. He looks like he
has one serious hangover. fle's got flecks of something
in his whiaskers: gristle.

He follows Coop to the edge of the tract, loocking out to
the range of mountains and the town down below...

The sun is just coming up, taking all of the purple ocut
of the morning...

LOCKED-DOWN
What‘s up, man? :

COOFP
Let's fact-off...
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LOCKED-DOWN
You wanna take a putt?

) COOP
NoO.

Coop sips his coffee... Gazes down at the town...

COOP (CONT’D)
Seems like a nice ville down
there. I like this place., Smells .
good. piker-friendly state. I‘m
ired of running. Wipe your face -

LOCKED-DOWN
Huh? OCh.

Locked-Down wipes the grietle from his stubble. Coop eye-
fucks him like you read about... '

CoOP
Where were you last night?

Locked-Down shrugs... Locks away from Coop’'s gaze...
Kicks at an empty Bud can...

LOCKED-DOWN
Took a putt on the scoot. Riding
around.” Fast, I gotta admit. One
thing I forgo£ about baby:
when her cam starte hitting its
torque curve, lock up your women
and children, fellas, cause the--

He stops himself. Bad choicé of metaphor. About locking
up the women and children. Coop spille out his coffee.

. LOCKED~-DOWN (CONT’'D
In the joint I used to dream abou
motorcﬁclea. Every night. Every
day. otorcycles...

CoOP
0f course you did. Motorcycles
mean freedom. But back ‘in
. Tobaccoville, Inkslinger gut a
tatt on some hardbelly. It said:
ughit doesn't jugt happen - it'’s
created by assholes.”

Locked-Down laughs, albeit nervously. Coop emiles at
him. Then suddenly LASHES QUT with a vicious KICK to
Locked-Down's stomach, doubling him over...

Coop pops him in the face once, twice, a third time.
LocEeg-Bown crumples to the gréund...'

others peek their heads out of their tents. Lila, Mighty
Joe, Inkslinger, etc.
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) COOP (CONT'D
Don‘t be an aeshole Locked-Down.
And don t fuckin 1ie to me. 1I°11
bet my a 1s, ck you one more
time you’'d uke up boo-koo
cheer eader ts. Don’t make me
out to be a fuckin’ dickhead. You
want to ride with us again...
Don't do that...

Coop  kicks him in the ass and walks off, leaving Locked-
Down to moan in the dirt.

. CUT TO:
EXT. THEE WOODS - DAY

Teddy is nosing about the copse where the girl wee
killed.

He finds what he was looking for: TIRE TRACKS in the
dirt. Single tire tracks. "Motorcycle tracks.

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY
Baskin is hanging up the phone, when Teddy enters.

BASKIN
That was Do¢ Warren. BAbout Darian
Small. Locks like we got
ourselves a wolf problem here.
Could be the same ¢ne that got
your Pa. Damn, I hope they find a
new sheriff, esoon...

TEDDY
A.wblf...

off of thair bemused looks, we PRE-LAP Sweet's “FOX
i' RUN" and --

SLAM CUT TO:
BEXT. MAIN STREET -~ DAY '

A MOTORCYCLE speeds down Main Street. We don't see its
rider, but can certainly admire the ride: a big, red
Glide'with fishtails, studded leather bags, wide
whitewall tires...

PEOPLE on the street stare as the cycle rides by. At
last stopping at --

THE SHERIFF’S OFFICE

where rider and bike aft waye. black boots take
the few steps up to Sherlff’'s Ofgice...
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INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE ~ DAY

Teddy is goinﬁiﬁhrough some of his father's personal
effects. Bas is on the phone. When he sees the
visitor, Baskin’s jaw does some gerious droppage.

At last, Teddy looks up, to see

DAKOTA

is her name, She’s mid 20s. A child of the wild blue
onder. A firm believer that it‘s not love if it holds
co tight...

Faded denim cut-offs, knee-high black beoots, white taﬁk-
tog, long blonde hair. A body so perfect, you know

made this one when Mre. God wasn't looking...

The tattéeo on her shoulder says "I Ain't Your Fuckin’
Baby.” Ber EARRINGS are mini-SWITCHBLADES.

and Teddy’s cut.
DAKOTA
I'm looking for the Sheriff --

TEDDY
The Sheriff‘s dead --

DAKOTA
Who‘s in charge?

‘Teddy pointe to Baekin, who's pointing at him...

DAKOTA (CONT ‘D)
You guys some kind of comedy team?

TEDDY
No. Uh. Ted Waggner. This isa
Walter Baskin. .

DAKOTA

Bi. I’m Dakota.
TEDDY
pakota? North or South?

DAROTA
Funny. I haven’t heard that one

before...
TEDDY
Right. Can I help you?
‘ DAKOTA

I'm su sed to be meetin
I-m supposed fo B0 ionds here.
Talbot, right?
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TEDDY
Uh-huh. You could check the
motel...

DAKOTA
They don‘t do motels. They’'re a
motorcycle club --

Teddy hasn’'t heard her. He‘'s still in the staring phaee.
Bagkin? Forget ahout him. Long one. A baskin case.
She really is something. But she's used to it.

' DAKOTA (CONT’D)

A motorcycle club? Lot of hairy
guys on Harleys?

TEDDY

Oh. Sure. Yeah. Walt?
BASKIN

I know, Ted. I know.

- ; TEDDY

Walt? Where is that gang?
DAKOTA

Club.
TEDDY

Club. That motorcycle club?

BASKIN
Harpers Flats.

TEDDY
(te Dakota)
Harpers Flats.

DARKOTA
And whers is that?

TEDDY
That's... I could take you
there... It just so happens, I
wanted to ask them a few
. questions...

Now Baskin looks at Teddy. What kind of line is that?
DAKOTA
So you are the sheriff -- ?

TEDDY
Well. Interim Sheriff, you might
say. Interim Sheriff,

And this is further newe to Baskin. “Interim Sherif€”?
since when... ?
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EXT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY

Dakota‘s Glide shimmers in the noonday sun. She climbs
on. Teddy gets into the squad car...

DAKOTA ,
You qot some excellent roller .
aoaster backroads ocut here. Oonce
¥ou get the fuck off the
nterstate...

TEDDY
Thank-you -~

Yes, that was a stupid responee. bakota laughs.
DAKOTA
I could give you a ride --
.- TEDDY
No. Thanks. It might not look...

DAKOTA .
Right. Interim sheriff and all -~

TEDDY
Correct. Follow me.

And he takes off down Main Street pakota riding after
him. Baskin comes out of the office wig%ng the
perspiration off his forehead, watching them go.

EXT. HARPERS FLATS - LUNAR CYCLE CAMP - DAY
The Lunar Cycles kick-back. A greasy dude, VULTURE - the
club wrench - has set-up shop oh one corner of the tract:
sockets, Eointa, a caliper, strewn out around him, as he
changes the plugs on a pa ead —- .
2 few of the others play volleyball -~
coop is by his tent -sipping Jack Daniel‘s., Lila, Mighty
Joe, Lobo, by his side. Lila consulte a datebook.
LILA
You want to do that to¥ run the
first of the month --
COOP
What’s it for?
LOBO
Muscular dystrophy --
COooP
Y-eﬂh - Okay — .
Harley HUBBUB from down the road apiece. And Dakota

comeg I ing onto the flats, 8 inning out with at
CPaee. TR gie1 Can Tide. plnning g=e
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Everyone is happy to see her. Coop leans over to Iobo:

COOP (CONT'D)
Scooter tramp --

himself, going over to Dakota, now surrounded
b e o ers, lotas of shouts of: “bDakotal” “You stone
fgxl” Long time, no see, sister!" “You chopped your
ridei” etc.

Dakota sees Coop. They embrace...

COOP (CONT* D)
How you been, darling --

DAKOTA
Fucking great.
' coop
Where?
DAKOTA

Manhattan. Rockin’ around in

N.Y.C. Hooked ugrwith this very

succegasful bond ader, -gou

very much. But he turned out

be a real shit. Too much coke and
. too many head games. I bailed.
~Where’'s my brother?

LILA
Do much ranging?

DAKOTA
I ranged. What'es a girl te do,
aicne in a big city? Where the
hell’s Tim?

No one haa noticed but Teddy has Eulled up in the sgnad
car and stepped ou He wat<hes the walcoming...

Mighty Joe is the first to see Teddy. He stares. One by
o%e,i he others take heed. . Until ¥inally, they are all
gtaring...

f

VULTURE
What the fuck do you want?
And Dakota sees Teddy...

DAKOTA
shit. That’a Teddy. He’s the
ﬁer heriff. Filling in for
the dead Sheriff. You guys sure
know how to pick a town... !

Coop walks over to Teddy...

Can I help you?
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, TEDDY
Yeah, I wanted to ask a few
questions. Just routine.

P
You‘re tha

——

What did she s
“interim” Sheri

Co0
?
f

TEDDY
Not really. The dead Sheriff was
my father --

COoCP
I’'m sorry to hear that. What kind
of questions?

TEDDY
A girl was killed last night.
atfacked by a wolf. And a_witness
seemed to think a motorcycle was--

Teddy stops short. Stares. Locked-Down has emerged from
his tent, his face badly bruised from Coop‘’s beating...

Dakota runs to Locked-Down. They embrace. Hard. She
kisses his damaged face... .

' DAKOTA
wWhat the fuck happened to you?

. LOCKED-DOWN :
Nothin, ‘Kota, Nothin'. Don’t
go ng a big deal about it --

DAKOTA
Bullshit. Coop? What the fuck
happened to my brother? :

COOP
He teook a spill.
to_Teddy)
He took a spill, A wolf, you say?
And you got a witnees?

f

TEDDY
He‘s in’ shock. But I think there
wae a bike in the vicinity. I was
hoping maybe you could ae the
gang—- &r, the club, if they saw
an Do .

COOoP
) sure. I can do that'for you.
Coop whistles, getting everyone's attention --

. COOP (com'n%
Listen up!  Interim Sherif Teddy,
here, says a girl_was killed las
night by a wolf.
(MORE)
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COOP (CONT'Dg
And a motorcycle was reported
nearbI. Ani ody see a wolf kill a
girl last night

Lots of shaking heads and “naws” from those assembied.
Although Teddy asees Dakota's face gray noticeably and she
atares at Locked-Down, who averts is eyes...

COOP (CONT‘D)
How ‘bout vou, Inkslingar? You
were scranmbling last night, You
see a wolf kill a girl?

INKSLINGER
only wolf I saw last night had a
vertical smile and sure wasn‘t
interested in no girl -- |

Bie OLD LADY whacks him. Laughter from the others. Coop
turns back to Teddy, shrugs...

COOP
Sorzy ——
Teddy nods. Considers. There’s nothing left to ask.
TEDDY

Okay. Thanks.
He heads back to his car.

coop
Hey. If there‘s anything we can
do. Anything you need. "Check us

out. LI
Teddy ie not sure if hé‘'s on the level. But there is
some g very genuine about Coop, something sincere.

TEDDY
Thanks. I will.

CoOoP
Peace, bro -

coop flashes him the geace sign. After a moment, Teddy
returns it. He gets into the squad car. Drivee off.

o VULTURE
Fucking oinkster. What's with
making nice with the local :
cop;hop, Coop? What does he want,
man

COOP
Let’'s leave Interim Sheriff Teddy
alone. No trouble. None.

Coop walks off. Lila follows. Vulture muttars after

LN
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And Dakota helps deked-Down back to his tent...-
CUT T0:

INT. WAGGNER HOUSE - TEDDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Teddy finds his DRAFTING BOARD, buried deeg inside a
closet, covered up with winter coats and blankets.

He takes it out, unfolds it.

He opens his cardboard tube, withdrawing the rolled.-up
DRAWINGS inside. They're pencilled on vellum paper and
actually, quite good. :

Teddy arranges his t-square, compasses, template, eraser.
and sets to working... ]

INT. WAGGNER HOUSE - TEDDY'S BEDROOM - LATER - NIGET
Teddy dozes at the drafting table.

Through his bedroom window, we can see a CRESCENT MOON
shining in the night sky...

" We TRAVEL PAST Teddy, OUT THE WINDOW, TOWARD the
mountains, clenched in darkness...

Toward...

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT

Everyone is asleep. We continue on, into

INT. LOCKED-DOWN’S TENT - NIGHT

where Locked-Down writhes in his SLEEPING BAG. The bag
is FASTENED SHUT along ite seam by a series of SMALL-
PADLOCKS through steel-reinforced loops...

Dakota watches her brother twist in agony.

But there is nothing she can do. 5She rests her head and
goes to sleep... :

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - DAY

Mording. ‘Dawn. A few MEMBERS are astride cheir bikee:
Coop, Lila, Mighty Joe, Inkslinger, etc.

Wwith a twist of their throttles - the bikes roar to life.
And they ride.
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EXT. TALBOT COUNTY - DAY

The Lunar Cycles in the wind. Through back roads and
trails, under the sweep of the Alleghenies...

It is quite a sight: the fertile slopes and river
valleyguof the tgrrain...

and the several tons of Milwaukee ride cruieing over it.

The trees are just starting to turn, as they share the
wind over this” lovely isle of Americana ...

CUT TO:
EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY
Teddy walks aleng. It is a fine morning.

A chrysler convertible pulls ug alonggide him. A kid
26, RAY PIERCE, and three of hils CRONIES, are ingide it.

RAY PIERCE
Taddy Waggner —-

Teddy stops. Smiles...

TEDDY
Fellag --

‘Ray Pierce gets out of the car... Walke over to Teddy...

RAY PIERCE
Wanted to welcome you back to
Talbot L

TEDDY
Thank-you.

RAY PIERCE
Sorry about your pa --

TEDDY
Thanks .

RAY PIERCE

Yeah. Me and the boys used to
have a good time with him. Doing
bollermakers at “Earl‘s.” One
Saturday night, Igur pa was so
shitty, we got him to dance with
that cigar &tore Indian, Barl
keeps in the corner of the bar.
It was a pisser...

TEDDY
I‘ll bet. But what were you guys
doing at "Earl’s” on a Saturday
night, Ray? The sheep at Gaston’s
Farm spurn your advances... 7
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Guffaws from the Chrysler. Ray comes closer to Teddy, &0
their chests touch. "Teddy doesn't flinch...

RAY PIERCE
You were a douchebag in high
school, Teddy. You were a
doucheﬁag after high school. And
chapces are good you‘re a
douchebag now --

TEDDY
At least I'm consistent.
Ray shoves him to the ground...

RAY PIERCE
Eat shit, Waggner...

Ray hops back into the Chrysler, which tears off, laying
rubber, Walt Baskin comes out of a store, and helpe
Teddy to his feet...

TEDDY
Don‘t Fhose guys have jobs?

BASKIN
It‘s Saturday ~-

TEDDY
Don‘t they have cartoons they
should be watching?

BASKIN )
You could give ’em a ticket. You
are Sheriff...

TEDDY
I'm not Sheriff.

BASKIN
You said it...

TEDDY
Whatever. But I'll tell zouz if
I were Sheriff, I wouldn't give
‘em a ticket. I‘'d give ’‘em the
chaix...

INT. CROFT'S ANTIQUES - BACKROOM - LATER - DAY
Teddy watches as Gwen polishes a silver serving tray.

‘ TEDDY (CONT'D
I ran into Ray Pierce and his
boys. Theg;:e really a swell
buhch. I don‘t know why in-
breeding has gotten such a bad

rap. L]
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Stop it, Teddy...

TEDDY
We talked old times. High school,

you know. Great guys, or a
while I‘d forgotten why I left
Talbot --

Gwen looks at him., That hurt.

TEDDY (CONT'D
I‘m sorry... That'e not what I--

GWEN
Why are you here?

TEDDY
%htold you: my father‘s affairs.
B =

GWEN
No, I don‘t mean here. I mean
here. In this shop, vislting with
me. What do you want, Ted?

. TEDDY
It was a slow day at the office.
No one was mauled last anight --

GWEN :

I don't want to seem like some
bitch, Ted. But this thing...
This ﬁbing you've wandered into,
shuffling arcund and being coy and
all... This is life... You have

ours, in D.C. d I have mine.

ere. And I don‘t think it's very
congiderate of you, to come into
mine and upset 1t., I know it‘s
not much, but it is mine. ¥ou
were the one with the dreame and
the big plans, Teddy. And I think
it’s great. But I have thie shop.
It‘s nice. I like knowing
everyone in town, as queer as it
gsounds., I do. We're d of a
package deal: me and Talbot. ¥You
can‘t " like one and not the other.

She looks at him, tears stand in her eyes...

GWEN (CONT'D)
But I guess you already know that.

Beat... Teddy doesn’t know what to say...

TEDDY
I -~ I'm sorxy, Gwen. Really. I,
I didn't meab anything...
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The door JANGLES. A CUSTOMER.

GWEN
That’s the problem, Teddy. You
did mean something. You meant a
lot. But you still left anyhow...

And Gwen wipes at her eyes. And goes out front. ILeaving
Teddy to feél the heel.

CUT ‘TO:
EXT. EARL'S SALOON -~ NIGHT

A dozen Harley-Davidsons are parked out front. Raucous '
NOISE from inside...

INT. EARL‘S SALOON - NIGHT
Sawdust and whiskey and a lacquered wood bar.

The Lunar Cycles are here. Partying. Coop, Lila
Inkslinger, Mighty Joe, Vulture, are the: ones we ﬁnow‘by
name, bhut fheré are 8 or 9 OTHERS as well...

Vulture is talking to two LOCAL GUXS.

_ VULTURE :

. Sure I worry about it gettin
ripped off, bro. For just that
reason, 1 have two old ladies.

One sleeps with me. And the other
one gleeps with my biks!

He laughs.  EARL gerves up the beer. Couples dance to
the music coming from the JUKEBOX...

Most of the locals keep their distance. Nureing their
drinks and watching the merriment...

Inkslinger is spinning a yard at the bar:

INKSLINGER
So this hardbellg takes me up to
her crib. 2nd she‘s the sweetest
goddamn thing you ever did see.
co-koo boobular, if you can
follow me. And she wants it. She
W&nts me' baby- B'.IaGoToIoMoEo

- He chuckles, takes a swig of his beer...

INKSLINGER (CONT'D)
So we ﬂgt pude, Anhd I'm like,
yeah, here we go. Disneyland
without the rides, right? We go
through the preliminary bouts and
it‘s time for the feature. But
she’s peepin’ at my crotch, with a
“what’'s up?” look on her grille.

(MORE) -
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: INKSLINGER (CONT'D)
T look down myself. Nuthin's
happened. I'm dead. & noodle. A
gg amn elbow macaroni noodle.

ad. I can't believe it. The
stone fox is like, “don’t worry,
it happens.” “Not to me,” 1 say.
So I go home. Takée a shower.
coming out of the bathroom, I see
my old lady. In our bed. Wearing
a dirty bathrobe, them fuzay
slippers; . her face dripping with
cold-cream; her hair up in
curiers, munching a bag of Fritos.
aAnd suddenly, I'm as stiff as a
board. A roaring, erect, mofo.
So, I look down at m €laming rod.
Right down at it. And I say: "You
loitsy, mixed-up, sopuvabitch.
Now, &tﬁgaw why you're called a

Laughter all around. Inkslinger looks pleased with
hmaelf -4 )

when, from the jukebox, the PIANO INTRO of Warren Zevon's
“ WOLVES OF LONDON" starts up...

A1l look over: it is Mighty Joe who dropped the quarter.

Hoota and hollers from those_ assembled. Clapping.  Mugs
raised. The tune is obviously a Lunar Cycles favorite.

"I saw a werewolf with a Chinese menu in his hand/
alking through the strests of Soho in the rain... ")

Miqhty Joe lip-syncs the words, boogying about.
Regamzling noghigg, if not a Rﬁasiggydagcing bear...

Everyone joins in the dancing and einging...
Even Earl has to smile...

as the music continues, the front door opens, and Jack
Pierce walks in with his son, RaxléTeddy 8 bu1%§%, and
two other men from the Board of ermen: ED ERSON
and FLOYD CRANDALL...

g“If you hear him howlin’ around your kitchen door/Ya
ctter not let him in/Little old lady got mutilated late
last night/Werewolves of London again... ")

The four men look most disgusted as they go to the bar.
Jack to Earl:

JECK PIERCE
What'e going on here, Earl? I
thought you reserve £he right to
refuse service to anyone --
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EARL
Sure, Jack. But I never poured
Eore in my life than to se
OYS. s

Jack Pierce new stares at Inkslinger‘’s hand and the
SEMPER FI tattooed there --

JACK PIERCE
Now, why would you have that
there, son?

INKSLINGER

My first ink. Picked it up in-
country. Dude was a scratcher.

JACK PIERCE
You’'re not going to tell me you
were in the service?

INKSLINGER
That’s right, Mister. Third
Marines. North of Khe Sanh. 6 Lost
these two fingers in a firefight
over four hille that didn’t even
have fucking names...

He holds up his hand, miesing the ring and pinky fingers.
INKSLINGER (CONT‘D)

I got a high school ring still
ovér there, somewhere --

He 1aughs with a few of the others... Then:
RAY PIERCE
Bullshit.

INKSLINGER
Sincerely. .

Across the bar, Coop is talking to Lila and another GAL.
But he keeps an eye on Inkslinger and the Pierce men.

JUKEROX (WARREN ZEVON)
»aashoo, werewolwes of London/
Aaahao/ﬁaahoo, werewolves of
London/Aahoococo, @tC....

CUT TO:
EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT
Quiet now. Almoat everyone hae gone to town.
IN?. LOCKED-DOWN’S TENT - NIGHT '

Locked-Down is bathed in sweat. He drinks from a tin cup
full of whiskey...
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Dakota has lied cold compresses to his forehead. She
sets to clicEEng shut the 1 gttle padlocks along h
sleeping bag...

LOCKED-DOWN
You gotta let me go, ’‘Kota. You
gotta...

DARCT.
He'll kill you 1f you do, Tim.
You know that

LOCKED-DO

Coop’s changed, He's into digging
in.” I didn’t do all that down-
time just to gnt out and stay put.

I did my sitt 'Kota. Yon
don t know what was like.
atir d get into trouble, juat

go’'s they'd take me cut of
Eo pulation. Put me in seg. ‘So’'s

could turn. I couldn’t range,
of course. But turning was almost
enough...

A bolt of pain surges through him. He moans.

LOCKED-DOWN (CONT'D)
'Kota. Lemme go. We'll bail.

You and me. Share the wind.

Start our own M/C. Whatta ya say?

DAKOTA
I can‘t, Tim. I love you.

She continues clasping the padlocks...

LOCKED-DOWN
Can I have one more sip?

pakota smiles at him nods. Poure him some more Jack.
He takes the cup, drinks.

LOCKED-DOWN (CONT'D)
Prison tries to kiil everything
that’s good inside a man, It

1ike that thing they used to BSK
About the mont Maxrch,

You go in 1 a ion. Laave like
a lamb. A fucking -

He locks up at his sister. Dakota is tearful.

DAKOTA
I'm sorry, Tim.

Locked-Down nods. And then he SLAMS the tin cup into hise
sister's temple. Knocking her unconsclous.

He wriggles free from the sleeping bag.
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. LOCKED-DOWN
No, I'm sorry, ‘Kota.

EXT. LUNAR CYCLE CAMP - NIGHT
Locked-Down lurches for his cycle...
And, as he goes he begins to TURN. To TRANSFORM:

- his body sinka down, rippling, shimmeri his ¢t
) foreshortgning, his eﬁtirgpfragé twisting??: oreo

- his chest broadens, his shoulders hunch, his whiskered
jaw squares into a blunt muzzle. Ruffs of coarse hair
spring from patches of browning epidermis...

- Lipe curl ‘back over FANGS...

- He climbs upon his Harle{, twists the wick with hie
elongated paws, and the bike REVS, high and hard...

- Snout to the night sky, the thing that Locked-Down has
become raises its voice ina tortured, sustained -
troubling HOWL...

and, poﬁping a wheelie, it drives off into the night ...

**(Here we should note_ that our werewolves are closer in
physicality to the “Wolfman“-type werewolves of the old
days. That ig, they walk upright and wear what's left of
thelr clothing, rather than those of more recent cinema -
which have beéen merely big wolves. But ours should be
“raglistic" and terrifying, just the same.)

CcUT TO:
INT. EARL‘S SALOON - NIGHT

The party still rages. Jack Pierce and Inkelinger are
getting a bit more intense. A bit more drunk.

JACK PIERCE
I'm Qroud to be an American.
That's what I live for...

RAY PIERCE
Dad fought in Korea --

INKSLINGER
Ron't get me wrong, kids. Lookit
EIEO * & ’

He lifts his shirt. A TATTCO of the American FLAG is
above his belly button.
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INKSLINGER
1 love this USA., And I‘d fight
for it again. But see if you can
follow me: they send you over
there, wherever it is; Nam,
Korea, the Middle Baet, when
{ou're too young to recognize all
he different ways bullshit can be
gumgad into a person. That's what
object to. Not America.  Not

even The Nam. It‘s The Bullshit.
Pump, I can’t stand...

Jack Pierce considers this.
vardict: he doeen't like it.

JACK PIERCE
I don‘t think I like you, son --

INKSLINGER
I‘m devaatated. And here I was
ust gonna agk Iou if you wanted
o bang my old lady -

Inkslinger’'s Girl bats her eyes at Pierce in mock-
gexuality...

JACK PIERCE
You little shit —--

But it is Ray Pierce that JUMPS Tnkslinger. The ¢two roll
around on the ground -~

Floyd and Ed make a go, but Vulture and the other bikers
are there. They loo to Coop, who shakes his head. No.

vulture curses, but they can only watch...

Ray breaks a bottle on the bar, Duke Wayne-style.

In 1in%§£ tries the same. It doesn't break. Sc he
merely CKS Ray over the head with the full bottle.
Ray goes down...

Now Floyd and'Ed jump Inkslinger.’

But Coop'é seen enocugh. He nods to Mighty Jeoe.

and the silent giant hoists the two middle-aged men off
of Inkelinger, returning them to their stools, as if they
were made of gauze...

The fight is over.

Coop takes Lila‘s hand and heads out. To Pierce and his:
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coop
Try and be more pleasant.
Reinember: “We are all separate
and digtinct with our own
individuality, and each of us
moveg according to our own
inherent necessity... *

Coop_smiles and they leave. The others follow.
Inkslinger passes Plerce, chuckling:

INKSLINGER
Buddha. A biker who quotes
Buddha. It’s fuckin’ Ri?ley‘a,
man. I‘m telling ya -~
He flashes the peace sign on his way out. Ray makes a
half-hearted attempt to go for him again, but Ed and
Floyd hold him back.

And then all that’e left is the decimated saloon and the
attenuating rumble of motorcyclee riding off...

CUT TO:

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT

The gang frem Earl’s arrives back. Laughing, einging,
drunk. They park their bikes.

what a great day. A six-hour ride. Followed by a few
ggurs dfunk. And a few minutes of baiting The Man. Good
imes...

But Coop is the first to notice. And his face clouds.
And soon, the others see her tooi .

DAKOTA

staring into the campfire, smokingsa cigarette. Her
.forehead still bleeding. She looks up at them.

Ber face says only one thing: all is lost.
Lila goes to her. Coop jumps on his bike.

INKSLINGER (CONT‘D)
COOP! WAIT UP -- !

But Coop is8 gone.
CUT TO:
EXT. CARROLL HOME - NIGHT

At the bottom of a hill. Through a PZCTURE WINDOW, we
can see -~

THE CARRQLI, FAMILY
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MOM and DAD are handsome and early 30s; SALLY l1s eleven;
MICHAEL ie 6; BABY JANET ie 8 months...

INT. THE CARROLL HOME - NIGHT

The Carrolls sit in their living room of burnighed,
russetty wood tones, making toast the old fashioned way:
on the end of a toasting fork, over flamee roaring in the
. fire place...

Mom adds the cinnamon; Dad pours the hot chocolate into
heavy mugs; Sally and Michael are doing a jigsaw puzzle;
Baby Janet suckles her pacifisr...

This ie eo over-the-top bucolic, perhaps a dark spot deep
within our souls hopes some kind of horror befalls them.

NEW ANGLE - we are watching the Carrolls from up on the
hilltop. . .

And was that a snarl we heard?

EXT. TALBOT ROADS - NIGHT

cOpp‘a shovelhéad tears through the streets.
On a mission of prevenfion.

INT. THE- CARROLL HOME - NIGHT

More toast is up. Mom sprinkles more cinnamen. Baby
Janet gurgles on a thick down comforter. Sally figures
out a key pilece of the puzzle... ‘
EXT. CARROLL HOME - NIGHT

And suddenly we are SWOOFPING TOWARD the Carroll home.
Rapidly, feverishly, dizzyingly --

INT. CARROLL HOME - NIGHT

pad hears it. Faintly, at first. But growing louder, A
buzzing. A chainsaw hum. Louder. He furns, just as'—-

THE PICTURE WINDOW IMPLODES!!

as Locked-Duwﬂ‘s Harley BURSTS THROUGH, into the living
room of the Carroll home. Glass shards spraying
everywhere... The crash deafening...

Locked-Down is thrown from the bike, scattering glass and
furniture, puzzle pieces and cinnamon toast...

Dad, face bloodied, seee his brood are shaken and cut,
but okay... So he furns his attention to the intruder,
now face down in the rubble... .
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DAD
You sonuva--~

pad ggaba the intruder by the back of his leather jacket,
hauling him to his feet... But:

DAD (CONT'D)
Ok, God.

For this ain’t your everyday run-of-the-mill-picture-
window-marauding-motorcycle punk...

No, this one is cradling Baby Janet in his arms ...
And this one is a werewolf.
off of Mom's SCREAMS, ve -~
‘ ‘cur TO:
INT. WAGGNER HOME - TEDDY’'S BEDROOM — NIGHT

Teddy sits up in bed, startled. Blue and red lighte
dancing around his room. He goes to the window.

THE SQUAD CAR
is below,.bubbles yhipping. Paskin is there, looking up.

BASKIN
We got another one, Ted. Real
bad, You want to give me a hand?

CUT TO:
INT. CARROLL HOME - NIGHT
Pure horror show. A lot of blood. A lot of gruesoms
images. Baby_ Janet's pacifier floating in a mug of hot
chodolate. Bloody pleces of jigsaw puzzle.
A blackened wad of bread at the end of the toasting fork.

PARAMEDICS cart out the remains of the victims. They
have to make 5 trips...

The STATE POLICE are here. Gathering information.
No eign of the motorcycle. Or the werewolf.

Teddy is noeing about the room. Baskin entezs,
approaches...

. BASKIN (CONT'D)
Neighbors heard nothing. These
houses are far away from each
other, I guess is why ~-

Teddy node...
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Mayb B amps throngh the
aybe our coyo 3 throu
gﬁgdgw. Doeg this. and leagaa.

] Oy. .

For Jack Pierce has arrived. Baskin goes to him.

Teddy looks arocund the room. At a framed PHOTO of the
Carrolls. Such a picture fect family, the photo looks
like it might have come with.the frame...

When something on the floor catches Teddy’s eye.-

He kneels down, Touches it. Wet and black. Teddy
tastes it. MOTOR OIL.

. EXT. ABOVE THE CARROLL HOME - HILL - NIGHT

A motorcycle comee to a stoﬁ, idling low. Its rider
watches the ambulance drive off, watchee the commotion.

It is Coop. And he's too lafe.
He turne his bike and heads off back the way he came.
aAnd in PRE-LAP, we HEAR:!

GUSTOFSON (0.S5.)
+.. and with that, I turn the
microphone over to Mr. Jack
Pierce, of the Board of Aldermen --

INT. ALL SAINTS CHURCH - DAY

Big town meeting. Several hundred PEOPLE in attendance.
On the pulpit: Jack Pierce, Walter Baskin, FATHER
HANLEY, the garish priest. And, at the podium, MAYOR
PETER GUSTOF ONo L) !

GUSTOFBON (CONT ‘D)
«++ Who have volunteered to
spearhead the hunt for this wolf.

Applause. Pierce shakes hands with Mayor Gustofson and
takes the podium.

Thank Mr. M : ‘gg lifel
ank-you, Mr. Mayor. ifelon
residents of Talbgg, most of us _g
have been spared the brutality
people living in metropolitan
areas grow accustomed . ‘Which
is why these murders are :
ggﬁt%cularly abhorrant to us here
a LI J

Teddy sits in the crowd. He sees Gwen seated -a few rows
ahead. He smiles at her but she doesn’t ®smile back...
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JACK PIERCE (CONT’D)
his -

And although the enemy, i

nt

case, is not a human one, but

rather a wild animal of

a savage

nature, we all rust cooperate with
those guigin this inuestigation.
e

Qur fr
for one.
from outside, to assist
struggle...

As Pierce prattles on, we continue

EXT. ALL SAINTS CHURCH .- GARDEN -

Hemmed in by dank evergreens, a FI
shadowa...

Red-rimmed eyes stare from their &
the ravages of the night, as he ge

uty Walter
indeghoge brought in,

askin,

18 in our

to hear him, but we
CUT TO:

DAY

GURE stirs amidst the

ockets. His face bears
ts to hie feet...

JACK PIERCE éo.s.) (CONT'D)
Ed Peterson of the Board o

Aldermen and of Peterson Dodge -

at 443 Siodmak Boulevard - 18 this

very minute, at the tr
pigii ¢

ain stationm,

ng up our outside assistance.

Locked-Down’s clothes are damp and

torn and stained with

mud and blood. Hie fingers and neck, are cut and

scabbed.

He finds his motorcycle, tangled in the undexgrowth.

INT. ALL SAINTS CHURCH - DAY

As Pierce continues gBeaking, Tedd
and, through a STAINED GLAS
SILEOUETTE OF RIDER and MOTORCYCLE
the upland& PR )

hears the rumble,

WINDOW, can make out the

speeding off towards

EXT. ALL SAINTS CHURCH - LATER - DAY

The meeting has just broken up. Gwen sees Teddy.

GWEN
Hi.

. PEDDY
Hi.

GWEN '
Do zéu really think it was a wolf
that killed The Carrolls?
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TEDDY
I hope so, If it was a man,
Talbot’s in bilg trouble --

Teddy shrugs. Gwen is looking for worde.

GWEN
The other day, Ted...

TEDDY
The other day I was an asshole.
Don‘t apologize, Gwen. You were
right. I was wrong. Anyway, I'm
out of here tonight ~- ‘

Gwen looks at him...

TEDDY (CONT'D)
T listed the house with Talbot
Realty. Pop didn’'t leave too many
things to be tied up. He didn’t
have too many things. So. I'm
catching the 10:00 Greyhound back
to Washington...

Gwen nods. A little sad. She sees her father coming.

GHEN .
I‘ll give you a ride to the bus
gtop... Pick you up at 9:30.

Before Teddy can protest, Gwen has gone <o her father...
CUT TO:
INT. WAGGNER HOUSE - STUDY - DAY

Tedgi is going through desk drawers. He finds what he’s
looking for: "a set of KEYS,

But then something else in the drawer caiches his eye: A
STACK OF LETTERS, bound with a rubber band. Unmailed.

Tedgg opens one. And begine to read. And we’ll hear the
VOICE of his FATHER:

WAGGNER (D.S.
“Teddy. I see that I've written
..ggite a bunch of letterse to you.

d have failed to mail even a
one. It isn’t for a lack of
trying. But when it comes to post
them... I just don’t seem to have
the nerve.  How would you react?
Would you accept my apologles, for
all the years of neglect, since
your Mother died?

Teddy’s face is clenched with emotion... He xeade on:
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WAGGNER (0.S.) (CONT’D}
Would you believe me when I told
you that zou are_my boy and I love
you more than I love anything in
this world? Would you ag reciate
feelings, when I say Eat my
blow-up, ipon learning you were
1eaving town, wasn’t what you
thought? Taibot isn't a graat
place, but it’‘s all I have left to
remind me of your mother. And you
running off, wae like you running
off not from me, but from her.
Something I just couldn’t abide.
T don‘t know. I hope I will post
this one, son. I hope to God I
will. But you nevexr do know... “

Teddy puts down the letter. He picks ug a framed PHOTQ
on the desk: A 9-YEAR-OLD TEDDY AND HIS FATHER. Fishing.

Teddy smiles. But it’s a wietful one.
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE -~ GARAGE - DAY

Teddy is rooting through the garage, through the jetsam
ey e  Rathnoz 8 1ife . Jaragse. g ]

At last, he finds it and wheels it into the light: a
MOTORCY . .A Yamaha 123, to be exact.

INT. EARL'S SALOON - DAY
pakota is at the bar, nureing a vodka rocks...

Jack Pierce holds court here. His roundtable is
comprised of THE TALBOT BOARD OF ALDERMEN. Cross the
Rotary Club with the villagers outside Frankenstein's
castle and you get thie bunch,

Jack’'s son, Ray, is here as well, and he’s doing a lot of
scoping in pakofa‘s direction...

Earl comes over to Dakota, pours her some more vodka.

EARL
You okay, darling?
Daketa shrugs, gulping down her drink...
The front door opens. Ed Peterson enters with another
MAN. Have you ever noticed how the exterminator always

seems to look like a bug? Or the aguarium guide always
geems to look like a flounder? Well, this guy,

ABILENE TRIGGS

is a wolf-hunter. #&nd that’s just what he looks like: a
wolf. A mean, snouty, lupine motherfucker.



55.

He wears a hunter’e jacket, under which we can glimpse a
shoulder-holster; and a John Birch Society baseball cap.

ED PETERSON
Mr. Triggs, allow me to introduce
Kou to Jack Plerce and The Talbot
oard of Aldermen. Fellas, this
here ie Mr. Abilene Triggs, of
Ottawa, Canada...

The men stand, hands are shaken.
JACK PIERCE
Welcome, Mr. Triggs. We hope you
can help us --
But. Triggs 1s locking at Dakota. And dang-it, if he
doesn’t put a syllabic emphasis on his next words which
make them sound as obscene as possible --

ABRILENE TRIGGS
Nice country --

CUT TO:
EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - DAY

Might¥ Joe races his Tonka trucks with Lobo and'eome of
the other rug rats...

Lila and Coop are at the edge of the flate, sitting on a
rock, scanning the foothills...

Vulture calls over to them.

. VULTURE -
Incoming -~

COOP
Who is it?

But then Coop and Lila can see it from here: a
motorcycle whining towards them.

It is Teddy. On the Yamaha. ‘

VULTURE (0.S.
It’'s the Interim Sheriff. a
he’s burning some serious rice!

Teddy rides into the camp.

Several of the L.C.s a groach him, staring at his bike
like it was mottled with seething maggots.

vulture revs the throttle and it whinee high.

‘ YULTURE (CONT'D)
Sounds kinda like a fart squeegzed
throuig the world’s tightest
asahole, don’'t it?
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Laughter. Cat-calls are sent Teddy's way: “Nice zice
rocket!” *“Oooh, Mr. Interim Sheriff, lowve your squid”...

VULTURE (CONT‘D)
You know, of course, why God
invented the Japaness motorcycle?

TEDDY
No. Why‘s that?

VULTURE .
To keep dickheads like you off of
Harleys! :

More laughter. Teddy goes to Codp...

TEDDY
can I talk to you?

Coop nods. They walk off, leaving the rest of - the L.C.s8
to rag on the Yamaha.

Coop passes Teddy the bottle of Jack Daniel’s. Teddy
takes a sip. Colghs.

TEDDY (CONT'D)
There was another murder last
night...

COoP

We heard. A whole family.
TEDDY :

They think it wae the same wolf.

COOP
You say it like you think
different...

. ' TEDDY
I wae at the house. There was
notor oil on the floor...

, Teddy watches Coop’s face for a reaction.. Gets none.

' COOP
There could bae 2,897 reasons for
%%ere being motor oil on

(213

Teddy just looke at him... Coop yawns... Scratches his
belly... Sips his Jack... Then!

- COOP (CONT'D)
One time, we were on a run in
Iowa. Winterset, I think was the
name of the town. We see a road
sign, saye we've not far from the
house where, on May 16, 1907
Marion Michael Morriecon was born.

(MORE )
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COOP (CONT'D)

That's John Wayne. We checked it
out. It was amazzng. It had this
tremendous energy to it :
house did. Youg¥ust waiked aro d
with our chest puffed out. An

ou sit there and you contemplate.

d the smell of butter and
almonds and apricots freights the
air. tzour soul, it drifte way
out into @ Rio Grande, like one
of those sad, old cowboy songs...

Coop amiles at the memory and sips his Jack. Teddy can
only stare -- -

cUT TO:
INT. EARL'S SALOON -~ DAY

Dakota is still boozing at the bar. In the rear of the
oint, Abilene Trigge is now the center of attention, as
e spins a yarn.

ABILENE TRIGGS
It was a small village, in the
middle of heavy woods, not far
from Thunder Bay. Eight children
"had been snatched, found later,
mostly eaten up good. They’'d
commissioned quite a few huntexs.
And half the town helped beat the
woods over the course of a year.
Bagged some 200 wolves. Bu not
the man-eater. They called me. I
had just gone throuﬁ a nasty
givgrca, and I was Keyed for a

un - & 8

Nods from the roundtable, riveted on the hunter. Ray
pierce continues to check-out bDakota, who seems to be
focuged on Triggs...

ABILENE TRIGGS (CONT'D)
Tracked that sucker for 3 weeks,
before Wilkea and Stevie - my
hounds - £ind him sleeping in a
thicket. Sleeping! And he was
big. The biggest goddamn thing

I've ever seén. Shot him 5 timaa
with lao-grain sga e-pointed
bullets, before

Bastard went outlike a entleman.
But you gat too much slows you
down. -Gluttons die firat...

Trigge finishes his brew. Ray Pierce grabs the empty mug
and goes to the bar. He sidles up to where Dakota site.
Trigge continues his story in the b.g.-

RAY PIERCE
How come s0 down-in-the-mouth,
sweet cheeks?
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Dakota gives him a disgusted once-over and returns to
glaring at Abilene Triggs...

‘ RAY PIERCE (CONT'D)
Maybe you need a little love to
get you through your day -~

Rgi gushes a atrggmhank of blond hair from her face.
pakota looks at . He amiles...

ABILENE TRIGGS
S0 now, I‘m a hero., and they give
me my bount , and the carcass and
I have it stuffed. But these dumb-
fuck villagers hadn’t cured the
- hide properly, and it turns putrid
within two weeks of sitting in my
ggrlor. I had to go and bury it.
d rely on Polaroids for proof
that the whole damn thing ever
happened at all!

Trigg: shakes a stack of Polaroids from his shirt pocket,
pasgéing them around... .

CLOSE ON -~ the Ehotographg. abilene Tfiggs with the
biggest dead wolf maybe ever... Then --

KER-RAKKK!

Ray Pierce crashes onto a table, collapsing it, his nose
blocdied... ’

Dakota stands now, staring at him.

RAY PIERCE
You - bitch ~-~ 1!

The other men are stunned; shocked. Until Abilene
Triggs commences to 1aughing;

Soon Jack Plerce joins in, and the others, too, all
whooping it up at Ray Pierce’s expense...

Ray fumea. Dakota heads for the door. ¢

' ABILENE TRIGGS
oh, yeah. Niiice country --

Ae the laughter swells, we

EXT. LUNAR CYCLBS CAMP - DAY

Teddy is talking to Inkslinger, as the latter inks “DIANA
FO, “ on a ER‘e arm.
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INKSLINGER
I'm against property patches
self. Love don’'t last nearly as

Tgng as tattoos do...

But the Member grins - at his old lady, DIANA - watching
from her tent...

_ TEDDY
How did the club start?
Inkelinger grins. Clicks off hie gun.

INKSLINGER
How? Yo, Canvasl Get your
beautiful ase out here, bro -- !

From out of a tent, comes another member: CANVAS. He is
glﬁg{, perhaps mid-40s, and completely bald, completely
a ess...

INKSLINGER (CONT'D)
The Interim Sheriff wants a
history leseon...

canvas shrugs and bggéns disrohing. And, as he -does, we
see that he is COVE from neck to toe - with TATTOOS.

He is a human tapestry of The Lunar Cycles’ storied past.
With each tattoo depicting a milestone in their history.

INKGLINGER (CONT'D) -
This here is The Nam. Where a lot
of the brothers were formed. On
the belly here, is JoBo's
Roadhouse, near Sturgia1 where a
bunch of us were cooling-out. All
holding patches from another M/C.
When Coop and Lila show up ...

ANGLE: the tattoo - a dingg ROADHOUSE with a dogzen
HARLEYS parked outside of it and Coop and Lila riding up.

The tattoos are brilliant. The likenesses to those we
know, uncanny. Yet they are incorporated into a
phanﬁaamic-l ke swirl of color and detail.

Teddy is enthralled...

INKSLINGER (CONT‘D)
Coop proceeds to kick some aes and
the gang is formed. This here’s
the famed meeting of Coop and The
Mighty Joe, at a rally in Phosnix,
when a shit-faced Coop was about
to get his balls cut off b} some
cra ood old boye. And Joey
save . Forging their undying

“bond. And Joey jeolns up -—-
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VULTURE
all right, Joey -- |

Might¥hgoe bows. Others have assembled around. fhey've
done e a million times, but it never ceases to be
pleasurable. It's their coat-of-arms.

INKSLINGER
... the backpiece here is
Interstate 5, where we come across
a couple caging for a ride --

No question about this couple: Dakota and Locked-Dovwn.

INKSLINGER (CONT’D)
The chick was fine and the dude
was her brother. He was fucked-up
then and he‘s fu-~-

Inkslinger stops himself., Coop has come over.

' INKSLINGER (CONT‘D)
Anywaye. They joined up. This
here's the Christmas Day Run. We
raised thirty grand for Cystic
Fibrogis...

VULTURB
Gold watchee for the whole
chapter!

INKSLINGER
this here is Lobo being born in
the back of a Texaco station in
Baton Rouge. And we all ate cold
chicken and drank white wine and
listened to “WBO'S NEXT" on a
boombox, while we waited for Lobo
to sguirt out, no bigger than a
popcorn fart --

Teddy looks at Lobo, who grins happily.

INKSLINGER (CONT'D)
Here's Coop and Lila makingnit
%e al in a nudie ceremony
ajae..

VULTURE
When we all learned Inkslinger’s
terrible secret...

He holde his thumb and index finger an inch apart.
Laughter.

inkslinger is down to Canvas' leg. It has been sketched
but not yet colored...
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INKSLIRGER
This is more recent. Us
collecting Locked-Down from the
joint. 1 gotta color it --

Be stope. Coop has walked away. The watch him go.
Unecomfortable silence. Teddy senses 1it.

TEDDY
After that one, you're gonna be
out of room --

But the joy is gone from the moment. Even Inkslinger
appears diatracted. _

INKSLINGER
Uh, yeah. I guass —-

VULTURE
Maﬁpe there'’'ll be nothin’ left to
in about...

silence. Teddy looks at the members, as they begin %o
walk away...

INKSLINGER
Anyhow. There it is. 1In living
flesh. Get dressed, Canvas --
' cUT TO:
EXT. "WAGGNER HOME - NIGHT

Teddy rides up on the Yamaha. To find Nash has someone
cornered.in the garage. The dog is barking his head off.

Teddy approaches the garage cautiocusly.

' TEDDY
Easy, Nash. Easy, boy --

Teddy picks up a 2 X 4 ... He enters... And sees the
stranger... . '

It is Dakota.

INT. WAGGNER HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tedd ggurs coffee from a pot. Dakota weare his
GEORGETOWN sweatshirt. Teddy's duffel bag is packed and
ready to go...

0.S. Nash continues to BARK from the backyard.

DAKOTA
Dogs hate me. I hate dogs.

she eips her coffee.



TEDDY
Your brother wasn’t at the camp.

DRKCTA
He's probably out riding.

) TEDDY
He was in jail -- ?

DAKOTA
A few times.

TEDDY
For what?

DAKOTA
What are you, writing a book?
Make it a mystery.

He looks at her. She shrugs...

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Robbery. But he was innocent.
Tim was with the wrong people at
the wrong time —-

Teddy frowns at her, dubious...

DAKOTA (CONT'D) -
It‘e true. When they raid the
cathouse, they take the piano
player, too. "Were you close with
your father?

TEDDY
My father?

DAKOTA
The dead Sheriff.

TEDDY
No. Not really. The club seemed
 worried about your brother...

DAKOTA
What was he like?

TEDDY :
I want to ask the questions —-

DAKOTA
Tell me.

She suddenlz whirls around with an alarming fury
screaming a

DAKOTA (GONT‘D)
FUCK ¥OU, BITCH -- !

‘She zeocovers... Smiles at Teddy...
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Nash, who continues to bark from oufside:



DAKOTA (CONT'D
Sorry. Tell me what he was like.
Your dad...

TEDDY
What was he like? My mother died
in a car accident when I was 8.
They were very much in love. He
never forgave her for that.
Dying. TO him it was like she’d
been gleeping with another man.
He felt cheated. She’d robbed him
of .a happy life. I gquess he
figqured he wouldn’t stick his neck
out like that again, Put his love .
on the line. But there I was. So
he wanted nothing to do with me.
‘Cause maybe I'd cheat him too.
And I did, I left. Went to D.C.
Pidn‘t speak to him at all. Not
once in & years. Then he died.

DAKOTA
Wow. A most dysfunctional family.

TEDDY
Your brother’s a craged ex-
: gailbird and you're a drifter
iker chick and you‘re making fun

of my family?

DAXOTA
No need to be hurtful...

He looks at her. WNods...

TEDDY
You're right.

DAKOTA
S0? Can you help me?

TEDDY
I‘m still not clear what it is you
want me to do...

Dakota gets up. Stands close to Teddy.

Tim Lockl;e . My Sroth Th
. rother. =}
<call him Lgckadznown. I don‘tY
want him to get hurt. Or get in
trouble., He's a_little tightly-
gga #d. He could get into
ouble...

TEDDY
Is he capable of murder -- ?
Dakota looke at him, plaintively.
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DAKOTA .
T just want him to be okay. Until
I can talk to him...

Her hand pla e‘on the fabric of hie shirt. Suddenl
it’'s gettgngyhot in here... ¥

TEDDY
How can I help -—— ?

pDakota rests her head on Teddy's ghoulder. 1Into his ear:
DAKQOTA
You're the Sheriff, sSheriff‘s
sheriff. So do a bit of
eherliffing...
TEDDY
But I'm leaving tonight...
Her hand is on his crot¢h, Hex mouth is.on his mouth.
There are bad kisses and there are good kisses. Dakota’s
kisses are rockets on the 4th of July.

DARKQOTA
You could stay...

And we PRE-LAP Todd Rundgren’s #you CRIED WOLF' --—
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT
Nash barks like crazy in the yard, straining his chain...
INT. WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT |
Teddy and Dakota are on the 1inoleum of the kitchen
floor. Dakota is on top. She rips Teddg's shirt off,
popping buttons. Tearing at his belt and pants...
She is high-near insatiable. Teddy is breathless:
: TEDDY ) :

You... You..,. You‘re... Not...

Using... Sex... As a bribery tool,

~are you -~ ?

she forces him across the floor, knocking over kitchen
chairs, a trash can, Nash‘s dog dish

They slide to the living room. Carpet now. More dry
humging. More knockinggover home furnishings...

Now Teddy‘s on top, hiking down her shorts.

He's craged. She’s crazed. Nash is ccrazed. This is a
very crazed thing...

Peddy wants to penetrate. They moan. Consummation is
fort&ommgo - a Oming ] 'Qom-z .
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when Dakota grabs Teddy Ez the hair, ripping him off of
her, hurling him across the room, as the MUSIC DIES...

Teddy is in a heap. He looks at her, as she rights her
clothes. Talk about coming up short --

. *  TEDDY (CONT'D)
What did you do that for?

DAKOTA
I don’'t know what you think. But
I'‘m not that kind of girl...

Teddy, his hair a mess, his clothes strewn about his
body, has to laugh...

TELDY
What are you kidding me?

DAKOTA
Help me. Help my brother. Then
we’ll... Talk.
She adjuste her halter-top, cinches her belt.

And walks out of the house, leaving the panting Teddy to
contemplate a single, nagging question:

which way to the cold shower?
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT
‘Gwen hae pulled up in the Antique Shop PICK-UP TRUCK.

Just as Dakota is walking out of the house. Dakota
straddlee her Glide... '

Ggeﬁ gets out of the truck, staring at Dakota, who smiles
at her --

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Ciao --

Dakota twiste the throttle and hits the start. Roaring
off down the etreet... .

INT. WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT

Gwen enters. The living room is a mess. She goes into
the kitchen, where Teddy is on the floor, sccoping up
Nash's dogfood and putting it back into the bowl.s.

GWEN
Teddy - ?

She startles him and he knocks over the dish again. When
he sees her, he attempts to act as though no g out of
the ordinary has gone down here...
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TEDDY
Gwen! Hi. BHello...

GWEN
What happened here?

TEDDY .
Nothing. Nash knocked over his
bowl...

GWEN
And the chairs? And the trashcan?
And the living room table?

Living room table? Did that go, too? Even we didn’'t
catch that one...

TEDDY
Living room table? Really?  Yeah.
He‘s nuts. He'’s -crazy. think
he has rabies. We should put him
to sleep...

GHWERN
Who wae that girl?

TEDDY
Girl? Oh, you saw_her? She

was... She was selling magazine
subscriptione...

GWEN
At this time of night?
TEDDY
You’re sure to catch people home --
GWEN
Dressed like that?
TEDDY -
Anything to make a sale --

GWEN
She drove a motorcycle.

TEDDY
Very economical --

Gwen stares at him...

GWEN
Are you ready to go?

TEDDY
Absolutely.

cuT TO:
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EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

A three-quarters MOON, The lights of town twinkle below.
Dead branches rustle dryly, like dead men’s bones. ..

Along a ragged spine of hills, 'where firs spread a thick
mantle, there is A CLEARING

and, silhouetted agaimet the horizon, a_ low crouchingh
FORM passes along. The FIGURE is clearly limned in the
bright light of the moon. Beside it, also ailhouetted,
is a MOTORCYCLE.
This is either our one-sheet or a sign that
LOCKED-DOWN
has transformed once again. BAnd is ready to range.
CUT TO:
EXT. WAGGNER HOME - BACKYARD - NIGHT
Teddy says goodbye to Nash. '
TEDDY (CONT'D)

And you behave yourself. And

don’t give Walter a hard time, you -

hear? He‘s gonna be by later to

cellect you...
Nash whimpers. Teddy can barely stand it.

. TEDDY (CONT’D)
- Come on, Nash. Be a man.

More whimpering. Teddy locks at Gwen.
INT. GWEN’S PICK-UP - NIGHT
From the pick-up, Teddy and Nash wave goodbye to the
houee, as Gwen pulls o¥f... And we' PRE-LAP Ee d
skynyid's “GN'TEE HUNT" and —- yoyE

CuT TO:
EXT. FOREST - FRINGE - NIGHT

As the mueic CRANKS... We pick up SCORES OF MEN beatin
the thicket with BAMBOO STICKS, attempting to flush ou
anything hiding there... .

all of the men have high-powerad RIFLES slung over their

shoulders... We recognize many faces: Walter Baskin,

gggg 2nd Ray Pierce, the men of the roundtable. and, of
se,

ABILENE TRIGGS
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who moves like Patﬁop. He has shell belts strapped over
his bogg 1ike a bandito. Guns of all shapes and sizes
are tethered to a harness he wears...

A1l in all, he cuts a figure that would make Charlton
Heston weep with joy into his Soylent Green...

Trigas holde out Baby Janet’'s BLOODY BEDCLOTHES for his
WOLFHOUNDS - Wilkes and Stevie. He unleashes them and
they yowl into the darkness of the forest...

A GUNSHOT '

from a’ nearby coppice, killes the mueic. Triggs bellows:

ABILENE TRIGGS
WHAT WAS THAT ~-- ?

HUNTER (0.8.)
Nuthin’, False alarm --

Triggs rolls his eyes in Plerce’s direction...
: ABILENE TRIGGS
Your boys'll be blasting the shit
out of each other before this
night is over...
They trudge deeper into the woods...
EXT. FOREST ROAD ~ GWEN‘S PICK-UP -~ MOVING - NIGHT

They can see the flashlights and hear the thrashing.

TEDDY
what's going on -- 2

GWEN
The hunting party.

FEDDY
Tonight -- ?

Gwen nods... Teddy looks out at all the lights... Then:

TEDDY (CONT'D)
Stop the truck -- _

: GWEN
Teddy...

TEDDY
Just for a minute --

Gwen slows to a stop. Teddy gets out.
EXT. UPLANDS - NIGHT
On the other side of the forest. B8leak and featureless.



69.

DAKOTA

ias here. O©On foot. Searchin%. The GUNSHOT echoes,
startling her. She calls out:

DAXOTA.
PIM —— | TIMOTHY -~ | TIM -- !

Quiet. Far-off, we can here the beaters thrashing at the
undergrowth. But here it ie quiet.

A RACCOON gcrabbles, startling hexr. She recovers.
Quiet. Only the low scughing of the wind in the pines.

But then, ug ahead, there is a FIGURE lurking in the
shadows. It approaches...

DAKOTA (CONT'D)
Tim -- !

The figure emerges.

It is Coop. Conducting a search of his own.
Coop and Dakota exchange a worried glance...
EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

The beaters continue. MORE DOGS are unleashed.

Abilene Triggs is spreading FRY GREASE on MEAT BAITS and
hooking them to trees. Jack Plerce ieg with him...

When, suddenly, there is the sound of someone approaching
behind them. "Triggs turns, aiming his rifle -~

It ls Teddy.

: ABILENE TRIGGS
Jesus, boy. You were one pound of
trigger-aqueeze away from a
gutahot

“ve
i

. JACK PIERCE
What are you doing, Waggner?

TEDDY
Thie... This 1s a bad idea. This
go%{—hunt. Somebody could get
u LN N

ABILENE TRIGGS
Who'e this, Jack?

JACK PIERCE
Our departed Sheriff's son. He's
a flake like his old man was...
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TEDDY
Pleape --

ABILENE TRIGGS
Boy, you want to join ip on “the
ush”” - hitch ug with the west
lank. You want to yammer - just
s¢ram --

TEDDY
The bikers --

Now Pierce turns to Teddy...

' JACK PIERCE
wWhat about ‘em?

TEDDY
They're in these woods. You could
hit one by mistake --

JACK PIERCE
Now, that‘d be a shame. Wouldn‘t
it, ‘Abilene?

ABILENE TRIGGS
Damn shame. :

And the men chortle, as their speciee will and walk
further into the woods, Teddy at their heels.

EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

A HUNTER - actually Ed Peterson from the Board of
Aldermen - hears SOMETHING in a furrow. He moves to
investigate...

camouflage-covered, in dead branches and peat moss, is a
MOTORCYCLE - with a WHITE WOLF gainted on its tank.
Peterson calls to the xest of the party -

‘ ED PETERSON
Heyl Over here -- |

A SNARL
From behind him. And a CLAW RIPS at his THROAT, tearing
away muscle and windpipe --

peterson‘e hands are at his neck - the blood from his
severed veins and arteries pumping through his fingers.

He gtares into the EYES OF THE BEAST: red and glowing;
two tiny holes in the wall of a furnace --

Peterson flops OVer...

The beast rears back ite head and -eends ite ferocious
HOWL acrose the tweetops and -- .
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EXT. UPLANDS - NIGHT
Coop and Dakota hear it.

DAKOTA
Tim -=- ) .

and they go running toward the howls.

EX?. FOREST - NIGHT
abilene Triggs raises his rifle. ®ightse it.
Deeper in the woods, they can see a sﬁADOW.

TEDDY
No -- !

Teddy hite Triggs’ xifle. Triggs elams him in the face
with the stock. Teddy goes down. Trigge aims.

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!
EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

Bullets rip through the werewolf's back, sending it
cartwheeling forward -- .

It keens in agony, but remains upright --

Crouched low, the wolf lurches through the undergrowth --
EXT., UPLANDS - NIGHT

Dakota and Coop hear the shots.

DAKOTA
No ~- |

BLAM! BLAMI BLaM!
EXT. FOREST - THE WEREWOLF

More bullete tear its matted fur. Triggs is in hot
pursuit, some 30 yards back...

BLAM!

and the beast falls to the ground, rolling down a small
incline, coming to rest in a tangia of brambles...

ABILENE TRIGGS
makes his way down, rifle smoking.
JACK PIERCE
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gtops at the body of Ed Peterson, ayes dead and #taring.

TEDDY
ig still on the ground, shaken. He gets to his feet.

ABILENE TRIGGS
approaches the wolf. His face registers surprise.
Because it isn’'t a wolf. 1It's a man.

ABILENE TRIGGS
Shit --

Others have arrived. All staring in wonderment at the
bullet-riddled body of Locked-Down.

_DRKOTA & COOP

arrive frem the other direction. Dakota chokes back a
sob, makes to run to her brother --

But Coop holds her., Hugging her to him. Stroking her
hair. Bhispering in heggeag - _ng

E E CO0P H
a8 now. as now. a's gone
babgi He’'s gong: Easy, now.g )

Dakota weepg. <Coop stares at the townsfolk, huddled
around the body... '

Teddy breaaks through the crowd. Sees the corpse. Deputy
Baskin is there...

BASKIN
Aw, no. Aw, no. You go and kill
thie man, Mr. Trigge —- ?

ARILENE TRIGGS
I ghot a wolf --

. JACK PIERCE ‘
No man did that to Ed...

: ABILENE TRIGGS
I shot a fucking wolf --

BASKIN
T don‘t know. You may a shot a
wolf... But you killed a man...

Teddy stares at the dead Locked-Down. Then, looking up,
acrogs the knot ofaﬁgople and branches and yelping 8,
he sees Coop and Dakota...

pakota locks oyes with Teddy. For what seems like an
eternity...
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BASKIN
And even if they did. That
justify you killing that boy?

ABILENE TRIGGS
No sirree. But it sure goes a
long way in taking some of the,
what-do-you-call "onus”, offa it -

The Aldermen nod in agreement. Baskin frowns.
COOP '
You boys born this stupid. Or did
you have to read books on it? .

Jack Pierce alags Coop in the face. Baskin restraine
him. Coop merely grins and wipes the blood from his lip.

COOP (CONT‘D)
Hadda bg bqoks -

CUT TO:
EXT. LUNAR CYCLE CAMP - NIGHT '
The members sit around a campfire. Only Vulture stands.

VULTURE
what about payback? Locked-Down
wae a headcase. But he was our

fucking headcase -- !
Coop eits in his chair, drinking his Jack.
' COOP

I aa{ we go eaa¥. Leave it up to
the local bulb-flashers...

VULTURE
Local bulb-flashers? Whooz2at?
Your Eal, Interim sSheriff: ?
The kid on the squid? What’e the
matter with you, Coop?
{

Coop shrugs. Vulture goes on:

‘ VULTURE (CONT'D
Remember Fresno? You busted t
peckerwood’s face ‘cause he was

- peepin’ at Lila‘s ass._ Memphis?

ou fucked-up that Beale Street

‘cause he’d never been to a

ead show. <Gulfport, Fossil,
Freeburg. You fucked-up guys for
refusing to sell flags to fags and
eating crackers in bed. But a
patch-holder gets 2 d and we're
sitting thunbside? m arriving
at one conclusion, Coop: you're
going soft on us, man --
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" silence. That hurt. Although everyone’s thought it.

VULTURE égONT'D
You'‘re the King Jack, Coop. dI
won’t dispute that. I love you,
bro. But if you're getting old on
us. Thinkin' you're through with
the life. Then maybe you
shouldn't be King ack, ‘Cause I
ain't through with it. I‘ve laid
down my ride too many times to let
some outhouse bumpkins ball-and-
chain me, man...

Coop says nothing. Dakota comes out of her tent,

VULTURE (CONT'D)
Talk to him, Dakota. He was your
brother --

Dakota sits down beside Coop. Watches the fire. Vulture
can’t believe it. He walks off. Coop looks miserable.
The rest look uneasy. Dakota locks into the fize.

CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST - DAY

Teddy is SETTING TRAPS & spreading LARVICIDE, a poison
bait... When:

PACKARD (0.8.)
Those won't do —

Teddy looks up. Limpigg toward him, throuah the woods
is NO2H PACREED. Remember Packard? From New York? Tﬁe
Packard Institute? We promised he’d return and here he
is. Just in the nick of time, it would seem.

. DPACKARD (CONT'D)
You Teddy Wag er? Fat guy told
e

me you were the acting sheriff --
TEDDY
I'm not.
pPackard takes one of the trape from Teddy, tests it.
PACKARD ‘
Not a chance =~
TEDDY

It exerts 50-pounds of pressure
per-square-inch.

PACKARD
You got one made of silver?

TEDDY
Of course not --
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Until Dakota shifte her glance behind Teddy, to --

GWEN (0.S.)
Teddy -~ ?

Teddy watches Dakota stare at Gwen. He turns to Gwen.
' GWEN (CONT'D)
What happened?
TEDDY |
A man got shot. Killed.
Teddy locks back to Dakota and Coop. But they are gone.

A shiver goes down Teddy‘’s back, as he reflects on the
way Dakota looked at Gwen...

EXT. FOREST - ROAD - NIGHT

An ambulance. Fire trucks. Confusion. The hunters are
through for the night...

Gwen waits at her truck. Teddy talks to Baskin. They
shake hands. Teddy comes back to the truck.
' GWEN °

You're going to miss your bus --

TEDDY
I‘m not going.

. GWEN
What do you mean?

TEDDY
I'm going to stick around a few
daye. Give Walt a hand --
GWEN
Why?
TEDDY
Why not? Talbot needs me --
She raises her eyebrows at his inanities.
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT

gg:nkdropa Teddy and Nash off. Teddy leans back into the
c a9

TEDDY (CONT'D
You’ll gpvstraight home ==

GWEN

Where else am I going to go? This
ie Talbot, mmntger?g g
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TEDDY
Just go_straight home. That wolf
ig still out there --

. GWEN
Goed night.

TEDDY
You'll go straight home?

she reaches over and slams_the door shut. Drives off.
Teddy watches her go. He looks at the house.

TEDDY {CONT‘'D) -
Place hasn’t changed at all, eh
Nash?

INT. SHERIFF'S OFFICE - DAY

Jack Pierce, Baskin, a few of.tha others, stand around

COOP

gitting in a hard-backed chair.

LAUGHTER.

: ~COOP
Your boys still haven’t told me:
who answers for my friend?

JACK PIERCE
You tell us: what was he doing in
the woods?

coor

He liked nature --
From one corner of the room. BAbilene Trigge.

ABILENE TRIGGS .
wWhat I‘m thinking, Mr. Coop. I8
bikere. Bikere are a crazy,
violent peogle. They keep snakes
as pets. Pit bulls. I knovw of a
bﬁggr had himself a crocodile. No
- -——

BASKIN
So?

ABILENE TRIGGS
So maybe_these boys dgot themselves
a pet wolf —-

paskin scowle. Even the Aldermen find this ridiculous.
But Jack Pierce likes the notion...

JACK PIERCE
Yeah. What about that?
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Packard shrugs lights a Lucky Strike. Drops the MATCH
on the fores floor .

Teddy scrambles after it, picking it up.

PACKARD
It‘e the raipy season, kid.
Ground's damp.

TEDDY
Who are you?

ACKARD
Noah Packard. The Packard
Institute., You‘ve heard of ua?

) TEDDY
NO =-

PACKARD
Pretty well known in New York.,
Canﬁda. Don‘t get down here too
much...

He hands Teddy‘a businees card.

TEDDY
“L canthrqgic Studies and
Inveatigat on.” What’s that?
Lycanthropic?

PACKARD
anthropy. From the Greek
ukanthr ia”. Which, loosaly
translated, nmeang “the
trigpfbrmation of witch into

TEDDY
Werewolves,
Packard node. Looks around the woods.
TEDDY {con'r'n)
You study and investigate
werewolves?

: PACKARD
That‘s right.

TEDDY
Like Lon Chaney -~
‘ PACKARD
Lon Chaney, Junior. That’s right.

TEDDY
And what are you doing here?
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ecause ung frien our
ngn is'v?gtggllg inﬁestédywith
em —-=

Packard flicks his burninghbutt to the ground and walks
off... As Teddy goes for the butt, Packard shouts back:

PACKARD (CONT'D)
It‘s the rainy season, kid.

EXT. TALBOT MOTEL - DAY
packard unpacks his rental car. Teddy helps him.
_ PACKARD (CONT’D)
It’s a gland. A little known -
ductless gland that_asserts ltself
when the moon is full and causes
the victim to change his shape.
TEDDY
The moon hasn’t been full -~
packard sees something down the street...

PACKARD

TEDDY
What?

A TAXICAB has pulled up. And out steps the ancient
woman of Packagd’s imaginationz MALE&A. yesy

Maleva pays the cabble, who drives off. She waves at
Packard and disappears into a beauty salon.

. PACKARD
There goes the neighborhoed --
INT. TALBOT MOTEL - CORRIDOR - DAY

Packard and Teddy cargg.Packard‘s luggage. ' The door to
another room opene. ilene_Triggs steps out...

PACKARD (CONT'D)
That's the problem with -small
towne: they’'ll let anybedy in...

ABILENE TRIGGS
Noah Packard. I‘ll be damned.
This mean we got ghoule and .
goblins running around here -- ?
PACKARD
Present company sxcluded?

Triggs laughs heartily, but sobers up inetantly:
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ARILENE TRIGGS
stay the fuck outta my way,
Packard. What we got hera is a
regular good, old North American
wolf. Neothing more, nothing less.

Triggs bumps Packard out of the wa and clomps down the
halg? Pacﬁard screams after him, ¥ed—£aced:

PACEARD
JUMPING THROUGH WINDOWS, SAVAGING
WHOLE FAMILIES, TEARING OUT
THROATS??7?

.But Triggs is gone. Packard recovers. Téddy is amazed
at thig outburst. Packard shruge:

PACKARD (CONT'D
chip on my shoulder. Comes with
the job -~

INT. PACKARD'S ROOM - TALBOT MOTEL - DAY
Teddy and Packard enter the small, brightly-painted room.

PACKARD (CONT'D)
T was tracking a werewolf in New
York. But it either died or
glipped-town. I vote for slipped
om L J

TEDDY
and you think it came here?

PACKARD -
1 dunno. Probably not. Why would
it leave the exci nt of New
York city for this spider-trap of
a town?

TEDDY
Ma¥ba it couldn’'t find an
affordable apartment...

PACKARD
Hey, you‘re funny. Working
fireplace. Very key...

packard begina unpacking. Tedd icks up one of his
CANT READER. ¥ P one o

books: “THE LI 'HROPIC
. TEDDY
How do you know Triggs?
PACKARD

Trigge and I always seem to crash
the same parties...
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gedgy féipa Egrough ghe book, g%ile Pac?grd unpgﬁksz £
aptop computer, handgun, crucifix, garlic wreaths, a iew
baglypforr;ped SILVER BOLLETS. k !

* PACKARD (CONT'D)
Isn‘t a metallurgist. left who can
cast a decent sllvar bullet --

He goes into the bathreoom, turng on the spigots. Washes
his face. When he looks up, Maleva is there.

: PACKARD {CONT'D)
What ies it with you and bathrooms?

MALEVA
You‘re bursting, today, Noah.
Very smug. Gloating, éhey call
it.” You feel you‘re close to
something...

PACKARD
T've been on it a long time.

MALEVA
So you're of the mind that this
ien’t merely the beast from New
York. But that this could,
actually, be... The cne?

’ PA
What do you think?

MALEVA
I don'‘t think. I react.

PACKARD
Talk about smug...

Teddy is in the doorway.

TEDDY
Did you say something -- ?

PACKARD
No. I mutter. To myself. Always
have., Annoyed the pisa out of the
first and second Mres. Packards...

TEDDY
See... It says here that only when
the moon is full is the vic of
1yca?§hropy forced to change into
a weolf...

PACKARD
(to Maleva)
A student. .

Only when the moon is full ie the
vie forced o change. .
(NORE)
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PACKARD (CONT'D)

The rest of the month he can
control it. But if he wanted to,
he could change any time. Even
during the day. But some
sufferers are weak, They can’'t
control it. They’ll change every
gingle night. It's like :
cigarettes. No one has to smoke.
only the very weak do... :

Packard lights up a Lucky.

TEDDY :
But when there‘s a full moon...
packard leooks at Maleva... Then back at Teddy:

PACKARD
Weak or strong. You smoke.

‘ cUT TOs
INT. CROFT'S ANTIQUES - DAY

Teddy and Packard are here... Packard is gathering up
pieces of SILVER... Gwen comes over to

L

TEDDY -
gweg this is Noah Packard. Gwen
roft...

) GWEN
Nice to meet you.

covety onop, ESERLLs.

ovely shop. a

unallgyed gilvergarggcles¥' Very
important...

Gwen ecowls, a little baffled...

GWEN
Thank-you.

Packard picke-up a_silver CAKE-CUTTER. H ff .
ie back bn the Shelf: teoo small. efts it. Puts

TEDDY
Dr. Packard is helping with the
wolf-hunt --

GWEN
You‘re a doctor? What do you
epeclalice in?

Packard smiles.

. PACKARD
It’s better if you don‘t asgsk.
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Packard continues to collect silver pieces.

OUT THE WINDOW: A Harley-Davidson rides up the street.
Coop and Lila. Coop parks the bike a few stores down
from the antique shop.

Packard stares at him, taken slightly aback.

Coop senses he's being watched, He turns. He sees
Packard in the window. There is a moment. Recognition?
Fear? Fraternity?

But Lila Xanka COOE into the soda shop, eo we’ll table
the questions until later... -

GWEN (0.S.)
Dr. Packard -- ?

Packard comes around. Blinks.

PACKARD
Yes?

She holds up a silver CRUCIFIX. . Packard’s still a bit
dazed... _
GWEN
How about thia -- 2

. PACKARD
Oh. Yes. Lovely —-

‘ cuT TO:
EXT. EARL’S - NIGHT
It‘s pouring rain. Tonight‘s hunt is off.
INT. EARL‘S ~ NIGHT

So the hunters imbibe. The Pierces are loaded. Abilene
Triggs finishes a beer and rises...

ABILENE TRIGGS
I'm out of here. Tomorrow night.
We're back at it... :

Jack Pierce node. Ray.salutes. This breaks ‘everyone up.

EXT. TALBOT STREET - NIGHT

The streetp are emggy. Triggs walks through the rain.
The wind whiffles the trees. @$hadows dancé across the

road...

What was that? Something bounding behind the houses
acrose the street? But there is nothing... Triggs
closes the collars of his coat. Shudders...
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Sometimes, even hard guys get the willies.

CUT TO:
INT. TALBOT MOTEL - TRIGGS' ROCM - NIGHT
Triggs lete hinself dnto bie ee" e heads for the
bathroom for a towel, but stops short --
He hears SINGING. From behind the closed bathroom door.
Triggs pulls out his sidearm. And KICKS in the door.
INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT '
7o find Dakota in the tub, up to her chin in bubbles.

DAKOTA
Too tough to knock?

A slow smile spreads over Triggs' wolfish features.
ABRILENE TRIGGS
Look what we got here...

DAKOTA
Hope you don’'t mind. But that's
gone celestial piss coming down
outeide...

Triggs sits on the tollet, grinms...

ABILENE TRIGGS
Mind? I had a feeling at Earl’s,
that you were diggin’ on me...

DAKOTA
Bygones and that a@ort of ehit. My
brother wae an accident. Right?

ABILENE TRIGGS
Wrong place, wrong time.

DAKOTA
What about me?

ABILENE TRIGGS
Right place, right time.

pakota gives him a smile that could fry bacon. Hands him
a washcloth...

DAKOTA
Wash my back?

She sits up, out of the water. Triggs admires the way
the soap pubbles cling to her eplendid breasts.
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He holsters his gun. ' Begins washing her back.

) DAKOTA (CONT’D)
Perfect. '

Triggs makes concentric circles on Dakota'’'s back. Slow
and etudied circles. Her eyes hang at half-1id.

~ BBILENE TRIGGS
Funny thing about me. I ain’t a
superstitious man. Not at all.

I got this one culiarxt{=
the number seven bullet in all of
my clips, is always a gilver one.
For good luck. Been doing it for
years._ _The other night, pumped
six bullets into that crazy-ass
brother of yours. _But it was the
gumber seven finally brung him

OWI. oo .

And Triggs grabs her hair roughly, shoving her head under
the water... _ :

Triggs gets-into the tub, kneeling on her, submerging her
) ABILENE TRIGGS (CONT’D)
Something‘'s funny about you and
yours, honey. something ain't
right. Not et all... -
He pulls her head out of the water. She sputters...

DAKOTR
Letcoo MEo.o Out —— l

He re-submerges her...

ABILENE TRIGGS
You are the prized bitch, aincha?

pulles her head out...

ABILENE TREGGS (CONT'D)
f The prized bitch —-

. Re-submerges. Then: pulls her head out.

- DAKOTA
Let--o Me... Outooc Outooo Out-ou-
urro0co000000000 -~ |

pakota lets loose a tremendous HOWL. Triggs falle back
off of her, to the floor of the bathroom...

pakota rises in the tub - her body twisting, rippling in
the iight of the bathroom’s fluorescentsa...

Her breasts hunch, shaggy, silver-grey hair covering her.
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Still TRANSFORMING, vocal capacity remains. Her voice is
a growl over her blackening tongues

DAKOTA (CONT’ Dg
The drowning I don‘t mind. But
being called a bitch? Not only am
I a biker and a werewolf, Mr.
Trigge. I also fanc nyself
something of a feminist --

Priqgs’ SCREAM ie cut off. Or, better put, cut out. Of
hisg%hro Lo " ! ‘

Dakgta, now all-werewolf, bends over him for a sensibl
MEALees '

) CUT TO:
INT. GWEN'S HOUSE - NIGHT
The telephone RINGS. Gwen answers.

GWEN
Hello?

NT. TEDDY’S BEDROCM - WAGGNER HOUSE - NIGHT
Teddy is at his drafting table. - CROSS-CUT AS NECESSARY.
TEDDY
It's Teddy. How are you?
GWEN
I'm fine. How are you?

TEDDY
Good, good.

peat... She waits... Then:’

TEDDY (CONT'D)
Lousy weather.

GWEN
. Yeahoo-

TEDDY
Well. Good night --

GWEN - .
Teddy, what are you doing?

Nothi Ju tTEDDE i d
ng. st... Saying goo
night. Your father omg?g

GWEN
Yes.



. TEDDY
Good. Good night --
INT. TEDDY'S ROOM - NIGHT

gﬁgdy hangs up the phone. He goes back to his t-sqguare.
n: _

. DAROTA (0.S.)
Worried about the prom queen?

TEDDY
Jeez. You sBcared me...

DAKOTA
I knocked. There was no answer.

Teddy turns. Dakota stands there, soaking wet, but

otherwise normal. No hints of the transformation, nor
the feeding...

TEDDY
I didn‘t hear Nash bark.
) DAXOTA
He's not around. Thank God.
TEDDY
I'm... I‘'m sorry about your

brother...

DAROTA
Yes.

She smiles, a little sadly...
TEDDY
It‘s a terrible thing...
DAKOTA
Don‘t feel bad. I don't blame

you. You were leaving...

TEDDY ‘
I should have done more.

DAROTA
No. He's finally at peace.
THODY
What wae he doing out there, that
night?
DAKOTAR
Ranging.

“What'e that?
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DAKOTA
A biker thing. Don’t worry about
it, What are you doing?

she leans over him, her hands on his shoulders looking
at the drafting board, at Teddy's rudimentary &esign.

TEDDY
It's a house.

DAKOTA
It’s very long...

TEDDY
My designs tend to strees the
horizontal... -

DAKOTA
0f course.

She smiles. 2And the rain is_coming down in steady sheets
outside. And Teddy can't help himself. He kisses her.

and, if they were hares in heat the last time, this time
they're synchronized swimmers: slow, methodical, tender.

They take each other's clothes off... Fall back to the
bed... Teddy on top... Slowly, wonderfully... :

DAKOTA (CONT'D)

wait. - N

TEDDY
Not again.

DAKOTA
No.

she. turns over. Ontc her hands and knees.

DAKOTA {CONT'D)
This way --

Doggy-style. We should have known.

And Teddy is inside her. She moans, softly. He's
moving. Back and forth. In and out. Faster and faster.

Dakota‘'s face is in the plllows, she gnaws on the knuckle
of her index finger. ©She arches her back. Teddy is near
euphoric, until --

A FLASH

tears into his mind. A vision. Someone’s P.0.V. RACING
through CITY STREETS. NEW YORK CITY STREETS. NIGHT.
Past a kiosk. Into an alleyway. TWO DERELICTS pass a
bottle of Thunderbird. They'sgaﬂan...
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TEDDY

back to reality. Back to Dakota. They've hit a rhgthm
now. And it’s not a calypso. It's a bogsa nova. ut --

ANOTHER VISION _
P.0.V.: SUBWAY TRAIN, MOVING. NIGHT. Travelling down

the ty cars. The tunnel‘s signal lamps gtrobing.

we etalk. Hungry. The next car. An ELDERLY BLAC

WOMAN. She SC . And WE'RE UPON HER. Savaging her -~
TEDDY

sweat blasts off him. He wants to stop, but he can’t.
pakota is oblivious. Her hands reach back, fingernails
raking his thighs and ass. Gginding. Moaning...

A VISION

rooftope.,  Water towers. We LEAP from one to the next.
We are lithe, we are %ﬁile we are starving. We come
upon a PIGEON COOP - the birds go bonkers.

We clamor down a fire escape. A hysterical GERMAN
SHEPHERD barks at us from a window... -

put there, down below, three COLLEGE GIRLS. N.Y.U. why

arg they screaming? Because we’'re tearing their hearts
UL+« :

TEDDY
begine to cry. terrified.
ANGLE: Dakota's £att: I AIN'? YOUR FUCKIN' BABY.”

TEDDY
No - no = no ~ |

pakota continues to rock. And roll.
A VISION

high-tech apartment. Spartan ie decor. Everything
either black or white. We 1ux¥"§€ the doorway.toxgge

oo+ +

Where A YOUNG MAN site at his computer, analyzing spread
cheets. He_ is handecme. He loves us. Loveg what we
were. We glide into the room. He looks up, horrified --

YUEPiE
Penise - ?

He seems to say. But nis voice is far-off. He SCRERMS.
We slash at him. Blood spatters a framed Jean-Miche
pasquiat litho hanging on a wall...



TEDDY ‘
is chalky white. Yet still he bucks. Drenched in sweat.

LAST VISION

We‘re in something womblike. Water. We-emeﬁga from it.
It‘'s a bathtub. man stands over us. ARILE TRIGGS.

He is terrified. He falle to the ground. We talk to
him. We rip at him. We open him 0p and lap at his guts.

TEDDY

Gives one final thrust and the paroxysma of pleasuﬁelpain
rack into a -~

+*

FADE OUT.
FADE IN:
INT. TEDDY’'S ROOM - LATER - NIGHY
Teddy wakes up. He’s still naked. Dakota ia dressing.
DAKOTA '
Next time somebody asks you for
help, maybe you’ll listen ~-

Teddy clenches the blankets around him, staring at her,
terrified...

, DAKOTA (CONT’D)
It was good for me too, dude...

She walks out of the bedroom. Teddy tries to get up -
but collapses on the bed. Passed out.

CUT TO:
INT. COFFEE SHOP - NIGHT

Noah Packard gits in a'booth, smoking, drinking coffee
and going over some notee...

The joint .is empty, the lone WAITRESS just waiting for
Packard to leave so she can -¢close and catch the late-
night Fundamentaliet Hour on the TV. Packard looks up
from his notes: '

And Maleva ie sitting across from him.

. PACKARD

It’'s amazing. Most guz: their
fantasies are pin-up 1s. High
gchool esweethearts. aseball
players. Mickey Mantle. I‘'d swap
you for Mickey ﬁantle, any day...
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MALEVA

Quist. You might get what you
WLBh for. kee
You're a gut 88 and gathetio man.
Without me, you're a onely,
aﬁtleas and pathetic man.

atever happened to that g irl?
The one you left at the al
What was her name? Millie?

Karen. She goined a cult. But
the good kin Thegﬁonly ea
ands that begin wi letter

MRALEVA
What about thepe werewolves? You
gaw him today...

PACKARD
Was it him? '
MALEVA
Always with the questions. You
tell me...
PACKARD
I think so.

He stopa talking, because the waitress is coming over...

WAITRESS (0.S.)
More coffee?

PACKARD
Please.

T%g Waitress refills his cﬁp. packard watches her walk
o L

MALEVA
Nice booba. Forget about her.
That crucifix around her ne
could choke a g She'’ 11 have
nothing to do wit sinner like
you., sides, you hava work to do.

The front door JANGLES. Dakota has entered the ahop.
She orders something from the Waitzess. Bhe checks out
Packard. He nods to her, but ghe turne away...

The Waltress bringa Dakota a soda in a go-cup. Dakota
pays her. Packar is8 at her side...

PACKARD
Thirsty -- ?
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DAKOTA
Got a lousy taste in my mouth.
Can I help you, pal?

PACKARD
You look very familiar --

ggsg looks from all three women. What kind of line is
a ,

DAROTA
I'm not from around here...

PACKARD ‘
Of course not. Neither am I. I
was thinking... New York -- ?

Wae that a look of concern on Dakota's face?

, DAKQTA
Sprry, pal. Never bqen.

And with that, she’s out the door. Packard smilas at the
digggproving Waitress, disqueted by his public
£lirtation...
The roar of a Harley as Dakota speeds down the street and
out of sight. Packard site back across from Maleva...
PACKARD
What were we talking about?

MALEVA
Werewolves.

PACKARD
Right. Werewolves.

MALEVA
Werewolves. Where are the
werewolves?

she smiles, tickled by her play-on-words. Packard rolls
his eyes... i

CUT TO:
EXT. WAGGNER HOUSE - DAY

Teddy comes out and gete on the Yamaha, when something
catches his eye:

NASH. Lying on his side, in a puddle., Torn open.

TEDDY
Nash. Aw, Jesus. Nash.

A car pulls up. The squad car. Baskin. He honks.
Teddy goes over...
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BASKIN
We got another one...

: TEDDY
The hunter. Triggs.

BASKIN
The hunter, Tri--

Baskin blinks LI N J
BASKIN (CONT'D
That’s right. How the hell did
you know t -- 7
Peddy gete in the car...
TEDDY
Because I did it. How the hell do
you think I know? I know. Come
on. That bitch killed Nash, too --

BASKIN
What? Who?

TEDDY
Come on...

Baskin nods and nerveusly puts the car in gear. _

CUT TO:
" INT,., TALBOT MOTEL - TRIGGS’' ROOM -~ DAI
A flurry of activity. More so than any of the other
crime scenes. FORENSIC MEN gather trace evidence; they
duet for fingerprints, collect fibers, circle bloodstains
with black férensic tape, etc.
Jack Pierce and some of the other Aldermen are hex

Q
talking to several STATE TROOPERS. Pierce sees Teddy and
paskin. Teddy notes the FULL BATH of his vision.

JACK PIERCE
Talbot’s Finest. Nice of you to
drop by...
Teddy turne to one of the Forensic Men...

TEDDY
What have you found?

The Forensic Man looks to Pierce, who nods...
JACK PIERCE
He’s the Sheriff --

TEDDY .
Not really. What have you ‘found?
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FORENSIC
Not much. Just this --

He holds it up. In a forensic ba : an EARRING. A
SWITCHBLADE egrring. Baskin 1ookgggt Teddy. No, not the
baba! Teddy nods...

JACK PIERCE
Recognize it? I do. That biker
cooze, It's time we pald them all
a visit. And I think Sheriff
Teddy and Deputy Walt should lead
the way. What do you say, fellas?

Cries of agreement from the Aldermen assembled...

Teddy and Baekin exchange a sickly look. They'd rather
be golfing...

CU'I“'I’Oz
EXT. TALBOT MOTEL -~ DAY

Teddy and Baskin come out of the motel, walking quickly.
Packard is there, smoking. He joins them, matching their
speedy strides...

Sle ka ‘1 EED?Yht D
[-1-3 ja) Ap n L.
Packgrd? Y =

PACKARD
Like a baby. :

- TEDDY
Man was getting mauled next door.

PACKARD
The ghosts of a thousand wolves
will be parﬁiing all week. You
look like shit.” Rough night?
, TEDDY
My dog died.
PACKARD
Do you suspect foul play?
TEDDY
Two bums, a lady on a train, three
college girls and a Yuppie...

Packard is impreesed. Nods.
PACKRRD
That‘s right. What about them?

TEDDY '
I ¢hink your wolf got tired of the .
New York rat race --
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BACKARD
Maybe desired some small town
serenity?

Teddy nods. Baskin is suitably baffled.

PACKARD (CONT'D)
How do you know?

TEDDY
call it a hunch.

packard nods. He understands.
PACKARD
Why are we walking so fast?

TEDDY
Jack Pierce and some of the other
crazed villagers want to storm a
biker gang camp up on the flats.

PACRARD
Bad idea.

' TEDDY
our thoughts exactly.

PACKARD
Full moon tonight, fellas.

PTeddy stops...
TEDDY
What does that mean, exactly?
PACKARD

It means: anything at all, that
ute anyone at all, anywhere near

" £hat biker gan cam? up on the
flats is angung ali iag, capital
B, capltal I, Bad idea.
CUT TO:

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - DAY

A convoy of cars from town, led b¥'Teddy on his ¥Yamaha,
crest the rise leading up £o the Tlats... Packard rides
with Walter Baskin...

Except the camp_ is deserted. Lobo and a few of the rug
rate have been left behind, to keep watch, and they are
racing thelr BMX bikes up the ridge gkirting the flats.

gha Talbot men get out of their cars. Iobo peddles down
O .

-
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LOBO
What do you want?

JACK PIERCE
Where‘s your father, boy?

LOBO
Who's father, 1s the question,
dickhead --

JACK -PIERCE
Why you...

Plerce goes for him, but the others hold him back.
Baskin gives it a try, bending down to Lobo.

_BASKIN
Where's the biker gang, son?
. LOBO
Up your ass, Scrambling around
your hemorrhoids -~
Snickers from the crowd. Baskin reddens.
Ncah Packard steps forward...

PACKARD
Let me try --

He grabs Lobo‘s hand in hie. Lobo screeches, as his palm
SIZZLES. He runs off. Packard shrugs to the crowd.

PACKARD (CONT'D)
Youth... _

Packard lets Teddy catch a glimpse of what was in his
hand: the silver crucifix he got from Gwen‘s... -

TEDDY
What‘s the--?

But Teddy doesn’t finish. For Ray Pierce and hiep boys
havé begun SLEDGEHAMMERING the few Harleys left behind.

Pounding the beautiful bikes. ﬁevarting.them to rubble.

TEDDY (CONT’D)
What are you doing? Stop!

Sorry, Ted. Mob rules.

Floyd Crandall pours gasoline over the mobile home. BHe
lights a match. Uobo runs for him, but is knocked <down.

The mobile home goes up in flames.

he townsfeolk have run amok. Tearing down the banner;
setting £ire to line-drying clothes;g ] -
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decimating the “kitchen area”, and the “shop” with all of
its custom spare parts...

What began as a simple offensive, is now an all-out
asgault...

Teddy tries to stop them, running about. Ray Pierce
turns on him, Punghing him in the face. Blgod spurts
from Teddy’s nose...

paskin and Packard go to Teddy, helping him to the
ground...

Teddy’s woozy, losing consciousness. To Packard:

TEDDY (CONT’D)
She’ll be back. What happens
then... ?

PACKARD
Pwo words. Shit and fan. ¥You
£il1l in the verb, sheriff...

The last thing Teddy eees are the rug rats, watching from
the ridge, on their bicycles. Watching the destruc ion.

"Through the smoke and heat waves, they look like pint-
sized wolves astride their bikes, waiting for the moon.

Ehgdy has one last thing to say, weakly, before he passes
out: _

TEDDY
I'm not the Sheriff.

cuT %20
EXT. INTERSTATE - THE LUNAR CYCLES - MOVING - DAY

They ride. The Lunar Cycles in the wind. It is a gray
day. But undaunted, they ride. A family. %Together.
Where only eagles and angels dare to fly...

They ride. Into another town. A bigger town than
Talbot. To a FUNERAL HOME. Dakota -comes out with an

LN

They ride. At a crosercads, Dakota opens the urn. And
D-DOWN'S ASHES sweep into the wind, travelling down

the very streets of stone he called home...

They ride. Pumping thunder. And the nce's end
theynun has brgﬁengthrough the gréybglouds, shining !

brightly...
INT. TEDDY'S ROOM - WAGGNER HOME - DAY
%edd{ wakes up in gia E:d. His nose swollen. - Gwen comes

in with an ice-pack. tries to get up, but his head
swims...



' GWEN
Easy, there. You took a shot...

TEDDY
No kidding. oOw!

she’'s placed the ice on his nose...

GWEN
It could be broken --

TEDDY
Great. Hi.

GWEN
‘Hello.

TEDDY

How are you?

She appliee pressure to the jce. OUCH!

GWEN
pid you ever miss me?

He's not sure how to answer,.. He considers... She
applies more pressure. Wi

TEDDY
0f course, I missed you. There
were at least a dozen times I
wanted to call. To eee howwggu '
were doing. ©On those days n I
waen’'t eure if there was anything
in the world. that meant anything
to me. That's when I wanted to
call. To reassura myself...

GWEN
But you never did.

: TEDDY
¥o. I never did.

And more pressure. He grimaces...

. TEDDY (CONT'D)
How come you don‘t have any
boyfriends? I mean, aside fzom
your questionable nursing skills?

‘GHEN
It‘s kind of a lousy menu here in
Talbot.. There was 8 one boy.
We were young. He was my ounly
true love. jirat cut is the
deepest, that sort of thing. I
guess I never got over it...

97.
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* TEDDY
What happened to him?

One ni ht haxgoes to bed a great
guy. he next morning, he wakes
up a total dick...

TEDDY
I heard that can happen.

He sits ug takee her hands. Gwen kissee him. Teddy
winces. It hurts his nose. But he won't let on...

From somewhere in the neighborhood, a dog BARKS. And
suddenly, it all comes back to Teddy...

TEDDY (com' D)
Jesua! What time is

GWEN
Quarter gast five --

TEDDY
shit!

And he leaga from the bod, pulle up the window shade.
still daylight...

TEDDY (CONT’'D
I‘'ve got to get to the motel --
. GWEN
What’s wrong with right here?

TEDDY
. Gwen --

Gwen sighs. Gets up off the bed.

' GWEN
I'm kidding. You're so serious.
CUT TO:

f

INT. TALﬁOT MOTEL - PACKARD'S ROOM - DAY

Paokard‘ FIREPLACE blageg, Over the ﬁed-hot andirons,
Packard has rigged an earthenware bowl ing it as a
crucible. Packard wears an apron and 6eavy gloves.

Teddy also wears an apron. He places the s8ilver
articlee, bought at Gwen'’s, into the bowl: candlesticks,
teapots, tobacco boxes, napkin ringa. Melting it dowmn.

. TEDDY
How does it happen?
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- PACKARD
Hag en? A man who surviveg being
bitten by a werewolf himself
becomes a werewolf. That’s how
the disease is spread. Saliva in
the bloodstream...

Packard decants the sluggishly molten lava into a tray of
clay CASTS each the size of a BULLET SLUG.

Teddy wipes way the cozy residue from the camts, before
it has t to thicken. He places the tray in £he empty
bathtub te cool...
Packard gﬁaba two beers from a cooler. Hande one to
Teddy. ey take a break...
TEDDY
So you'd have to be bitten?

PACKARD
And survive. Yeo.

They drink their beers... Beat... Then:

. PACKARD (CONT’D)
Or sex, I suppose.

TEDDY
Sex?

. PACKARD
Sure. Same principle. Bodily
fluids. Haven't you ever seen
bumper sticker?

TEDDY
What bumper sticker?

PACKARD
“Fuck A Werewolf. Use A Condom.”
Packard laughs, but Teddy is very shaken...
And the process continues. The melting, the decantiggis

the wiping. Soon, the tub is STACKED WITH COOLING T
OF SIL BULLETS...

They work silentl thodicall auain ly to w
) theysweat off thegﬁ ggowg... Yf pausing only ipe

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - DAY

The Luna:-Q¥cles ride into camp. The devastation is
enormous. he flats are a .mass of charred tente, smashed
Harleys, the smoldering mobile home...

No one says anything. They go to their lisitle corners of
the camp: Inkglinger to his shop;
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Mighty Joe to his decimated Tonka trucks; The GALS tend
Eo the still-spooked rug rats. Lila brings Lobo over to
on. -9

Vulture sobs before the motorcycle rubble...
They all look to Coop. -Who shakes his head. No.

.. COOP
Tomorrow. Like men. Tonight we
gleep...

Theg stare at him. They nod. They accept this. Even
vulture can accept this. It is only rignt.

and they begin restoring their camp to what it had been.
EXT. TALBOT - DAY

The sun is aetting behind the mountaing. All of the
orange and pink sliding out of the landscape.

And the ghost of a FULL MOON climbs up into the sky.
INT. EARL'S SALOON - DAY

The Board of Aldermen are having a little Happy Hour.
Packard and Teddy, their facee smudged, are re them.

JACK PIERCE
Your warnings are appreciated,
Waggner. But the polnt is: no
road scum is going to force us
into hiding...

F
Just for tonight...

JACK PIERCE
You boye are so sure_these punks
are gohna come a~calling,... Maybe
we’ll just set up along the
causeway and walt for ‘em...

PACKARD
Good idea. Maybe then you can set !
soma kind of racord for backwoods
morens...

Ray Pierce is out of his seat, but some of the men held
him back... '

Packard sees Maleva sitting in the middle of a table of
Aldermen, guzzling a brew. She emiles_at him, the beer
leaving a foam moustache above her guilelees grin...
Teddy places a CARDBOARD BOX onto the bar...

TEDDY
Whatever you do... Load thess lnto
any .38 calibers you might have...



101.

PACKARD
Theg're not great. They‘'ll
€§° ably go dum-dum on you. But
ey'll d¢ the trick...

Plovd Crandall goes to the box. It is filled with SILVER
BULIETS. He tagea out a handful, shows the room...

. FLOYD CRANDALL
Sheriff and his buddy made us some
silver bullets, boya. Haw!
Raucous laughter from the rcom...

TEDDY
Please. Just do as we say =--

More derision. Frustrated, Teddy locoks to Packard.

‘ PACKARD
Let’‘s go...

They leave the box of bullets behind, heading to the door.
RAY PIERCE
Hold on, fellas. Wait a sec.
Silver bullets! What‘e going on?
Dracula coming to town?
PACKARD
Wrong movie, asshole...
EXT. TALBOT - NIGHT

The FULL MOON climbs, casting a pailid, dappled light
over the township...

A DOG raises its voice in a faint, sugtained HOWL.
Others join it in a chorus of canine foreboding.

INT. CROFT ANTIQUE - NIGHT

Gwen hears the howling. It chills her. 8he gets a
cardiﬁgg eweater from the back and puts it on. Resumes
finishing a Louis XVI secretary...

INT. 6SHERIFF'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Walter Baskin hears the dogs too. He opens up a desk
drawer and takes out a botfle of ria; ours a healthy
bit of it into his coffee mug. Drinks.

INT. EARL’S SALOON - NIGHT

The box of eilver bullets rests, untouched, in a corner.
The Town Aldermen have a serious, round-robin dart
compstition going. .

If they hear the howls, they could give a shit.
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INT. PACKARD’S ROOM - TALBOT MOTEL - NIGHT

The forgéng continues. Not bullets this time, though.
Teddy addg silver gieces to the empty crucible. Once
these are melted, Packard uses iron tongs and a hammer
and pounds the silver into a round, cone-like shape.

2 stack of the cooled SILVER CONES are on the desk.

Tins of gqun
bed. An ‘jag%gd PIECES
works with déetermination...

Teddy watches him, but keeps one eye out the window, at
the glowing orb in the sky... )

powder and cqgger wiring are scattered on the
SERRATED SILVER. Packard

That's one bad moon rising ...
EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT

Bathed in moon glow. The camp has been scmewhat cleaned
QP oo -

Members are strewn about in their sleeping bags.
Snoring. One FIGURE stands at the akirt of t e flats:

‘coop. He stares out at the lighta of town. He fastens a
thin chain around his neck. Aftached to it ie a A KEY.

Coop comeg to where Lobo eleeps. Sits down b{hhim.
Watches the boy sleep. Lobo's arm is out of the bag.

ggop moves to tuck the arm inside the bag, when he seecs
it: _

THE CRUCIFIX BURN

on Lobo‘s palm. From Packard’s handshake. A tic dances
in Coop’'s face. He grits his teeth., His eyes are
suddenly bloodshot with moonrise...

He considers. He looks about the tatters of the camp.
He looks down at the town... Fury bubbling up in his guts
like so much bile...

ggop ggargithg cha%n off hisigegg. And gﬁ qge thattLobo
8 actua een PADLOCKED g8 sleep ag, no
unlike Lockgd-nown had been... 9 =89,

Coop begins UNLOCKING the mini-padlocks. Moving on to
the-nexg sleeping bag, unlocking that one. And the next.
They‘ve all been padlocked in tonight. _

Coop unlocks Vulture. Vulture crawls from his bag. EHe
smi ggsat Coop, his grin showing off elongated upper
cuap . *+ 40

Scon, all of the members are out of thelr bags and into
the moonlight... ,
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They begin dressing... And transforming. . .

Leather jackets over broadening chests; grip gloves over
ggwed fingers of egual length;” engineer Doots over feet

at are now curled pads; ' goggles over pointed ears,
merged eyebrows, domed prefrontal snouts...

At once, all those MOFORCYCLES —-

'kick to life. A line of revving Harley, each with a
SNARLING WEREWOLF upon it -- ,
Mighty Joe, makin% for a giant werewclf, rides a_panhead
wifh a SIDECAR., The rug rats, now wolves themselves sit
in the sidecar...

Dakota rides to the front of the formation, next to Lila,
who site on the p-pad of Coop’e shovelhead.

" COOP

Is the last one teo turn. His jaws dripping with black
gil his red lipe curled back over yellow, razor-sharp
ee a8

Coop uses his powerful arms to shrgg on an oilskin
duster. He crouches forward - as though running on all

fours would be more natural for him - and climbs onto his
shovel...

THE LUNAR CYCLES
rev their bikes. Waiting for the -signal...

COooP
Gives it. Ralsing his heavi head to the moon, sendin
ggsth a terrible, gut-blasting H Lo

THE LUNAR CYCLES

ride. bDown and awéy frqq the flats.
Towarde town. ’

EXT. TALBOT ROADS - NIGHT

Phe Lunar Cycles WHIP past us. It's quite a sight: all
_those werewolves riding all those tricked-out Harleys...

EXT. RESIDENTIAL HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

An elderly CGQUPLE step out onto the porch, in time to sce
the nightmarish convoy speed by --
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ELDERLY WOMAN
See that, Emmett? Them fellas ave
cragy. Riding their motorcycles
and not wearing any helmets —-

ANGLE: Our Sn&rl{IHarleys. Racing on. Coop gives the
signal and a few RIDERS splinter off from the group.

INT. EARL’S SALOON -~ NIGHT

The men hear the roar of the bikes from here. Theg ook
to one another. They smile. Beers are drained. istols
yanked from thelr waistbands...

EXT. EARL‘’S - QUICK SHOTS

of the men taking rifles from their truck qun-racks.
Lote of gun-racks. Lots of rifles.

INT. EARL'S ~ NIGHT

The box of silver bullets remains in the cormer. Full.
Forgotten... : '

INT. PACKARD'S ROOM - TALBOT MOTEL - NIGHT

From the window, Teddy can see the convoy WHIRR by. He
leaps back from the window reflexively...

TEDDY
Jesus —- !

PACKARD
What -- ?

TEDDY

They... They... They were all...

PACKARD
I know. Come on.

Theﬁsgather +he cones and wire and place them in a
rucksack. .. .

EXT. TALBOT MOTEL - NIGHT

Teddy starts up the Yamaha, packard climbs behind him,
ruckesack on his back. Teddy heads for town...

PACKARD (CONT'D)
Neo. To the camp...

TEDDY
But they went that way...

PACKARD
We can’'t help them, Teddy. Go to
the camp...
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‘Reluctantly, Teddy turne the bike the other way. Rides.
EXT. CROFT ANTIQUE ~ NIGHT

Gwen steps out of the shop., She can see the men in the
road, brandishing their rifles...

EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT

The men wait, lined u across the street, guns slung over
their shoulders. Gocﬁy and a little drunk...

The Lunar Cycles approach, headlights glowing... They .
ride on the sidewalks... fhrough storefront windows...
Over parked care...

straight for the men... Closer... Closer... Bearing
down...

Earl ie the first to see their faces...

God in heaven --

And now they can all see: WOLVES are riding those bikes!
The men are stunned. Ray Pierce FIRES.

THUK! A bullet snaps_into Coog'a chest. It may as well
have been a eocap bubble for all the damage it does...

AND THE LUNAR CYCLES RANGE!!!!

Running over the menfolk, swiping at them with razor-
sharp claws, savaging them...

The men fire their impotent bullets...
It is a blocdbath.
EXT. COFFEE SHOP - NIGHT

Earl runs for the coffee shop, firing random shote back
into the melee...

hty Joa slams to a stop in front of him.... The ru
gégs eap from the sidecag onto Earl... s

Forget about it.
EXT. TALBOT ROAD - NIGHT
Teddy and Packard race away from town, to the uplands.

A motorcycle pulle up besida them. A WEREWOLF it.
Clawing for tgem 2P upen

'meddy guns the bike... Rocketing forward...



«regyBTING IDATTS O8oN3 Jo ADUSTOTIIS 8yl 3Je pessoadut
8T SOISTI U ‘umop soob JTom 94l  °IT 32 _S0ITI S0a9Td
‘wjy 0¥ Purbuny ‘wWOOZ }deq SYJF WOIF sivodde JTomeIoMm Y
] ooaa.ct;t:

STY O3UT Wey3 Buipeol pue SISTING ISATIE U putyoeTTo
geeuy -pue spuey STY U0 ‘Ieq sy} Purysq 9% SOI9Td Moep
IHOIN - §,THV3 “INI

: . - e .qouaq
uepoom Sy3 IOPUN SISMOS UPHSEHE ISITEM - TTED TIVQ THL NI

! v+ s gaARST 3T ’‘sSTOSIOW
A3sea ou HBupputd °*SOTIIO BYJ Inoqe sTmoxd Jromaaem Y

JUOTN - EOIdd0 & JITYHEHS °INI

' LR X ] paq“;t{n

fqe psmeTo_ {3940 USATIP !{89%Tq JO JOoBQ 8Y3 wolj
pebbexp pue pedol aIe UBWISPTY °9U0Z-IBA B MAOU sT I
IHDIN - ILITYLS NIVA “IX3

+@qeTI Syl pIemol ’‘spoos syl ojur ‘Jyo unt Koyl

{ -=- Xe3y 30U 5,37 - UO SWOD
IO

yuT Jo ssem pesp ¥ ‘Azjsedel uswny 9yl ‘SYANYD ST M

**°WIOF UBUMYG O3 MOV BNIHXOJiﬂﬂﬁl
ATnops - JTOM®IOM DESP BY3 ¥ “SUTART 9Y3} UF SHOOT APPSL

. sesequaq pUT PelsTM] SWEIT 83T ‘eywwex 9Y3
IT0J PFes oG OSTE 3,Ued YOTUM °°*ABRYO INq USYeUs ox, A4l

' -- 9913 ¥ O3UT SWVIS
8}Tq S43 pue sxeqeTpuey Isao speey ob Appag, pue pIelIRd

. +++dogs ® O3 BPTIE pPuUw
Ino STTERYSTI 3T °* *OFq STY FO TOXIU0D 3807 8,Appey Ind

»++pROX 8Y3 FJO USIIED BTY pue JTOM
pu¥ +Auobe uT sTmoy ‘3eorYl} Y3 Ut 3ITY 1T1oMBIDM BYL

|ONYS "puecisTes siq wolF To3sTd 8yl seel paeyovd

-- Keme goyouy ’‘Hupmero ~ YBiyl S,pIeAOBRI IO0I SIYOESA T
sureby  *eYTq 293139q OY3 UYITA I8pTI 283399 243 5,31 +dn
goyojes JroMoasm ayy uteby ‘AfsTeg «Keme sTTd Appal
-« +ybTya ©,pIEYORg I03 INO S3YIEIT puey paveTd ¥

L L ur“ aqn

ut buTAT3 o1237ds 3O S32TNATI ‘weyl spysbuote dn bBuryInd
‘oX3TU Y3 S3TY puw Fesb ujzp oUT SIJFYS FTomatem SUL

*S01



107.

He flees the bar, as the werewolf TURNS BACK. Into a
DEAD BIKER GIRL... ’

EXT. MAIN STREET - NZGHT

Quiet now., Small fires rage. Lots of devastation.
Mostly quiet. Except inside the -- :

INT. GENERAL STORE ~ NIGHT
Ray Plerce is against a wall, the wolves stalking him.

RAY PIERCE
C’mon, ya ugly fucks. Bite this --

'Ray fires his rifle. A volley of puckshot slams into the
werewolves, harmlessly. They come closer...

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT
The MOON washes over the camp in a flood of guicksilver.

Peddy and Packard are at the ekirt of the flats, making
sure the coast ie clear...

They ecurry out to the camp and set to work.
pPackard buries the cones in the dirt at 10 foot
intervals. PLUNGER DEVICES stick out from the middle of
each dise, connected to one another by the copper wire
lanyards...
soon, they have encircled the entire northern base of the
camp with the conee/wires...
' TEDDY
Where'd you learn how to do this?
PACKARD
the Sixties. 1It's a Sixties
trick...

They can hear SCRERMS. And HOWLS. And MOTORCYCLE
ENGINES. Teddy looks to the lights of town.

and then it hite him:

TEDDY
Gwen -- !

Wwhat took you so long, dude? Teddy 2ooke at Packard.

TEDDY (GONT’D)
I‘ve got to go...

PACKARD
Go ahead. There’s nothing left to
do here but wait. Just be careful.
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Teddy nods and disappears into the undergrowth.

Packard walks to the skirt of the flats, hunkering down
in a low jumble of rocky outcrops. To wait.

EXT. GENERAL STORE - NIGHT

gagk pierce makes his way across the street. Bursting
no...

INT. GENERAL STORE - NIGHT

No sign of anyone. Then: ifrom behind a magazine rack, a
werewolf stands up: grinning at Jack, a dripping loop of
his son‘s windpipe hanging from ite fetid jaws...

JACK PIERCE
Nooooco —- |

He screams in pain and sadness. And blows the wolf away.

The second wolf comes barrelling out of the back of the
store. Pierce aims his gun. FIRES... '

The werewolf‘s head bursts like an old mango...

Pierce bends over the body of his gon. And weeps.
‘INT. CROFT ANTIQUE - NIGHT

Gwen has triple-locked the door. Shut-out the lights.
She watches a pair of WEREWOLVES lurch down the street.
Gwen crouches behina the counter and closes her eyes.
EXT. FOREST - NIGHT

Peddy runs through the dense thicket.

From downwind, comes the distant HOWLING of wolvesa.

Nothing moves in the pitiless moonlight, gsave the topa of
the pine trees, tossing in the rising wind.

He comes upon a Harley Davidson parked beneath a stand of
trees . Uh- oh . )

Teddy eearches the path, and eve furrow and hollow
-etchgd in bright mognliéht, whicﬁymight conceal something.

Teddy goes to the bike, just as
A HEAVY BODY

forces its way through the undergrowth. Tedq¥ raises his
pistol. The werewoll stops, a few feet from Teddy.
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It smiles, teeth gleaming in the occluded moonlight.
Teddy is frozen. "The wolf comes toward him --

BLAM! BLAM! Teddy gqut-shoots the werewolf, which
collapses on the ground and begine to TURN.

It is Inkslinger.
Teddy goes to the dying man/wolf...
INKSLINGER
Silver bulleta. Hee, hee. That’s
crazy, bro... 0ld-~school. ..
Inkelinger cougha up some blood...
INKSLINGER £CONT'D)
Ugh. Take the bike, Sheriff
c errx. She’s a righteous ride.
An original ‘57 etraight leg
rigid.” Righteous. Be good to
her. Silver bullets. at a
fuckin’ hoot -- _
And he dies. And Teddy goes to the Harley. Hits start.

And races off, leaving Inkslinger’s body in a b#th of
silver moonlight... :

EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT
Empty. We can hear the cries of skirmishes all about

own. And the unceasing whine of motorcycle engines.
But it is eerily empty --

INT. CROFT'S ANTIQUES - NIGHT

Gwen still cowers behind the counter. A shadow looms
outside the window. Gwen chokes back a acb.

CRASH!I! A hairy hand smashes through the pane glass...
GWEN

closes her eyes. -Prays. But when she opens them, she's
staring into --

RED EYES

Like thickly scummed molten metﬁl.

The greasy jowls, the piked teeth...

The SWITCHBLADE EARRING dangling from one pointed ear...
Dakota.
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EXT. MAIN STREET - NIGHT

Fires rage. Bodies strewn about. Motorcycles spla d in
the roadglika crunchy bugs... ey playe

The surviving bikers have reagsembled, perhaps 12 strong.
Some carry the spoils of war: Jjewelry, clothes, store
mannequing, elec onic equipment...

put most only carry the spoils of gore: blood-smeared
jowle; £filthy fur matted with flesh and tissue...

Coop HOWLS, He flicks his wick and roars forward. The
others follow in & chorue of cries...

Leaving town.

Heading Back to The Flats.

INT. CROFT’S ANTIQUES - NIGHT

pakota stalke Gwen, who scrambles acroes the floor...

GWEN
Ko... Please -- |

Gwen tries for the front door. Dakota swipes at her,
knockinglher to the ground, cutting her face...

pakota sets down to eat... Drool dribbles from her mouth,
onte Gwen and Gwen's cuts... Then:

TEDDY (0.S.)
put Grandmother! What big testh
you have -- !

pakota turns. Teddy is in the doorway. Gun raised.

. He gglla the trigger. Click. Click. Click. The echo
f the empty chambers is awesome --

with a savage CRY, Dakota leaps from Gwen onto Teddy.
They smash into a dreseer filied with ceramics --

pakota is-now on top of him, teeth bared —-

CLOSE ON — Teddy’s hand. Clawing for something -on the
ficor. Something just out of reach...

%a gakotd ig about to take a huge chunk out of Teddy’s
acet

TEDDY (CONT'D
pakcta. No. Please. Don't.

Dakota stares at Teddy, rad e a-burninaiﬁith the fire of
tha-git... Perhaps she doesn’'t want <o 11 him, but the
beast inside her must be eated. SHE LUNGES --
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And TEDDY STABS HER IN THE BELLY. With the CAKE CUTTER.
The sterling silver cake cutter... :

pakota SCREECHES, the most God-awful ecreech ever...
And Teddy withdraws the cutter.
TEDDY (CQONT'D)
That’e for my dad. This one’s for
my dog...

and he stabe her again... She screeches again... And he
withdraws it....

TEDDY (CONT’'D)
And this ocne's for me --

He einks it deep into her breast. Striking her heart.
Dakota drops to the floor. Already beginning to turn.
She looks at him... The beastly visage fading...

DAKOTA
Teddy. Aw, Teddy...

and she dies, sitting up againast the wall.

.Gwen rushes to Teddy, into his arms. They kigs. A long,
loving one. Teddy opens his eyes to look at Dakota -

—— who is now back to the beautiful woman she was.
Bloody but beautiful. A eolitary tear streaks down her
perfect face, cutting a swath through the gore...

EXT. LUNAR CYCLES CAMP - NIGHT '

packard waits in the brush. The MOON passes behind a
thick cloud and the tranquil landscape is plunged iato
GLOOM., Packard looka skyward. To God:

PACKARD
What a uno_o ]

And here come the SCREAMS of the ENGINES - and the giaw
of all those tombstone headlights -~ winding up the hill.

Packard huddles down in the muck. To himself:
) PACKARD (CONT'D
This is what we used to call the
wet-ass hour... _ :
He cocks his gun. lLights a cigarette. Waits.
THE LUNAR CYCLES

come ripping up the hill.
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VULTURE

Corpsman! Get me a corpsman! I'M
Private Vincent Ulcher, Jz.
02242689, First Platoon, Delta
Company, Third Brigade, Fourth
Divieion. I've beén hit., We wvere

roviding cover at a esmall L.Z.

or a dustoff and ammo run and
1'VE BEEN HIT! - GET ME A CORPSMAN !

The devastation taking him back to another time. Packard
watches, somewhat sadly, as Vulture dies, thinking he‘s -
in the ﬁripla-canopied 5ungles of Can’ Tho...

PRCKARD _
walks over to the charred MOBILE HOME. §&teps inside.
INT. MOBILE HOME - NIGHT

Coop sits beside the dying Lila, holding her hand. Aand
watching her turn, as the silver poisons her blood...

Coop is somewhere between man and wolf: most of the fur
is gone, but his face is still beast-like in most of ite
aspects. His voice is a RASP...

Ccoop
goodbye,‘baby. Goodbye, stone
Oxooo

Lila diea. Packard is in the doorway...

COOP (com'nc)u
Things born are <doomed to die. .
Their termination is bliss. A
Bouncing Betty. Made of silver.
Very clever, sport...

PACKARD
I‘'nm sorry.

COOP

Sorry? Me, too, Of this eternal
ggcla of tranemigration. Tt’'e

it. These co eal existences
come and go; material things wear
out and are replaced. But we
always seem to be taking up the
battie at the point where it was
last left off...

cOgEhlooka up at Packard, for the first time. Shows
ta ... Packard raises fis rifle.

S COOP {CONT'D) -
Go ahead, sport. Make my ade.
the moon epears the clouds and a silver light shines into
the mobile home. - 9
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And Packard can see Coop‘s injuries: large chunks of
flesh, muscle, blood vessela and nerves have been ripped
away. Daggers of shrapnel poke ocut —-

COOP {CONT'D)
Ever since the wolf bit me in Da
Nang, my firet tour. Life hasn't
been a patio party. I infecte
all of them. “The whole club. But
th%y wanted to hang. They wanted
a

amily...

Coop’s eyes show a pain that has nothing ¢to do with his
wounds... :

COOP (CONT! D}

But you don’‘'t know what it’s like
for a man to wander across 8
great coun of ours knowing that
e is a monster to his fellow man,
That he ie a failure his God would
gust aseume forget. We’d ride.

rom city to city, town to town.
Partying, making friends, rallies,
rune. New bros at every junction.
put always, sooner or later, there
were the rumors, the weird iooks,
the realization...

Coop blanches as a bolt of pain shoots through him.

COOF (CONT‘D)
Sometimes, wa‘d go weeka, mon .
in a town, without incident. We'd
be with people we liked: scooter
tramps, vets, human beings. _But
then the moon shone down full and
our blood would rage with the
thing ua. And the
pe

we carry wi
e that had heen our friends
would go back to their houses and
melt down theilr silver apd make
‘em into bullets. &and whether
they’d hunt ns down for the beasts
we are or the bikes wa ride...
It‘e all the same in the end,
isn't it? I mean, what are silver
bullets, really, but nu gets of
- hatred, heated, hammered and
honed?

Coop coughs. He gets to his feet. Facing Packard,

COOP (CONT'D)

To fall in love with those outside
our ken... It's haggened... But
that I won't go into, eport. That
would break your fucking heart.
No matter where wa went. The
hated ve. No matter what we d.
They hated us. They knew. We
Enegz To be a werewolf is to

l.lr -
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He nods... Smiles at Packard...

COOP (CONT'D)
What we have here is an
earthbound, unrestrained crude
force. I don’t even know whether
the spirit of God moves this
force., End it for me, sport...

But Packard cannot. He stares at Coop, gun raised.

COOP

No? Then come with me. Be with
me., You know you want to., You.
desire it. Your fascination began
in that bunker, sport. ith
Victor Charlie’s gune sticking at
iou from all directiona. You made
t your life’s work. ¥ou want ¢o
know what it‘s like to ride the
wind, wild and uncontrollable. To
want so bad is like dwelling in a
burning house. To seek is to
suffer. To seek nothingiis to be
free., And you think riding is
freedom, sport? Ranging i8 a
freedom absolute, Come to_me.
We'll share blood and we’ll leave
this human race (which you’ve
never fit into, not since the
bunker). And we will range the
world. The last of the last. And
they will think of ue often, :
sgort. Know that, brother. They
will think of us often -~ :

Packard seems hypnotized. He droﬁa hie qun and walks
toward Coop, slowly, slowly ...

0.S., he hears Maleva's voice - distant and small:

. MALEVA £0.S.g
No - Noah - don’t do it.  Stay
away from him., He will kill you.
Don’t be a fool -~

i
But Packard is now face to face with Coop. Waiting.-

And COD? BARES HIS FANGS... To take a chunk out of
Packard's throat, when --

‘BLAMI

cOggicaiches one in the forehead. The mashed silver slug
winking in the moonlight... ,
Ccoop sage to the gzround in a heap of man.

Packard turne. Jack Plerce is there. Gun smoking.
Packard stares at Pierce. Turious. A beat...
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PACKARD
What have you dong =-- 2

JACK PIERCE
He'd have killed you...

And Packard BELTS HIM IN THE FACE, sending Pierce
sprawling...

Packard looks back to the dead Coop.

PACKARD'
He saved my life...

Packard takes something from around his own neck.’
Something we hadn't noticed him wearing before...

Packard kneels down... And puts it akround Coop’s neck.
The DOG TAGS. '

A motoreycle roars up the road to the flats. Pierce and

gac?ard ense. But it ie Teddy and Gwen on Inkslinger's
arley...

Teddy and Gwen are amazed at the destruction. Teddy goes
to the mobile home. +Fees Coop.

PACKARD (CONT ‘D)
‘It's over...
: TEDDY
Wwhat should we do?

* - PACKARD
Burn it. Burn it all.
He walks past them, heading down the hill road...
. TEDDY
But...
PACKARD
It‘s the rainy season, kid.
Ground's damp -~
E{P. UPLANDS - NIGHT
Packard walks on. Lights a smoke. Behind him, a huge
PYRE OF FLAMES whooshes into the night as the flats are
se €.

From up ahead, Packard hears MUSIC. Tambourines and
guitars, violins, tupans and cymbals and tin spoons...

And, oddly encugh, in the road there is --
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B CARAVAN

of horses and a few wagons, brightly-lit, like some kind
of medicine show...

packard nears. And sees that they are GYPSIES. Bangled
and pantalooned; dancing and singing their rusasca as
they make their way down the road...

MALEVA

aticks her head out of one wagon. She says something and
the caravan stop8...

MALEVA '
That was not smart up there, Noah.

PACKARD
I know.

MALEVA
You are not a bad man. Youyr flaws
are vast, but you are not a bad
man. ..

. PACKARD
Thank-you.

) MALEVA
I'm leaving now. You won’‘t be
needing me, anymore...

PACKARD
tthere will you go?

‘MALEVA .
Who knows? We’‘ll wander. We're
Gypsies. I'm thinking maybe
Paris. We'll pase the da!a in
front of the Louvre and pick

_pockets. And you?

, PACKARD.
I‘m thinking about the
delicatessen business. I know of
a deli on East 48th, between 3rd
and Lex. Needs new management.
what do you think?

she smiles with toothless mixth...

MALEVA
Name a sandwich after me.
packard nods. Maleva waves. And the caravan moves on,
MUSIC high and cheerful, Gypsies dancing, epinning,
twirling, leaping...

Until it disappears into the mists of midnight...



118.

EXT. LUNAR CICLE CAMP -~ NIGHT

Teddy, Gwen and Pierce watch the flames fly high into the
sky.Y'The smoke rising, rising, rising -- y 9

To the FULL MOON, now skidding down the sky, as if it
were melting from the heat of the flames, Iika a tatter
of butter in a skillet... RAs we'll... ,

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. TALBOT - MAIN STREET - DAY

Peace has been restored. Shop windowe are boarded up. A
few Highway Patrol cars are parked neaxby.

EXT. TALBOT MOTEL - DAY
Packard comes out with his luggage. "Teddy & ‘Gwen help

" PACKARD
So you’ll go back to Washington?

TEDDY
Yeah. Scon...

Packard turns to Gwen...

PACKARD
And what will you do?
Gwen looks at Teddy... Back at Packard:

GWEN
Depends what I'm offered... _
pPackard kisses Gwen goodbye, and shakes Teddy'’s hand.

PACKARD
You okay?

TEDDY

Sure. Why? .
' PACKARD
You look like shit...

' TEDDY
It's been a rough few days...

Walter Paskin comes running up the etreet...

BASKIN
See ya, Dr. Packard -- |

PACKARD
Walter. I hear you’‘re to be the
new Sheriff...



119.

BASKIN
Thgt's right. and lookit what I
go L3I

He takes a shiny, new SHERIFF'S STAR from his ket and
pins it on his chest. It shimmers in the sunlight.

" packard sees Teddy and Gwen shrink back from it...

PACKARD
That's something. It's silver,

isn't 1t -- ?

BASKIN -
Yep. Had ‘em make 1t outta real
silver. Never can be too safs.

packard nods, looks at Teddy and Gwen, who have racovered
some. Packard isn‘t happy. But he gete into his car.

PACKARD
call me...

He drives of. Honking. When he'’s gone, Teddy, Gwen and
Bagkin walk back towards the center of town...

BASKIN
Things finally back to normal,
huhk, "kids?

TEDDY i
Wwill you take thst silly thing of,
Walt?” It's blinding...

No shit -- !
Baskin stares at them, hurt and a little perglexed. But,
as is his nature, he ahruga and unpine the slilver star,
jamming it into his pockef.
INT. PACKARD'S RENTAL CAR - INTERSTATE - MOVING ~ DAY

Packard drives along. He locks in his_rearview mirror
and nearly loses control of the car. For

IN THE BACKSEAT

is a MAN, mid-60g, wearing a white APRON and carrying a
E%Liﬁl.h The Man's accent is rich with the textures of
actpuan. ..

PACKARD
Who are you?
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MAN
I‘m Saul, Dr. Packard. I‘m your
new figment. And this, this is a
cotto salami. It’e delicious
when sliced thin, with a littie
provolone and a fot of mustard on
a nice Kaiser roll...

- PACKARD
NOo -~ No - NO =~

EXT. INTERSTATE

Packard’'s rental car speede away... The Man's VOICE
fading off...

MAN (0.5.)
You have a choice between a dill
pickle or a half-sour. I myself
ke sweet pickle chips. But oniy
if they're very, very crunchy...

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. INTERSTATE — A FEW DAYS LATER - DAY
SILENCE. Then: Zoocoooom! A Harley-Davidson zips by.

Tt is Teddy. Riding Inkslinger’s bike. Gwen on the
back. They wear biker duds we might not expect them to.

.DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. SECONDARY ROAD - ANOTHER DAY '

™wo-lanes of quiet blacktop, flanked by wocds. The
MOTORCYCLE races down. Teddy and Gwen.

Teddy’s hair is much longer no&l wisps of beard cover his

face, Gwen wears denim cut-offs and riding boots. Her

%ﬁir isdlonger too. Their faces are intent, riveted on
e roa L EE IR )

A BLUE CHEVY PICK-UP

appears behind them. It‘e the REDNECKS who first
accosted The Lunar Cycles. (Yes, this glaya-exactly like
the end of “EASY RIDER* - you can call it a rip-off, we
call it an "homage”)...

INT. PICK-UP ~ DAY

The Rednecke see the bike...

REDNECK DRIVER
Hey, lookit them two -- .

REDNECK PASSENGER
Pull alongside - we’ll scare the
hell out of them -~
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He takes the PUMP SHOTGUN from the rifle-rack behind him.

TEDDY AND GWEN

ed along, urnmindful of the ick-up, even as it pulls
ggebeeide %ﬁem - and the Rednegk Pasgénger aims the gun.

REDNECK PASSENGER (CONT’D)
Want me to blow your brains out?

Teddy looks over. Gives them the finger.

REDNECK PASSENGER (CONT'D)
Why don’t you get a haircut?

The Redneck Passenger pulls the tri ger.' BOOM! The
bullet rips into Teddy. But still rides...

And it is Guen who lete cry the GROWL and LEAPS FROM THE
BIKE INTO THE CAB OF THE TRUCK -- a snarling, tearing zed-
plooded WEREWOLF1!!

Phe pick-up skids off the road crashing into a gully and
1and§ng on its eide... ! g guily

Teddy rides down to it. HE TOO HAS TURNED. He crawls
into the cab. As the EATING NOISES commence, we

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. ROADHOUSE - DAY '

A few dozen Harley-Davidaons are parked outside of this
seedy joint... .

Teddy and Gwen pull up on the bike and{gark. Th§¥e§re
now even further along physically, to the point e, at
first glance, we might even think they- were Coop and tila.
They walk into the roadhouse.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. INTERSTATE - DAY '

eddy and Gwen riding hard in the wind., Teddy's
ARCHITECT TUBE stické out of one saddlebad.

and behind them, there are at least

A DOZEN BIKERS

riding tricked-out Harleys, following their leaders.

ey, Fage on BY 88, 5000 SR RN Tt GRS S WAF

ridingla hog, with his she-Wolf on tha ad.,
stencilled around it is YTHE VICIOUS € s M/C.”"
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We FOLLOW Teddy and Gwen and the club, down an off-ramp
and into the sunset...

And we TILT UP to eee the EXIT SIGN they have taken,
which reads...

WASHINGTON D.C.

As King Harvest's 70s pogrclassic “DANCING IN THE
MOONLIGHT" starte up onh track... -

E;Wb et it on most every night/When that moon ies big and
ight/It's a supernatural delight/Everybody’s dancing in
the moonlight... ” } . ,

" and we TILT FURTHER UP, to see the FAINT ORB in the
raying s%yilatruggling for the clarity it will have once
a.].' EBB a 3-.. *

Lanncin in the moonlight/Everybody’'s feeling waxim and
right/It's éuch a fine and natural sight/Evetybody’s
dancing in the moonlight... *}

For tonight there will be

A FULL MOON -

and, through the music, we HEAR the last sustained

e H
troubled HOWL, filled with bloodlust and the urge to
destroy, and it is then we know we are truly at --

THE_ERD



