EXT.  LARGE COLONIAL – FRONT - NIGHT

Typical house in a typical upper middle class neighborhood.  A sprinkler douses the perfectly manicured lawn.  The entire property is framed by a white picket fence.

EXT.  LARGE COLONIAL – BACK – NIGHT

A day long barbecue is winding down.  PHIL, 38 years old and the owner of the house, is cleaning the still smoking grill.  His lovely 36 year old wife, AMY, is sitting on the deck chatting with the remaining guests DOUG and CAROL, a couple in their late 20s.





CAROL




Now who was the tall guy with brown 
hair?






AMY





(thinks)

Hmmm tall guy with brown hair.  Coulda been Uncle Ted or Aunt Joanie’s boyfriend, Roddy.






DOUG

The quiet guy who ate like fifteen hamburgers.

Carol shoots Doug a look.






DOUG





(laughs)




What?!  He did – didn’t he?






AMY

That would be Roddy.  In lieu of conversation, he’ll 

stand at the food table and fill his mouth the whole 

night.  

Phil finishes cleaning the grill.  He takes a seat next to Amy.






PHIL

He’s great entertainment.  Amy’s Uncle Jim and I 
had an over/under on 13 hamburgers.  I lost some

pretty coin on that slob!  

They laugh.  







CAROL




You guys do have a wonderful family 
though, Amy.






AMY




Thanks Carol.






DOUG
And a really amazing house.  How long have you folks lived here?






AMY

We’ve been here about a year and a half now.  I love the street.  It’s nice and quiet and the neighbors are just fabulous.






PHIL

It’s got the typical small town feel.  Kids running through the sprinkler, dogs barking in the backyard.  Can’t beat it.  

Carol rubs Doug’s hand.






CAROL




Something to aspire to, Hon.

Doug smiles uncomfortably.  Phil picks up on this.






PHIL

You’re on your way, Doug.  That’s why we hired you.  In no time, you’ll be moving up the ranks.  Come next year, you guys will be having a barbecue at your house right down the street.






CAROL



Sounds great.  





DOUG

No offense though Phil, but Roddy

won’t be invited.

They laugh.






AMY

Phil was telling me you’re living downtown right now?






CAROL




Yes.  Unfortunately.
Doug strokes Carol’s hair supportively. 





DOUG




Carol doesn’t like city life.






AMY




Oh really? 






CAROL
Not at all.  It’s just too

dangerous.  Drive by shootings, murders, serial killers – did

you hear about the one who cuts off his victims fingers with

shears before dumping the body?  Just horrible.  And besides, it seems like you never get to

  


really know anyone.  Everyone’s 



a stranger.





PHIL




Sometimes that’s probably not a bad 
thing.






CAROL
Yeah, but at least in a rural place – like here – you get a feel for who your neighbors are.  It helps to make you feel safe.  





PHIL




You can feel safe anywhere.




Doesn’t mean you are.







AMY




Phil, let it go – 





PHIL

It’s a fact, babe.  That’s the way of the world.  It’s a harsh, eye opening reality for some...

Carol bristles.  Tears fill her eyes.






PHIL

Oh geez.  I’m sorry, Carol.  I didn’t mean it to come out like

that.  It’s my old debate reflex kicking in –

Doug rubs Carol’s knee gently.






DOUG




It’s OK.  No harm done.  






AMY




(soothing, to Carol)



Do you want something to drink, 
sweetie.






CAROL





(brushing away tears)




No, I’m fine.  





(composing herself)




I’m sorry.  That just happens 
sometimes.






DOUG

We had an unfortunate incident in the last place we lived.






CAROL  





(sniffles)



I was raped.

Amy gasps.

PHIL




Carol I am so sorry…






CAROL

He lived in the apartment next door to us.  It always made uncomfortable the way he looked at me, but I never thought anything more than that he was just a bit strange.  

Carol’s eyes well again.  






AMY




Honey, you don’t need to go on.






CAROL




It’s OK.  





(composes herself)

I came home late from work.  Doug was out with some friends at a stag party.

Doug looks shamefully to the ground.






CAROL




I opened the apartment door and 
that’s when he struck.  

A beat.  The silence could be sliced with a machete.






CAROL

The police caught him that night.  Turns out he had a rap sheet a mile long.  Mostly violence related.  Somehow he slipped through the cracks and ended up living next door to us.





(gallows smile)




Lucky me.






DOUG





(clears his throat)

Seems like every time we think we’ve moved on and forgotten about it, it rears its ugly head.

Amy looks angrily to Phil.






AMY




It doesn’t help that some jackass 
reminds you of it.

Phil sighs, exasperated.






CAROL

It’s not his fault, Amy.  It was mine for getting all emotional.  Phil was just speaking his mind.  I was the one who flipped out.






AMY




I’m not so sure about that.

An uncomfortable beat.






DOUG




Wonder what Roddy would say 
right now.

Awkward laughs.






PHIL




Probably nothing.  He’d be well on 
his way to his sixteenth Hamburger.

They laugh heartily despite themselves.  Doug stands.






DOUG




Well folks, we should be on our way.  





AMY

Are you sure?  We could toast some marshmellows and take a walk through the neighborhood…

Carol gathers her purse, stands.






CAROL

Doug’s right.  We’ve got to get an early start tomorrow.  

Amy and Phil stand.






AMY

OK.  Well, we couldn’t have been happier to have you folks over.  

They start to move toward the gate leading to the front yard.  






CAROL

Thank you, Amy.  It was great meeting your family.  Maybe next time you’ll let us return the favor.






AMY




Absolutely.

They stop at the gate.






PHIL

My Dad used to always say how different the world today is from the world he grew up in - people leaving the doors unlocked, kids walking to school by themselves –






DOUG

Kids walking to school barefoot 3 miles up hill in the snow.

Everyone laughs.






PHIL

Right.  And I used to think it was a bunch of garbage.  But you know what?  He was right: the world is different today.  It’s not as innocent. Even sinister in some respects.  





(beat)

But this street – this street has managed to recapture a bit of that innocence.  





(smiles at Carol)

A bit of that safe feeling.  And it’s good to know that places like this still exist.

Carol smiles.






CAROL




Yes it is.

Phil opens the gate.  Carol and Doug exit.






PHIL




Bye folks.






DOUG




So long.






CAROL




See you soon.

Carol and Doug disappear around the side of the house.

Phil closes the gate and heads toward the back door.  






PHIL



Whew.  Too much drama for me.






AMY




I second that.






PHIL
Well, I’ll be downstairs.  I’ve got a ton of work to catch up on.






AMY




OK.  If I’m asleep when you come up




try not to put the light on.






PHIL




Will do.

They kiss.

INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

A beautifully designed and maintained kitchen.  Stainless steel abounds.  

Phil travel down the stairs –

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT
  

Beautifully finished basement.  A flatscreen TV hangs on the wall.  A small bar sits to the right of a door.  

Phil opens the door.  

INT. BASEMENT ROOM – NIGHT

A single light bulb sways from the unfinished ceiling.  

Phil closes the door and locks it securely behind himself.  He walks over to a darkened corner and pulls the carpet aside.  Beneath is a steel trap door.  

He removes a key ring from his pocket and unlocks the trap door.  He opens it and climbs down.

INT. BASEMENT SUB-ROOM – NIGHT

Phil descends the stairs.  When he reaches the ground, he flicks on a light.  The light barely illuminates the room.  It is dark and dank.  
In the corner, there appears to be a shovel, some chemicals and several piles of dirt.

Phil walks up to a makeshift desk upon which sits a printer.  He slides a card into the printer.  Soon, a page prints out.  Phil tacks it to the nearby bulletin board.  

He opens a drawer in the desk and pulls out a long pair of garden shears and a sharpening stone.  He holds the shears up to the light – they are covered in blood.
He reaches back into the drawer and pulls out a shoebox.  He opens it.

SHOEBOX

It is filled with perfectly manicured, severed fingers.

PHIL  

begins sharpening the shears.  As he does this, he turns his emotionless eyes to –

THE BULLETIN BOARD

Pictures of dozens of women taken without their knowledge with a hidden camera.  
Next to each picture is a newspaper clipping concerning their murder at the hands of the serial killer who removes his victim’s fingers prior to killing them.  

Move down to the last picture on the board.  It is a picture of Carol.

The sound of sharpening shears continues methodically.

