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FADE IN: PSYCHIATRIST

EXT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DAY

An ornate gate. The sign reads simply:

“Shepard Institution”

TUCKER MAXWELL, early 30’s, dark hair, stops an old Mustang 
at the gate, anxiously looks for a call box or buzzer.

The gate creakily slides open.

He follows the narrow drive through heavy woods, emerges into 
a clearing with a pond, continues along the now lavishly 
landscaped drive to a sprawling stone building on a hill.

The building is very old, but well maintained. 

He parks in front of an old, but well maintained, sprawling 
stone building.

RUSSELL, 60s, medium build, strong jawline, hair giving way 
to grey, stands at a third floor window, watches Tucker.

Tucker steps from the car, mechanically surveils.

GARDENERS tend to flowers and bushes. A TEENAGER pushes an 
electric mower around trees. 

Tucker looks to the window, spots Russell. The drapes close.

Tucker takes a deep breath - lets it out.

TUCKER
(sotto)

You’re a trained professional. You 
can do this.

He tries out a few smiles, finds one that feels right, and 
heads for the front door.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY

DALE, 50s, tall, slim, a weak mustache and thinning hair, 
reads a file as he walks with Tucker.

DALE
Eight years in special forces. 

He glances at Tucker, a question in his eyes.



TUCKER
Anger issues.

Dale ushers Tucker through a door marked:

“ADMINISTRATOR - DALE NICHOLS” 

And into his impressive-

OFFICE

Bookshelves, bar, sofa, chairs, and T.V.. A private bathroom 
and small conference area in the back.

Dale nods to a chair, moves to his desk, notices RUSSELL 
sitting in an overstuffed chair opposite the bar. 

Dale punches a button on his phone.

DALE
I have a lost patient.

He smiles thinly at Tucker, annoyed and embarrassed.

RUSSELL
I’m not lost.

DALE
You shouldn’t be in here.

RUSSELL
I wanted to make introductions. 

A KNOCK at the door. It opens. 

ALICE, late 20s, long raven hair in a bun, light complexion, 
shapely, in crisp whites, leans in from the door.

She glances at Tucker, reveals a warm smile. A spark there. 

Russell is delighted. He grins from Alice to Tucker. Alice 
walks to Russell, takes him by the arm. 

ALICE
You’ve led me on quite the chase!

Russell gets to his feet, allows her to lead him without 
protest. At the door, Alice turns to Dale.

ALICE
I’m sorry for the interruption.
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DALE
Alice, Tucker Maxwell. He’ll be 
doing his residency with us.

Dale turns to Tucker.

DALE
Alice Kincaid. Top notch nurse and 
seeker of lost patients.

Tucker gets to his feet, nervous and flustered.

TUCKER
Pleasure to meet you.

Russell coughs, an intentional ‘what about me?’.

DALE
And this is Russell. Despite his 
propensity for playing hide and 
seek, a favorite guest.

Tucker nods hello. Russell’s eyes sparkle mischievously. 
Tucker is unsettled by the old man. 

On Dale’s desk, an ornate dagger style letter opener rests on 
a large pad. Tucker glances at it inexplicably.

FANTASY SEQUENCE

Tucker picks up the dagger, LAUNCHES across the desk, PLUNGES 
it into Dale. Blood squirts all over the desk.

BACK TO SCENE

Tucker is shaken, nervously looks back to Russell. A real 
smile from Russell. Honest. Somehow proud.

Alice gently urges Russell out the door.

ALICE
We won’t take any more of your 
time. We have breakfast waiting.

She closes the door with a final glance at Tucker.

Tucker sits, looks at Dale, questioningly. Dale grins.

DALE
Yes, divorced. No children.

Tucker shifts in his seat, embarrassed.

3.



TUCKER
I was wondering about Russell. 

Dale is surprised. Becomes all business.

DALE
Oh! Of course. Your patient. Self 
imposed exile. 

TUCKER
He’s voluntary?

DALE
Thirty plus years.

Tucker is floored. Looks at Dale, incredulous.

Dale shrugs, grabs an electronic cigarette from an expensive 
case and puffs on it. No smoke. 

DALE
These are shit.

He puts it down, searches through his desk for a real one.

DALE
We don’t turn away paying 
customers. 

TUCKER
Diagnosis?

DALE
Demonophobia, with a twist.

Dale finds a pack. Empty. He tosses it in the can.

TUCKER
Possessed?

DALE
Just sharing head space. Fears 
he’ll lose control. He’s harmless.

Dale gives up his search. 

Tucker looks like he’s studying for a test.

DALE
You’re not on the clock until 
tonight. Don’t work for free.

Tucker lightens up, grins.
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TUCKER
I appreciate this opportunity.

DALE
As a general rule, I never discount 
recommendations from on high.

Tucker is clearly confused by this remark. Dale looks at his 
watch, gets up.

DALE
Unless you have questions only I 
can answer, I have to meet with the 
board this morning.

Tucker gets to his feet, extends his hand. Dale shakes it.

DALE
Welcome aboard. Night shift is a 
good way to acclimate. You’ll start 
a rotation in a week or so.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - LOBBY - DAY

A Reception desk. Expensive paintings, comfortable furniture.

Beyond, a large visiting area. Clusters of chairs, low 
tables, and sofas. A half dozen PATIENTS and visitors.

Wide hallways lead left and right. 

Alice sits at the desk as Tucker, briefcase in hand, enters. 
She looks up, smiles.

ALICE
Twelve hour shift not long enough?

He grins, moves the case from one hand to the other.

TUCKER
I’d hate to be late my first day.

ALICE
This too shall pass.

TUCKER
Probably. I’m a little excited.

ALICE
A little excitement around here 
would be a good thing.

Trading glances, Tucker not sure if she’s flirting. She is.
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TUCKER
So, uh, Mr. Nichols said something 
about you showing me around?

ALICE
You mean Dale. We’re not formal. As 
soon as my replacement shows, I’ll 
give you the tour.

TUCKER
Oh, right. Of course.

He trades hands with the briefcase again.

ALICE
You’re new to this?

TUCKER
The work?

Alice laughs. Delightful. Puts Tucker at ease.

ALICE
Yes, the work. I can see the social 
skills are undeveloped. It’s cute.

TUCKER
Ya, that obvious huh?

She nods at his briefcase.

ALICE
You can set that down. I promise I 
won’t take it.

Tucker sets the briefcase down, reconsiders, moves it closer 
to the desk.

ALICE
It’s easy at night. They’ve eaten, 
and most go to bed by nine.

Tucker is clearly disappointed.

ALICE
There’s a group session at eight, 
if you want to jump right in.

KAREN, late 20s, vibrant blonde bombshell, crashes through 
the doors in a huff.
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KAREN
I swear to God, I’m going to smash 
right into the next dumb ass that 
cuts me off!

She sees Tucker. Her eyes widen, appreciative. She glances at 
Alice, already gathering her things.

ALICE
Our new doctor.

Karen unbuttons her coat, reveals a pinup body.

KAREN
Oooh. Maybe I should transfer to 
nights full time.

She turns her back to Tucker, looks at him over her shoulder.

KAREN
Can you get that, handsome?

Tucker, taken aback, removes her coat.

TUCKER
Of course, sorry.

Tucker looks to Alice, unsure about the coat. She nods to a 
coat rack in the corner.

Karen primps her hair, moves behind the desk.

Tucker grabs his briefcase, takes the coat to the rack. 

Alice follows. Tucker hangs the coat over another. Alice 
takes it back off, grabs the one under it, re-hangs Karen’s.

ALICE
Come on. I’ll show you the 
highlights before I go.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Making the rounds, Alice, clipboard in hand, walks with 
Tucker. At an intersection, they turn and plow through a set 
of swinging doors that read:

“SHORT TERM CARE”

A small ward. Nurses station, open treatment area, and two 
small rooms, one to either side of the hall.
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ALICE
Court ordered evaluations, suicide 
attempts and general screening is 
all done here.

TUCKER
Suicides?

Alice smiles ruefully.

ALICE
Attempts. Morgue handles successes.

Tucker withdraws. Alice immediately regrets her comment.

ALICE
I’m sorry. I should know better.

Tucker recovers, manages a weak smile.

TUCKER
It’s not your fault. 

Tucker takes a half hearted interest in the rooms.

TUCKER
On with the show right?

ALICE
I should probably show you where 
the group meets.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - THERAPY ROOM - NIGHT

An open room with a dozen chairs in a circle. Tile floors, 
plain walls. No distractions.

Tucker sits, an empty chair to either side.  

Closest on his right, Russell, then EDITH, 60s, thick 
glasses, severe features. Pioneer stock. 

She knits something indiscernible. 

TUCKER
Thank you all for coming. Can 
anyone tell me why we’re here?

OZZY, mid 20s, thin and wiry with long unkempt hair and 
ragged goatee, slouches in a chair opposite Tucker, his arms 
crossed, long legs extended. He looks bored.
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OZZY
Early release.

TUCKER
Excuse me?

OZZY
Coming to these useless fucking
meetings means I get out sooner.

TUCKER
Ah, I see. I take it you aren’t 
here by choice then.

OZZY
You’re fucking brilliant.

DORIS, 40s, very heavy, with light mottled skin and red hair 
pulled up in a wispy puff, sits to the right of Ozzy. 

She throws Ozzy a sour look, addresses Tucker.

DORIS
The last doctor didn’t allow that 
kind of language, and I don’t think 
you should either.

Ozzy reaches over and runs his hand up Doris’s fat leg. She 
slaps him, moves her chair farther away.

OZZY
If you ever had a cock in your fat 
twat, you might not be so offended.

GERALD, 30s, heavy, small darting eyes, short cropped hair on 
a too big head, laughs, covers his mouth, embarrassed.

TUCKER
Okay, okay, let’s keep our hands to 
ourselves please.

OZZY
She wants it.

DORIS
You’re disgusting.

Ozzy flicks his tongue at her repeatedly.

TUCKER
I guess I should have been more 
specific. Is there a structure or 
topic for this meeting? Any  
problems we all share?
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MIKE, 40s, average build, thick medium length sandy hair 
perfectly combed, perpetual dark suit, sits erect and 
attentive. He glances coldly at Tucker.

MIKE
Are you crazy too?

Tucker feels this isn’t starting so well. No shit.

TUCKER
I don’t think anyone is crazy.

OZZY
Boy, did you get sent to the wrong 
fucking class. These dipsticks are 
definitely a quart low.

Gerald laughs loudly, abruptly stops.

Tucker looks to JENNY, 20s, thin, plain looking with long 
straight straw yellow hair, that she constantly twists 
between her fingers. 

He checks his seating chart.

TUCKER
Jenny, why are you here?

Jenny scopes the room to confirm her whereabouts.

JENNY
Aren’t I supposed to be?

TUCKER
Of course. I just meant, what 
exactly do you want to learn, or 
discover from this?

OZZY
That’s Cinderella. She’s here to 
find her glass slipper.

Jenny withdraws like a frightened turtle. 

Gerald looks at Ozzy questioningly. Ozzy throws up his hands.

OZZY
Cinderella. The fairy tale?

Gerald doesn’t get it.

OZZY
Evil fucking step sisters?
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Gerald just stares stupidly. 

FATIMA, early 30s, slim dark haired Pakistani in native garb 
and heavy jewelry, sits between Mike and Gerald. Her English 
is choppy and heavily accented.

FATIMA
(angry)

I’m not crazy. My brother, big man 
that he is, put me here for shaming 
the family, by speaking to a man! 

OZZY
Were you giving him a blowjob at 
the time? Because that’s shameful, 
and rude.

TUCKER
Ozzy.

Tucker gives Ozzy a look that says cool it. Ozzy shrugs.

OZZY
What? I got that, what’s it called, 
that fucking shit where you’re 
always saying fuck, and shit.

FATIMA
You’re such a pig.

Ozzy snorts. Gerald laughs.

Tucker looks around, focuses on Edith.

TUCKER
How about you? Edith isn’t it?

Edith stares at her knitting, clickety clickety.

MIKE
She doesn’t talk.

OZZY
She doesn’t even fucking hear for 
all we know.

Ozzy cups his hands like a megaphone, hollers at Edith.

OZZY
Hey dingbat! You know you’re 
knitting a twelve foot condom?

Gerald laughs uncontrollably into his hands. 
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Edith abruptly stands. Russell is trancelike.

Edith walks to Ozzy, glares at him. Ozzy stares up at her 
like she’s bonkers.

TUCKER
Let’s stay in our seats please.

OZZY
You’re blocking my view dingbat, 
and your cunt smells like fish.

Edith SHRIEKS, PLUNGES a knitting needle at Ozzy’s face. 

Ozzy TWISTS away, as the needle BURIES itself in his 
shoulder. He SCREAMS in pain. Blood SPURTS onto the floor.

AT THE SAME TIME

Tucker JUMPS to his feet. 

Everyone gasps, shuffles their chairs away. Gerald cries. 
Russell remains stone faced, staring at Edith. 

Ozzy ROLLS off his chair to the floor. The needle protrudes 
from his shoulder, blood pumping out. He savagely PULLS it 
out, clambers to his feet

OZZY
You crazy fucking whore!

Tucker, running to Edith, hollers toward the door.

TUCKER
Denzell!

DENZELL, mid 20s, black, thin and muscular, dressed in 
scrubs, CHARGES in.

AT THE SAME TIME

Ozzy RUSHES toward Edith with the knitting needle.

Edith CHARGES Ozzy with the other needle.

Tucker PUSHES Edith to the side, GRABS Ozzy’s arm and TWISTS 
it around his back. 

Ozzy GROANS, DROPS the needle.

Everyone else SCRAMBLES toward the door, except for Russell.

Denzell RACES forward as Tucker SCREAMS at him.
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TUCKER
Get her!

Edith recovers, PLOWS toward Ozzy, eyes crazy!

DENZELL

RACES for Edith, SLIPS in the blood, CRASHES into Edith’s 
legs, KNOCKING her to the floor.

Sadness and concern dawn on Russell’s face.

Edith WEEPS.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Tucker enters to find GRETA, 50s, stout, tree trunk figure, 
short dark hair with hints of grey, at the bedside, taking 
Ozzy’s temperature. She looks his way and scowls.

TUCKER
How is he?

GRETA
He’ll live. What the hell kind of 
meeting were you having?

TUCKER
Excuse me?

GRETA
Knife fight on your first day? This 
would never have happened if you 
were in control.

Greta pulls the thermometer from Ozzy’s mouth.

OZZY
Hey! Lighten up, Matilda. He didn’t 
fucking stab me.

Greta pinches Ozzy’s mouth like he was a child.

GRETA
Don’t you speak to me like that. 
You’re not a paying customer and I 
won’t put up with it!

Greta releases him, turns to Tucker. Ozzy glares, works the 
kinks from his mouth.

TUCKER
I can assure you that I didn’t have-
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GRETA
Any control over the group. That’s 
what you didn’t have. These people 
need firm guidance. You can’t treat 
them as if they were normal adults.

Tucker is stunned. He stares. She stares.

GRETA
He needs rest. Keep it short.

Greta turns on her heels and walks out briskly.

Tucker and Ozzy trade glances.

OZZY
What a bitch. The iron fist.

Tucker doesn’t argue. Ozzy repeatedly clicks the pain 
medication button for his I.V..

TUCKER
You think it’s Karma?

Ozzy is puzzled.

OZZY
Because I gamed the system and got 
out of doing my time?

TUCKER
How did you manage that?

OZZY
Overcrowded prisons, under 
motivated people... Money.

TUCKER
What were you charged with?

OZZY
Murder.

Tucker is shocked. 

OZZY
It was an accident, but if karma 
wants to even the score, she’ll 
have to chase me. 

Tucker checks the time.
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TUCKER
I’m glad you’re alright. I have to 
get to my first one on one.

OZZY
Ya, right. Wear a vest. This ain’t 
Kansas.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - TUCKER’S OFFICE - DAY

Not nearly as opulent as Dales, but comfortable, with a 
private bathroom, closet, roll-away cot in the corner.

Tucker’s desk is tidy, and he sits behind it going over notes 
in Russell’s file. Russell sits across from him.

Through the window, the skies darkening, a storm approaches.

Tucker looks at his notes.

TUCKER
Goad. That’s the demon that, uh, 
you control?

Russell stares, makes Tucker increasingly uncomfortable. 

RUSSELL
I don’t control him. I contain 
him... You know those big plastic 
spheres they use with bingo? Where 
all the little number balls fly 
around inside?

Tucker nods.

RUSSELL
What would happen if the sphere got 
old, had a hole in it?

Distant THUNDER sounds. Rain taps the windows. Tucker shifts 
in his seat, uneasy.

TUCKER
An occasional ball would escape?

Russell smiles.

RUSSELL
That’s what happened yesterday. I’m 
the sphere. Goad blows the balls... 
and I’m getting old.

Tucker grabs a pen, makes a note.
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TUCKER
You’re saying you were responsible 
for Edith’s actions?

RUSSELL
Is that the way you see it? I’m 
responsible?

Tucker taps the pen on the file while looking at Russell. The 
rain intensifies, playing hard against the glass.

TUCKER
Would Goad talk to me?

RUSSELL
He couldn’t resist, but that 
wouldn’t be wise.

Tucker shuffles through the file.

TUCKER
Let’s see...

RUSSELL
Jesus Christ. You going to read my 
file to me?

Tucker stares a moment, recovers, closes the file.

RUSSELL
Dale was different. I knew you 
wouldn’t do it.

Tucker is stunned. Russell looks like a proud father.

RUSSELL
You thought about it. 

TUCKER
I don’t know what you-

Russell’s proud look vanishes, replaced by anger. He SLAPS 
the desk at the same instant that distant thunder BOOMS.

RUSSELL
Your mother didn’t teach you to 
hide in bull shit... I thought 
you’d be better prepared.

TUCKER
My mother has nothing to do with-
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RUSSELL
Your mother is the reason you 
became a doctor isn’t she?

Tucker struggles to gain control of the meeting.

TUCKER
We’re not here to talk about-

Russell jumps to his feet.

RUSSELL
You’re here because you’re chosen. 
If you can’t even be honest with 
yourself, then you can’t help.

Russell heads for the door.

TUCKER
Russell, I want to help! 

Russell stops, turns back... Waits.

TUCKER
I will help.

Russell walks slowly back to the desk, staring at Tucker. He 
takes his seat.

TUCKER
It would be useful to understand 
who, or what this Goad is.

Russell considers Tucker for a moment, leans forward against 
the desk, as if passing a great secret.

RUSSELL
Imagine a force that can direct the 
thoughts and actions of others...

Russell leans ever further over the desk. Tucker almost 
imperceptibly leans back in his chair, repeatedly clicking 
his pen, in and out.

RUSSELL
...Implant an idea in their mind so 
powerfully they are compelled to 
believe it. To act upon it. Imagine 
if this force must be contained 
within a living being...

Russell’s eyes are like fire, his focus on Russell intent. 
The sky outside is pitch black, the room illuminated only by 
the ceiling lights. The rain POUNDS on the windows.

17.



RUSSELL
...Now imagine it is pure evil, 
intent on causing fear, carnage, 
depravity, and utter destruction.

Lights flicker as lightning flashes the room, thunder BOOMS 
and a gust of wind BLOWS papers from the desk.

In that instant, Russell appears like a gargoyle, his face a 
stone of exaggerated features. 

Tucker, startled, looks frantically from Russell to the 
window. It’s closed. 

He looks back to Russell, now perfectly normal. 

The phone RINGS. The rain stops. Sun glares through the 
windows. Russell stands, reading Tucker’s face for a moment 
before walking to the door. He turns. 

RUSSELL
I hope you can keep that promise.

The phone RINGS again and Tucker reaches for it.

TUCKER
Yes?... Fine, thank you.

Tucker hangs up the phone. Russell is gone.

TUCKER
(sotto)

Jesus Christ.

TUCKER

Blows out a deep breath, notices the pen in his hand, broken 
to pieces. He drops them on the desk. He takes a few deep 
breaths, regains his composure.

His eyes fix for a moment on the papers that lie on the 
floor. He glances at the window again.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - NIGHT

A dozen or more tables, empty, except one. Tucker sits alone 
with his coffee and Russell’s file.

Karen approaches, wearing a super short mini and a nearly 
transparent top, a jacket across her arm.

KAREN
Hey Doc.
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Tucker looks up. Holy shit. She appreciates his shock.

KAREN
I was wondering if you might like 
to take me... out for dinner. Or 
breakfast.

TUCKER
Uhh. With my schedule, I don’t 
think so, but thanks.

He’s not at all comfortable with this conversation. Alice 
approaches with a cup of coffee, nods at a seat.

ALICE
May I?

Tucker is visibly relieved.

TUCKER
Yes, please.

Alice sits. 

Karen puts her jacket on, thrusting out her tits as she does.

KAREN
Think about it, Doc. We could have 
a lot of fun.

She smiles, a conniving glance toward Alice - leaves. 

Alice looks after her, amused.

ALICE
Subtle.

Tucker glances after Karen, her ass swinging like a pendulum 
as she reaches the door.

TUCKER
A young boys dream encounter. A bit 
intimidating in reality.

They exchange smiles.

ALICE
So listen, when I mentioned we 
could use some excitement around 
here, I wasn’t suggesting a battle 
of knitting needles.

Tucker is stung.
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TUCKER
Et tu Brute?

Alice laughs easily.

ALICE
I’m sorry. You’ve already been 
mercilessly ridiculed?

TUCKER
I was taken to the woodshed by 
nurse Greta.

ALICE
Ouch.

TUCKER
I felt like a kid dragged to the 
principles office.

They enjoy their coffee, probing with silent glances.

ALICE
So what did you do before? It 
didn’t take this long for school.

TUCKER
Marines. Odd jobs.

ALICE
No time for romance?

TUCKER
I’m not real smooth with the 
ladies, in case you hadn’t noticed.

ALICE
Shy can be attractive. I’m sure 
Karen isn’t the first to...

Alice searches for the right words. Tucker laughs, full and 
rich. It makes Alice join in.

TUCKER
There have been girls, just never 
time to be serious I guess.

ALICE
We’re not all looking for smooth.

A pregnant pause - they drink. Alice finds his awkwardness 
fascinating.
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ALICE
This is where you ask about me.

TUCKER
I know all about you.

ALICE
Do you?

TUCKER
Everything your file could tell me.

ALICE
I’m flattered, but I’m more than 
cold facts.

TUCKER
I’m sure you are.

ALICE
He wanted a stay at home mom and I 
wasn’t ready. That in the file?

Tucker is embarrassed.

TUCKER
No. It isn’t.

ALICE
Getting to know someone takes more 
than snooping through records.

TUCKER
I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to... 
Damn. I do suck at socializing.

Alice, delighted, takes his hand.

ALICE
I’ll teach you, grasshopper.

A moment, she removes her hand, taps Russell’s file.

ALICE
Your first project?

Tucker retreats into self doubt.

TUCKER
It’s so different with real people. 
Not at all like studying books. You 
know him well?
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ALICE
I’ve read his file.

She smiles at him playfully. He gets it. 

TUCKER
You’re a little evil aren’t you?

ALICE
I prefer to call it edgy.

He closes the file, makes a big deal of picking it up and 
dropping it on the floor.

TUCKER
So, what do you think?

ALICE
My professional opinion?

TUCKER
Professional or otherwise.

ALICE
You’d laugh.

TUCKER
Believe me, I won’t.

Alice leans back, takes a good look at Tucker, considering.

ALICE
I believe him.

Tucker waits for her to laugh. She doesn’t.

TUCKER
You’re serious?

ALICE
Tell you what. You observe him for 
a week and then we’ll talk.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Large. Well decorated. Multiple chairs, sofas, and tables. A 
large screen television on one wall, smaller one opposite it. 

A pool table with ping-pong overlay in the center of the 
room, craft and card tables. Along the back wall, bookshelves 
full of board games, and a Velcro dart board. 

Tucker, at a table, takes notes on the patient activities.

22.



Ozzy plays checkers with Mike.

Gerald and other PATIENTS, watch a sitcom on T.V..

Fatima and Doris sit at a table and work on a puzzle.

Jenny wanders around the room cleaning imaginary dirt.

Other PATIENTS play cards or read.

It’s peaceful, quiet. You’d hardly guess they’re crazy.

Russell enters, glances around. He walks to a sofa and sits 
on the edge, watching T.V..

Tucker checks his watch, notes the time on his pad.

PATIENT_1
Let’s turn on the news.

GERALD
This is funny. I like funny.

PATIENT_2
We don’t want to watch news.

PATIENT_1
It’s stupid. Let’s find out what’s 
going on in the real world.

PATIENT_2
You’re stupid.

GERALD
There’s nothing funny on the news.

The viewers continue to argue, wrestle over the remote.

Russell moves near the puzzle table.

Tucker glances at the arguing patients, then at Russell. He 
is surprised to see Russell glance his way.

Doris tries to mash a piece in, that obviously doesn’t fit.

FATIMA
It doesn’t go there.

DORIS
It does go there. It’s stubborn.

FATIMA
It’s not even the same damn color 
as the others. 
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DORIS
It doesn’t have to be!

FATIMA
You can’t put trees in the lake!

The ladies battle over the piece.

Russell moves to Ozzy and Gerald. Denzell enters.

DENZELL
Ladies! Play nice.

Denzell turns to the T.V. group.

DENZELL
Don’t make me turn the set off!

Ozzy jumps a piece in the checkers game. Mike LAUNCHES to his 
feet, smacking the table and sending the pieces scattering.

GERALD
I will not play with a damned 
cheater!

OZZY
This is the problem when you play 
with fucking lunatics.

Chaos everywhere. Arguments, shouting, pushing. Denzell 
running from one problem to another.

Russell stands before Tucker.

RUSSELL
Imagine that force when the sphere 
breaks completely.

Russell walks from the room.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CANTEEN - DAY

A small room with a fruit and veggie dispenser, another for 
typical high calorie snack foods, and a soda machine. 

A long counter runs the width of the room. A small 
refrigerator, microwave, coffee maker, and toaster oven take 
up most of the space.

Dale cuts an orange on a paper plate. Tucker enters.

TUCKER
Good morning.
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Dale glances over his shoulder.

DALE
Getting a feel for things?

TUCKER
Starting to. I’ve given a cursory 
review to all the patient files.

DALE
Whoa! Slow down. Cure everyone and 
we’ll lose a ton of money!

Dale peels a slice, pops it in his mouth. Juice runs down his 
chin. He wipes it with his sleeve, peels the other pieces.

TUCKER
I wanted to ask about Russell’s 
file. Nothing in it about any... 
events.

DALE
Events? Don’t think I understand.

TUCKER
I’ve witnessed... oddities. Hard to 
believe that in thirty years, 
nobody else has.

Dale stuffs more orange in his mouth, checks his watch.

DALE
Lot of people don’t like Russell, 
but that’s a personality thing, not 
associated with his mental state. 

TUCKER
I’m not sure I agree.

Dale points to the remaining slices.

DALE
Want those?

TUCKER
No, thank you.

DALE
Got to run. Keep up the good work.

Dale crams the pieces into his overstuffed mouth, moves to 
the door without cleaning up, despite the sign that reads:

“CLEAN UP YOUR OWN MESS”
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He turns at the doorway.

DALE
You’re certainly free to add your 
own notes. More notes, more money!

He leaves.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DOCTORS LOUNGE - NIGHT

Small and comfortable. Bookshelves lined with medical 
references, a few chairs, and a double desk.

Tucker searches through books, grabs one.

Alice enters.

ALICE
Busy?

Tucker smiles, puts the book on the desk, with several other 
already open references and Russell’s file. He sits.

TUCKER
Spinning mental wheels.

Alice walks behind him. She leans close over his shoulder, 
looks at the file.

ALICE
You given due diligence?

TUCKER
It’s surreal. A fog breathing 
monster invades him. Reads like a 
science fiction novel. 

ALICE
He expected it you know.

Tucker, surprised, turns to her, their faces only inches 
apart. Their eyes lock. A charged moment. 

Tucker looks back at the file, picks up his pen. 

ALICE
He believes it’s his noble duty.

Alice walks around the side of the desk, turns the file. She 
leans over, looking at it more closely.

Tucker appreciates her cleavage, looks away guiltily.
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TUCKER
He told you all this?

Tucker begins clicking his pen.

ALICE
He thinks of me as a daughter. He’s 
shared a lot with me, because he 
knows I don’t judge him.

Tucker resents the implication.

TUCKER
I’m trying to help, not judge.

Alice puts her hand on his.

ALICE
I know. He does too. But doctors 
tend to look at him as damaged.

Tucker notices the pen, puts it down. He stands, paces.

TUCKER
How should we be looking at it?

ALICE
As if the things he says are real.

Tucker stops, stares at her, unbelieving.

TUCKER
You’ve read his file.

ALICE
If you want to help someone, you 
need to respect them, not treat 
them as if they’re crazy.

TUCKER
I guess I missed class that day.

Alice gets up, walks to the door briskly, miffed.

ALICE
I almost forgot why I was looking 
for you. They brought in a suicide 
attempt for evaluation.

Tucker tenses. Alice reads it, takes advantage.

ALICE
It can wait for another doctor, if 
you’re not up to it.
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She leaves.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - SHORT TERM CARE - NIGHT

A NURSE at the station reading. In -

ROOM 1

An OLD WOMAN lies in bed with tubes sticking into both arms. 
She is awake, looks sad and tired.

Tucker enters, takes the clipboard from her bed and quickly 
reviews it. He looks at the frail old woman.

TUCKER
Mrs. Wicker, I’m doctor Maxwell. 
Don’t try and talk. We can do that 
later. I just want you to know, 
you’re going to be fine.

He takes her wrinkled hand lightly, smiles at her. 

Her eyes find his. She speaks slowly, voice shaky and weak.

OLD WOMAN
Why can’t people just let go?

Tucker is shaken, lost... silenced. He pats the woman’s hand, 
walks out to the -

NURSES DESK

Where the Nurse sits eating a muffin and reading T.V. guide.

TUCKER
Have her relatives been notified?

The Nurse reluctantly puts down the magazine, hits a few keys 
on the computer keyboard, checks the screen.

NURSE
She has a daughter, but we haven’t 
been able to reach her yet.

TUCKER
Perhaps when you have your viewing 
schedule all figured out, you could 
try and get a hold of her.

The nurse is suddenly all business.

NURSE
Yes, doctor.
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INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CHAPEL - NIGHT

A podium sits before a humble altar. Stained glass windows 
glow from subdued lighting.

Five split rows of brightly polished wooden benches.

Empty and silent.

Tucker sits third row center, head in hands.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - SAUNA - DAY

Tucker, wrapped in a towel, sits on the wooden bench 
surrounded by the steam, head in hands.

Dale enters, with a drink, glances at Tucker and sits.

DALE
I keep secrets. Why so glum?

Tucker offers an unconvincing grin.

TUCKER
Second guessing myself.

Dale takes a drink. Downs half the glass.

DALE
Listen, every new doctor sees 
patients as a chance to save the 
world, one soul at a time. 

TUCKER
I’m not trying to save the wor--

DALE
Let me finish. It’s commendable. 
But you can’t. We help them cope, 
but we’re not surgeons. We can’t 
take out the failed organ.

Dale finishes the drink with a gulp.

TUCKER
I’ve been struggling with how to 
help Russell.

DALE
Ahh yes, Russell. I treated him for 
a few years when I started here.
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TUCKER
I never studied anything like this.

Dale shakes the ice around his glass.

DALE
Classic hero complex. Believes he’s 
from a long line of ‘chosen’, that 
saves the world from destruction by 
controlling evil demons.

TUCKER
Containing...

Dale gives Tucker an odd look, nurses more from the glass.

TUCKER
As opposed to controlling.

DALE
(sarcastic)

Yes, that’s right. And then when he 
croaks, the ‘demon’ is free to 
possess others, wreaking havoc 
until eventually caught inside 
another chosen vessel. It’s all 
quite romantic.

Dale gets up, shaking his glass.

DALE
Got time for a refill before lunch.

Dale leaves, Tucker looking after him.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GYM - DAY

Rubber mats cover much of the floor. A half dozen patients, 
led by Karen in a low cut leotard, perform stretches.

Mirrors line one wall. Another has a ballet rack along it. 
Simple exercise equipment occupies the uncovered areas. 

Alice and Ozzy ride exercise bikes as Tucker enters, makes 
his way over to them.

It’s clear Alice is still pissed. She’s cold, distant. 

Impossible to have a private conversation with Ozzy so close.

TUCKER
How’s the shoulder?
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OZZY
Painful as hell.

TUCKER
Really?

OZZY
Nah, but keeps the medication 
flowing if I complain.

Tucker smiles, glances at Alice, then the patients, now 
trying to do toe touches. 

Ozzy focuses on Karen, letting out a soft grunt and pushing 
his hips forward every time she bends over.

OZZY
Damn. Wonder if she knows any third 
leg exercises she can show me.

Ozzy gets off the bike and heads for the mats. 

Tucker moves to the bike, sees the seat is sweaty, stands 
next to it instead.

TUCKER
I’m sorry about before. There’s a 
lot that classes don’t teach.

Alice looks at him, her resistance fading. She takes the 
towel from her shoulders and tosses it to him. He smiles 
weakly, wipes down the seat and gets on the bike.

ALICE
You must have done very well in 
school. Only the best get to do 
residency here.

Tucker looks embarrassed. 

TUCKER
Actually, I struggled. I have no 
idea why I was invited.

They cycle along a moment, going nowhere.

TUCKER
Has Russell ever... influenced you?

She gives him a knowing look.

ALICE
Not the way you mean. He has you 
though, hasn’t he?
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Tucker stares, surprised and dumbfounded. 

ALICE
He’s looking for someone to pass 
the honor on to.

TUCKER
How much of this do you believe?

Alice slows, considers her response carefully.

ALICE
I don’t know, but it’s not all in 
his head. What’s your conclusion?

TUCKER
I have no idea what’s possible.

Alice finally relinquishes a smile.

ALICE
That’s what makes life interesting.

TUCKER
I guess.

Tucker glances at the exercise class. Jumping jacks. Ozzy 
lost in a happy place watching Karen’s breasts bounce.

TUCKER
I was wondering if you might want 
to have dinner some time?

ALICE
Are you asking me for a date?

TUCKER
Actually, I thought a bite in the 
cafeteria, to talk about Russell.

She’s disappointed. He kind of gets that.

ALICE
Oh... Sure.

Denzell approaches from across the room, passing Ozzy, who is 
on his back, pretending to struggle with a sit-up. 

Karen stands over Ozzy, bent down, encouraging. Her breasts 
like a target for his face.

Denzell sidles up to Tucker and Alice.
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DENZELL
You guys playing doctor? I can come 
back later.

ALICE
You need something, Denzell?

DENZELL
Chill, lovely lady. Was just sayin. 
Your man Russell asked me to find 
the doc. Says it’s important.

Tucker heads for the door. 

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - DAY

Busy. Half the tables full. 

Patients wait to be served, or stand in the food line, where 
Tucker follows Mike, checking out the days offerings. 

Next in line, Russell, in robe and slippers. Mike glances at 
Russell’s apparel with disdain. Russell notices.

TUCKER
This was important?

RUSSELL
You’ve been avoiding me. I thought 
maybe you’d be more comfortable 
with other people around.

Tucker reaches for a salad, tries to hide his guilt.

TUCKER
Not at all... Just busy.

Russell glances knowingly, with sympathy.

RUSSELL
Well, you have to eat. You don’t 
usually dine with patients?

TUCKER
I made an exception for you.

Mike continues down the line.

RUSSELL
Right. You were worried they’d run 
out of meatloaf.

33.



Jenny, behind Russell, re-arranges dishes for better 
presentation and wipes the counter with a napkin.

She urges them to move on. Tucker closes the gap.

The SERVER hands a plate of meat loaf and potatoes to Mike. 
He refuses it.

MIKE
Two pieces.

The server continues holding the plate out.

SERVER
You can come back for another 
serving if you like.

MIKE
I’d like to save the wear and tear 
and just get two pieces now.

SERVER
I’m not allowed to do that until 
everyone has been served, sir.

Mike takes the plate.

MIKE
Bitch.

The server rolls her eyes at Tucker.

SERVER
Meat loaf?

TUCKER
Please.

Tucker glances at Russell, raises his brow.

RUSSELL
Don’t look at me. Some people are 
mean without any help.

Tucker and Russell reach the end of the line, pick up 
desserts, and sit at one of the few remaining empty tables.

They eat. Mike, Doris, and Gerald sit at a nearby table.

TUCKER
I’m studying your case, trying to 
find-
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RUSSELL
That’s why I wanted to talk to you. 
Stop studying. Trust your senses. 
Believe in yourself.

Russell shakes excessive salt onto his meatloaf.

RUSSELL
There’s no magical cure. Only 
containment and control.

Tucker glances toward Gerald and Mike, having a heated 
discussion about the meat loaf sauce.

TUCKER
You said you don’t control him.

RUSSELL
I control what gets out.

Tucker is stumped, frustrated. He takes a drink of tea.

RUSSELL
Goad relentlessly reads people. 
He’s constantly throwing dark 
impulses, like the balls in the 
bingo cage. As the cage, I keep 
them in check, but sometimes I 
fail. 

Russell takes a bite of meatloaf, chases it with ice tea. 

TUCKER
He reads minds?

RUSSELL
We all do. When Ozzy made fun of 
Edith, was anger a surprise?

At the next table, Doris struggles to her feet, leaves. Mike 
and Gerald are getting more heated.

TUCKER
What made you chosen?

RUSSELL
What made Moses a prophet?

Tucker swallows, wipes his mouth with his napkin. 

TUCKER
What happens when you...
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RUSSELL
Die? He passes into the next 
vessel.

TUCKER
But if there’s none chosen?

Russel grows very dark with the thought.

RUSSELL
It would seek anything living, 
carve a path of unbelievable 
destruction, moving soul to soul.

Russell shivers, grabs Tucker’s arm with surprising strength.

RUSSELL
You must be with me when the time 
comes, alone, so it has no choice.

Tucker is STUNNED by the implication. 

At the next table, Gerald JUMPS to his feet.

GERALD
There’s not too much tomato in the 
fucking sauce. You’re a moron!

RUSSELL

Makes a choking noise, SHAKES, GRABS his chest. 

GERALD

SLAMS his tray into Mike’s face, GRABS a butter knife from 
the table and RUSHES Mike.

GERALD
I’ll kill you!

TUCKER

LEAPS from his seat, DIVES at Gerald.

He GRABS Gerald’s wrist as he TACKLES him. 

The knife SKITTERS away across the floor. 

Gerald THRASHES uselessly, crying, totally dominated.

GERALD
He’s lying! The tomato is just 
right. 
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TUCKER
It’s alright, Gerald. He was 
kidding, trying to make you laugh.

Gerald settles down. 

Mike is on his feet, dabbing food and sauce from his suit 
with a napkin.

Denzell appears, helps Tucker and Gerald to their feet.

Tucker looks to Russell. 

Russell sits gasping for breath, his face a portrait in pain. 
Tucker moves to his side.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

Huge apartment size room, tastefully and very expensively 
furnished, with fine art on the walls, rich Persian rugs on 
the floor. 

Russell lies in a king size bed with ornately carved corner 
posts. He’s hooked up to an EKG. He looks years older. 

He sweats, shakes, seems to be in a nightmare, though his 
eyes are open.

Tucker and Alice enter. Alice heads for the bathroom. 

Tucker stops short, amazed at the huge room, at least six 
times the size of others. He moves to the bed.

Alice returns with a damp cloth, dabs Russell’s face.

TUCKER
How are you?

RUSSELL
You’re not blind are you? I’m 
obviously dying.

Russell goes into a coughing attack, hacking his lungs. 
Finally regains his breath, relaxes.

RUSSELL
You’ve become a fine man. I wish 
things were different. I wish you 
had come sooner.

TUCKER
I’m not who you think I am. I’m not 
chosen or -
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RUSSELL
You’re not who you think you are!

Russell suffers another coughing fit. Alice, worried, wipes 
his forehead, fluffs his pillow, smooths the covers.

ALICE
You need to rest.

RUSSELL
Will you keep your promise?

Tucker’s confused, glances at Alice, then Russell.

TUCKER
I can’t be what you want me to be. 

Alice takes Tucker by the hand, heads for the door. 

RUSSELL
Alice.

She turns, goes to his side.

RUSSELL
Remember me how I am, will you?

ALICE
It’s a cold. You’ll be fine.

She kisses him on the forehead, turns and leaves. In the-

HALLWAY

Tucker and Alice walk toward the communal room.

TUCKER
How is he really?

ALICE
He’s had a minor heart attack.

TUCKER
I promised to help, but I’m 
clueless.

ALICE
He has a lot of faith in you.

TUCKER
I’m afraid it’s misplaced.

Alice takes his arm, stops him.
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ALICE
He knows people, sometimes better 
than they know themselves. If he 
trusts you, he has good reason.

TUCKER
I may not be that good a doctor.

Alice stares at him, unbelieving.

ALICE
You don’t get it do you? It’s not a 
doctor that he needs.

Tucker is puzzled, or pretends to be.

ALICE
He wants you to be there for him.

Tucker is incredulous.

TUCKER
Come on. You can’t really believe-

ALICE
It doesn’t matter what we believe. 
If it’s bull shit, then what harm 
is there in being a friend?

Tucker is surprised by her passion.

TUCKER
Fine. I get it... How about that 
bite to eat?

ALICE
I think I’ll take a rain-check. I 
have a lot of work to take care of.

Alice walks away, obviously ticked off, leaving Tucker 
confused and disappointed.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GAME ROOM - DAY

Two INTERNS decorate for Halloween, hanging skeletons, 
webbing with little spiders, and other non frightening stuff.

Doris and Edith play darts.

Ozzy and Karen shoot pool. 

When Ozzy’s not shooting, he’s watching Karen.
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Tucker strolls in with a clipboard. Ozzy spots him and they 
exchange smiles.

OZZY
Missing you at the fight sessions. 
Not nearly as exciting without you.

Tucker glances at Karen, half on the table as she leans over 
for a shot, her white panties on full display.

TUCKER
I’ve been trying to learn more 
before playing referee again. How 
goes your exercise program?

Ozzy winks.

OZZY
Fucking great, and I mean that 
literally.

KAREN

Takes her shot, misses badly, but diverts the ball with her 
hand and sends it into the pocket. 

She moves to the other side of the table, facing Ozzy and 
Tucker, lines up another shot. 

She leans over the table far more than needed, presenting her 
cleavage for inspection.

KAREN
Long time no see. Get your schedule 
arranged yet?

Tucker is saved from answering when a Velcro dart flies 
across the room and bounces off his head. Karen laughs.

KAREN
Good thing we took away the real 
darts isn’t it?

Ozzy is clearly annoyed by Karen’s attention to Tucker. He 
grinds the chalk on his cue stick, creating a dust storm.

Tucker picks up the dart. 

Edith grabs it from his hand as if he had stolen it. She 
glares at him, walks away.

TUCKER
I guess I should get back to work.
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Karen misses another shot. The cue ball falls in a pocket.

Ozzy yanks the ball out.

OZZY
That’s a scratch. My shot.

Karen glances at Ozzy, smiles seductively at Tucker.

KAREN
Coming to the party tonight?

TUCKER
I’m not sure.

KAREN
You should come. I’m wearing my 
pussy costume.

Ozzy throws his stick on the table in anger.

OZZY
Why don’t you just fuck him right 
here on the table?

The Interns glance over, then return to decorating.

Ozzy storms off. Karen feigns innocence.

KAREN
Wow, what’s his problem?

LATER - NIGHT

The lights are subdued, creepy music plays.

The pool table has been covered and serves as a buffet.

Patients and staff in costume socialize, laugh, and eat. 

Most of the patients are confused about why they are there, 
and sit or stand like decorations.

The staff is having a grand time, dancing and drinking.

Dale is dressed as Count Dracula and obviously inebriated. 

He flirts shamelessly with Karen, dressed as a cat, in a suit 
so small and tight her camel-toe is the center of attention. 

She holds Dale by the arm, whispers in his ear, and they 
leave the party.
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Tucker, wearing a white lab coat, gazes around the room and 
spots Alice, speaking with Mike near the pool table.

Alice is dressed in a short ruffled dress with white apron 
overlay and white lace stockings. Her long hair down and 
curled. She wears a floppy white hat and holds a long cane.

Tucker wanders her way as Mike prepares himself a plate.

TUCKER
I stopped in on Russell. He looks 
much better.

Alice nods slightly.

TUCKER
The farmers daughter?

She glances at him, decides not to be mad anymore. 

ALICE
Little Bo-Peep.

She twirls the cane, strikes a pose.

ALICE
And you are?

TUCKER
A doctor.

ALICE
Wonderfully imaginative.

TUCKER
It’s nothing really.

ALICE
No kidding.

Tucker examines the buffet.

TUCKER
No coffee huh?

Alice takes him by the arm and leads him away.

ALICE
You’re a real party animal. Come 
on, I know where to get some.
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INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CANTEEN - NIGHT

Alice fills the coffee pot. Tucker browses the snack machine.

Tucker drops change in and selects an apple. The metal curl 
turns and the apple falls. He retrieves it.

TUCKER
A perfect apple, that you can’t get 
without bruising it. Makes no sense 
to put them at the top.

ALICE
Um hmm. My mother always said 
there’s little sense in the world.

TUCKER
My mother killed herself.

Alice gasps, turns to him. Tucker, shocked by his admission. 

ALICE
Oh my God... I don’t know what to 
say. I would never have...

Tucker manages a weak smile of reassurance.

TUCKER
She had cancer. I guess I didn’t 
realize how hard it was for her. 
I’ve never told anyone.

Alice steps toward him, puts her hand on his arm.

ALICE
Sometimes that helps. I’m so sorry.

TUCKER
I’m just starting to see how it’s 
directed my life. 

ALICE
Some things we have to accept, 
without understanding.

Tucker awkwardly shines the apple on his shirt. Karen moves 
back to the counter.

TUCKER
Maybe I should be a patient rather 
than a doctor.

Alice leans over the counter, reaching for the coffee on a 
high shelf. Her dress rises up and Tucker has a -
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FANTASY SEQUENCE

He steps behind Alice, puts his arms around her and cups her 
breasts. She moans softly, straightens, turns to him.

RETURN TO SCENE

Tucker shakes violently, drops the apple. 

Catching a glimpse from the corner of his eye, he steps 
quickly into the-

HALLWAY

And looks both ways. Someone turns the corner at the end of 
the hall, gone before recognized.

He steps back in to the-

CANTEEN

Where Alice stares at him.

ALICE
You alright?

TUCKER
What? Oh ya, fine.

Alice glances at the apple on the floor. She picks it up, 
moves close to Tucker, puts it in his hand, but doesn’t 
remove her own. She gazes in his eyes, close to him.

ALICE
You sure?

Tucker isn’t sure, but knows what he wants. They lean closer, 
their lips inches apart, eyes locked.

Denzell enters, frantic! Tucker and Alice step apart.

DENZELL
Russell isn’t in his room.

They all step into the-

HALLWAY

TUCKER
I’ll check the library. Meet back 
at reception.

Tucker strides quickly away.
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INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - LIBRARY - NIGHT

Impressive. Dark paneling, a dozen rows of well stocked 
bookshelves. Chairs and work desks. 

Subdued night mode lighting casts shadows across the aisles. 
The heavy carpet absorbs the sound of footfalls.

Tucker steps in, pulling the door to a stay open position, 
glimpses a shadow flee from the end of a row. Gone.

TUCKER
Russell?

Tucker moves slowly along the first row of books, 
occasionally glancing back.

TUCKER
Russell? It’s Tucker. You in here?

The door closes with a thump. Tucker looks back at it. 

A cold wind from nowhere or everywhere blows around the room, 
the lights grow dimmer, and Tucker shivers, his breath 
creating a heavy mist.

Tucker reaches the end of the aisle, peeks right. A book 
falls from the farthest aisle and a shadow flits away.

Tucker, freezing, cups his hands to his mouth and blows warm 
breath in them. 

He looks back at the door, steels his nerves - continues 
toward the corner.

Reaching the book, he picks it up. Reads the cover:

“HOSTAGE TO THE DEVIL”

Tucker slips the book into his waistband, steps forward 
beyond the last row, and looks down the aisle.

Halfway down, sitting on a small step up glider, is the 
Russell from the lightning flash. Stone like. Hard features.  

As Tucker stares, awestruck and un-breathing, Russell’s face 
turns his way. 

The warmth returns to the room. The wind stops, the light 
brightens, and Russell becomes the recognizable old man, only 
more aged, tired, weak.

RUSSELL
The dark is peaking.
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TUCKER
What?

RUSSELL
I’m losing control.

Tucker hurries to Russell, gently helps him to his feet.

TUCKER
Let me get you back to bed.

RUSSELL
There is light and dark in 
everything, my son. Every action, 
every person. Light and dark.

Tucker is stunned by how thin and weak Russell is. He picks 
him up, carries him toward the door.

RUSSELL
He hates me you know. For over 
thirty years, I’ve kept him from 
slaughtering.

TUCKER
Why doesn’t he leave?

RUSSELL
He is captive.

TUCKER
You’re just tired.

Russell is fading out as they reach the door, losing 
consciousness.

RUSSELL
Just tired. I’m just tired. Light 
and dark in everything.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

Russell sleeps. Greta fusses over the monitoring equipment.

Tucker enters the room. Greta immediately turns to him and 
makes a SHUSHING noise.

TUCKER
Sorry. I thought Alice was here.

Greta glances at the instruments, takes Tucker by the arm and 
leads him into the-
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HALLWAY

GRETA
When I shush someone, it doesn’t 
mean to start up a conversation.

TUCKER
How is he?

GRETA
If he was ninety, I’d say great.

TUCKER
What can we do for him?

GRETA
I think you should leave him alone. 
Things were fine around here until 
you stirred the pot. Now the man is 
bed bound.

Tucker grits his teeth, jaw in stark relief. 

GRETA
In fact, since your arrival we’ve 
had nothing but trouble. Stabbings, 
fights, contention.

Alice rounds a corner, approaches. Greta fairly sneers at 
her. Alice slows to allow them time to finish their 
conversation.

GRETA
And the two of you can find 
somewhere else for your 
shenanigans.

That’s it. Something in Tucker snaps.

TUCKER
I give the orders, and you carry 
them out.

She looks at him fiercely, says nothing. 

TUCKER
Do you understand?

GRETA
I’m aware of my duties.
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TUCKER
Then see to it that he doesn’t 
leave his room.

Greta glares, but says nothing. She turns to leave. Tucker 
takes her arm, spins her back to face him.

TUCKER
I don’t care how you treat me, but 
be damn careful what you imply 
about others.

Greta shakes loose, huffs away as Alice reaches them.

ALICE
Who took who to the woodshed?

TUCKER
That woman makes me look like... I 
don’t know. Somebody nice... 

Alice places her hand on his arm. He notices.

TUCKER
I read an interesting book last 
night. Thought we could discuss it.

ALICE
I have an aqua therapy class, but 
I’m doing a medical later in short 
term. Care to join me?

TUCKER
Sounds delightful.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - SHORT TERM CARE - LATER

Tuck enters to pandemonium.

LEWIS, 20s, bald, black, very large and tough as nails, in an 
orange jump suit, is being wrestled onto a gurney by three 
ORDERLIES, a DEPUTY, (20s), and a SHERIFF, 40s.

Despite being handcuffed and shackled, they can’t get the big 
man on the gurney.

Lucy, standing by the station with another NURSE, spots 
Tucker and raises her eyebrows.

Tucker jogs over to assist with the prisoner. 

LEWIS 
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Smashes his head into the face of the Deputy. The Deputy 
staggers back, nose shattered, blood pouring down his face.

He twists, throwing off the orderlies like rain drops on a 
dog, brings both fists up hard into the Sheriff’s stomach. 

The Sheriff bends in pain and Lewis crashes his hands down on 
his head, knocking him to the floor.

Alice grabs the screaming nurse’s arm - a sharp look.

TUCKER

Reaches the action, smashes a foot into Lewis’s balls, brings 
a hard fist up into the mans face. 

Lewis staggers and Tucker pounds his fists into the mans 
stomach like a prize fighter, driving him backward. 

He delivers a powerful uppercut to Lewis’s face that drops 
Lewis to his knees.

The recovering deputy, sheriff, and orderlies, grab Lewis. 
They pull him to his feet, push him down on the gurney with a 
force no longer needed.

With three on each side, they hold Lewis steady. The Deputy 
unlocks the wrist cuffs while the others hold Lewis.

They drag Lewis’s wrists to the side of the gurney and 
reattach cuffs, locking his arms to the metal rails. 

Tucker puts a leather strap in place over Lewis’s chest and 
cinches it tight. 

They repeat the procedure with the ankles. 

Alice approaches with a needle, sticks it in Lewis’s arm.

SHERIFF
Jesus Christ. He’s a fucking beast.

The Sheriff looks at Tucker, impressed. Alice does too.

SHERIFF
Where the hell did you learn that?

Tucker ignores him, seems embarrassed by his prowess. 

LEWIS
I’ll take a rematch without cuffs.

Tucker pats the big man on the shoulder.
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TUCKER
I hope not.

The Nurse tends to the deputies broken nose. Lewis, calm now, 
but quite alert, checks out Alice.

LEWIS
If you’re doing the prostate exam, 
I swear I’ll be good.

SHERIFF
I’ll do the exam with a nightstick 
if you don’t watch your damn mouth.

Alice nods at room one.

The Sheriff and one orderly wheel the gurney. Tucker and 
Alice follow into-

ROOM_1.

The Sheriff parks the gurney next to the bed. 

He nervously looks from the gurney to the bed, to Alice. She 
shakes her head. The Sheriff is relieved.

SHERIFF
Should we stay?

Alice glances at Tucker.

ALICE
I think I’ll be fine.

The Sheriff nods. He and the Orderly leave the room. 

Alice retrieves a blood pressure rig from a cabinet.

TUCKER
Greta tells me Russell is doing 
much better.

ALICE
He was resting when I dropped by.

Alice wraps the blood pressure sleeve on Lewis’s arm.

ALICE
So tell me about this book.
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INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - SHORT TERM CARE - DAY

The Sheriff sits sleeping on a chair, an ice pack in his lap. 
Sitting next to him, looking uncomfortable, the Deputy, his 
nose bandaged. The Nurse is at the desk.

Tucker and Alice step in from the treatment room and walk 
slowly toward the door.

ALICE
Has all this reading changed your 
perspective?

TUCKER
I don’t know. It makes me think.

They reach the door and stop.

ALICE
I have to take care of the 
paperwork.

Tucker obviously wants to say something. Alice waits 
patiently, an almost invisible smile.

TUCKER
Would you like to have dinner?

She cocks an eyebrow in question.

TUCKER
A date. Formal and official.

She laughs, the smile breaks through.

ALICE
How about my place? About eight?

TUCKER
Great.

Alice watches him struggle with what to do next.

TUCKER
OK, well, I need to go see Dale.

ALICE
I’ll see you at eight then.

Alice kisses him quickly on the cheek, turns and walks to the 
nurse station.

Tucker turns to the door, leaves with a big smile.
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INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DALE’S OFFICE - DAY

A KNOCK at the door. It opens and Tucker sticks his head in.

TUCKER
Dale?

DALE (O.S.)
Back here. Come on in.

Tucker walks in, heads back toward the-

BATHROOM

Where Dale stands at the wash basin shaving with a straight 
razor. He glances at Tucker as he approaches, nicks himself. 

TUCKER
I was wondering if you had a few 
minutes?

Dale puts the razor down, washes his face, grabs a towel.

DALE
Past your quitting time isn’t it?

TUCKER
It is, but this is important.

Dale towels off, straightens up, concerned, attentive.

DALE
What is it?

TUCKER
It’s Russell.

Dale relaxes, throws the towel in a bin.

DALE
Oh. What about him?

Dale walks into the-

OFFICE

Steps past Tucker and moves to the bar. Tucker follows.

TUCKER
I wonder if we’re taking Russell’s 
problems seriously enough.

Dale grabs a glass, looks at Tucker. Tucker shakes his head.
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Dale opens an ice bucket, grabs a couple cubes.

DALE
Russell blames a demon for 
everything that happens. How 
seriously should we take that?

Dale drops the ice in his glass and pours a drink.

TUCKER
We’ve certainly taken the mans 
money with some inherent promise of 
helping him haven’t we?

DALE
We treat him. 

TUCKER
I’m not talking about just a mental 
condition. I’ve seen temporal 
effects outside the body.

Dale finishes his drink, pours another.

DALE
His demon controls peoples thoughts 
and actions. That about right?

TUCKER
I’m just saying that I’ve observed 
things not explained by phobias.

Dale sits back against the bar on a stool, amused.

DALE
Such as?

TUCKER
When I found him in the library, 
the temperature dropped thirty 
degrees and wind was blowing.

DALE
The air conditioning is programmed 
to adjust when people use the area. 
It cools by blowing air. What else?

Tucker suddenly realizes how lame he sounds.

TUCKER
I’ve... had some strange impulses 
in his presence.
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DALE
You know that’s normal. Especially 
around someone you know thinks they 
can cause them.

Tucker seems to be at a dead end. Dale downs his drink.

Dale pats Tucker on the shoulder and urges him to the door.

DALE
You need to stop trying so hard. 
Relax a little.

INT. ALICE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

A modest one bedroom, soft colors, modern, tasteful. In the -

KITCHEN

Alice stirs a pot. She wears a moderately low cut knee length 
red dress with straps and no bra. It accentuates her curves. 

Her hair is worn down and flowing. A simple necklace and 
matching bracelet the only jewelry.

The doorbell rings. Alice turns the pot off, quickly checks 
her face in the reflection of the microwave, and hurries 
toward the door. In the -

LIVING ROOM

She catches her breath, smooths her dress, opens the door.

Tucker stands there, dressed for a prom. He holds roses in 
one hand, a bag in the other. 

He extends the flowers, eyes Alice from head to toe, in awe..

TUCKER
Uh, wow. You look... fantastic.

Alice takes the flowers, smells them, smiles delightedly.

ALICE
Thank you.

She wiggles the flowers.

ALICE
And for these. They’re beautiful.

TUCKER
They pale in your presence.

54.



Alice laughs.

ALICE
Alright, you read that somewhere.

Tucker smiles sheepishly. 

TUCKER
I did, but it’s still true.

Tucker holds out the bag.

TUCKER
I brought some other stuff too.

Alice takes the bag, steps aside, ushers him in. Tucker 
glances around the apartment. Alice looks through the bag.

ALICE
Oh my God. Two bottles of wine and 
a box of candy? You’re supposed to 
just bring one thing. You’ll go 
broke after three dates at this 
rate.

TUCKER
I went broke on one date. I rented 
this tux, and I know nothing about 
wine so I got both colors.

Alice laughs. She puts the bag down. With flowers in one 
hand, she uses the other to tug his jacket and peek in.

ALICE
Complete with cummerbund? You have 
high expectations.

Tucker flushes.

TUCKER
I...

Alice laughs.

ALICE
Let me get these in a vase. 

She takes the bag and heads for the-

KITCHEN

She sets the bag down and takes a vase from under the sink.
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ALICE
Make yourself comfortable. I’ll 
pour us a glass of wine.

She watches Tucker across the breakfast bar as she fills the 
vase and arranges the roses. Tucker seems uncomfortable.

ALICE
You can ditch the accessories if 
you want. Their work is done.

Alice grabs a couple wine glasses, chooses a bottle from the 
bag. She checks several drawers for a corkscrew, but doesn’t 
find one. She returns to the-

LIVING ROOM

With bottle in hand. Tucker has taken her advice, sitting on 
the plush couch sans jacket and tie. 

She sizes him up, likes what she sees.

ALICE
I can’t find a corkscrew. Maybe you 
should have brought a box of wine.

TUCKER
Not a problem!

Tucker removes a shoe, stands, takes the bottle from her.

TUCKER
Little trick I picked up somewhere.

He removes the wrapping, holds the bottle upside down, and 
raps it soundly a few times with the heel of his shoe.

Alice watches, fascinated, as Tucker sets the bottle into the 
shoe and bangs it down on the floor a few times. 

He holds the bottle up for inspection, cork half out!

She’s impressed, and shows it. Tucker twists the cork out, 
and smiles at her.

TUCKER
Shall we drink from the bottle?

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - NIGHT

Russell lies restless in bed, suffering shakes, his forehead 
covered in sweat. He stops, looks to the door, eyes ablaze.
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Outside the room, in the-

HALLWAY

Mike takes an after dinner stroll. 

Reaching the door to Russell’s room, he stops, cocks his head 
like a dog that hears some distant barking.

INT. ALICE’S APARTMENT - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Table for two. Candles cast a nice glow over the lace cloth 
and fine china. 

Soft music plays. An empty bottle of wine.

Tucker and Alice finish the meal. Relaxed and inebriated. 

Alice sips her wine.

Tucker puts the last bite of cheesecake in his mouth.

Tucker eyes Alice with sparkling eyes as he chews. Alice 
beams, an alcohol enhanced mellowness. 

TUCKER
That was great. I may burst.

Alice smiles mischievously.

ALICE
Some exercise is in order!

TUCKER
What do you have in mind?

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

The room is in night mode, quiet, dark.

Beside the pool table, Mike dances with Jenny, ballroom 
style, prim and proper. 

He spins her around to the strains of imagined music. 

He is the courtly suitor, she the lovely princess of the 
ball. She smiles as she floats through the motions.

INT. ALICE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The music plays, softly. Tucker and Alice are barefoot.
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Tucker holds Alice close as they dance, lost in one another.

The light hearted exuberance of before, replaced by a subdued 
and deep closeness.

Cheek to cheek, Tucker leads her with a smooth grace that 
belies his earlier clumsy social skills.

His right arm around her waist, pulling her tight to him.

His left hand in hers, they dance, consumed in one another.

He softly kisses her neck, allows his tongue to delicately 
trace a path to her earlobe, which he tastes, nibbles gently.

A soft moan escapes her.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Mike twirls Jenny in a grand finale that ends with her in his 
arms. He leads her silently to the ping-pong table, where it 
is DARK.

INT. ALICE’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The music comes to a close, and another piece softly begins. 

Alice steps away from Tucker, looks longingly into his eyes. 

Wordlessly, she takes his hand, leads him into the-

BEDROOM

And to the bed. 

Lamps beside the bed are on. It is LIGHT.

His eyes question her. 

She answers by slowly unbuttoning his shirt.

He reaches for her, softly running his hand through her hair.

He traces the outline of her ear, runs his fingers delicately 
down her neck, his thumb brushing her cheek.

His fingers play a soft stroke across her shoulder, pushing 
the strap of her gown over her arm. 

He puts his hand to the back of her neck, pulls her gently to 
him, kisses her passionately.
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INTERCUT WITH:

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - GAME ROOM - NIGHT

Mike puts his hand to Jenny’s neck.

He squeezes. Her eyes grow frantic, bulge in terror.

Her scream cut off by his choking grip. 

ALICE

Pulls Tucker’s shirt from his shoulders.

She runs her hand over his chest. 

Tucker pushes the other strap from her shoulder. 

She straightens her arms. Her dress falls to the floor. 

She stands naked before him, reaches for his belt.

MIKE

Pushes Jenny backwards over the table.

He tears at her blouse, ripping it open. 

He fumbles with his zipper.

TUCKER

Steps from his pants.

He lovingly eases Alice back on to the bed. 

He lies with her.

He kisses her, runs his hands softly over her legs, her 
stomach, her breasts.

MIKE

Forces himself between Jenny’s legs, enters her. 

Her eyes scream. 

She flails at him with her fists, to no effect. 

He viciously squeezes her breasts, pulls at her nipple.

TUCKER
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Moves in rhythm with Alice, their breathing building. 

Soft moans of ecstasy. 

He takes her breast to his lips, running his tongue over the 
erect nipple before taking it gently into his mouth. 

Their pace quickens as -

MIKE 

Rams mercilessly into the terrified Jenny.

He strains with his guttural release.

He steps away from her, spent. 

Jenny rolls into a fetal position on the table, gasping and 
sobbing, terrified.

TUCKER AND ALICE

Lie side by side, relishing the afterglow. 

He turns to her, kisses her softly, runs his fingers over her 
smooth stomach.

TUCKER
That was amazing.

Alice smiles, rolls toward him, throwing one leg over him.

ALICE
It was a fantastic start.

She rolls onto him and puts her lips on his.

MIKE

Drops a bloody ping-pong paddle to the floor.

He straightens his suit methodically, and walks away.

LATER

Alice and Tucker, comfortably intertwined, sleep soundly.

A phone in the other room RINGS incessantly.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

Russell lies uncomfortably in bed, tense, worried, haggard.
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Alice and Tucker barge into the room, race to his side.

TUCKER
Was it you? 

Russell looks at Tucker, desperately sad, says nothing.

Tucker grabs Russell’s shoulders, shakes him violently.

TUCKER
A woman is dead!

Alice grabs Tucker, pulls him away.

ALICE
Tucker!

Tucker paces, regaining his composure. Alice comforts the 
weeping Russell.

RUSSELL
I’m sorry. I didn’t realize how 
weak I’ve become.

Tucker turns back to Russell, takes a good look at him. The 
man looks to be a hundred years old. So frail. So pitiful.

TUCKER
No. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have 
left you.

RUSSELL
The dark overcomes the light in me. 

Alice struggles to keep from crying. Takes his hand.

ALICE
You’re going to be fine.

Russell looks at her with such affection, pats her hand.

RUSSELL
No, dear. My time is done.

Russell turns to Tucker.

RUSSELL
I had no right to make you promise. 
Such a decision, a man has to make 
on his own, when they are ready.

Tucker looks at Alice, touched by her love for the old man. 
Russell tense for a moment, then relaxes.
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RUSSELL
Nobody is safe here.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DALE’S OFFICE - DAY

Dale leans over his desk, his face crimson with rage. Alice 
and Greta sit opposite the desk. 

Tucker stands beside Alice, as pissed as Dale.

DALE
I am not allowing him to be put in 
a jail cell.

TUCKER
He’s responsible for Jenny’s death. 
How much more blood do you want on 
your hands?

DALE
On my hands? How dare you!  

GRETA
Russell never left his room. He 
couldn’t even get out of bed.

TUCKER
He didn’t have to!

DALE
Jesus Christ! Mike has been 
restrained. The evidence is 
overwhelming. Why are we having 
this conversation?

TUCKER
Because if we don’t isolate him 
we’re going to swim in blood.

Dale points a shaky finger at Tucker.

DALE
You are not to treat Russell any 
further. In fact, you’re not to 
talk to him, or go near him. You 
understand me?

Greta gloats. 

Alice reaches out and takes Tucker’s hand. 

He looks at her, furious. She gives him a warning glance. 

62.



He cools off a little.

TUCKER
Yes. I understand.

Tucker heads for the door. Alice follows. In the-

HALLWAY

Tucker pulls Alice quickly away from the office.

TUCKER
You need to keep a constant eye on 
him. Make sure nobody gets close to 
him. We’ll move him tonight.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - JAIL WING - NIGHT

Past a heavy metal door, a long hallway passes a security 
office before stopping at a metal gate. 

Beyond the gate, two open style cells on either side. The 
hall terminates at a single enclosed cell with metal door, 
small window - tray door at the bottom.

The cells are empty, except at the second open cell on the 
right, where -

TUCKER

Carries an emaciated Russell to the bed and lies him down. 

Alice follows.

Russell looks ancient. He has lost almost all his hair. His 
cheeks are sunken, skin loose, bones prominent.

The old man’s voice is raspy and dry. It takes all his 
strength to speak.

RUSSELL
I know you’ll do what you must. 

Tucker looks at Alice. Tears stream down her face. 

TUCKER
What do I do? Tell me.

Russell glances at Alice, her stomach. He smiles weakly, 
painfully takes Tucker’s hand.
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RUSSELL
You have so much to live for. I 
should have told you long ago... I 
love you.

Tucker, confused, starts to speak, but Russell has a spasm 
that rocks his chest. He squeezes Tucker’s hand, clenches his 
teeth. 

RUSSELL
You must go. He’ll take her.

TUCKER
I want to help you.

Russell’s body convulses. He struggles to speak.

RUSSELL
If nothing is near enough, maybe 
he’ll rot in hell.

His skin ripples. Something inside changing. He looks at 
Tucker, eyes full of fear. 

Tucker and Alice are horrified, unable to comprehend.

RUSSELL
Go. Now!

TUCKER

Gets up, leads Alice from the cell. 

He swings the door shut, takes a final look at Russell, 
squirming and twisting into something unrecognizable.

He leads Alice as they race through the gate, slamming it 
behind them.

They bound for the door at the end of the hall.

As they reach it, the air turns deathly cold. Their breath 
comes out in a thick fog and they shiver. 

Tucker pulls the door open and pushes Alice through. 

He looks back down the hall, unable to see into the cell.

An INHUMAN SCREAM echoes down the hall.

Tucker is glued to the spot, PARALYZED. 

In a trance, he STEPS slowly back toward the cells. 
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Alice comes back. She GRABS Tucker by the arm, DRAGS him 
through the door. 

GOAD
AarrAARRRRRRGGGGGggg

The horrendous scream ECHOES behind them as Alice SLAMS the 
door closed. 

She LEANS against the wall, SLIDES slowly to the floor, and 
CRIES softly.

Tucker gains his breath, gives Alice a moment.

He helps her to her feet and leads her down the hall. 

Back at the-

CELL

Russell lies on the bed, his skin pale and broken, bruised 
and bloodied, his eyes a fierce red and yellow. The eyes 
gradually return to normal, skin healing, color returning. 

A MIST comes from his mouth, slow and indiscernible at first, 
then thick and heavy like a fog. Russell’s eyes go dark. He 
looks at peace. 

The fog GLIDES across the floor.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CHAPEL - DAY

An open casket lies near the altar.

About half the available seats are filled with hospital staff 
and patients.

Alice and Tucker enter the chapel, dressed in their finest. 
Tucker leads her forward but she stops, urges him toward a 
seat. He follows, sits. They speak softly, reverently.

TUCKER
You don’t want to see him?

ALICE
I have the memory I want.

Tucker looks around at the others, the empty front row.

TUCKER
He didn’t have any family?
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ALICE
You and I were his family.

Tucker gazes at her face, tears threatening to spill. He 
takes her hand, leads her to the front, where they sit alone.

LATER

The PREACHER concludes the service. Alice and Tucker stand, 
turn to leave, surprised to see the chapel almost full.

As they walk toward the door, Dale and BROOKER, 70s, a 
distinguished looking gentleman, gray hair, intercept them.

DALE
Tucker, this is Mr. Brooker, 
Russell’s attorney.

Brooker offers his hand and Tucker shakes it. They step aside 
to let the last of the visitors out of the room. 

BROOKER
You’re grieving, so I’ll be short.

Brooker takes a small box from his jacket pocket.

BROOKER
You are a beneficiary of Russell’s 
estate. I was instructed to give 
you this forthwith.

Tucker, stunned, stares at the small box, accepts it.

TUCKER
What is this?

BROOKER
I’m not aware of the contents.

TUCKER
Are you sure you have the right 
guy? I hardly knew Russell. Why 
would he give anything to me?

BROOKER
You are Tucker Maxwell?

TUCKER
Yes.

BROOKER
I’m sure your questions will be 
answered at the reading of the 
will. 
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Since all the beneficiaries are 
here in the hospital, we can handle 
that tomorrow.

Brooker extends his hand, and a dazed Tucker shakes it.

BROOKER
I’m sorry for your loss.

Brooker turns to leave. Dale takes Brooker’s arm.

DALE
I’ll catch up to you in a moment.

Brooker nods at him and leaves. Dale turns to Tucker.

DALE
You disobeyed my explicit 
directives. After the will is read, 
I want you to pack your things and 
get out of my hospital.

Dale scowls at him, turns his glare to Alice to see if she 
has anything to say. She doesn’t. He leaves.

INT. ALICE’S APARTMENT - DAY

Tucker sits at the kitchen counter, a small empty box before 
him. He stares at a key in his hand. Over the counter, in the- 

KITCHEN

Alice grabs ingredients and prepares sandwiches.

ALICE
Probably opens something in his 
room.

TUCKER
Dale isn’t likely to let me wander 
around looking. 

ALICE
We’ll find out at the reading 
maybe. If he wanted you to have the 
key, I suspect he’ll want you to 
have whatever it opens.

TUCKER
I think he left me the key under 
false assumptions.
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Alice, putting mustard on a sandwich, stops, stares at 
Tucker.

ALICE
What do you mean?

TUCKER
He expected me to... take on his 
burden. I didn’t.

Alice considers.

ALICE
I don’t think that’s right.

Tucker looks at her, curious and hopeful.

ALICE
He said he knew you would do what 
was right.

Tucker doesn’t get the point.

TUCKER
But I didn’t.

ALICE
What’s the last thing he said?

TUCKER
Go.

ALICE
Exactly. You did what he asked.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DALE’S OFFICE - DAY

Tucker and Alice enter. Sounds of conversation from the 
conference room in the rear.

A coffee station is set up on the bar, alongside a tray of 
breakfast pastries. 

Ozzy is at the bar picking through the pastries. He picks up 
a cherry stuffed one, smells it, puts it back on the tray.

Tucker and Alice walk over to get coffee.

Ozzy grabs a pecan danish, notices the new arrivals. He 
greets them with a wave of the pastry.

OZZY
Hey! Want a danish?
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Alice hides a knowing smile.

ALICE
No thanks.

Brooker sticks his head out from the conference room.

BROOKER
Good morning. If you can join us, I 
think that’s everyone.

Tucker nods. Brooker disappears back in the room.

TUCKER
Has a nice way of saying we’re 
late, huh?

The three of them take their coffee and walk into the-

CONFERENCE ROOM

A rather plain room with a large oval table surrounded by 
chairs. At one end of the room, a pull down screen, and 
overhead projector. Not in use.

The room is full. The dozen chairs are taken and several 
people stand along the wall. 

All staff is on hand, including Greta, Karen, and Denzell.

Brooker stands at the end of the table, clears his throat.

BROOKER
Thank you for arriving so early. I 
know many of you have to get on 
duty, so I’ll dispense with the 
normal formalities.

Looks and whispers exchanged.

BROOKER
Russell Shepard very much 
appreciated the efforts each of you 
put into his care, and consequently 
bequeathed twenty five thousand 
dollars to each employee. 

A buzz of activity and excitement. 

The COOK, a middle age Mexican is yammering in Spanish to a 
co-worker, who interprets what was said.

Brooker raises his hands to silence the crowd.
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BROOKER
Please... There are a couple 
caveats. You must survive the next 
five days, and not voluntarily 
leave your employment here for the 
next month.

More whispering, much of it about the survival bit.

BROOKER
You will all receive official 
notice, so unless I asked you to 
stay, you’re free to leave.

People leave, excitedly spending their new found wealth.

Tucker and Alice follow the crowd. Brooker heads them off.

BROOKER
I’ll need you two to stay please.

With the herd thinned, Dale, Greta, Alice, Tucker, Ozzy, and 
Brooker take seats at the table.

Brooker opens a file and reads from it.

BROOKER
To Oznard Roland, for the pain and 
suffering caused by my weakness, I 
bequeath fifty thousand dollars and 
my sincere regret.

Ozzy is overjoyed. He looks from Alice to Tucker. Tucker 
smiles, mouths “Oznard?”

BROOKER
To Greta Pollard, a hard ass bitch 
that nevertheless always provided 
me the best of care, I leave one 
hundred thousand dollars.

Greta is stunned, hides it well, keeps the hard ass attitude.

BROOKER
To Dale Nichols, the tight bastard 
that always cared more about money 
than patients, I leave one million 
dollars. 

Dale is not nearly as controlled as Greta. His excitement is 
obvious, and he slaps the table.

DALE
Yes!
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BROOKER
With the stipulation that he retain 
his position for a period of one 
year, and with the hope that he 
doesn’t live that long.

Though putting a dent in his exuberance, Dale manages to 
maintain most of his excitement as he digest this news.

BROOKER
To my dearest friend, Alice 
Kincaid, I leave my eternal 
gratitude, undying love, and fifty 
thousand dollars per month for as 
long as she lives, which I hope is 
forever.

Alice is speechless. Her eyes fill and a tear escapes down 
her cheek. Dale is even more stunned, his jealousy obvious.

BROOKER
To Tucker Maxwell, I bequeath the 
entirety of my remaining estate and 
holdings, along with my hope that 
he will understand and forgive me.

Brooker closes the file, looks around the table at the 
stunned faces.

BROOKER
Any questions?

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

Alice enters the room. Tucker is sitting on the edge of the 
bed, lost in some far away thought. 

He doesn’t notice Alice until she sits beside him, puts her 
arm around him. He gives her a sad smile.

TUCKER
Did you know?

ALICE
I knew he was wealthy.

TUCKER
Did you know he owned the hospital?

ALICE
No.
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TUCKER
Why would he give it all to me?

ALICE
He said he loved you.

TUCKER
That just adds to the confusion.

Tucker suddenly chuckles, half hearted.

TUCKER
Did you see Dale’s face when he 
realized he works for me now, and 
has to kiss my ass for any chance 
at his money?

ALICE
Are you going to keep him?

TUCKER
I can’t run this place.

Tucker glances around the room.

TUCKER
I’m going to re-arrange this room 
and move in here tomorrow .

Tucker opens his hand. He is holding the key he was given.

TUCKER
At least until I find what this 
opens.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - JAIL WING - NIGHT

Denzell pushes a cart down the hallway toward the enclosed 
cell. He stops at the door, peers through the small window.

Nothing but darkness.

DENZELL
Got your grub big guy. It’s fishy 
Friday, a crisp salad, no dressing 
or croutons, some yummy lima beans, 
and an apple cobbler for dessert, 
which I will be happy to eat if you 
don’t want it.

Denzell listens at the door. Nothing.
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DENZELL
You da man. Mucho of thankos.

Denzell takes the cobbler from the tray and sets it on the 
cart. He grabs the tray and slides it through the food slot.

He grabs a fork from the cart and digs into the cobbler.

He stops chewing, cocks his head, looks at the locking 
mechanism on the door.

He punches a code into the keypad, inserts a key and turns 
it. He lifts the handle and pulls the door open.

The tray sits on the floor. It is dark inside. 

Denzell, trancelike, steps into the cell, holding his fork - 
disappears in the darkness as the door slowly closes.

The window, a square blackness against the metal of the door.

The door shakes violently, the window suddenly painted in a 
web of blood, Denzell’s face mashed against it.

The door swings open from the weight of Denzell’s limp body 
as it slides to the floor, head shattered, a fork protruding 
from the remnant of an eye.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - LOBBY - DAY

Karen stands nervously at the reception desk, watches several 
POLICE OFFICERS speak with Dale and Greta a few feet away.

Tucker enters from the front door, moves to Karen’s side.

TUCKER
What happened?

Karen startles, turns to him, embraces him tightly and sobs. 

Tucker, caught totally off guard, reluctantly puts his arms 
around her and pats her back.

TUCKER
What is it? What’s wrong?

Alice comes down the hallway, stops just before entering the 
area, stares at Tucker holding Karen. From behind her -

TWO INTERNS roll a gurney with a covered body past her, 
across the room toward the front door. 

Everyone looks sadly at the body as it passes.
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The Police shake hands with Dale and follow the gurney out.

Greta throws a nasty glance at Tucker, being sure he sees it, 
before turning and walking huffily down the hall.

Tucker gently urges Karen to a seat behind the desk, extracts 
himself from her arms. 

He walks toward Alice, but she spins away and follows Greta.

Tucker pulls up short, confused, finds himself next to Dale.

TUCKER
What the hell is going on?

Dale looks up, just noticing Tucker’s presence.

DALE
Denzell is dead.

TUCKER
What?!

DALE
Apparently Lewis got free at 
dinner, killed Denzell. It was 
pretty ugly.

TUCKER
Where is he?

DALE
They just took him out.

TUCKER
I mean Lewis. Where the hell is 
Lewis?

DALE
Oh. Disappeared. Police have 
searched the hospital. They’re 
looking for him.

Dale looks distracted.

TUCKER
Is everyone else alright?

DALE
What?

Tucker grabs Dale by the shoulders.
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TUCKER
The patients, the rest of the 
staff. Are they alright?

DALE
Oh, yes, but this isn’t good for 
business. I need to take care of 
damage control, protect our image.

Tucker lets Dale go, incredulous. Dale walks down the hall. 

Tucker stares after him, glances back at Karen, sitting just 
the way he left her.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

The room is a mess, ransacked by Tucker’s search. 

Tucker is sweating with the effort of pushing the huge bed 
around to the window. 

A massive armoire blocks his path. He gets down low beside it 
and pushes. It gives way and moves a couple feet. 

He stands, catching his breath. 

Behind the chest, on the newly uncovered wall, he spies a 
door, inspects it.

The knob is on the far side, out of reach. He heaves against 
the chest, manages to get it clear. 

He steps to the door, tries the handle. Locked.

Tucker pulls the key from his pocket and shakily fits it to 
the door. It slides in smoothly.

He turns it, pulls the door slowly open to darkness. 

He steps in. 

Adjusting to the dim light, he finds a -

SHORT HALLWAY

Running along behind the wall.

He carefully moves along it. 

Several feet along, he trips, nearly falls, pushing his hands 
out against either wall to catch himself. 

He fumbles in his pocket for his penlight.
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He turns it on and scans beneath him. 

Rickety stairs lead down at a steep angle. 

He carefully makes his way down, arrives in a -

TIGHT PASSAGE

That leads away at a downward slope. 

He follows it, brushing cobwebs away. 

He scans ahead with his penlight. 

Water trickles from a crack in the ceiling, creates a stream 
that runs down the wall and collects at a puddle.

The eyes of a rat feasting at this oasis reflect back at him.

The old and partially crumbling bricks of the wall salt the 
air with a fine dust as he makes his way slowly forward. 

Before him, a wooden door. 

He pushes the simple latch and the door creaks open. 

He steps through into a -

STONE ROOM

Carved from earthen rock, running twenty feet square. 

In the center, a stone circle rises three feet from the 
floor. It’s a large well, with a three foot opening. 

Tucker shines the light around the walls.

The room is tidy and near empty. A shelf on the back wall has 
several tools, including a short bladed sickle.

An old roll top desk sits against another wall. 

Tucker moves to the desk, holds the penlight in his teeth and 
tries to pull the desk top open. 

It resists, but gives way with some effort, shaking dust into 
the air as it retracts. 

A large leather bound book dominates the center of the 
desktop. A worn wooden box beside it. Tuck opens the lid of 
the box. A beautiful wooden handled knife inside.

Tucker takes the light from his mouth.
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He shines it on the dusty cover of the book. It reads simply:

“Shepards of the Goad”

Tucker opens the cover. The heavy dust protests. 

The book has cut away tabs marking several sections. 

He flips twenty or so pages in. 

INTERCUT WITH PAGE INSERTS

On the pages, intricate hand drawn portraits. 

On the left page:

“SETH SHEPARD, 1791-1823”, beneath a drawing of an old man. 

Tucker traces a finger across the dates.

TUCKER
(sotto)

Thirty two? Guy has to be ninety.

The right page shows the drawing of another man, equally 
aged. Beneath his picture: 

“DALLARD SHEPARD, 1823 - 1854”.

Tucker flips through several more pages. 

Each presents another man named Shepard, each with a date 
that forms a continuous line from the previous. 

TUCKER
(sotto)

These aren’t birth dates.

He continues through pages, the hand made drawings giving way 
to photographs. 

Skipping ahead, Tucker finds a striking photograph of 
Russell, appearing much as he did when Tucker met him. 

Beneath the portrait: 

“RUSSELL SHEPARD, 1979 -”

The following pages are blank. 

Tucker flips to a tab about half way through the book.

A hideous beast, huge horns in it’s head and spikes over it’s 
body, rages over a young man that cowers before it. 
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A knife is embedded in the beast’s head. A fog is blasting 
from the demon mouth, reaching out to the terrified man.

Tucker closes the book. 

He reaches for another, a photo album, much more modern. 

He lies it on top of the desk and opens it.

Inserted carefully beneath the plastic cover on the left, a 
marriage license. 

Russell Shepard and Felicia Maxwell. 

On the right, a portrait of the young couple. 

Tucker’s mother. 

Tucker is dumbfounded. 

He staggers backward until stopped by the wall of the well. 

He leans against it, shuddering.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - POOL - NIGHT

A small pool, for therapeutic use more than swimming. Deck on 
one side with several lounge chairs. Glass ceiling. 

Next to the pool, a hot tub. Alice sits on the side of the 
tub, her feet dangling in the roiling water. 

Fatima and Edith are in the tub. 

Edith simply sits on the steps. Fatima leans against the 
edge, extended on her back, slowly kicking her feet.

Tucker comes through the doorway, spots Alice, and rushes 
over. He kneels close, speaks softly.

TUCKER
I need to talk to you.

ALICE
I’m in the middle of a session,  
doctor.

TUCKER
Doctor? Did I do something wrong?

ALICE
I’m sure I wouldn’t know.
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TUCKER
Is this about Karen? I was only 
trying to comfort her.

ALICE
Certainly looked comforting.

TUCKER
Really? Jesus Christ, Alice.

She stares at him, realizes she is being foolish. 

ALICE
I’ll be right back, ladies.

Alice gets up and follows Tucker to a small --

DRESSING ROOM.

They half shut the door. 

TUCKER
How do you think he got out?

ALICE
Lewis? How would I know?

TUCKER
Think about it. There’s no way he 
could have opened that door, and no 
reason for Denzell to. When Russell 
died, we never thought about Lewis.

Alice’s eyes go wide with the implication.

ALICE
Are you saying...

TUCKER
God damn. I don’t know. I was the 
non-believer remember? But I’ve 
learned a lot since then.

ALICE
If what you’re suggesting is true, 
we need to let the police know.

TUCKER
They already know they’re looking 
for a maniac. What else can we tell 
them? Be sure not to kill him or 
he’ll jump into somebody else?
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The lights suddenly go out. A whining noise, and several 
emergency lights come on, casting shadows everywhere.

Tucker and Alice run back to the -

HOT TUB

Where Edith is holding Fatima under the water, her hands 
clenched firmly around the woman’s neck. 

Alice jumps in, grabs Edith and struggles to pull her off. 

TUCKER

Leans over the edge and PULLS Fatima out of the tub, lies her 
on the deck.

He checks her pulse and breathing, begins CPR.

Edith sits on the hot tub step like a zombie. Unmoving.

A door to a utility closet near the entrance CRASHES closed.

Alice and Tucker spin to look. The swinging door to the pool 
area is rocking to a stop, revealing a shadow racing in the 
hall outside.

TUCKER
Help her!

Tucker races to the door. Alice takes up the CPR. Tucker hits 
the door and BARGES into the -

HALLWAY

A shadow down the hall disappears around the corner. Tucker 
takes a few steps, reconsiders, goes back to the-

POOL ROOM

Where Alice kneels next to the dead Fatima and stares at 
Edith, who sits silently, picking up water in her cupped 
hands and watching it drain through her fingers.

Alice glances toward Tucker, shakes her head slowly.

Tucker moves carefully to the door of the -

UTILITY ROOM

And steps in slowly.

The room is small and cluttered with tools, pool supplies, 
towels, and other junk. 
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Along the back wall a row of electrical circuit breaker 
panels is barely visible in the poor light that spills in 
through the door.

Tucker moves slowly along the narrow center of the aisle. He 
bumps a shelf and a bucket of spare parts clatters noisily to 
the floor.

ALICE (O.S.)
Are you alright?

TUCKER
I’m fine.

Tucker reaches the end of the shelving. He moves toward the 
panels, stumbles and almost falls. 

He looks down, sees the foot he almost tripped over.

Shocked, he stumbles back into the shelves, knocking a 
shitload of stuff over.

TUCKER
Jesus Christ!

ALICE (O.S.)
Tucker!

TUCKER
It’s okay. I’m alright.

Tucker pulls out his penlight, shines it on the body. 

It’s Lewis. A hatchet buried in his cleaved head. Tucker 
traces the light across the room.

The main power line has been hacked through. He carefully 
makes his way back to the -

POOL

Alice reacts to his solemn face.

ALICE
What is it?

TUCKER
Lewis is dead.

Alice thunderstruck, tries to put the pieces together.

ALICE
But who...
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TUCKER
Exactly. Who... Or what.

ALICE
We need help.

TUCKER
I’ll get the police. I want you to 
look at something.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - NIGHT

Alice sits on the bed reviewing the large leather book. 
Tucker paces the room.

TUCKER
Don’t you understand? I’ve been 
under his influence my entire life, 
re-enacting a grotesque ritual, 
handed down for centuries.

ALICE
I do understand. For everyone to 
whom much is given, of him shall 
much be required... From the bible.

TUCKER
Isn’t there something in there 
about free will?

ALICE
There’s always a choice, but 
sometimes only one right one.

Tucker steps to the bedside, emphatic.

TUCKER
My mother left him when she was 
pregnant, the same time he accepted 
his noble burden. 

Alice looks up at him, calm, sympathetic.

ALICE
I know.

Tucker doesn’t think she gets it. He bends over her, takes 
her by the shoulders. 

TUCKER
I love you.
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She gives him a smile that says she knows that, and realizes 
his fear and desperation.

ALICE
I love you too.

Tucker can’t believe she can accept all this.

TUCKER
She didn’t take her life because of 
the fucking cancer. 

Alice, her eyes softly on his fearful face, takes his hand.

ALICE
I’m not your mother.

He pulls her from the bed, takes her in his arms, kisses her.

TUCKER
We better go meet the police.

They leave the room, enter the-

HALLWAY

And head for the lobby.

TUCKER
He could be anyone. I don’t 
understand why he killed Lewis. He 
was so strong.

ALICE
We would have known he was in 
Lewis. Besides, he burns people out 
quickly. Has to keep moving.

TUCKER
How do you know that?

ALICE
I told you Russell shared with me.

Tucker looks at her with surprise and admiration.

ALICE
He can use anything living for a 
host. The less the brainpower, the 
longer the vessel last, but his 
influence is limited. So humans 
provide maximum power, but minimum 
life span. 
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TUCKER
Why didn’t you tell me this before? 

ALICE
I didn’t know how much I believed, 
and you weren’t even buying basics.

TUCKER
Jesus Christ. How the hell will we 
find him? He could be anywhere.

ALICE
His range is confined, and he wants 
you dead. So he won’t be far.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - LOBBY - NIGHT

Tucker greets TWO POLICEMEN at the door, hurries them inside.

Alice joins them at the reception desk.

POLICEMAN_1
You call in the homicide?

TUCKER
Yes. Where are the rest?

POLICEMAN_1
A detective will be out when one is 
free. Meanwhile, we’ll have to do.

TUCKER
I’ve got two dead bodies, more than 
fifty live ones, and one of them is 
a murderer. I explained that.

POLICEMAN_1
If the department sent everybody 
out every time somebody panicked, 
we couldn’t function.

TUCKER
Son of a bitch. Alright, we need to 
get everyone in one place. The 
cafeteria is probably best.

POLICEMAN_1
Just a second. Slow down. We’re 
going to need to see these bodies 
before anything else.

Tucker looks at the police as if they were idiots.
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He points down the hallway.

TUCKER
Fine. They’re at the pool. You go 
help the dead. I’m worried about 
the living.

Tucker takes Alice by the arm and runs down the hall.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Emergency lighting is good here, but still leaves shadowy 
edges. Alice and Tucker hurry along, checking each room. 

Ozzy careens around a corner behind them, races to catch up.

OZZY
Yo!

They stop next to a ladies room. A female INTERN barges out.

INTERN
The powers out.

Tucker and Alice give her a ‘no shit’ look. 

Ozzy skids to a stop, stares at the Intern, smitten. 

Tucker grabs Ozzy, slams him to the wall, stares in his eyes. 

TUCKER
Goad?

Ozzy tries to push him away. Can’t do it.

OZZY
What the fuck is your problem, man? 
All the chicks yours?

Tucker lets him go, steps back.

TUCKER
We have a situation. I need you two 
to round everyone up and get them 
in the cafeteria.

OZZY
What’s going down?

Tucker looks at Alice. She nods.

TUCKER
We have a madman loose. Or woman.
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OZZY
Oh, the irony.

The Intern is frightened, glances up and down the hall.

TUCKER
Nobody should be alone.

OZZY
So, you’re like, deputizing me?

TUCKER
I’m counting on you. Keep your eyes 
open and check your instincts. Be 
sure they’re your own.

OZZY
Ok, dude, you’re starting to freak 
me out a little.

TUCKER
Go. We’ll take administrative row 
and meet you there.

Ozzy and the Intern hustle down the hall.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - DALE’S OFFICE

No emergency light in the room, only the weak moonlight that 
spills in through windows. It’s dark. A room of shadows.

Dale wakes up on the couch. 

A half empty bottle on the table beside him. He struggles up, 
bangs his leg on the table, curses.

He makes his way to the light switch, flicks it on and off 
several times before finally realizing it won’t work.

DALE
(sotto)

Fuck me.

He moves to the phone and picks it up. Nothing.

Dale bangs the phone on the desk several times before 
smashing the receiver back in the cradle. 

DALE
(sotto)

Son of a bitch. What else can go 
wrong.
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His jacket hangs on the chair. He retrieves his cell phone 
from the inside pocket.

He turns on the cell, steps to the window for a signal.

DALE
(sotto)

Ask and ye shall be given a fucked
up answer.

He drops the cell on his desk, moves to the door and opens 
it. He looks down the shadowed hall. Quiet. Empty.

He closes the door and makes his way to the -

BATHROOM

Where it is even darker. He turns on the sink, splashes water 
on his face, fumbles for the towel.

His office door CLOSES.

Dale sticks his head out of the bathroom.

DALE
Hello?

He stares into the shadowy darkness, then turns back, quickly 
dries his face, throws the towel on the floor. 

He opens the vanity, fumbles for his straight razor, and 
makes his way cautiously back into the-

OFFICE

DALE
Who’s in here?

Dale walks slowly toward his desk. A glass TINKLES at the 
bar. Dale SPINS toward it.

DALE
Who is that? Speak up God damnit!

The sound of breathing from behind the bar. Dale tenses, 
strains his eyes and ears, the breathing louder.

DALE
Lewis? Is that you, Lewis?

Dale edges closer to the door, becoming ever more fearful.
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DALE
It’s Okay. What you did. Nobody 
wants to hurt you.

Dale stumbles over a small waste-can, falls backwards, lands 
half on the floor and half on a stuffed chair.

From behind the bar, an unrecognizable figure flashes to the 
back of the large sofa, closer to Dale.

Dale scrambles with his feet, pushing himself and the chair 
back toward the wall.

DALE
I’ve got a weapon! I’ll use it! You 
hear me? I’ll fucking use it!

Dale’s eyes grow large and round as he raises his gaze toward 
the approaching figure (unseen). He trembles.

DALE
I’ll use it.

And he does, DRAWING the blade across his own throat and 
making a deep cut. Blood POURS from his neck, PULSING out to 
the beat of his slowing heart. His hand falls to the floor. 

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Tucker and Alice rush toward Dale’s office. As they reach the 
door, it opens, and Karen steps into the hall.

TUCKER
Where’s Dale?

KAREN
He went home.

Tucker looks up and down the hall. 

Policeman_1 approaching.

TUCKER
You two stay together, get to the 
cafeteria.

ALICE
I should stay with-

Tucker takes her by the shoulders.

TUCKER
Please. Just one captain, ok?
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She reluctantly nods.

Karen and Alice walk away. Tucker hollers after them.

TUCKER
Pick up anyone you see on the way!

Passing the women, the policeman slows, is dazed for a moment 
as Karen glances at him.

Karen and Alice disappear around the corner. 

The officer follows them with his eyes.

He turns back to Tucker, a blank stare on his face.

TUCKER
Have you called for help?

POLICEMAN_1
I’m not going to need help.

The Policeman pulls his pistol.

TUCKER

RUSHES through the door into-

DALES OFFICE

He SLIPS on a huge puddle of blood and goes down as- 

TWO GUNSHOTS

Pierce the door and fly over his head, SHATTERING a mirror 
that hangs behind the bar.

Tucker ROLLS across the floor, takes cover behind a chair.

The door is KICKED open by the Officer as he steps in, gun in 
two hands, expertly surveying. He spots the body of Dale.

In the poor light, he steps forward, drops to one knee to 
take a closer look.

TUCKER

LEAPS from behind the chair onto the officers back, driving 
him face first into Dale.

He POUNDS his fist into the officers back, GRABS his head by 
the hair and YANKS it back.
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He THRUSTS the officers head into Dale’s head, once, twice, 
three times. The officer goes limp.

Tucker stands, surveying the carnage.

TUCKER
(sotto)

Jesus Christ.

He RACES from the room.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - CAFETERIA - NIGHT

Packed. Every patient and worker in the hospital is crowded 
in and the cafeteria seems much too small.

There are several emergency lights, but they are fading.

Several candles are lit on each table.

Staffers patrol the perimeter, turning back patients that 
attempt to wander off.

The people are tired and confused. 

They sit at tables, some with heads down sleeping, others 
anxiously staring around.

Ozzy stands next to a table where the young intern sits.

Karen and Alice enter. 

Greta approaches them.

GRETA
Who ordered this?

ALICE
Tucker.

Greta nods toward Ozzy, across the room.

GRETA
Does Dale know we have patients 
running around giving orders?

ALICE
Dale isn’t the boss. Get over it.

GRETA
These people should be in bed.
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KAREN
Perhaps you’re unaware that someone 
is killing your precious patients.

KAREN

Heads across the room, her sights on Ozzy.

Ozzy is making no progress with the intern.

He turns as Karen reaches them.

KAREN
Hey, stud. You still ticked at me?

He is, shows it with a sneer.

Karen puts her arm around him and hugs him.

KAREN
Ahhh, don’t be like that. I’m a 
sure thing.

She smiles at him, walks toward the kitchen seductively.

Ozzy follows her with his eyes, glances at the intern.

He takes the sure thing, follows Karen to the-

KITCHEN

A long and narrow curved room with entrances at both ends. 

Along one wall, ovens, deep fryers, storage shelves, cleaning 
areas, freezers, and a pantry. 

Along the other, prep tables, dishes, and a cut out in the 
center for passing food through to the line.

It is dark, only the light from a single fading emergency 
lamp holding back utter blackness.

Karen leans against a counter, a sultry smile.

She unbuttons her uniform, let’s it fall open.

Reaching behind her, she grabs a long knife from a rack, 
licks the blade slowly.

KAREN
I want to play rough.

Ozzy halts, freaked, but captivated.
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Karen glances at his crotch.

KAREN
You up for it?

OZZY
I think I’ll pass.

Ozzy turns away toward the door.

KAREN
Ozzy!

He freezes, turns around. Karen glares at him. He’s unable to 
turn away. He walks to her.

She smiles.

KAREN
Do you know what evil is?

She slashes the knife across his arm, tearing the sleeve and 
cutting him. 

Blood runs down across his wrists, his hands, to his fingers.

It drips to the floor.

He flinches, but makes no effort to move.

KAREN
It’s freedom.

She slashes his other arm. He stands, seemingly unfazed.

KAREN
No rules, no good and bad. No 
restrictions or judgements.

She takes his hand, puts the knife handle in it, folds his 
fingers around it.

KAREN
I want to give you something very 
special.

In the-

CAFETERIA

Tucker runs in, spies Alice, runs to her.

92.



TUCKER
Thank God you’re alright. It’s 
Karen! Where is she?

Alice gasps! She scans the room.

KAREN
She was with Ozzy. I think they 
went in the kitchen.

TUCKER
I’m beginning to think getting 
everyone in one place wasn’t a 
great idea. Wait here.

Alice starts to protest, but he’s already gone, running for 
the kitchen.

Tucker slides to a stop by Greta, takes her arm.

TUCKER
Get these people back to their 
rooms.

GRETA
Until I hear differently, Dale is 
still in charge and I’m not-

TUCKER
Dale is dead. Get these patients 
out of here before they are too.

Tucker runs for the kitchen door.

As he goes in one door-

OZZY

Comes out of the kitchen from the other end. 

He spies Tucker disappearing through the far kitchen door.

He looks at Gerald, sitting at a nearby table. 

Gerald slowly turns his gaze to Ozzy, gets up, walks zombie 
like into the kitchen.

Ozzy scans the room, finds Alice.

He moves her way. 

As he passes people, fights and arguments break out, creating 
a wave of chaos in his wake. 
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One patient throws candle wax on another and sets him ablaze. 

Another patient flips a table over and jumps on top of an 
elderly woman. 

Reaching Alice, Ozzy takes her by the hand and leads her 
toward the exit.

She follows, docile as a lamb, expressionless.

Policeman_2 bursts through the door, gun in hand. 

He gazes around the room, studies the mayhem.

It’s a riot. People fight, punch, kick, throw things. 

Looks like a school food fight gone horribly wrong.

Fat ass Doris holds another woman down on a table, punching 
her repeatedly in the face.

The Officer has no idea where to even start. He FIRES a shot 
into the ceiling.

Nobody notices.

Ozzy smiles at the officer as he passes him, pulling Alice 
behind him. The-

OFFICER

Stares at Ozzy stupidly for a moment.

Puts the gun in his mouth.

Pulls the trigger.

A fine rain of blood and flesh rain down on Ozzy and Alice as 
they pass through the door. In the-

KITCHEN

TUCKER

Moves silently and carefully through the darkness.

He STOOPS low, makes his way to a counter. 

He SEARCHES a drawer, TAKES a knife. 

He stealthily makes his way along the counter to the middle 
of the room, CROUCHING low. 

Something DRIPS on his face. 
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He WIPES it with his hand, looks up to see dark drops FALLING 
from the edge of the counter. 

He slowly STANDS. 

On the counter, LIT by the shadowed light from the fading 
emergency lamp, a human heart, PINNED to a wooden cutting 
board with a long knife. 

Tucker STAGGERS back into a prep table full of pots and pans. 

They CLATTER to the floor, a THUNDEROUS cacophony in the 
relative silence. 

Ahead of him, Gerald SCREAMS, a black mass CHARGING at Tucker 
from the darkness. 

Gerald SLAMS into him and they both FALL to the floor. Tucker 
DROPS his knife. 

Gerald is FEROCIOUS, ROLLING onto Tucker and SMASHING his 
fists into Tucker’s face. Gerald’s face is wild, intense, his 
eyes crazy self lit orbs of fury.

Tucker ROLLS Gerald from him, PUNCHES him hard in the face.

He SCRAMBLES to his feet. 

Gerald GRABS his leg, TRIPS him, and he FALLS hard, his face 
inches away from Karen’s. 

Karen’s mutilated body is spread out on the floor. Her eyes 
are gone, her mouth cut into a gaping chasm from ear to ear, 
her nose smashed into her skull. 

Tucker suppresses a gag, SCRAMBLES for the knife, but too 
late. Gerald has it and DIVES at Tucker with it. 

Tucker ROLLS to his back, catching Gerald’s wrist and 
stopping the knife inches from his face. 

He STRUGGLES, but Gerald, a mad man, PUSHES the knife closer.

The knife tip CUTS into Tucker’s forehead.

Blood trickles across Tucker’s brow. 

TUCKER
This isn’t funny. It’s not funny, 
Gerald.

Gerald’s eyes wide. For a moment he loses energy, confused.

TUCKER
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Brings his knee up HARD into Gerald’s groin and TWISTS.

He PUSHES Gerald off. 

GRABBING a pan from the floor, he SMASHES it into Gerald’s 
head. Gerald, dazed. 

Tucker smashes the pan to his head again.

Gerald COLLAPSES, out like a light. 

Tucker gets to his feet, GASPING for breath. He RUNS from the 
kitchen back into the- 

CAFETERIA

Where he SCANS the human apocalypse for Alice. 

Half the people are gone. 

The other half lie about the floor in various states of 
injury. Tables overturned, floor streaked with blood. 

People cry and moan. 

Not seeing Alice, Tucker BOLTS from the room.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - NIGHT

Tucker runs into the room, notices immediately that the 
previously hidden door is open. 

He races to a chest, extracts a wooden box, and opens it.

The box contains the knife from the stone room.

Tucker takes the knife, slips it into the back of his 
waistband. 

He hurries through the door, down the short-

HALLWAY

To the bottom of the steps, and along the-

PASSAGE 

To the stone room.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - STONE ROOM - NIGHT

Tucker enters the room slowly. Near the well-
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OZZY

Looks ten years older. 

His shirt is shredded. His arms bleed. 

He is dazed, almost lifeless except for the deep raspy 
breathing that echoes off the stone walls. 

His head hangs, drops of blood fall onto the stone floor.

In the corner to his far left, standing next to a wooden 
shelf, Alice. Afraid, she stares at Tucker.

Tucker steps from the door into the room. 

Ozzy lifts his head slowly, his eyes track to Tucker.

For a moment, they are Ozzy’s eyes, crying out to him in fear 
and despair. The eyes of a repentant, caught by karma. 

But the eyes change, engorge, become hard, evil, laughing. 
This is no longer Ozzy, but--

GOAD.

His split and disfigured lips stretch into a mocking smile.

When he speaks, it is with an ageless, low rumbling voice, 
almost painful to hear. 

GOAD
This ones body wears quickly, but I 
knew you would come.

Tucker glances over his left shoulder at Alice.

TUCKER
Let her leave. Take me.

Goad laughs. His skin begins to ripple and crawl.

GOAD
Choose another forty or fifty years 
of captivity? I hoped the cop or 
funny boy would stop you, but your 
love will have to.

Goad’s eyes flicker toward Alice.

GOAD
She’ll make a fun host, for an hour 
or so at least.
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TUCKER
I won’t let you take her.

A rumbling laugh comes from Goad, shakes the very stone.

GOAD

Shudders. The room grows cold, their breath a frost.

The body begins a strange transformation.

It BECOMES the beast!

Tucker stands mesmerized by the sight.

Goad turns his menacing eyes upon Alice and gazes at her 
hypnotically. She takes the sickle from the shelf.

Putrid sores and lesions appear on the skin of-

GOAD

Riddling it with fleshy cesspools of black, exuding filth. 
The body engorges at terrible speed, becoming a grotesquely 
swollen horror of bone and skin, the clothes tearing away.

Alice slowly turns, eyes blank, sickle in hand.

The air fills with the horrible sound of ripping flesh, 
snapping sinew, and crunching bone. 

Goad’s arms and legs thicken and swell, the feet and hands 
become deadly claw like appendages with long black razor 
sharp nails.

Tucker, frozen in disbelief. 

The head of Goad swells and bloats, the skull splitting apart 
with a sickening crack, the old pieces falling to the floor 
with a nauseating thud.

Alice calmly, silently, zombie like, moves along the wall 
toward Tucker, as-

GOAD

Continues to change. Razor sharp bones pierce through his 
skin along the spine, back, arms, and legs, becoming an armor 
of spears. Blood weeps from every newly ripped opening. 

The ribs expand in a cavernous chest of heavy red leather.

Huge horns emerge from the massive bony structure of the new 
head with the nauseating crumpling sound of fracturing bone.
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Alice draws closer to Tucker, moving from his left and 
behind. He is transfixed on the terrible sight, oblivious to 
her approach.

Saliva and bile drip from Goad’s immense sharpened teeth, 
multiplying in the yawning cavern that was a mouth.

The broken and pitted skin becomes a coarse and hairy hide of 
oozing puss and blood. A foul stench exudes from the beast 
like a black cloud of gas.

Bits and pieces of busted bone and flesh, the last remnants 
of Ozzy, fall away to the floor.

The deep hollow eye sockets fill with the dreadful red glow 
of enormous hateful orbs.

Alice stops behind Tucker, slowly raises the sickle.

The terrible mutation solidifies, stands and stretches in all 
it’s hideous glory, and screams in hate and fury, a thick 
cold black fog on it’s voice. The room trembles.

It turns his menacing eyes upon Alice.

Alice drives the sickle into Tucker’s back with all her 
strength. The tip lodges into the wooden handle of the knife 
in his waistband.

TUCKER

His paralysis broken, howls in pain and surprise, turns to 
Alice. She pulls the sickle back, the knife stuck to the end 
of it. She strikes at him again, but he grabs her wrist.

Goad glares at Alice. She is like an animal, pushing Tucker 
back against the wall, his head cracking into the hard stone.

Dazed, he barely manages to escape a blow, the sickle 
smashing into the stone beside his face, the knife coming 
loose and falling to the floor.

Goad’s eyes fixed on Alice, pushing her mind to the limits.

Another blow from Alice, this time the sickle burying itself 
into Tuckers left shoulder. He grimaces in pain, trying to 
hold her off as he slides down the wall.

Alice is relentless, twisting and pulling at the sickle. 
Blood pours from Tuckers shoulder. 

She pulls the blade free, raises it high, crashes it down 
toward his face. Tucker spins away, gets to his feet as the 
blade sparks against the hard stone.
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She turns to Tucker, already raising the blade for another 
strike. He delivers a right cross to her face that staggers 
her back.

Goad rages behind him.

Tucker grabs the knife from the floor.

Alice freezes, her eyes wide with fear, turns the blade 
toward herself.

TUCKER
NO!

Tucker LEAPS at her.

AT THE SAME TIME

Alice SCREAMS and PLUNGES the blade at her neck.

Tucker CRASHES into her, CATCHES her wrist.

His force DRIVES them into the wall.

The sickle CLATTERS to the floor. 

ALICE

BLEEDING from the neck.

FALLS to the floor in a heap.

She lies motionless and still, blood LEAKING onto her chest 
and staining her blouse a crimson red.

TUCKER

SPINS to Goad, HURLS the knife! It sails across the room, 
BURIES itself in Goads forehead.

GOAD

Lets out a ROAR of pain and surprise.

TUCKER

SCREAMS in primal rage and CHARGES!

He TACKLES the oozing beast, driving his shoulder into the 
massive bone and hide like chest, oblivious to the danger of 
the spiked armor on the beast’s arms and legs, that threaten 
to shred and impale him. 
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They crash back into the edge of the well, tumble over, and 
wedge into the gaping hole.

Goad holds the edge with his claw like hands and feet, spread 
out across the opening on his back, clinging like a spider. 

Tucker on top, as if riding a bucking and thrashing bull, 
POUNDING his fist into Goad’s face again and again. His hand 
shredded by the knife sharp teeth, impervious to the pain.

A mist APPEARS from Goad’s gaping mouth. 

TUCKER

GRABS the knife in Goad’s head, YANKS it free. 

He savagely HACKS at Goad’s wrist. Thick black red blood 
gushes onto the stone, sizzling and smoking like fiery acid. 
With a final desperate hacking blow, the hand separates. 

Goad shrieks in an outrage of pain and anger. The struggling 
bodies shift deeper into the yawning cavern of the well, 
Goads remaining hand all that keeps them from falling. 

Tucker plunges the knife into Goad’s head, pushing and 
twisting it deep into the brain of the beast.

GOAD

Screams in agony, the cold vapor of his stench covering them 
both like a shroud.

His grip FAILS!

They PLUNGE.

TUCKER

GRABS the edge of the well with one hand. A moment later, his 
other hand reaches for the edge, drops the knife on it, and 
grabs hold, as the beast slips farther down the well.

Tucker HANGS, every ounce of his strength focused on his 
failing bloodied fingers as Goad CLINGS to his leg with a 
clawed hand. 

Fingers SLIPPING, Tucker KICKS desperately at Goad, SMASHING 
down with his free foot on the wretched claw, over and over.

The claw SLIPS FREE. Goad FALLS with a horrible wail of 
desperation and defeat.

The sound FADES as Goad PLUMMETS into unfathomable depths.
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Tucker STRUGGLES from the well, weak and bloody. 

He RUNS to Alice, tears a remnant from his shirt, holds it to 
her neck. He gently holds her head in his hands, kisses her 
on the forehead repeatedly.

TUCKER
Alice... Alice.

Tucker picks her up, with all the strength he can draw from 
his bloody injured body, he carries her carefully away.

The sound of his footsteps and labored breathing fade away up 
the ascending passage. 

The room deathly quiet now, as if every living thing in the 
world had paused in stunned silence.

Slowly, the sounds of life return.

The dripping of water in the distance.

The faintest sound of wind, from deep in the well.

The scratching of a rat scampering from the corner. It 
scurries to the edge of the well, stands.

It’s nose and whiskers twitch in rapid curiosity.

A fog like smoke ascends slowly from the well, gathers, pours 
over the edge in a stream toward the mesmerized rodent.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - RUSSELL’S ROOM - DAY

The room has been re-decorated and shows a woman’s touch.

Tucker sits at a desk with the historical leather book open 
to a blank page, and writes.

TUCKER (V.O.)
It’s been two years, and I could 
never have imagined a happier 
ending.

Alice, as beautiful as ever, carries laundry from the 
bathroom, stops by Tucker and gives him a kiss on the 
forehead before moving on.

A faint scar on her neck does not distract from her beauty.
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TUCKER (V.O.)
Alice and I are doing the work we 
love. Greta, as mean but efficient 
as ever, is our administrator.

A young TODDLER walks haltingly to Tucker, grabs his leg. 
Tucker ruffles the young boys hair.

TUCKER (V.O.)
Our son is a joy.

Tucker watches as the young boy walks away to a new 
adventure.

He turns back to his writing.

TUCKER (V.O.)
Most importantly, he will never be 
burdened with the curse. The chain 
is broken.

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL - STONE ROOM - DAY

Just the way we left it. 

Near the door, a huge rat sits on it’s haunches, staring 
silently at the door and rubbing it’s front feet together.

TUCKER (V.O.)
The killing is over, except for the 
rats in the basement. I’ll take 
care of those today.

FADE OUT.

NOTES

* Show them playing bingo and use the ball for explanation

* Dale covers the camera during the halloween party and 
nobody uncovers it. Thats why the dance and murder isn’t 
seen.

* Francine dances. Part of her madness. Mike is a control 
freak rapist. Part of his problem. Make them both stronger.

* Tucker must be confronted early on and make a decision, to 
investigate Russell or something. He must be more pro-active.

* Better scene transitions, especially night to day
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* Make it clear from the start that Tucker was hired 
specifically for Russel, as his primary patient.

* Flip opening, having Russell pretending to be Dale and 
leading him to the office, with Alice chasing in after him.

* INTRO FRANCINE DURING ALICE TOUR AND USE OPPORTUNITY TO 
SHOW FRANCINE DANCING AND EXPLAIN SECURITY.. LOCATION 
BRACELETS FOR SOME, LOCK DOWN FOR THE FEW VIOLENT.
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