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Texas Chainsaw Massacre: The Origin
DARKNESS REIGNS
IN THE BEGINNING.

The words drift into the ether, vanishing, before we

FADE UP: ON:

EXT. SLAUGHTERHQUSE - TRAVIS COUNTY - DAY
Sunless sky. Godless ground. , i N,

Insert Legend: August 10th, 1939.

o

THUMP (0S ) £ 4

ARse p S .__.".:.;
INT. WORK-FLOOR SLAUGHTERHOUSE - TRACKING SHOT DAY

CAMERA CREEPS ACROSS

s L N
e <

1

The filthy, wet floor, an obese WOMAN, her back to us, hunkered

over a crude conveyor belt. The%:hythmlc clamor of

L )
% 4l
e e

THUMP.
Stamping unseen items, her bigéfed body squirms in grand
discomfort. Shifting. Shaking.  Suffering.

THUMP. 2

3 ~a

PUSHING CLOSER, we sé&e fhe'Beefy by-product making its way into

frame flanks of raw. red meat.

BT

THUMP. Now certified=USDA Grade.
"':5:} e "i—.

g _ R
But we're mostgéénce%%ed with the overfed but undernourished

woman(let's céﬁlﬁh@r SLOANE)perched on a rickety bench.
w.‘*::.:;# \‘.’fgr -r_:,‘,"‘:.’:

CAMERA QQQPPIﬂg‘ihches from her, close enough to kiss, her

corpulent body heaving with each labored breath,

CIRCLE to take in Sloane's fleshy face just as she hollers
SLOANE
Boes, I need a bathroom break!
(to herself)
Please, dear Lord, help me.
Velins throbbing. Heart pumping. Eyes bursting.

WIDER: The lone worker on the premises, Sloane's desperate
goes ostensibly unheeded.

call
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SLORNE'S STUBBY HANDS fondle the crucifix on her neck. BAs if in
silent prayer.

SLORNE gyrates atop the bench. Look closely and you'll see a
trickle of liquid leak down her leg(Urine? Blood?)

SLOANE'S BODY flinches. Flutters. Falls.

Collapsing to the floor as thick flanks flood over tﬁé?cgnveyor
belt edge, plopping down one after the other. LA

But Sloane, alas, has bigger concerns.

In the throes of galvanic spasms, she emits another yodel of
pain. Garnering the belated interest of herss=; -«

SUPERVISOR, who storms into frame, COKE-BOTTLE GLASSES unable to

e

obscure his raging apathy and knee-jerk :cynicism.

SUPERVISOR .

S'what you get for d;;ﬁﬁinf#bgéihe jeb

But his words expire. And his eyes expand.

And Sloane's screams become more vifé} reaching a far from
cathartic crescendo as. R,
..Sunlight breaks beatifigai%iﬂétross her face from a nearby

window, an oddly angelic giew,tb her as.
SR e
\ ooy, SR :
.The supervisor dropsidown beside Sloane, her body violently
quaking, her tendons “bursting as she strains to squeeeeeeze.
& ‘.-" =

Until her screams h@l%? “And her convulsions cease.

The residuzal siléﬁqé@ié‘deafening.

-ﬂ'&ii‘« -
Befuddled,ﬁthéfsﬁpervisor feels for a pulse, his reaction
telling us*a;}ﬁygﬁﬁeed to know: SLOANE'S DEAD.

And thef@iﬁ”éﬂ%éat before we hear an embryonic and atavistic
WAIL. It%sounds almost like Dear God, no a baby.

=%

And we see a milky liquid oozing from beneath her dress, pooling
around the already filthy floor. And wait

-Is that an umbilical cord? A sack? A blur of tiny arms?

2And the supervisor dares venture a glance past Sloane's belly to
see what she's spawned :

Lurching reflexively back. Aghast with what he beholds.



SUPERVISOR (CONT'D)
Dear God help us.

0ff his mortified expression, we slowly FADE TO BLACK:
EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE TRAVIS COUNTY NIGET 3

STILENCE. Soon yielding to a rhapsodic CLAMOR growing.louder,
coming closer. The sibilant sound of BUZZING befor? -,

LIGHT BLEEDS THROUGE
And we realize we're looking from inside A DUMPSTER(ﬁbV)as LUDA
MAE comes into view, inching over the edge, peaking-down at us
through a blizzard of flies. R,

rf

Vil
WIDER: Luda Mae trudges down a line of dumpsters behind the
slaughterhouse, pulling refuse from wityinth,“’

Behind her, we see the bounty she'q:éo;iécped. Discarded, half-
eaten and justifiably rejected mgé{’hnd?pgne.

she settles on the final dumpsteﬁ, her}iast hepe.

CLOSE ON LUDA MAE'S FILTHY SARE-FEET, on her tip-toes in order
to reach inside the dumpster.ss
$ & o

INSIDE DUMPSTER CLOSE ON‘HER EANDS

ot
gt

3 e X
sifting through the d;scagdedﬁdetrltus: Paper, bones, meat. And
something else. In thejcorner.

e b

A USDA GRADE WRAPPERY. =%

Moving on its own Héédtd. Something inside. Something ALIVE.
) %

leans closer, {po_s"itioning her body to lift the abandoned baby,

; ADE SR B ;
pefore we FA%&fQQgBLACK.

S
CLOSE ON LUDA MHE&Soﬁ%ES. Utterly engrossed, unblinking, she

e N
INT. Hoﬂ%"-'ﬁ-’TEIEPHONE ROOM  NIGHT 4
.‘1::‘.!,
SILENCE. Ceding to the sounds of CRINKLING, the corners of our
once bleak world(BABY EEWITT povV)unfolding.

THE SCALES FALLING FROM OUR EYES
1t s clear that we're still embalmed in the USDA wrapper.

Squinting through a hazy mist, we're focused on a patch of torn
wallpaper before ,
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LUDA MAE fills frame. Appraising us with unblinking eyes,
enamored. And soon a shadow falls over us, R YOUNG HOXT.

He leans closer. Snorts. Snaps:

YOUNG HOYT
That's the ugliest thing I ever seen.

and for a moment we see WHAT HOYT SEES: Deformed features.
Gnarled teeth. Pocked flesh. Shark eyes. g

A mere glimpse, it's enough to startle and stain.

But despite the revolting sight, Luda Mae compOSeéia maternal
grin, reaching out to us, her hand eclipsing~the light as we

% 4 FADE TO BLACK:

Insert Legend: 31 years later. & S R
‘ifi:';'-i?.':: *.:'.-, ¥ FADE UP: ON:
THE SUN % 7

Burning bright, casting shadows and silhouettes below as we see
the outline of several men loading into trucks.
#F £,

Diminishing over time, dri;;ig%méhay. Leaving a vacant stretch
of land behind, before wqjl%QhPAN OVER TO SEE:

L

EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - -<TRAVIS COUNTY DAY 5
Ry R
A windowless womb. $Still sunken. Still riddled with decay.
& -
‘%"‘“*- % ' . .
But we're most struckipy THE SIGN nailed into the soil:
g

"CONDEMNED BY AUTHORITY OF THE TEXAS HEALTH DEPARTMENT"
g F

INT. WORK-FLOOR'— - SLAUGHTERHOUSE LONG SHOT DAY 6

And froﬁﬁﬁﬁ*élEVated angle, we squint through the distance to
see a MONSTROUS MAN at work.

-
The lone worker left, he straps an animal onto a bench, a large
mallet by his side, until

A MAN'S FACE fills frame, obstructing our view of the worker.
SUPERVISOR (0.S.)
What s that diseased freak still doing .

here?

We realize we're watching from the ambient confines of an
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INT. OFFICE START ON THE SUPERVISOR DAY 7

Same COKE-BOTTLE GLASSES on his aguiline nose, two decades have
done little to dull his reptilian charm.

He turns to face his LACKEY, an impish elf, he's got the
personality of a dial-tone. A human shrug.

LACKEY
He likes it here.
(then) Ay, et
1 did the inventory, boss. Got all the .
equipment. T

See WORK TOOLS arrayed along an otherwise empty desk. The acute
eye will note A CHAINSAW among the items. The office otherwise
vacant save several boxes. 7

SUPERVISOR: : ¢

We closed for good nOwW. That ugly beast
don't need to be here (1o more.

(points to work-floor)
Fe's killin' my animals. with my tools.

(turns back totlackey)
We need to collect all the equipment,
Judd. And we needuto get that oversized
retard outta' here.. <

o .-%‘ .w;;{‘?
ALRCKEY
(a, gulp; a‘beat)
"We" Sir? <4, S,
INT. WORK-FLOOR SLAUGHTERHOUSE TRACKING SHOT DAY 8

CAMERA CREEPS BEHINGTHE LACKEY'S FEET. Towards the relentless
SOUND thumping iﬁﬁngg.distance. Moving over the wet, wood
floors. Ve
W b
.Discerning THE WORKER up shead. A hulking presence, his back
to us, §§;§”Be§;“over a chopping block. Hammering away.

LR

<0

pounding azMALLET into an unseen object. Over and over again.
Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

MOVING CLOSER STILL, see€ the disorderly tangle of filthy flaxen
hair twisting down his muscular back; see the lesions on his
head; see the +hin leather-strap stretched across the nape of
hig skull(holding, horrifically enough, a part of his face in
place) :

gis features remain mercifully  unseen.
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2and now, in addition to that POUNDING, we hear something else.
Scmething ghastly. something inhuman.

A whimper.

and we realize this man, THOMAS HEWITT, is doing his former job:
Killing an unseen animal. Or trying to. But...

It. Won't. Die. :th-
W l," o

Flustered, out of breath, Hewitt halts. Trying to cohtfbl his
labored wheezing. Trying to focus his frustrations.®

Finally, harnessing his strength, Hewitt takesﬂsevéral breaths
pefore raising THE MALLET and SLAMMING it thunderously down.

CRACK! Obliterating the animal.

Which is exactly when the LACKEY steps*igtd{View. Ten yards
away, girding for the unenviable task<ahead.

And he ganders back at his boss ﬁ’who ngilds it all from the
safety of his office. Leaving ths lackey no choice but to forge

begrudgingly ahead. -

5

A few steps closer and he figdsﬂhimself directly behind Hewitt,
his meek voice cracking whenihe says:
b F

-

Hewitt.

>
W

% g
: a “ﬁf . S
Nothing. Not an ouncaio~Q£ecogn1tlon.

foﬁ\ “*LACKEY (CONT'D)
EEWITT. &, S

W S

And Hewitt beggﬁégtégﬁusy himself with the animal s carcass,

ripping it“openzﬁiﬁh nis bare hands.
L ’:. )".
G, mwt
s, LACKEY (CONT'D)
Fwrowgsshuttin' down the place today. ¥You
%4 know that, right? Shutting down for

“good. We ain't packin' no more meat,
2in't killin' no more animals.

Hewitt continues tearing +he animal apart. Cruesome sounds.

LACKEY (CONT'D)
But don't you worry, we'll clean up and
all. Just leave the eguipment. You just
get on home now, okay? ;
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And Hewitt stops. And walks off. But not to exit. To snare
ANOTHER TOOL off a now visible table. .A LARGE CLEAVER.

2nd he strolls back to the table and the animal atop a2
Hacking diligently away, carving the creature to pieces

The lackey swallows. Ganders again at the supervisor's office
which Hewitt catches and looks accocrdingly, as we -

A
L &

RACK FOCUS: Back to the supervisor's office. A tacitgﬁaﬁént

petween Hewitt and the supervisor, before P
LACKEY (CONT'D) £
You gotta go, I said. & 7
(another beat) £
YOU GOTTA GET THE HELL OUTTA' HERB‘: ¥YOou
DUMB ANIMAL. o,

Sl

Hewitt STOPS(so, incidentally, does theQ;aékey's heart)

2nd the lackey takes an instinctive stepiback. Watching Hewitt
the way one regards a bee-hive after b%shing it with a baseball
bat. Waiting for the imminent eruptiom.
W

And Hewitt slowly lowers the cleaver. And just as we expect him
to go berserk, he simply. .rg;igquishes his grip on it.

%
f 3"23&‘;-3('-“‘:}:3-&::
And he bounds right pastwthe Lackey, nearly brushing his
shoulder before exitingjthis place.

S ‘:a;;% . v-

And the lackey exhalep‘“%lief, before

Big. Fucking. Beat.

CLANG! He reccils.. ‘For he's just inadvertently knocked the
mallet to the flooxm, :
R,

The lackeyﬂrecgmﬁoées, giggling nervously, as we CUT TO:

. /
T \"'fd‘;_at?' :

S
T oyt dr
4.5;‘_2'?»- R

o
EXT. MOTEI-‘\-: POOL TEXAS DAY )

MURKY WATER. Looking down into the depths A lake? A river?
A swamp?

Filthy, we can barely see beneath its surface as RIPPLES corrupt
its once flat veneer. Right before we see

A YOUNG MAN, surfacing. The crown of his head pierciﬁg through
along with the blade of the pocket-knife in his right hand.
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b

A bandanna on his forehead, he sharks surreptitiously closer,
DOG-TAGS dangling from his neck..

VOICE (0.S.)
What're you doing. 7

YOUNG MAN
Shhh. Xeep your voice down. This is how

you sneak up on 'em, how you catch em.ﬁfM”
VOICE (0.S.) iy, Vg

Catch who? : %
YOUNG MAN

Gooks.

VOICE (O. S.)
Only thing you're gonna catch in ﬁhere is
disease. & B
)4 "—n
WIDEN to see the lad's in the shailow énd of the corrosive,

kidney-shaped pool. @

The lantern-jawed golden boy asceﬁds from the pool to reveal a
chiseled torso and a prominent scar across his belly. The

Marlboro Man gone to seed. i
L

ﬁ“?‘v

This is ERIC HILL(25) o
.,—..;,\\fh SN
But we're much more lnterested in the lovely lass sun-bathing on
the outskirts of the pag}..,
*« R

Raven hair. Auburn eyes.A “Copper skin. BAnd a serpentine shape
that could make a blshop “punch a hole in a stained-glass window.
This is CHRISSIE(zdx

But all you really need to know is, she's our girl.
5 CHRISSIE

And I already told you, I'm not going in
“““”fﬁat‘pool Eric.

"{

3\¢v

a5

v',

-,

ERIC
Thlnk of it as the last wish of a
soldier.

CHRISSIE
You been gettin' "last wishes" all week,
G.I. Joe.

ERIC

(playfully)

and you call yerself a patriot.
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CHRISSIE
You know what I call patriotic? Me.
Driving you. Across state. To go to
Vietnam. For the second time.

ERIC
Shoot, you goin' all the way to Vietnam,
baby? "
CERISSIE &
(unamused) P

Fort Bragg's far enough, Eric.

ERIC Y

You're just tryin' to change thes,
subject. § £ %
"i:‘"f' &

CHRISSIE o N

3
And what was the subjects..?: o

ERIC &% Sy
Your aversion to get®in' if: this water
with me. Don't you see, girl? The
pool's a, what d'you call 4t? What's
that college word you used? A. .a

metaphor. 5,
£ 25
CHRISSIE
(skeptdcal
Oh, a metgphagg .
& ~ é“‘*
Q%th%£$IC
Yup. For.life,” see. You just gotta dive
in. A

-~

Shp.%  CHRISSIE
Er;é?ﬁyoﬁire about as deep as that
_water® %
% @ 2
'-:‘k: p ".-.
He ascends ffow(%ie shallow sea, wading closer to her.
Bt iy
% ERIC
. don't wanna fight. I just wanna have a

good time with my girl. Can I do that?

2nd his hands go to her waist. Before they trade a deep and
passionate kiss. Hande roaming. Lips devouring.

Before Eric halts. And once again unveils that dashing grin.

ERIC (CONT'D)
I got something for you.
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10.

He pulls A RING from his pocket. Slides it onto her finger.

ERIC (CONT'D
That's a genuine Cubic Princess Ring.
Very hard to get.

And Chrissie's initial elation is undercut when she realizes

CHRISSIE £,
You got this from a Cracker Jack box, =
Eric. ;;A;; b T

® i

Indeed, the ring is made of pure, pristine PL@SEiC,ﬁ :

ERIC ¥ '
Had to eat eight batches just to get the
one I wanted. Almost had to g*ve'you the
Secret Decoder Ring. ;

But despite this, Chrissie guietly t*easures the gift. Keeping
in on her finger with a satlsfled;smlleﬁ%@
ERIC (CONT' D;%
But there's something elseNI gotta give
you, darlin'
.“r,.

Without further adieu, Eric CupS’ChrlSSle in his arms. And
summarily tosses her into thewpool

And Chrissie hits with aasplash and a shriek, swatting wildly at
the water, trying tq¥fre§dntbe;ore we STARK CUT TO:

"3’ e
INT. MOTEL ROOM - DA.'!’\h \

A CEILING FAN m&RNOWN POV

10

Steadily churqgﬁ@, %isperlng with manufactured wind.

We look down at‘%ﬁbed, and are most riveted by the half-naked
MAN atop it. “His limbs strapped to the bed-posts by a ragtag
assemblage ‘ofsocks, belts and stockings.

R
Meet DEAN dILL(19) Possess;ng his brother's brooding good
looks, his keen, incisive eyes set him apart.

And at the moment, he looks understandably vexed(though, not for
the reasons we might think)

A listless Fay Raye awaiting his King Kong.

Giving us view of the room's crumbling infrastructure: Peeling
paint. Torn carpet. The Four Seasons this ain't.
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VOICE (V.O.)
Ready. ?

ANGLE ON BAILEY(21) A tigress yet to be tamed, she strikes a
coquettish pose, inspecting that TONGUE in a hand-held mirror.
2 lollipop body to go with her lullaby voice:

BAILEY =t
I'm gonna use my tongue in ways the Loxrd® ==
never intended. Here I come, cowboY . -

DEAN
(flat)
Yee-haw.

In the bathroom doorway, she regards Dean. { ;ﬁ“
il
; q“:’g i, =

BATLEY %,
Well, that didn't sound very: inspired.
2 sight to make most gay eunuchsﬁéEEMSfﬁgéfy ejaculate, Dean
does, indeed, seem generally unaffected.

< .

But Bailey, a nubile nymph unfamiiigggﬁith rejection, swaggers
closer. 2ll hips and attitude. '
U,
(NOTE: Through the lone windénge,see Chrissie toweling angrily
f Eric ferventl logiZes.
off as v y apo #5§§%E”)

Bailey slithers onto,peaq;liﬁﬁ°a sexy serpent, peppering his
chest with baby kissgéa%vagking her way South.
Until she stops. Anqggegfg up at the preoccupied Dean.

Nl o

Sa
T

% BAILEY (CONT'D)

This Tiay shock you? But most men are
said®go enjoy this kind a' thing.

E £ e

. #

& DEAN

ﬁb@j&f's great. Really. GCreat.

i\t -l
R

But she'gaqgt buying it. .and neither are we.

S ’
o

DEAN (CONT'D)
Sorry. dJust. .distracted.

And he easily liberates himself from the ankle and wrist
constraints, leaning up to face the still prostrate Bailey.

DEAN (CONT'D)

(launching in)
How does someone go back there? How do
you do that?
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BATLEY
(a familiar sigh)
Doesn't make him any more heroic than
you, baby.

Dean leans over to the bedstand, snagging his wallet and fishing
his DRAPT-CARD from it, before
DEAN £
I'm supposed to die 'cus a piece of 4
paper says so. 'Cus my so-called pumber “u®
came up. o

BAILEY B,
That's why you're not going. £,

DEAN = ";‘;:I—«" &
But he thinks I'm going, Bail,“he thinks
I'm going, too. & B o

o

BAILEY #5%

He's your brother, he: loves

¥

L
DEAN ‘..\;ﬂ .'_.: p
Tt's not that easy. Some families send

their kids off to.college, mine send 'em
: &

you.

)

&

off to war. £ £ %
(almost tofihimself)
I'm already the black sheep.
ﬂ‘:; ii":;r. V%‘:
4, N BAIIEY :
I say youigust,walk right up To Eric and
you tell shimywe"re going to Mexico and
you're‘gptlgdﬁna join him in this stupid
war no mgt%gr what some piece of paper
R
He rises from ;edﬂ{troubled. Pacing the puke-colored carpet.
5 it E

BATLEY (CONT'D)

DEAN
(heard her just fine)

What?
(defensive)
'Not scared of him.
(low)

Scared of what he 11 think, maybe

BANG-BANG. Knuckles on the window. Inspiring Dean to nearly

yelp before recomposing and turning to see -



[ ERIC QUTSIDE THE WINDOW

A Semper Fi tattoo now discernible on his right shoulder.

ERIC
(muffled; through the s
glass) g My
Get your bony ass ready, soldier. We're® - :
moving out at 1700 hours. Whoa-ah. . "uf
12 INT. MOTEL ROOM DAY F :
Dean nods back. Turns to face Bailey. Gulpiia.
DEAN adTn, “:‘é\\,/_\.
Maybe, a little scared. i =
Bailey casts a playful glance down;ﬁbwgiév;rotch region(os)
pATIEYf & &
. (2 big smile)y
Maybe, a lot. el
13 INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE SECONPﬁE@OOR - DAY
r': .él'.r. ?
[ FROM BEHIND we see the Supe %i%or?shutting the lights OFF in a
fuse box, the scene darkgﬁihgéﬁith each CLARCK.
Until he's articulag?ﬁ:pﬁiy;by a single dangling light-bulb.
Enough to shepherd him back “into his
14 INT. SUPERVISOR'S on:;cn- MOMENTS LATER
)

The supervisor pfages inventoried items into a box, halting

~

when he realiﬁgéﬁ;he*hallet's still missing.

£

oy X :
.Turning“ﬁust?;n;tlme to see HEWITT in the doorway.
R, y
R e SUPERVISOR
% Go home. We're out of business. You and

“Jour family only ones dumb enocugh to
still live here. Gonna sure as shit die

here, too.
And the superviscr might utter another word but

‘ The mallet's in Hewitt s hand

and in the air

11 EXT. MOTEL ROOM DAY 163k

12

13

14



14

Finding awkward purchase in the supervisor's neck. WHACK.
Sending him crumpling to the floor.

Stunned, he grapples across the linoleum as Hewitt advances.

SUPERVISOR (CONT'D)
What're you doing? What in the Lord's
name'r you doing? Fus,
Hand to his neck, blood pours from the open wound as he crawls
closer to the desk, a PHONE atop it. ,Fm; Sl

¢ ¥
A rf

and the superv1sor goes underneath the desk, reachlng around to
remove the phone from its cradle as.
.Hewitt wields the mallet again, sw1nglng it across his body.

But not at the supervisor. At the desk's 1gg:,'

.1.'«"';.. e
».4

and the desk crashes down on the supervmsor s hip, equipment
CLAMORING to the floor. The superv1ser plnned beneath the heavy
desk. A rat in a steel trap. #F= g

., %
He strains to move towards the phone, every inch a mile.

2nd a word about this scene: The v161ence depicted is awkward,

and clumsy and devoid of gracesy,
{ "" {
And Hewitt hovers behind the”gypeYVLSOr, mallet by his side.
Stalking closer with venomou§ equanlmlty
o X
Through sheer grit and term;natlon, the supervisor reaches the
phone, dialing "O" béTo !
The mallet SLAMS lpto’hl * spine, arching him unnaturally.
w“*“%
%a% PHONE (V.O.)
Helleg “operator .Hello?

§ -3
% f-

But the superv1sor ‘s in no position to answer, bellowing:

SUPERVISOR

.NOOOOOOO'
R (cowering in pain)

I'm your friend, Hewitt

And Hewitt halts. As if considering that, before CRACK! A
blow to the face. A busted beak. Ample blood

SUPERVISOR (CONT'D)
YOU MOTHERFUCKER! Fuck! You fuckin'
fuck fuc



r,i “os Il
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@

16

15.

His good-will gone, the supervisor squirms, the pointy desk
corner partially obstructing our view of the

Battery of blows that reign down on him. Crushing.
Cracking. Xilling.

And we're treated to the ghastly sounds produced when mallet
breaks bone, when flesh folds, when whimpering leads to.
AT

SILENCE. T

Save Hewitt's accelerated breathing. Staring ag_théRdetritus of
his deed; it looks an awful lot like an animal. %
h

W
-

He tics a glance to an inventoried item now;st?éﬁn haphazardly
across the floor. Sparse light articulating A CHRINSEW.

e

And Hewitt regards it with a reverence :35%:%@6 for first loves
and four-star generals. HOLD, before we - -SCUT TO:

zIp! A DUFFEL-BAG CLOSED. ¢ ‘g *

EXT. MOTEL  WIDER VIEW pav% 15

-
o qmr X

Eric hauls bags into the back of the Jeep, Dean following on his
heels, wrestling with a smal;eifbag.

£ 41
Chrissie and Bailey lift ;igﬁtg;jioads, exhibiting decidedly
less enthusiasm than Ericdfm,

=,
L2eS

& 4 <
@ % ° C
Come on,“ﬁﬁaiimwgook alive now. And take
one last gahder at that motel over there.
'Cus this ‘here is your motel for the next
two days. .

%%y lpoints to packed Bronco

%, “Jeep)
MyilaSt hours as a civilian will not be
“igpent idle.
@
Wwith thfgﬁmﬁéﬁﬁifts the last duffel bag, tossing it into the
Jeep(CRMERA POV) and sending us to momentary DARKNESS:
EXT. SINGLE LANE HIGHWAY LOW ANGLE - DAY 16

and in the distance, moving away from us, we See€ HEWITT walking
down the desoclate road periphery.

That CHAINSAW in his grip, hanging by his side.

LOW TRACKING SHOT BEHIND THE CHAINSAW and Hewitt's plodding feet
moving down the highway.
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17

18

16.

A blood orange sky overhead, the sun assaulting us from above,
Hewitt moves further away. Many miles to go.

A long journey ahead.

MUSIC CUE: Creedence Clearwater Revival's "Bad Moon Rising"
MAQCH CUT TO:
5 & i'f,c

EXT. STICKY HOT ASPHALT - DAY " § 5" 17

And the residue of roadkill now embedded in it béfd%éWQe WIDEN
+o see the same sun beating down. £ gy

VROOOOOM! TIRES TREAD OVER us, before we —t,HOP"'A-;,RIDE WITH:

INT. JEEP MOVING Y # 18

&7

EU

o

Eric drives, Dean riding shotgun. 1IN TﬁE_ 2CK Bailey paints her
toe-nails pink, a bemused Chrissie besideuher.

5 g
John Foggerty warbles off the radio asiwe note THE CRACKER JACK
BOX ring now on a chain danglingﬁgff the rear-view mirror

e -.n":':

e L

And Chrissie ganders out the window at the barren, endless
stretches of land. Finally gprping to face Eric, asking:

CHRISSIE
You wearin thatgpﬁlcgne again?
(ayproud nod)
"High Karate:' ¥ Good, huh?
: %
_{™e§ CHRISSIE
Oh, yéag§%_1f we could drop that smell on
Viﬁtﬁam we could end the war right now.
- f 6
e B i X . q
Eric smirk¥h, O4nit help but sniff himself.

e CHRISSIE (CONT'D)
.50 what re you gonna miss the most?
ERIC
Hmm?
CHRISSIE
When you're over there? When you're

away from home?

A question that garners +he interest of everyone in the car.
None more so than Dean.
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ERIC
You fishin £for complements here?

CHRISSIE
Fishin' for the truth. Name anything.

2nd Eric's about to share the litany of items he longs for
before retracting. Too painful to ponder. Then:

ERIC ® F
Nothing. I mean, family and all, I @i, "4t
guess. But Dean's gonna be there with
me. 3 ~
(pointedly)
Right, Dean-07

Dean trades terse eyes with Bailey. A bl_éﬁéﬁjﬁeat before
Ay, R

DERN

(flat) R s

Whoo-ah. S N

4 %
But his gaze invariably travels Eg(ErJ%*s shirtless torso.
specifically to his belly. And the, sear residing there.

Eric follows his brother's eyes before looking back at the road.
About to let it go without cemgénpary, until.

ey N

3

I do sometimes miSs my innocence.
& S g,
Eric finds this consf&gr&?%? more amusing than anyone else.
% 3
But then, all at ogggi;cghversation ceases with the faint but
sonorous ROAR of,,ﬁQﬁxigt, it sounds like a2 chainsaw.
Y
REAR-VIEW POV: #%battalion of BIKERS ascend over the horizon.
Coming up hard andifast. Leather-clad vikings.
‘%‘—\'."4. 1"{}‘;‘;" -";‘
CHRISSIQ_AND”BQIfEY turn simultaneously to gander throuch the
rear—wiﬁ@ﬁﬁﬁéld?at the fourteen choppers enveloping the Jjeep.
&
o,
oy BAILEY
Cool.

A phalanx-like formation, the ROAR is deafening. But even
Bailey's given pause when she spies the SHOTGUN protruding from
a side-satchel. ;

CHRISSIE :
(off Bailey's goo-goo
eyes)
(MORE)
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CHRISSIE (cont'd)
T've found that it's best to flirt with
men once they've taken their helmets off.

BATILEY
(eyes cast crotch level;
low)
I'm not lookin' at their faces.

DEAN 2008
(wheels his head around) :
Flirtin' who's flirtin'?

.

¥
¥

~

Eric's heedless of the conversation, fixed on Qpﬁef?maiters.

ERIC
(to Deanj; casually)

Pop the glove compartment. 5
S’
o %, i‘,"r "h:"’

o, e
WHAP!
.

=

Dean pays no attention distracted by @f
& &

This followed by a furious successiontof WHAPS  the sound of

these bikers smacking the side ofythe car as they pass.

A cacophonous clamor, it's a rit%al of}the road. But they smack
the jeep so hard we half expect the windows tO shatter.

ERIGR.CONT 'D)
(firmer) § £ ¢
The glove compﬁgtqgggg Dean.
",
Appropriately inspired, Qéan'bpens the glove-compartment which
unfurls to reveal...A ~45§§P

Its shiny steel undefiably  intoxicating.

. . A 'ffk'&., - f % -
chrissie and Bailey, gazes fixed on the deluge of bikers, remain
unaware of the fireaxm before noticing that the bikers have
begun to surge férward. Moving on.

Ery £ &

A ‘l"e. "- ;{“ , . ' : :
But TWO BIﬁEg?ﬁ{;maln behind in quiet defiance.
\.E',‘t: 2
T D . -
Donnian odified Panzer-tank helmets, WWI fly-boy goggles and

<

ruby red "Qggannas, their features remain indiscernible.
The smaller of the two a Road Runner patch on his jacket
peels down his bandanna. And makes a "V" with his fingers,

tongue flicking lewdly out befere.
.They rev their engines and catch up with their brethren.

BACK IN THE JEEP, everycne gighs with relief, breaths resuming
as BEric reaches OVEr, slapping the glove compartment closed, as
we CUT TO:
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EXT. HEWITT HOUSE KITCHEN DAY 19

The Sheriffs car pulls up to the back of the house. SHERIFF
WINSTON(30's) a puff-pastry of a man with a very present belly
and a very vacant stare disgorges from the Chevy.

He swaggers towards the unseen edifice as we EEAR the creak of a
door and go to el
P caiy ‘."..:'_ .

UNKNOWN POV BEEIND A SCREEN DOOR

Fy el
Through the torn, mosquito-infested, mesh we see.a MAN's red
overalls as Sheriff Winston trundles up the f;qntVSteps.

We'll stay here, this POV, until otherwise poted;;

SHERIFF e
Thomas in there? ! e,

(no answer) e @ N
alright then. We got a bit, of.a
situation on our hands# ~ I was just down
at the slaughterhouse where:that ape a
yours killed a man. Xilled®him good.

Now I'm on my way to apprehend him
whatever that entails. And seein' as how
he's your pet, figured you might wanna
accompany me. Maybe “finesse" the
situation fore T.deal with it my way.

B

with this, he pointed;y-tgsﬁg*a hand on his holster.

And after a ponderoﬁgapéégi“a dirt-speckled PRLM enters frame.
Opening the door, asiwe®z = CUT TO:

EXT. ROAD HELICOPTER SHOT - DAY 20
i ’3
The Chevy. Ongsthe move.
L

A single—c%t,faéh,éisingle-lane highway.

SRDP e
Eorpie

e SEERIFF (V.O.)
"%, And you know what else Joe tells me?

INT. CHEVY - MOVING DAY 21
CAMERA perched slightly behind the Sheriff, we discern the MAN
in the passenger-seat, only the slope of his overall-donned
ghoulder visible.

We parachute into the Sheriff's rambling monclogue.
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SHERIFF
[ .Honestly tells me that you can bring a
horse to organism with your finger? How
crazy is that? I mean, who's the fool
that tested that theory? Betcha' there's
a bunch a' sore horses running around
some farm somewhere, though.
(a beat; a thought) oy
Hell, like to do that with my wife, you® &
don't mind me saying. ¢ g

He casts an eyes to his passenger. Changes tonei )

SHERIFF (CONT'D)
Stayin' here, with no more work,-no more
jobs, no more food, it's downright’
suicidal. I'm the last bit a _ law .
enforcement left and I'm moving: to
Michigan next week. Fuck this town.

He looks to his passenger for a réactiong- when there's none -

. SHERIFE, (CONT/D)

But working this job, ‘im.this town, you
get a lotta time to think. And I
sometimes wonder..swhat makes a man a
killer? I don'timindg¢tellin ya' maybe
you raised this retard-boy right, we're
not takin' this~drive right now. Some
creatures ;are; justénot intended to
interact,with normal folk.

- B

But he stops. &nd pqiﬁtﬁéh Like Rhab spotting the whale.

—

W

_ “{®™.§ SHERIFF (CONT'D)
Lockiti% him. .taking a goddamn Sunday
strold.
v B
Indeed, throughithe dirt and dust we discern HEWITT

Stalkinﬁ%ﬁﬁé*fgzd periphery, the siren's strobe washing eerily
over him as, the Chevy veers towards the road periphery. .SHERIFF
WINSTON 2

Halte the car just behind Hewitt, tires kicking up dirt  adding
yet another coat to the already entrenched windshield.

2nd Hewitt halts on instinct. Still as stone.

. Anxious, the sheriff slaps the car into "park" fumbling to
unclip the harness on his holster as he instructs:

han 4
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SHERIFF (CONT'D)
Stay here. I 11 let you know if I need
you.
With this, he disgorges from the vehicle but we. .STAY BEHIND

With the passenger. Watching it all through the dirty glass

Evervthing from this point on will unfold from 1ns;de thg ar
unless otherwise noted. £ ]

lc '2_{“—':"
The continuous CRACKLE of the police radio adds“to ﬁhe ambiance
as THE SHERIFF steps intec our field of vision.: “On the left

gide. His pistol trained on the frozen Hew1tt._

We heed his muffled but audible words through the glass
SHERIFF (CONT'D)%s, et
Put down the weapon, boys . .

e
2 5
.;.‘_,

THE CHAINSAW. Stays clenched 1n.Hew1ttis grlp No reaction.

§
SHERIFE:; ( CON’I“ D)
We know what you done,:ﬁewztt. This
don't need to be dlfflcult less you make
it so. g

S )
,"\
1 ¢
£

But still, alas, Hewitt moves not a muscle. His gargantuan back
inflating and contrac:1ngyw1th ‘2ach obstreperous breath.

And now, into framel we.see the PASSENGER in the car begin to
fidget with somethlng;lxﬁls ands busying themselves as.

.The Sheriff conpigﬁes‘to focus on Hewitt.
%%, SHERIFF (CONT'D)
Y'adfig. gonna get more warnings, son.
_Pu f '1'he Weapon. DOWN.
)Q'!' ">“.n
ReallZlnq that,he's making no progress, the sheriff turns back
to us. wggsﬁurgng for us to come out.

And after a moment, and with a groan, the passenger exits.

But we STAY INSIDE THE CAR. Watching as THE PASSENGER enters
frame, his features obscured by the mosaic of dirty glass.

SEERIFF (CONT' D)
Tell your nephew the world a' shit he
just stepped into. Last bit of free air
he's gonna breath for some time.
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PASSENGER
We got another problem, Sheriff.

That voice sounds awfully familiar, before we HARD CUT TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE THE CAR ROADSIDE FAVOR THE SHERIFF 22

As he tics a perturbed glance back at the passenger --Who now
stands behind him, Hewitt still motionless. TRy

SHERIFF
What problem's that?

oy i)
N "

The passenger steps into frame. You might reéégniié him as
HOYT. And, oh yeah, he's got a SHOTGUN in hi’s; hand.

.‘\_ & X
HOYT o P

Who's gonna clean up this mess?y,
The mess produced when  BOOM quﬁ-puiisﬁthe trigger, and

<

o

THE CAMERA SCOOTS BACK

-&'t‘F 2

R,

o, iz :
Providing us with a perfect view ofythe sheriff's head. Just
before it explodes in a mist of scarlet and grey matter.

And still despite the provérﬁi@l fireworks Hewitt doesn't
turn around. Simply star%g\igagfthe distance.

And Hoyt looks blankly d&&n, as if just realizing:
N oy

L ., U
%, '%HOYT (CONT'D)
shit, we“just lost our entire police
force. wa %
~ “then; tsk-tsk-tsk)
So muchy¥iolence.
Sy
Only when seei?gfthe Sheriff's skull seeping onto the cement,
does Hoyt express fiis chagrin:

e HOYT (CONT'D)

wﬁ%yessy fucker, ain'tcha'?

He squats down, better able to remove the Sheriff's watch and
wedding band before rifling through the former.

Unmoved by the FAMILY PHOTOS inside(the Sheriff with his young
sons and wife) Hoyt takes note of Hewitt who hasn't moved
throughout the entire event and assures him that =

.
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HOYT (CONT'D)
Everything's gonna be okay. Nothing we
can’'t handle so long as we stick
together, same as always.
(then)
Just keep your hands off that uniform,
need it nice and neat.

He stands upright. Smirks. Ponders. Then: F o

0
Awiiag

% ,:'{{' o %

HOYT (CONT'D) =
Go on home, boy. I'll deal with thes =
clean-up here. B
(a sigh ) 3
Guess we're gonna have to figure.jout ‘some
life-style alternatives. i

And with this, he begins "the clean—up":irocéég as Hewitt
resumes his odyssey, and we TIME CUT, TO:™

S '51,

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE - - WIDER D2§§; Y 23
& S

LOW ANGLE: Our first real glimpsé@of the enormous abode, it

resembles an architectural tombstong.s

HOYT drags the Sheriff's naked+body along, carrying a bundle of
clothes as we PRE-LAP: 5 &

S

ZHOYT (V.0.)
That slaughterhouse was more important to
this town than“these fools'll ever
know. %y W,

“< o

~

A & ; ;
Part of the Sherifglsﬂ;eaa gets left behind in the dirt.
Yo g
‘~ B k-(
“ﬁa@g HOYT (V.0.) (CONT'D)
LOfly a'matter a time fore the whole

. town)s ‘overrun by hippies and
“pikers...most families have already fled.
Ry,

INT. DININGROOM  HEWITT HOUSE NIGHT 24

Hoyt at thé‘head of the table, his back to us, as we SLOWLY PAN
OVER to Luda Mae's incredulous face.

HOYT (0.S.)
Let 'em all flee, I say, let 'em head for
the hills, for the cities that pollute
the air and the soul.

PAN TC MONTY, head bowed into something OS, horrified.
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HOYT (0.S.) (CONT'D)
K .Not us; we're stayin'.

STOP PAN on the corner of the room. A figure encased in
darkness, it takes us a moment to recognize. .HEWITT.

HOYT (0.S.) (CONT'D)
We will never leave our land, we will
never abandon our place of birth.

£
5 4§ 3

Hewitt stares at the floor as if in search of loit@chinde.
VQ;@ ]

HOYT (0.S.) (CONT'D) &
We are on our own now, people. and,.
alone, we will rise above it all«. °

N
R’
<5

ut@gily impassioned:

BACK ON HOYT. A zealous look on his face, u
£ <y
HOYT (CONT{D)&g, ¢
And we will never starve agaim, People
aren't gonna remembergWhat We say here
today. .but they sure’ as shHit gonna
. remember what we do. % .
(a deep breathje. ..
let us say grace for the bounty that's
been given us.  &ff

And we PAN DOWN on the bowls'placed before them, filled with
inscrutable meat. Luda Mde“and Monty regard if with caution as
Hewitt emerges from the shadows, and we TIME CUT TO:

e,

-y

& G A
25 EXT. HIGHWAY THE 'E)_iB_RYQgIC SUN MORNING 25
& X
%5 .
Beating down on thgbgfphilt. The dawn of a new day.
e -’é

We hear the clap®f, boots before HOYT steps into frame. He
stares at us(CpM%BA'POV)with incendiary eyes.
g &

.Eyes thét.é?é?géon concealed by DARK SUNGLASSES, enabling us
to discern whzzgs reflected in them: THE ROAD
Gt
PUSE IN ONgTHOSE GLASSES until we're cruising down the

expressway, &£iying at excessive speeds, covering miles and
miles.

2 blur of contcurs and colors before we see a car no, a Jeep
coming right at us, a head-on collision.

' And we're about tTo smash into it, before we PICK UP. ON:




25.

26 INT. JEEP - - EARLY MORNING 26

l Dean drives now, a blanket covering Eric beside him, Bailey fast
asleep in the back; Chrissie afforded no such luxury.

CERISSIE
Eric. ? Eric?

Dean tics a glance at his ostensibly slumbering brother before
clocking Chrissie through the rear-view:

DEAN
He's pretending. .used to do it all the
time when we were kids. :

CHRISSIE
Sstill does. Especially when he doesn t
wanna talk about somethlng F=%

They share the moment. Bonded by thelr affectlon for Eric.
cmussn: (CONT D)
‘ Next stop, I'll dr.;ve,‘. k

That, of course, elicits a *esponse'trom Eric.
ERI‘LE £ 4
l (eyes st;lJ shut, a
knowxng’smlle)
Like hell. you: w;ll.

And Chrissie's newly £ocused on the road now, nudging Dean so
that he, too, can see ﬁhat "lies ahead:

POV: Over an LnteIQthlng highway, we see the cavalcade of
BIKERS. Stooped‘~NHalf a mile away.
4,.};;._ o
: ~:‘ CHRISSIE (0.S.)
..\';_"l" ‘? ( 10w)
s These people not sleep or something?
1'-{":: P _‘-‘ ",4
“'%ss DEAN (0.S.)
“Get all hopped up on drugs, drive through
the night.

They trade conspiratorially eyes through the rear-view, before -

‘ CHRISSIE
(pointedly)

How're we on gas?
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26

A cursory glance at the FUEL-GRUGE tells us there's well over
half a quarter tank left. But when we PAN BACK TO

Dean. It s clear what he's about to do, even before we
EXT. GENERAL STORE DAY 27

As it rolls to a halt, a sprits of dirt erupting befare we PAN
UP to see the Jeep's doors pop open. flﬁﬁe-

Bailey and Chrissie slide out on opposite sides. . sm
Bailey pats Dean encouragingly on the back a'ébigtéd gesture
that Chrissie picks up on before J -

BATLEY £ &%
(to Chrissie) .
) o
Use the powder room? F % -
4r A;é:\" -
Chrissie squints up at the still unseen venue.
A %&Q*G

CHRISSIE &
Their version of "a pnwder foom s" a
bucket and a bowl of water.

But she accompanies Bailey insdgde, nonetheless, leaving Eric and

Dean behind to sort through fhe 51lence, as we.
¥

.See the location for hhetilrst time: The taztion/general
gtore from TCM2003. 5 <4 e
b é"\ s

G

INT. GENERAL STORE - = nn,b 28
Chrissie and Bailey, slow ﬂnstantly upon entry, taking stock of
the dim. and dank confines.
e,
L
LUDA MAE inhabits: the’ counter, her beefy paws on the glass top,
eyeing our, gals the way Sylvester regards Twitty Bird.

"
Chrissie wrestles a WAD OF CASH from her pocket. Peeling off
severalﬁgglls and handing them to Luda Mae

gy
- CHRISSIE
Three dollare, please.
LUDA MAE
For what?
CHRISSIE
Uh, gas.
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27

Luda Mae pockets the cash without a word as Bailey leads
Chrissie towards the back, halting on sight of something across
the room

TWo BIKERS at a table. A man and a woman. Strayed from their
pack.

Our gals move gingerly closer, the man(HOLDEN)a muscular menace,
eyes them salaciously as his partner (RLEX)takes obvious offense
at her boyfriend's apostasy. ¢ F K

P (T
The acute eye will notice the "Road Runner" emblem on.her
leather jacket as she eye-fucks Chrissie and Bailey, watching
t+hem duck into the bathroom. B o

STAY OUTSIDE as Holden lights a cigarette ﬁigﬁr@ iippo. Turning
back to his girl with a bemused grin that she doesn’'t
reciprocate. SN

Pretty. But looks cap™t’ lasg forever.

o

With this, she promptly producesig butﬁérfly-knife, stabbing it
into the table wood. -

HOLDEN,
leave 'em be. § £ %

Alex only grins wolfishly{ﬁédﬁ?mﬁad intentions on the brain.

EXT. GENERAL STORE —ue DAY R 29
\"‘s- ‘Q*Z"“»_. o -

Eric grapples with thewéagfpump, realizing:
S

2, T,
W ERIC
Theré¥sya, first: A gas station without
gagi™ o
£ F¢
Indeed, thgmgégfpgﬁp‘s impotent. Allowing Eric to appraise his
e Oy

clearly §i§cbm§dfted younger brother. Then:
"-“-:2:?'-""."';':7}"*-41 R
N, ERIC (CONT'D)
You know what I am gonna miss?
Sincerely miss? This. Just hanging out.
Just doing nothin'. No clocks, no
curfews. It'll take you a little while
to adjust to life over there; the people,
+he language, the smell. But.

His voice trails off, thoughts lingering on a world away .

DEAN
But what?
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ERIC
You'd be amazed the things you can get
use to.

But Eric senses scmething amiss in Dean's eyes.

ERIC (CONT'D)
Scmething you wanna tell me, Dean?

off Dean, inventorying his courage.

INT. BATHROOM

A windowless womb, Bailey and Chrissie confer{’@.

GENERAL STORE DAY

BAILEY P 4G
We're going to Mexico, me and Dean..‘
(off Chrissie's silence).
Well, what d'you think? .Chrissie?
-

28.

She averts her eyes. Strugglingﬁﬁffh ﬁﬁqg%to say. Finally:

&

& )
CHRISSIE
(soulful) gt

YNy

&

£
w

I say go. I say go and get the hell away

from this place,lgrqm this war.
; é. -

o

-

Which, of course, begs the_qﬁgégion.

------

» <.BAILEY
How can yousleteEric go. ? How can you
let him go;baek?
an 8, CHRISSIE
Eric's different. I tried a long time
ago. ““Befpre it got in him.
Sy, ©
P,
i & ¥ BRAILEY

-
»

'Eggﬁa%?, hat got in him?

Sl CHRISSIE
(simple)
‘War.

BAILEY

T don't understand.

CHRISSIE
I think if you do something enough,
anything, you eventually start to like
it'

30
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and that lingers in the ether before wEAP the door slaps
open, HOLDEN gtanding in the doorway. Staring at them.

And Chrissie and Bailey stand frozen with fear especially when
Holden begins unzipping his pants.

Right before he beelines past them, and we EARRD CUT TO:

EXT. GAS-STATION/GENERAL STORE - DAY & P 31

i
> A

Chrissie and Bailey spill from inside, hustliﬁg?tawérds Dean

and Eric who asks one more time:

ERIC
You sure you got nothing to tellame?
Before Dean can answer AH?E;Q;;
CHRISSIE 2
Can we go, please? .
ERIC § &
You didn't pay for gag, didiyou? Pump’s
broken. o
CHRISSIE

Yeah, no. .we didn't pay.

Sshe tugs on Bailey's wrist??gﬁﬁfting her silent as they
collectively pile intp the jeep, and we CUT TO:

T ‘
THE STORE'S SIDE WINDngfqnd'the reflection of the Jeep recedes-
before LUDA MAE come§ into view. Staring after them before
picking up the phone.%,

'-:j:"‘:'-i' -(‘.-f ..
INT. JEEP MOVING, -  FAVOR DEAN DAY 32

Embroiled in tbgﬁéﬁt. Barely aware of the conversation around
him. Thinkiggﬁ@gginking, thinking.

E e ERIC (0.S.)
% What the hell we stop for? We got
plenty a gas.

CHRISSIE (0.S.)
You Marines always say it s good to be
prepared, right?

STILL ON DERN, we watch as he vacantly removes a LIGHTER from
his pocket. Then his wallet. Then the draft-card. ’

and with nary a word, he begins to BURN THE DRAFT CARD. And it
+akes a moment for Eric to notice, but when he does -



-—

ERIC
What in the fuck're vou doing?

DEAN
(a long festering
explosion)
I'm not going, I'm not going. Rice
paddies and hand-grenades. I'm not built _,
for it, man. You came back with shrapned *&.
in your belly, may as well been in your Tg

. X ."‘
b: all. A G
& iy,

But Eric's more concerned with the immolating draft card,
reaching over to violently swat it from his brother®s grip.

.
Pl

Nearly losing control of the car, Eric pats#the}fire out before

focusing back on his recalcitrant brothe:wl%ép¢y
S '?‘: > o

4

ERIC ¢ %
What's the matter with_yguaﬁ_xu

i

You think I don't hear? I do. I hear you
at night, wailing fromiwhat you've done
over there. How could you want that for
me? AR,

ERTC
You fucking ggﬁgggi‘"

<, Wi

Yeah, I'Hﬁg:%ﬁgﬁrd, okay? I'm a
Q T :

Eric reflexively Syapa{bgén across the face. Hard.
e, %

et
as

Ny BAILEY
HEY e, =
& .eff
& &, 2 s
Dean reels"fgomythe blow, a palm on his newly flush cheek.
oy
e S ERIC

% You think you're the only one's ever been

‘scared?
CHRISSIE (O.S.)

Shut up.

ERIC
You think I wasn't scared?

CHRISSIE
SHUT UP!
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Everyone turns to see Chrissie who gestures to the Harley
coming up fast on the jeep's right. ALEX behind the wheel
gesturing for the vehicle to pull over.

CERISSIE (CONT'D)
Keep going. Do NOT pull over.

But by now Alex has cruised up alongside the jeep, a sawed-off
shotgun in her grip. 5

ERIC"
(evenly)
Get the gun out.

CHRISSIE
What gqun?
(no answer)
What gun, Eric?

ERIC

Get it, Dean! W i
But Dean's frozen, nearly catatoégc, fércing Eric to reach over,
about to slap the glove compartment, Open, before

Dean does the deed. Emexrging with the .45, a foreign entity
in his hands. Y 5 &

X

A ,
&S ¥

s '\'1".‘.’—._-‘,':&.‘
And Dean turns, firearm fiexed but. .ALEX IS PULLING AWAY.
Before they can figu;;-pgﬁlﬁpy

Chrissie leans ug{ﬁpgiﬁting dead-ahead, howling:

A,

2 li % CHRISSIE
LOOK OULL. -
rf":':"e?%;: .
And without wo;%ﬁoé‘warning, through the front windshield

iy

s .;-‘G“':‘—A’:’;"
A COW -%..i'j-‘.
T R
BRppears for a split-second. Right before we(POV)slam into the
bovine beasti-

But we only see the cow, +this odd spectacle, for a nanosecond
before BLOOD BURSTS onto the windshield

Obstructing our view of the road ahead before the JEEP tips over
l1ike a Tonka Toy, tumbling end-over-end

INSIDE THE JEEP a blur of 1imbs and teeth, everyone clings to
cach other like broken magnets until finally, mercifully.
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The Jeep stops.

Just. Like. That.

Right side up.

And we HOLD on the daunting silence until we FLICKER to.

BLACK

.

CLOSE ON A BUTTERFLY KNIFE

The one Alex left harpooned in the table-wood £ﬁ the.”

e

INT. GENERAL STORE DAY P a3

Only now we're there with HOLDEN, starin ?éféfhé blade before
his ham-hock HAND comes into frame, pluc ing It out.

Knowing full well what his gal's ggg§ﬁ$6€d9.

and he sighs unintelligibly befofe risimg’to a stand, flicking
+he blade closed and slipping it%into his boot.
and he exits, eyefucking Luda Mae all the way, only the CLARP of
his boots heard over the hardwood, before we return to

i-j 4\ -

&

BLACK

Pl

Hear the idling and upneﬁg}ngﬁRATTLE of an engine, before we -

S .
6 %K w :
Ny, Sy, CUT IN:
& &".;!a b 2
K

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY, . 34

“ages

Prowling down théicégtér divide, nothing but grit and gravel
until we see ayTine of debris.

A confluen5e3§%i§af and cow parts, shattered glass riddles the
road as that RATTLE grows louder.

G
STILL MOVING over the snail's-trail of devastation until we
STOP ON THE SPOKE OF A BIKE; ALEX'S BOOT descending onto
asphalt, before we CUT TO:

EXT. ROAD 50 YARDS AWAY - DAY 35

The Jeep. Sits in the center of the road. Steam billowing from
its exposed engine.

ERIC (0.S.)
Aw, fuck.
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Bodies contorted, windows obliterated, scarlet speckles the
interior. Making it difficult to tell whose blood it is: The
kids. oOr the cow.

Either way,_blood's everywhere.

But there's quiet elation when Eric realizes that everyone's
alive; that all major extremities remain intact. =

Until another daunting realization sinks in.

ERIC (CONT'D)
Chrissie, where's Chrissie?!

A pertinent question in light of the fact that Chrissie's GONE.
only her backpack left. &As if summarily snatched.

INT. JEEP DAY oy 36
And Eric untangles himself, glancigé'agggnge to see Bailey in
the back. Hyperventilating. F el ™

BATLEY % &

(like a little¥gird” with
a tummy ache)
I don't feel so %?ad

-
B
£,
F &

And now we see it: Bailey's TgbﬁﬁzUndoubtedly BROKEN. Is that
piece of bone poking throdghg
.,_,‘%‘_k '-'-.;’ 2
o G ‘ERIC
It's okayﬁﬁ,iﬁgs“gonna be okay.
& g ¥

e

. N :
But it's not okay gﬁgspeéially when Eric ganders over at Dean
who's motionless. ‘Uncomscious. Or worse.

Prcsase,
.

ik A
Eric feels fo:;ﬁ%pufg%, relieved with what he finds.

2 BF B : :
And he strﬁ@glE§#§o open his door, tumbling out onto the
unforgiving asphalt. Finding himself staring at.
R -‘.;‘;f:.?'
Boots, achglly.
' ALEX (0.S.)
Wow, maybe y'all are tougher than I
thought.

sawed-off shotgun slung over her shoulder, she looks' 10 feet
+all and bulletproof. Goliath to our David.

INSIDE THE JEEP ON DEAN, slowly regaining consciousness.
Dazed and discriented, he looks into the rear-view. Sees the
state Bailey's in.
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But Bailey seems more concerned with what's transpiring OUTSIDE.

And Eric's on a knee now. As if in prayer. Looking asunder at
Alex who remains stoic as the Sphinx.

ERIC
You can help us.

And Alex grins. Right before leveling the shotgun ?ﬁiﬁiﬁp
ALEX ;‘-;;'l,.' - T},&wﬁ
'‘Love to. How 'bout we get this robbery™
thing outta the way first? 5 e

~

INSIDE THE JEEP ON DEAN, surreptitiously-searching for the
.45 as he assures Bailey. "é;'{
s y .
DEAN g,
(low) Y :
Don't move, baby. .we're gonna get you

help.

%,
THE SHOTGUN inches into frame like theiﬁead of a serpent.
Plugging into Dean's right temple fe i

AL§§m§Q.S.)
But who's gonna gg}fypg help, sweetheart?
&

et

STAY ON DEAN as he glanceéﬁﬁgfgg%he side-view mirror, taking
note of Eric, ready to pounce’- halted by Dean. Who nods a
terse "no" % R

~oy b

&5 T
&G O

&y

%

And, impossibly, a spark;of salvation infects Dean s eyes.

Seeing this, Alex_fﬁxldws his field of vision to see.
M
ALEX POV: The §ﬁ§;iff”s Chevy materializes over the horizon.

w & W
And the sh&tguﬁgggfrel contracts, hidden inside Alex's knee-
length car-coat as she instructs everyone to
S T
ki ALEX (CONT'D)
Everybody keeps cool aid I don't have to
kill this Sheriff

and here comes Hoyt, swaggering OVer, inspecting the crash scene
with ease and aplomb. Affecting +he carriage and mannerisms of
a stereotypical sheriff. ;

BAILEY stares at Alex from inside the Jeep just before averting
her eyes. And inadvertently locating

THE .45



B

35'

3 Under the passenger-side seat. And she tries to reach for e
f~— but  ouch her shattered femur proves prohibitive.

Unable to get it, she spits sibilantly at

BRATILEY
Dean.

only Dean's distracted, embroiled in events occurripéth2§IDE.

Alex turns to Hoyt, doing her best Eddie Haskell:impréssion
e i I8
Glad you're here, officer

»

KA-BOOM! Without word or warning, she's bl&wﬁ'béék by Hoyt's

shotgun, a clown launched from a clrcus cannén -
B g g

SLAMMING into the jeep, & cantalpupéﬂsizéd hole in her belly
as che slumps to a seated position, body listless.

and there's a breath of silence,géverybnééprocessing what s just
‘ occurred as Hoyt leans down to inform the dying Rlex:
iiped”
HOYT
Tt's Sheriff, gotgdt?

l He glances up to see Eric on‘ithe mmove

_ & HOYT® (CONT'D)

I'm gonna need you to stand still, son.

":*»... ‘7\?‘_’. -

4 ‘& ERIC
I'm goqgu"qeea you to stop waving that
rifle 'round.

"&;q:j‘ _'"9\
The shotgun ingﬁﬁicﬁg?face inspires newfound compliance.
E £ &

g ‘fa.fgl,i:f,;g HOYT
G %,  (to Bailey and Dean)
€& you two, step outta' the vehicle,
. please.

BAILEY
You shot her.

HOYT
(a tip of the hat)
Just doin' the job, ma'am.
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BAILEY
(a glance at RAlex;
bleeding out)
You shot her in the stomach.

HOYT
You thinkin I should'a shot her in the

head. ? _
5T

i : : . . &
Dean gingerly exits the Jeep, hands raised in symbolic surrender
as he gestures to Bailey and explains: By, B

DEAN .
She can't move. .she's hurt. v

HOYT W

(to Bailey) o Gt

outta' the vehicle. F %

DEAN R . W
Sir T N

HOYT .
outta' the car. %%yu?

ON BAILEY, faced with an excruciating decision, she belatedly
eases up, pain jolting throlagh” her every joint.

N A
;ﬁbgﬁ“fﬁ.s.) (CONT'D)
Well, lookie%there, what'd’'you
know. .sge whatgyou can do when you put
your mind¥to SL?"

> -
£

And Bailey might sg;é%m.h?If she weren't in so much pain. But
she manages to exit@befpre stumbling to the ground.

Ry HOYT (CONT'D)
. 4 % (to Dean)
“good, Lord, she's hurt. Why dincha say

-

S8 boy. ? I ain't no doctor but that

%‘j{am‘x look healthy.
He leans tenderly closer, shushing Bailey silent as if about to
hum her a lullaby.

HOYT (CONT'D)
Now this ain't gonna hurt but a bit.

But despite his assurances, Hoyt smiles when he violently Jjerks
the bone back into place. :

Bailey flirts with shock, emitting a delayed but cataclysmic
YOWL, before we CUT TO:
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EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD BRUSH SAME TIME 37

CERISSIE'S EYES blink open, instantly cognizant of everything
around her.

211 ashiver, she crawls over the dirt, teeth chattering as she
peaks through a gap in the brush to see.

CHRISSIE POV: Eric and Dean stand at-attention as Bailey
gstammers to her feet, avoiding sight of Alex's body« [
And Hoyt paces like a demonic drill sergeant unti1‘§é étops.
And stares at the ground as if in epiphany. A

HOYT (0.S.)
Now what in the fuck.

o~

S

o

ON EOYT as he leans over to pick an unseen @ﬁéﬁ'off the asphalt,
coming into view once he ascends: DE@N‘QQBURNT DRAFT-CARD.
15‘-:-

HOYT (CONT“D) ‘S,
Now which one a you fpinko ‘faggots is.
(squints at name; &
sneers) Lt
"Dean Hill" ? &
4,
He offers up the ersatz card{asfif "Exhibit A"

Srac ™
A (‘:k‘;{.. ﬁ?" e ! : .
Hoyt sidles closer. fsguaz}ﬁg Eric through squinty lids.

gD

@ 4 HOYT
 “Clotfers hand)
Bodefﬁp%‘n. Nice to meetcha
SIS -
& W :
After an unsteady moment, unsure what else to do, Eric takes
that hand.’zShakeg-accordingly.

TR HOYT (CONT'D)
e, (to Eric)
%ou're a coward, Dean. But you gonna
have plenty a' opportunities to die a
hero.

BACK ON CHRISSIE and our girl's in the midst of what might
pest be described as a panic-attack. Breathing labored, she
stares through an aperture in her protective perch...

POV: Eric and Dean are cuffed by Hoyt as a wobbly\Bailey leans
against the Chevy, in a world of pain.
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2nd we follow Hoyt(STILL CHRISSIE POV)as he moves back to the
Chevy. Using the CB to place a call.

CHRISSIE frozen with fear. Downright immobilized. The girl
standing by the side of the pool, metaphor turned to prophecy.

INT. BACK-SEAT CHEVY - DAY 38

Through the ajar door, we see Dean and Eric cuffed sideqby-side,
Bailey beside them as L. &

HOYT steps into frame. Dragging something closer: Alex's
carcass. R,

HOYT GGy,
Well, don't just stand there. .

And that's right, folks, Hoyt stuffs Aleﬁﬁ%gﬁgﬁy in the back-
seat. Loading her like a torpedo into -@ launching tube.
HOYT (CONT'D) ™.
Grab her, goddamnit! & €

'Sl', 4
Appropriately admonished, Dean and:Eric despite the cuffs
try to pull Alex closer(all the while averting their eyes)
.1?-—‘?" 5-‘;?
Stretched across the trio, Alex"s body serves as a manacle of
its own. Prohibiting mutipgigihmovement.

et

[ ks
Hoyt exits frame before {btu?ﬁing. As if just remembering:

&, S HOYT (CONT'D)
Don't getinoiblood on my car.

With this, he vau}%gfiiside the front of the

-~

e,

And he settlesgihybéﬁind the wheel, squinting through the rear-

view at his cargd in the rear.

ox. it
»

L TN HOYT
%g:cimefybody comfy. ?
t

R

ﬁh‘ . ’
He catches Eric's angry eyes through the rear-view:

HOYT (CONT'D)
You got something to say, Dean?

and there's a bloated beat, Bailey and Dean quietly begging Eric
to back down befere.

ERIC
No. Nothing.
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Hoyt starts the car. Grins his ghoulish grin.

HOYT
2and we know you wouldn't lie to me,
right, Dean. ?

That emile stays fixed as Hoyt wheels off, and we -CUT TO:
EXT. ROADSIDE DAY £ e 39

.Across the landscape. ’ifg“‘;dg
PAST Alex's blood on the highway and the mishmaéﬁVof-items
arrayed around the wrecked jeep, until we find‘ourselves.
ON CHRISSIE, a farrago of emotions flicker;ﬁggégréss her face:

Ty,

Rage. Fear. Guilt. Despair. &y,
Tt's enough to get her on her feetﬁgfnggéqgelatinous, she stares
at the jeep, marshalling strengthsin order to move.

& -
And she steps tentatively from the brush, negotiating nearly
tip-toeing now towards the jeep s

Through a tidal-wave of tearsgwshe surveys the scene and the
crush of items scattered aloég,the road.

¥ _rﬁ_" 2
And then as if oxygen egﬁéggﬁfbourage she gulps a deep
breath and slips into,the, front-seat of the.

o 1\.|
Hands atremble, Chri§3;3ﬁ§ﬁ§hs the key in the ignition in a
victory of hope overggﬂpg;ience, but.

No. Go.

it
Not even a sparkii
F £ 4

| ®.
v 3

. &3 ) S
She tries agalin

a
- JZ el
LR

Her gaze nékt goes to the glove-compartment, the open lip empty.
No sign of the .45

Seeing her backpack and other assorted items in the rear of the
jeep, Chrissie crawls into the BACK SEAT

on all fours, she grapples through the mountain of t-shirts and
trash, luggage and food. & carpet of crap. :

Chrissie's search for the gun continues, her jittery hands
sifting through the pile of errant items(QUICK CUTS)
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But as the hunt grows more fervent, her body inches closer to
the passenger seat. Unaware of the .45, 1Inches away.

She ducks under the driver's-side seat to see. .nada. Suddenly
distracted by the RATTLE OF AN ENGINE

Spurrlng Chrissie up like a dyslexic periscope, peering outside
the jeep to see <
A TOW TRUCK ascend over the horizon, settling to a stop about 50
yards away. UNCLE MONTY steps out. Yaks into the~CB“=f

\,o

o

Ears carefully attuned, Chrissie strains to hear:,

UNCLE MONTY o
(into CB) g £ ¢
You already look through all the”shlt on

the road. 7?

HOYT (V.0.) %, G
(Filtered) 5
Is that how we agreed! you 'dzadd*ess me
over official FCC airways? &
M cnes
R
Monty smirks. Smarts. Says: 3
oy
UNCLQFMQNTY
No, Sheriff. . %f &

o,

Heeding that, Chrissie ducksthack down. Out of view. Right by
the passenger-side seat¢ ‘H,

Under which she turns Eo see, you guessed it. .the .45.
CHRISSIE'S EYES(REVQ?SE/GUN POV)expand in discovery.

Scrunched low, 'ﬁrone "with the floor, her gaze strays up to the
passenger-side reag window just as

UNCLE MONTY &t ears. Face pressed to the remaining panel of
glass, gazevroaming about, hands pressed to preclude the
sunlight.™&

CHRISSIE jurches down, face pressed to the floor, renewing ties
with God before venturing a lock back to see

MONTY 'S GONE

2nd now, racked with adrenaline, she strains to reach under the
gseat for that firearm. But, Christ, it's v

Just. Out. Of. Reach.
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But Chrissie's moving closer to it, almost there, every muscle
in her body coalescing to reach that pistol before

Monty on the other side. Blessed with the good fortune to look
down and see the .45 that Chrissie s unintentionally shoved into
view.

CHRISSIE. Closes her eyes, wondering if he saw the .45 _move.
UNCLE MONTY (0.S.) (CONT'D)

A pretty little Roscoe, ain'tcha'? #% “at

UNCLE MONTY reaches over, gamely snatching up the firearm.
Admiring it before slamming the door shut. e e

To see CHRISSIE, listening for signs of Monixi';gélizing she's
just armed her adversary. Pois, o

B

And time's rendered interminable, sileﬁég_féigning, until
o Uy &

We hear the sound of an ENGINE staftingigthe Tow truck

triggering to life, Chrissie exhaling felief.

And we watch her body literally &gigsgﬁ slowly rising, the
+threat dissipating, before =

p-) Z$: S
By her ear. Inches away. Monty trying to gain admission. But
the door's fortuitously broken. Forestalling entrance.

MONTY ganders inside,;he{shaﬁtered glass, Chrissie obstructed
from his vision befq;eegg;kgpce again, recedes.
O, &,

And we hear another QOﬁDQEtANG, the jeep jolted by some unseen
force as a realiza;}oﬁ,se%tles across Chrissie's face.

and the jeep begfhsgpo\quake as if atop San Andreas Fault. And
we realize thipﬂﬁhe Jeep is moving.

L

EXT. CRASH ROAD'- - DAY 40
Monty's%ﬁéw—tfﬁék pulls the Jeep along, veering down the road,
diminishing in the distance, before we CUT TO:

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE / CHEVY DAY 41

Hoyt navigates through treacherous terrain, the car RUMBLING
along, Rlex's carcass assaulting Dean, Eric and Bailey.

It might be funny. .if it weren't so ghastly.

BRILEY
Why're you doing this to us. ?




HOYT
(mocking)
"Why're you doing this to us. .?" I'm
the one askin' the questlon3° Why re you
here. ? this ain't your land. You
don't belong here.

DEAN ey
We were driving through, sir. On our way: =<

to Fort Bragg. To enlist in the Marlnes..*':'

-----

Hoyt arches a brow. Things just got 1nterest1ng7 ¥

HOYT &

You're a soldier, are ya  boy.. i
& & ¢
DEAN %, &

(a bad liar) “ s Npd

I just wanna serve my country Sir.

42.

Without warning, Hoyt slams on the‘B*akes, ‘his cargo lurching

forward, nearly slamming into the Seatwback

And things get no better as through the passenger-slde window,

we see the HEWITT HOUSE OUTSIDE. In all its evil infamy.

A,
HOYT,{O«S )
I got a questlon'ﬁgixya'-

bq‘.\

BACK INSIDE THE CAR. Boy% turns askance to ask Dean:

S ﬁ"&HOYT (CONT'D)
You wanna‘be.a “hero. ?

Dean goes gqulp. S&éllowlng more than oxygen.

5 E DEAN

J_N No, “hlies

W
u'-q. e
S

b, HOYT
fiﬁﬁuédon't? What kind a soldier are you?

And Eric ogsbs his mouth, about to speak before

HOYT (CONT'D)
SHUT 'YER FUCKING MOUTH! VYou don't get
to speak; draft dodgers don't get that
privilege.
(then; back to Dean)
Ain't that right, son? :

Dean looks ready to implode, a bead of sweat bleeding
torturously down his face.
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HOYT (CONT'D)

But here's what I'm thinking: You're a

soldier. And still you let your friend,

this Commie bastard, burn his draft card?

Makes me wonder what kind a' soldier you

are.

(then)

Well, guess what? We gonna find out.

Yessir, we surely gonna find out. 3
And with this vow, he disgorges from the car as we- STA!‘BEHIND
with Dean, Eric, Bailey and, alas, Alex. oh %

Dean and Eric instantly fidget, doing what they can to escape as
Hoyt diminishes towards the house. ;

Bailey, however, can't take her eyes off,théihoﬁse.
z ";.:‘.". gt

BAILEY :
I don't wanna go in there...

Eric continucusly slams his shoulder 1nto the door, trying to
ghatter the glass, to nudge the door, ggy;hlng.
But, alas, nothing seems to work. S

X
And we FAVOR DEAN as he halts all.efforts, eyes inflating with
what he beholds(os)beyond the glass

And in time, he nudges Erlc'Jtho does a double take, discerning
the dark creature in_ the dlstance. Coming closer.

3

PUSH IN ON BAILEY who sh;;ts reactively back. Mortified:

= BAILEY (CONT'D)
What the fuck is that?
P ‘\L
A MONSTROUS SHADOW ‘eclipses them, the back door creaking open,
as we HEAR.«\ o

v

HOYT
g, Come on, boy. .go get it.

And we see HEWITT S ARMS AND HANDS reach into the back-seat, his
grotesque face trammeled from view as he grabs Alex.

.And single-handily removes her body from the back.

HOYT (CONT'D)
Treat it like meat, boy. .like meat.
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44,

CLOSE ON THE FACES of Eric, Dean and Bailey as they heed

Hewitt's labored wheezing, the rapacious sound of him pawing at
Alex's flesh.

ERIC
(to Dean; a hush)

He knows.

DEAN Fd
Wha -2 i

ERIC £
He knows we're lying, he knows I'm not
you. i &

DEAN i

He doesn't know e,

HOYT'S FACE fills frame, glaring down ét!Deéh'when he asks:

s
g

HOYT 4 &
You ready, Private? f

2
'(k
=
and off Hoyt's chilling smile, W eweq-aCUT TO:

EXT. JUNK-YARD WOODS OVBRHEAD SHOT - DAY 42
The heavens grey and gutted,'we dlscern a vehicular graveyard.
Vacant save a smattering of*torn tires and twisted car parts,
the Jeep is instantly.. bhe-prlzed possession here.

Uncle Monty spills from ﬁhe % ow-truck, the .45 tucked into the
front of his loose padfs a& he unlatches the link and -
THUD. The vehiclegslams “to the soil, reverberating through
every bone in Chrlssieés already tenderized body.

Sy
And once a suf ené?amount of time lapses, she cautiously
ascends to seel ROV?—

U, Yane”

UNCLE MONTY. kWaIklng right towards her, his shoes CRUNCHING
over th@tsoun&<of stone and steel.

CHRISSIE. Crawls across the carpet, slipping out the passenger-—
side door and rolling under the Jjeep.

But, las, +he door's still ajar, Chrissie forced to close it
with a quiet CLICK just before

Uncle Monty steps into view, none the wiser. Inches away.

CHRISSIE POV FROM UNDER THE JEEP
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As we hear MONTY'S WHISTLING, hie hands scurrying through the
items in the back-seat. Sifting petulantly about.

PAN UP TO UNCLE MONTY

2As he malevolently flings useless items aside, grumbling
displeasure before we

DIP BACK DOWN TO CHRISSIE UNDERNEATH THE JEEP

¥ F

and a good thing, too, since the next thing we hg&raig@éfzIPPER
being pulled down. £ O

Chrissie clenches her eyes in anticipation. ééq, no.
and we hear the steady stream of URINE befofeiﬁg see the puddle
forming in the dirt. Tickling closer to;Chri§§ie.
UNCLE MONTY (©,5.)"
Oh, yeah. .come on now...You got some
more juice left in you, I knew it.
& §

The vestiges of his deed waning,iﬂonty}mercifully ZIPS his pants
back up. Unaware of the girl two“feef away.

and Chrissie exhales inaudibly=as Monty recedes and her heart
resumes beating(all be it atéa,é;ill frantic pace)

B,
Until; she turns. And sees the” ROTTING CARCASS of a SKUNK close
by. Skin meticulously pegled“off, its near skeletal.

.. 9 . .
Someone's been skinning animals 1n these parts.

£ .o

G o : :
And Chrissie closes, her eyes yet again as she spiders out from
the Jeep's undercarriage.

\i&’:‘s‘: %
caked in dirt, ghe rises to her feet, ready to run until she
notices two tﬁ%&QE%looming in the distance:

‘:’5_‘1;. R "1'f'i‘

1/ The Hewitt%gggée, and 2/ The now empty Sheriff's car parked
in frontiof it,’its side panel strewn with bloecd.
No guestion where her friends are.

But our gal entertains no notions of heroism, opting instead to
flee this place. Running for the road, as we CUT TO:

INT. HEWITT HOUSE FOYER - DAY 43

Cracks open, Monty ambling through, a nifty TRACKING SHOT
providing us with a helpful sense of the house's geography.

Ambling through, leading into the.
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44 INT. KITCHEN - DAY &

ff‘ .Where he loops his KEY CHAIN to a nail in the wall before
snaring a BOTTLE OF SWILL from the refrigerator, guzzling it
down as he turns around and nearly does a spit-take. Then:

UNCLE MONTY
Well, howdy. o

P
i~ o

ouickly unfazed, we REVERSE ANGLE to see BRILEY Sprawled on
the floor. Tied to the kitchen table leg. ;ﬁat.mﬁ

UNCLE MONTY (CONT'D) & ‘&
How ya' doin' there, pumpkin? e
He moves closer, Bailey all shiver.

UNCLE MONTY (CONTLD)
Ain't you purty. & & =

~ e

He pats her head as if a docile @ﬁfﬁhi?lqgg petting zoo.

& %
UNCLE MONTY (EONT'D)
‘ Good girl. 1I'll be back later.

He punctuates this with a cackle as we RESUME TRACKING and move
with Monty as he ducks out a§§¢ae door, leading to the

Frs

—y
o
#

. &

e s, - :
2nd Monty comes to & hailt upon sight of ERIC and DEAN. Dangling
from a circular tool ‘Q?ag;”imbedded in the ceiling. 2

F 3 3 (o

T &

Limbs stretched. ?endpngrtorn.
S
%9,  UNCLE MONTY
gﬁypl(éeemingly sincere)
_ Ohy my Lord. .you okay? Wwho did this to

Ot

‘?§$K&€§E DEAN
Wy Help. .help us.
e
Eric's decidedly less sanguine, watching as Uncle Monty mimes as
if he's going to help the boys down, before.

. .Swigging from the bottle and promptly SPITTING the liquid
into Dean's face. Cackling yet again, before we ~ CUT TO:

‘I' 46 INT. BASEMENT - - DAY 3 46

Thump. Thump. Thump.
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! Heavy footsteps over tenuocus wood. Pounding closer.

And we're on the move, our eyes slowly acclimating to the
environs as we see A BULKY STLHOUETTE striding with us.

No question as ToO whom this shadow belongs; the slope of his
shoulder, the heft of his back, it's. .HEWITT.

But he stops on sight of something. .something thatgﬁiérges
through the inveterate darkness. .something that gleaps..
THE CHAINSAW laid out beside a medley of tortu:qﬁs toels.

And he beholds it as if planning to paint a péfgréif of it
later. Moving not an inch. &S if appraisingi. *©

HOYT A
Just like the slaughterhouse;”boyf“ain't
no different. . i
HOYT steps into frame, behind Hewitd, just before we PAN OVER to
a table in the corner. Given better view of the confines, we're
. in THE BASEMENT. % i

A

and we're riveted not so much to the table but to what's atop
it: ALEX. Her limbs danglingsoyer the edge.
F &

' Awaiting a fate worse thandéafth,
.:_. o ::L Rt S
%.HOYT" (CONT'D)

{a mantza)
Meat's meagu’hppe's bone.

s "',’{_
off Hewitt, reaching_fe;‘a meat-clever, we CUT TO:
) ‘ﬁ ~
47 INT. DINING ROOM "i“ﬁf;:LEOUSE - START ON HOYT a7

As he ascends ihé:basement steps, immediately confronted by a
gkittish andaggi;ated Luda Mae.
e
o LUDA MAE
“af?eople gonna come lookin' for 'em, I know
4t. You made a mistake

AT
ool ety
%

HOYT
Didn't make no goddamn mistake.
(he stops)
Ain't no one gonna miss these creatures.
' Not one soul, not one. Not now, not when.

they gone.

2And she has the good sense to step aside, allowing Hoyt to march
. past, before we CUT TO:
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EXT. ROADSIDE DAY 48

A solemn shot of the solitary highway. Deserted, even the
insects seem on strike.

But we hear exasperated preathing, hammering cleoser before
CHRISSIE bursts from the surrounding brush.

R

A1l too happy to find the highway. Until; she sees howsbarren
it is. An artery to. .nowhere. h F P

Palms to knees, she leans OVer, trying to catchﬁﬁéf%hggéard
breath. Trying to figure out how to get help_fbrrhgr friends

0ff Chrissie, her despair growing more and porgﬂb:ofound.
§ & &

'¢?%DAzﬁ 49

’}:\\.-tEﬁ. -

In Hoyt's crusty fingers as he moves;tdﬁardg?ﬁric and Dean. And

without word or whisper, he tears offua Sheet of cellophane and

begines to place it over Exic s faéé? o

INT. GARAGE START ON CELLOPHANE WRAP

Gy
h
A& ~

A

Wrapping it tighter and tighter,%gric'éfflesh turns blue as Hoyt
xeeps a steady gaze on Dean. R
HOYT6i,
We gonna make YO - iate a soldier yet,
Dean. -

and the real Dean's in t&%m6§¥=as Hoyt stops embalming Eric's
face, watching the liieg&ft&;ally drain from him.

AW

% ‘%, HOYT (CONT'D)
s TR Eric's face)
Why'd you“burn that card, boy? You
ashamea. d! yer country?
o
But Eric, of course, can't answer. Eric, you see, can barely
breath. Hig,skip,color resembling spoiled milk.

And thefl 6§@Eé&kes it to the next level, unsheathing a BOWIE
KNIFE fromghis belt to Dean's consternation.

HOYT (CONT'D)

Why don't I show you what mighta'
happened to you in Vietnam? Show you
what you missed out on.

Eric losing oxygen fast t+ics a desperate glance to Dean as
the jagged blade moves closer to his throat. .
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HOYT (CONT'D)
(to Dean)
soldier? What's the

What do you think,
proper penalty for treason?
is last breath

And Eric can barely gasp nOW, on h

HOYT (CONT'D)
Huh? What's that? Can't hear ya &£ B,
DEAN F,
Please, no, please. {_i. .
HOYT W,
Hmm? Speak up, Son. ;
And Eric's head's lolls forward, fading ﬁgﬁ%g;;if it slumps
more, it'll naturally meet the curve ofgthaggblade.
¢ B
Just about to pierce the skin before =i-
£ N
DEAN & %
‘ll} I'M DEAN, I'M DEAN. !
Hoyt holds Eric's collapsing head iﬂfblace. Squints. Says:
i /.’,‘;._.‘:,. .
! HOYT /& ¢
What's that? - ‘ol 're not making any
sense, boy. ;‘3§hf“

84

v %, DEAN
Can you Iégvhighbreath, sir, please?

L")
L8

% CHOYT

P
T P ' ?
Now w;;t%adgecond, you're Dean:

e

TE DEAN
1'm fucking Dean!

Yes, YES!
“Eleaggia.you're killing him.

has gone limp.

N DEAN (CONT'D)
It was MY draft card, it was mine!l

Ao
YLD

Indeed,-giicﬁéﬁéntire body
s
%

As if appalled. Then:

Hoyt stares
HOYT
st gonna let him die for

. So you were ju
you, son. ? Wwhat the hell's a matter
with you, boy?

¢
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And with nary a glance, Hoyt uppercuts the knife, perfectly
piercing Eric's cellophane-encased mouth as

Oxygen rushes into his lungs, Eric coughing violently with
the onslaught of air.

A moment later, he spits blood ocut, leaving us to wonder just
how deep that blade went.

And slowly, menacingly, Hoyt returns his anvil eyeS‘to Déan
who inventories what little courage he has left and —.;f
g
DEAN %
Sir please, Sheriff, take me. .let”my ’
friends go. .please. b

!

HOYT Yy
All the sudden you wanna play soldler, is
that it? &
N i d"\ )
DEAN 4% g v

\%
No, sir. Just let them gon Please.
'.'.a
HOYT “ii\h,(,:
Okay, I guess we can take a stab at it.

;éhﬁ
DEAN éf

What, what're you talklng about. ?

% ;HOYT'
We can téy to make you into a soldier.
But no g axant es, okay?
(LV c“‘_
#4. % = DEAN
No, just‘take me, goddamnit!

Y
% " goyr
~ I hear'ya We'll do our best, boy.

And with thls' Hoyt s hand goes to Dean's throat, lifting him
off theﬁisiaﬁamand letting him CLUMP to the ground.

EXT. BIGHWAY~17 DUSK OR DAY (TBD)

50

Chrissie stands on the empty road, the wind kicking up dust. A

loud whisper coming with it.

But she stops. &and listens through the sibilant sound. A
RUMBLING in the distance. Coming closer.

Head on a swivel, she sweeps the scene, her gaze finally
gettling South where the waning sun obscures sight of.
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POV: The silhouette of a man. A LARGE man. A picturesque
panorama, a postcard come to life, moving closer.

And Chrissie steps instinctively into the nearby brush, taking
refuge from the approaching interloper.

Once again hidden from the road, she discerns (POV)the HARLEY
chopper as it sails into view. i

v
i
s

The man atop it donning a familiar red bandanna. .HOLDEN..
A,

Heart perpetually pounding, palms perpetually sqégting,

Chrissie's unsure what tc do. At the proverbial ‘crossroad

separating action. From indolence. S
And the bike's fast approaching, 50 feet aw%y;f%36...20.
Chrissie for once in her life not thinkigg,?jg§£ doing

Stepping out into the road, dire;tlé;iﬁ*front of the chopper
10 feet away now, and Jesus R N

WA - »
ST -

&

. W
Holden doesn't slow, certain to run usfover before
= !

e

' SCREEEECH. Stopping a few feet ;'%axz_f‘r_{fbm Chrissie.

And they regard each other, gumslingers on the draw, Holden
[ launching a spittle of tobacéqgﬁq@ce at her feet.

ABLDEN
Playing chicken with a motorcycle. Who
you thinkf gonna win?
%"‘_. ‘.Rj‘." it
e, O, \ e
Chrissie clenches hexr fists (not as a sign of resilience, but so
Holden doesn't see%phem t¥emble) Feigning firm:
g
o N CHRISSIE
Yogﬁi@;;ébking for your girlfriend.

& &

He says nofh%ﬂ%{éJéhly glares.

b CHRISSIE (CONT'D)
“%. I saw you, I saw both of you in the
‘general store.

HOLDEN
Wrong guy. Now step aside.

Unable to keep the angst at bay, Chrissie's lower lip quivers:

‘ CERISSIE

I've been waiting on this road for
someone to come along for two hours I
don't have time for bullshit.
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She says this word with all the righteous indignation of someone
who rarely uses it.

CHRISSIE (CONT'D)
I've seen her, I've seen your friend,
your girlfriend, whatever the hell she
is.

HOLDEN F o
Get out of the fucking way, little glrl < £ 28
I'm not foolin' with you. o

o

CHRISSIE 25
They've got my friends, they've got ‘em ©
in there right now. .I. Fy
(fending off tears) :

.I don't know what's happen& éég% “hem.

Done with this dance, Holden retracts the klck—stand, giving his

hog a fierce REV as he barks: R, ”b
ﬁﬁm* h
HOLDEN £ &
I ain't askin' again g b
%.", - .5:'5 ;
CHRISSIE

I saw them take herw‘YOur friend.

And we think the bike's abgutégopsurge forward, until
‘g,'\
. WHOLDEN
Saw who EgnggérJ
Chrissie hesitates, gﬁ%wing the answer won't do much for her
credibility. Reluctan&ly‘respondlng

@ % CHRISSIE
I denft Kniow who they are

The words ﬁhatxfoliow are MUTED by the ROAR of the revving bike,
deafening Chrfigle 8 words.

And Holdenwrolls the chopper forward, leaving Chrissie no choice
but to stepaside. Or go for a ride.

Seeing the resolution in his eye, she wisely stands down,
watching him wheel off, before shouting after him

CHRISSIE (CONT'D)
But I know where they took her.

THE BIKE FRONT TIRE lurches to a halt.
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THE BIKE'S SIDE MIRROR fills frame with the image of Chrissie
standing behind us, arms akimbo before HOLDEN'S EYES come into
view. Staring back at her. With a slightly arched brow.

HOLDEN'S BOOT hits the pavement. ON THE MOVE. Tracking the
bike backwards until we PAN UP to see he s beside Chrissie.

HOLDEN s
You saw her , you saw Rlex? & B

(Chrissie nods slowly) ¥ &
She alright? P

CHRISSIE ¢
He shot her, the sheriff shot her. .
(smart enough to say her ==
name)
Shot Alex.

HOLDEN & & ®
(incongruous) € %
.The Sheriff did? &% g
Chrissie says nothing. Knows hoﬁ;lameﬁthat sounds.
HOLDEN (CONT'D)
What kinda' shape was she in?
And Chrissie looks at Holqgnlwﬁpﬁ all the empathy in the world.
Volumes ccnveyed without word or whisper.

Holden needs no furtﬁér-ékplanation to know Alex is dead. But
still, the truth is hard to accept.

. HOLDEN (CONT'D)

You‘rg"i?ing to me, I know it.

RS ol : : .

But Chrissie cgaeglnotlng. Staring into his shark eyes.
Finally, HSLgéﬁgxpils his bike onward, ready to cut his losses
and hit the open road, but we go CLOSE ON HOLDEN.

: RN R
and see the truth register across his face as he angles the bike
to the periphery. Hiding it in the protective brush before
dismounting, and.

.Methodically pulling a LUGAR PISTOL from a side satchel,
palming a bunch of bullets which he expertly loads.

And Chrissie regards him wearily, not sure what ghe's ‘gotten
herself into. From the fire. .into the inferno?

Holden claps the gun closed, crossing himself and looking
asunder before stalking past Chrissie with three simple words:
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HOLDEN (CONT'D)
Show me where.

INT. GARAGE HEWITT HOUSE CLOSE ON DEAN DAY 51

Staring into the camera, a terrified expression on his face
before he's flying across the floor no, not flying. Being
DRAGGED by his collar. "

HOYT TR
You gonna help at all? Or do I have“to "=
do all the goddamn work? o5, Ty
Hoyt palms Dean's neck. Pulling him through the garage and
directly out into the )«c

X\ -r“.-

Right before DEAN'S HEAD falls into it. SPﬁégk
¢.- m

Behind him, in the BG, towering above 1t ali we see the abysmal

abode. Mythic. Monstrous. Malevolent

Behind Hoyt, facing Dean, we see; Er*c.h VlSlble inside the open
garage doors. Forced to watch hrs brofher.
,:; ,,,-;
2nd Hoyt squats down, cheek to cheek ‘with Dean. His breath hot
and rancid, his eyes unbllnk
HOY&Y

Here begins your"bodf camp, boy You

gonna get gto<do what every prisoner of

war dreams qsd wNow how's that sound?

.

l

Dean tries to catch hlscb;eath, unable to find the words.

‘-(

a3, HOYT (CONT'D)

SPEAK‘CGP“% PRIVATE!
%
€L & DEAN
\?g;_‘.éé.se»‘.":\-
Sty f N
Gy HOYT

%.You will address me as sir or sergeant,
‘do you understand me?

DEAN
Y-yes sir.

HOYT
Now would you like to go free, son?

DERN
sir. .yes, sir.
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HOYT
Alright then. Whoo-ah. Ten push-ups.
That's it. That s all that stands
between you and your freedom. This is
where heroes are made, son. Right here,
right now.

DEAN
(a beat) &
What if. .what if I can't do them. ? *

\M\'\_

""“7‘.‘.-

~2ud
v

Hoyt ascends. Standing ramrod straight. At- attentlonv

HOYT ‘, ;.
The year is 1952. Korea. And yours v,
truly is a prlsoner of war. And those
days, there weren't no rules to ft - you
were captured, you had two choices- You
could die of starvation.. Or{you “could
survive. Simple as that. We had to eat
somethin y understand“- and~ratlons
were scarce. SO 'bout onceia month,
someone would be chosen.

&

Poas

e
pERN
.Chosen. ? S0
HOTe,
(duh) &
To be eaten.x
40f£ Dean)
No bettex”yay’to give back to your
country. G gy,

(then, uber intense)
So I ask“Youf Do you wanna be the

motheéFfucker who eats? Or the

mothb;;uCker who gets eaten?
O_; At' <;(
All Dean can do wis simply stare back, horrified. Then:

”“ﬂﬁhﬁ‘vf' HOYT (CONT'D)

g Well, what're you waiting for?

N U

CAMERA STAYS LOW, Dean summoning the strength to rise to his
knees. An animal on all fours.

Hoyt, seeing this submissive posture, grows irate. Violently
kicking Dean's thighs into the proper push-up position,

And Dean trembles at the top, his arms already arthritic.
Glancing at Eric through Hoyt s open legs.
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HOYT (CONT'D)
Whenever you're ready, sunshine.

Given little choice, Dean drops. .and rises. .culling every
ounce of energy in him. .not about to let this maniac win.

HOYT (CONT'D)
Whooeee. That's a mighty fine push-up, ..
son. - ONE . ::" .\‘."‘1}...
2nd, Christ, if Dean doesn't mean to make a show of. 1t, ‘his arms
flexed, his lips pursed tight. oL X

£y

_(_; el

HOYT (CONT'D)
TWO. Godddamnit, we got ourselves a
regular American hero right here>g
v_; Vo
And Hoyt begins to circle the boy, THE CAMERA taklng 2 similar
path around Dean who stops at theﬂtop of the 5th push-up.

And then we see what Dean can't: HOYT. Qnd what he produces
from bzshind his back. A THIN BATDN. %

CLOSE ON ERIC'S EYES, expanding oanLgﬁt of the weapon.

.Right before Hoyt HAMMEngguy;nto Dean's spine. Sending him

shrieking face down into the L,
@§8XE§;£ONT ‘D)

Show me somethlngfﬁson. Show me you're
better thanqthé\rest a' yer godforsaken
generatldﬁu '@;

(leans back down)
'‘Cus I gotxa whole bunch more to show

INT. KITCHEst = HENITT HOUSE DAY 52

N
BAILEY.ngNo more tears to cry, she stares at the KEY-CHAIN on
the nail.#:So close. .so far away.

“««
For, you see, every movement she makes sends unspeakable pain
through her already battered body.

But she still has the strength to scream her head coff when she
looks in the doorway to see --

HEWITT standing there. Beholding her. Fascinated.

A beat and he steps back into the shadows, lost to darkness.
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He makes not a sound.
And Bailey can't stop screaming.
EXT. HEWITT HOUSE DAY 53

CLOSE ON DEAN'S PALMS, planted in the dirt, hoisting himself up

in a vigorous attempt to complete the task before him. Counting
Cut . e .f :‘l o

DEAN P
Seven. .Eight.

HOYT. Looms over him like a murderous moon, fhe baton slapping
against the fat of his palm in anticipation.;.

ERIC. Finally finding his voice, trying to send what little
strength he has to his resilient brother..:J**

ERIC S
Come on. .GO. P aadl .

Hoyt shoots a perturbed glance te.Eric before

HOYT

P
455
£ »‘ %

WHACK! Another shot from ;hat baton. This one scalping the
back of Dean's skull. Drawing “Blood.

No, no, no.

And Dean howls holy gyrderw dropplng down yet again.
And yet again hOLStlngih%mself up in dogged defiance.
Which only makes HOY &more zealous in his opposition.

And only makessthe baton CRACK down with greater force.
Succes51ve“Plows ‘about the head, back and neck.

T, ﬁah-ﬂ
So vile, so v1olent that we're surprlsed to see tiny air-
bubbles*form in“the puddle of mud.

'<, -
g ERIC
Don't give up now, man. .come On.
(pure Marine)
.Show this motherfucker.

With this, Dean rises up again.

DEAN
Nine. ;

WHACK! ZAnother blow to the back. And Dean goes down.
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Only to rise back up again, and.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Ten.

And now he drops triumphantly into the mud, a victorious smile
on Dean's sweat-addled face.

A victory in a day of doom and defeat.

HOYT sy, Nt
Well, I 11 be. =l
(squats down; face-to- 3
face) "
You showed me something, boy. Maybe -
you're not the man I thought. Weld 4
Christ.

-----------

(stands back up; looks
at Eric) 4 *ﬁ&
I'm a man a' my word SO. . you'wanna go?

<%
=

¥

Dean stares back, beyond skeptical.

HOYT (CONT.DJ
Ain't a trick question, boy. Do. You.
Wanna. Go. 7

And after a deliberative beaty Dean nods skittish assent.
. “,HOYT: (CONT'D)
Alright E&Fg,.ﬁggomises is promises.

And despite his condiﬁfbg?ﬁbean gets to his knees. And then to
his feet. Still squinting at Hoyt.

U

. HOYT (CONT'D)
I wéﬁ%yoﬁf I'd go 'fore I changed my

A:ndgd;'ﬁ

And, Chg;gp;*ﬁg§€ﬁeven turns his back on Dean, assiduously
trying €@ 'sc¥ub the mud off the sole of his boot. Winking at
Eric with*qhmischievous little grin.

L A
i,

Leaving Dean no choice, skeptical or not, to flee.

And sure enough, Hoyt busies himeself with other endeavors,
ostensibly oblivious to Dean who moves down the road, casting
intermittent, still dubious, looks back.

HOYT (CONT'D) :
A fella' was to go towards the woods
might be the best chance of not getting
tracked down.



Q.

L ——
1

59.

So Dean amends his path, moving towards the brush. Eager to
take refuge behind the tall trees.

STAY WITH HOYT, blasé as hell as his captive overtly takes
leave.

Walking. .bounding. .jogging.
HOYT (CONT'D)
(to Eric) -
You gone miss him, huh? P

ERIC %,

I'm gonna fucking cut your head off.. ;
HOYT £ 7
(as if genuinely _ﬁh*ﬁﬁmh‘
touched) £5%,

You keep sweet talkin' me, dumplin', I
might not kill you for another coupla’
hours. SN fh

v
.

N

He pinches Eric s cheek as if hié,granémother, as we.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT S =

£,
Where we find the corpulent Cretan previously called THE TEA

LADY across from Luda Mae at“the /kitchen table.

S,
F S
Cups of tea before thgm,%%hefﬁenjoy an amiable chat.
S STEA LADY
Weather's;been 'so hot lately, s important

to drigﬁoﬁquf*liquids, you know.

P Rl Ty T
& e

Luda Mae nods. §%i§§%from her cup.
-‘,';;""L,, T
WA LUDA MAE

q%z Bééné@ettin that tea, ya know, and
B ‘19"' \ . '
; pﬁggln it on ice in the
. ~afternoon. .tastes like paradise, I swear
{-{,it .
ke,
When she places that cup back down, we note how it tremors. How
it demands she grip its finger slot.

TEAR LADY
Know what else is good? That iced
coffee we used to have.

And just before the conversation bores you to death,\THE CAMERA
DIPS to reveal BAILEY beneath them.
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till tied to the table, her movements account for the quivering

tea cup.
The ladies continue conversing, as if unaware, before we.
EXT. WOODS START ON CHRISSIE NIGHT

As she staggers to keep pace with Holden who moves with

mechanical determination, the gun firmly in grip. f’;%ﬂu
And we track WITH CHRISSIE, a befuddled look on hex, fage that
tells us she's wondering what the fuck she's d01ng here.

i

And Holden, his heavy breath discernible in the.nlght, halts.
Turning to face her like an angry Nordic gods _Barking:

HOLDEN s @ﬁ;4§
Where's this house at? f X
& /\':\'* o
CHRISSIE \@U <&
It was light out. : e
§ %
r‘
HOLDEN % B

(overlapplng, wry)
It's called nightfall. Happens every so

often. #w\\
CHRISSIE
t's a ways away...I was running
before. 4 € %
R
Holden looks at her'q%4§$ﬁlf‘dlsgusted. Resumes his march.
INT. KITCHEN WIDE SBOT NIGHT

Y
With Bailey in vi%w,\the prosaic conversation continues.
-"b
£ TEA LADY
?...Sometlmes I just can't stop eating
; them little chocolates.
'ﬁz*--mwf (hushed; as if a secret)
5 They re so good

CRASH! The resonan; sound of BROKEN GLASS truncates the
conversation. Makes the ladies jump.

TEA LADY (CONT'D)
in _the hell

55

56

Luda Mae goes to investigate as Bailey perks instinctively up.

Eyes swimming left to right. Alive again.
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INT. BASEMENT - - FROM BEHIND 57

Hewitt hunkered over his work bench, hard at work halting when
he heeds the sound of broken glass.

His head raising slowly asunder, as we.
EXT. GARAGE HEWITT HOUSE - START ON HOYT . 58

Responding to the cacophonocus commotion, he d*sengages from Eric
and race-walks around the edifice.

INT. DINING ROOM START ON THE SHATTERED WINDb#f % 59
And THE ROCK responsible for it. Now on thg*q@fpet.

Luda Mae regards it with surging disdain.“fﬂﬁ; t

INT. KITCHEN - - START ON BAILEY ~}_ = 60

Turning to face the door and *he,clamo*ous FOOTSTEPS that
thunder closer. Accompanied by Hoyt shSCREAMS.

THUNK. The door slaps open, DEAN appearmg
BAILEY,

Oh, my God, Dean...I love you, I love
you. W

He moves towards his,girl, Sfiing the situation up before

‘“;% TEA LADY
HE'S IN HERE% ‘HE'S IN HERE!

Dean grabs a butcher knlfe. Points it at the tea lady.

. \'
#oy, S pEAN

- Shut L upw
\\L 'ﬂ?, A"

Just before he beg;ns hacking at the thick band of rope around
Bailey' 5‘1eft sankle.

"r'"._

% BAILEY
The key to the truck, it's there. .up
there.

She points accordingly, alerting Dean and the tea lady who
does her best to slide her chair closer to the key chain.

SNAP! Dean cuts through the rope, lurching up to snag the key-
chain before the tea lady can grab it.

Dean promptly helps Bailey to her feet, handing her the keys
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DEAN
Go! I'm going for Eric.

The tea lady takes refuge in a corner, Dean wielding that knife
before peaking through the open door and spotting

HOYT
Running towards him down the hall. g
DEAN - AT
Lays the knife on the table in ordexito ‘"
shove it towards the door. Blocking.: “ak
entry. %
61 EXT. HEWITT HOUSE BAILEY - NIGHT T 6l

ambles around the abode, spying the tow tgdéﬁlgﬁ her Right. In
her condition, it may as well be a mile)aWag(”

@ g,
62 EXT. GARAGE HEWITT HOUSE NIGHT % ., 62
i R
Dean sprints into view, moving iﬁétantLy towards Eric who
. still hangs from the ceiling. 5

e

g
2nd they simply lock eyes for a seminal beat as Dean carves away
at his binds. Finally: e

DEAN .
Marines nevergiﬁagé*é man behind, right?
& S§ 2
a S ERIC
That's theyArmy Rangers but I ain't gonna
argue with va'."

Different time, dif%%f%nt place, they might even laugh.
,‘&'J %

§3 INT. TOW mucxﬁﬁt;; NIGHT 63

Bailey strﬁggiéé;pé slide in, trying the five keys on the chain

as she peaks into the REAR-VIEW MIRROR(POV)

R SRR
.And ;%@QHHOYT on the porch. About to break towards her

before Luda ‘Mae's screams alert and divert him.

BACK ON BAILEY the first two keys. .NO go...an effort made no
eagsier by Bailey's conditionally arthritic hands.

BAILEY
. Come on, come on, COME ON.

She tries the fourth key, as we CUT TO:
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EXT. GARAGE NIGHT 64

Dean successfully slices the last strand of rope, Eric slumping
into his arms, the brothers turning into

HOYT. Behind them. Shotgun -in hand. Big grin:

HOYT e
And you think I was nasty before. & P

Indeed, the malevolent look in his eye is unprecedentédi About
to act on that promise, before the tow trucks: ¢

Smashes into frame, barreling into a pyramid 6f chicken coops
and a collapsible clothes line. o PR

A sizable distraction, Hoyt fights througg'%ﬁéfécrum of wires
that entangle him as %

& 3
4 b - ™
- Ca~

. 3 .
& Lo

INT. TOW TRUCK - NIGHT A R 65

'._:"-" s e

o R, QoY . .
Bailey tries to throw the car infreverse. Unfamiliar with stick
ghift, a broken leg to boot, the'wvehicle simply revs in place,
tendrils of dirt kicking up, an a¥l;enveloping fog.

One thing clear: The truck's stuck.
2

EXT. GARAGE NIGHT €6

i et

: £
Dean and Eric recover, fdxin focus on

Uy N
% iéEiN
Bailey! %R‘ﬁ}_f
Qo % :
They move closer to.the. stalled truck, unable to discern much
through the thickiqgggds of dust.
A, T

INT. TOW TRUCK! -~ NIGHT 67
W e

Bailey flusteved, she has no choice but to abandon ship, opening

the doofggéﬁbaﬁking into sheets of dust.

From whichﬁgomething springs forth HEEWITT.

Instantly apprehending her, flinging her over his shoulder like
the catch of the day, and.

.Immediately hauling her back inside the house.
EXT. GARAGE - NIGHT . 68

Dean sees it all from a distance, about to sprint after his
lover before we hear a daunting CLICK.
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The unmistakable sound of a rifle being cocked.

WIDER to see Hoyt behind Dean. Finger flirting with the
trigger. Eyes incendiary.

HOYT
Drop it.

Dean lets the KNIFE fall to the dirt. £

HOYT (CONT'D) S, St
Stand down, soldier. 3

This said to ERIC who stops his ambush attempt on “‘cue.

But Hoyt does something odd next; he lowers the rlfle. Lets it
go limp by his side. And eyes the brothers,"before.
HOYT (CONTAD):,
Lemme tell ya' you boys showed me
something here today.s “And Imam a man a'

my word. So go. & %
. (off silence)i. )
I'm serious this time. "

(still no movement)
I ain't gonna sayﬁmm but once.

' Dean and Eric trade Sklttlsh des. Too world weary to believe
him, they'll take any tenet%of “hope they can.

V.\

For extra—lncentlveq.Hoyt”igvels the rifle on Dean, and barks:

4 % HOYT (CONT'D)
Start walklng

All atremble now,wDean beglns to back peddle, staring at Eric as
he dlmlnlshes...Hoyt waves "bye" with his free hand.

s A l..

A HOYT (CONT'D)
4 ' (to Eric)

':;"How far you think he'll get?

e

Eric doesn'tianswer. Only glares.

And Hoyt begins WHISTLING calmly(and poorly)as Dean breaks into
a fast march towards the brush.

HOYT (CONT'D)
‘ (sotto)
Thata' boy. .

ERIC
' What's out there. ?




T

70

65.

BOYT
That's for me to know. .and him to find
out.

And Dean vanishes from view just before we hear a LOUD SNAP.
Followed shortly after by a gruesome SCREAM.

Hoyt chuckles. Winks. Tells Eric:

HOYT (CONT'D) é;tf ar
Let's go take a look.

But he turns to Eric, reconsidering: %,

HOYT (CONT'D) o,

= ~

Well, actually, you gonna stay hereq

CRACK! He slams the rifle intc Eric's face;w1th a mist of blood
and enamel. KXnocking him out as we go o =

s,
e

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE - NIGHT f‘"‘-—\-f ' 69
Hoyt, marching out to snare his prey 'We discern a protective
line of concealed ANIMAL TRAPS, a° razor wire fence not far from
that before we see.

P

A
DEAN. His left ankle. Caught 1n.a jagged vice designed for a
bear. His screams are lnhumanLé;
Sl L

HOYT steps into frame! Beerlng down at us(DEAN POV):

%, R, "*LHOYT (CONT'D)
Good thing yeu “didn't go to Vietnam;
sometthg 11ke this mighta' happened.

';’r

And with this absuxgkadmonlshment, we. .FADE TO:

(Al'
ﬁ‘ﬂ-

EXT. WOODS - -nNIGHT 70
y' ,

“\ -(

Still nav1gating through the brush.

B e, .;yz.

e CHRISSIE
“. .Through here, up ahead. .I think we're
close.

But she stops when she says it. Because there. Up ahead. We
see the Bronco Jeep. Or what remains of it.

Utterly ravaged. Raped. Gutted to the bone.

A skeletal sight, we only recognlze it because of the CHAIN
still dangling from the rear- -view mirror.



1 .e
!

71

72

73

66.

The CRACKER BOX RING Eric gave Chrissie still there.
And Chrissie moves towards it, a metal to magnet.

HOLDEN
What 're you doing?

She doesn't answer. Doing her best not to cry as she,snags the
ring. And solemnly stuffs it into her pocket. £ N

And she pivots to see THE HEWITT HOUSE. Behind hexm, séventy-
five yards away, we can just see its top-half oyer the tapestry
of trees, before we CUT TO: £

R

INT. HALLWAY -~ NIGHT =5
Hoyt and Hewitt bound down a corridor, g;adiﬁtqfs entering the
coliseum. 7 o

o
%

Up ahead, through the doorway, we gééeggictsplayed on the
kitchen table, unconscious a sightT tﬁa@bhakes Hewitt halt.
£ %
Hoyt stops shortly after. Dissecgéng the problem. Then:
HOYT
We ain't got timefor that, boy. Got
work to do. ¥ ‘Wtﬂ

After a reflective moment; Hewitt resumes his journey towards

the kitchen, and we -, - JUMP CUT TO:
. »“;-__ ;:E'}'. -
INT. BALLWAY -~ cx.oszquszggfc NIGHT 72

Bobbing up and dowgwi-_aﬁ“oddly sexual gesticulation before we
WIDEN to see he's on“Hewitt's bulbous back.
L ‘i': > . : .

.Being carriga&padf‘down that corridor, Hoyt lingering behind

to see Hewitt @iminish in the distance.
:'l_’}z"_ an "-.

BACK ON HEWITT;as he reaches that storied steel door, one hand
holdingiEfiewonrhis back, the other tearing the formidable door
open and. .

.Trundling“down the steps, nothing heard but the heavy CLUMP
of his boots, before we HARD CUT TO:

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE NIGHT 73

Holden's gaze focused on the gun in his hand, he racks it
violently. Psyching himself up for whatever lies ahead.

oblivious to Chrissie who watches him from a distance before -



=
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CHRISSIE
You don't know what's in there.

HOLDEN
And they don't know what S goin' in
there. Ain't gonna be a day of sunshine
for them, trust me.

But she's tired of hiding in the bushes, nearly blugfﬁﬁg”out
CHRISSIE SV
I wanna help. 5

Holden tries not to roll his eyes.

HOLDEN e
You wanna help? o S
He gives her a cursory once over. In jépné?énd a halter-top,
she's about as threatening as a tofu salad,
L%

25558
Ll
Y

HOLDEN fg"{ CONT D)~
How 'bout you just stand back and lock
pretty? ) -
CHRISSIE
(ignores {thaty
There's three of thems
£ N,
. 4.HOLDEN
Thought youésaid you didn't know how many
of them ﬁhg{géggie.

@ %  “CHRISSIE
My friendssl.
l"“’«_}ir,
Vo 20D HOLDEN
_Homey, I don't give two shits about your
“friépds. I'm going in there to get my
gyl - whatever the hell shape she's in.
g =geusd you're on your own.
Gy
And she waﬁ%s-to ask him to stay but all she can do is watch
Holden move brazenly towards the Hewitt house, as we

LINGER BACK WITH CHRISSIE, measuring her mettle as she ganders
at THE HOUSE(POV)

and things are transpiring in this edifice, lights flickering on

and off in various rooms. An unspeakable evil transpiring.

BACK ON CHRISSIE, as she finds the strength to step closer to
+he house, moving around the side of the abode.
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.Across a stretch of windows, peeking in one to see LUDA
MAE (POV)

Her fleshy form sunk into the folds of a couch. 2bsently gazing
at a blank and busted TV. As if entranced.

EXT. BACK OF HOUSE NIGHT 74

BACK ON CERISSIE, already spooked, she negotiates fu?fﬁe;wdown

the line, careful to keep quiet as she reaches THE BACKSIDE OF
TI‘:E HOUSE . ‘__p':f','-;i.' : .4..;“_..‘;-‘.'3

¢ g
i "%

and the boy nearly buried face down in the mud;:?DEAN;

And she's forced to cover her mouth as if tq,&dell a scream.
Horrified by what she sees. L

LU &
e

‘%*f»— i

AN “ﬁk" ! r A 2
And she hustles to Dean, crumbling to hgr‘kgeeg beside him.
Finding him tattered and torn. Eis .ankle still bearing the
ungodly onus of that BEAR-TRAP. Shock: nearly settling in.

e L

CHRISSIE 3
Dean. %
&

He rouses with the sound of her voice.

DEAN & &
They 're in the houSe...Eric and Bailey.

ARG
F=3 -

Chrissie struggles tquréé hig arm around her shoulder, hoisting
him up and hauling Qimedeéhgx into the protective periphery of
the woods. But Qﬁw' %™

& 33;_‘ -
@, % “DEAN (CONT'D)
NO! Nos, "hook.

There, by her ﬁéé?[yﬁBre traps many containing half-skinned or
half-gnarled animals.

- ‘1:,‘“ ‘.‘:‘;:).:‘ '?;'
Chrissie maneuyers around the minefields, lying Dean down under
a tree = but‘Dean's suddenly galvanized:

e

- DEAN (CONT'D)
You have to go for help.

A BERAT.

CHRISSIE
There's no help to go for.

And the news settles across Dean's face. Things even more dire
than he suspected.
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DEAN
What 're you gonna do.. ?

And it's clear that Chrissie's going back. Equally clear that
Dean thinks her incapable.

But he, nonetheless, grasps for her hand. Lets her feel his
cold flesh. and the way his hand shakes uncontrollably.

OFF this image, their hands TREMBELING in solidarity}*ﬁé;;A

P i g
A, G

INT. BAILEY'S BEDROOM NIGHT P 75

CLOSE ON BED. And not just any bed: A four-post Victorian with
a net laid across its top. Creepy to the core. ™
:':C.\:'.". 5

=
Pt o
. o ‘.4,.__

Alternately romantic. And rueful.

BATILEY. Lays atop the flimsy mattress;%;Uﬁébnscious.

Or worse. P
INT. BASEMENT NIGHT ©h 76

L
e

\%'z:"'?;;"};
CLOSE ON ERIC as he's laid down on a work-bench by Hewitt.

ERIC .© ¢
What're you doingss . 2HEY

Ahbac
A,

I e,
Hewitt methodically s;raﬁg Eric down on the table.

Ve, GERIC (CONT'D)
Get your “fucking paws off me!

Worse still, Eric turns:to see RACK FOCUS TO: ALEX.
g,
Her carcass nqgﬂggsecrated with slashes, it's so delineated that
cuts look like: Magic Marker lines.
g iiwﬁf
It giveiggriéigaﬁSe. Makes him try a different tact:

BN gy
,

o, ERIC (CONT'D)
“You don't have to do this,
man. .please.

But so engrossed in his work is Hewitt that he pays no heed to
Eric and his entreaties.

Racked with tears, the facade of courage shattered, Eric tries
to sqguirm. Soon discovering that the straps have completely
immobilized him. Beholden to the wicked world.
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HEWITT'S SCARRED HAND traces over the coterie of carving tools
on a table top. Hovering over the CHAINSAW, before.

.Moving onto the cleaver which he stabs roughly into the
shards of cellophane still covering Eric's face, and

ERIC (CONT'D)
NO! -~
And Hewitt halts before clipping the cellophane rlght down the
middle and peeling it luridly off. Fh i

~ o

Exhibiting deft skill, Hewitt amazingly enough - doésn't S0
much as scratch Eric s face. ”*Qu k

Fascinated by what's beneath that cel’ophane,,HeWLtt stares down
at his prey.

adta ’\‘«\ -
,.,_". - S

TiA

Studylng the lad with inhuman intensityi. he runs his hand over
Eric's features the way a blind man mlght.- Intrigued.
And covetous. g &

b %

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE NIGHT p - 77
CLOSE ON CHRISSIE as she stands»outslde. In the open. Staring
at THE WINDOW.

Slightly ajar. Her way i .h%;*”?
Chrissie glances down ‘at Rer hands. Uncontrollably trembling.
And there she stand§?§ﬁﬁﬁaﬁfe to move an inch. EOLD.

g a.
INT. HEWITT HOUSE i DOWNSTAIRS- NIGHT 78

% *@t
CLOSE ON EOLDEN 1ncﬁing along the wall like a hirsute James
Bond, pistol hEId'tlght, come what may.

f‘

He ducks lntg_tharflrst bedroom on the left side, sees:(POV)The
busted TV now’xuns an old cartoon playing. But there's no
sign of@ﬁ?&hﬁﬁevnously seen Luda Mae.

And we heaf*the FLUSHE of a toilet, Holden's head riveting to the
contiguous restroom right before

LUDA MAE
Steps out, about to scream before

WHACK! Holden pistol whips her across the head, knocking her
down and out.

.

and Holden defuses slightly UNTIL he wheels around to see -
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UNCLE MONTY (O.S.)
What in the fuck are you doing?

MONTY. Under the doorway. In all his geriatric indignation.

UNCLE MONTY (CONT'D)
(shouts into other room)

Hoyt s
E %o .
HOLDEN. Doesn't even blink. Simply points. TEE GUN; that is.
DOWN. At Monty's right knee. Py e
P -? 3 “!Y";
BLAM! Monty's knee-cap explodes in a mist of blood and bone.
HOLDEN e
(cool as the other sidey o
of the pillow) m¥“ga§;'
Where's the qgirl? iy

@ “5!?. A
He grabs a hold of Monty's skull whgnﬁpéﬂagks this but old

Monty's speaking in tongues. Wogggmﬁniﬁmgiligible.

i

= =
Flirting with shock, he manages éafew %hoice adjectives:
UNCLE MONTY
Fuck. .fuck. .FUCK
11 % @

- g s s . ; q
Holden relinquishes his gaépﬁggyponty, moving on with

" "
o “HOLDEN
{sotto)
You got €hg;“r$g £

-, !,Y'“
And Uncle Monty's ;g?@gm?’resonate through the house to.
.!"-f,--‘ 4":_ . :
INT. EMPTY ROOM - = NIGHT 79
CLOSE ON A WINDOW as it ratchets stubbornly up, CHRISSIE
grappling ingp‘ﬁ@gibarren confines. Gracelessly hitting the

floor with a & HUD .
But she'é on her feet fast, on high alert, acutely aware of her
environs (in“disbelief that che's here of her volition)

and now she hears it, Monty's wounded WAILING. Alternately
primordial and pathetic.

HOYT (V.O.)
Stop your crying goddamnit!
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INT. HALLWAY - - DOWNSTAIRS - - NIGHT 80

PICK UP ON HOYT as he turns a tight corner, agitated, heeding

the raucous sound of the TV BLARING as he enters the SITTING
ROOM.

[

And there lies Uncle Monty, braying like a baby as Hoyt kneels
down beside him, less than empathetic:

HOYT 'Pgi o

What'd I tell you about playing with . g
guns, you dumb ass .f; %g

AR
S

Monty rolls over to reveal his obliterated knee. And Eoyt knows
he's made a tactical error even before ﬁwg;"b
THE LUGAR plugs into the back of his head. BOLDEN behind him,
cobalt blue eyes burning through his d*soraerly blonde hair.

And Hoyt raises his hands in symbol;c surrender.
HOYT (CONT'D).
Ain't you got no respect for a man's
home, boy? T

Holden peels the gun hammer back Indents Hoyt's forehead with
the imprint of the barrel ;

it L'»
e &

HGLDEN
Show me whererthe “girl is.

INT. HALLWAY DOWNSTAIRS - = NIGHT 81

LOW ANGLE: And we're crawllng along with CHRISSIE, hunkered low,
infiltrating the aque*‘

e,
And lest you think her suddenly an action hero, take a gander at
her hands. Utierlg atremble.

,,,4_:

Looking for Balley and Eric, she clings close to the wall,
haltlng*ﬁﬁen ‘§he hears the unmistakable sound of SCREAMING(OS)

v-

And, Chrlst “4f it doesn't sound like Eric.

The screaming persists, without calm or quarter as she continues
to crawl through this enormous edifice.

(NOTE: Shot from a low angle, from Chrissie's POV, we'll see the
cavernous ceilings, the interminable hallways, a character a
monster in and of itself.)
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‘,_?2 INT. HALLWAY UPSTAIRS NIGHT B2
i Hoyt's led down +he hall by Holden, that

Eead in a choke-hold,

Lugar never far from Hoyt's head.

l And despite all this, Hoyt continues to shout for
HOYT oy
THOMAS ! £ N,
HOLDEN
Shut your mouth.

HOYT
(to Holden; points)

Here, it's here. g ;
ers to a room to the right Holdeﬁﬁ€g§§§ng Hoyt, his

He ref
personal human shield, into yet anotheri-

NIGHT

e, Re
- N w

(2

e

g§3 INT. MONTY'S ROOM

Oonly there's nothing here bufua broken boiler.

HOYT (CONT'D)

Oops. Wrong roOOMsiu,
(then; shouts)
L

THOMAS |

—v

{i;i}:OLDEN
s ot. fucking with you.
%y, HOYT

Oh, you&gﬁ_gdhna wanna meet him.

He's cajoled backéngqvlnto +he hall, as we
%

.

5%,

§4 INT. BASEMENT - - NIGHT

.
o
-

CUT TO:

LV T 4
o R

&%, Screaming his fucking head oZf.
._\'?{.'. z HOYT (OcSo)

d out of frame,

83

hard at work on some

HEWITT'S HEAD comes in an
he doesn't hear Hoyt calling him(OS)

unseen act. SO focused,

.Hard to hear anythin

’ g5 INT. HALLWAY DOWNSTAIRS~  NIGHT

alize how close CHRISSIE is to the
horrifically audible.

g over Eric's braving.

and only now do we re
' ‘ basement, Eric's howling made
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Sending a shiver through her body, until THE SCREAMING STOPS.
And we hear the only thing worse: SILENCE.

Before an even worse noise permeates: Hewitt s boots CLOPPING up
the steps. The monster ascendant.

And while Chrissie has no idea what comes her way. .she has the
good sense to take refuge behind the corner. & fg{w

The SHOOOSH of the steel door catches her attention, as;we STAY
ON CHRISSIE, seeing what emerges from below(OS)... N

~;.

HEWITT'S SHADOW > 3

Stretches across the wall, pushing Chr1551e back, watchlng the
beast recede, her breath slowly resumlng...wgwﬂ

Little time to spare, she crawls into the open, angling for the
basement and whatever dwells there...a#

~.._,\
X
“-A-A.ﬂ

Beside the slightly ajar door noé she&rlses to her feet,
glipping through and trundling down the steps of the

T

INT. BASEMENT STAIRS NIGHT 22 86
—Qy‘b
Characteristically dﬂm, Chrigsie sstumbles nearly falls on
the last step, gasping when she snots ATLEX on a table, a bloody
pulp. Nearly unrecognlzable. ;
o &=, &
Averting her eyes, Chrlssie s gaze inadvertently goes to ERIC.
Mg iy
and despite her v1scerab réaction on sxght of him, she's
relieved to find h;ﬂ;a%lve, eyes swimming inside his skull.

f.‘.‘.md-

And as Chrissie appgpaches, she sees the chains dangling from
above, drlpplng‘blood‘and water.

. /—

A dungeon. “Juﬁﬁ

And now$ ‘1059r;stlll she sees what Hewitt's been up to: He's
skinned t€ e.lower half of Eric's forearm to the bone.

The acute eye will note the flesh from his limb piled neatly on
the table beside him. Looks like wood chips.

and Eric, in the throes of intense pain barely acknowledges
Chrissie's presence. Too focused on staying out of shock.

Chrissie frantically paws at the straps, doing her best to

untangle them an effort made difficult due to her tremulous
hands.
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A soldier through and through, Eric has to ask

ERIC
How bad is it. ?
(off Chrissie)
Tell me.

2And while she refuses to look at his arm -

CHRISSIE % £ 3
Tt s not bad, baby. .it's okay. e, S

ERIC
I can't feel it. Did he cut it offC..?2™
Tell me he didn't cut it off. @&

CHRISSIE NS
(through tears) %,
No, you're okay. .I'm here.% 'm‘here
with you. QQ§Q$ 
But she can't seem to unlash thoéé straps, straining to loosen
them, teeth clenched, as we CUT TOz
INT. HALLWAY UPSTAIRS - NIGHT 87

5‘44 X = .
And Hoyt and Holden emerge fiogﬁygt another fruitless rocm 1n
thig fruitless search, Hoxgeﬁﬁgwjiustrations palpable.

FE, T ‘

And Hoyt purposefully$dra§s his feet now, providing ample time
for succor in the fqgnvp%fingWITT.
Qe

Materializing at theQen&mgf the corridor.

And for all of Holggﬁiéibravado, he utters not a word on sight
of him. Slowing“&mggrceptibly.
P -
LA
. HOYT
“Told _you you'd wanna meet im.
- Mg (ko Hewitt)
reNgeme’ on, boy. .you gonna let him do this
QQQFO us?

%
But Hewitt only ducks away. There. And gone.

HOLDEN
(droll)
He's a brave one, alright.

HOYT
Well, you're a mighty scary man. :
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HOLDEN
Keep going.
He shoves Hoyt further down the hall, as we CUT TO:
INT. BASEMENT NIGHT 88

CLOSE ON BASEMENT ROOF. Dust fluffing and falling with each
CLAMOROUS STEP from above. .FOLLOW said dust as it drlfts down
to CHRISSIE, her head asunder, momentarily halting her attempts

to unshackle Eric. Given understandable pause. P

The portentous sounds inspire Eric to shout

ERIC
HEide. HIDE!

l\""

But Chrissie stays there. Trying to freé hlm until

SWOOOOOSH(0S) The sound of that g;ggl:doq; openlng.

CLUMP. CLUMP. CLUMP. £ 43

v-
And Chrissie has no choice but to duck under the table, Eric
above her. Taking haven there as -

HEWITT enters the subterranean.cellar, bee-lining for Eric.
\-t. y:

CHRISSIE POV: 5‘3‘%

Our vision sllghtly trammeled by the blood drip-drip-dripping
from the table to FE? ;loor.

TIC. TIC. TIC.™®el
'ﬁ.o‘ &
Through the ga@sfiﬁ the table, we see Hewitt's torso enter
frame. Stogglng by the table of tools(for all we know, from the
angle of his" body, he could be staring right at us)
Rz

"‘ér‘ ¥

He snares™an inscrutable item, allowing us only a glimpse of a
shiny steel“before we

REVERSE ON CHRISSIE, off her reaction, watching the butcher
recede, we CUT TO:

INT. BAILEY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 89

Holden and Hoyt enter to see BAILEY. On the bed.
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HOLDEN
That ain't her, that ain't the girl I'm
looking for.

We see another open door, another entry point, on the opposite
side of the room.

HOYT
Well, Jesus Christ. .so goddamn picky,
you people.

Holden finds this not nearly as amusing as Hoyt,iﬁig‘jéﬁ
clenched tight, his teeth gnashed. On the edgg.'

HOYT (CONT'D) D, N

Oh, you're talkin' ‘bout the other girl?
(extra grim) o e

vou don't wanna see that ones

ST

.

Holden plugs the Lugar into Hoyt's,ééttjﬁig breaking point
achieved, about to blow the Sheriff®s BEQg'off pefore
!.4 o 3

We take note of that formerly empiy door. Now inhabited by the
humongous form of. .HEWITT. With=59g§thing in his hand.
THE CHAINSAW T
L £

And he enters without pausgkb@fgﬁevarication, stalking closer.
And Holden removes the Ldéaf“from Hoyt's head, about to train it
on Hewitt when Hoyt grabs, hold cf his wrist.

W R,

\'il;t n “&" , A e
.Struggling to wre§t ‘control of the firearm, exposing EHolden's
arm as Hewitt moves;closer, salivating.

=

o, e
N % HOYT (CONT'D)
CO@é*?n,Q%by, do it.
¥ £S
e F ¥ : 5
Bewitt steps; forward, slapping the chainsaw down on Holden's

arm, the motor. OFE.

G T e o
But he w?éids +he blade with such force that Holden's arm nearly
tears off atizthe elbow, dangling like a busted fender.

and Holden pirouettes back, his Lugar clattering into the corner
as his good hand holds the torn arm in place, forced to take a
seat against the closet-door.

Forced to watch as Hewitt approaches.

Hoyt stands to the side with a stiletto smile. :



=~

A 4

e IR

78.

HOYT (CONT'D)
(re: The chainsaw)
Turn it on, boy, turn it on.

And Hewitt barrels closer, yanking the chainsaw string back with
a violent tug, but IT DOESN'T START.

And now, seizing on opportunity, Holden rises and charges
Hewitt, slamming into him like a locomotive.

:". R\" \«u.
$ &
.An inelegant, graceless, scrum, behemoths entangled 1n limbs
as the chainsaw clangs to the floor. P

.Hewitt wrestles Holden too goddamn stronéfghewflings him
violently to the floor. df";,é#
S ‘g ~

2nd Holden finds himself face down atop the*ﬁhaxnsaw.

Imbedded in it. & G Ry
2nd we expect him to get up. .untéfgwe'reallze the blade's in
his torso. Blood bubbling from ﬁls llgg.

But still, Holden tries to dlsentangle“hlmself before

Hoymu4o S.) (CONT'D)
%f
HOYT'S XKNEE lands on Holdenas back. Pinning him deeper into the

chainsaw. & Q%g$ i,

R ;ngT (0.S.) (CONT'D)
Come on, %5?%

Unh-uhn-uhn.

CLOSE ON HOYT'S crﬁhﬁygilps when he commands:

P Tl HOYT (CONT'D)
Turnplf on.

HOLDEN'S. EYES-expand with the realization of what's about to
occur. ° “JMsxx
And Hoyt chuékles like a little kid pulling a prank.

HOYT (CONT'D)
Come on, boy.

Hewitt yanks forcibly on the chord, inspiring the embryonic moan
of machinery. Vrum-Vrum-Vrum.

2nd we see Holden's body vibrate in anticipation. Even before
Hewitt gives it one more pull, and
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THE CHAINSAW STARTS SUCCESSFULLY

The roar of its engi coming t e is loude an anvthin
we'v eard in this ie. DAUNTI BELS.

So loud and umbrageous the bray of a beast that we go to a
SERIES OF QUICK CUTS

INT. BASEMENT NIGHT 90
Chrissie momentarily suspends her efforts to free Erlc,‘eyes
expanding ominously. :

INT. MONTY'S ROOM NIGHT %, B 91

,,3’...-” \'r

Luda Mae shoots a glance away from the bederldden Uncle Monty.
Both riveted by the sound of salvation. rv~‘r; &

INT. BAILEY'S BEDROOM -  NIGHT ﬂ: 92

PUSH IN ON BAILEY, her lids ‘llckérrng‘w’th acknowledgement.
And absolute terror.

*
-~

i -
BACK ON HOLDEN, a look of excruc15t1ng pain as the blade slices
through his body like butter.

HOYT, a look of utter joy aszLOGD splatters over his face like
baptism water. CACKLING equerantly.

Holden's gut-wrenching sc*eam registers in perfect concert with
the baritone BUZZZZZZZ-of that chainsaw.

The sound a man makes when ‘being chewed up from the inside.

CEILING POV: The charnsaw pierces through Holden's spine and

shoulder as Hewitt: towers over him, admiring his handiwork.
e, :

BACK ON HOYT, a look of utter admiration near awe as he

regards Hew1tt,“ :

Hewitt pn&ls the chainsaw from Holden's person, letting it hang
by his 5138& crimson coating the blade.

HOLD on thlS iconic image, before we JUMP CUT TO:
INT. BASEMENT STAIRS NIGHT 93

And THE CAMERA's perched just behind Hewitt s right ear as we
descend the steps with him towards THE BASEMENT.

No sign of Chrissie, Eric's exactly where we left him. Writhing
beneath the stultifying straps.
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Chainsaw fi i is ari born anew 2 hereafter refer to
Hewitt as LEATHERFACE.

As he marches closer, a newfound confidence to him, we go to

CHRISSIE POV:

Once again perched under the table, blood still continuously,
rhythmically, dripping from her boyfriend's butchered body.

And it's clear that Leatherface isn't done with hlaafavorlte
toy, focusing on Eric as he, once again, cranks it to. life

CHRISSIE'S EYES explode with what's anout to occur.
.More horrified by her inability to stop lt.
The BUZZ cf the saw grows closer, nearly lnuour ear

ERIC (0-§:j‘§p“@
NC, GOD NOOOOOOO00 :_._--‘:-*-e. 23

OVERHEAD SHOT:

Leatherface raises the chainsaw asunder as if the hammer of
Thor, bringing it down as weﬁgowto

CLOSE PROFILE SHOT U

4’y -1
)
—
,_.l.!,,. =

Of Chrissie under uha,table, %he blade striking Eric, before
& % %
CHRISSIE POV: R g
‘k ®
And we look up to segkthe chainsaw pierce through the table,
spitting blood and'sawdhst inches from our face.
Ly, Q

.About to slnkﬁlnto our flesh, the heat of the blade burning

into us untll the CHAINSAW STOPS.

CHRISSIE her\face still skyward, drenched, from this literal
bloodbaﬁﬁhﬂiﬁe»*

Leatherface “returns the chainsaw to the table, sated, taking
view of ERIC. Eviscerated atop the table. 1In pieces.

Bnd a sense of pride overwhelms him before he moves closer to
the carcass. Not done yet.

Chrissie scrunches into the corner as Leatherface snares a
CLEAVER, setting his sights on the face he so covets.

Caressing Eric's features as if a long lost lover before
delicately wielding the cleaver along the edges of his face.
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CAMERA BEHIND ERIC'S HEAD

Leatherface looking at us from the other end of the bench, the
cleaver cast aside so that he might.

..Peel Eric's facial epidermis back, away from us, the
silhounette of his skin delineated with cascading light.

Eric's face in hand, he bounds over to an antiquatedfﬁiRROR
resting against the wall. > 8 2
ANGLE ON MIRROR as he slowly, ceremoniously, rggéﬁééitﬂe cloth
from his person. Staring at the molten and mangled flesh
beneath it; the twisted nose, the pocked and burnt canvass.

AN
LEATHERFACE moves to another table. Grabbing/two thin straps of
skin to hold the mask in-place. Weaving said strands through.

LEATHERFACE POV: Strings carefully slipégd %ﬁrough the sides, we
look down at the inside of Eric's fggeagéfgre we slowly place it
~

e

over our own, newly focused on thé =
z.‘

& % )
MIRROR And the reflection bouncing off it.
Wead®
HOYT
THOMAS! Get up %gm%, boy.

Leatherface steps away from.%hé mirror, his new mask staying in
place due to mucus, tissue“aga:Sticky blood.

And we watch as he gpbmg{*‘past, STAYING BEHIND before we PUSE IN
to see CHRISSIE. Yy W :

Tl i
P e L
“£a,

3
. (e . : TS y
Nearly 1nf1n1tes;mg;ﬁh Cui¥led into a corner. For once, pleased

to hear Leatherfgcé{stﬁeavy boots on the hard floor.
THUMP. THUMP. STEUMP:
¥ Fe
oy & 7 v
Until he STORSW AS if on instinct.

Q—-..

e ‘h_:-'
STAY oufgﬂsm
%

Leatherfacéfstalks back to retrieve the chainsaw, exiting as
Chrissie finally defuses, and we CUT TO:

INT. BASEMENT STAIRS NIGHT 94
Hoyt greets Leatherface as he emerges from the basement.
HOYT

{re: Chainsaw)
Glad you brought your friend.

~
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But he does a double-take on sight of his new face.

HOYT (CONT'D)
Both cf 'em.

INT. MONTY'S BEDROOM NIGHT

And Leatherface enters on Hoyt s heels to see Luda Mae beside
the pain-racked Uncle Monty who writhes on the bed. =

LUDA MAE o, ol
See what you done?! You killed that
Sheriff and the whirlwind begun -I -

95

Hoyt truncates her with a look if looks cpuld”éviscerate. And
Luda Mae has the good sense to fall silent ‘asgbefore Hoyt fixes

focus on - S

i
. s

oy
S, g
s 2o

\»’)

UNCLE MONTY <& @

L3

Do something, goddamnit! 4y S

Hoyt rests a hand on Monty's shoglder,ﬁgoothing:
HOYT Sy, o
We gonna take care a you. Nothing to
worry about. ==

e
w

B & &
But he winces when ventur%ggig;g;ance at Monty's mangled leg
before motioning for Leatherface to come closer.

ues P

@« R

& %, UNCLE MONTY
(3tirs, up)

W-what th%fkg%f’you dointam?

&, G . , 2
And he tries to wigéiéﬁlnstlnctlvely away, held in place by
Hoyt's firm grip“as; Leatherface hovers ominously overhead.

22D
AN
£ pa

Vi HOYT

“This ain't even gonna hurt.
e UNCLE MONTY
Q!kW—what the fuck is this. ?
HOYT
Surgery, old bird, surgery.
(then; re: other leg)
The other one ain't looking so good,
neither. Prone to infection, you know.
(to Leatherface)
Let's go now, boy no need to be
sadistic about it.
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and Leatherface rips the chainsaw to life, angling for Monty's
thrashing legs, as we

FAVOR HOYT watching with clinical detachment, a doctor regarding
"a procedure" Monty loudly protesting as we

FAVOR UNCLE MONTY'S TORSO

As the burr of the blade does its deed OC, his uppexr body
speckled with blood as Leatherface slices through bOnes.

o Semde
%

s

LUDA MRE looks away, her FAT FIST gripping the bed sheet, until
The chainsaw stops, its blade belatedly churnlngyto-a halt.

J‘.‘:.--—-”:_-( .
UNCLE MONTY. Peers down at the by-product oﬁ thg surgery.

UNCLE MONTY % °
You motherfuckers. .you,. you took pg my
legs.

Hoyt's less than affected by th;s fact; assuredly patting
Monty's shoulder as he says: %

HOYT S
For balance. P
l.’

-

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

: 96

N
CLOSE ON ERIC'S FACE., Ox what's left of it, a visage of viscera
and bone, before - % w

“m‘ M%a &
RAPID REVERSE ON CHRISSIE appropriately dlsgusted by the 51ght,
she trains her gaza,on THE DOG-TAGS that remain around Eric's
neck. | et
A

And she bows hgr-head choklng back tears for her lost lover.
But there' s no; tlme for mourning.

She grabs hoidhpf Bric's dog-tags as if deriving strength from
them, saying<assilent prayer, as we JUMP CUT TO:
%,

CHRISSIE ﬁ“FROM BEHIND basement door

As she struggles to open the steel door atop the basement steps,
finally SHOOOOSHING it

A trapezoid of light washing over her as she staggers to
another set of doors

Pulling those apart, once again bathing her in bright light.
The front-door in her sights. Escape 30 feet away.
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’ 77 INT. HALLWAY DOWNSTAIRS NIGHT 97
and she moves towards +he door, unaccosted, hope in her eyes.

And she's there, at the door, freedom at her fingertips.

Only she can't go. FROZEN. But not with fear. with regret.

1n a world of fight or fucking flight, our girl's alihfith.

-t <

She steps back, turning to face the abode and all it bgffends.

STEADY CAM BACK WITH CHRISSIE, inching along the BALLWAY wall,
arme spread wide as she shuffles past the lineof open IOOMmS.

98 INT. KITCHEN NIGHT : 4 98
She darts past, allowing us a quick glimbgeléfgé boiling pot.
cutlery and cooking knives dangle aboves; :

o INT. HALLWAY  DOWNSTAIRS - NIGHT i~ 99
‘ BACK ON CHRISSIE hugging the wali",-.. as sﬁé moves laterally past
T
A BEDROOM. Where we catch a glance of LUDA MAE, head in her
hands, bereaving begide a be%gz%dden Monty whose thighs are
' crudely wrapped in brown butcher-paper.
BACK ON CHRISSIE, moving fﬁt;ﬁé?’down the corridor, glimpsing
these postcards from hell, before we CUT TO:
100 INT. KITCHEN - NIGHDy S 100

L <

Something brewing,¢wgﬂség a POT emitting tendrils of heat, a
dull CRERKING so&gdiﬁé@rd oC before

-
g
,y_.’»’-"*"};u : P HOYT (0.S.)
. Well fwell, well. .look what I found?
-.‘a‘;.i_— ; ,3;.:‘. 4 ;
The bigﬁg@o@gﬁwd%%r to the left opens, berthing HOYT. DEAN in
his griyﬁi%ﬁhiﬁa-puppet in search of a hand.

a

An apron wrapped around his waist, Hoyt's the very picture of
domesticity. A macabre Martha Stewart.

And Dean's nearly done, his eyes glassy, his flesh blue. Not
much fight left in this dog.

‘ and Hoyt relinguishes his hold on Dean, watching as the lad
THUMPS to the floor. Little threat of him fleeing.

But, still, Dean tries to leverage himself up. .%o Hoyt s
unapologetic amusement:




101

102

103

HOYT (CONT'D)
Still not the proper push-up form. .but
helluva an effort, son.

So impressive that Hoyt slams his boot down on the boy, felling
him for good.

before

And we FOLLOW HOYT to that steaming pot, stirring apg;ppriately

LUDA MAE enters, less and less shocked by the events ofithis
day. She simply looks down at Dean. And back up at Hoyt.

and there's a moment between them, the scent of?sﬁﬁper in the
air. And the defiance drains from her, at the.mercy of Hoyt's
dictatorial charms before begrudgingly conceding:

I'll set the table.

o

2 "
e s

INT. BACK ROOM UPSTAIRS NIGHT g 101

o

FAVOR CHRISSIE entering a puke—gieen door before wading down

LRt

INT. HALLWAY UPSTAIRS NIGHT 102

f‘-:;“'k;"" . .
Long and narrow, Chrissie moves past a filthy window, going
towards a back door which She opens to reveal
LNy,
£
INT. BAILEY'S BEDROOM - -'.;?;l
. -

D
N T

IGHT 103

<

4
BAILEY. Inside it. %

Atop that four—pos;_ﬁéd.qaEnervated. Anguished. Near shock.

And Chrissie forgéagﬁg} untying the straps on Bailey's wrists.

£y
. E£FE CHRISSIE
“gome.on, honey. .we're getting outta
___ hege.
d “:ti""(.!.?’\?f_‘-‘_-:‘f;?f
g, BAILEY
"No. .no.

And Chrissie manages to rest one of Bailey's arms around her
shoulder, trying to leverage the lass up.

BAILEY (CONT'D)
Please. .please.

And then, an unprecedented urgency in her voice.
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BATILEY (CONT'D)
Chriessie.

gaid with heretofore unseen vigor that Chrissie takes note of.
Looks into Bailey's glassy lids...

BAILEY (CONT'D)
They know you're here. e
Which is exactly when Chrissie looks up. And sees — =
HOYT in the doorway opposite the bed. Leaning calmly.against
the frame, he may as well have a hay-seed in his mouth.

HOYT
(a shrug) e & £
She ain't lyin' e u’ﬁ 3
But Chrissie's come this far she‘s;ndﬁhnghg home empty
handed. Dragging Bailey's limp baﬁ&yoﬁ;*t@e ped and towards

2ama

s @d

LEATHERFACE, who now appears in fhe other doorway.
LY &
Converging on her. Creeping ever elosér.

and Chrissie, Bailey beside ?gn%‘slinks into a corner.

Nowhere left to run, she's@ié@?gﬁ to let Bailey down, cautiously
regarding Hoyt before ticking a glance toO
bt b

&3

-

LEATHERFACE, who dons a@fﬁmiliar face resurrecting untold

emotions in Chrissieﬁéwﬁaggﬁg her weak in the knees, punched in
the heart. G Ve

K%L

¢

CHRISSIE PﬁVg“Héy;fcalmly approaches, a look of passive grace On
his contortea%gséé.
S Kb gt R
¢ HOYT
Wow now now. .ain't nearly as bad as you
think.

-

CHERISSIE POV: We sink deeper into the corner, grabbing Bailey,
protecting her like a momma bear might a cub.

HOYT (CONT'D)
We don't mean you any harm.

But he giggles when he says this as
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CHRISSIE throws a punch that harmlessly grazes Hoyt's ear,
angering Leatherface who abandons Bailey in order to tend to
Chrissie

CHRISSIE POV  Leatherface's fist SMASHES into us, delivering us
to instantaneous DARKNESS.

HOLD.

Hear the SNIP-SNIP-SNIP of scissors, pefore we LI
i \?\.,:-'
SLOW FADE UP: ON i

CHRISSIE POV: And the darkness slowly evaporafés,'céding to a
hazy, kaleidoscope of light, eyes acclimating<to =
ad F
INT. DINING ROOM NIGHT W 104
£ ~%¢'W
CHRISSIE'S POV: Supper time. We discern thesource of that snip-
snip-snip: Luda Mae's cutting BAILEY's, flaxen locks.

An odd and arresting sight, Bailé§ sité-gﬁbservient to this
subversive behavior. % -

S :
POV PAN TO DEAN, mildly sentient (comparatively speaking) he
blinks back at us. More bru;seé,donned than clothing.

.. s =
POV PAN beside us; UNCLE MON p.éﬁead flailing loosely, the by-

product of ambulatory supgérgrﬁgieft of palliatives.

Before Chrissie, at4§3e§£§b$g, a bowl of inscrutable porridge.
Some inedible delicacy, wegdare not ponder.

A SOUND(OS)rivets ghfisé}é's head up to see the dining room door
open, HOYT emerging; cooking mitts donned, he carries a pot of
something towards-the table.

P

HOYT places tﬁé'ﬁbﬁ down, a hideous smell assaulting our senses
before he regidgawimperiously at the head of the table.

‘r;.'-:. : SR
And it €Skesadmoment for Chrissie to understand the gravity of
it all, éﬁq& snipping sound finally ceasing before we se€

BAILEY, newl§ shorn of hair. The once beautiful rendered
beastly.

DEAN (0.S.)
Chris.

DEAN. He offers a blood-stained smile. A last ditch attempt at
a fast-fading humanity. :



HOYT (0.S.)
Shut 'yer mouth. Ain't no talkin' 'til
we say grace, boy.

HOYT. 1In all his deluded glory, a bib newly applied.
Alternately absurd and abhorrent.

HOYT (CONT'D) e
Let us give thanks for this bounty we'vel &
been given. This family has endured - g ¥
through adversity and pain, we have M, ‘i
endured and we have overcome. And the
Lord has provided because we have
provided for ourselves. So it is; so it
shall be. Amen. hy. 8

A medley of "amens" follow, Chrissie try;ng'to shed the feed-
wire that constrains her. =

'\.'_

CHRISSIE _ %.

Y-you people are. .3—51ck You re
fucking sick. Every*one of'you.

Luda Mae tellingly bows her head.” .Qxhlnt of conscience?

HOY Dy,
You and yours haVe foipay for what you
done us. This ist redemptlon, that's what
this is. £

.\-‘:.

e
e

He punctuates this w}EhQ5%C%CKLE, shooting a glance to

e

BAILEY, who lolls inQanaLpdt of consciousness.

wg HOYT (0.S.) (CONT'D)
This one,s just gonna be eatin' soup for
a while...

With this, r;ght on cue, Bailey opens her mouth to expose her
scarlet- stalned gums. Devoid of teeth.
oy Vo

safe to canclude they've all been knocked out. Equally safe to
conclude "the procedure" was done devoid of pain killers.

CHRISSIE, closes her eyes for a prolonged period. ZLonging to
keep them clenched forever. To never have to see these sights.
To banish them from her mind, from her memory.

But, alas, when she opens them. .everything's just as she left
it. A never-ending nightmare.

But her pathos goes the way of the wind. These are intransigent

folks, compromise an impossibility.
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CHRISSIE

Do what you're gonna do, you fucking
degenerates.

Hoyt's eyes turn to embers, deeply offended, about to speak

LUDA MAE
You will not sit here and speak ill of
this family.
And Hoyt nods countenance before Luda Mae spoons, "soup“’*nto
Monty's agape mouth...portions dribbling out, onto him.

LUDA MAE (CONT'D) '
(nearly force feeding ,ﬁ:,
him) VA
Come on now, you'd best coat yefgﬁ;
belly. & E_NL\

o

But the porridge only drips from hls llmp llps, as we

FAVOR CHRISSIE, in the eplcenter,of the lnsanlty The

proverbial guest of honor, she auletly,lnspects her body no
discernible wounds.

‘(‘Az s
But she feels something behindsher, in the corner, surfacing
from darkness. .LEPTHEREACB.# Heed the WHEEZING of his breath.

HOYT eyes him, a puppet to a,puppeteer. Guiding him forth.

% ¢
And we watch as Leapheriacb«ambles towards Bailey who shivers
and shakes, looking to CﬁrlsSLe for assistance.

‘v

And Chrissie can bagply watch, trying to rid herself of the
wire, knowing fu{ihwéil what awalts Bailey.
e W
&% ®  paTrEy
No.;fxlease, no.

FAVOR BAanﬁhtas“f;atherface s heavy steps simply, dauntingly,
STOP. Hnd'KLSHShadow remains over her, stretching across the
table. \%%?

BATILEY (CONT'D)
Chrissie, please. .PLEASE.

And Bailey tics a glance to her left, a stark realization: The
scissors that were there a moment before. .GONE.

And Luda Mae looks tellingly away as she murmurs:

LUDA MAE
Free her, child.



LEATHERFACE'S PAW comes into frame, THE SCISSORS in its grip,
right before HE SLITS HER THROAT.

So simple and savage that there's no time to scream before
Bailey's head flops down on the table.

OVERHEAD SHOT

Bailey's blood pools around the table-cloth, a grueggﬁﬁggglo.
And Chrissie, ruefully resigned, simply clutches die;

%'iids as if
they were fists, tears bleeding down. A

¥
e

=3

~
1

HOYT e

(to Leatherface; Re: o %
Chrissie) WA
Take that one downstairs for dessert.

AR

Chrissie casts a quick glance at thektaﬁge leg nearest her.
carved of thin wood, it looks tenuous®y .

e N,
Testing its constitution, Chrissie off§§S'a stern kick. And
then another. And another stillﬁg ,;

R =
HOYT (CONT'D)
What the hell yog;dq;n‘?

A
One mere stab and the leg‘ggnggg;cracking in two the items
atop the table sliding ofﬁraijcm

Little utility, it g&ﬁsgé%btpoyt to no end. A shot from
Chrissie's bow. 2n act éggétrength and defiance.

e

Soup floods the flggfkﬁbgwls upturned, silverware scattered.

Leaving Hoyt no éhai@?ubut to angrily shoot up from his chalr,
backing up frqgﬂﬁge”%éble and its Chrissie crafted mayhem.
i \, .;i‘) =r
LEATHERFACEGangers; GRUNTING as he steps to the inert Chrissie,
grabbingyg firm grip of her arms and tearing her free.
% '

sl L
N ‘s"-'-'“.r.«; 3

.Away from the wire. .away from Eric.

And Chrissie'screams fitfully, flung over the beast's shoulder
as Dean sits still as stone, frozen in Hoyt's watchful eye.

Facing Dean, Chrissie howls for help that he can't provide,
pounding her fists into Leatherface's back to little effect.

And Dean simply EXPIRES, a gurgle emitted before his_head flops
to the table; an anti-climactic end. An envious death.

2nd Chrissie SCREARMS, having seen encugh death for a lifetime.
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Luda Mae howls after her retreading form

LUDA MAE
Can't you see, he ain't with us no more!

FOLLOW LEATHERFACE AND CHRISSIE as they push through

INT. KITCHEN NIGHT 105

Missiling, no doubt, towards the pasement. .our girl'giéﬁé for
the ride, defenseless to it all, UNTIL By, Veof
She eyes the butcher-block full of LONG KNIVES{Hﬁér_lést hope
reaching out, straining, grazing, and finally = -

S g,
GRABBING THE LAST RVAILABLE KNIFE % g
Nearly fumbling it on the way up before §§i§§§%§ it firmly and
slamming it down into the small of Leatherface's back

Plunging the blade deep into his?méét;wTofﬁittle effect.
Amazingly, Leatherface keeps going. e

Seemingly infallible, UNTIL T

Lo

He slows. And then nearly stops. A rusty battleship arduously
treading water. .still. .barglyfﬁ,persisting.

\
But his tentativeness only imnspires Chrissie, gives her unseen
strength. Makes her gtaﬁhandther blow into his back.

and then, all at oné%};ﬁégééhmples to a knee, instantly
enervated. Pawing blihd;y‘at the small of his back.

providing Chrissiewith the perfect opportunity TO GET THE FUCK
OFF THIS RIDE. ‘S

LT
o
s, s

And Chrissie s%ggagrs from his flaccid grip, sliding across the
blood-addlédmfigggrbefore finding her footing, and

PEUATETE,
RUNNING%Q%KEﬂHEﬁL

Exiting the %kitchen as we catch a glimpse of Leatherface rising
to a wobbly stand.

INT. HALLWAY DOWNSTAIRS NIGHT 106

Chriesie sprints past, a virtual blur ready to flee'this
wretched place, until

HOYT steps into frame. At the end of the hall. Blocking the
front door. History repeating itself. Not as farce. As
tragedy.
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CHRISSIE slams on the proverbial brakes, Boyt grinning
maliciously.

But she's getting out of here. No matter what. Wheeling into
the room to her right. .no go.

Turning back, facing Hoyt. And we see a sick salvation in her
eye ae she begins to SPRINT RIGHT FOR HOYT. o

Into his ostensible arms pefore veering off, as we seélﬁﬁat she
sees; what she's aiming for, and we PUSH IN ONz Tt

A GLASS WINDOW IN THE LIVING ROOM. Eight feetfggll and
seemingly impenetrable. A sick salvation. S

and Hoyt has little time to react, left to watch as EVERYTHING
GOES SILENT. e

o 4
Nave -

.:‘.'-'J;‘:,' B o
rf- .‘:'::‘ -
An eery authenticity, an ethereal calm/#=as Chrissie SPRINTS
through the plate-glass window witgma%yiﬁbgeinducing
f;::: ) 'ﬂ Q‘.‘.t'\'

EXT. HEWITT HOUSE - NIGHT £ & T 107

CRASH! Chrissie EXPLODES in'éuh;;istorm of glass and limbs,
falling ten feet (SLO-MO)to the hard and jagged grass, her body a
farrago of colors. Dirty greem,drass. Bright red blood.

? ;o é

Imbued with angst and adregaiiﬁq}'running on fucking fumes, she
miraculously manages to méié%jﬁ?“to her feet.
& e
@ % ; )

.Nearly oblivious Ko ihewrictus of glass imbedded in her body.
More important thingsetostend to. 3

%%WQK”V

EXT. FIELDS NIGHT %, N 108
She stumbles ac:d%s;thg desiccated fields, lost in the

#

wilderness, vap&Sh;ﬁé‘from view as the CAMERA shifts back to
£XT. THE FRONT BORCH  NIGHT 109

Just asﬁ@?ﬁﬁﬁégﬁbles onto the deck, Luda Mae sidling up beside
him. Surveying the vast and verdant landscape.

LUDA MARE
She gon' tell people what we done, she
gon' tell 'em all.

Before Hoyt can refute or respond

LEATHERFACE bursts through the docr, trusty chainsaw:in hand.

Heaving with an adrenal buzz(or 18 that sheer excitement?)
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No longer in need of commands he needn't even glance Hoyt S
way Leatherface is off like a shot, his herniated limp an ever-
present reminder of the debt he owes Chrissie.

HOYT
and the hour shall come when every boy
ghall become a man.

The camera staggers slightly pehind LEATHERFARCE as héﬁfqyples
through the waist-high fields, exhibiting surprising‘gpéed.

20 e, X'Q\_ﬁ-;;:
sTaY behind him for a solid ten or fifteen secogﬁs?“%gpredator
exuberantly in search of its prey. e

"
) S
ke
~

This is the Leatherface we've come to know,,pu;éﬁing his
manifest destiny, before we CUT TO: ¥ 5 4

s

< &Y :
. At
s

INT. KITCHEN -  HEWITT HOUSE NIGHT . 110

2bandoned. Lonely. Barren. Save ﬁhe'pétﬁ and pans. A post
Thanksgiving dinner from hell. & .
3 & .

»”
13

BUZZING insects infecting the sogndtraqk as we drift
diaphanously over the splattered floors, and into

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

s, 111
(7

.Where we SETTLE ON the gdaﬁﬁpd*unnerving sight of DEAN and
UNCLE MONTY. Seated at tHetempty and uneven table.

One dead. The othe;kamggfhgory.
"“ﬁ‘. : - o

"'xf«.'.‘
and then, stranger st}l& Q%he dead awakens.

! ; ~
. "\‘& v& . . '
DEAN. Alive allelgggﬁg Biding his time.

i
Head raised, l;ﬁ§§ éﬁancipated, he woozily stands, alerting the
equally grog Egpcge Monty.

T

b g UNCLE MONTY

P R o T R, ]

-ﬁ@'~91ayin possum all along, huh.

On his feeﬁ“now, striving for some semblance of balance, Dean
tries to blink himself awake. Scouring the landscape for
escape, nearly oblivious to the immobilized Monty.

UNCLE MONTY (CONT'D)
We ain't done with you yet, you fuckin'
pussy. .ya' hear me?!

and Dean's about to bail. Before he stops. and backtracks.
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His palm a fist, he PUNCHES Monty awkwardly in the head, the old
man flopping off the chair and onto the ground as Dean bolts
through the kitchen doors, and we CUT TO:

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT 112

A moonless night. 2n endless field.

2 serene scene, not even a cricket stirs before -

v & ,‘
CHRISSIE flashes past, THE CAMERA MOVING with he;ﬁ&gp%inting
with abandon, the long-neglected weeds harassingfherﬁas we.

DRIFT BACK. .BACK. .BACK.

:', ¥ ::1_:?‘ .‘I;-Q':_.
Fifty yards or so, until TEE CEMERA PICKS UP WITH LEATHERFACE,
his chainsaw chewing up the fields in preparation.
Hoalyy, -l
£ T

Closing the gap, his grunts growing4loudgr,’more atavistic.

2iar. Qz\'u, % >
EXT. BACK OF THE HOUSE NIGHT 4% g 7 113
F ¢
Its enormity evident until we PAN. DOWN ;to see DEAN escaping its
clutches, a denizen of downtown Té&x&gfleeing Godzilla.

PICK UP ON DEAN o

Resembling a hand puppet wipﬁgﬁt.a hand, his body flops oddly as
he runs. Limbs flailing alkagbout, back likely broken.
4 E ha

N, ' fiing
His mere movement in testament to the human spirit.
";};. ﬂ*,:' =3
No one in sight, homgﬁﬁhyif he staggers towards the fields,
ready to leave thigxyﬁria’behind before he heeds -
% *";ﬁ

THE BUZZ OF THE émizj?s_z{w

Distant but ré%qﬁéﬁt. 2 sound he'll take to the grave, it makes
him stop imeis fracks. And deliberate.

Beginniﬁiq"?‘aﬁéwf,if‘;as we CUT BACK TO:
EXT. FIELDS = ON TEE RUN WITH LEATHERFACE 114

His breath haggard but equanimous, an odd melody to it, he
closes in on his prey, that chainsaw informing the night.

Slashing through a wall of weeds, his movements easy' to track
due to the explosions of vines around him.

CRANE UP
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To see Chrissie, her lead reduced to a mere 20 yards, heading
towards a haven up ahead.

CRANE UP HIGHER

To see a large stretch of grass just in t+he distance. An odd
piece of architecture until we see what the fuck. 7?

P
Goal posts. Trilted at uneven angles like oversized pitch forks.
The only indicator that this was once a field. b £ K

A football field, to be precise.

CRANE UP HIGHER STILL
To see the antiquated, squalid edifice beyqbq{i;." Once, long
ago, A SCHOOL HOUSE. QL&

Qe 4
e, Ny
ooy, 0

STAY ON THIS VAUNTED VIEW 5

As we see Chrissie enter onto thefffef&%&ﬁéatherface blazing
through shortly +hereafter, before we Z - CUT TO:
7 :

s

EXT. FIELD - SCHOOL -  NIGHT i 115
And now, closer in, we see tgexgntended grass is rife with
debris. A virtual obstacle-tourse comprised of unwanted items.
Tires. Desks. teel sha?&g&g&dﬁ

and here's Chrissie. TRuﬁ%ing%precariously through it all.

P i, 2 y
But, alas, an errant sheet oOf steel slices her ankle, sending
our gal to the ground —“where she pockets a jagged piece of

steel before rising and running anew.

N -~

LEATHERFACE exhiﬁit§§36 such trepidation. While Chrissie goes

around items, hé“goes through them.
¥ & e

& 9

And Chrisé%égf%ﬁéggrs desperately through

THE END‘@ES‘E?E“&E

Running pézﬁmthe twisted, spocky goal posts and into the

INT. SCHOOL - HALLWAY CONTINUOUS 116
WIDE SHOT: Empty. And silent.

Until we hear the pitter-patter of shoes on the linoleum.
CERISSIE sprinting wildly past a wall of lockers before

Realizing the floor is tattered and infused with random holes.
This realization occurring just before
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121
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She stumbles over the treacherous terrain, a HOLE snagging
her. She gets up growling.

Running back down the corridor, before we CUT TO:

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY CONTINUOQUS 15757
Empty. Inverted. HOLD.

INT. AUDITORIUM SCHOOL CONTINUOUS 118

Rickety desks piled high on top of one another,,inﬁD;m

INT. GYMNASIUM - SCHOOL  CONTINUOUS ¥ F 119
AR .

The rafters smashed together, there's no rq@mﬁtq_move. A nearly

apocalyptic sight. HOLD. Mh.vﬁ}qf

INT. CLASSROOM CONTINUOUS o AT 120

Comparatively well preserved, the#&ﬁéliﬁgogfd rife with
disturbing scrawl, we TILT DOWN fo see®- -

There's no floor here. CONCAVE.gﬁA§:if a meteor hit. HOLD.
INT. INDOOR SWIMMING POOL —f.CO;gTINUOUS 1l
f 4 P

A gaping hole in the roof ;n%gégﬁ%hape of a god-like gunshot
permits a shard of moonlight;to fall down onto

L5 ‘éy, b
THE POOL & 9 Q‘&

At least, it was once é&pobl. Now, nearly desiccated save a
ghallow line of gr;mxﬁgiQEid, its become a repository for
deflated basketball§™and errant equipment.
Floating 151an§§%pf dead birds and dilapidated muck.

. ‘,':." \5‘.
p:\ trapezoiﬁ%qfﬁQight precedes Leatherface as he enters the
arena, stqlkiﬁg the sides of the pool, the chainsaw taking a
momentafy rest;. the silence LOUD.

Ay
LEATHERFACE%moves through it all, his shadow stretching across
the ceiling, making him look downright mythic.

Hie head on a swivel, beady eyes ticking wildly about, he moves
past the pool, as we

SETTLE IN THE WATER

still and sersne, a green nearly phosphorescent "glow
reverberates off its surface.
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and just as we're wondering why the hell we're here for such a
'_.. prolonged period, we discern

TWO EYES

Auburn. OQuite beautiful, actually. Peering up through the
| filthy water. The outline of lips and a nose discernible.

CERISSIE, floating in +he water. Amidst the islandsfﬁﬁmggth
chattering, she closes her 1ids. Waits for the monster fto pass.
LEATHERFACE lingers by the exit, instinct in ovefdffﬁe, staring
at that pool and the movement within it. N

Before a bird BURSTS out from the debri§;<ﬁf§ing asunder,
escaping through that big hole in the sky. & & %

CERISSIE POV: We watch the bird as it saiié?éﬁGiously away, an
ethereal sight before we remember & <4 -

e B

LEATHERFACE, still in the room. ;Séghrfﬁg;%bout, his trademark
WHEEZE allowing us to track him,ithankfully fading before he

. EXITS . '.?;“ .?

WAIT. &

-—

WAIT.

ATT SOME MORE(just to bedSume}™

and finally, Chrissi.zégggégfs with a gasp as we see how shallow
that water really is.g§.ﬂwm

Waist high, she trgggégbibk towards the edge, gaze trained on
Leatherface's exit point.

Resting against™the ﬁ%ol s side barrier, she bows her head
taking belgted;gdt%‘of

BITaY

A REFLECTION %

off the p%o; s watery surface. Behind her. On the concrete
ledge. Looming in all his shimmering glory.

LEATHERFACE. We barely have time to see the chainsaw in his
hand, held high, REVVED +o life, slamming down just before

CHRISSIE juts out of the way, the chainsaw carving & crevice in
. the pool granite where cshe was a moment before.

And she treads furiously across the pool, exhuming her battered
body, slipping yet again, and sprinting out.

wy
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LEATHERFACE, the chainsaw ghooting sparks, lustfully pursues

INT. ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 122

Chrissie sprints into a connecting office, glancing back before
she takes note of where she is.

and what's in it. 45,

P v:’.,:‘ur
Namely ANIMALS. More specifically, animal carcasses.; ﬁﬁNGING.
Dogs. Cats. Possums. fﬁgu Ot

y
Skeletal and long eroded, they let us know Leqﬁﬁéiﬁaeé's
childhood proclivities. And his familiarity with the place.

s

And they provide a gruesome obstacle courselﬁé};cﬁrissie as we
go to(POV/HRND-HELD) trying to push throughi the gaggle of
dangling animals, inadvertently bumping ‘Several as.

.Some swing on their own accord, éﬁogﬁing Chrissie as

. anNg
L EATHERFACE pursues, the chainsa§ ROARING, as we CUT TO:
: &

%
INT. HALLWAY CHRISSIE RUNS  med 123

A low, involuntary WAIL hear%gbineath +he beat of her heart.
o R4 & . :

THE CHAINSAW flailing out, nearly grazing her, inches away.

ARy, e

-

LEATHERFACE gaining ground, aBout to smite her from this earth,

before

4 & e,

A PLANK OF WOOD appea;?%pé% of nowhere. SLAMMING into the side

of his head with agswing that Ted Williams would envy.

Stunned, Leatherféqékdfops +he chainsaw to the ground. Staggers
back, slightlg;ﬁ@gzyfg Locking up to see
¢ F ¢

< | W v
DEAN. Onl§%$héﬁggmnants of the plank in hand. A tooth pick.
. '
2And Chrﬁggféﬁsﬁﬁps. Shocked to see that her friend double-
backed forgher. Moving to his aid before
-

DERN
NO! GO!

Dean looks to that chainsaw. On the floor. Turned off it looks
decidedly less intimidating. So much 8O that he =

Picks it up. Turns to the still inert Chrissie.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Go!
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But Chrissie stays. Unable to leave her friend behind.
Watching as Dean laboriously lifts the chainsaw.

.Struggling to start the tool. Unable to do so. Howling back
at Chrissie yet again

DEAN (CONT'D)

FUCKING GO! -

’-‘ \,.S.‘;'J-r» -
He tries to start the chainsaw to no avail. Another v1c1ous
tug still nada. (g, gt

o
Lo

LEATHERFACE walks calmly towards him. Grabs a”firm grip of
Dean's wrist. i

S
LR N

CRACK. Breaking the bone with ease. Beforeﬂpeachlng over and
starting the chainsaw with his free hand... A
_‘” a
.Spinning Dean around so that he igcesschrxssie.
€.
CHRISSIE POV: Dean staring at us ,swide-eyes growing wider when
THE CHAINSAW BLADE pierces through hlstbelly.

But Leatherface isn't dcne yet, Dean ascends as if in a macabre
production of Peter Pan, hoisted by the chainsaw.

C

Right before he's flung to theféide like a rag-doll.

'hv:. .f 3

LEATHERFACE looks lnstantlyﬁdown the hall to see. .no sign
Chrissie. & S

..Qb_
Pre-dawn light bleeé@h' N%he empty hallway.
Rabid, Leatherface. stalk§ further down the corridor to the
spot where she was~a*mement before.

He stops. Lookiﬁ ¢Ll tens.

2nd then, fherekwpp ahead., .Chrissie appears. As if in
challenge. A ‘matador to a bull.

_,_<\ Qn\u

And LeathBrface surges ahead, nearly salivating, ready to
disembowel and dismember.

But Chrissie, despite the coming storm, stays still. In fact,
she instigates:

CHRISSIE
(teeth-grit)
Let s get this fucking over with.
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Which only emboldens him, makes him surge closer never

suspecting a trap as he steps into the newly concealed HOLE that
snared Chrissie when she first entered this place.

Plunging down, off balance, seemingly stuck, he loses his
chainsaw and Chrissie seizes the opportunity to run past

Only Leatherface's reach is LONG, grabbing a hold;of her,

the two toppling over as we see something GLEAMING ln ChIlSSle s
hand - £

. L .
Lo R AL
438, whady

)*

THE STEEL SHARD

Snagged from the field. A shiv.
,.. e

Intrepid, in close quarters, Chrissie tears‘the Erlc—mask off
Leatherface just before her de-facto daggerr: -5
P "_f e
Slashes out, slicing Leatherface/ s‘nose rlght off with a
mist of blood and an inhuman HOWL of pa1n¢

Just enough of a distraction to dllow he* to elude his grip and
sprint down the hallway, unaccosted

"‘{’*e_
LONG-SHOT: Chrissie running. .running. .running.

BURSTING through the doubl édoors at the end of the hall,
light piercing through, ag@wé%;‘- CUT TO:

EXT, SCHOOL - FIELDS, -4¥ PRE-DAWN 124

S &
VAUNTED VIEW: And we Q.oo‘kdown, squinting through walls of thick
MIST, nearly camouflaglng ;

ON CHRISSIE, as sheziuns further and further away, diminishing

in the distance, *quw_to the human eye, before we TIME CUT
TO: «55?_ 2
’ ({;
EXT. ROAD -w: DEWN’ 125
R,

2nd we f%f%éﬁéﬁa Chrissie, tracking along. Tough to say how
long she'sibeen running that mist is still formidable, until.

. .It dissipates, a world outside coming clear, the fog
instantly evaporated as

CERISSIE STOPS on sight of a quaint CABIN. Just in the

distance. After all she's been through, it feels like a
mirage.

SEX: KNOCK-KNOCK.
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EXT. CABIN - DAWN 126

The sun just rising behind her, Chrissie knuckles the thin wood
door, eyeing the florid matt by her feet: "WELCOME"

And the door opens revealing a woman you might or might not
recognize as HENRIETTA. 2An affable grin on her thin face that
guickly melts on sight of Chrissie's tattered state.;ﬂw

HENRIETTA “ 4 X
Are you alright, child? What e Mg
happened? o %

Chrissie can't form the words, locked in her Iéryn*} sputtering
unintelligible syllables. Sy, %

wes

Out of breath. Exasperated. Incoherent.Q

15'

HENRIETTA (CONT D)*'
It's okay. .come on in, glrl...we 11 tend
to you. " &

£ L

a8 L
,.

And she gently takes Chrissie by:the elbow, shepherding her in
as we catch a glimpse of the well—app01nted interior.

2 woman rocks in an overtaxedrcha’r in the living room.

TEAJ.AI_)E
MYy S

And Chrissie's beyond ﬁhwxaoor s threshold, as we

\&.

?'
STAY OUTSIDE. Just long enough to have the front-door. SLAMMED
in our face. HOLD; for a 'second, before

'1.~. ,;\
~r
THE CAMERA SLOWLYﬁv §
P i
Drifts back abandonlng Chrissie inside, before we
N& g
FADE TO:
..A&da¢
EXT. BIGHW%¥.17 DAY - - LONG SHOT 127

v

Another day. Today. Any day.
The lonely stretch of asphalt, reaching from here to obliviocn.

And still, despite its barren compositicn, we can't help but
feel like someone else is here.
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WOMAN'S VOICE
(filtered)
Sheila still hasn't called. Was s'posed
to be here two days ago.

-

Over t followin we'll hear a medley of di e oices
lamenting lost loved ones: an ode to the fallen and forgotten.

128 EXT. GAS-STATION/GENERAL STORE = DAY =~ LONG SHU?« 128

No one in sight. Nothing but a broken gas—pumm. And a wilting
cabin. And the whisper of the wind.

MAN'S VOICE
(filtered) :
211l due respect but she's a blt.of “a w1ld
one. I'm sure she'll turn up in-a few
days with less money and mare'problems.

.‘Q‘m 11

&

3 FADE TO:
.129 EXT. JUNK-YARD = DAY - LONG SHOT. " 129

And business has improved sinece.we were last here. 2 few more
' gutted cars in the graveyardia few motorcycles, too)
!—!(- b
MRN S“VOICE
(fllteredft
Texas PO%QSQ%Pepartment.
kﬁ WOMAN S VOICE
flltered)
My husb d7she ain't been home. 2in't
llke‘hmma © just go up and m1551ng. I
know*somefhlng 8 wrong, I know it in my

.hbones.;
:}_t;‘:ﬁv "'5 ,:; ;?(::l,
N, MAN'S VOICE
TSl (filtered)
nHOld, please.
FADE TO:
130 EXT. HIGHWAY 17 NIGHT LONG SHOT 130

A VW sits by the side of the road, hindered by some untold
problem. A pretty coed outside the car. Waiting for help.
‘ Rosary beads at work in her delicate hand.
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WOMAN'S VOICE
(filtered)
He said he’'d call from the road, but I
ain‘'t heard a thing.
CLOSER ANGLE ON THE VOLKSWAGON

HAZARD LIGHTS BLINKING
Rhythmic and relentless, they pulse like an urgent heart.
ANOTEER WOMAN'S VOICE
(filtered)

Oh, I'm sure you're worrying over
nothing.

131 EXT. GENERAL STORE

> "»;\,“ i FADE TO:
- DAY A

A Station Wagon parked out front, two small ‘Ghildren in the
back. Palms to plexiglas.

MAN'S VOICE & ©

131

(filtered) &
Karen, when you hear ¢rom your gsister you
have her call me, okay?
Pap
' ‘6& :': as
? %" {,'.
132 EXT. JUNK-YARD

FADE TO:
DAY - -vLonéﬂsnor

132
Cars begin to pile- up, that Strlpped Station Wagon among them.
Expanding exponentlafiy

" WOMAN'S VOICE
(flltered)

I am %elllng you, officer, somethlng 8
happened‘%o my little girl.
hek. £ ¢

ain't like

O
{

£ & FADE TO:
¢ﬁtx i
133 EXT. Hreuwng 17 DUSK 133
Empty. Arld. Abandoned.
MAN'S VOICE
(filtered)
I'm sure she's just fine, ma'am. Kids
sometimes just do these things.
CLOSER ON THE ASPHALT
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Look closely and you ll see remnants of rosary beads. Scattered
all about the road like marbles.

FADE TO:
EXT. JUNKYARD NIGHT 134
More cars still. Including a stripped and sunken ngs&
,‘,’q _If‘y;“‘;':‘:,.;'-
MEN'S VOICE 4T
Everything's gonna be just fine. 3Ew%~%mﬁ
%, = FADE T0:
EXT. HIGHWAY 17 DUSK - ELEVATED ANGLE ic. ‘g 135
g & %
A van blurs by beneath us, the cackle ofﬁkf&ﬁigébaping through
cranked open windows. . "N
& \:‘;’ e
STAY ON the road they leave behind...%, =5
. Q- 3

MAN'S VOICE &
You got nothing to worry abgut.
atg:‘-‘lﬁt.fﬁu
And over this seemingly serene but inexplicably tense visage, we
CUE A Perfect Circle's hauntedsyersion of the classic "What's So

>

Funny 'Bout(Peace Love & Undérg%qnding)" and
& 2

2 : ~iy ‘_é)
gf"*'*ﬂr o FADE OUT:
& %

4

&

7

r

%’

TN,

AR g e
&) "‘"44-%2 "«&-

g,



