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EXT. DESOLATE YARD CONTAINING A PARKED WHITE VEHICLE AND ABANDONED YELLOW HOUSE-NIGHT

A white car is seen parked in the yard of an abandoned yellow house.  A haunting and bare tree limb is seen cryptically hanging above the vehicle.  The grass in the yard is very tall and a lone telephone pole is seen near the house.  A faint HOWL is heard in the distance.  
INT. VEHICLE-NIGHT

A middle-aged couple sits in the car.  CLARK sits in the driver’s seat while KELLY sits in the passenger seat.  Kelly worriedly glimpses out the window into the dark night, as Clark casually unbuckles his seatbelt and relaxes.




CLARK





(reassuringly)

You do realize that we can’t stop her from doing this.  She’s beyond our control, Kelly.
Clark worriedly shakes his head as he looks at Kelly and notices the unhappy expression that remains on her face.





CLARK
Michael’s a good guy.  I really don’t see what you’re so worried about.
Kelly’s worried expression still remains.





KELLY
They’ve barely been together as a couple! All of the tribulations that we put ourselves through when we were younger, like living together, sharing the bills…I mean she’s not even through with school yet!  Caroline is not mature enough for this commitment and Michael’s definitely not either!





CLARK
Look I know that they just moved in together, but honestly there’s nothing we can do about it.  If they truly


(MORE)

care about one another then things will work out.  Michael’s working, and he’s seemed to have matured.
Clark looks at Kelly who turns and worriedly looks at him.  Clark grins at Kelly. 




CLARK
At least from what he told me he has.  

Clark reflectively looks out the windshield for a moment before he turns and looks at Kelly.





CLARK





(calm, understanding tone)

And I’ve got no choice but to trust him and neither do you Kelly.
Kelly lets out a frustrated groan.





CLARK
Kelly, I don’t want to sound like I’m belittling you, cause I honestly respect, love, and cherish you, but what choice do we have? Caroline’s twenty years old, all we can do is support her.





KELLY 




(nervously)

You’re right Clark, but why can’t we talk her out of this?
Kelly begins to look out the passenger window with tears of sadness beginning to subtly appear in her eyes.  Clark puts his arm around her supportively.




KELLY
I just don’t want to lose her. I don’t want them to rush into this.





CLARK
I don’t want them too either. I one-hundred percent agree with you, which is why when we see them tomorrow for dinner, we’ll both talk to them!


(MORE)  
We’ll cut a deal, let’s say that if they can live peacefully together for six months and postpone the wedding for another year I’ll help put up the money for that house they want out on River Oaks.

Kelly looks up at Clark and smiles at him, her tears have faded away.





KELLY
If you ask me they should postpone the wedding for five years, before they get such a fancy house.  I don’t want to sound old and envious but we suffered through our first years of engagement.





CLARK




(sarcastic tone)

Seems like each old generation says the same shit.

Clark grins at Kelly.





CLARK  





(mockingly elderly voice)

Hell supposedly my granddaddy and grandma struggled through their first years of marriage in a cave, then my dad and mom went through their brutal first years in a Hooverville, at least we had an apartment in Atlanta right?
Kelly laughs at Clark’s sarcastic humor.  He smiles at her and then the two share a kiss.  After the embrace, Kelly looks and flashes a smile at Clark.





KELLY
You’re still so strange and crazy.

Clark returns a smile back to her.





CLARK

Supposedly the same strangeness and craziness 



(MORE)

That ignited your strong physical attraction for me.





KELLY
I guess you could say that.

The two kiss again.  Afterward, they both share a wistful, quiet moment looking through the windshield together, observing the house and yard that they are currently parked in.




CLARK





(sarcastically)

Isn’t it strange that whenever we get into our pissy fits, parking next to this same deserted house always seems to make us happy.

Kelly turns and looks at Clark.





KELLY
It’s even stranger that some of our best memories happened in and around this same deserted house. 

Kelly grins at Clark.





Kelly

Maybe we should buy it.  It’s only been on the market since the Great Depression.

Clark laughs at Kelly’s humorous comment while he continues to stare through the windshield.





CLARK
No kidding.  I think there’s five generations of graffiti in there, not to mention the creation of five generations in that damn place!

Kelly laughs and returns her gaze toward the windshield and the view of the dilapidated yellow house.





KELLY
Remember all those shitty stories 


(MORE)

and legends you would always tell me out here?

Clark continues to stare through the windshield, endlessly fascinated and enamored by the surroundings.





CLARK





(sarcastically)

You mean the stories that I would tell you and every other girl from the high school right?
He turns his attention back to Kelly who flashes him a jealous look.





KELLY





(sarcastically)

Yeah, me and some of those freshmen from the drama club you were in right?





CLARK
I’m so glad your wit and tits are still intact.

Kelly laughs and turns away from Clark.





KELLY





(regaining seriousness)
Were any of those stories true?





CLARK





(sarcastically)
You mean the mad scientist that lived in that deserted house back in the 1800’s who would combine the bodies of wild animals and orphans?  Of course that story isn’t true, that’s just a classic way of getting into a girl’s pants like any other horndog’s trick.

Kelly looks at Clark with a surprised expression on her face before she bursts into laughter.  Clark smiles at her defensively.





KELLY
I got to admit I’m glad that you learned all of your insightful and effective tricks from your old man.

Clark returns his attention back to the yellow house.





CLARK
Well, there is one legend about this house that may be true.

Kelly continues her steady gaze directed at Clark.





KELLY
Oh yeah, and how does this one go?





CLARK
It’s a very uh cautionary, sadistic, horrifying and quite terrifying story in case you’re still interested?

Kelly looks back out the windshield toward the yellow house.





KELLY
Sounds oddly romantic and appealing.  Go ahead, tell me.





CLARK
Well, I really can’t say that I know most of the details, nor that I know the actual facts about this case, but I remember when I was a kid my dad would like to drive my older sister and I around in his car on some Halloween nights, usually around ten o’clock or so, and tell us all of these scary stories.
Clark turns and looks at Kelly with a smile etched upon his face.





CLARK
As far-fetched as most of these stories were I still must admit that they scared the living shit out of me and my older sister.  One of his stories in particular terrified me since it was basically the story of this house, and through the years 


(MORE)

whenever I talk with my friends about it, they all tell me that their fathers actually told them the same legend.
Kelly sarcastically lets out a bemused groan.





KELLY
Must be a father-son standard around here.

Clark ignores her comment and turns away from her to look through the windshield.





CLARK
He would say it so seriously though, it terrified me.  It still terrifies me.

Clark shakes his head in bewilderment.





CLARK

That crazy legend.
He gives Kelly a serious, intellectual look.





CLARK (continued)
The whole story has a poetic gravity to it.





KELLY
Well don’t over hype this masterpiece. Go ahead and tell me this legend!

Clark’s wistful, serious gaze returns to the yellow house.





CLARK
Well, supposedly the legend goes that this really nice teenager, a guy named Billy, really nice kid according to my father.
Kelly lets out a laugh as Clark references his father in the legend.





CLARK
Anyway, Billy dies in a car accident on his way to see his grandma at the



(MORE)

hospital.  The wreck happened on a rainy day, and he actually got in a wreck with an ambulance.  Billy couldn’t see the ambulance lights through the rain, and he rammed into the ambulance, and he went right through the windshield and into the back of the ambulance.
Kelly grins at Clark.




KELLY
Sounds like the legend promotes a life cycle of irony?

Clark’s seriousness finally cracks and he looks at Kelly with a jovial smile on his face.





CLARK
You called it babe.  But the legend doesn’t stop there!  Once word got out about the tragedy, Billy’s best friend Evan, and when I say best friend I mean these two were close as can be, they would hang out together, watch movies together, watch basketball games together, play basketball together, discuss obscure films together.  I mean these two were the kinds of friends that’d be sure to get the same shitty classes in high school together just to annoy the fuck out of their teachers.




KELLY





(sarcastic excitement in her tone)
A bromance!





CLARK
You could call it that.  But anyway, once Evan heard the news, he was never the same.  He was a smart kid but he never signed up for college courses, and just never seemed ambitious, never willing to do much of anything but shoot buckets by himself or watch movies by himself.
Clark then focuses his gaze on the yellow house again, his voice returning to the serious, eerie tone he displayed earlier when he began to tell the legend.





CLARK (continued)

But a month after Billy’s death, Evan came to this same yard that we are currently trespassing on, and he went inside that yellow house.

Kelly laughs at the return of Clark’s earnest seriousness.





KELLY
It was deserted even then?





CLARK
Yeah, I guess so.  But Billy and him used to sometimes hang out in that yellow house, bring girls over to it, even vandalized it on very boring nights I guess.  But that night, Evan busted every mirror and window in that house, shattering glass everywhere.  And after he shattered every piece of glass ornament this house had to offer, he picked up the biggest and sharpest piece of broken glass from the ground, put it to his neck, cursed the name of God, and slit his own throat with it.  The next day, his parents called the cops, and after a week they finally found his car in the yard of this isolated place. The authorities went inside the house, blood and glass everywhere, but no body.  The explanation from the cops was that maybe Evan crawled off somewhere in the woods to die, or perhaps he was murdered in that house, or, and here’s my personal favorite, perhaps buzzards swooped in and took his body away forever.  Either way though, there was nothing to fill the casket with.
Kelly mock applauds Clark as she looks at him with amusement.





KELLY
Interesting story, Clark.  I must say I’ve never heard that one before.

Clark looks at her, his jovial smile returning.





CLARK
I find that hard to believe!  That legend is a staple of Clear County!  I must admit though that I’ve always found stories like it effective in a sad way.

Kelly looks at Clark with a bewildered expression.





KELLY
How?





CLARK
It just proves that a personal tragedy is a greater loss then a world tragedy you know?  I mean when I lost my dad, it took a lot out of me.  His death not only took away my father, but also my best friend.  No more ball games, no more cheap movies, no more pointless pop culture arguments. He motivated me, he made me into the man I am, and he’s gone, and I’ll never see him again.  When you lose somebody that close, it just decimates you more,  I mean honestly if a hundred kids were slaughtered in Zimbabwe, I’d hate to say it, but I’d shed a lot more tears over the loss of my ninety-year-old father, then over a group of slaughtered seven-year-olds.  Call me selfish, but I believe that this form of selfishness exists in all of us.

Kelly’s bewildered expression evolves into a bright, approving smile as Clark finishes his declaration.





KELLY
Since when did our rendezvous become so emotionally exposing?
Kelly reflectively looks through the windshield for a moment before she turns and warmly looks back at Clark.





KELLY

You’re right though.  If you or Caroline died, I’d have to agree that I’d trade the lives of hundreds of people to have you two back in my life again.
Two faint red eyes begin to slowly appear through the darkness of the back window.  Kelly smiles at Clark.




KELLY
That legend’s not scary to me though!
Clark looks at her with a sarcastically shocked expression.





CLARK
Whatever, you’re just trying to be the alpha bitch in this relationship.
Kelly shrugs her shoulders passively then looks at Clark with a smile.





KELLY
Maybe I want to be the boss.  I’ll lead a feministic revolution.

The two red eyes now can be distinctly seen through the shrill darkness of the back window.





CLARK
It’s a man’s world though.
Kelly and Clark each eye one another, and Kelly begins to lean over toward Clark.  She seductively starts to tug on Clark’s shirt collar.





KELLY
Maybe in the bedroom.

Suddenly the back window bursts.  A hairy creature leaps forward biting Clark’s neck, quickly pulling out flesh with its sharp teeth.  The creature spits some of the extra flesh onto the dashboard in front of a horrified and screaming Kelly.  Blood from Clark’s neck spurts on Kelly as the creature’s red eyes glare at her while mutilating Clark’s throat with blood and flesh spewed all over the interior of the vehicle.  Kelly cries and screams as she recognizes the blank fatal glance Clark gives her.  
EXT. DESOLATE YARD-NIGHT

Kelly bursts the passenger door open and runs into the foggy, dark night, running among the high grass as she rushes toward the front door of the yellow house leaving the creature and her deceased husband behind.  
INT. YELLOW HOUSE-NIGHT

Kelly frantically runs through the open doorway and rushes inside the closest room to her, slightly closing the door to the room leaving the door open just a crack.
Kelly crouches inside what appears to be an abandoned bathtub.  Roaches, spiders, and other assorted creatures run amok with shattered glass from a broken mirror also littering the room as the rusty drain of the tub slowly DRIPS brown putrid water.  Kelly puts her hand over her mouth trying to muffle her whimpers.  She glances out through the crack in the door from the bathtub, noticing the outline of the mysterious creature, a creature walking on two legs.  
She hears the SNARLS and rabid NOISES the creature makes, but all Kelly can see clearly are the two hairy, clawed feet that the creature walks upon.  The creature BELLOWS with a wolf-like howl as it moves around the house, loudly searching the rooms of the house in search of its prey.  The noises then cease.  All that is now audible to Kelly are the SNARLS made by the creature as its footsteps stop right outside the cracked door of the room that Kelly currently inhabits.
Kelly notices a large piece of glass right below the cracked door.  She sees the reflection of the terrifying beast on the other side of the doorway through the piece of 








(CONTINUED)

glass.  Suddenly the creature looks downward, staring right at the piece of glass at the same time that Kelly is looking at the reflection through the glass.  The creature notices Kelly through her reflection on the piece of glass, a fact that Kelly realizes as she finally lets her hand rest by her helpless body.
The creature lets out a loud HOWL as it slowly and teasingly moves it’s sharp claws down the wooden door, making a loud, terrifying NOISE.  The door slowly opens revealing the creature standing straight in the doorway, the creature’s red eyes looking right at the frightened Kelly who lies crouching in the dilapidated bathtub.  The creature walks over to the bathtub, extending a paw over Kelly’s face, the creature’s claws extended.  The paw closes on her head.  
Blood gushes over the battered wooden floor of what was once a bathroom.  The werewolf lets out a HOWL as it rabidly feasts on the blood and carnage of Kelly.
EXT. DESERTED FIELD-DAWN
A deserted field suffering from a drought.  A MAN slowly rises into view.  The figure is in tattered clothes, but is nonetheless recognizably human.  The man turns around, eyes of a tinted red color, saliva slowly dripping from his mouth.  He begins to rub the saliva from his face, revealing a hand that possesses large claw-like fingernails.  The man glares ahead.  He then turns and slowly walks away.
EXT. COUNTRY HOME-DAWN
A country cottage.  The front door is wide open.  The mysterious red-eyed man slowly approaches the front door.  His red eyes sparkle upon the sight of the door as he walks in.
INT. COUNTRY HOME KITCHEN-DAWN

A MOTHER is seen washing dishes at a sink.  The mother is at a sink washes dishes while she softly hums a tune.  The SOUND of the running water from the old faucet overpowers all outside noise.  Slowly the cryptic man walks inside the room.

The mother naively continues washing dishes as the man walks toward her.  He stops behind the mother and slowly pulls her by the back of her head toward him causing her to view him from an upside down angle.  Her eyes grow in fright.  The man puts his clawed hand over her mouth before she can let out a scream.  He roughly slices her throat open with his other clawed hand, blood slowly spewing from her neck.  
The man once again looks ahead before letting out a low animalistic noise as he plunges his face into her neck, feasting upon her dying corpse.  The mother’s SON walks into the room. The son stops as he worriedly stares at the sight before him,




SON
Mom?

The man’s eyes grow wide and hungry.  He throws the dead mother down, her head landing in the dish-filled sink, CRACKING some dishes while turning the water-filled sink into a pool of red.  The man turns around.  The boy looks at the man in fright before he swiftly turns around and starts running the other way.  The man slowly walks after the boy, teasingly clawing the side of the wall while he follows after the boy.
EXT. DESERTED FIELD-DAWN

A half-eaten, barely-recognizable boy covered in blood lies on the clay ground of the field.  Blood stains the dark clay around the deceased boy.  Organs hang out of the stomach, some of them torn apart in chunks.  The only thing noticeable about the boy are the wide eyes, eyes untouched by the creature, the eyes being the only thing seemingly alive and noticeable on the boy as much of his face has been savagely ripped and torn off.

INT. LARGE LIVING ROOM-AFTERNOON

Seven high school seniors sit inside the room.  DYLAN, MARY, and DIANA sit on a couch; GAVIN and JENNA sit in a separate smaller couch; RACHEL in a chair, while COLBY sits on the floor fiddling with an acoustic guitar.  Dylan looks at Mary with a jokingly shocked expression etched upon his face.





DYLAN
Alright, so you’re telling me that the Gin Blossoms were the best, most influential, greatest band of the ‘90’s?

Jenna with an expression similar to Dylan’s, looks over toward Mary also.





JENNA
“Found Out About You” tops “Bitter Sweet Symphony” any day right, Mary?
Mary laughs at the twin, resilient stares of disapproval from Dylan and Jenna.





MARY





(sarcastically defensively)
You guys are taking me so literally. I mean I’m not saying they were the best band of the ‘90’s, but the ‘90’s were such a dry spell for rock music, that I believe that they deserve to be mentioned as one of the best bands of that decade.

Dylan hits the arm stand of the couch with fake sternness.





DYLAN
No way! I can’t believe that you’re telling me that the ‘90’s were a weak decade for rock music!  I grew up with that decade!  I mean we’re talking about Nirvana, Third Eye Blind, Matchbox 20, Collective Soul, Smashing Pumpkins, Everclear, Hell Sugar Ray’s a badass band.  And that’s not even counting all of the awesome rap that came out too like Eminem, Nas, and Wu-Tang Clan.
Mary counters Dylan’s stare with her own variation of his sarcastically disapproving expression.





MARY
Come on now Dylan!  Really?  Third Eye Blind’s a pretty desperate nominee.
Gavin suddenly looks up at Mary and Dylan, an interest in the conversation now beginning from him.




GAVIN




(sarcastic tone)

I for one find “Jumper” to be quite dramatic.

He looks at Dylan for reassurance.





GAVIN (continued)
Remember when we watched that VH1 countdown of the best songs of the ‘90’s?  They didn’t even name the best Third Eye Blind songs but they still had “Semi-Charmed Life” at like forty-one.

Dylan snaps his fingers in excitement upon the reminiscing.  He looks at Mary happily.





DYLAN
No kidding!  And I do believe that none of the damn Gin Blossoms songs even made it on the honorable mentions list!

Mary laughs at Dylan’s accusations.





MARY
No ‘90’s list should be taken seriously without “Found About You”, that’s all I’m going to say on this stupid discussion of the ‘90’s.  Not to mention the fact that none of you have even mentioned Sublime as a candidate for best ‘90’s band!  How can any of you seriously leave them off?




DYLAN





(sarcastic defensive tone returning)
That’s because they’re like a weaker version of Sugar Ray.

Mary looks at Dylan with shocked bemusement.





MARY
Oh my God, are you serious?  You’re telling me that songs like “Fly” and “When It’s Over” beat anything by Sublime?

Dylan flashes Mary a jovial and knowing smile.




DIANA
I can’t believe that you guys aren’t even mentioning Blues Traveler in this conversation.

Dylan looks over at Mary again, ready to reignite his argument.





DYLAN
Well, before we got into our first sing-along of the evening, I was going to say that “What I Got” is a pretty badass song.  I hate to admit it though because I’m constantly at war with all of the fake Sublime fans. 
Mary sarcastically glares at Dylan upon hearing his judgment of Sublime fans as fake.  Dylan notices her glare quickly.





DYLAN
Not to say that you’re one of those types of Sublime fans Mary.

Mary laughs as Dylan jokingly raises his hands in a gesture of surrender.





DYLAN
There’s no reason to make our ‘90’s arguments personal Mary.





COLBY
Well before we go into a ‘90’s rock band war why don’t we have another sing-along for the Hell of it?





DYLAN
I’ll tell you what Mary we’ll have a sing-along to “What I Got”.  Will that serve as an acceptable apology by me?

Mary laughs as Dylan stands up and bows down in front of her.





MARY
Sure.  I always love to hear your offbeat free-styling attempts.




COLBY
No objections from anyone?  I guess everyone wants to punish Dylan.
Dylan sits down on the couch again and shakes his head in befuddlement.  Dylan smiles at Colby.





DYLAN
No kidding.  Next time I suppose everyone will make me sing along to a Nickelback song.
Colby laughs.





COLBY

Well, before we start the sing-along I just would like to warn you guys again that there are mainly two types of guitar players.  There’s the serious ones who can play the shit out of the guitar, and then there’s the guitar players like me who just like to fuck around on the guitar and know like one or two songs.
Colby laughs as he begins to play a rough, acoustic version of Sublime’s “What I Got” while the friends begin to join Colby in singing the lyrics out loud as haphazardly and jovially as possible.
INT. CLASSROOM-AFTERNOON

MR. FINCH’S classroom.  The Beatles, Shakespeare, Chaplin, Audrey Hepburn, Edgar Allen Poe, Arthur Miller, Bob Dylan,









(CONTINUED)

and Bette Davis posters align the walls as a small class, perhaps fourteen students, including Diana, Dylan, Rachel, Colby, Jenna, Mary, and Gavin, sit in their desks.  Some of the students are even seated on top of their desks, as they all watch their teacher, Mr. Finch, who stands at the front of the room behind a podium, discussing the latest novel assigned to the class.




MR. FINCH
Absalom! Absalom! is a terribly difficult read I know.

Mr. Finch pauses as he hears several students in the class groan in displeasure out loud.





MR. FINCH
Faulkner always drags everything out, he jumps through time, perspectives, and the dialect can be rather ridiculous, but still besides the fact that it’s my personal favorite Faulkner novel, I still feel it’s his most emotional and fascinating book.
He pauses for dramatic emphasis, but is only greeted by quietness and mumbled groaning from the students.





MR. FINCH
It’s not as famous as As I Lay Dying or The Sound and the Fury, but in this case just trust my vanity here, and try to enjoy the novel.  The chapters can be pretty brutal to read on your own, but we’ll go over everything in class after each chapter and definitely before we have any crazy tests or quizzes or anything.
Dylan, while sitting on top of his desk, raises his hand.





MR. FINCH





(slightly annoyed)

Yes Dylan! And I know you have a senior superiority complex, but do you have to sit on top of the desk?

Dylan leans back and forth on top of the desk to demonstrate the support the desk has to offer.





DYLAN
Hey these are the old-fashioned turn-of-the-century desks, this is what these babies were built for.

Mr. Finch flashes Dylan an amused yet annoyed look while several members in the class laugh.





DYLAN
But not to offend your personal taste or vanity, but why is this your favorite novel?





MR. FINCH
Well, Dylan, the novel’s deep, epic, personal…it just means a lot to me.  Perhaps when we finish reading it maybe I can fully explain why it’s so personal to me.

Several students groan.  Mr. Finch grins.





MR. FINCH

You guys are a tough crowd.

Mr. Finch laughs.





MR. FINCH

I don’t want to spoil any of it which is why I can’t delve into why it connects with me.
Mr. Finch smiles as he notices all of the awkward glances he receives from his students.





MR. FINCH (continued)
But we got about twenty minutes left in class.  If you guys are wise, I’d recommend going ahead and starting the first chapter.

Mr. Finch begins to walk back to his desk in the back of the room.  Diana, Colby, Jenna, Mary, Rachel, Dylan, and








(CONTINUED)

Gavin all sit in the desks closest to Mr. Finch’s teacher’s desk.  Mr. Finch sits down in his desk and begins to scourge through various film and sports blogs.




MARY




(quietly to everyone else in the clique)

You know I was thinking none of us have participated in senior skip day all year.

Colby flashes a grin at Mary.





COLBY
Yeah I know.  What the fuck is it?  Like May?  We graduate in like two weeks, and we haven’t missed a single damn day in this class.





DYLAN
I’m starting to feel a little prudish.  We’re more like the kids in Reefer Madness or a Mickey Rooney movie then Fast Times or Dazed and Confused.





JENNA





(sarcastically)
I don’t know.  I kinda enjoy this class. I never figured Humanities would become the sanctuary for disinterested seniors.





MARY





(seriously)

Well, I was thinking that tomorrow would be a good time to skip.  I mean the Goth kids have had their own senior skip day…





DYLAN





(interrupting)

The preps!

Jenna grins.





JENNA
The thugs!





GAVIN
The stoners!





RACHEL
The rednecks!





DIANA
The emo kids!

Colby grins and thinks about his contribution for a moment.





COLBY
Man, you guys said all of them before I could step in!





MARY




(knowingly sarcastic tone)

The point is, every stereotypical clique in Clear County High has had their own senior skip day so my thinking is we should have a Humanities seniors skip day tomorrow?

She pauses and looks at the reactions of all of her friends.





DYLAN





(sarcastically)

It’s quite brilliant Mary!
Dylan proudly holds up his copy of Absalom! Absalom! to the group.





DYLAN (continued)
But have you tried reading this shit? It’s like reading a journal entry by an 18th-century Lithuanian orphan!

The group laughs at Dylan’s exaggeration.





DIANA





(to Dylan)
You do realize that this class really doesn’t matter though right? It ain’t a required class for us to graduate.
Dylan blankly glares at her for a moment before he begins to laugh.





DYLAN
I was being halfway sarcastic.  Of course, we can skip this class!  In the public education system, Humanities is down there with Physical Education and Drama for being the most obsolete courses in high school.  But what are we going to do tonight since we’re skipping tomorrow?
Gavin shrugs his shoulders in bewilderment.





GAVIN
Vandalize vacant houses, discuss classic films, play basketball, hang out.  You know our usual routine.  I don’t have any tests or anything tomorrow, so it works for me.
Gavin’s mentioning of tests causes Diana to angrily groan.




DIANA

Oh shit! I forgot that I have to do this really stupid lab for Anatomy tomorrow!




DYLAN
No way you can skip it?  I thought all you do is dissect cats and owl shit in that class.





DIANA
Pretty much, but the labs are 95 percent of the final grade in there.





RACHEL
Can you at least stay out late with us tonight?

Diana smiles and thinks about the question for a moment.





DIANA
I can sneak out probably around


(MORE) 
midnight when my family goes to sleep, but I’ll probably go back home around 2 or so.





GAVIN





(sarcastically)
What a prude!

Diana jokingly slaps Gavin on the back of his head.





DIANA
Hey, this lab’s pretty important tomorrow.  Not all of us are natural-born government-regulated-test passers like you.

Gavin rubs the back of his head sarcastically pretending to be seriously injured while he laughs.





GAVIN
I honestly have no idea how I do good on those things.  I think that they just draw the names of the people that they give all of those high grades too.





DIANA
Well, I can hang with you guys for a couple of hours, but I got to get to class tomorrow.

Her friends teasingly groan and disapprove in disappointment over her statement.  Diana smiles at her friends’ disapproving gestures.





DIANA
It’s my second block too, so I won’t have much time to sleep in.
The friends continue to sarcastically groan in disapproval toward Diana.




MARY





(to Diana)
Well at least you can hang out with us for a few hours tonight. 
Mary looks at the rest of her friends inquisitively.




MARY
But does anyone else have any tests tomorrow?





DYLAN
Even if I had an AP Exam tomorrow, I’d still skip.
The group laughs at Dylan’s proclamation.





MARY





(sarcastically)
It’s nice to know that Senioritis hasn’t stricken you yet Dylan.  What about you Rachel?





RACHEL
No tests for me tomorrow, I’m good to go!





MARY





(to Colby)
I know you can come tonight Colby. Isn’t your schedule just three blocks of gym classes and this class?

Colby smiles upon hearing Mary’s judgment of his schedule before he flashes her a thumbs up.





COLBY
You know me so well!





MARY





(to Jenna)

Jenna?




JENNA
No tests for me tomorrow either. But I’ve actually considered going for perfect attendance this semester.

Jenna smiles as her friends let out mock disapproving groans.




JENNA
It’d be the first time that I’ve gotten perfect attendance since elementary school! But I’d rather be with you guys then striving for a pretty pointless goal like that anyway.




DYLAN





(sarcastic)

Awww.

Jenna, Mary, Diana, Gavin, Colby, and Rachel laugh.





DYLAN





(regaining serious tone)
I must agree with you Jenna!  Perfect attendance is the most overrated and corrupted achievement!
Dylan smiles.





DYLAN

Those high school attendance people really suck at their jobs.
The group laughs.




DYLAN
I’m not kidding! Every time that I think that I’ve come to school everyday, my report card always says that I’ve missed like fourteen days!  My parents interrogate me every time report cards come out because of that shit!
The group laughs.  Mary warmly smiles as she looks at the group.





MARY
All of us will be able to hang out tonight!





JENNA
How can we get by our parents though?

Mary smiles at her friends comfortingly.





MARY
Just sneak out! We’re going to stay out all night anyway! Besides, even if they found out, we’re eighteen and we’re about to graduate, what can they do? 




RACHEL
Well where are we going to meet at?

Colby grins at Diana.




COLBY
Wal-Mart right? Let’s pretend we’re members of Diana’s mass consumeristic society of Clear County.

Diana smiles and teasingly hits Colby upside the head.





DIANA
All kinds of fuck you!
Colby rubs the back of his head and flashes a grin at Diana.





COLBY
Well for a better suggestion how about we all just meet at the diner at midnight?





DYLAN





(sarcastic enthusiasm)
That sleazy one by the bridge? I love that place!

Colby laughs at Dylan’s false excitement.





COLBY
I know right!  No one makes greasy cheese grits like they do.
Mary smiles at the jovial jesters of Dylan and Colby.  She then happily turns her attention to the whole group, an undeniable feeling of cheerfulness in her voice.





MARY
Well that sounds like a good plan to me! We’ll all meet at the diner at midnight then we’ll figure out what to do from there.   

Suddenly Mr. Finch leans back in his chair and looks at the friends.  He flashes the group of friends an eerily knowing grin.




MR. FINCH
Just remember to be careful out there tonight!  You won’t miss much tomorrow either.
Mr. Finch leans forward in his chair toward the computer that lies on his desk.  He turns his computer screen toward the group of friends with a beaming smile etched upon his face.





MR. FINCH
Lunch tomorrow is the usual Friday special!  Catfish nuggets!

Mary, Dylan, Diana, Gavin, Rachel, Jenna, and Colby all laugh at Mr. Finch’s dry sarcasm.  One of the underclassmen, KEVIN, overhears the laughter from across the room.  Kevin, who sits on top of his desk rather then in it, flashes Mr. Finch and the group of seniors a suspicious look.




KEVIN
Mr. Finch, what are you and the seniors talking about over there?

Mr. Finch quickly turns away from the group of seniors and turns his computer screen back towards him in a desperate attempt to regain seriousness.  He stares blankly towards the computer screen avoiding eye contact with Kevin.




MR. FINCH
I’m afraid that that’s none of your business Kevin.
Mr. Finch looks up from his computer screen and, noticing that Kevin is sitting on top of his desk, flashes Kevin an annoyed look.





MR. FINCH
And please sit in your desk the correct way Kevin! 
Kevin awkwardly stands up from the top of his desk and sits back in the desk.  He stares suspiciously at Mr. Finch and the seniors.  Mr. Finch shakes his head in disapproval and looks at the seniors with a smile.





MR. FINCH





(quietly to the seniors)

Those damn underclassmen.

The seniors grin and laugh as Mr. Finch looks back towards his computer screen in another weak attempt to regain seriousness, an attempt that ends with him grinning along with the seniors as the bell RINGS to end class.
INT. SCIENCE LAB CLASSROOM-AFTERNOON

MRS. JONES’ classroom.  Both Rachel and Mary are standing together behind a science lab table, each with a lab apron and goggles on.  The two are working on a classroom experiment, an experiment that has Rachel fiddling with a sparker to heat up a Bunsen burner.  She angrily continues to attempt to effectively use the sparker.





RACHEL
Why the Hell do they build a new high school and give us the same shitty supplies?

Mary laughs at the comment as Rachel slams the sparker on the lab table in frustration.




MARY
You know they have to use the leftover cash to build the three new baseball fields and the new tennis courts. 
Rachel picks up the sparker again and begins to make more attempts to make it light the burner.





MARY (continued)

We all know by now that the addition


(MORE) 
of new lab supplies, better security, state-of-the-art bathrooms, and actual good lunch food are totally useless for the curriculum and our future.

Rachel finally manages to light the burner with the sparker.  She slams the sparker on the lab table, this time in excited triumph.





RACHEL
Damn I hate Chemistry!

Rachel gives Mary a look of sarcastic suspicion.





RACHEL (continued)

You do realize that you and I were the only two seniors who mysteriously did not take this shit during junior year.

Mary smiles comfortingly at Rachel.





MARY
Oh come on now, I’m glad we went ahead and took those AP classes junior year.  We were with cuter older guys and we didn’t have to be burdened with all the homework our senior year, which coincidentally gives us the ability to participate in such timeless senior antics like senior skip day.

Rachel nods her head in agreement.




RACHEL
I suppose you’re right but what do you really have in mind for tonight?
She looks at Mary inquisitively.





RACHEL (continued)

You seem to be the brains behind this operation.

Mary grins at Rachel upon hearing her new title.





MARY
I don’t know…I mean I figured that everyone else seems to be enjoying their last few weeks in high school so why can’t we?  
Mary looks around the classroom for a moment before she looks back at Rachel with a smile.





MARY

You see you, Dylan, Colby, Jenna, Diana, Gavin, and I…we just always seem to have bad luck.
Rachel smiles at Mary in confusion over what Mary meant.





RACHEL
What do you mean exactly?  We’ve had our fair share of good times in high school.  It’s not like we’ve gotten raped or arrested or anything.
Rachel uses tongs to grab a bottle and hold it over the flame of the Bunsen burner.





MARY
I know but I mean think about the senior superlatives.  None of us won anything.  Hell we weren’t even in the running!





RACHEL
Yeah, but none of that shit really matters to us.  None of us are that shallow or self-involved.

Mary knowingly grins at Rachel as she writes down their lab report on a piece of paper.




MARY
Oh come on Rachel! Admit it! You know you wanted Best Dressed!
Rachel silently uses the tongs to put away the bottle she just held over the burner.  Rachel then looks away from








(CONTINUED) 
Mary and laughs, recognizing the accuracy of Mary’s statement.  Rachel looks at Mary, defensively regaining her seriousness.




RACHEL
Alright, so maybe I did. But that doesn’t mean that I should be called unfortunate and put on the same level as a dying third-world orphan.

Mary intently looks Rachel right in the eyes.





MARY
It’s not just stuff like that though! I mean think about it, none of us were ever invited to any senior parties, no prom, no homecoming, no football games, it’s like we’re outsiders but there’s nothing wrong with any of us.

Rachel laughs at Mary’s assessment as she continues to the use the tongs on another bottle to warm over the Bunsen burner.




RACHEL
I wouldn’t call us outsiders.  We managed to have our own fun together. I admit we weren’t popular but that was never because we were ugly or weird or anti-social or anything.  We just all kinda chose to have our own clique together.  And to be honest I wouldn’t change any of that.





MARY
Neither would I, Rachel, but you’re not getting my point.  Everyone else is really out there doing enlightening things, partying, living life to the fullest.





RACHEL





(sarcastically)

So we’re not living because we don’t have babies, abuse drugs, or get drunk with thirty-year-old high school burnouts?
Mary laughs at Rachel’s reply while Rachel uses the tongs to put the bottle away.  Mary continues to write the lab report. 




MARY
I’m not saying we have to live our life that extreme, but I just want to see what it’d be like to participate in a senior skip day.  For once, we’re actually participating in an illegal senior privilege.

Rachel pulls the lab goggles off of her face and looks at Mary inquisitively.  Rachel thinks about Mary’s argument for a few moments before she flashes Mary a defeated, happy grin.





RACHEL
Well, if you put it that way, it does sound pretty fun and exciting.
Rachel puts her lab goggles back on and begins to use the tongs to pick up another bottle to heat it over the Bunsen burner.





RACHEL





(sarcastically)

You should seriously consider being a saleswoman.

Mary laughs as she writes down more notes on the lab report.





MARY
I had a feeling that I would one day realize my life’s calling while having a conversation with you during Chemistry class.

Suddenly a flame starts inside the bottle that Rachel is heating over the Bunsen burner.  Rachel quickly sees it and screams.





RACHEL





(frightened)

Mrs. Jones, Help!

MRS. JONES sits at her desk calmly, not looking up.  She continues to obliviously grade papers.





MRS. JONES





(calmly)

You know we never use that expression in here, Miss Hepburn!

Mary waves her hands in the air, desperately trying to get Mrs. Jones’ attention.





RACHEL
I forgot the expression! But Mrs. Jones please hurry!

Mrs. Jones slowly looks up from grading papers.





MRS. JONES





(calmly)
Miss Hepburn how many times have I told you…

Mrs. Jones sees the fire inside the bottle, her expression quickly changing from tranquility to fright.





MRS. JONES
Stay calm Miss Hepburn! Uh…
Mrs. Jones anxiously looks around the classroom before noticing HAROLD sitting in a chair in the lab next to the lab that Rachel and Mary are in.





MRS. JONES





(yelling to Harold)

Harold, put that fire out!

Harold quickly grabs a syringe lying on his lab table and fills it with water.  He rushes over to Rachel and Mary’s lab with the syringe and releases a line of water onto the small fire.  The flame quickly dies down.  Harold begins to walk away from Rachel and Mary’s lab with an aura of superiority.





HAROLD
You didn’t say the right expression, Mrs. Jones.  You got to say Code Red, but I’ll let it slide this time.
Mrs. Jones shakes her head in annoyance and looks at Rachel and Mary as both girls slowly recover from the scare.





MRS. JONES





(quietly to Rachel and Mary)
Those damn underclassmen.

SERIES OF SHOTS
Gavin shaves at his house.

Jenna puts on her makeup.

Colby watches television with his parents.

Rachel grabs her car keys.

Diana studies her anatomy textbook.

Dylan walks out of his house. 
Mary pulls out of her driveway in her car.

The bright sun of the afternoon slowly changes into the darkness of midnight.  
INT. MARY’S VEHICLE-NIGHT
Mary drives her car as she fumbles through different radio stations while keeping her eyes on the road.
INT. GAVIN’S VEHICLE-NIGHT

Gavin drives his car down a lonely dirt road.  He turns off his air conditioning then picks up an mp3 player hooked to his radio.  He barely keeps his eyes on the road as he finally and happily settles on a song to play.  
INT. DYLAN’S VEHICLE-NIGHT

Dylan drives his car down a lonely two-lane blacktop.  He calmly rolls down his window.  He then grabs his cell phone which is connected by a wire to the radio.  He barely gazes at the quiet, empty road ahead of him as he goes through








(CONTINUED)

the many songs stored on his cell phone.  He smiles as he discovers one of his favorites then he happily turns up the volume knob to extreme levels.
INT. GAVIN’S VEHICLE-NIGHT

Gavin looks down at the mp3 player for a few moments looking for a new song to play.  Headlights are seen quickly approaching in the other lane.  Gavin is started as he alertly looks back up as the car in the other lane is heard loudly and quickly DRIVING BY Gavin’s car.

INT. MARY’S VEHICLE-NIGHT

Mary stops on one radio station.  She possesses a look of calm tranquility as looks back at the road until suddenly her mouth drops in shock and fright.  Her vehicle’s headlights illuminate the red eyes of a creature standing in the middle of the road.  The creature stares right at Mary.
Mary quickly swerves the car into the next lane narrowly avoiding the creature before she crosses back over into the correct lane.  Mary looks nervous and frightened.  Suddenly a quick shatter of glass is seen behind Mary as the creature leaps into the backseat of Mary’s car from the back window.

EXT. DESOLATE HIGHWAY-NIGHT

Mary’s car is seen beginning to swerve and losing speed.  The car finally runs into a ditch.  Silence is heard before blood is seen splattering on the windshield of Mary’s vehicle.  More silence, then glass from Mary’s windshield is seen and heard quickly SHATTERING as a torn, ravaged Mary is thrown through the windshield, her slashed face hitting her vehicle’s left headlight, SHATTERING the glass of the headlight. 
The car horn continuously BLARES, Mary’s lifeless left leg pressing upon it.  The passenger car door opens.  A barely-glimpsed figure slowly gets out of the vehicle and begins to walk down the road.
EXT. PARKING LOT OF DINER-NIGHT
Six or seven cars seen parked in the lonely parking lot








(CONTINUED) 
of a small diner.  Neon sign of diner is faded, the lights giving off a stale glow.  
INT. DINER-NIGHT

A waitress and cook, CAROLYN and MR. SANCHEZ, are seen behind the counter washing dishes and talking to one another.  In the booth closest to the entrance of the diner sit Diana, Dylan, Jenna, Gavin, Colby, and Rachel, all of them laughing as they continue their conversation while empty plates and glasses lie in front of them.





RACHEL
Jenna, you really shouldn’t just skip out on college.  I wouldn’t consider getting a better education a conformist action.
Jenna grins at Rachel’s advice.





JENNA
Do I really seem like the college type?  Besides I have no interest in anything, and college is the place where dreams are born, that’s where your life is planned! I just have no dreams or goals or ambitions at this point in my life.

Gavin jovially smiles as Jenna finishes her serious statement.





GAVIN
What serious conversations we are having on the eve of our senior skip day.  I feel like we’re in Ingmar Bergman’s version of Diner right now.

The group laughs while Diana casually checks the time on her cell phone.  She looks at the group with a disappointed, forcibly comforting smile.





DIANA
I hate to be a prude guys, but I think I got to go.





DYLAN





(sarcastically)

Oh we don’t think you’re a prude at all Diana!  I mean it’s perfectly normal for a senior to not want to be out with her friends late at night on the eve of a senior skip day.

Jenna elbows Dylan jokingly.





DIANA
Hey, I’ve been with you guys for like the past two hours at this place.  Mary hasn’t even shown up yet.





JENNA





(appreciatively)
Thanks Diana!  You’ve proven your friendship well enough by sneaking out with us tonight!  

Diana smiles happily at Jenna as she begins to stand up and get ready to leave.





DIANA
It’s good to know at least one of my friends is an understanding person.

Diana sarcastically glares at Dylan.





DIANA
And not critical like some of the others.

Diana’s friends begin to stand and hug her goodbye.  Dylan smiles at her.





DYLAN
Hey don’t give me that mock glare!  I’m an understanding guy honestly.

Diana laughs and hugs Dylan and then begins to walk away from the booth.

DYLAN 




(to Diana)

And I still don’t see why you have to get so much rest just to dissect owl shit!

Diana laughs as she exits through the door, waving at her friends through one of the front windows of the diner as she gets in her car and drives back home.  Colby smiles and looks around at the rest of his friends in the booth.




RACHEL





(sarcastically)

Why the shit-eating grin Colby?

Colby laughs.




COLBY
I was just thinking where the Hell Mary could be right now? I thought she was the brains behind all of this.





RACHEL
I don’t know she was so serious about our senior skip day.  I can’t imagine that she’d bail out now.  Maybe we should call her and see where she’s at?

Suddenly a loud vibrating NOISE is heard.  Dylan pulls out his cell phone, a surprised expression appearing on his face as he reads who the call is from.




DYLAN 

It’s Mary!

Dylan answers the phone.





DYLAN
Hey where are you at?

Everyone in the booth leans in next to Dylan’s cell phone, hoping to hear a reply from Mary.  
EXT. PARK NEAR RIVER-NIGHT

A small park that is barely visible because of the dark night. A river lies nearby.  Stillness and Dylan’s muffled voice through a cell phone are all that can be heard.  The barely visible creature is seen holding a cell phone to its ear.  The creature’s red eyes glare through the night.




DYLAN (O.S.)

Mary?  Are you there?  Hello!

INT. DINER-NIGHT

The friends look confused listening to the silence on the other end of Dylan’s cell phone.
EXT. PARK NEAR RIVER-NIGHT

The werewolf lets out a low, eerie HOWL into the cell phone.

INT. DINER-NIGHT

The friends in the booth now begin to look perplexed and worried as the low HOWLING can be heard through the phone.  Suddenly a quivering whimper of a young adolescent interrupts the low howling on Dylan’s cell phone.  The whimper turns into sounds of crying as a loud GROWL begins to overtake the adolescent’s cries.  
EXT. PARK NEAR RIVER-NIGHT

A young boy lies injured on the ground next to the werewolf in the park.  The werewolf still holds the cell phone to its ear as the werewolf slices the boy’s chest open with its other paw.

INT. DINER-NIGHT

The seniors look perplexed and worried in the diner as the noise of the attack is heard through Dylan’s cell phone.
INTERCUT BETWEEN THE ATTACK IN THE PARK AND THE DINER
EXT. PARK NEAR RIVER-NIGHT

The werewolf, covered in the young boy’s flesh and blood, crouches over the carcass of the young boy.  The werewolf holds up Mary’s cell phone towards its face and quickly closes the phone.  
INT. DINER-NIGHT

The friends sitting in the booth now worriedly look at one another as the noises from Dylan’s cell phone abruptly stop.  An eerie silence is all that is now heard from the phone.
EXT. PARK NEAR RIVER-NIGHT

The werewolf is now standing up above the remains of the young boy.  The werewolf looks ahead then lightly drops Mary’s cell phone to the ground.  The werewolf then turns away and begins to walk north.
INT. DINER-NIGHT

The group of friends worriedly look at one another.




RACHEL





(awkwardly breaking the eerie silence)

We’ve got to find Mary!  I know that that wasn’t Mary’s voice…she really needs our help if someone like that is with her!




DYLAN





(unusually disturbed, serious)
You’re right.  I don’t know what the Hell we just heard but whoever did this…whoever called us, it wanted us to hear that shit!

Jenna worriedly looks at Dylan.





JENNA
We got to get the police don’t we?




DYLAN
I agree, Jenna.  
Dylan flashes Gavin a serious look.





DYLAN (continued)

And I know you hate the cops Gavin, but we really got to get some kind of authority to help us.





GAVIN




(serious tone)

I’m pretty sure that I can put my personal prejudices aside to help Mary.
Gavin slides out of the booth, his friends all follow him out of the booth as he begins to walk toward the front door.  Gavin then notices Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez talking with one another behind the counter.  Gavin looks at Dylan and nods toward Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez.





GAVIN
What should we do about them?  Are they safe here?
Dylan looks at Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez with a worried expression on his face.





DYLAN





(to Gavin)

I’m not sure.

Dylan turns and worriedly looks at Gavin.





DYLAN

I hope that they can believe us.

EXT. STREET-NIGHT

The werewolf walks up the dark street.  Up ahead, the lit building and faded neon sign of the diner can be seen in the distance.

INT. DINER-NIGHT
Dylan begins to walk toward the counter.  He turns and looks at Gavin.




DYLAN
I’ll ask them if they want to come with us.

Dylan goes to the counter and approaches Mr. Sanchez at the counter.





DYLAN





(awkwardly, serious tone)

Uh, excuse me sir.  My friends and I really think that you should leave with us.
Mr. Sanchez looks at Dylan with an annoyed expression.




DYLAN (continued)

I know that what I’m telling you isn’t making any sense but something’s going on around here.
Mr. Sanchez’s annoyed expression remains unfazed as Dylan nervously looks down for a moment before he worriedly looks back up at Mr. Sanchez.  





DYLAN (continued)
My friends and I…we just got a call from our friend Mary and we think she’s in serious danger.  She wasn’t on the line but something else was, and the call could have been made close to here sir.
Mr. Sanchez now glares at Dylan.  Rachel notices the disapproving expression on Mr. Sanchez’s face, and she begins to approach Mr. Sanchez and Dylan.




RACHEL
Look sir, I know this sounds crazy, but he’s telling the truth.  This place isn’t safe!
Mr. Sanchez calmly holds up his hand to stop Dylan and Rachel from continuing.  Mr. Sanchez leans in toward Dylan and Rachel.





MR. SANCHEZ
Look, let me tell you kids something!


(MORE) 
I’ve about had it with all you damn teenagers, you graduating seniors pulling these kinds of jokes during this time of year in my diner!




RACHEL
But sir we’re not lying!

Mr. Sanchez calmly holds up his hand again to stop Rachel from continuing talking.





MR. SANCHEZ
I’m sorry, but I have no interest in all of your silly and stupid pranks!  In fact, I’m almost certain that each of you had something to do with that toilet paper incident during last summer.




COLBY





(interjecting from the back)
I assure you sir, we weren’t the ones who did that.  We…uh rolled Mr. Carson’s gas station instead.
Mr. Sanchez shakes his head in disapproval.  He angrily looks directly at Colby.




MR. SANCHEZ





(to Colby)
I wasn’t talking to you son.
Mr. Sanchez then angrily slams his fist on the counter.





MR. SANCHEZ (continued)
The point is I’m tired of you kids running around my diner pulling this kind of shit.  I’m Mr. Sanchez, the owner, and I have the authority and right to tell you kids to leave my store!

The waitress calmly walks up to Mr. Sanchez.





CAROLYN 

Don’t be so harsh Mr. Sanchez!


(MORE)  
These kids don’t look like they’re lying to me.




DYLAN
Look, you two have got to believe us!  Someone has our friend, and that person could be after all of us if we don’t get out of here!





CAROLYN
How do you kids know something horrible is going on?  What happened?





DYLAN
Someone called us from our friend’s cell phone, and we heard…some crying…like a little kid crying…and a growl.




JENNA
It sounded like someone was being attacked, and whoever called us wanted us to hear it!

Carolyn looks at the friends with a worried expression while Mr. Sanchez continues his angry glare.





MR. SANCHEZ
Just get the Hell out of my store.  I’m tired of playing these games with you damn teenagers!

Carolyn looks at Mr. Sanchez in dismay.





CAROLYN
These kids seem genuinely scared though Mr. Sanchez!  We can’t just kick them out!





DYLAN
You’ve got to believe us sir!

Mr. Sanchez angrily hits the counter with his fist again.





MR. SANCHEZ
Just get out!  This is my store!



(MORE)

I know when some damn teenagers are telling stories!  Now you kids just get out!
Defeated, the friends turn around and begin to head for the door.  The waitress looks at Mr. Sanchez angrily.  Mr. Sanchez, noticing Carolyn’s continued glare, looks toward the friends. 




MR. SANCHEZ
Uh, hold on a second there son.

Dylan turns around anxiously hoping Mr. Sanchez has decided to believe the group of friends.  Carolyn’s glare becomes replaced by an expression of relief and approval.  Mr. Sanchez, noticing Carolyn’s happy expression, smiles at the group of friends.




MR. SANCHEZ
You kids forgot to pay.

EXT. DINER-NIGHT

Two cars are seen driving away from the parking lot of the diner.  

INT. DINER-NIGHT

Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez stand together at the counter.  Carolyn flashes quick glances toward the front windows of the diner, a worried expression etched upon her face.  





CAROLYN
Mr. Sanchez, I really don’t think those kids were joking.

Mr. Sanchez shakes his head disapprovingly as he looks out the diner’s front windows with Carolyn.





MR. SANCHEZ 



(nervous tone beginning to segue in voice)

Come on Carolyn, there’s only so many times I can fall for this same shit each year.  The graduating class always fucks with my place cause we’re the only business that stays open all night in Clear County!
Mr. Sanchez turns his attention away from the diner’s front windows and looks at Carolyn.





MR. SANCHEZ (continued)

You and I have been working here together for five years now.  You can’t honestly tell me that you actually believe all this nonsense!

Suddenly a loud HOWL is heard off screen.  Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez each look around the diner quickly with startled expressions on their faces.

INT. JENNA’S CAR-NIGHT

Jenna sits in the driver’s seat while Colby sits in the passenger seat and Gavin sits in the backseat.  Colby and Gavin morosely look out the windows.




GAVIN
The one night that we decide to fucking skip school and our best friend gets kidnapped.
He solemnly shakes his head.




GAVIN (continued)

The one night that we had planned for ourselves.





COLBY
I know what you mean bro.  These fucking kidnappers can’t attack people that deserve this shit.  They have to attack people like Mary.  People who never break the rules, people that make good grades, people that respect their parents and teachers.




JENNA 




(attempting to sound hopeful)

Come on guys, don’t be like that!  Mary’s going to be fine!  
Colby and Gavin turn their focus away from the windows and look at Jenna with defeated expressions on their faces.  Jenna notices their expressions.




JENNA (continued)
I just know she’s going to be fine.  Mary’s the strongest out of all of us.  I bet she’s already gotten away from that creep right now!  That’s probably why that asshole hung up, she was already starting to kick his ass!
INT. DYLAN’S CAR-NIGHT

Dylan sits in the driver’s seat while Rachel sits in the passenger seat.  The headlights of Jenna’s car can be seen behind the back window of Dylan’s vehicle.  Dylan and Rachel each worriedly look out the windshield.




RACHEL
You think the cops will believe us?





DYLAN
They would have to at least check up on this, though they might think it’s a prank like Mr. Sanchez thought.  But these guys are cops, I mean even the cops in The Blob helped Steve McQueen by investigating what he told them.

Rachel turns away from the windshield and worriedly looks at Dylan.




RACHEL
What if they don’t believe us though?  Even the cops in The Blob didn’t really do shit in that entire movie.
Dylan laughs awkwardly alone while Rachel continues to look at him with seriousness.





DYLAN
Alright, maybe that was a bad analogy, but still we just got to be optimistic.  I know Officer Daniel pretty well too and tonight’s his shift.




RACHEL
Do you really know a police officer that well?

Dylan turns his attention away from the windshield and looks at Rachel with a smile.





DYLAN
Well, yeah…I mean it doesn’t hurt to have some powerful contacts.  You got to think like Michael Corleone you know.

Rachel laughs at Dylan’s allusion.





RACHEL
Yeah, but how do you know this Officer Daniel so well?

Dylan turns away from Rachel and returns his focus to looking out the windshield.





DYLAN
I’d rather not say to be honest.





RACHEL




(sarcastically serious tone)

Come on, we’ve been friends since elementary school you can’t just keep these mysterious secrets from me.

Dylan smiles.





DYLAN
Alright, well if you insist.




RACHEL





(serious tone)
This doesn’t have anything to do with your dad though does it?





DYLAN 

Well, Officer Daniel grew up with my dad…they were really close.




RACHEL





(interrupting, sarcastic tone)

A bromance?
Dylan turns and looks at Rachel with a smile again.





DYLAN
That’s the right terminology for it.

Dylan looks out the windshield and laughs for a few moments before he turns and looks back at Rachel.





DYLAN

But when my dad got sentenced, he made Officer Daniel promise to take care of my mom and I once he went off to prison.  Officer Daniel’s been there for me since, he’s helped me get through every tragedy, and he’s helped my mom and I during any emergency. Officer Daniel’s really just the closest I’ve ever had to a true father.
Dylan turns his full attention back to looking out the windshield while he and Rachel remain silent as he continues driving.  Rachel looks at him though, a subtle smile on her face.
INT. BEDROOM-NIGHT

The room is dark with no lights on.  A door slowly opens, Diana begins to walk inside the room.  Suddenly a light from a flashlight comes on hitting Diana in the face, startling her.  Diana shields her eyes away from the bright beam of the flashlight.




DIANA
Dad, what are you doing up?

DIANA’S FATHER is seen sitting lethargically on a couch waving the flashlight around playfully while he grins at his daughter.




DIANA’S FATHER

I think I should be the one asking the


(MORE) 
questions here.  It’s almost three A.M., and my intelligent teenage daughter just comes home on a weeknight with school starting in less then five hours.
Diana grins at her father.





DIANA

I can explain dad, but can you please stop shining that flashlight at my face?

Diana turns on a nearby light switch, her father sarcastically groans as he turns off his flashlight.





DIANA’S FATHER
Well what do you expect me to do, honey?  I can’t just have my only child running around at three A.M. on school nights.  I have to play lieutenant once-in-a-while just to keep you on edge so you won’t do stupid shit.

Diana walks over and sits down on the couch next to her father.





DIANA
Please believe me dad.  I honestly wasn’t doing anything wrong. I was just with some friends. We were all planning on skipping school tomorrow, so I decided to hang out late but then I realized that I have to do a lab tomorrow in Anatomy so I…




DIANA’S FATHER





(interrupting, sarcastic tone)
I guess that makes you quite the star student.  You’ll stay up half the night, but you won’t skip school.
Diana smiles at her father.





DIANA
Come on dad, I’m graduating this month!  You can’t tell me you never did anything silly when you were in high school.

Diana’s Father grins as he reflectively looks down for a few moments before he turns and looks at Diana.





DIANA’S FATHER
I know Diana but look, you had me worried sick.  You should’ve at least just told me that you were planning to stay out late.  I mean…after what happened to your mother, you should know by now how much more protective I am over you.





DIANA
Dad, you can’t worry over me like that anymore! I love you and nothing’s going to happen to me. I promise.

Diana’s father stares at Diana morosely and seriously.




DIANA’S FATHER
Your mother said the same thing the one time I let her go somewhere by herself. She just had to go to that humane society board meeting in Atlanta.

Diana’s Father quietly and reflectively laughs.





DIANA’S FATHER

God she loved animals…you remember all those dogs we used to keep here back when you were a kid? 

Diana’s father faintly smiles at Diana as he continues to reminiscence.





DIANA’S FATHER (continued)

So many dogs.  I mean we had adults and puppies and mutts, but I never objected or raised Hell about it once 


(MORE)

you know.
Tears begin to come down Diana’s father’s cheeks, his faint smile now replaced by a look of sadness.  Diana puts her arm around her father comfortingly.





DIANA’S FATHER
But you know…even if your mother had saved children, I would turn over all those kids’ lives just to have your mother here right now!  It’s just not right you know…nothing makes sense in this…




DIANA





(interrupting, worried tone)

You alright, dad?

Diana’s Father begins to wipe away the tears from his face.





DIANA’S FATHER
I’m fine Diana.  But listen, I don’t mind if you skip class tomorrow.  I just don’t want you to drive to school tomorrow with only a few hours of sleep…I don’t want you to be driving when you’re tired…you’re perfect just like your mother is but I don’t want




DIANA





(interrupting)

Dad, I’ll be fine I promise you.  I have to go to school tomorrow.
Diana’s Father warmly smiles at Diana.





DIANA’S FATHER 

I really don’t want you too, but just try to get some sleep now at least please honey.

Diana’s father hugs Diana then gets up from the couch and begins to walk toward his room.





DIANA
I love you dad!
Diana reflectively looks down for a moment before she smiles and looks back at her father.





DIANA

Can I ask you a question though dad?
Diana’s father stops walking and turns and looks at Diana.





DIANA’S FATHER
Sure honey.

Diana grins at her father.





DIANA
How do you always seem to always know whenever I’m sneaking out at night?  This is only the third time I’ve snuck out and you’ve caught me every time.

Diana’s father laughs, his sorrow and sadness now gone.




DIANA’S FATHER
Well, back when I was a teenager, my father always caught me when I was sneaking out.

Diana’s Father reflectively looks away for a moment before he looks and grins at Diana.





DIANA’S FATHER

Maybe I’ll teach you the family tricks of the trade one day.

INT. DINER-NIGHT

Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez stand together near the front counter of the diner.  They both are looking out the front windows of the diner.




CAROLYN
I don’t think those kids are doing that howling, Mr. Sanchez.

Mr. Sanchez worriedly shakes his head and looks at Carolyn.




MR. SANCHEZ
Damn it, Carolyn.  Right now I wish that I was still skeptical of those kids.

Another loud HOWL suddenly pierces the silence of the diner.





CAROLYN
You think the cops could get here in time if we called?





MR. SANCHEZ
Shit, nothing else could be happening at this time of night in Clear County!
Mr. Sanchez walks over toward the side of the front counter and brings the telephone over to Carolyn.





MR. SANCHEZ
As soon as we call those bastards there should be five cop cars here when we tell them this shit!

Carolyn picks up the phone.




CAROLYN
That last howl sounded awfully close…





MR. SANCHEZ





(interrupting, worried tone)

Just call them damn cops, Carolyn!

Mr. Sanchez rushes over to a counter that lies behind Carolyn and him and grabs two butcher knives that are lying on the counter.  He hands one of the knives to Carolyn, both her and Mr. Sanchez clutching their knives defensively, nervously.  A pair of red eyes now can be seen behind one of the front windows of the diner.  Mr. Sanchez and Carolyn each look terrified as they notice the red eyes.




MR. SANCHEZ





(yelling)
Carolyn, dial that number fast!
Carolyn quickly dials 911 on the phone.





CAROLYN





(yelling fearfully into phone)
Hello?  Somebody answer the goddamn phone!

Suddenly the werewolf is fully revealed as it walks toward one of the front windows of the diner, a front window underneath an illuminating street light outside.  The werewolf begins to bang on the glass of the window with its clawed paws.  Carolyn frantically slams the phone on the counter several times in anger.





CAROLYN
There’s a fucking busy signal!

The werewolf outside stops banging on the window and slowly begins to menacingly walk past the other windows of the diner.  Mr. Sanchez and Carolyn helplessly watch in horror as it stares back at them through the windows it walks by.  Mr. Sanchez begins to lower his raised knife in defeat.




MR. SANCHEZ





(terrified, quiet tone)

Nevermind the phone Carolyn.
Mr. Sanchez wearily smiles at Carolyn.  Carolyn, with tears beginning to roll down her cheeks, looks at the phone in desperation.  A busy signal is all that can be heard on the other line.





CAROLYN





(yelling into phone)
Somebody please fucking answer!

Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez, each now with tears in their eyes, watch as the werewolf nears the front door.  As the werewolf walks past the last window, it sticks its right clawed paw out, sliding its long, sharp fingernails along the window in a menacing gesture.  Finally, the werewolf stops and stands in front of the glass door, staring with its red eyes upon the two helpless employees inside.  
The werewolf’s heavy breathing begins to lightly fog up the glass on the front door. The door slowly opens revealing the werewolf standing still in the doorway, the werewolf’s red eyes glaring upon Carolyn and Mr. Sanchez.









(CONTINUED)

The tile floor is scratched and torn beneath the werewolf’s two hairy, clawed feet, making an unpleasant SOUND as the werewolf continues to walk forward.  The screen fades to black with sounds of Mr. Sanchez and Carolyn screaming in agony and horror as well as sounds of the werewolf HOWLING creepily and resiliently while other SOUNDS of the struggle occurring inside the diner can be heard.
INT. JENNA’S CAR-NIGHT

Jenna contemplatively stares ahead toward the road.




JENNA
I still can’t believe Mr. Sanchez didn’t believe us!  He saw how all of us were reacting, it’s not like we were laughing or anything.  
Gavin quietly laughs to himself while he continues to stare out the window he sits beside.





GAVIN
I know!  The one time we’re dead serious and Mr. Sanchez refuses to fucking believe us.  We never even mess with him!
Gavin smiles and shakes his head in disbelief.





GAVIN (continued)

The guy’s just tripping because he’s lost tolerance with us teenagers.





JENNA





(reassuring tone)
Well the police won’t ignore us.  You’d think they wouldn’t at least.  I’m pretty sure that they have to investigate all reports, even if ours sounds really stupid.

INT. DYLAN’S CAR-NIGHT

Rachel thoughtfully stares out the window on the passenger’s side.  Rachel morosely shakes her head.




RACHEL

This whole night’s just been so crazy.
Rachel begins to giggle to herself causing Dylan to look at her suspiciously with a grin.





DYLAN
Rachel, what are you laughing about?

Rachel turns and looks at Dylan with a warm smile.




RACHEL
Do you remember when Mary threw that orange at Mr. Casey at Wal-Mart?
Dylan laughs at the thought of the memory.





DYLAN
How could anyone forget?  He turned around so quickly!  I think all high school principals do some sort of secret government training that gives them ultra-quick reflexes, I mean he almost saw us and we were out the main door really fast!  She threw that orange at the back of his head like a champ though.
Rachel smiles as she fondly reflects on more memories.





RACHEL
She always made those perfect egg tosses.  I don’t think she ever missed a target whether it was a car or a house!  She really fucked up that yellow house too!

The two continue to giggle together as they reminiscence more.





DYLAN
The ghost of that kid that slit his throat in there couldn’t have stopped her from fucking up that place!  Vandalizing a haunted house on Halloween was such a death wish, but she made it so much fun!

Rachel’s smile begins to fade as she nervously looks out the passenger window again.





RACHEL
She’s got to be alright.  We can’t just live off of these memories.  We got to find her.

Dylan looks at Rachel with a comforting smile.




DYLAN
We will. Nothing can stop, Mary.  And I promise you that as soon as we find her I’m going to be the first person to suggest a Gin Blossoms marathon.
Rachel laughs and turns away from the passenger window to warmly smile at Dylan.




RACHEL
Oh God, I don’t know how much more I can take of “Hey Jealousy”.
Suddenly the werewolf rises up from the backseat of the car and quickly begins to take bites out of Dylan’s neck.  Dylan swerves the car as the werewolf continues to rip out his flesh.  Rachel, quietly petrified by the sight of Dylan being attacked by the werewolf, looks on in horror before she regains her composure and begins to try to separate the werewolf from Dylan.  
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY-NIGHT

Dylan’s car is seen running off the road, before flipping upside-down on the side of the road.  Rachel is seen crawling out through the shattered passenger seat window while attempting to drag the mutilated body of Dylan with her.

The creature leans out from the shattered passenger window, and with its clawed paws pulls Dylan’s corpse back over toward it inside the car while it continues to feast upon Dylan’s flesh.  Rachel screams as she looks inside the car, the creature’s red eyes glaring at her.  
The headlights of Jenna’s vehicle appear behind Rachel.  Jenna’s car pulls over to the side of the road, behind Dylan’s wrecked vehicle.  Rachel fearfully looks at Jenna’s car, watching Gavin, Jenna, and Colby get out of the car and hurry toward her.  





JENNA
Rachel!  Where’s Dylan? What the Hell’s going on?

Rachel solemnly and silently points toward the wrecked vehicle containing Dylan’s corpse.  Colby frantically rushes toward Dylan’s vehicle before stopping a few steps in front of the shattered passenger window.  Colby then turns and fearfully looks at Rachel. 




COLBY
Is Dylan trapped in there? What happened?
Rachel then walks over to Jenna, burying her face in Jenna’s shoulder, crying.  Gavin is seen running toward Dylan’s wrecked car, stopping next to Colby.  Colby and Gavin each look into the broken passenger window of the car.  The red eyes of the creature suddenly appear behind the shattered passenger window.  Gavin and Colby then notice the mass of blood and flesh coming from inside the car.  Gavin and Colby both somberly look away from the sight of the carnage.
Tears begin to run down Gavin’s cheeks as he grimly walks toward the sobbing Jenna and Rachel.  Colby, with tears in his eyes, looks at Jenna, Gavin, and Rachel.  Colby shakes his head before he morosely covers his face with his hands.  Jenna, Gavin, and Rachel gaze upon Dylan’s wrecked car.  Together they weep while the two red eyes of the creature glare back at them from the car.  Colby walks up to Jenna, Rachel, and Gavin and morosely looks directly at Gavin.




COLBY
What other choice do we have?
Gavin nods his head in understanding.  Jenna looks worriedly at both Gavin and Colby.





JENNA
What are you two going to do?  

Gavin and Colby both walk toward Jenna’s car.  Jenna looks on at them while she continues to comfort Rachel.





JENNA
We’ve got to get out of here!  We don’t stand a fucking chance right now!

Colby and Gavin walk back to Jenna and Rachel.  Colby holds a wrench while Gavin holds a tire iron.  Colby and Gavin then trek towards Dylan’s car until Rachel breaks away from Jenna and determinedly stands in front of Gavin and Colby.




RACHEL
Guys, we can’t stop that thing!  I want to get Dylan out of there too, but we have to go to see Officer Daniel and the police.




COLBY
We got to at least get Dylan out of that car!  We know we have no shot at stopping that thing inside the car, but we got to at least get Dylan away from it!




RACHEL
I don’t want you two to get killed by that fucking bastard though!
Rachel breaks down and begins to shed more tears.





RACHEL(continued)





(pleading tone)

It’s already got Dylan, and I know it’s already killed Mary!  Please guys!  Do this for me!

Gavin calmly walks over to Rachel and comfortingly puts his arms around her.





GAVIN
Rachel, we’ll be fine I promise.  We got to at least try…we have to.
Jenna approaches Rachel and Gavin as Gavin slowly lets go of Rachel from his arms.  
Jenna puts her arms around the frightened Rachel, Jenna doing her best to comfort her.  Gavin and Colby begin to approach Dylan’s car, nothing can be seen inside the car.  Once Gavin and Colby reach Dylan’s car, they each bend down to peer into the shattered passenger window of the wrecked car.  
A HOWLING begins to pierce the air around them but no red eyes are seen glaring at them.  Quickly, the two friends go through the shattered window, and each of them grabs a hold of Dylan’s tattered, deceased body. Gavin and Colby struggle to get the body out through the shattered window while the HOWLING and GROWLING becomes shriller, louder, and closer.

The two friends get Dylan’s body out of the car, with Gavin and Colby holding him up with his lifeless arms around each of their shoulders.  Together, they carry Dylan’s body to the mortified, crying Jenna and Rachel.




COLBY





(collectiveness, but worry in tone)

We got to get out of here quick!  Those fucking noises keep getting louder!

The NOISES continue while behind the group of friends the red eyes of the creature appear in the woods behind Dylan’s wrecked vehicle.  The four worried friends begin to walk toward Jenna’s car, Colby and Gavin carrying Dylan’s lifeless body.
INT. JENNA’S CAR-NIGHT

Colby and Gavin sit in the backseat with Dylan’s body in between them, while Rachel sits in the passenger seat. Jenna cranks the car.  As the car pulls away, the werewolf is seen walking out from the woods, walking toward Jenna’s vehicle.  The werewolf bears a faint, noticeable smile on its long face.

Jenna looks into her side mirror and screams upon seeing the creature. She pulls away faster, the car now off the side of the road and onto the paved safety of the highway, just as the rest of her friends begin to look out the back window and notice the creature walking toward Jenna’s car.  
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY-NIGHT

The car is long gone by the time the creature completes the trek from the woods to the highway.  An eerie silence is all that is heard as the creature stares down the highway, toward the direction Jenna and her friends just drove.

INT. JENNA’S CAR-NIGHT

Jenna, Gavin, Rachel, and Colby each are quiet, morose, tears flowing down their faces.  The corpse of Dylan sits between Gavin and Colby with both of them desperately clinging onto his body in hope of a miraculous resurrection.
INT. POLICE STATION-NIGHT

Three cops, OFFICER DANIEL, OFFICER RICK, and OFFICER NATE are seen sitting at a table.  The entrance doors of the police station swing open as Gavin, Jenna, Colby, and Rachel run through the open doors with Gavin and Colby holding up Dylan.  




RACHEL
Where’s Officer Daniel?  We need help please! Dylan’s dying!

The cops are startled by the arrival of the friends.  Officer Daniel quickly rises, and rushes over to Dylan.  Officer Daniel holds Dylan in his arms.  He looks at Rachel with sadness and desperation.  




OFFICER DANIEL
I’m Officer Daniel.  What happened to Dylan?

Officer Daniel takes Dylan over to the other two officers.  Tears begin to come down Officer Daniel’s cheeks as he gazes helplessly upon the lifeless body of Dylan.  





RACHEL
Something attacked him sir!  We don’t know what the Hell it was, but you have to help us please!

Officer Daniel looks at Rachel, Jenna, Colby, and Gavin wearily and morosely.





OFFICER DANIEL
Are all of you kids alright?

Rachel, Jenna, Colby, and Gavin each calmly nod their heads.  Officer Daniel sits down in a chair and buries his face in his hands as he cries helplessly to himself.  He looks up at the four friends with tears still coming down his cheeks.




OFFICER DANIEL
My God…when did all of this happen?  
Officer Daniel slowly turns away from the friends and looks in sadness and despair upon Dylan.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

We got to get Dylan to a hospital!





RACHEL
That thing that attacked us is still out there though sir!  We can even show you where it’s at.
Officer Daniel looks at the ground for a moment before nodding his head in agreement.  Officer Daniel then stands up and looks at the two other officers.




OFFICER DANIEL 

Rick, take Dylan to the hospital please.




OFFICER RICK




(respectful)

No problem sir.
Officer Rick pats Officer Daniel on the back supportively before Officer Rick carefully carries Dylan’s body out the police station.  Officer Daniel walks over to his desk and picks up his pistol from the desktop.  Officer Daniel then looks at Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby.




COLBY
Do you want us to ride with you?





OFFICER DANIEL
I’d appreciate that son.
Officer Daniel faintly smiles at Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

I do know that Dylan was really close to all of you and I can see that he definitely had good judgment in choosing loyal, caring friends.

The four friends all appreciably smile at Officer Daniel.  Officer Daniel looks over at the other officer in the room.





OFFICER DANIEL 



Nate, just follow me.  





OFFICER NATE
Are you sure we can trust these teenagers sir?

Officer Daniel stares at Officer Nate with a stern, serious look.





OFFICER DANIEL




(quietly)

I don’t know if these kids are lying or not Nate, but Dylan’s dead.  We’ve got no choice but to trust his friends.  Hell, they’re all I’ve got left at this point.

Officer Daniel walks through the entrance doors while Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, Colby and Officer Nate follow him out.

INT. OFFICER DANIEL’S SQUAD CAR-NIGHT

Officer Daniel drives while Rachel sits in the passenger seat.  Jenna, Gavin, and Colby sit in the backseat.  The headlights of Officer Nate’s squad car shine bright behind the back window of Officer Daniel’s car.  Officer Daniel, while still keeping his eyes on the road, picks up his walkie-talkie from the center console of the car.




OFFICER DANIEL





(talking into walkie-talkie)

Nate, you alright back there?





OFFICER NATE (O.S.)
Yes sir, how far up is the scene of the crash?





RACHEL
It’s about fifteen miles up sir.





OFFICER DANIEL





(to Nate)

Just keep following me, Nate. It’s about fifteen miles up.





OFFICER NATE (O.S.)
Yes sir.

Officer Daniel hangs up the walkie-talkie and places the walkie-talkie back in the center console of the vehicle.  Officer Daniel continues to stare blankly ahead while everyone remains silent in the car.




OFFICER DANIEL





(awkwardly breaking the silence)

You know I promised his father to always look after him and his mother.

Officer Daniel morosely looks down for a moment before he looks back at the windshield.





OFFICER DANIEL

I mean I’m a damn cop and I still managed to break that promise.
Officer Daniel shakes his head in frustration.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

He was always such a great kid…I made sure he stayed out of trouble.  I checked in on him and his mom everyday.
Officer Daniel clinches his fist and slams his fist on the steering wheel in anger and disappointment.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

God, the one night he needed me the most and some kind of fucking animal gets him!  What kind of fate is that?
Officer Daniel looks back toward the windshield quietly for a few moments, tears beginning to come down from his eyes.





OFFICER DANIEL

I can’t break the news to Amy…I really know that I can’t.
Rachel has tears in her eyes.  Officer Daniel shakes his head in sorrow.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

Dylan’s father was a good man, Hell he’s a great man…he was too smart for what he got caught up in.
Officer Daniel has a faint smile on his face now.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

Even he told me that when I saw him after he got sentenced.  He wanted me to make sure Dylan never got involved in the same corruption.  And to be honest that’s the one job in my life that I really felt that I excelled at.  I really kept Dylan on the right track, and I gave my all to accomplish that.  
Tears continue to come down Officer Daniel’s cheeks.  Officer Daniel now repeatedly, angrily hits his fist on the steering wheel.





OFFICER DANIEL
But it’s all gone to waste now.  I let his father down!  I let his mother down!  I let Dylan down, but goddamn it I did all that I could!  
Officer Daniel tries to wipe away some of the tears coming down his cheeks as he shakes his head in sadness.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

I really tried…I really did.

Rachel, Jenna, Colby, and Gavin remain silent and saddened as Officer Daniel continues crying in front of them.  Rachel turns and looks at Officer Daniel comfortingly.




RACHEL
We know you tried though sir.  No one could have stopped this.
Officer Daniel turns and looks at Rachel briefly, the tears still coming down his cheeks.  He gives her a faint smile before he looks back toward the road again.  
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY NEAR DYLAN’S WRECKED VEHICLE-NIGHT

Officer Daniel’s headlights illuminate Dylan’s wrecked car sitting in the middle of the highway.  
INT. OFFICER DANIEL’S SQUAD CAR-NIGHT

Officer Daniel quickly slams on the brakes and slightly swerves the car to the left in reaction to the peculiar placement of Dylan’s wrecked vehicle. 
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY NEAR DYLAN’S WRECKED VEHICLE-NIGHT

Officer Daniel’s car is shown stopping right in front of Dylan’s wrecked vehicle.  Officer Nate’s squad car is seen quickly stopping right behind Officer Daniel’s squad car.

INT. OFFICER DANIEL’S SQUAD CAR-NIGHT

The walkie-talkie in the center console of the car suddenly CUTS ON. Officer Daniel quickly picks up the walkie-talkie.  Officer Daniel, Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby all have shocked and frightened expressions on their faces.




OFFICER NATE (O.S.)
What the Hell is that in the road?





OFFICER DANIEL





(suspiciously, to Officer Nate)

It’s Dylan’s car.




GAVIN





(interrupting)

There’s no way his car could end up on the road!  The car wrecked on the side!  The wreck didn’t even happen here!  It was a few miles up the highway!





OFFICER DANIEL





(to Officer Nate)

Something peculiar’s going on out here Nate…just meet me outside.

Officer Daniel clicks off the walkie-talkie.  He then grabs his pistol with his other hand.  He turns and looks at Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby.




OFFICER DANIEL
You kids need to stay in the car until we find out what’s going on outside.  




GAVIN
But what if you guys get attacked out there sir? We’ll be stuck inside this police car.

Officer Daniel smiles at Gavin before he opens up the glove compartment of the squad car.  Officer Daniel pulls out another pistol from the glove compartment and holds the pistol out toward Gavin.





OFFICER DANIEL
Does this make my request easier to accept?

Gavin does not hesitate as he gladly takes the pistol from Officer Daniel.





GAVIN





(gratefully)
Yes sir.

Rachel looks at Officer Daniel with an appreciative smile on her face.





RACHEL 

As safe as we all feel now that you’ve given my friend a gun sir, I think we’d all feel a little more comfortable if you left the keys to the squad car with us too.

Officer Daniel turns and grins at Rachel.





OFFICER DANIEL
Boy, you kids really do seem to have faith in us cops don’t you?

Rachel looks at Officer Daniel worriedly.





RACHEL
Officer Daniel, if you ask me, we all need to get the Hell out of here before that thing comes back!

Officer Daniel casually pulls the car keys out and hands them to Rachel.  Officer Daniel then looks at Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby sternly and seriously.





OFFICER DANIEL
In all seriousness, if that murderer does indeed come back, you kids have got to get the Hell out of here!  I mean that!  Even if it means leaving Nate and I with it, I still want you kids to be safe!  I couldn’t save Dylan, and saving his friends in no way redeems me, but you kids are all I have left of his memory.
The friends look at one another with sadness while Officer Daniel sticks his walkie-talkie in his pocket.   Officer Daniel then steps out of the squad car with a loaded pistol in one hand and a flashlight in the other.  
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY NEAR DYLAN’S WRECKED VEHICLE-NIGHT

Officer Nate is seen standing and waiting for Officer Daniel in front of Officer Daniel’s squad car.  Officer Daniel walks over to Officer Nate.  The two shine flashlights around Dylan’s dilapidated, wrecked car while they talk.  Officer Nate nods toward Officer Daniel’s squad car.




OFFICER NATE
Are they going to be alright, sir?





OFFICER DANIEL
Yeah, they’re pretty smart kids.

Officer Nate smiles.





OFFICER NATE
Why do you say that, sir?
Officer Daniel turns away from Dylan’s vehicle and looks at Officer Nate with a smile.





OFFICER DANIEL
They didn’t think that you or I were going to be able to protect them.  I even had to give them my other gun in order to make them content with staying in the car.  
Officer Daniel turns, and with a look of sadness, gazes upon Dylan’s vehicle.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

I can’t blame them for thinking that though…Hell, I couldn’t even save Dylan from all of this.
The two cops stop in front of the broken passenger window of the vehicle.  They each shine their flashlights inside Dylan’s car through the broken passenger window.  The two see nothing but blood and broken glass as they continue to look into the interior of the car.  The two cops then turn around and begin to shine their flashlights into the woods that border both sides of the highway.  Officer Nate morosely looks at Officer Daniel.




OFFICER NATE
You don’t think Dylan can make it?

Officer Daniel continues his gaze towards the woods, avoiding having to look at Officer Nate.





OFFICER DANIEL
He’s the only person I know that could survive something like that.
Officer Daniel, with tears in his eyes, finally looks at Officer Nate.





OFFICER DANIEL (continued)

He’s got to pull through.


(MORE)  
No one that young can die like that!  That’s not how it works.
Officer Nate supportively puts his hand on Officer Daniel’s shoulder.





OFFICER NATE
He’ll pull through, sir.  I know he will.

Officer Daniel faintly smiles at Officer Nate.





OFFICER DANIEL
Thanks Nate.  I’ve got to check on him though.
Officer Daniel puts his pistol in his holster and pulls out his walkie-talkie from his pocket.  He quickly cuts on the walkie-talkie.





OFFICER DANIEL
Hey Rick, can you hear me?

Silence is heard on the other end of the walkie-talkie.  Officer Daniel worriedly looks at Officer Nate.




OFFICER DANIEL

Rick! Is Dylan alright?

More silence is heard.





OFFICER DANIEL 




(desperate tone)

Rick!  Answer me now!  Rick!

Silence penetrates the air for a few seconds.  Officer Nate and Officer Daniel each nervously stare at one another. An echoing, low, child-like laugh suddenly becomes audible through the stillness of the dark night.  The laughing continues, rising slowly, eerily surrounding Officer Daniel and Officer Nate.  The laugh then segues into a loud HOWLING that intensely continues for several seconds as Officer Daniel and Officer Nate frantically look around the surrounding area. Suddenly the four friends approach the two officers.  Officer Daniel shines his flashlight on Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby.  All four of them look worried while Gavin still holds the pistol that Officer Daniel gave him.




OFFICER DANIEL





(worried tone)
I told you kids to stay in the squad car!  What the Hell are you all doing running around?





RACHEL
We heard that noise!  We wanted to make sure you two were alright, sir.




OFFICER DANIEL





(yelling angrily)
Goddamn it Nate and I are cops young lady!  You kids have got to get back in that squad car now! I don’t know what the Hell is out there making that noise but I don’t want it to get you kids like it got Dylan!

The friends are silent for a moment before another burst of HOWLING is heard. The HOWLING is even more audible now.





RACHEL 

I think we all need to get out of here, Officer Daniel.
Officer Nate looks at Officer Daniel fearfully.





OFFICER NATE 

You want me to take them back, sir?

Officer Daniel lowers his flashlight in defeat.  He looks at Officer Nate wearily.





OFFICER DANIEL
She’s right Nate…whatever’s out there…I don’t think just two cops and four teenagers are going to be able to stop it.  
The wind suddenly begins to heavily BLOW on the group.  Officer Daniel morosely looks at Dylan’s wrecked vehicle before he turns and looks back at Officer Nate.





OFFICER DANIEL
We got to get these kids out of here safely before that thing comes after us.
Behind Officer Daniel, the werewolf can be seen walking out of the woods toward the group.  Rachel, Jenna, Gavin, and Colby look on in terror as they quickly notice the werewolf.




GAVIN
Officer Daniel, look out!

Gavin raises the pistol given to him by Officer Daniel and begins to SHOOT at the werewolf.  The werewolf quickly charges the highway and knocks Officer Daniel to the ground.  Officer Daniel drops his walkie-talkie and flashlight on the highway as the werewolf pounces on him and begins to rip out chunks of his flesh from his neck while Officer Nate and Gavin SHOOT at the werewolf.
Officer Nate then rushes toward the creature, firing SHOTS into the werewolf at close range.  The werewolf lets out a loud HOWL of anger as it reaches out its right clawed paw and quickly grabs Officer Nate’s left arm, piercing his arm causing blood to ooze out from the limb.  Officer Nate screams in pain as the werewolf drags him toward it by pulling on Officer Nate’s impaled arm.

Gavin and Colby attempt to attack the werewolf and pull it away from Officer Daniel however, the werewolf knocks them both away with its right arm.  The werewolf then grabs the quivering Officer Nate and begins to rip out chunks of flesh from Officer Nate’s neck.  Officer Daniel’s lifeless body lies beneath the crouched, feasting werewolf while the blood from Officer Nate’s neck pours upon the deceased Officer Daniel.  Rachel angrily runs toward the werewolf with tears in her eyes.




RACHEL
You’re killing the wrong people you goddamn bastard!

Jenna quickly grabs Rachel before she reaches the werewolf.  Both girls look towards the werewolf hopelessly with tears in their eyes.  The werewolf continues to crouch on top of
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the dead and ravaged body of Officer Daniel while continuing to rip apart the body of Officer Nate.  A circle of blood now flows beneath the spot the werewolf currently inhabits.  The werewolf begins to look toward the friends, eerily grinning, while it continues slaughtering the two officers in front of the defenseless friends.  Rachel angrily turns and looks away from the massacre.




RACHEL




(quietly, sad tone)

It’s fucking smiling.
Gavin turns and looks at Jenna.




GAVIN



We’ve got to get out of here, now.

Jenna mournfully looks at the dead bodies of Officer Daniel and Officer Nate that the werewolf continues to feast on.




JENNA
What about Officer Daniel and Officer Nate though?

Gavin, Rachel, and Colby each turn and look at the two dead bodies with remorse and sadness.  Gavin then turns and looks at Jenna.  The wind continues to heavily BLOW on the friends.




GAVIN
Look Jenna, they’re both great men, but they’re both gone.  What can we do for either of them?  We all just have to get out of here now.
Suddenly the werewolf stands upright.  The red eyes of the werewolf look directly at the four friends who fearfully and silently look at the werewolf for a few moments, like the red eyes of the werewolf has them in a trance.  The werewolf then silently and eerily turns around and walks back to the woods where it originated from.  Jenna, Gavin, Colby, and Rachel worriedly start to walk toward Officer Daniel’s squad car.  Colby stops and morosely looks at the corpses of Officer Daniel and Officer Nate before he looks at Jenna, Rachel, and Gavin.





COLBY
We can’t just leave their bodies out on the highway.




RACHEL
We can’t touch the bodies though.  That thing’s been tearing them apart.  
Tears begin to come down Rachel’s cheeks.





RACHEL (continued)

Officer Daniel would want us to just be safe and to get out of here.  We really have no choice.
Colby morosely nods his head as he looks on at the two dead bodies for a few moments before he, Gavin, Rachel, and Jenna make their way back to Officer Daniel’s squad car.  The friends open the car doors and enter the vehicle.
INT. OFFICER DANIEL’S SQUAD CAR-NIGHT

Jenna sits in the driver’s seat and Rachel sits in the passenger seat while Gavin and Colby sit in the backseat. The friends are silent for a moment, each of them looking sullen and depressed.  Gavin turns away from the window he had been blankly staring at, to look at Rachel, Jenna, and Colby.  Gavin morosely shakes his head. 




GAVIN

No one deserves to be killed like that.  That’s just terrible.

Gavin morosely looks down.  Colby supportively puts his hand on Gavin’s shoulder.





GAVIN

I don’t understand why this has happened to us.





COLBY
None of us will ever know why this has happened to us, Gavin.
Colby smiles.





COLBY (continued)

All we can do is just stay together as a group and as friends.
Gavin turns and looks at Colby with a faint smile on his face. 





GAVIN
I know we can make it through this.  I just don’t get why Dylan and Mary couldn’t make it with us…I mean none of us will ever understand why, and that all just frustrates me.
Gavin warmly smiles at both Jenna and Rachel.





GAVIN (continued)

I’m sorry if I’m babbling and worrying you guys.  You probably just think that all I do is sit here and bitch about fate.
Jenna smiles at Gavin through the rearview mirror.





JENNA
No we don’t Gavin.  We’ve all been pretty brave tonight considering how this night has been.
Jenna laughs.





JENNA (continued)

You and Colby in particular have both been pretty heroic.

Rachel and Gavin both laugh.  Jenna grins.





JENNA
Where do you guys think we should go now though?





RACHEL
Anywhere back in town!  This fucking highway seems endless!
Suddenly a loud HOWL is heard piercing the calm atmosphere.  Jenna swerves the steering wheel.
EXT. QUIET HIGHWAY-NIGHT

Officer Daniel’s squad car swerves off the highway before crashing into a tree that stands on the outer edge of the woods.
EXT. WOODS BORDERING QUIET HIGHWAY-NIGHT

The doors of Officer Daniel’s squad car slowly swing open as the friends stumble and struggle to walk out of the car.  An early-morning fog plagues the area as the four friends now stand outside the wrecked vehicle.  Jenna, Rachel, Gavin, and Colby look upon the wrecked vehicle and the woods behind it with dismay and disappointment.  None of the friends are seriously hurt.  Rachel turns and looks at Jenna accusingly and angrily.




RACHEL
What the Hell did you do that for, Jenna?

Jenna looks toward the wrecked car with a confused expression on her face.  She then turns and looks at Rachel confoundedly.




JENNA

I thought I saw something in the road like…a dead body or something.




COLBY
On the highway?

Jenna looks at Colby defensively.





JENNA
Yes!  It was all torn up!  It scared the Hell out of me!
Jenna worriedly looks around at Rachel, Gavin, and Colby.





JENNA (continued)

None of you saw it?





GAVIN
I don’t remember seeing it, but it’s got to still be there!
Gavin looks at Colby.





GAVIN

You want to go check it out?

Colby nods his head silently and worriedly.  Gavin and Colby then begin to walk toward the highway.  Jenna begins to cry.  Rachel warmly hugs Jenna in an attempt to reassure and comfort Jenna.




RACHEL 

We’re going to be alright, Jenna.  It’s not your fault!  I’m sorry that I yelled at you.

Jenna looks at Rachel fearfully.





JENNA
I swear that there was something on that highway, Rachel!  The face…the face had been ripped up…it looked so rotted…and there was no skin on it but you could still see the eyes on it!  Those motherfuckers were looking right at me too!
Tears begin to come down Jenna’s cheeks again.





JENNA (continued)
I’m sorry Rachel.  I just couldn’t help it!  It terrified me!





RACHEL





(calm, reassuring tone)

Believe me that would’ve scared the Hell out of me too, Jenna!
Colby and Gavin walk back to Jenna and Rachel.  Both Colby and Gavin have worried expressions on their face.  Jenna turns and looks at both Gavin and Colby fearfully.




JENNA
Did you guys see it?

Gavin nervously shakes his head.





GAVIN
We couldn’t find it, Jenna.

Jenna quickly steps away from Rachel and begins to angrily approach both Gavin and Colby.





JENNA
I know that there was a body there!  It was on the highway!  I could describe the damn thing for days!   
Tears begin to come down Jenna’s cheeks again.





JENNA (continued)




(desperate tone)

It even still had this long black hair on it and the organs were…spewed out from its chest.  And the eyes!  I told Rachel about the eyes!




RACHEL 




(calmly)

Don’t worry about it, Jenna.  We believe you.  We just got to get the Hell out of here!  We’re only a mile away from town.  We’re all going to be alright.  We just need to start walking together.
A loud HOWLING abruptly begins from deep in the woods.  The friends all quickly turn and frightfully look toward the dark, vast woods that continues running behind them.  A clearing in the woods can be seen, a clearing that is very close to the friends.  The four friends fearfully listen as the loud HOWLING continues, the origin coming from very close to the clearing.

The Wind begins to BLOW heavily as the friends begin to hear loud FOOTSTEPS along with the HOWLING as they continue to look at the clearing.  A pair of red eyes can be faintly seen deep in the clearing,
INT. MR. WILKIN’S TRUCK-NIGHT

Colby, Rachel, and Jenna sit together in the backseat while MR. WILKINS, a friendly-looking, innocent-looking middle-aged man sits behind the wheel driving the truck.  Rachel, Jenna, and Colby each have several cuts and bruises on
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them, each of them with sad, defeated expressions on their faces, tears in their eyes.  Mr. Wilkins worriedly looks at the three friends through his rearview mirror.




MR. WILKINS
You kids okay back there?

Rachel nervously turns and looks behind her through the back window of the truck.  She then turns back around and looks at Mr. Wilkins with sadness and desperation.





RACHEL
Can you please take us to the hospital sir?  You have got to just get us away from here quickly!  
Rachel, with tears in her eyes, then puts her head in her hands for a few moments.  Mr. Wilkins continues to worriedly eye the friends through the rearview mirror.  Rachel looks up at Mr. Wilkins with a faint smile of gratitude.





RACHEL 

Thank you for picking us up though, sir.

Rachel’s faint smile disappears as she quietly looks through the side window with disbelief and sorrow.





RACHEL







Thank you.




MR. WILKINS
I couldn’t just leave you kids on the side of the highway.  Especially with the condition you kids look in.  
Mr. Wilkins looks at the friends through the rearview mirror with an expression of worried curiosity on his face.





MR. WILKINS
What happened back there?

Colby, with tears in his eyes, shakes his head and nervously laughs at Mr. Wilkins’ question.





COLBY
You wouldn’t believe us.
Colby’s nervous laughter now fades away.





COLBY (continued)

No one would…no one can.  Hell…I wouldn’t even believe us!




MR. WILKINS
Well, I’ll take you kids to the hospital.

Mr. Wilkins then knowingly looks at the friends through the rearview mirror.





MR. WILKINS (continued) 




(confident tone)

But I’m pretty certain about what may be after you kids.




RACHEL
What do you mean?





MR. WILKINS





(intuitive tone)

You kids think that you’re the only ones that have been attacked by a werewolf.

Mr. Wilkins, with a look of satisfaction and triumph on his face, notices the surprised expressions on Rachel, Jenna, and Colby’s faces as he looks at them through the rearview mirror.





MR. WILKINS (continued) 

I can always tell when someone’s been targeted and attacked.  Maybe it’s because I’ve also been hunted by those fuckers.  They could even still be after me.  Hell for all I know maybe the same one’s after both of us.





RACHEL 
When did this happen to you?  And why is it targeting us?





MR. WILKINS





(bitterly)
I really don’t know how they decide who they want to stalk and slaughter…maybe there’s some kind of deep connection for them.  My whole family was destroyed by those fuckers though.

Mr. Wilkins reflectively looks ahead through the windshield for a few moments before he looks back at the friends through the rearview mirror.





MR. WILKINS

Turns out they had followed us somehow on one of our camping trips.  One of them just jumped out in front of the highway when we were driving at night.  It startled me and it caused me to crash the car.

Tears begin to come down Mr. Wilkins’ cheeks.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

I was knocked unconscious and when I woke up my two children were gone and my wife’s remains were scattered all over the goddamn windshield.  At first, I didn’t know what it was but then I heard that howling, that loud goddamn howling that echoed all over the place.  I got out of the car and I started to try to hitchhike, but I kept hearing footsteps.  They were just stalking me, observing me.  They finally confronted me, two of them.  They walked from the woods and walked toward me, those big red eyes looking right at me.  They had a fucking smile on their face.  Then they just turned around and walked back to the woods.  Well, I finally managed to get a ride back to town but every time that I went outside, I still heard that…howling noise.  And I still heard the footsteps and I still saw the red eyes glaring at me.
Mr. Wilkins grins as he wipes away the tears coming down his cheeks.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

Of course, no one believed my story, which is understandable, but as each day ended and each night began, those noises, the howling, the footsteps…they just seemed to sound closer and closer.  
Mr. Wilkins reflectively and morosely looks ahead through his windshield for a few moments before he looks at the friends through his rearview mirror with a weary smile as tears continue to come down his cheeks.





MR. WILKINS

I’ve been running now for fourteen years and I’ve also come across some people who’ve gone through the same things I’ve gone through and even some of them have been running longer then I have.  
Mr. Wilkins morosely looks back through the windshield again.





MR. WILKINS

But really there’s no end…no end for any of us.  
Mr. Wilkins then fearfully looks at the friends through his rearview mirror.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

All I can tell you kids to do is run!  Maybe only one of them is stalking you though and if that’s the case then consider yourselves lucky.
The friends all look at Mr. Wilkins fearfully.




JENNA
We think that there is only one but I don’t see how we can consider
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ourselves lucky.  All of our friends are dead!  We don’t even know how to stop a werewolf…none of us own silver bullets!

Mr. Wilkins grins at the friends through the rearview mirror.





MR. WILKINS
I do though.  And since there’s only one werewolf after you kids, I’ll even let all three of you have some of my bullets and my gun considering that you all have a better chance of escaping the clutches of it better then I have.

Mr. Wilkins pulls up the top of the center console that rests beside his seat.  
INT. MR WILKIN’S TRUCK’S CENTER CONSOLE-NIGHT

The light from inside the center console shows a woman’s severed head with the mouth of the severed head opened wide in a scream.  Mr. Wilkins picks up the small pistol that rests beside the severed head.  Other people’s driver’s licenses, ID cards, and credit cards also surround the severed head and pistol inside Mr. Wilkins’ center console.
INT. MR. WILKIN’S TRUCK-NIGHT

Mr. Wilkins hands the pistol to Rachel.




MR. WILKINS
I really hope you kids survive this terrible ordeal.  I’m sorry to have heard about your friends though.





RACHEL
They’re great people…they don’t deserve to die that way.





MR. WILKINS
I think they select only the people that don’t deserve to die so horribly.  I myself was once a moral man.

Mr. Wilkins morosely shakes his head.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

Things have changed for the worse though.  
Mr. Wilkins solemnly grins.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

It’s so fascinating how different people react to tragedy.
Mr. Wilkins looks at the friends through the rearview mirror.




MR. WILKINS (continued)

Haven’t you kids ever thought about that?  I mean tragedy drives many murders…it’s a cruel cycle really…tragedy just breeds more tragedy. 
Jenna, Rachel, and Colby each nervously look at one another as Mr. Wilkins continues driving.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

But you kids don’t deserve this much tragedy already.  You’re too young…it’s not fair, it’s not right…fate’s just singled out you innocent kids for no fucking reason. 
Mr. Wilkins pulls the truck over then puts the truck in park.  Mr. Wilkins turns around and looks directly at Rachel, Jenna, and Colby.





MR. WILKINS
I’m glad I got you kids to the hospital.  

Mr. Wilkins reflectively looks down for a moment before he looks back up at the friends.





MR. WILKINS

To be honest…I’m happier to see this hospital then you kids are.

Colby begins to open the side door.





COLBY
And why’s that, sir?

Mr. Wilkins turns back around and looks morosely through the windshield.





MR. WILKINS
Sometimes, I just get to the point where I feel like no one can earn my trust or respect.  But I guess that that’s what happens when you’ve had everything taken away and yet no one believes you or is willing to do anything about it.  
Mr. Wilkins quietly looks down at the steering wheel for a few moments before he looks back through the windshield.





MR. WILKINS

I don’t know though…if you kids had been with me any longer who’s to say that you wouldn’t have killed me for this ride.  Maybe ya’ll would’ve started believing that taking this car away from me would be easy since ya’ll would have probably stopped believing me like everyone else…ya’ll would’ve stopped caring about me.
Mr. Wilkins pauses methodically for a moment before he deeply exhales.





MR. WILKINS
But nevermind.

Mr. Wilkins turns around and looks at Jenna, Rachel, and Colby with a smile.





MR. WILKINS (continued)

We’ve made it, that’s all that matters.
EXT. HOSPITAL-NIGHT

Mr. Wilkins’ truck is seen parked on the side of the road next to the hospital.  Rachel, Jenna, and Colby get out of the truck, closing the door of the backseat, and stepping onto the sidewalk that lies in front of the hospital.  Rachel, while standing outside the vehicle, taps on the passenger window.  The window is rolled down by Mr. Wilkins.




RACHEL
We never got your name sir.

Mr. Wilkins looks toward Rachel, Colby, and Jenna with a grin on his face.




MR. WILKINS
Terry Wilkins.





RACHEL





(grateful tone)

Thanks for the ride, Mr. Wilkins!





COLBY

We really appreciated it!





JENNA

Thank you Mr. Wilkins!

Mr. Wilkins awkwardly smiles at the three friends.




MR. WILKINS 




(reassuring tone)

You kids take care, alright!  You’re all going to be fine! I promise!
Rachel, Jenna, and Colby wave as Mr. Wilkins drives away.





COLBY 

What a strange man.




RACHEL 
He helped us out a lot though.  I only wish he had picked us up sooner.

Colby supportively puts his arm around Rachel as he morosely shakes his head.




COLBY 
I really wish this whole night would have been different.  It’s not right…none of it has been.
The three friends slowly turn toward the hospital and begin to walk toward it while a full moon shines bright behind them amidst the cloudless, starless black sky.  The dimly lit interior of the emergency room can be seen faintly.  Suddenly a loud HOWLING is heard from the distance.  Rachel quickly and defensively raises the pistol given to her by Mr. Wilkins.




JENNA
That sounded pretty close by.  We need to get inside.

Rachel frightfully looks around the area while she steadily raises the pistol.




RACHEL





(angrily yelling)

Don’t any of you get it anymore?  Nothing’s gone right tonight and nothing ever will!  All we can do is just kill this fucker!
Tears of anger and sadness begin to run down her cheeks.





RACHEL (continued)
If we go in the hospital, it’s just going to be in there waiting on us!  Hell, all we’re going to be doing is causing the deaths of more innocent people like Officer Daniel.  
Rachel looks at Jenna and Colby persuasively.





RACHEL (continued)

We have got to end this night now!  It’s the only hope we’ve got, and we’ve got to do it for Mary, for Dylan, for Gavin, and for everyone we know!




COLBY





(worried tone)

You’re not making any sense Rachel! Let’s just get inside!

Rachel angrily glares down the road.




RACHEL
We can’t Colby!  We can’t escape a night without an aftermath…a night without solace…A night that has no ending and will never conclude unless we provide finality!
Rachel’s eyes are intently narrowed as she continues to glare down the road.  After a brief second her eyes frightfully look to the side.  Loud HOWLING suddenly erupts, the HOWLING sounding nearer to Rachel, Jenna, and Colby.  
The werewolf can now be seen standing upright.  The werewolf stands a few feet away from Jenna, Rachel, and Colby, with its red eyes glaring down upon them, its mouth forming a crooked grin.  Rachel yells in anger and raises the pistol to fire but the werewolf quickly approaches her and knocks the pistol from her hand.  The werewolf then gently and swiftly picks up Rachel, its clawed paws clutching her throat, blood gushing from Rachel’s throat.  
Colby charges the werewolf, but the werewolf grabs Colby by the throat with one of its clawed paws and throws Colby toward the hard pavement of the street.  Jenna eyes the pistol that had been knocked into the middle of the street, near the struggling and wounded Colby, by the werewolf.  The werewolf enforces its clench tighter around Rachel’s neck, blood gushing down her struggling body and the werewolf’s arms while the blood begins to form a red pool underneath Rachel’s lifted body.  
The werewolf then begins to put its face directly under her neck, opening its mouth and consuming the gushing blood from her throat.  Jenna rushes for the pistol knocked on the street by the werewolf.  Colby begins to stand up on the street and walks toward Jenna.  Jenna swiftly grabs the pistol, raises it toward the werewolf, and yells angrily while Colby looks on in horror.  The werewolf continues to feast upon the face of the deceased Rachel until a GUNSHOT is heard.

The werewolf slowly drops the dead body of Rachel and turns around, its red eyes looking directly at Jenna and Colby.  The werewolf staggers toward them before it slowly collapses onto the sidewalk.  Jenna and Colby each stand
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helplessly in the middle of the deserted street, Jenna crying in Colby’s arms while still holding onto the pistol and Colby looking upon the sight of the werewolf and Rachel with tears in his eyes.

The two friends slowly walk toward the sidewalk where both Rachel and the werewolf lie dead.  Jenna and Colby, with sorrow and sadness, both look down upon the deceased bodies of Rachel and the werewolf.  The werewolf’s dead body subtly and slowly regresses back to its daylight form of a male human with red eyes and large, claw-like fingernails.  Finally, the daylight façade of the werewolf begins to rot and deteriorate away to reveal a dark, decomposing skeleton.  Jenna and Colby continue to look down upon Rachel and the skeleton of the werewolf in sadness and horror.




JENNA
I hope that it’s back in Hell and gone for good.

Colby turns and looks at Jenna comfortingly.





COLBY
It is now.  We rid the world of it before it took away the lives of someone else’s loved ones.

Colby bitterly looks down upon the skeleton of the werewolf.





COLBY (continued)
It had to take ours though.

The door of the hospital entrance is seen opening.  The two startled friends look toward the open door.  A RECEPTIONIST stands in the open doorway.




RECEPTIONIST





(horrified, scared, nervous)

What happened out here?  I heard a gunshot!  
The receptionist looks in horror upon the werewolf’s skeleton and Rachel’s dead body.





RECEPTIONIST

Are those…bodies on the sidewalk?





JENNA





(desperately, nervously explaining)
Ma’am, you’ve got to believe us and help us!  All of our friends have been killed tonight!

Jenna morosely looks down for a few moments before she looks back up at the receptionist.





JENNA

Can you help us please?

The receptionist takes a few steps away from the doorway and looks down at the two corpses on the sidewalk again.  She begins to tremble in fear as she notices the pistol that Jenna holds unthreateningly in her hand.




RECEPTIONIST
You’ve got a gun, young lady and there’s…there’s two dead bodies on the ground!  One looks like a goddamn skeleton!

Colby calmly begins to approach the receptionist.




COLBY
It is a skeleton ma’am.  But you just have to believe us please.  Let us come in please ma’am, we need to call our parents.

The receptionist nervously walks back toward the doorway and away from Colby.




RECEPTIONIST
You kids have done something really terrible tonight!  I’m calling the police.  
The receptionist stops in front of the open doorway of the hospital.





RECEPTIONIST (continued)
I’m sorry but I don’t believe either one of you and I can’t let either of you in.

Jenna drops the gun on the ground calmly.




JENNA
Please let us in ma’am!  We didn’t do anything or kill anyone!  I swear! I’ve dropped the gun now can you just please help us?
The receptionist begins to walk back inside the open doorway.





RECEPTIONIST
I’m afraid I can’t help you kids.  Something is very wrong here and I’m going to have to phone the police.  All I can do is advise you kids to get out of here even if you both are innocent…no one can take chances anymore.  I’m sorry.

The receptionist swiftly turns around and walks inside the emergency room, closing and locking the door of the entrance behind her.  Both Jenna and Colby look disappointed by the woman’s actions, both of them are still in tears.  Jenna now puts her arm around Colby.





JENNA 




(reassuring tone)

Let’s just go to my place.  We can decide what to do next when we get there.  

Jenna struggles to get Colby to walk Colby with her, away from the hospital entrance.  She then grabs Colby by the shoulders and looks at him directly.  Through her flowing tears, she gives him a comforting smile. 




JENNA
We’re going to be fine Colby!  We’re not in those damn woods anymore!  We’re back home now!
Colby stares blankly back at Jenna for a second before he too lets out a grin amidst the tears running out of his eyes.  




COLBY

Your house always has been kind to us.

Colby laughs.





COLBY

I can’t wait to be there again.

The two begin to walk away from the emergency room entrance together before Colby suddenly stops.  He walks back to the spot where Jenna dropped the pistol given to the friends by Mr. Wilkins.




COLBY
I don’t think we should leave this behind.

He stoops down and picks up the pistol.  Jenna flashes a reassuring smile at him as he walks toward her and gives her the pistol.  Colby grins at her.




COLBY
I really wish that I was half as badass as you.

Jenna begins to laugh as Colby now supportively puts his arm around her and together the two walk down the sidewalk.
INT. JENNA’S BEDROOM-NIGHT

Jenna and Colby are seen walking inside through the open doorway.  Jenna closes the door behind her and flicks on a light switch, illuminating her spacious, comforting room.  The walls are painted a rose red color while various pieces of furniture, posters, and framed pictures of Jenna and her family adorn the room.  Colby walks over to a nearby chair and collapses into it exhaustedly.




COLBY
Where do we go from here you think?

Jenna lays the pistol on her dresser.





JENNA
We need to find Diana and tell her about what’s happened.  I think we’ll all feel more comfortable if we see one another.





COLBY 

But how can we get there? We left our cars at that fucking diner.





JENNA
We can take my mom’s car.  I got a spare key to it.

Jenna morosely and reflectively looks down for a moment before she looks back up at Colby.





JENNA





(calm, warm tone)

We’re just on our own now…us and our friends and loved ones and that’s all we need.

Colby looks at Jenna with a faint smile.  Tears begin to come down from his eyes.




COLBY
You’re right Jenna.  
Colby laughs as he wipes away his tears.





COLBY

I’m sorry that I broke down over here…it’s just that we have so many memories here you know.  Everyone’s here…we all are here.

Colby reflectively looks down for a moment before he looks back up at Jenna.





COLBY
Mary, Gavin, Dylan, Rachel, Diana, and you and I are all here and now we never will be again.





JENNA
We had no choice tonight…no chance.  

Colby smiles and slowly shakes his head in sadness.





COLBY
We never did.  We just need to find Diana now though.
Colby worriedly looks down for a moment before he looks back up at Jenna.  Jenna supportively puts her hand on Colby’s shoulder.




COLBY 

Would you want to leave right now?
Jenna looks at Colby and, through her tears, smiles at him.





JENNA
I think we should…I really want to see her.
Colby’s tears now begin to fade.  Colby warmly smiles at Jenna.





COLBY
I know what you mean…I never knew that I could miss anyone this much after seeing them only a few hours ago.

Jenna quietly laughs.





JENNA
I got to do one thing though.

Jenna gets up, picks up the pistol and starts to walk toward the light switch to turn it off.  Colby stands up from the chair and begins to follow Jenna.




COLBY
What do you have to do?
Jenna looks at Colby with a serious, morose expression on her face.





JENNA
I just want to see my mother…maybe write her a note before we go.
Tears begin to come down Jenna’s cheeks.





JENNA (continued)

I just really hope she won’t wake up before we get back.  I don’t want her mad at me.
Colby walks over to Jenna and supportively embraces her with a hug.





COLBY
Go ahead and wake her up and talk to her if you want.  Everything’s going to be fine now Jenna.  As soon as we talk to Diana we’ll all feel better!
Jenna, through her tears, smiles at Colby.





JENNA
Thanks Colby.  You can make anyone feel better…thank you.  I’m going to talk to my mom for a minute though.  You don’t mind do you?





COLBY
No, of course not.  I’ll just wait outside.

Colby rubs the tears off of Jenna’s cheeks.  Jenna smiles at him and flicks off the light switch to her room.  Together they walk out the door.

INT. JENNA’S MOTHER’S BEDROOM-EARLY DAWN

JENNA’S MOTHER lies sleeping on the bed.  Suddenly the bedroom door slowly opens revealing Jenna.  Jenna subtly walks through the doorway toward the bed, stands above her mother, and then gently bends down and kisses her mother on the cheek.  As she rises up from the kiss, Jenna’s mother slowly awakens though she is still half-asleep.




JENNA’S MOTHER





(sleepily, caring tone)

Is that you Jenna?  Is everything alright?





JENNA





(calmly)

Yes mom.  I just wanted to kiss you goodnight.





JENNA’S MOTHER
Did you guys have fun last night?

Jenna smiles lovingly at her mother.





JENNA

Yeah mom…but I’m about to head on to bed.  I love you!




JENNA’S MOTHER
I love you too Jenna!  

Jenna’s mother smiles lovingly at Jenna.





JENNA’S MOTHER (continued)

Will you let me kiss you goodnight?

Jenna bends down over her mother, letting her mother kiss her.  Jenna then kisses her mother on the cheek again before she rises up from the kiss and begins to walk back toward the open doorway.




JENNA

Night mom! I love you!





JENNA’S MOTHER

Get some sleep, dear.

Jenna walks out of the room, closing the door behind her. 

INT. JENNA’S BEDROOM-SEVERAL MONTHS AGO-NIGHT
Colby and Gavin sit in chairs arranged side-by-side and Dylan, Rachel, and Mary sit upon the side of Jenna’s bed, while Diana and Jenna are standing, leaning against Jenna’s dresser.





GAVIN
Am I crazy for wanting something in our era, in our generation that can even hint at the subtleties and brilliance of Hank Williams?  
Gavin’s friends groan in disapproval.





GAVIN





(defensive tone)
No, I’m serious!  The guy is more than just “Hey Good Lookin’”, I promise!

Rachel laughs.





RACHEL
I’m all for being retro, but shit Gavin you’re going way back!  I don’t even think my grandmother listened to Hank Williams…Hank Williams Senior that is.

Gavin smiles at Rachel.




GAVIN
Well my grandmother did.  And to quote her, and my grandmother always knew her classic country music, he sang from his heart and that is why Hank Williams is the man!  More then Dylan! More then The Beatles! More then Elvis!  And God help me Mary, more then the Gin Blossoms!





MARY
How dare you make that comparison!  Like Hank can even hold a candle to “Found Out About You”!

Gavin stands up from his chair incredulously and in disbelief.





GAVIN





(sarcastically)

That’s it!  I’m going to leave prematurely guys!  Comparing Gin Blossoms to my boy Hank has not only encouraged me to leave but also to start being on the lookout for a new group of best friends.




RACHEL 

Oh come on Gavin, do you really have to leave so soon?  You know we’re just kidding, Hell we all love Hank!  You’re talking to a girl that watches silent movies and listens to Sinatra.  We’re all preservers of culture here.
Dylan laughs.





DYLAN
Just stay Gavin!  We’ll duet on “Kaw-Liga” then we’ll watch Pandora’s Box or Nosferatu for Rachel.
Gavin laughs.





GAVIN




(serious tone)

I seriously got to get going though guys.  

Gavin grins at Colby and Diana.





GAVIN (continued)

I’m afraid I’m going to have to take Colby and Diana with me too.
Jenna laughs as she turns and looks at Diana with a warm smile.




JENNA
Your dad’s still bitching at you about the gas Diana?

Diana grins at Jenna.





DIANA
He cares about me…but he is pretty cheap.  You all should know this by now!  And you know that we live like halfway across town.

Colby smiles as he stands up from the chair he was just sitting in.





COLBY
I personally can’t say that my father’s monitoring my gas usage, but I’m all for bumming off other people for rides as long as Gavin doesn’t mind.

Gavin laughs before he looks at Rachel, Mary, Dylan, and Jenna.





GAVIN

Anyway what are you guys going to do the rest of the night? It’s already like 2 A.M.

Dylan smiles at Gavin.





DYLAN

I just told you! You’re going to miss the “Kaw-Liga” sing-along and the Nosferatu screening.
Gavin smiles.




GAVIN

The one time that I’m not here you guys better not do all of that cool shit.





JENNA
We’ll probably just stay up talking, listen to the radio…maybe an old, scary horror movie.

Gavin begins to walk toward the door.





GAVIN
Damn, I hate to be missing out on all the fun.

Diana smiles at Mary, Dylan, Jenna, and Rachel as she begins to follow Gavin to the door.





DIANA
I wish I could stay too!  
Diana looks at Gavin and sarcastically rolls her eyes at him.




DIANA (continued)



I knew I should’ve bummed a ride off of Mary!
Diana then turns and smiles at Rachel, Dylan, Jenna, and Mary.





DIANA (continued)

But I do love you guys.  I hope ya’ll have fun tonight.
Mary smiles.





MARY
It’s not going to be easy without you three!  But we’ll see you guys tomorrow.
Diana and Gavin walk out of the room.  Colby begins to hurriedly walk toward the door, trying to catch up with Gavin and Diana.  Colby waves to his friends as he exits the room.  Jenna walks over to one of the vacant chairs and sits down on the one closest to the couch.  Jenna grins at Dylan.




JENNA
I hope they’ll be alright.

Dylan warmly smiles.





DYLAN
I got to be honest I never knew two cooler Hank Williams fans then Gavin and Colby!
INT. JENNA’S BEDROOM-LATER-NIGHT

Jenna and Mary now sit on the edge of Jenna’s bed while Dylan and Rachel sit on the couch.  Jenna looks at Rachel, Mary, and Dylan with a worried expression on her face.




JENNA




(calm, reflective tone)

I don’t want to sound too nostalgic but have you guys ever had any serious regrets from your past?

Jenna nervously looks down for a moment before she looks back up at Dylan, Rachel, and Mary.





JENNA

I mean I know that everyone does but do you guys regret anything specifically?

Mary laughs awkwardly.





MARY
This sounds like the kind of conversation that my dad would enjoy participating in.
Rachel laughs in realization of the accuracy of Mary’s statement.





RACHEL
Oh God! Don’t tell me that both of our dads are super nostalgic!  All I ever hear him talk about is how much he wishes he had done things differently.  He always reminisces about his childhood too.

Mary grins jovially at Rachel.





MARY
They’re not even that old!  They both have no reason to complain.





JENNA





(serious tone)

You guys never do though?  No regrets about anything?

Dylan looks at Jenna with an expression of an intellectual etched upon his face.





DYLAN
Everyone obviously does!  But what can anyone do about them?  You have to redeem yourself if you truly did something awful, but honestly that redemption is only to counsel yourself.

Dylan reflectively looks away for a moment with a weary smile on his face.  He turns and looks back at Jenna.





DYLAN

I myself regret a lot of random things you know.  Like places that I feel I should have gone to that are now closed down.

Mary looks at Dylan, a morose expression on her face now.





MARY
I do regret something similar to that too actually.

Mary quietly laughs.





MARY

It’s kinda silly I guess but my father always wanted me to go through this haunted house at an amusement park with him.

Mary reflectively looks down for a few moments as tears begin to well up in her eyes.




MARY
It was a really old haunted house.  Everyone that had been through it always loved how old-fashioned and fun it was…my father truly cherished it though and he always wanted me to go through it with him.

Mary l puts her hands over her face as she begins to cry, tears coming down her cheeks.  Jenna puts her hand on Mary’s shoulder supportively.  Mary then looks up at Dylan.




MARY
I never did though and when I was about ten or eleven, that amusement park was tore down…I still feel bad for never having gone through that haunted house with my father and it hurts me even more because I know that I’ll never have that opportunity.




RACHEL





(comforting tone)
You shouldn’t feel bad about that Mary!  We all feel like we’ve let down our parents, but we never did…your dad loves you regardless of whether or not you went into a haunted house with him.

Rachel smiles at Mary.





RACHEL (continued)

But you know I’ve often felt like how you did because of my parents’ always wanting me to try out for school plays.  They always believed that I was a good actress but I just never did audition for any plays…I was too shy.

Rachel morosely shakes her head as she quietly looks at the wall.





RACHEL (continued)

But we can’t feel like we let our parents down because of what we didn’t do in the past.

Rachel turns and looks at Mary with a warm smile.





RACHEL (continued)

They’re still going to love us and still going to support us.  We just need to keep that in mind and realize that these regrets we have are simply just us overreacting to events that really never affected our lives negatively.

Dylan mock applauses as Rachel finishes.  Rachel grins at him before playfully hitting him on the arm.  Jenna smiles.




JENNA





(serious tone)

I’m just really bad about dwelling on things…things and events that really don’t matter considering how minor they are yet things and events that I still continually think about.  The stuff that you guys have both mentioned…I feel the same way about my father.  I just don’t know if I should ignore him like I’ve done my entire life.

Tears begin to come down from Jenna’s eyes.





JENNA (continued)

My mom keeps encouraging me to talk to him, but I can’t forgive the man for what he’s done…I never even met him until my tenth birthday party and now he wants to be there at our graduation.  He acts like he’s been there for me…like he’s proud of me.





DYLAN 

I know that what he’s done is awful.  I mean he’s a bastard for not having supported your mother when you were born and he’s an asshole for not loving you when you were a child. But seeing him at graduation won’t be that bad, Jenna.  And I’m not saying that you should be really close to your dad, but my dad’s been in prison for years and him and I still have a good, caring relationship.  You just have to give your father a chance.

Dylan warmly smiles at Jenna.





DYLAN (continued)

After all, he has the biggest regret out of all of us since he never got to know what a truly wonderful daughter he has.

Jenna smiles.




JENNA
You’re right, Dylan.  I know.  I’ve been close to my mother for so long.

Jenna looks down for a moment as she wipes away her tears before she looks back up at Dylan.




JENNA
I’m going to try for her.  I really will.  
Mary grins at Dylan.




MARY
That was very moving, Dylan.

Dylan grins.




DYLAN
I can be a romantic when I want to be.

SUPERIMPOSE: NEWS CONNECTION WITH AMBER ANDREWS

INT. NEWS TELECAST-PRESENT-EARLY DAWN

Newscaster AMBER ANDREWS looks ahead while an icon next to her displays the headline “Horrible Tragedy in Heywardsville”.




AMBER ANDREWS
A terrible tragedy has occurred in Clear County today.  Local police authorities have discovered the mutilated bodies of several people in and around the area of Heywardsville this morning.

The icon next to Amber Andrews now displays a slide show of the victims’ high school senior portraits as their names are announced on the air.





AMBER ANDREWS (continued)

Several of the victims are upcoming graduates from Clear County High School including Rachel Hepburn, Gavin Burch, Mary Connor, Dylan Pierce, and Diana Torres.  
The icon next to Amber Andrews now begins to display recent photographs of other victims as their names are announced on the air.





AMBER ANDREWS (continued)

Diana Torres’s father, Glen Torres, also was murdered as well as many locally admired townspeople including Carolyn McNease, Larry Sanchez, Sarah Brennan, Francis Brennan, Kelly Donalson, and Clark Donalson.  A man from out-of-town named Terry Wilkins


(MORE) 
also had his life taken away in this unfortunate, tragic massacre.  Three deceased Clear County police officers, Officer Ben Daniel, Officer Rick Wilder, and Officer Nate Huston were murdered during the tragedy as well.

The icon next to Amber Andrews now displays a photograph of the skeleton of the werewolf.





AMBER ANDREWS (continued)

A peculiar skeleton was also found at one of the crime scenes, and while forensics teams are still trying to estimate the skeleton’s origins, the skeleton is believed to be over three hundred years old.  The forensics teams have yet to confirm how such an old, decaying skeleton came to be found at one of the crime scenes of this tragic, terrifying case.  Federal officers have said that they do believe that all of these murders are connected and were committed by the same perpetrators.  
The icon next to Amber Andrews now displays the high school senior portraits of Jenna and Colby.





AMBER ANDREWS (continued)

The police are also on the lookout for two dangerous suspects that are currently on the run from the law.  The suspects who are both upcoming graduates from Clear County High School are Jenna Alday and Colby Chaney.  They are both believed to have been close friends with the victims from Clear County High School, however the two’s motives remain unclear at this time though superficial evidence has been found by the authorities to implement these two to this tragic, recent murder spree.  Both Jenna Alday and Colby Chaney are considered very psychotic, very 


(MORE)

twisted, and very dangerous.  The police have also reported that after murdering both Glen and Diana Torres, Jenna Alday and Colby Chaney burglarized the Torres’ home, stealing money and two pistols before stealing a vehicle that belonged to the Torres’ family.  The two are believed to still be utilizing that vehicle, a white 2002 Honda Accord.  If anyone sees or comes into contact with these two, please get far away from them and phone the police as soon as you safely can.  I will remind all of you that Jenna Alday and Colby Chaney are extremely psychopathic and dangerous.  I wish you all a good night and together with the Lord’s help we will all slowly overcome this mournful, somber day.
INT. THE TORRES’ VEHICLE-PRESENT-EARLY DAWN

Jenna sits in the driver’s seat and Colby sits in the passenger’s seat.  The two look weary, disappointed, and sad.  The black night still haunts the ensuing area.  Jenna looks through the windshield morosely.




JENNA
No one will ever believe us.

Colby shakes his head in disbelief.





COLBY
No one can stay positive in this situation…no one’s gonna fucking believe us, Jenna.  These goddamn people in this town are blaming us for everyone who was killed, including our own goddamn friends and then they’re making us look like a bunch of murderers!
Colby angrily looks through the window of the passenger seat before he turns to look at Jenna.




COLBY (continued)
We were there!  We saw everyone get killed but we tried to help and now we’re considered murderers and serial killers!  Our own friends, our own goddamn friends’ parents, we tried to help all of them and instead we get accused of killing every one of them!

Colby turns and looks through the windshield solemnly.





COLBY (continued)
You have to admit that our whole situation tonight has been pretty strange.

Colby wearily shakes his head.  Jenna angrily turns and looks at Colby. 





JENNA

None of it has made any sense!  No one in this town seems to even try to listen to us!  They just don’t even want to give us a chance!  All they want is excitement and they want it so badly that they’ll just automatically declare us murderers to give them the opportunity to chase after us with glee.  
Jenna morosely looks down for a few moments.  Tears begin to come down Jenna’s fiery eyes.




JENNA (continued)

We’ve just tried and tried all night and we’ve gotten nowhere!  We’ve failed, Colby but our failures were not our fault!  We couldn’t have done anything about tonight!
Colby looks at Jenna supportively while he puts his hand on her shoulder.




COLBY
We can pull through this though Jenna.  None of tonight has made any sense…the 


(MORE)

whole fucking night has been sad and terrifying, but we have to go on without anyone, and we can do that, Jenna.  I know you and I can do this, and I promise you that tonight’s not going to ruin us or our memories or our friendship!

Jenna awkwardly smiles at Colby through her tears.  Colby warmly smiles back at her.
INT. MR. FINCH’S CLASSROOM-MORNING

Mr. Finch stands at the front of the class, behind a podium.  Students look simultaneously tired and bored as they sit in their desks looking at Mr. Finch.  Mr. Finch proudly holds up his copy of Absalom! Absalom! to the class.




MR. FINCH
Does everyone have their book today?  
The students in the class loudly groan in reply.





MR. FINCH (continued)

Oh come on!  I know I told you guys to bring it to class every Tuesday.

The students in the class groan louder in reply.  Several students are heard making complaints about the difficulty of reading the novel.





MR. FINCH (continued) 




(dryly sarcastic)

It’s a paperback copy!  It’s not like I’m making you guys carry a thirty-pound math book to class everyday, so please stop the groaning, cussing, and other assorted noises please.

Kevin raises his hand.  Mr. Finch, with an annoyed expression on his face, looks at Kevin.




MR. FINCH 

Another question, Kevin?  This better be good. I’m not letting you get the 


(MORE)

class off topic again with your questions about why we can’t ever have any parties in here.

Kevin grins at Mr. Finch while several students in the class laugh.





KEVIN
I promise sir that my question doesn’t pertain to that.  I just wanted to ask you what in the world happened in the first chapter?

Mr. Finch lets out an annoyed groan.

       


MR. FINCH
Let me take a wild guess.

Mr. Finch, with a defeated expression on his face, looks around at all of the students in the class.





MR. FINCH (continued)





Did anyone even read the first chapter?

Kevin is the only person to raise his hand in the class.  Mr. Finch then disapprovingly smiles at all of the students in the class.




MR. FINCH





(dry sarcasm)

And to think that all of you belong in my top level class but oh well, this is what not getting your doctorate does to you.  I probably should’ve listened to my dad more.

Mr. Finch laughs.





MR. FINCH





(warm, understanding tone)

I don’t blame all of you too much though.  The first chapter’s the most boring and confusing chapter in the book, so I’ll just go over it today in class.
Several class members cheer in approval.  Two students high-five one another.





MR. FINCH





(serious tone)

I do want all of you to read Chapter Two by next Tuesday though!
INT. MR. FINCH’S CLASSROOM-LATER-MORNING

Mr. Finch walks by the seven empty desks that are the closest to his teacher’s desk in the back of the classroom.





MR. FINCH 




(warm tone, quietly, to himself)
Those lucky bastards.
Mr. Finch sits down at his desk and begins to look at his computer screen while the students in the class talk amongst themselves before the bell rings to end the class.  Mr. Finch gets on a local news website, TheHeywardsvilleHerald.com.  Mr. Finch’s expression changes rapidly from contentment to devastating sadness as he reads the main article on the site, “Local High School Seniors Murder Friends, Other Local Residents”.  As Mr. Finch continues reading the article, reading the names of the students he loved teaching and talking with the most, tears begin to come down from his eyes.

Mr. Finch knocks down several books and items from his desk frantically as he cries quietly to himself.  The bell RINGS to end the class.  The students walk out of the classroom in a hurry but some, after noticing Mr. Finch crying, quickly rush to his aid, while Mr. Finch continues to weep softly and uncontrollably at his desk.
INT. THE TORRES’ VEHICLE-EARLY DAWN

Colby looks at Jenna with a sad, confused expression on his face.




COLBY
My whole life everyone’s tried to convince me to pursue all these jobs that would make me successful…but honestly I never wanted to be


(MORE)

successful.  I’ll make the good grades and be the polite guy, but my ambitions were never conformed to be successful.

Colby smiles.





COLBY (continued)

Maybe I’m alone with having that kind of perspective, I honestly have no idea, but after thinking about tonight, maybe all of the tragedy was meant for me.  I was never planning on going nowhere…no college, no job, no home.  I never had any goals or achievements that were even moderately successful.

Jenna laughs quietly.  Colby grins at Jenna.  Jenna looks at Colby with a smile.





JENNA
We’re pretty similar actually Colby.  Everyone around me always seemed like they were gunning for all of these money-making, important ambitions and goals, yet I never felt an urge to do anything in my life…I don’t want a job, I don’t want a family.

Jenna laughs to herself.





JENNA (continued)

I really don’t want to do anything.  I feel like I’ve let my mom down though, you know.  Her, and even my dad, always wanted me to have a successful life and they were always pushing for college but honestly, ambition just doesn’t interest me.

Jenna looks at Colby nervously at first but then she smiles as she sees the approving, content look that he gives her.





COLBY 

Maybe we were born without ambition 
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and fancy dreams.  I mean I’ve always pictured myself as the guy who has all this talent but who throws all of that potential away to live a simple life as a starving artist like Sam Spade or Cool Hand Luke.

Colby grins at Jenna.





COLBY
My own personal heroes.

Jenna smiles.





JENNA
I’ve always envied people like that myself.  But I can be content with any job or income.  I was never spoiled, and I’m pretty cheap and unpretentious so maybe that all contributes to my feelings.  
Jenna laughs.





JENNA (continued)





(serious tone)

Tonight really got me thinking though that maybe all along we were meant to endure this tragic night.  That maybe this whole awful night was planned to set up our future.  After all, we had no intention of going anywhere in our lives anyway you know.

Colby wistfully looks through the windshield.





COLBY
I reckon that we’ll have plenty of nights to think about these terrible memories and come up with our own conclusions.

Colby then turns and looks at Jenna with a serious expression on his face.





COLBY
We really should go ahead and get this over with though, Jenna.

Colby raises a pistol in his hand.





COLBY (continued) 




(quietly angry, bitter tone)

We’ve really been left with no other option by anyone, you know.

Jenna calmly, confidently raises a pistol in her hand as well.  She supportively and gently puts her against Colby’s face.
INT. CONVEINIENCE STORE-DAWN

Jenna and Colby stand in the center of the store, each with a pistol raised.  Jenna points her pistol toward the lone customer in the store while Colby has a pistol held in front of the CASHEIR.  The cashier calmly opens the cash register, and slowly counts out the bills before placing them in a paper bag.





COLBY 




(nervous tone)

No way you can make this any faster, sir?

The cashier looks at Colby blankly and bitterly.





CASHEIR




(angry tone)

You don’t stand a chance.  
The cashier nods his head toward Jenna.





CASHEIR (continued)

You and the girl.  You’re a couple of goddamn kids.





COLBY




(calm, angry tone)

I’m not exactly aiming on making a living at holding up convenience stores sir.
The cashier glares at Jenna and Colby as he continues to calmly and methodically place the money in the paper bag




CASHEIR
You know what I’m talking about son.  I’ve seen the news and read the articles about you two killing people all over this town.  It’s a goddamn shame and you kids can run all over this fucked-up country and fucked-up world for a lifetime but when that lifetime’s through, the punishment will kick in for all of the sins that you all have done on those innocent people.

Colby nervously and suspiciously eyes the cashier.





COLBY





(quietly defensive tone)
Regardless that everyone in this town is oblivious to the fact that her nor I killed anyone, I can honestly tell you sir that we most certainly wouldn’t have killed our best friends!

Tears of regret and sadness begin to come down Colby’s cheeks.  The cashier, with a surprised expression on his face, confoundedly looks at the tears coming out of Colby’s eyes.  Colby shakes his head in sadness and defeat.





COLBY (continued)

Even if there was a way that I could make anyone believe me, I would use that method to bring my best friends back instead.
The cashier continues to look at Colby with suspicion and confusion.  Colby then angrily slams his pistol on the table.  He then raises the pistol again, aiming the pistol right at the face of the cashier.




COLBY
You don’t know what her or I have been through tonight!  I’ve lived in this enter goddamned town my entire life 
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and all of you here refused to listen to us.  Instead you all continue to blame us for killing our best friends! Our only friends!
Colby looks down at the counter now.  Tears flow heavily from Colby’s eyes.  Colby then looks up at the cashier pleadingly and desperately.





COLBY
I’ve had enough of hearing your bullshit and accusations sir, and if you’re not going to help us or believe us, I would really appreciate it if you would hurry up and finish giving us the money please.
The cashier glares at Colby now.  The cashier grumbles to himself before putting the last few dollars into the paper bag.





CASHEIR




(calm, blunt, disapproving tone)

You will not make it.

The cashier, with an expression of disapproval and disgust on his face, then looks up at Colby.





CASHEIR

I have nothing else to say to you son.
Colby grabs the money-filled paper bag angrily.  Colby continues to nervously aim the pistol at the cashier.




COLBY 




(calm, angry tone)
I really will never…

Suddenly a scream by Jenna followed by the sound of a GUNSHOT are heard.  Colby quickly turns around and sees the sight of the customer lying on the ground in a pool of blood, a bullet in the customer’s head. 

Jenna stands nervously and awkwardly above the body.  The shocked Colby rushes over to her carrying the paper bag of money.  As Colby reaches her, Jenna raises the pistol in her hand and fires another shot toward the cashier.

The cashier’s head hits the cash register, his blood splattered on the wall behind him, a bullet also in his head.  Colby observes the massacre in shock while Jenna looks at Colby uneasily.




JENNA 




(nervously, quietly angry tone)

We didn’t do any of this Colby.  All of this was brought down on us.
Colby turns away from the two dead bodies and with a sad, threatened expression on his face, looks at Jenna.




COLBY
Jenna, what the Hell are you talking about?  We just killed two people!

Jenna continues to look at Colby blankly and uneasily. 





JENNA





(eerily confident tone)
None of this has happened!  
Jenna looks at the front door of the convenience store before she turns and looks back at Colby.





JENNA

We just need to get out of here now…none of this has happened Colby.

Jenna shakes her head in wonderment as she begins to pace around the store, observing the corpses of the customer and cashier as she makes her way to the front door of the convenience store. 




JENNA (continued)

None of the blood…none of the gunshots…none of the mayhem…none of the night.

Jenna begins to walk out the door of the store.  Colby, with a sad, defeated expression on his face, rushes to her side.
INSERT: LIGHT SWITCH NEAR DOOR OF CONVEINIENCE STORE

Jenna’s hand is seen flicking the switch, the lights in the store going off.

BACK TO SCENE

Jenna and Colby exit the store.  The interior of the convenience store is entirely dark except for the faint beams of light provided by a sun that is beginning to rise while the morning slowly starts.

