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FADE IN:

EXT. DEEP WOODS - NIGHT

Moonlight sneaks into a tiny clearing. 

SUPERIMPOSE: “27 MONTHS AGO”

SHUNK. A shovel strikes in a rough earthen hole.

The dark silhouette of a MAN. He digs. 

Pile of dirt to one side, something covered on the other.

The Man adds several shovels of dirt to the pile, spears the 
shovel into the soft mound, wipes his hands on dirty pants.

He takes a large piece of black plastic from the other side, 
reveals a body.

He carefully lines the hole with the plastic sheet, rolls the 
body into the shallow grave, reverently.

The body lands on it’s back. A teenage girl, her jet black 
hair streaked across her silky white face.

A deep gash from one side of her neck to the other.

The Man’s rough fingers gently comb the hair from her face.

He sits back on his haunches, racks with low choking sobs.

EXT. CITY PARK - NIGHT

A single light casts its yellow glow beside a wooden bench.

SUPERIMPOSE: “PRESENT DAY”

A gravel path meanders through the trees and carefully 
manicured foliage.

Gravel CRUNCHES irregularly as a BUM sets the bench in his 
sights, WEAVES toward it in a comically serpentine fashion.

He carries a bottle. The neck protrudes from the wrinkled 
brown bag.

He stops at the bench, stares into the bushes behind it, 
unsure if the movement there is real or imagined.

He sits, looks along the quiet empty path both ways.



He LIFTS the bottle to his mouth, THROWS his head back.

A BLADE cuts even and deep across his throat.

The liquor, mixed with his POUNDING blood, SURGES from the 
gaping cavern in his throat.

I/E. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Small town general store with 2 gas pumps, short aisles, 
almost too packed with products to navigate. No customers.

MIKE COBB, a solid six footer with close cut light hair, mid 
20s, in simple work clothes, enters from the back, two bags 
of dog food over his shoulder.

He carries them to a shelf, drops them with others. 

Mike takes a look around the store, walks to the front door.

MIKE
Opening, Deb.

DEB (O.S.)
Okay!

Mike unlocks the door, steps outside, walks to the pumps.

DEBRA SLATER (DEB), 19, bubbly blonde, jeans and a red button 
down shirt with “COBB’S” patched over the pocket, pops from 
the back room, carries fresh sausage biscuits to the counter.

OUTSIDE

Mike stands at the pumps, records numbers on a notepad.

A Sheriff’s car pulls up, almost taps Mike. Mike steps closer 
to the pump, frowns at the driver.

SHERIFF JASPER KIDMAN, late 50s, going bald in a hurry, gets 
out of the car, looks at Mike with mock seriousness.

JASPER
Who made the coffee?

MIKE
Deb.

Jasper heads for the store.

JASPER
Thank God.
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INSIDE

Deb arranges biscuits in the warmer, turns it on.

Jasper enters.

JASPER
Mornin, beautiful.

Deb smiles, answers with an exaggerated southern drawl.

DEB
Why, Sheriff, you’re a married man.

Jasper takes a biscuit, heads for the coffee pot.

JASPER
Don’t make me blind.

Mike follows a customer in. Mike stops at the first aisle, 
straightens products.

Jasper checks out the customer, DAVID MEEKIN, a young man of 
about 19, dressed in a filthy shirt and torn jeans. His hands 
are covered in grease and oil.

Jasper catches Mike’s eye, nods at David. Mike shrugs.

JASPER
(to Mike)

When you gonna stop raping me on 
gas prices?

MIKE
I get two cents a gallon. Same as 
always. Take it up with the 
suppliers.

JASPER
Ought to arrest the lot of em.

David passes Jasper on the way to the counter. Jasper looks 
him over critically.

David puts a quart of oil on the counter, digs in his pocket. 
Deb smiles at him, rings it up.

DEB
Can I get you anything else? 
Biscuits are fresh.

David looks at the register, throws a five dollar bill on the 
counter, waits for his change.
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Jasper exchanges glances with Deb.

JASPER
Folks around here are generally 
friendly.

David looks at Jasper, pays particular attention to his beer 
belly. Jasper instinctively sucks it in a bit.

DAVID
That a local ordinance?

JASPER
Just advice. You passing through?

Deb hands David his change. He pockets it, grabs the oil 
before Deb can bag it. He holds it up.

DAVID
I’m buying oil.

David turns and walks out the door.

Mike, Deb, and Jasper exchange looks.

JASPER
You ever just not like somebody, 
right from the get go?

Jasper heads for the door.

JASPER
Tab me, please.

OUTSIDE

Jasper gets in his car, fires it up.

INT. JASPER’S CAR - DAY

Jasper pulls to the exit, looks at a ratty old car in the 
corner of the lot, near the street.

David leans under the hood.

Jasper stares at David as he slowly turns into the street. As 
he passes David’s car, he silently mouths the number of the 
out of state plates.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Behind the--
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COOLERS

Mike loads cases of beer and soda into the display.

He stands, stretches. At the--

COUNTER

Deb quickly serves a line of CUSTOMERS, mostly college age 
kids with beer and snacks.

Mike approaches as she rings the last customer.

MIKE
Busy day.

DEB
Be twice as busy if you opened the 
lake officially.

MIKE
I can’t afford the liability.

DEB
Shame. It’s twice as nice as 
Green’s lake. It would be a gold 
mine in the summer.

Mike smiles at her.

MIKE
Story of my life. Land rich and 
cash poor.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - NIGHT

Mike hands a bag to a CUSTOMER, and smiles. The Customer 
leaves. Mike checks the clock.

He walks to the front door, locks it.

He shuts off the outside lights, flips the sign in the window 
to CLOSED.

Mike walks to the--

OFFICE

Deb pulls off her COBB’s shirt, drops it on a file cabinet, 
grabs her blouse from a hangar on the door.

Mike walks in, spots her, turns around.

5.



MIKE
Lock the door when you’re changing.

Deb laughs.

DEB
My bra covers more than a bathing 
suit.

MIKE
That’s not the same... It’s 
underwear.

Deb buttons up her blouse, grabs her handbag. 

She looks at the schedule taped on the door.

DEB
I’m off tommorrow. You going to be 
okay?

MIKE
All stocked. I’ll be alright.

She gives him a quick hug, and heads out.

DEB
You’re too sweet, Mike. Good night.

Mike sits at a small cluttered desk with a dirty computer, 
does nightly closing chores.

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - NIGHT

Mike locks the door, gets in his car. He straps on his seat-
belt, starts the engine, and backs up.

In the corner of the lot, David’s car. 

David sits on the hood, his head resting on his drawn up 
knees, a vertical fetal position.

Mike pulls up by David’s car.

MIKE
You OK?

David slowly raises his head, looks at Mike.

DAVID
Can I leave my car for the night?

6.



MIKE
Sure. Something wrong with it?

David doesn’t reply. Mike feels a little stupid.

MIKE
You plan to sit on it all night?

DAVID
I plan to sit in it, if that’s not 
a problem.

MIKE
It might be.

David stares a moment, slides off the car.

He walks down the street. Mike looks after him, turns out of 
the lot and pulls up beside David.

MIKE
I’ve got a spare room, if you need 
a place to stay.

David keeps walking, Mike inches along beside him.

DAVID
I’m tapped out.

MIKE
I ask for money?

David stares at Mike a moment, opens the door and gets in.

EXT COBB’S HOUSE - DAY

Morning. The house sits alone at the edge of the woods, 
isolated. Not fancy, but neat. Mike’s car in the drive.

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - DAY

Small but cozy living room, stairs leading up along one wall.

The sound of footsteps upstairs, doors opening and closing.

Mike comes down the stairs, looks around, heads for the--

KITCHEN

Small square table. Simple wood chairs. Lots of counter 
space. Dated but serviceable appliances. A back door at one 
corner, a cellar door near the other end.

7.



A couple dollar bills and some change lie on top of a 
handwritten note on the table.

Mike picks it up and reads: 

“All I have. Will pick up car when I can.”

He sets the note back on the table.

MIKE
You’re welcome.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

STEVEN COBB, early 20s, dark haired hunk with laughing eyes, 
sits with his gleaming white sneakers on the counter, cleans 
his fingernails with a wooden toothpick.

Mike enters from the back, carries supplies.

He spots Steven, stops short. 

Steven smiles at him.

STEVEN
You look thrilled to see me.

MIKE
You shouldn’t be here.

STEVEN
And yet, here I am.

Mike, obviously shaken, walks to an aisle, places product.

MIKE
You could have told me you were 
coming.

STEVEN
Given you a chance to board the 
doors? School’s out. Where else 
would I go, but home?

MIKE
This isn’t your home anymore.

Steven gets to his feet, walks to his brother, claps a hand 
to his back.

STEVEN
Pop would spin in his grave if he 
heard you say that.
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Mike shakes loose, faces Steven.

MIKE
Ashes don’t hear. What do you want? 

Steven looks amusingly insulted.

STEVEN
I’m homesick. Have a little 
compassion.

Mike moves to the register as he speaks.

MIKE
Do you know the meaning of that?

Mike opens the register, extracts all the bills. He holds 
them out toward Steven.

MIKE
It’s all there is. Take it and go.

Steven takes the money. A devilish smile.

STEVEN
If you’d sell, you’d never have to 
see me again.

MIKE
We’ve been over that. It’s not 
going to happen.

Steven counts the bills.

STEVEN
I have company with me. This isn’t 
enough to show her a good time... 
Unless, of course, we stay at the 
house.

Mike looks out at a Camaro in front of the store. BRIT 
HUGHES, 19, long dark hair, sits in the passenger seat. In 
the back seat, someone else, unseen.

He glares at Steven.

MIKE
God damn it. That’s all I have.

Steven grins at him, walks to the door.

STEVEN
See you at home then.
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Mike watches Steven get in the car, race off. He trembles.

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - DAY

Mike steps through the front door, gazes at several bags and 
a suitcase on the floor, frowns.

Muted laughter and conversation from the--

KITCHEN

Brit washes vegetables at the sink. Steven and COURTNEY, mid 
20s, long red golden hair, sit at the small table.

COURTNEY
Sure you don’t want some help?

BRIT
I’ve tasted your cooking.

COURTNEY
I think I can wash a vegetable.

Mike enters, stops inside the door.

STEVEN
Ahh, my big brother, Mike.

Steven looks at Brit, back to Mike.

STEVEN
Does this bring back memories, or 
what?

A raw nerve. Mike glares at Steven.

Nodding at the girls, Steven makes introductions.

STEVEN
This is Brit, love of my life, and 
this is her chaperone, Courtney.

Brit smiles. Courtney stands, extends her hand.

COURTNEY
Hi, Mike. I hope you don’t mind my 
coming. Steven insisted.

Steven smiles at Mike, conspiratorially, nods at Courtney’s 
extended hand. 

Mike breaks from his trance, gives her hand a polite shake. A 
spark there, surprises him. He surrenders a grudging smile.
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MIKE
No, it’s fine... Glad to meet you.

Mike nods at Brit, sharing the welcome with them both.

MIKE
(to Steven)

I need to talk to you.

Mike turns and leaves. 

The girls look at Steven questioningly. He grins as he gets 
up, winks at Courtney.

STEVEN
Probably wants to know what he 
should wear.

LIVING ROOM

Mike paces near the luggage. Steven enters.

MIKE
We had an agreement.

STEVEN
Made under duress.

MIKE
You’re going to lecture me about 
making deals under duress?

STEVEN
My deal was to protect you. Your 
deal was to fuck me out of my fair 
share.

MIKE
Is that why you’re here? To beat a 
dead fucking horse?

STEVEN
Maybe he’s just sleeping.

Mike’s look says the horse is definitely dead.

MIKE
Why did you bring that girl?

STEVEN
Courtney? She’s a friend. I thought 
you might hit it off.
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Steven heads back to the kitchen, stops short, turns back to 
a stunned and confused Mike.

MIKE
It’s only a week. Put on a clean 
shirt and come have some dinner. 
Brit’s a great cook.

Steven leaves.

KITCHEN - LATER

They sit at the small table. Steak, mashed potatoes, green 
beans. Mike’s plate is picked over. He dabbles with a salad.

BRIT
Was your steak alright? I can throw 
it back in the broiler.

Mike comes out of his fog.

MIKE
No... It’s fine. 

STEVEN
Mike likes it bloody, don’t you?

Mike glances at Steven with a cutting glare before half 
smiling at Brit.

MIKE
I had a late lunch. It’s very good. 
Thank you.

Steven pushes away from the table, smiles.

STEVEN
We’re going to raise some hell at 
the tavern. You’re welcome to come.

MIKE
I don’t think so.

STEVEN
Your loss.

COURTNEY
I’m going to pass too. I’m a little 
tired... 

Brit glances at Steven. He seems momentarily surprised, then 
winks at her.
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COURTNEY
If someone could point me to where 
I’ll be sleeping...

STEVEN
Ahh, yes. I see Jenny’s room has 
been turned into a shrine. Maybe 
she could share your room?

Courtney is embarrassed. Mike is angry.

MIKE
Steven can share with me. You girls 
can stay in the guest room.

STEVEN
My bedroom is now the guest room? I 
know you’re old fashioned, but why 
don’t you take the couch if you’re 
that hung up.

Mike launches to his feet.

MIKE
You’re not sleeping together here.

He storms out of the room.

Steven is amused. 

STEVEN
(haughtily, in jest)

I’d quite forgotten what an ass he 
can be.

Brit laughs. 

COURTNEY
You’re so bad. I think it’s nice.

BRIT
You would.

Courtney shakes her head as she takes dishes to the sink.

BRIT
Giving up a bit of fruit doesn’t 
ruin the tree you know.

COURTNEY
No, but dropping it every time a 
breeze blows doesn’t make it sweet.

Steven is mockingly offended.
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STEVEN
I’m more like a strong wind, thank 
you very much.

BRIT
(to Courtney)

God, you’re so archaic.

Steven gets up, exchanges a secretive smile with Brit.

STEVEN
Let’s party!

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - NIGHT

It’s dark, except for two dull lights around the gas pumps. 

David’s car the only thing in the lot.

Jasper’s car pulls in, rolls to a stop close to it.

Jasper exits the vehicle, walks slowly around David’s car. 

He looks inside. It’s trashy. Empty fast food containers and 
bags, maps, dirty clothes.

A hunting knife in a leather sheath lies on the back floor.

Jasper looks around the area. Quiet. Empty.

He returns to his car.

INT. COBB HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mike sits in a Laz-Z-Boy, stares blankly at the TV, off, lost 
in thought.

Courtney comes down the stairs, robe over her nightgown. She 
walks to a suitcase, bends to retrieve it.

Mike looks at her. Her breast half exposed as she bends. He 
looks away guiltily.

She picks the bag up, turns to the stairs, stops.

COURTNEY
I’m really sorry. I had no idea you 
didn’t know we were coming.

MIKE
It’s alright. Just caught me by 
surprise.
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COURTNEY
I’ll see about catching a bus 
tomorrow. 

Mike is shocked out of his memories.

MIKE
What? No! That’s not necessary. 

They share eye contact a moment. Mike manages a nervous 
smile, looks away.

Courtney sets the bag down, sits on it.

COURTNEY
You and your brother seem a 
little... 

Mike looks back to her.

MIKE
Rancorous?

Courtney laughs and Mike’s seriousness melts away.

COURTNEY
I was searching for something a bit 
softer.

Mike looks at her, can’t help but smile.

MIKE
It fits, I’m afraid.

COURTNEY
Because of what happened with your 
father?

The smile vanishes. The tenseness returns in an instant.

MIKE
What about him?

COURTNEY
Steven told us about the plane 
crash. How you were supposed to be 
on it. 

Mike stares at the TV, back in a trance.

COURTNEY
I’m sorry. None of my business. I’m 
a psychology major. Butting in is 
an occupational hazard, I guess.
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She looks at Mike. No sign he is listening. She coughs 
lightly, stands up. Mike finally looks her way.

MIKE
I don’t like to talk about it.

COURTNEY
It really wasn’t your fault.

Mike’s look punctuates his refusal to discuss it further.

Courtney grabs her bag, starts up the stairs.

COURTNEY
Good night.

Mike’s eyes follow her up the stairs until she disappears.

He gets up, grabs a light windbreaker from a chair, heads out 
the door, being careful to close it softly behind him.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

The sounds of a country band and general revelry are muted in 
this dark, trash littered delivery lane beside a tavern. 

GRUNTS and MOANS from an unrecognizable couple in the 
darkness are more pronounced.

The YOUNG WOMAN’s face, close to the wall. 

Dark hair sticks to her sweat. Hands against the wall. 

Rhythmic MOANS become sharp GASPS as the MAN THRUSTS more 
violently.

A flash of silver. A knife, DRAWN ACROSS HER THROAT. 

Her scream undone. Her pupils, circles of pain and shock. 

She SLUMPS against the wall, gurgling blood LUBRICATES the 
brick as she SLIDES to her knees.

With a final surprised look back at her attacker, she FALLS 
to the filthy cracked pavement, TWITCHES in the pool of 
blood, and is still.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Mike drops a pre-measured coffee packet into the machine, 
slips the filter in place, and pushes the brew button.
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MOLLY BRENNAN, 60s, greying hair in a tight bun, moves to the 
check out counter, puts down orange juice and a health bar.

Mike moves behind the counter to serve her.

MIKE
Good morning, Molly.

Molly glances at Mike sharply.

MOLLY
Hardly.

Mike takes her attitude in stride, not surprised. He rings up 
her sale.

MIKE
Three ninety four.

Molly hands him a bill.

MOLLY
I suppose you won’t do much 
business today, with half the town 
hanging around the tavern.

Mike chuckles.

MIKE
Bit early for the tavern, isn’t it?

Molly gives him a look of total repulsion.

MOLLY
Good Lord, boy. It’s hardly a 
laughing matter.

Mike turns serious.

MIKE
What happened?

MOLLY
Lizzie Pearson had her throat 
sliced wide open last night outside 
the tavern. It’s all anyone is 
talking about. There hasn’t been 
anything like this in my lifetime.

Mike STAGGERS, sits on the small stool behind the counter, 
Molly’s change in hand.

Molly bags her own goods, stares at Mike.
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MOLLY
That was a ten I gave you.

Mike stares stupidly at the money, hands it to Molly. She 
leaves in a huff, without another word.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

The front of the alley is barricaded loosely with police 
tape, tied in knots in a few places.

Jasper stands near the fading blood stain by the wall, takes 
pictures from various angles.

Deputy KEVIN, late 20s, slim and dark haired, wearing gloves, 
kneels beside the blood and scoops some into a small vial.

He puts the vial in a bag.

He takes tweezers from a pocket, picks up a strand of hair, 
places it in another bag.

At the end of the alley, a large dumpster.

A BEEP BEEP from a trash truck as it backs to the alley, 
stops at the tape. Jasper walks to the driver side.

The DRIVER, a mountain in dirty coveralls, shaggy beard, and 
heavy gloves, stares out at Jasper.

JASPER
Got to empty this one by hand.

DRIVER
Not part of my job.

JASPER
This is a crime scene.

DRIVER
It’s also a trash pickup.

JASPER
Your choice. You can do it my way, 
or not at all.

The Driver climbs out, aggravated. He grabs a plastic trash 
can from the side of the truck, walks toward the dumpster.

JASPER
And don’t walk in the blood.
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The Driver throws open the lid, climbs into the dumpster, 
starts throwing trash into the plastic can.

Jasper shakes his head, walks back to Kevin.

JASPER
We got everything?

KEVIN
Think so. Blood samples, a few 
hairs.

The Driver walks past with a full can, dumps it in the back 
of the truck.

Jasper follows him, pulls on a pair of plastic gloves, 
gingerly pokes around through the debris of bottles and 
garbage.

DRIVER
Treasure hunting, huh?

Jasper ignores the question, quickly finds what he’s after.

Jasper pulls a cheap designer knockoff purse from the pile.

He opens it, pulls out a wallet. Lizzie’s drivers license, a 
couple credit cards. No cash.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Mike, in a daze, sweeps the uneven wooden floor.

Jenny, Courtney, and Steven enter. 

Steven points out the restroom and Brit heads for it.

Courtney smiles at Mike, but he seems not to notice. She 
walks along the aisles, pretends to shop.

Steven walks to Mike, takes him by the elbow.

Mike, annoyed, shakes loose, follows Steven to the--

COOLER ROOM

A small space behind the freezers and coolers, stuffed with 
supplies and products.

Steven spins to Mike.

STEVEN
Did you hear what happened?
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Mike nods, glances through the doorway at Courtney.

STEVEN
Where were you? 

Mike looks at him, angry.

MIKE
Where was I? What the fuck?

STEVEN
You were pretty pissed about me 
showing up.

MIKE
So you think every time I get 
pissed I go kill someone?

STEVEN
I think it’s a hell of a 
coincidence.

Mike struggles to regain his composure.

MIKE
I... went to visit Jenny.

STEVEN
Is that all?

MIKE
That’s all... Then I went home.

STEVEN
Jesus Christ. You need to stop 
going there. You need to forget and 
move on.

Mike is angry.

MIKE
How do I forget what I can’t 
remember?

Steven glances out the doorway, takes Mike’s arm, moves 
deeper into the crowded space.

STEVEN
You need to get the hell out of 
this town. It’s no good for you.

Mike shakes his arm loose.
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MIKE
Again with that shit? Why did you 
tell those girls some bullshit 
about a plane crash?

STEVEN
What should I have told them?

MIKE
If you had to tell them anything, 
how about the same story we told 
the sheriff?

STEVEN
What difference does it make? Why 
tell them our father was a drunk?

MIKE
Because I can’t keep up with all 
these lies.

Steven is concerned. Looks at Mike questioningly.

STEVEN
What the hell are you thinking?

MIKE
Maybe it’s time to tell the truth.

Steven grabs his brother by both arms.

STEVEN
I know you hate me for making you 
lie. I only-- 

Mike knocks Steven’s hands away.

MIKE
How about taking everything, poking 
at memories with your snide fucking 
remarks. Coming back here.

STEVEN
I risked everything to protect you. 
If I remind you, it’s only to 
prevent it from happening again.

MIKE
Well, which is it? Do you want me 
to move on with my life, or always 
remember?

Steven stares at Mike.
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STEVEN
Both.

BRIT (O.S.)
We’re stealing things out here.

Steven walks to the door, looks back.

STEVEN
Courtney is a psychologist. Talk to 
her. Maybe she can help. Just don’t 
tell her the truth.

Steven leaves a distraught Mike alone.

MIKE
(sotto)

That sounds real helpful.

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Courtney, Steven, and Brit leave the store, get in the car.

MIKE

Appears at the door, watches them leave.

He stares at a tow truck next to David’s car.

Big JOHN, 30s, works under David’s hood. 

David stands beside John, looks at Mike for a moment, no 
acknowledgement. He looks back to the car.

Mike sees a red stained cloth wrapped around David’s hand.

He stares at it, a sudden RINGING as his vision fades.

FLASHBACK:

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - NIGHT

MIKE POV:

Steven stands beside the sink, an empty bucket on the floor 
beside him. A BLOODIED WHITE BANDAGE on his right wrist.

Steven’s lips are moving, but Mike doesn’t hear him. 

Steven walks to him, takes him by the shoulders. 

Finally the sound comes through the fog of ringing.
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STEVEN
Mike, is it fucking done?

DEB (O.S.)
Mike? Mike!

BACK TO SCENE

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - CONTINUOUS

Mike blinks his eyes, gets his bearings. Deb stands in front 
of him, concerned.

DEB
Are you OK?

Mike looks across the lot. David’s car, and the tow truck, 
are gone. He looks at Deb, manages a weak smile.

MIKE
Yeah, fine. Daydreaming I guess.

Deb smiles, relieved.

DEB
Sorry I’m late.

INT. TAVERN - DAY

Jasper stands at the bar across from an annoyed BARTENDER.

A small pad and pen lie on the bar in front of Jasper.

BARTENDER
How long you gonna keep me shut 
down? I have a business to run.

JASPER
And I got a murder to solve.

BARTENDER
Well it didn’t happen in here! 
Close the alley and let me make a 
living.

Jasper looks around the bar, frustrated. He picks up the pad 
and pen, looks over it.

JASPER
This is everybody? You’re sure?
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BARTENDER
Everybody I can remember.

JASPER
And this kid, the stranger. He left 
before Lizzy?

BARTENDER
Like I said.

JASPER
And you remember that how?

The Bartender, exasperated.

BARTENDER
Number one, he was a stranger. 
Number two, he didn’t buy a damn 
thing. Drank a glass of water, ate 
the free pretzels, and left.

Jasper puts the pad in his pocket, sighs.

BARTENDER
You know, those pretzels aren’t 
really free. I gotta pay for em.

Jasper starts for the door.

JASPER
Go ahead and open.

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - NIGHT

In the kitchen, Steven, Mike, Courtney, and Brit sit and eat, 
quiet, except for the sound of knives and forks on plates.

The doorbell RINGS. Mike gets up quickly, exits the room.

LIVING ROOM

Mike crosses to the door, opens it.

Jasper stands at the door, grim.

MIKE
Jasper. What is it?

Jasper takes his hat off, motions it toward the door with an 
unspoken question.

Mike steps back from the door.
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MIKE
Of course, come in. What’s wrong?

JASPER
Was wondering if I might speak with 
Steven.

MIKE
Steven? What’s this about?

JASPER
It’s nothing, really. I heard he 
was in town. People say he was at 
the tavern.

MIKE
You don’t think--

Steven steps from the kitchen, interrupting.

STEVEN
Terrible thing that happened there.

Jasper looks toward Steven, doesn’t notice Mike’s unease.

Steven strides across the room, hand extended. Jasper takes 
it, shakes.

JASPER
Haven’t seen you since... 

Steven and Jasper share a knowing look as he trails off.

STEVEN
Always bad times. How can I help?

JASPER
Well, I’ve been trying to talk to 
everyone at the tavern. Frankly, 
I’ve never had to deal with a 
murder. I’m casting lines is all.

STEVEN
Not sure I can be of use. I saw 
Lizzy, and we talked a bit. That 
was pretty early. I didn’t see her 
leave, or who she was with.

JASPER
(grim smile)

Must be tough for you. You used to 
be sweet on her, as I remember.
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STEVEN
I guess you could say that. We hung 
together for a while.

JASPER
You didn’t dance with her? Last 
night?

STEVEN
Dance?

JASPER
A few folks seemed to remember you 
dancing.

Steven thinks a moment.

STEVEN
You know, we may have. My date had 
a little too much to drink and 
wasn’t in the mood.

JASPER
You said it was early, right?

Steven’s eyes narrow a bit.

STEVEN
We’d been driving most of the day, 
and she hadn’t eaten, so it didn’t 
take much.

JASPER
She still in town? Your date?

STEVEN
Yeah, she turned in early.

Mike becomes increasingly nervous. Jasper glances at the 
stairs, looks back to Steven.

JASPER
Maybe you could bring her by? Just 
want to cross my tees and such.

STEVEN
Not a problem. Anything else?

JASPER
Couple folks mentioned a quiet out 
of towner. You see anyone you 
didn’t know?
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STEVEN
It’s been two years. A few people I 
didn’t recognize.

JASPER
I guess that does it. I’ll let you 
get back. Good to see you.

Steven smiles, heads back toward the kitchen. Jasper turns to 
Mike, notices him wipe his hands on his pants.

JASPER
How’s Jenny?

Mike can’t stop his eyes from widening. Steven stops at the 
door, looks back at Mike, stern eyes like a laser.

MIKE
She’s... fine.

JASPER
I never see her. I guess it’s too 
far to come home on break? Where’s 
she going to school again?

Steven responds before Mike gets his mouth open.

STEVEN
She’s not in school. She never went 
to college.

Jasper turns to Steven, surprised.

STEVEN
We told people that because we 
didn’t want them to know she had 
run off.

Jasper looks from Steven to Mike.

JASPER
That so? That might have been 
important to know when your dad 
fell down the stairs. Have anything 
to do with her leaving?

Steven answers instead, gains Jasper’s attention.

STEVEN
She had been gone for a week or 
more by then. You knew our dad. He 
didn’t need a reason to get drunk.

Jasper reads the cool Steven, finally nods.
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JASPER
That’s true enough.

Jasper puts his hat on, turns to the door.

JASPER
Sorry to pick at old scabs.

Mike opens the door for Jasper. Steven enters the kitchen.

Jasper stops in the doorway.

JASPER
One other thing. Lizzy had a ring 
in her hand. Plain gold with a 
topaz. Your dad’s birthday was in 
November, wasn’t it?

Mike struggles to look calm.

MIKE
Dad never wore jewelry. 

JASPER
I know. Just fishing. Like I said, 
first murder case. I’m at a loss 
what’s important and what ain’t. 

Jasper gives a flat smile, heads for his car.

Mike looks after him, shuts the door.

He heads up the stairs, two at a time. In the--

BEDROOM

Mike rushes in, throws open a dresser drawer, extracts a 
wooden box. 

He sits on the bed, opens it. His trembling fingers search 
through the assorted mementos.

He doesn’t find what he’s looking for. He’s lost in thought, 
his eyes gravitate to a picture on the dresser.

A smiling beauty, his sister JENNY, 17, long dark hair. The 
girl from the grave.

Mike buries his head in his hands.

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - NIGHT

IN THE BEDROOM
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Mike, on the bed, wakes in a cold sweat. He breathes heavily, 
looks to the bed beside him. Empty. His brow furrows.

From the adjoining bedroom, the muted, but unmistakable 
sounds of lovemaking. 

Mike gets out of bed, quietly leaves the room.

LIVING ROOM

Mike makes his way down the stairs, passes Courtney, asleep 
on the sofa, enters the kitchen.

The sound of a cupboard door, clink of a glass, running 
water. Mike returns to the living room. 

He stops in the middle of the room, stares at Courtney.

His eyes fall to the floor... He closes them. Darkness.

FLASHBACK:

INT. COBB HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Blackness. The muddled sound of a loud voice.

MIKE’S POV:

The fuzzy image of Steven’s face above him, lips moving.

STEVEN
Wake up! Mike! God damn, what have 
you done?

Mike lies on the floor, groans. Steven above him, holds him 
by the shirt, shakes him.

STEVEN
They’re dead! Fuck, Mike. They’re 
both dead.

BACK TO SCENE

INT. COBB HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Mike’s breathing is hard and labored. He opens his eyes, gets 
his bearings. He looks at Courtney.

Her eyes are open, watches him.

COURTNEY
Are you alright?
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MIKE
No... I’m not.

Courtney sits up on the sofa, but Mike walks by her, up the 
stairs. She watches after him.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAY

DOLORES MCGATCHIN, 40s, thin, granny glasses, sits at the 
combination information, booking, dispatcher desk. 

She looks up as Jasper comes in.

DOLORES
Two weeks.

Jasper stops, looks at her.

DOLORES
That’s how long it will take to get 
a special investigator down here. 
They recommend you do what you can 
in the meantime, and...

JASPER
And?

DOLORES
Don’t fuck anything up.

Jasper frowns, takes a pen from the desk, writes down a 
number. He hands the slip of paper to Dolores.

JASPER
Track down these tags, would ya?

Jasper walks toward a back office. He stops.

JASPER
Dolores, do you remember the night 
Greg Cobb died?

DOLORES
I guess I should. We were all hung 
over, from the autumn festival.

JASPER
That’s right. Wasn’t Jenny at the 
festival?

DOLORES
Baked goods tent.
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JASPER
You sure?

DOLORES
Positive. She asked about you. I 
was going to track you down, but 
she said it wasn’t important. 

JASPER
You never told me that.

DOLORES
Like she said, it wasn’t important.

JASPER
Might have been.

Jasper goes in the office and shuts the door before Dolores 
can pry deeper.

INT. COBB HOUSE/LIVING ROOM - DAY

Courtney sits on the sofa, flips through channels.

Steven and Brit head out the front door.

BRIT
Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.

COURTNEY
That doesn’t exclude much.

Mike comes down the stairs as the front door closes. He 
glances at the door, at Courtney, then the TV. 

Courtney turns the set off.

COURTNEY
Sorry. I shouldn’t just assume...

MIKE
It’s fine, really.

They exchange awkward glances.

MIKE
I was just going to make some 
breakfast. Would you like some?

COURTNEY
If you let me help. I’m told I need 
the practice.
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He walks to the kitchen. She follows.

KITCHEN

Mike goes to the refrigerator, extracts eggs, milk, cheese.

MIKE
Omelet?

COURTNEY
Great. I’ll make toast.

She grabs bread from the counter, butter from the fridge.

MIKE
You aren’t on their day planner?

COURTNEY
They’re going by to see the 
sheriff.

Mike tightens a little.

MIKE
I hope Steven briefed her.

COURTNEY
Why would he do that?

Mike cracks eggs into a bowl, beats them.

MIKE
He told the sheriff she was 
sleeping when he came by last 
night.

Mike puts a pan on the burner, lights it up. Courtney pops 
the bread in the toaster.

COURTNEY
Why?

Mike shrugs, pours the eggs in the pan.

MIKE
He said she hadn’t eaten, too. I 
don’t know...

COURTNEY
He’s a compulsive liar.

Mike turns to her, surprised.
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MIKE
What do you mean? He can’t help 
lying?

COURTNEY
No. Just a way to cope with 
feelings of inadequacy.

Mike stares at her, makes her self conscious.

COURTNEY
I shouldn’t have said that. I’m a 
compulsive blabbermouth.

She smiles, breaks the tension. Mike turns back to the pan, 
puts cheese on the eggs, folds them.

MIKE
So, you’re a psychologist?

COURTNEY
Not yet. Doing post grad work.

MIKE
Steven thought you might help me.

COURTNEY
I’m not allowed to practice... But 
that doesn’t mean I can’t share 
opinions.

Mike glances at her, turns to the cabinet, grabs plates.

MIKE
I have a black hole in my memory.

COURTNEY
Oooh, exciting.

Mike scoops an omelet, sets it at Courtney’s seat.

MIKE
No, it’s really a black hole.

Courtney pops the toast out, butters it.

COURTNEY
You mean, like some sort of abuse?

MIKE
No, no. It’s really just one 
specific event... Blacked out. I 
know what happened, but can’t 
remember it.
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COURTNEY
Then how do you know?

MIKE
Someone told me. I’m sorry I 
brought it up. Forget about it.

COURTNEY
Oh, that’s cute.

Mike stares at her a moment before he gets it. His face 
softens, a weak grin. He gets his omelet, sits.

Courtney delivers toast, takes her seat.

COURTNEY
Does the memory try to come?

Mike looks up at her, jaw frozen, a bit of omelet on his lip.

COURTNEY
Is that what happened last night?

She glances at the hanging piece of egg, dabs her lip with a 
napkin. Mike wipes his mouth with his sleeve.

MIKE
I was remembering what happened 
afterward.

He gets up, pours himself coffee.

MIKE
Are there ways to remember?... 
Techniques or something?

COURTNEY
Some. Not always successful, of 
course. A lot depends on why you 
lost the memory.

MIKE
How so?

COURTNEY
People sometimes lose memory for a 
physical reason. A conk on the 
head, a fall, an accident. Or they 
could bury it because it’s painful.

Mike stirs his coffee, off in his own thoughts. Courtney 
walks over, gets herself a cup. 
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She is close to Mike. Close enough to bring him out of his 
haze. She looks him in the eye.

He rattles his spoon in the cup, spills a bit of coffee.

COURTNEY
Are you sure you want to remember?

MIKE
No. But I’m sure I have to.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAY

Jasper follows Steven and Brit out of his office, stops at 
Dolores’s desk. Steven and Brit continue to the front door.

JASPER
Thanks for coming down.

Steven stops at the door, looks back.

STEVEN
Glad we could help.

He looks at Dolores.

STEVEN
It was worth the visit just to see 
Dolores again.

Dolores waves her hand in a dismissive manner.

DOLORES
Go, be young.

Steven and Brit leave. Dolores turns to Jasper.

DOLORES
They were helpful, were they?

JASPER
You ever known that boy to help 
anyone but himself?

Dolores frowns.

DOLORES
There’s a chip off the old block if 
ever there was one.

JASPER
You get anything on that tag?
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Dolores scrambles for a note on her desk, hands it to Jasper.

DOLORES
Registered to David Meekin. Nothing 
on the car or the owner, outside of 
a parking ticket.

Jasper looks at the note.

JASPER
Probably long gone, but have Larry 
and Kevin keep their eyes open. I 
want to talk to him.

DOLORES
Should I notify other counties?

JASPER
Unfriendly stranger in town and the 
first murder I can remember. What 
do you think?

DOLORES
I think, you’re the sheriff.

JASPER
Yeah, let them know. Did you get a 
picture?

DOLORES
A blow up of his license. Not very 
good. It’s on your desk.

Jasper heads to his office.

DOLORES
Henry called. Says you can pick up 
the autopsy report whenever.

Jasper turns back.

JASPER
That was fast.

DOLORES
He’s not exactly overworked.

JASPER
He find anything surprising?

DOLORES
I haven’t seen the report.

Jasper stares at her, waits. Her stone face cracks.
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DOLORES
She had intercourse. No semen. No 
signs of struggle. Nothing under 
her nails.

Jasper looks disappointed.

JASPER
How did she get that ring then?

DOLORES
Doc thinks it was put in her hand, 
probably afterward.

JASPER
Great.

Jasper disappears into his office.

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Mike and Courtney pull into the lot, exit the car.

Mike looks across the lot, notices a large oil stain where 
David’s car sat.

He turns to Courtney.

MIKE
I feel bad about this. Summer break 
is no time to be working in a 
bumpkin store.

She turns, smiles. It lights her face.

COURTNEY
You’re right. Watching TV is the 
way to go, but I’m a glutton for 
punishment.

Steven and Brit pull into the lot. Mike’s good mood 
dissipates as they drive near, stop.

Steven gets out, stands at the car door.

DAVID
We’re heading up to the lake for 
some skinny dipping.

Brit holds a tiny bikini out the car window, smiles.
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BRIT
I brought you something to wear, 
because you’re a prude.

Deb exits the store with a load of trash, so high it covers 
her face. She carries it to the dumpster.

COURTNEY
I’ve made other plans. I’m going to 
learn how to run a business in one 
easy lesson.

Courtney smiles at Mike, who glances at Steven, embarrassed. 
Steven’s eyes are on Deb, doesn’t notice Mike.

Deb starts back toward the store, sees Steven.

DEB
Steven?

He smiles. She runs to him, gives him a hug. She glances at 
Mike with false anger.

DEB
Nobody told me you were in town.

Brit watches this with catty interest.

STEVEN
It’s his surprise. He brought in 
temp help so you can come to the 
lake with us.

Deb’s eyes sparkle. She spins to Mike.

DEB
Really?

Steven stares at Mike with a wicked grin.

MIKE
Yeah, sure. Go ahead.

Deb runs to Mike, gives him a hug, kisses his cheek. 

DEB
Be right back!

She runs inside.

Mike and Steven exchange challenging stares.

STEVEN
You should close up, go with us.
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MIKE
That’s always your answer. Party, 
and to hell with anything else.

Deb races back out, a light summer blouse and cut-offs.

She scrambles to the driver side door, crawls in the back.

Steven watches her ass, the crack visible over her jeans as 
she scrunches in. He cocks an eyebrow at Mike.

Steven gets in the car, SLAMS the door.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

THUNK! On a small rise in the thick woods, a knife chops down 
on a rabbit’s neck. 

Not a clean cut. The knife saws until the head pops loose, 
falls from the large flat rock.

David, stooped, stabs the head, flips it deep into the woods. 

He pauses to look at the sparkling lake through the trees.

He lays the rabbit on its back, deftly inserts the blade 
between the rabbit’s hind legs, cuts the skin up the belly, 
to the neck, pulls it open. 

David sticks the knife in the ribcage, cuts back to the 
crotch, spills the guts out onto the rock.

INT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Mike stoops in an aisle, checks product rotation and 
expiration dates. Courtney stands close, interested.

MIKE
Oldest to the front to sell fast, 
and facing correctly so customers 
can find what they want.

He stands, turns to face her, surprised by how close she is. 
He holds his ground, faces inches apart, their eyes lock.

MIKE
I’m sorry. This is stupidly boring.

COURTNEY
Not at all. People like to find 
what they’re looking for, right?
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This is too much for Mike. He takes a step back.

MIKE
Not everybody knows what they want.

COURTNEY
So they wander the aisles, picking 
and poking.

She smiles at him, and he relaxes.

MIKE
Running a country store was never 
my ambition.

COURTNEY
Then why do it?

Mike makes a sound like a sarcastic chuckle.

MIKE
If not me, then who? Steven?

COURTNEY
Why not sell the place and pursue 
your dreams?

Mike turns back to the shelves, troubled.

MIKE
Some people are afraid of dreams.

Courtney puts a hand on his shoulder.

COURTNEY
Whatever happened, it’s past. If 
you need to find it to move on...

He turns back to her.

MIKE
What if it’s not past?

His eyes are fearful. He steps down the aisle, pretends to be 
concerned with a rack of chips. Courtney watches him.

COURTNEY
Is that why you’re afraid of women?

He looks at her, surprised.

MIKE
I’m not afraid of them... I’m 
afraid for them.
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The phone RINGS. Mike holds her eyes for a moment, walks to 
the counter and answers.

MIKE
Cobb’s...

Mike looks over at Courtney, frowns.

MIKE
That’s just great... Yeah, what 
else am I going to do.

Mike hangs up the phone with a bang. Courtney, at the 
counter, looks at him, concerned.

MIKE
They ran out of gas. I need to take 
them some.

EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

A closed sign in the window.

Mike’s car is at the pump. He fills a gas can as Courtney 
waits in the car.

Jasper pulls in the lot, stops close to Mike, gets out. He 
looks to the corner where David’s car was, back to Mike.

JASPER
Bit early to close, ain’t it?

MIKE
Rescue mission.

JASPER
Steven?

Mike nods.

JASPER
You been rescuing that boy his 
whole life.

Mike nods at the pumps.

MIKE
You need gas? I’m shutting the 
pumps down.

JASPER
I wanted to ask you about that 
boy’s car. When did he leave?
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MIKE
Yesterday.

JASPER
He got it fixed?

Mike thinks a moment.

MIKE
I don’t really know. There was a 
tow truck here, but they were 
working on it. I didn’t notice when 
he left.

JASPER
John’s wrecker?

Mike nods. Jasper tips his hat to Courtney, winks at Mike. He 
slides back in the car and leaves.

INT. MIKE’S CAR - DAY

Mike and Courtney drive along a narrow rutted dirt road 
through trees.

COURTNEY
Did you know her? The girl...

MIKE
Not well, but we all know locals.

COURTNEY
That makes a difference. In the 
city, you become insensitive to 
these things.

They pull into a clearing before the trees grow thicker. 
Steven’s car is parked there. Mike stops beside it, gets out.

He walks around Steven’s car, looks in at the dash. The fuel 
gauge reads a half tank.

Mike shakes his head.

MIKE
Another lie.

COURTNEY
Your brother is quite the 
manipulator.
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MIKE
Why are you with them? You’re... 
not like them.

COURTNEY
Because they like high risk 
adventures and I’m a wallflower?

MIKE
I didn’t mean--

Courtney laughs.

COURTNEY
It’s true. They’ve tried to get me 
to try skydiving, car surfing, 
drugs. They’re thrill seekers. 

MIKE
And you?

COURTNEY
I’m a boring student. They’re my 
semester project. Please don’t say 
anything. They’d hate me for it.

Mike smiles at her.

MIKE
You’re not boring.

She likes his smile, returns it.

COURTNEY
You should smile more often.

He’s a bit embarrassed, awkward.

MIKE
Anyway, we’re out here. You might 
as well see the lake. It’s about 
the only hot spot in town.

Courtney stares at a rusted “No Trespassing” sign on a nearby 
tree. Mike follows her gaze.

COURTNEY
You sure its alright?

MIKE
I’m sure. I own it. I put the signs 
up for insurance purposes.

She looks at him, impressed, follows him down a worn path.
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EXT. JOHN’S GARAGE - DAY

Jasper stops in the lot in front of the garage. David’s car 
is up on a rack inside, John works under it.

Mike steps from the car, shuts the door. He reaches in, toots 
the horn. John looks out, spies him.

John walks outside, wipes his hands on a shop cloth.

JOHN
What’s up? Re-election campaign 
already?

JASPER
As if you vote. I’m retiring to a 
life of fishing anyway.

JOHN
From one easy life to another, huh?

Jasper nods at David’s car.

JASPER
I’m looking for the owner.

JOHN
If he’s in trouble, let me get paid 
first.

JASPER
Just want to ask him some 
questions.

JOHN
This about Lizzy?

Jasper looks at him, surprised.

JOHN
Small town, big crime. But he ain’t 
yer boy.

JASPER
Maybe you should run for sheriff.

John smiles.

JOHN
It’s got some appeal. First time 
you’ve had to work in twenty years.
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JASPER
You know something I don’t, you 
should spit it out.

JOHN
Just instincts, Jasper. Kid on his 
way home and breaks his oil pan. 

JASPER
He pay for the tow?

John gives him a cocky look.

JOHN
You ever known me as charitable?

JASPER
Cash or credit?

JOHN
Cash.

JASPER
Know where he’s staying?

JOHN
He’s not a big talker, but he took 
some camp gear from the trunk.

JASPER
I need to look inside.

JOHN
You bring a warrant?

JASPER
I need a warrant to look through 
the window?

They exchange stares. John sighs, walks to the garage.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Mike leads Courtney along a well marked, but rough path, 
through the thick woods. She watches her steps carefully.

Glimpses of a clear blue lake in the distance.

COURTNEY
This is quite a trek. How much do 
you own?

45.



MIKE
Several thousand acres.

Courtney, surprised, looks up at him as he glances back with 
a smile. She catches her foot on a root, falls forward. 

Mike turns, catches her in both arms, her face at his chest. 
She struggles to regain her feet, ends up pressed tightly 
against him. 

Neither seems to mind, and they make no effort to part.

She speaks just above a whisper.

COURTNEY
That’s... a lot.

Mike laughs, comfortable, happy for a change.

MIKE
I wish I could say I was some great 
investor, but it’s been passed down 
for generations. I’m forced to sell 
pieces to keep up the taxes.

A rustling in the distance attracts Mike’s attention. 

Up a small rise to the left, a dull green tent. A camp stove 
sits atop a stump. Smoke rises from a smoldering campfire.

Mike sees David emerge from the tent, walk to the stove.

I/E. CABINS & CAMPSITES - DAY

Ratty looking place, but cheap. It sits on the highway at the 
only exit to Millwood. 

Several cabins, looking like they might collapse any moment, 
a few RVs, and a half dozen marked tent sites.

The sheriff’s car sits outside the run down office.

INSIDE

Jasper stands at the desk, watches the CLERK, an unshaven, 
dirty looking man of about 30, study a picture of David.

The man hands the paper back to Jasper.

CLERK
I don’t think so.
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JASPER
You don’t think? It would have been 
yesterday or the day before. You 
that busy here? 

CLERK
Nope.

JASPER
Nope, you’re not that busy?

CLERK
Nope, I ain’t seen em.

JASPER
Anyone else work the desk?

CLERK
It’s only me and Margo.

JASPER
She here?

The Clerk looks around the tiny office, confused.

CLERK
Nope. That’s why I’m on the desk.

Jasper is exasperated.

JASPER
Is there a chance that this guy 
could have checked in without you 
knowing?

CLERK
If Margo was on the desk.

JASPER
Where is Margo?

CLERK
Cleaning the cabins, I suspect.

EXT. LAKE - DAY

Beautiful blue green. Surrounded by tall soft grass that 
gives way to thick woods.

A large floating wood platform is anchored some forty yards 
out from the shore. Deb sits on the platform in a micro 
bikini, dangles her feet in the water.
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A rowboat is half pulled on the shore nearby.

A blanket spreads across the grass. Brit lies face down, 
nude, soaks up the sun. 

Steven, in boxers, sits beside her and a large plastic tote, 
chews on jerky.

He spots Courtney and Mike break from the woodline.

STEVEN
Hey, hey. It’s my hero. You bring 
the gas.

Courtney drifts to the edge of the lake, takes off her shoes, 
walks in ankle high. Mike walks to the blanket.

MIKE
You’re an idiot. Cost me a days 
income.

STEVEN
Right, I’m the idiot. Got you out 
of that musty store and into the 
sunshine with beautiful women.

Steven glances at Brit’s ass. Mike can’t help but follow his 
gaze, then look away. Brit smiles devilishly at Steven.

DEB (O.S.)
Mike!

Mike looks out over the lake, sees Deb. She waves.

DEB
Come on out!

Mike gestures at his clothes, with an ‘I can’t’ look.

DEB
Take them off!

STEVEN
Yeah, take them off, big brother. I 
know you’re not commando.

MIKE
This was stupid. I have 
responsibilities.

STEVEN
I really did need gas. We brought 
food, but nothing to start a fire.

48.



MIKE
You don’t use gas for a campfire.

Brit leans on her elbows, exposing her breasts, teasing Mike.

BRIT
How do you start a fire?

Mike looks at her, determined not to look away.

MIKE
You start with the right fuel.

Mike walks to the woods, collects pieces of dry branch.

Steven looks at Brit, a mocking grin.

STEVEN
Burned!

INT. JEWELRY SHOP - DAY

Jasper stands at the counter across from an old JEWELER with 
a magnifier over one eye. The Jeweler examines a gold band 
with a topaz.

JEWELER
It’s very old. Nice craftsmanship 
on the setting. I didn’t make it.

He holds it out to Jasper, who takes it with a frown.

JASPER
Thanks anyway.

Jasper heads for the door.

JEWELER
Don’t want to know who bought it?

Jasper turns back.

JASPER
You said--

JEWELER
I said I didn’t make it. But I sold 
it. Alice Cobb bought it for her 
husband. Must have been near twenty 
years ago.
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAY

Jasper comes through the front door, slams it behind him. 
Dolores looks up, surprised. 

JASPER
Why’s everyone your friend until 
you try and do your job?

DOLORES
Because you’re a sheriff.

Jasper frowns at her, marches toward his office.

JASPER
Put out an APB on that David Meekin
kid. Wanted for questioning on 
suspicion of murder.

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Courtney and Mike sit on the blanket, eat chicken, watch Deb, 
Steven, and Brit frolic around the lake platform. 

A cloudless night. The full moon reflects off the dark water.

A small campfire burns a few feet away.

COURTNEY
Ahh, to be young again, huh?

Mike laughs.

MIKE
It was only a few years ago, but 
you’re right. I’d settle for being 
young once.

They both reach for a napkin at the same time. Their hands 
touch, linger a moment before Mike lets go.

Courtney takes his hand, wipes his fingertips. She wipes her 
own, looks up at the stars.

COURTNEY
It’s really beautiful.

MIKE
It is. 

Mike points in the woods toward the far end of the lake. 
Moonlight reflects off a small rippling stream.
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MIKE
It’s fed by springs. There’s even a 
small waterfall. Would you like to 
see it?

She smiles, gets to her feet.

ON THE LAKE PLATFORM

Brit and Steven watch Deb cannonball into the water. 

Brit spies Mike and Courtney making their way to the woods. 
She pokes Steven, nods toward them. He looks, smiles.

Brit dives in the lake, swims toward the shore.

Steven jumps into the water near Deb.

AT DAVID’S CAMPSITE

David stoops beside a small rock circled fire. He adds the 
last few pieces of wood from a pile, stares through the trees 
at the lake.

He picks up his bloody knife from a flat rock, puts it in the 
sheath on his belt. 

He walks into the woods.

AT A SMALL CLEARING

Mike steps from the woods, over a fallen log. He turns, takes 
Courtney’s hand, helps her over.

A natural spring, the size of a large hot tub, bubbles, feeds 
a small stream, flows over a rock outcropping. It drops six 
feet, meanders to the lake.

It’s an idyllic setting. 

Mike stares at the tiny waterfall.

MIKE
It’s not quite as impressive as I 
remembered.

COURTNEY
Are you kidding? It’s awesome.

Courtney walks to the rocks, sits.

COURTNEY
Oh my God, it’s freezing. I thought 
it would be warm.
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Mike laughs, walks over to sit beside her. She huddles close. 
He puts his arm around her.

COURTNEY
Do you ever try remembering 
forward?

He looks at her, not getting it.

COURTNEY
Before the black hole. Moving 
toward it. Are your prior memories 
intact?

MIKE
Yeah, pretty much. A little faded, 
but that’s normal, right?

COURTNEY
Were you close then? With Steven. 

Mike looks down the stream, toward the lake, sighs.

MIKE
No. We were never close.

Mike looks at her, loses himself in her eyes.

MONTAGE FLASHBACK: COBB RESIDENCE

-- COBB LIVING ROOM

Greg Cobb opens the front door of the house and pushes a six 
year old Mike in, roughly. Mike stumbles forward, trips on 
the rug, goes down on hands and knees. 

MIKE (V.O.)
My mom died giving birth to Jenny, 
my sister. My dad always blamed her 
for that.

Steven, 2, follows Greg, laughs when Mike falls.

Greg hastily sets a bundled infant on the sofa, stares at her 
with disdain.

He glances at Mike. 

GREG
Better learn to take care of her, 
momma’s boy. Because you’re the 
momma now.

-- BEDROOM
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MIKE (V.O.)
He started drinking... A lot.

A drunken Greg looks around the room, belt in hand. He 
stumbles out the door.

MIKE (V.O.)
He got abusive with us, but never 
with Steven.

The closet door slowly opens. Mike, 10, peers out from the 
floor, where he holds Jenny, 4, eyes wide.

-- KITCHEN

Mike, 12, leans from his seat at the table, helps Jenny cut 
her pancakes. 

MIKE (V.O.)
Steven was the favored son.

Steven is at the table, plate empty, complaining, (unheard).

MIKE (V.O.)
Jenny and I were like unwanted 
prisoners.

Greg walks across the room, slaps Mike in the back of his 
head. He takes the link sausages from Mike’s plate, gives 
them to Steven.

-- BEDROOM

A teenage Jenny runs into the room, slams the door behind 
her, locks it. She runs to her bed.

MIKE (V.O.)
When I went in the marines, things 
got worse for Jenny. 

The door SMASHES OPEN, chips of wood fly from the broken 
frame. A drunken Greg steps into the room, looks at Jenny 
with bloodshot eyes of lust. 

MIKE (V.O.)
She never told me directly, but I 
think he started to abuse her 
sexually.

Greg moves toward the bed.

END MONTAGE
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Mike looks up, into Courtney’s eyes. They are sad and wet, 
like his own.

MIKE
I came home to protect her. She 
would have gone off to college 
later that year, and been free.

COURTNEY
Would have?

MIKE
If not for the black hole.

Mike stares at the trickling water. Several beautiful flowers 
in full bloom dance softly in the light breeze at the side.

Mike walks to the flowers, stoops, plucks them by their 
roots. He turns to Courtney.

She smiles at him in anticipation.

MIKE
Can you find your way back to the 
blanket? I need to do something.

Without awaiting an answer, Mike walks into the deeper woods.

Courtney stares after him, shocked, unbelieving, until he 
vanishes in the shadows. 

INT. SHERIFF’S CAR - NIGHT

Jasper rolls up in front of Mike’s house, sees the driveway 
is empty, the place is dark.

He picks up the radio mic.

JASPER
(into mic)

Kevin, you there?

KEVIN (O.S. THRU RADIO)
Here, boss.

JASPER
Good. Stay in the office. I’m going 
out to the lake.

KEVIN (O.S. THRU RADIO)
Midnight fishing?
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JASPER
Stay awake, in case I need you.

Jasper hangs up, grumbles to himself as he drives off.

JASPER
I wish I was going fishing.

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Deb treads water, looks anxiously from side to side.

Steven pops from the water, a dozen feet from her. 

She makes a squeaking scream of surprise, back paddles away. 

STEVEN
I’m going to eat you, piece by 
piece.

Steven disappears under the water.

Deb squeals playfully, rolls into a full swim, heads for the 
shore, away from their picnic site. 

Approaching the shore, she walks from the lake, laughing, 
looks back over her shoulder both ways. 

No sign of Steven. 

She runs, giggling, through the grass and into the trees. She 
hides behind one, looks back at the lake.

It’s calm. Her smile slowly fades, her eyes searching with 
more intent.

A branch CRACKS somewhere behind her. She turns with a gasp, 
anxiously surveys the dark woods.

DEB
Steven?

Leaves and underbrush RUSTLE in the woods to her left. 

She stares into the darkness.

DEB
You’re not funny.

A fish leaps from the lake, SPLASHES back down. 

Deb SCREAMS, SPINS to the lake, spots the rippling water in 
the moonlight.
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The THRASHING of branches in the woods behind her.

She TURNS back, frantic. The sound grows louder, moves toward 
her through the brush to her left.

She RUNS to her right, makes it to the woodline, SPRINTS 
through the tall grass.

A massive tree lies across the grass, extends from the edge 
of the woods, almost to the water.

Too hard to climb over, Deb RACES along it toward the water, 
where branches raise the trunk off the ground.

She takes a quick look behind her, FALLS to her knees, 
PANTING, quickly crawls under the tree and out.

She stands, looks back over the tree trunk, along the wood 
line. Sees nothing. She stares, recovering her breath.

She turns, takes a step, stops with a GASP.

A knife GOUGES into her neck. Her eyes FLY wide. 

Blood pumps down her neck, forms a river between her breasts.

She STAGGERS back into the tree trunk, GRASPS at the wound.

Her wild eyes PLEAD with the unseen assailant.

She tries to scream, GURGLES up blood. 

The knife blade PLUNGES into her chest. Out. In again.

Her back SCRAPES along the rough bark of the tree as she 
FALLS to her knees.

She PLOPS forward onto beautiful flowers.

The sunlight REFLECTS off her white body as she BLEEDS out 
into the soft green grass.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Jasper’s car pulls up behind Mike’s and Steven’s. He gets 
out, pulls a small flashlight from his belt.

Jasper walks around both cars, shines the light inside.

He starts down the path toward the lake.
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EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Brit is backed against a tree along the grass line, the lake 
twinkling in the moonlight behind her.

She and Steven are wet, their breath heavy. Steven presses 
against her, his hands run along her body. She is excited.

BRIT
God, Steven. That was... unreal.

Steven smiles at her.

His eyes widen. He spots a shadow moving in the distance.

He steps away from her, walks slowly toward the darkness of a 
massive log that lies from the woods, almost to the lake.

Brit hurries up to Steven. 

A shadow moves, moonlight glances off silver. A white form 
lies in the grass, a darker shadow beside it.

BRIT
Oh my God!

Steven and Brit move quickly forward. 

Moonlight reflects off David’s face as he looks their way. 

David disappears beneath the tree trunk.

Steven and Brit hurry to the spot, find Deb lying in the 
blood red grass.

Steven stares over the tree trunk at the rapidly disappearing 
shadow that is David.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Jasper keeps the light in front of him, chooses his steps 
carefully as he makes his way along the path.

BREAKING branches, something RUNNING through the brush.

He shines his light into the dark woods.

JASPER
Who’s out there?

The sounds stop.
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Jasper walks off the path a few paces toward the sounds  
origin, shines the light in a slow arc.

JASPER
This is the sheriff. Identify 
yourself.

Silence.

Jasper takes a few more steps. 

The sounds return, quickly retreating to his left.

He spins the light in that direction, pulls out his gun.

JASPER
Stop and identify yourself!

Moving fast, the sounds fade. 

Jasper finds nothing in the beam of his flashlight.

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Courtney sits on the blanket alone. She raises her head at 
the sound of someone approaching.

It’s Mike. He moves to the blanket, kneels beside her. He 
takes her hand between his. 

MIKE
I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have left 
you like that.

She looks at him, hurt, angry, confused. Says nothing.

Water splashes. They both look out at the lake. 

Brit and Steven swim from the shadows, run across the grass, 
wild eyed, panting for breath.

Mike gets up, faces them.

MIKE
What’s wrong?

STEVEN
Deb was killed.

Mike grabs Steven by the shoulders, shakes him.

MIKE
What are you talking about?
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Brit cries. Courtney gets up, a frightened look at Mike, she 
goes to Brit and comforts her. 

Steven, gasping for breath, pushes Mike away.

STEVEN
Someone cut her throat.

BRIT
(hysterically)

We saw him.

She turns, points along the far side of the lake.

BRIT
He ran.

MIKE
Deb... is dead?

A flashlight cuts the darkness, falls on one face after 
another. Jasper moves quickly from the woodline.

I/E. JOHN’S GARAGE - DAY

OUTSIDE

Early. David sits against the wall, next to the garage door. 
He looks tired and worn, eyes half closed.

The door rolls open. John, surprised to see David waiting.

David looks at John hopefully.

JOHN
Got it in yesterday. Give me 
fifteen minutes and you’ll be ready 
to roll.

John notices blood on David’s hands, and staining his pants 
at the knees. He walks back--

INSIDE

John looks over his shoulder to see David getting up and 
stretching. John enters a small office, closes the door.

He picks up the phone while watching David through a small 
window in the door.
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EXT. LAKE - DAY

TWO EMT’s carefully lift Deb’s stiff lifeless body from the 
grass, place her on a stretcher.

A beautiful flower, crushed between her breasts, glued in 
place with dried blood. 

Her dead open eyes stare at the early morning sun until an 
EMT pulls a white sheet over her body.

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE LAKE

Mike, Steven, Brit, and Courtney sit and lie on the blanket.

Tired and shocked, the adrenalin of the night dissipated.

Jasper, somber and tired, approaches, nods at Mike.

JASPER
Can I talk to you a minute.

Mike drags himself to his feet, follows Jasper off to the 
edge of the woods.

JASPER
Found the boy’s campsite. Intact. 
Looks like he ran without taking 
any of his things.

Mike nods tiredly, unsure why he is being told.

JASPER
I need to ask you something, about 
the ring that was found with Lizzy.

Mike perks up, looks at Jasper with concern.

JASPER
I know it belonged to your dad. Is 
there any way you can think of that 
this kid might have had it?

Mike sighs. Nods.

MIKE
He stayed at my place. That first 
night he was in town. 

Jasper looks at Mike with surprise, waits for him to explain.

MIKE
He was going to sit in his car all 
night. Didn’t have any money. 
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He stayed the night, was gone when 
I got up.

JASPER
That explains a lot.

Jasper looks Mike over.

JASPER
Why didn’t you tell me that before? 
Maybe this wouldn’t have had to...

He trails off, seeing the pain in Mike’s eyes.

Jasper puts his hand on Mike’s shoulder.

JASPER
I think we’re done here. Why don’t 
you take folks home, get some rest. 
I’ll want to talk to everyone again 
when I get this kid in custody.

Jasper pats Mike’s shoulder, walks away on an intercept 
course to meet the EMTs that carry Deb around the lake.

I/E. JOHN’S GARAGE - DAY

David stands in the cluttered garage with John. He’s nervous, 
looks out the garage door repeatedly.

John eyes him with curiosity while filling out a ticket.

JOHN
Where’s your gear?

DAVID
My what?

JOHN
Your camping gear.

David shifts from foot to foot, uncomfortable.

DAVID
I didn’t want to carry it. Thought 
I’d go by and pick it up.

JOHN
Good thinking.

John finishes the ticket, hands it to David.
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JOHN
Hundred seven even. Sorry you had 
to wait on the pan, but not 
something we stock, you know.

David digs out two hundred dollar bills, hands them to John. 
John looks at them, surprised.

JOHN
Let me see if I can crack this.

John goes into a small office. David paces nervously.

A Sheriff’s car rolls to a stop outside the garage. Kevin 
exits, draws his gun, advances nervously toward the garage.

David sees him. His eyes panic. 

He looks around the garage for an escape route, sees none.

Kevin aims his gun at David, a dozen feet from the open 
garage door.

KEVIN
David Meekin, you’re under arrest. 
You’re going to want to lie down on 
your belly, hands behind your head.

David looks at Kevin, the gun shakes in his hand. 

David, resigned, gets to his knees, lies on the cold concrete 
floor, puts his hands behind his head.

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - DAY

Mike is followed through the front door by Courtney, Brit, 
and Steven.

STEVEN
I’m starving.

Steven heads for the kitchen. Brit follows him.

Courtney goes straight to the couch, sits, closes her eyes.

Mike stands in the middle of the room, looks at Courtney.

MIKE
Take my bed. Get some rest.

Courtney opens her eyes, stares at Mike, thinking.
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COURTNEY
Tell me where you went.

Mike hangs his head.

COURTNEY
I thought we were getting close, 
Mike. You owe me that, don’t you 
think?

Mike looks up, growing angry.

MIKE
Owe you? We’ve known each other for 
three days, and suddenly I owe you?

Courtney is hurt.

COURTNEY
That sharing meant nothing to you?

MIKE
Isn’t that a two way street? What 
did you share? That you’re studying 
my thrill seeking brother?

COURTNEY
I’ve been trying to help you.

MIKE
Have you? Or am I just another case 
study? Or maybe another angle to  
get me to sell. You in for a cut? 
Pursue my dreams. What bullshit.

Courtney stands, heads for the door.

MIKE
You can’t leave. Jasper is going to 
want to talk to us again.

COURTNEY
That doesn’t mean I have to stay 
here. I’ll be back for my things.

She leaves the house.

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAY

Jasper walks in, carries several plastic bags, one with 
David’s knife clearly visible. He looks like shit.

Dolores looks up, frowns.
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DOLORES
Don’t you look nice.

Jasper marches to her desk, puts the bags down.

JASPER
Where’s Larry?

DOLORES
Off today.

JASPER
Not any more. I need him to run 
this stuff to the city and sit on 
people until they get prints and 
identification. DNA swabs. All the 
fancy stuff.

Dolores grabs the phone, punches numbers.

JASPER
When he gets done there, have him 
take the knife to Henry so he can 
match it to the wounds.

Dolores hangs up, punches numbers again.

DOLORES
Busy.

JASPER
The prisoner in the cell?

DOLORES
He’s in the interrogation room with 
Kevin. Waiting for you.

Jasper is surprised.

JASPER
We have an interrogation room?

DOLORES
Also known as the snack room.

(into phone)
Kevin?... It’s Dolores.

Jasper walks through the office to the--

BREAK ROOM

A small table, soda machine, coffee pot, sink, and a single 
half empty antique vending machine.
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David sits with his handcuffed wrists on the table. A small 
recorder sits on the table.

Kevin is at the counter, stirs coffee.

Jasper nods at Kevin.

JASPER
Good job.

Kevin beams.

KEVIN
Coffee?

JASPER
Please.

Jasper takes a seat across from David.

JASPER
You don’t have to talk to me 
without a lawyer. You understand 
that?

David nods.

Jasper pushes the record button.

JASPER
We don’t have a fancy video, so 
you’ll have to actually speak. You 
understand you don’t need to talk 
to me?

DAVID
Yes.

JASPER
Do you know why you have been 
brought in?

DAVID
You think I killed that girl in the 
woods.

JASPER
I think she was your second victim.

David looks truly surprised, stares at Jasper.

DAVID
Second?

65.



Jasper frowns.

JASPER
Do you deny killing Lizzie Pearson 
in the alley outside the tavern?

DAVID
Yes.

JASPER
Yes, you killed her?

DAVID
No. Yes, I deny killing her, or 
anybody.

JASPER
She had a ring in her hand. A ring 
you stole from Mike Cobb’s house.

DAVID
I didn’t steal anything.

JASPER
Do you deny staying at Mike’s?

DAVID
I stayed there, but I didn’t steal 
anything.

Kevin sets a cup of coffee in front of Jasper. Jasper nods a 
thank you, takes a sip, stares at David.

JASPER
Several people put you at the 
tavern the night of the murder.

DAVID
I had water and pretzels, and then 
left.

JASPER
Where did you go?

DAVID
I slept in my car.

JASPER
You didn’t have any money. Is that 
right?

DAVID
No... I mean, yes, that’s right.
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JASPER
How did you pay to have your car 
towed the next day?

DAVID
I had money wired to me.

Jasper looks David over, gauges him, unsure.

JASPER
You were at the lake last night.

David nods.

JASPER
I can’t hear nods.

DAVID
Yes. I was at the lake.

JASPER
Why did you run?

David looks at him, incredulously.

DAVID
Because I was afraid.

JASPER
You know failing to report a murder 
is a crime by itself.

DAVID
I was going to report it.

JASPER
After picking up your car?

David nods. Jasper points at the recorder.

DAVID
Yes. I was going to leave town and 
then call.

JASPER
Seems like an odd approach.

David shows signs of temper.

DAVID
Because I knew your friendly little 
town would blame me.
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EXT. COBB’S GRAB & GO - DAY

Mike unlocks the door, goes inside. He is followed by several 
CUSTOMERS, all excitedly yakking among themselves about the 
murder.

The Customers take various paths through the store.

Mike turns the lights on, walks into the --

OFFICE

He turns on the computer, stares at Deb’s red Cobb’s shirt, 
lying on the file cabinet. His eyes water.

He angrily walks back out to the--

COUNTER

MIKE
We’re closed. Everyone out.

The Customers all stop, look at one another, then Mike, 
confused.

MIKE
I said, we’re closed. Take what you 
have and get the hell out.

The Customers move to the door, leave, mumbling and throwing 
angry or confused glances back at Mike.

Mike goes to the door and locks it.

He starts back to the counter.

A BANGING at the door. He turns, ready to explode.

Steven stands outside the door. Mike lets him in.

STEVEN
What the hell did you say to 
Courtney?

Mike droops, repentant.

MIKE
Stupid shit.

STEVEN
She said you left her in the woods.

They exchange glares.
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STEVEN
You fucking went to see Jenny, 
didn’t you?

Mike walks away. Steven follows him.

STEVEN
They caught the guy. 

Mike stops, turns around.

MIKE
(sarcastic)

I know. I was there. Does that 
clear me of the tavern killing?

STEVEN
I never accused you of that.

MIKE
Didn’t you?

Mike continues toward the office.

STEVEN
Sell this fucking place and get the 
hell out, Mike. Start over 
somewhere.

Mike turns on him, furious.

MIKE
You’d love that wouldn’t you? 
Wasn’t enough to spend everything 
from savings, drain every penny 
from the business. You want it all.

STEVEN
I just want my share.

MIKE
You’ve spent your share, and mine. 
That property has been in the 
family for two hundred years.

STEVEN
We’re all that’s left of the 
family, and what’s it hold for us 
besides bad memories?

Mike stops by the cooler door. Steven takes his shoulder.
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STEVEN
This area is set to explode. We can 
make a fortune selling.

MIKE
And what about Jenny?

STEVEN
She’s dead. I’m sure she doesn’t 
give a shit.

MIKE
Might be a surprise when some 
bulldozer digs her up.

STEVEN
How hard can it be to move her?

MIKE
Harder than you think. I put her in 
a casket last year, and placed a 
tombstone.

STEVEN
Jesus Christ. Are you fucking 
crazy?

MIKE
I don’t know, Steven. That’s always 
been the fucking question, hasn’t 
it?

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE/CELL - DAY

David sits on the cot in a small but surprisingly homey cell. 
Jasper unlocks the door, steps inside. 

He grabs a stool from the corner, sits across from David.

JASPER
Coroner says your knife doesn’t 
fit. It wasn’t the murder weapon.

David looks up, stares in Jasper’s eyes, boldly.

DAVID
Because I didn’t kill her.

Jasper drops his gaze, speaks softly, almost to himself.

JASPER
It was animal blood on your blade.
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Jasper looks back up. David still stares at him, accusingly.

JASPER
You want to tell me what happened 
that night?

David searches Jasper’s eyes. He takes a deep breath.

DAVID
I went to find wood.

FLASHBACK

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT 

David works through the woods, lit only by the moonlight 
filtered through the trees. He collects wood.

He picks up a long stout branch, holds it high from one end, 
CRACKS it with his foot.

At some distance ahead, to his left.

DEB (O.S.)
Steven?

David moves toward the sound, crunching through underbrush.

DEB (O.S.)
You’re not funny.

He moves slowly closer. A SCREAM. 

He drops the wood and hurries toward the sound.

He reaches the edge of the woods, spies Deb disappearing into 
the shadow along the wood line in the distance. Nothing else.

Unsure, he surveys the area closely. Finally, making a 
decision, he walks along the woodline after her.

Ahead, shadow blocks the path from woods to lake. He stops a 
moment, strains his eyes. 

Low, indistinguishable noises beyond the shadows.

A flash of reflected moonlight off silver, flashing out over 
the lake. David freezes, listens. Quiet.

David pulls his knife from the sheath, advances with caution. 

Ahead, in the darkness, the black shadow becomes a massive 
fallen tree.
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David closes to the tree with trepidation. He jumps, pulls 
himself onto and over the trunk, drops to the other side. 

He spots the body in the grass, closer to the lake. He walks 
toward it, tentatively, not believing what he sees.

He stops beside the body, kneels. He checks for a pulse at 
the neck. Wet. 

He pulls his hand back, barely able to recognize the dark 
blood on his fingertips.

BRIT (O.S.)
Oh my God!

David looks to the woods. Two figures, just dark shadows at 
this distance, move toward him. 

David drops his knife in panic, dives under the tree trunk, 
gets up, and runs as fast as he can.

RETURN TO SCENE

INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE/CELL - NIGHT

Jasper, deep in thought, concerned. Finally, looks at David, 
gets up. He puts the stool back in the corner.

JASPER
And the night in the tavern?

DAVID
Nothing to remember. I ate some 
pretzels, had a glass of water, and 
left.

Jasper nods, walks out, closes the cell door. He looks back 
at David, spares a troubled smile.

JASPER
Those pretzels aren’t free you 
know.

David looks at him, confused.

DAVID
What?

Jasper realizes the failed jest.

JASPER
Nothing.
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Jasper walks out.

I/E. CABINS & CAMPSITES - DAY

Mike walks out of the small office, looks around, heads for 
the second cabin. 

He knocks on the door.

A moment later, Courtney opens it, not pleased to see Mike.

She tries to close the door. Mike holds it open.

MIKE
I’m sorry.

COURTNEY
That supposed to fix everything?

She tries again to close the door. Mike resists.

MIKE
Courtney, please. A good friend was 
killed and I reacted badly.

She relents on the door, holds her ground.

COURTNEY
You acted badly before that.

Mike hangs his head in regret.

MIKE
You’re right.

COURTNEY
I don’t get you, Mike. One minute I 
feel like we’ve got something 
special starting between us, and 
the next, you’re leaving me alone 
in the woods.

Mike looks at her. He takes his hand off the door.

MIKE
I’ve been living with lies so 
long... I’m not sure I know the 
truth anymore.

She makes no move to let him in. 

He turns away from the door. 

73.



Courtney watches him take several steps.

COURTNEY
Where did you go? When you left me.

He turns back to her, looks around. A couple CAMPERS walk by 
with supplies.

Courtney considers, finally steps back, opening the door.

He follows her--

INSIDE

Turns to close the door.

COURTNEY
Leave it open... please.

He does. He looks around the cabin. 

A dump, but surprisingly clean. She nods at a chair, takes a 
seat on the edge of the bed, close to the door.

Mike follows her gaze, sits.

MIKE
I went to see my sister.

COURTNEY
Jenny?

MIKE
She’s buried there.

Courtney’s eyes widen in surprise. She glances nervously at 
the door, back to Mike.

He stares at her, in obvious pain.

MIKE
I buried her in those woods.

FLASHBACK

EXT. DEEP WOODS - NIGHT

Mike walks into a small clearing.

He brushes leaves and sticks from a flat stone marker, 
reveals “JENNIFER COBB”.

He lays the flowers he picked on the stone.
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He falls on his knees and cries...

BACK TO SCENE

INT. CABINS & CAMPSITES - DAY

Mike looks up. Courtney’s face a mask of fearful sadness.

She struggles to speak.

COURTNEY
Did you...

Mike’s eyes grow wide with realization.

MIKE
I could never have harmed her.

Mike gets to his feet. Courtney eyes the door nervously.

Mike notices her fear, walks away from the door.

MIKE
My father raped and killed her.

Mike watches her stunned reaction.

MIKE
I went into a dark rage. I killed 
my father, then attacked Steven. 

He looks at her, glad to have the secret out, braces against 
her outrage. It doesn’t come.

COURTNEY
You remember this?

Mike shakes his head slowly.

MIKE
Only pieces... from after. 

FLASHBACK

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - NIGHT

Steven pours a bucket of red water into the sink, puts the 
bucket on the floor. He sprays the sink clean.

He pulls plastic gloves from his hands, reveals a bloodied 
white bandage on his right wrist. He looks around the room, 
satisfied.
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Mike steps in from the back door, sweaty, filthy, face 
streaked with dried tears through the dirt.

MIKE (V.O.)
I was in shock, my mind muddled, 
confused... grieving.

Steven looks at the zombie like Mike. Mike stares at him 
stupidly.

STEVEN
Is it done?

Mike, lost somewhere, just stares. Steven walks to him, takes 
him by the shoulders.

STEVEN
Mike, is it fucking done?

Mike’s eyes find Steven. He nods, almost imperceptibly.

STEVEN
I’ve packed Jenny’s things. They’re 
in the trunk. We’ll need to dump 
them somewhere, along with the 
clothes you’re wearing.

Steven shakes Mike.

STEVEN
Are you listening? I need to call 
the Sheriff. Give me those clothes 
and take a shower.

Mike, in a trance, begins unbuttoning his shirt.

MIKE (V.O.)
Steven was afraid I’d go to jail 
and he would be alone. He convinced 
me to bury Jenny, say our father 
tripped down the stairs. Everyone 
knew he had become a drunk. 

Steven puts away the cleaning supplies, turns back to Mike 
when he hears a sob.

Fresh tears run down Mike’s face.

STEVEN
I’m not going to let you fry.

BACK TO SCENE
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INT. CABINS & CAMPSITES - DAY

Mike walks to the chair, sits, his strength drained. 

COURTNEY
You hate yourself because you 
couldn’t protect your sister.

Mike looks at her, considers the import.

COURTNEY
And you hate your brother because 
he tries to protect you.

Mike stares at her in awe, realizes the truth in it.

MIKE
I thought this shit took years.

INT. COBB HOUSE/BEDROOM - DAY

Brit lies on the bed, half wasted, in a dream land.

Steven sits beside her, crushes ‘bath salts’ on the night 
table. He loads a small glass pipe.

He searches for a lighter, finds one in Brit’s hand. 

He pulls her into a sitting position, takes the lighter.

He sets flame to the bowl, sucks on the pipe in short rapid 
puffs. His eyes flutter as he holds his breath.

Brit takes the pipe, mimics his action.

EXT. BANK - DAY

Jasper steps out of the bank, looks both ways down the 
street. He stands there, contemplates.

On the bank door, a bright yellow sticker.

“Western Union - Moneygrams”

Jasper walks to his car.

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Steven, eyes red, but bright and lively, is at the counter. 
He energetically fixes a sandwich. 
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There are several apples and a small paring knife on the 
counter by a toaster.

He turns as Mike enters.

STEVEN
You find her?

Mike nods.

MIKE
She’s upstairs with Brit.

Steven indicates the lunch meats.

STEVEN
Want a sandwich?

MIKE
Yeah, thanks.

STEVEN
Grab us a soda.

Mike opens the refrigerator, grabs a couple cans. 

MIKE
I’ve been thinking...

He shuts the door, turns.

WHAM, a toaster SMASHES into his face. 

He goes down... into blackness.

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Mike comes to slowly, tied in a wooden chair, feet bound, 
gagged. His face is bruised, a small cut under his eye.

STEVEN
You remember now?

Mike blinks, looks around the room, confused.

Courtney sits in a chair near the sink, terrified. 

She is gagged, her wrists bound together.

Brit leans against the counter, grins.

Steven stands beside Mike, glares at him.
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STEVEN
Sometimes a fresh knock on the head 
restores memory... In cartoons.

Steven walks to Brit, takes a knife from the counter.

He moves Brit willingly to the sink, turns her to face it, 
bends her over and gets between her legs.

He looks at Mike.

STEVEN
Still nothing?

Steven laughs, takes a step toward Mike.

STEVEN
It’s alright. We’re going to re-
enact everything, with a twist.

Steven leans down, close to Mike’s face.

STEVEN
Two fucking years I’ve lived in 
fear that you’d remember. I 
couldn’t take it anymore, Mike. You 
wouldn’t sell. I couldn’t escape. 
You really didn’t leave me any 
alternatives.

Steven stands, looks at Brit, shares a smile.

FLASHBACK

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

Flash of silver. A knife, drawn across a Young Woman’s 
throat. She slumps to the filthy cracked pavement, twitches 
in the pool of blood, and is still.

Steven looks down at her, dripping knife in hand. He revels 
in the sight of the blood spreading around her head.

Beside him, Brit watches, aroused, draws from his energy. She 
looks at the pooling blood, smiles.

They stare, until the flow becomes a slow ooze. 

STEVEN
Was I right?

Brit nods, flush with the fulfilled promise of excitement.
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STEVEN
Told you. Nothing else comes close.

Steven looks up and down the alley, back at Brit.

STEVEN
Money.

Brit pulls latex gloves from her purse, puts them on.

She picks up the woman’s purse, rifles it, takes bills from 
the wallet. 

STEVEN (V.O.)
I stick evidence in Jasper’s face 
and he still can’t see it.

As Brit walks to the dumpster, throws the purse in, Steven 
pulls a ring from his pocket, puts it in the dead girl’s 
hand. Brit returns to his side.

She stares at the dead girl, intoxicated.

STEVEN
Dying has to be the most exciting 
part about living.

BACK TO SCENE

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Steven looks at Mike, revels in his bewildered dread.

STEVEN
Then at the lake, when the plan was 
for you to kill Courtney, freak 
opportunity saved you.

FLASHBACK

EXT. LAKE - NIGHT

Deb squeals playfully, rolls into a full swim, heads for the 
shore, away from their picnic site. 

Steven surfaces, watches Deb swim for the shore. 

He smiles, starts toward the shore farther down the lake. He 
takes a deep breath, swims underwater.
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STEVEN (V.O.)
I knew you wouldn’t be able to 
resist visiting our dear sister. It 
would be perfect. Killer strikes 
again in his remorse.

Steven surfaces for a breath. Very faintly, at some distance.

DEB (O.S.)
Steven?

He goes back underwater.

Along the shore, Brit stands by the branches of a huge tree 
that lies from the woods, almost to the lake.

Steven surfaces, walks from the water, smiles at her.

STEVEN
Where did they go?

Brit points across the lake toward a tiny stream, glittering 
in the moonlight. Steven smiles.

STEVEN
You get it?

Brit shows him a hunting knife. 

Its blade shimmers in the moonlight.

STEVEN (V.O.)
But Deb made herself a target of 
opportunity.

In the distance, a SCREAM.

Brit and Steven move to the tree trunk, stare down the 
woodline. A dark shadow approaches.

Steven takes Brit by the hand, moves back away from the 
trunk, into tall grass, whispers with excitement.

STEVEN
A bird in the hand is worth two in 
the bush.

A moment later, the sound of PANTING. Deb’s head appears from 
under the fallen trunk. She struggles through, stands, looks 
back over the tree.

Steven looks at Brit. Her eyes are wild with excitement. He 
smiles, nods. She gets to her feet, moves toward Deb.
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Deb turns, steps toward Brit. Brit raises the knife. Deb 
freezes, gasps.

Brit swings the blade. It GOUGES into Deb’s neck. 

Deb’s eyes FLY wide. 

Blood pumps down her neck, forms a river between her breasts.

She STAGGERS back into the tree trunk, GRASPS at the wound.

She tries to scream, GURGLES up blood. 

Brit steps forward, PLUNGES the knife into Deb’s chest. Pulls 
it out. Plunges it in again.

Deb’s back SCRAPES along the rough bark of the tree as she 
FALLS to her knees.

She PLOPS forward onto beautiful flowers.

Light REFLECTS off her white body as she BLEEDS out into the 
soft green grass.

Brit turns to Steven, both flush with excitement. 

He takes the knife from her, throws it far into the lake. 
Moonlight dances from the silver blade as it flies. 

They stoop beside the water, wash their hands quickly, run to 
the woods. 

Brit leans against a tree, breathless. Takes Steven’s hand, 
pulls him to her.

BRIT
Fuck me.

BACK TO SCENE

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Mike works slowly at his ties, inconspicuously stretching, 
testing.

Steven looks at Brit, a shared fantasy of crazed delusion.

STEVEN
This will be our first double 
feature.
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INT. SHERIFF’S OFFICE - DAY

Jasper walks to Dolores’s desk, slaps down a paper.

JASPER
He had three hundred dollars wired 
via Western Union.

Dolores holds her tongue, waits for him.

JASPER
Did we get anything from the city?

Dolores reaches for a stack of papers and faxes. She picks 
out a few, hands them to Jasper.

DOLORES
Came in about an hour ago.

Jasper checks the papers, hands one to Dolores. 

JASPER
No prints on the purse, but our 
hair sample matched DNA from a 
murder there.

Dolores reads the paper.

DOLORES
The day before the murder at the 
tavern. Wasn’t our prisoner already 
in town?

Jasper is stunned, snatches the paper back, stares at it.

Epiphany. He heads for the door.

JASPER
Sweet Mother of God.

He looks back as he reaches the door.

JASPER
Get Kevin. Have him meet me at the 
Cobb place.

He storms out, slams the door behind him.

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Steven pulls Courtney to her feet, marches her to the sink, 
bends her over it.
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She cries, short fearful gasps.

Brit watches, eyes full of excitement and anticipation.

Steven glances at Mike.

STEVEN
It was my birthday. You remember? I 
was eighteen, and dad took me out 
drinking. He had a present for me 
when we got home.

FLASHBACK

INT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - NIGHT

JENNY COBB, 17, stands over the sink and peels potatoes with 
a short knife.

SLAM. The front door. Jenny freezes, frightened, listens to 
the sound of drunken footsteps draw closer.

She spins from the sink, knife in hand, terrified. Steven, 
drunk, pops through the kitchen door, smiles at her wickedly.

STEVEN
(shouting)

Kitchen, Pops.

Steven staggers in a few paces, glances at the knife, amused.

GREG COBB, late 40s, burly and drunk, steps through the door 
behind Steven.

JENNY
(shouts)

Mike!

Steven and Greg laugh. They move around the center table, 
close in from both sides.

JENNY
You’re not going to do this again. 
I won’t let you.

Jenny holds the knife out, alternately pointing at one, then 
the other.

GREG
It’s your duty, girl, with your 
mother gone. And your brother 
becomes a man today. 
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Steven lunges forward. Jenny swipes the knife, tears his 
shirt sleeve. Blood blossoms from the back side of his wrist. 
Steven stares at it stupidly, enthralled.

Greg grabs Jenny’s knife wrist. 

She pummels his shoulder with her free hand. 

He smashes her hand on the counter. 

She cries out, drops the knife. 

Greg slaps her across the face, draws blood from her lip. He 
turns her to the sink, bends her over.

Steven watches, excited, mesmerized.

Greg reaches under Jenny’s dress, tugs her panties down.

Jenny struggles, slams her head back, flails her free arm.

GREG
Hold her, God damn it.

Steven steps close, pushes Jenny’s head down to the sink, 
pins her free arm to the counter.

Greg uses his free hand to undo his trousers.

BACK TO SCENE

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Mike’s eyes go wide as saucers. He struggles against the 
bindings, grunts in fury. The wooden chair creaks in protest.

Steven, pressed tightly between the struggling Courtney’s 
legs, laughs at him.

STEVEN
You remember! I knew this would 
help.

Brit, aroused, runs a hand to her breast.

Mike cries in anguish, squeezes his eyes shut in agony.

FLASHBACK
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INT. COBB HOUSE/BEDROOM - NIGHT

Mike lies on his bed and reads. Music BLARES from a small 
stereo on his dresser.

A SCREAM, not part of the song. He grabs the remote, mutes 
the music. The scream loud now, a crying lamentation. 

Mike jumps from the bed. In the--

KITCHEN

Greg pulls open the refrigerator door, grabs a beer.

Jenny, quiet dead sobs, lost in an isolated terror.

Still bent over the sink. Steven ruts between her legs.

He groans, almost lifting her from the floor.

Steven steps away, breathes hard, fumbles with his zipper.

Greg walks from the room.

GREG
Happy birthday.

Jenny turns slowly, eyes vacant, stares at Steven. 

She reaches for the knife on the counter.

Steven eyes her, curious.

STEVEN
Don’t even think it.

As Mike steps into the kitchen, afraid, wound like a clock, 
Jenny DRAWS THE KNIFE ACROSS HER THROAT. Mike SCREAMS.

MIKE
NO!

Blood soaks Jenny’s dress as she crumbles, somehow 
gracefully, to the floor.

Mike runs to her, falls to his knees beside her, takes her 
head in his arms.

Blood soaks his shirt. He stares into her dead eyes, takes 
the knife from her hand. He sobs in terrified disbelief.

Steven looks on, fascinated, a wild look of surprise and 
excitement in his eyes. 
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UPSTAIRS

Greg STUMBLES his way to the landing. POUNDING FOOTSTEPS 
follow him. He turns. SMASH.

Mike drives Greg into the wall, hands around his neck.

MIKE
You drunken fuck. Do you know what 
you’ve done?

Greg KNEES Mike in the groin, DRIVES his arms up between 
Mike’s, BREAKS the hold on his neck.

GREG
Get your fuckin hands off me. We 
ain’t all fags.

Mike RAGES toward Greg.

MIKE
I’ll kill you!

Mike SWINGS, connects with Greg’s face. 

Greg BULL RUSHES Mike, SLAMS him into the railing. 

Mike goes down hard, grimaces in pain.

GREG
You’ll kill me? You pansy son of a 
bitch.

Mike STRUGGLES to get up. 

Greg KICKS out, catches Mike in the shoulder, KNOCKS him back 
to the floor at the top of the stairs.

Greg lifts his leg, ready to SMASH it down on Mike’s head. 

Mike ROLLS into Greg’s leg. Greg STUMBLES forward awkwardly, 
REACHES for the railing to steady himself.

He MISSES, FALLS, PLUMMETS down the wooden stairs, TUMBLING 
ass over head. 

The sickening sound of bones SNAPPING as Greg lands at the 
bottom, BREAKS his neck. He lies in a twisted heap.

Mike gets to his feet, hurries to the bottom of the stairs, 
checks Greg’s pulse.

He looks across the room, where Steven stands, watches.
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Mike slowly walks to the phone, in a trance. 

He picks it up. Pushes numbers.

Steven pulls the jack from the wall. Mike turns to him.

STEVEN
What do you intend to tell them?

MIKE
The truth.

STEVEN
The truth is what we say it is.

MIKE
What are you talking about?

STEVEN
Truth could be that sis went off to 
school and dad got drunk and fell 
down the stairs.

Mike picks up the phone cord, plugs it back in.

MIKE
You’re as guilty as him.

STEVEN
Or could be you raped and killed 
your sister, then killed your 
father when he caught you.

Mike stops at the phone, stares at Steven, confused.

MIKE
Are you insane?

STEVEN
It’s your prints on the knife. Her 
blood all over you.

Mike stares, unable to grasp the situation. He returns to the 
phone, picks it up.

Behind him, Steven grabs a table lamp, steps up behind Mike, 
raises it high.

BACK TO SCENE

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Mike’s face is a portrait of foreboding.
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Steven steps away from Courtney, enraptured, grows more 
intense every moment.

STEVEN
Didn’t you see it? The life 
draining from her eyes, spilling 
her blood like an overfilled cup? 

Steven SMASHES his fist down on the table, startles everyone.

STEVEN
God Damn! Didn’t you fucking feel 
it? I wanted to swim in it, wash it 
over me like a warm shower.

Mike stares, inconceivable trepidation. Brit grows more 
excited, listening to Steven.

EXT. COBB HOUSE - DAY

A county sheriff car pulls up behind Mike’s car. 

Kevin gets out, looks around. He leans into the car, grabs 
the radio mic.

KEVIN
(into mic)

Dolores, Jasper isn’t here.

Nothing but static. He leans in, fiddles with the controls.

KEVIN
Dolores?

He throws the mic in the car, looks down the road, frowns.

He walks to the front door.

INT. COBB HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY

Courtney covertly eyes the paring knife on the counter.

Steven steps back toward Courtney. Mike tries to speak, 
garbled and incomprehensible.

Steven looks at him, smiles, walks over and pulls the gag 
from his mouth. Mike pleads desperately.

MIKE
Don’t do this. I’ll sell. You can 
take everything.
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Steven laughs riotously.

STEVEN
It’s a little fucking late for 
that. Besides...

Steven glances at Brit. She’s lost in an erotic stupor, looks 
like she’s on sex drugs. 

STEVEN
We’re rather enjoying it.

The DOORBELL rings, followed by a loud KNOCK.

Steven turns toward the kitchen door in surprise.

Courtney GRABS the paring knife from the counter, LUNGES at 
Steven. He turns back at the last instant.

The knife STICKS him in the arm, above the elbow.

He grimaces, SLAPS Courtney with a hard backhand.

She STUMBLES back against the counter, lip bleeding.

Mike LEANS forward, tries to stand with the chair strapped to 
him. Brit PUSHES him back down.

Steven PUNCHES Courtney in the face. She DROPS the bloody 
knife on the counter, weak kneed, STRUGGLES to stand.

Steven GRABS her by the neck, PULLS her to the cellar door.

He snatches the door open, SHOVES her down the wooden stairs.

She TUMBLES to a heap on the earthen floor, lies motionless.

Steven SLAMS the door, turns to Brit.

She serenely cuts an apple in half with the bloody knife.

STEVEN
Keep him quiet.

Steven heads for the front door.

Brit walks to Mike, YANKS his head back by the hair, SHOVES 
half an apple into his mouth.

She STRADDLES him, sits on his lap, her eyes wide and cloudy. 
She ROCKS on him, RUBS herself against him. 

MEANWHILE - IN THE LIVING ROOM
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Steven walks to the front door, pulls it open.

Kevin starts to speak, sees the blood on Steven’s arm.

Steven speaks excitedly.

STEVEN
Thank God! Mike’s gone crazy! He’s 
going to kill my friend.

Kevin steps inside, pulls his gun.

STEVEN
He’s got her in the kitchen.

Kevin looks from Steven, to the kitchen door, unsure.

IN THE KITCHEN

Brit MOANS lightly. She runs a hand down Mike’s chest, rises 
slightly, moves her hand into his lap between them.

Mike SPITS apple and saliva in her face. 

She FREAKS, leans forward and BITES into his cheek, below the 
eye. Mike HOWLS.

IN THE LIVING ROOM

Kevin BREAKS from his confusion, moves quickly toward the 
kitchen door.

Steven follows, grabs a large glass ashtray from a table.

IN THE KITCHEN

Kevin steps through the doorway, freezes.

Blood runs down Mike’s face.

Brit stands in front of Mike, the paring knife pressed under 
Mike’s chin. She looks at Kevin, her mouth bloody, eyes wild.

Kevin reflexively points his gun at her.

Steven steps in behind Kevin, ashtray raised above his head. 
He SMASHES it into Kevin’s skull.

Kevin’s eyes roll to whites as he drops to the floor.

INTERCUT WITH:
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EXT. COBB HOUSE/VARIOUS - CONTINUOUS

Jasper pulls in behind Kevin’s car. He gets on the radio.

JASPER
Dolores, where’s Kevin? He go in?

The radio crackles to life almost immediately.

DOLORES (O.S. THRU RADIO)
He hasn’t called in.

Jasper frowns, concerned.

JASPER
Try and raise him. And monitor my 
walkie.

Jasper hangs up the mic, gets out of the car.

He draws his weapon, moves stealthily around to the back of 
the house.

INSIDE - IN THE KITCHEN

Steven kneels beside Kevin, checks his pulse at the neck.

He looks at Brit.

STEVEN
This means a change of plan.

He nods toward the cellar door.

STEVEN
Bring that bitch back up here.

Brit heads for the cellar door. Steven walks to Mike.

MIKE
The drugs have got you fucked up, 
Steven. You don’t want to do this.

Steven SMASHES his fist into Mike’s face. Again, and again.

He stands, pants, eyes crazed.

Mike’s face bleeds from the eye, lips, and cheek.

STEVEN
You fucking killed my father. You 
knew he was going to try and change 
the trust, cut you out.
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MIKE
I don’t care about the money. I 
never did.

Steven KICKS Mike in the chest. The chair tips, CRACKS onto 
the floor. Steven falls to his knees beside Mike, pounds his 
fist into his body mercilessly.

MEANWHILE - IN THE CELLAR

Courtney TEETERS on top of stacked boxes, STRUGGLES to pull 
herself out a small window.

She gets her head and arms through, hangs half in, half out.

Brit reaches the bottom of the stairs, spies Courtney in the 
window. She smiles cruelly, walks toward her.

UPSTAIRS

Mike rolls violently, tries to avoid the crashing blows. The 
chair splinters apart, gives him more mobility.

He rolls away from Steven, under the table.

Steven grabs a spear like piece of the broken chair, stabs 
under the table at Mike, punctures Mike’s thigh.

Mike, cries out, SHIMMIES out the other side of the table, 
feet still tied.

He struggles to free himself of the loose rope, assorted 
pieces of chair that yet cling to him.

Steven, around the table, wields the broken chair piece as a 
club, POUNDS Mike as he scuttles across the floor.

OUTSIDE

Jasper rounds the house, FREEZES, gun aimed, at the half body 
of Courtney protruding from the cellar window.

IN THE CELLAR

Brit reaches Courtney, STABS into her leg with the small 
paring knife.

Courtney SCREAMS, KICKS her legs wildly, knocks down the pile 
of boxes.

The boxes CRASH to the floor, force Brit back for a moment 
before she returns to the window, JABS the knife repeatedly 
at COURTNEY’s kicking feet.
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OUTSIDE

Jasper holsters his weapon, RUNS to Courtney. He grabs her 
arms, STRUGGLES to pull her from the window. 

They both fall to the ground as she pops free, her legs 
scattered with cuts and bleeding badly.

IN THE KITCHEN

Mike’s gone as far as he can. He faces a corner, bleeding, 
bruised. He struggles to his feet, uses the wall for support.

He turns, leans his back into the corner.

Steven stands in front of him, club in hand.

STEVEN
You and our cunt sister. Too 
fucking good for me and pop.

He swings the club into Mike’s knee. CRACK.

Mike moans in pain as he collapses to the floor.

Brit enters from the cellar door. She glances at the bloody 
floor in ecstasy, looks to Steven.

COURTNEY
She got out. Sheriff helped her.

OUTSIDE

Jasper helps Courtney sit.

JASPER
Stay here.

He pulls his walkie talkie from his belt.

JASPER
Dolores. I need help. Everything 
you can send.

He doesn’t wait for a response. He sets the walkie next to 
Courtney, moves to the back porch in a crouch.

INSIDE

Mike is barely conscious. He huddles in the corner, 
defensive, bruised and bleeding.

Steven towers over him with the makeshift club, broken to a 
point at one end.
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STEVEN
Still not much of a protector are 
you? Fucking paper hero, like all 
the other lemmings. 

Steven examines the pointed end of the stick, smiles 
viciously at Mike, raises the stick.

OUTSIDE

Jasper creeps across the porch to the back door. 

He peers in through the crack between curtains, spots Steven 
across the room, spear held over his head.

Jasper tries the knob. Unlocked. He pushes the door open, 
steps into the kitchen, gun on Steven.

JASPER
Drop that and put your hands on 
your head!

Steven drops the spear, puts his hands on his head, turns 
slowly toward Jasper.

AT THE SAME TIME

Mike’s eyes wide, he struggles to speak.

The door SLAMS closed behind Jasper. Startled, he looks back. 
Brit, behind the door, PLUNGES the knife into Jasper’s side.

Jasper staggers, tries to aim.

Brit pulls the knife out, STABS him again. Jasper falls to 
his knees, the gun clatters onto the floor.

Steven smiles, steps forward, picks up the gun.

STEVEN
Get Courtney.

Brit heads out the door.

Jasper, gasping for breath, clumsily tries to cover his 
wounds with shaking hands.

Steven, eyes boring into Jasper with cruel intent, raises the 
weapon to Jasper’s head.

The sound of wood hitting the floor makes Steven turn.

Mike, on one knee, broken chair leg in hand, tries to stand, 
using it as a crutch.

95.



Steven turns to Mike, KICKS him in the face. 

Mike falls back into the corner on his ass, stick in hand.

Brit pushes a stumbling Courtney in from the back door, 
stands beside her, knife to Courtney’s back.

Jasper, on his knees, one hand to his wounds, the other on 
the floor, keeping him from collapsing.

Steven turns back to Jasper, puts the gun inches from his 
head, squeezes the trigger.

AT THE SAME INSTANT

THUNK! Steven lurches, the shot misses Jasper. Steven, eyes 
wild, turns toward Mike with surprise. 

The chair leg sticks from Steven’s back.

STEVEN

Takes a step toward Mike, aiming the pistol.

Stepping in blood, his foot slips from under him.

He falls to his back, drives the stick out through his chest.

BRIT

Stares at her stomach. Blood gushes with every heartbeat from  
the dark wound of a gunshot. 

She takes a step toward Steven, FALLS to the floor.

Steven and Brit find each other with their eyes. 

They struggle to touch, fingers mere inches apart, twitch,  
before their light goes out.

EXT. DEEP WOODS - DAY

A backhoe carefully excavates at Jenny’s grave.

Mike, heavily bandaged, one leg in a cast and using a crutch, 
stands next to Courtney, solemn.

Jasper, with a cane, limps over to join them, smiles grimly.

Courtney looks at him.

COURTNEY
Will he go to jail?
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Jasper glances at Mike.

JASPER
Misuse of a dead body is a third 
degree felony... but with the 
extenuating circumstances, I would 
guess not.

The three of them stand in silence, watch the progress.

COURTNEY
Will you sell now?

MIKE
I guess. Nobody to hand it down to.

Courtney looks at him tenderly. She takes his hand in hers. 
He looks at her.

COURTNEY
You’re not over the hill yet.

He leans to her, tentative. Her eyes say yes. He kisses her 
softly on the lips.

FADE OUT:

INT. NOTES

* Secrets between estranged brothers explode when murder 
visits a small town.

* Small town secrets threaten a bloodbath when estranged 
brothers reunite.
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