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FADE | N:
I NT. BARN - DAY

Dark, no novenent except for a bird perched in a nest, above
t he doorway.

The sound of a CHAIN, as it snaps in two and falls to the
ground.

Doors swi ng open. The bird swoops over the heads of TWO
UNI FORVED OFFI CERS, one with a pair of bolt cutters in hand,
the other with his gun drawn.

And right behind them DETECTI VE MEGAN BARNES ( 30),
attractive in a casual way, though a bit of a tonboy.

She ducks the flying bird and cautiously steps inside. Her
face twists wth disgust, then she gags, covers her nose and
mouth with the back of her hand.

Fl ashl i ght beans scan the darkened buil di ng.

Lined up |ike porcelain dolls, half a dozen young fenal e
corpses pose in rickety chairs, dressed to the hilt in
jewel ry and desi gner cl othes.

They make their way around the bodies, all in various degrees
of deconposition.

Megan shines her light on the face of one corpse, still
pretty, |ooks al nost as though she's still alive.

OFFI CER #1
(to officer #2)
Hey, this rem nd you of anything?

O ficer #2 shines his |light around, slowy nods.

OFFI CER #2
The Mangler. ..
MVEGAN
Mangl er ?
OFFI CER #1
Yeah... a few years ago. He liked

to cut "emup like this.



OFFI CER #2
Just like this... creepy.

Megan kneel s down by one of the bodies, studies several deep
cuts on the chest and neck.

OFFI CER #1
Yeah, but the Mangler's |ong
gone... inmates took care of that

sick bastard for us.

OFFI CER #2
Hey, what was his nane? Connelly...
yeah, Mark Connelly - detective,
coupl e of years ago. He was the
| ast one that cane across sonethin'
like this.

VEGAN
Connel I y? The sane Connelly that's
on death row?

O ficer #2 nods.

OFFI CER #2
Not for much | onger though
Execution date's set for next
nont h.

Megan stands, dusts her hands off.
VEGAN
(deep sigh)
CGet on the horn, tell themto send
sonmebody from crinme scene.
O ficer #2 exits the barn.

OFFI CER #1
So what do ya' make of it - maybe a
copy cat?

Megan shakes her head, deep in thought.



I NT. APARTMENT LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Magazi nes scattered on end tables, clothes and enpty fast
food bags here and there.

Megan sits on the sofa, hunched over papers and file fol ders.
She flips through docunents, autopsy photos of young wonen.
Then she sighs heavy, runs a hand through her hair.

I NT. PRI SON - DEATH ROW - DAY

A long corridor with cells on both sides, dimy lit, too
qui et and desol at e.

Muf fl ed voi ces and dripping WATER bl eed into the silence.

Appr ehensi on cl ouds her face, as Megan wal ks al ong the
corridor.

Leading the way is an overwei ght GUARD, with a nightstick in
one hand and a folding chair in the other.

She trains her eyes on a cell at the far end, where snoke
floats through the bars.

A sudden grow fromthe side and Megan junps.

A forty-ish | NMATE, heavily tattoed, |ong greasy hair,
presses his face into the bars and waggles his tongue at her.

The heavyset guard grins sarcastically at Megan. At the --

LAST CELL

MARK CONNELLY (42), lies on a cot. Cigarette inis lips, he
stares at the ceiling. Dark, slicked back hair nakes his face
| ook even nore pale and weary.

The guard raps on the bars with a nightstick

GUARD
You got a visitor, Connelly.

Mark sits up, eyes Megan fromhead to toe, then lets out a
sl ow puff of snoke.



GUARD
(nods down the corridor)
Any problens, I'Il be right at the
ot her end.
(to Mark)

You behave yoursel f now.
Mark shoots the guard a patronizing glare.

He unfolds the chair, then makes his way back down the
corridor.

Megan forces a smle, then sits down and opens her oversized
purse, pulls out a notepad and pen.

MVEGAN
M. Connelly, |I'mdetective Megan
Barnes. | need to ask you sone

guestions, if you have the tine.

MARK
Time's all |'"ve got.
(scoffs)
But really, | guess | don't even
have that... do I?

Megan stares at himfor a second, at a | oss for words. She
gl ances down at her notepad.

MVEGAN
Wll, I'Il try not to take up too
much of it.

She flips the notepad to a fresh page, clicks her ball point
pen.

MVEGAN
I'"'m here because | need your help.
There's sonmething... Well, | just
can't figure it out. |'ve been over

and over the files but...

MARK
| know why you're here. He's at it
agai n.

Megan furrows her brows at him



MEGAN
Who?

Mar k sighs, snuffs out the cigarette in an already
overflowi ng ashtray, then inmediately |ights another one.
Wth the first drag he hacks until he can't breathe.

MVEGAN
You all right? You need sone water.

MARK
| need nore than that.
(anot her cough)
Cancer.

Megan nods, a sonber | ook on her face.

MVEGAN
You were saying... he's at it
again. What did you nean?

MARK
Baker, Roland... WIkins. Take your
pi ck.

Megan shoots hima curious |ook. She pulls a file fol der out
of her purse, flips through it.

MEGAN
W I ki ns; your partner?

A far away | ook crosses Mark's face.

MARK
Yeah... good kid.

VEGAN
But you shot him

MARK
I was cleared. That's not why |'m
here. But you already know t hat.

Megan' s eyes scan the fol der contents, then she glances up at
Mar k.



VEGAN
You see, that's just it. The case
files... reads like a bunch of
ji bberish. None of it makes any
sense.

MARK

Uh huh... and you keep goi ng over
and over it, trying to put it al
toget her. The nurders al nbst six
years ago, then another rash of
them Me, WIkins...

He takes along drag of the cigarette, blows it out slowy,
with a tortured | ook on his face.

MARK
Shana Cole... all of us, right in
the mddle of it. Nowit's
happeni ng agai n, and you wanna know

why.

MEGAN
Yes. It's the details... so
meticulous. | think it has to be a
copy cat. | nean, | know it does
but then...

MARK

How many tinmes, Detective? How many
times would you tell the sanme
story, when nobody's I|istening?

Megan sighs, swallows hard, then stares directly into
Connel | y' s eyes.

MEGAN
Until soneone does.

Mark | eans back against the wall, snuffs out the cigarette.
He stares in silence at the wall across fromhim covered in
newspaper clippings "FORMVER DETECTI VE' S EXECUTI ON DATE SET",
"DEATH PENALTY OPPONENTS RALLY AGAI NST CONNELLY EXECUTI ON".

MARK
It was just another case of being
in the wong place, at the wong
tinme.



EXT. PARKING LOT - N GHT

Enpty except for one van, parked beneath a flickering
security light.

SHANA COLE (28), well dressed with upswept hair and high
heel s, | oads paintings in the back of the van.

MARK (V. Q)
She was an artist. The gallery
parking |l ot was enpty that night.

Feet SHUFFLE qui ckly from behind.

Shana gasps and whi ps around. A fist slanms into the side of
her head.

I NT. UNVARKED SEDAN ( MOVING - DAWN

Mark drives. In the seat next to himis rooki e DETECTI VE PETE
WLKINS (28), tall, thin and boyi sh.

Through the back wi ndow, a couple of police cars follow them
with lights but no sirens.

On the seat between themis a map with several small red
circles. They cluster in alnost circular fashion, around a
bare area of the map

W1 kins picks up the map, studies it. He just shakes his
head.

W LKI NS
So damed nmany of them

MARK
Yeah, we better hope |I'mright.
Because if not, | give the captain
a week tops before he brings in
t hose FBI fucks.



EXT. FARM - DUSK

Rundown and abandoned, a grain silo in the background. Tal
weeds surround a rustic barn. DDmlight seeps through cracks
in the walls.

MARK (V. Q)
That was the last thing we wanted -
having to turn over our case. For
mont hs we worked on it. Every day a
l[ittle closer to the truth... a
truth, it turned out, that nobody
bel i eves anyway.

A frantic scream pierces the air.

I NT. BARN - CONTI NUOUS

Bits of hay lie scattered on the ground. Horse stall doors
barely hang on broken hinges.

A lantern sways froma rusty nail, casts a soft glow on six
femal e corpses, all dressed in jewelry, hats and extravagant
cl ot hes.

Bound to a rickety chair in nothing but panties and a torn,
dirty T-shirt, is Shana Col e.

Tears stream down her nmascara streaked face. Blood trickles
fromthe side of her head.

A tall shadow approaches.

Shana sobs, head down at the floor, twists her wists and
feet beneath | ayers of duct tape. She | ooks up with pleading
eyes.

A lantern sits nearby, atop a large wire spool, overturned as
a makeshift table.

JOHN ROLAND (40) grinmy shirt, covered in blood, |ong scraggly
beard and noustache, | eans over Shana, his face illum nated
by the lantern.

SHANA
Pl ease! Pl ease |let nme go!



Rol and just stares at her. A hand reaches out, strokes her
cheek lovingly.

ROLAND
Never... | could never |et you go.

SHANA
Hel p! Sonebody hel p ne!

Rol and sighs with irritation, then plops a netal tool box down
on the spool.

Al'l around Shana are femal e corpses, fully dressed and posed.
She sobs harder, tries to twist free until the duct tape cuts
into her skin.

MARK (V. Q)
At first it didn't add up. See,
some of the mssing girls cane from
eighty... even a hundred mles
away.

Rol and opens the tool box. Shana's eyes roamto the butchering
utensils wthin.

SHANA
No... GCh Cod!

He renoves tools - a scalpel, a small saw, a paring knife.

ROLAND
Shhh... I'"'msorry. I'msorry.

He whistles the nmelody of "Hush Little Baby".

SHANA
Pl ease! Don't! I'll do whatever you
want !

Rol and stares at his reflection in the shiny blade of a | arge
but cher knife for a nonent, then he suddenly drops the knife
and i nstead reaches for a scal pel.

He hovers over Shana while she sobs. A slice across the
chest. Thin rivulets of blood fl ow.

Shana screans.



10.

THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD

The farmdraws closer. Mark's eyes settle on the faint |ight
fromthe barn.

Pol i ce cruisers, anbul ance and the sedan pull up short, a
good di stance fromthe barn.

EXT. BARN - DAWN

They all step out, |eaving their doors open.

Mark gestures to the four POLI CEMEN. They nod and sneak
around the side, guns drawn.

Mark and W1 kins position thenselves at the front of the
bar n.

A muffled mal e voice and Shana's whi npers waft through the
door .

Mark nods to WI kins, who | ooks rather pale. Sweat rolls down
his face.

In a flash, Mark clicks on his flashlight, kicks the door
open.
| NT. BARN - CONTI NUOUS

Rol and spins around. The flashlight beam | ands square on his
face. The scalpel in his hand is covered in bl ood.

MARK
Freeze! Don't fucking nove!

A rear door bursts open and the other four policenen rush in,
guns drawn on Rol and.

He turns, glances at Shana. He lunges at her with the scal pel

Several SHOTS ring out. Snoke floats fromthe end of Mark's
gun.

Shana screans at the top of her |ungs.



11.

Rol and | ooks down at his chest, where bl ood seeps through his
filthy shirt. Then he turns his eyes on Shana, a sorrow ul
expression on his face.

He nmout hs sonet hi ng i ncoherent, gurgles and coughs up bl ood,
then flops to the ground, face first.

Mark rushes over, holsters his gun. Behind him WIkins keeps
a bead on Rol and.

Mark takes out a pocket knife.

Shana screans bl oody nurder, tries to shrink away, but she
can't.

MARK
It's all right. I'mjust gonna cut
you | oose.

Shana seens to calm her eyes no |onger frantic. She sobs,
exhaust ed and over whel ned.

Mark cuts away the duct tape fromher wists.

MARK
It's okay. You're safe now.

A pool fornms very quickly around Rol and's body, then travels
along the ground as if it has a will of its own.

Shana |lifts her feet, continues to sob.

Mark cuts the duct tape from her ankles and she falls
forward, clings onto him

He pats her on the back, just as a fermal e PARAMEDI C enters
t he barn.

He notices a few long cuts, sone pretty deep, on Shana's arns
and chest.

MARK
(to paranedic)
CGot a couple of deep cuts here.

He gently pushes Shana off of his shoul der, |ooks her in the
eye.



12.

MARK
She's gonna take good care of you
okay?

Shana shakes, tears roll down her cheeks.
The paramedi ¢ hel ps her to the anbul ance.

The other officers shine flashlights around the barn, aghast
at the condition of the six corpses.

They vary in degree of deconposition - sone | ook only days
ol d, others nonths.

MARK
(to officers)
Go ahead and mark it off, then
we'll take it from here.

One OFFI CER nods. He and the others shine their Iights around
once nore, faces covered in disgust, then they exit.

EXT. H GHWAY - DAWN

The anbul ance speeds down the highway, lights on and sirens
BLARI NG

| NT. AMBULANCE ( MOVI NG) - CONTI NUOUS

On a stretcher, the paranedic cleans and waps Shana's arns
and chest. She trenbles, turns her head to the side and j ust
stares at the anmbul ance wall.

| NT. BARN - MORNI NG

The doors are open. Crinme scene tape now surrounds the barn.

MARK
Jesus Christ... look at themall.

W1 kins just shakes his head.

W LKI NS
One sick fuck



13.

Mark shines his light on the face of one corpse, still
pretty, just barely starting to deconpose.

W LKI NS
Hey, this rem nd you of anything?

Mark shines his light around at the other dead bodies.

MARK
Li ke what ?
W LKI NS
The Mangl er... back in ninety-nine.
MARK
Mangl er ?
W LKI NS
Yeah... Onh, that's right. You were
still on the beat in Philly then.

W kins takes a step, feels sonething under his foot. He
| ooks down and a finger sticks out from beneath his shoe,
partially covered in hay.

W LKI NS
Awwy. . . God.

MARK
Shit... step back.

Mark pulls out a small notebook, tears a piece of paper and
lays it on top of the finger.

W 1 ki ns sighs heavy, runs a hand through his hair. Now he
can't help but to ook at the ground all around him

MARK
So, this Mangler...

W LKI NS
Yeah, because he liked to cut them
up. Killed twenty-three wonen,
exactly... exactly like this.

Mar k shakes his head, | ooks confused.



14.

MARK
| checked the database for unsol ved
cases. Wiy the hell didn't it cone
up?

Wl kins |l ooks at Mark like he's just not getting it, shakes
hi s head.

W LKI NS
Not unsol ved. He's ashes to ashes
man. .. guess they didn't |ike him

much in prison
Mark furrows his brows as the awful truth dawns on him

MARK
So what we've got here... is a
copycat .

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - MORNI NG

Shana sl eeps, bandages on her chest and arnms, an enpty pil
cup and a water pitcher by her bed. She sweats, tosses and
turns fitfully.

Next to her, DEBBIE, twenties, frunpy brunette, holds her
hand, stares at Shana with sorrowful eyes.

I NT. BARN - MORNI NG

There are now several battery powered | anterns inside.

A mal e CRI ME SCENE | NVESTI GATOR (40) opens what | ooks like a
doctor's bag, w thdraws gl oves, storage bags, various
contai ners and test tubes.

W | ki ns kneel s down, turns Rol and over. Dead eyes stare at
t he wood beans overhead. When he pulls his hand back, it's

covered in bl ood.

W LKI NS
Shit.

He shakes his hand, then wipes it on his pant |eg.

The CSI notices, steps over with a pair of gloves.



15.

Csl
Careful. No telling what he m ght
have.

W1 kins reaches into his pocket, pulls out a pair of his own
gl oves.

W LKI NS
Thanks. | got it.

Meanwhi |l e, Mark wal ks around in awe of the bodies, all the
care that went into dressing them

MARK
Meti cul ous. ..

He reaches out, touches a pair of expensive earrings dangling
froma corpse's decaying ears. The earlobe falls off, takes
the earring with it.

MARK
Ughhh. .. God.

The CSI turns to him with a stern | ook.

CS
Connel ly, are you screw ng up ny
evi dence?

Mar k backs away fromthe corpse, tries to | ook innocent.

Cs
Can't you find somewhere el se to be
- let me work?

MARK
Yeah, yeah. Sorry. |'m already
gone.
He passes by WIkins, still kneeling over Rol and's body.

W1 ki ns | ooks pal e, nauseous. He wavers and has to put a hand
down on the ground to steady hinself.

Mark stares at himfor a second, then reaches out for his
shoul der.



MARK
Hey, you all right?

W I ki ns nods, covers his mouth with one hand.

W LKI NS
I don't know. | just feel...

He turns his head and vomts.

CS
Danmit! Get the kid outta here
woul d you?!

16.

Mark tilts his head at the CSI, nouths 'sorry' and hel ps

Wl kins --

OUTSI DE
W ki ns | eans agai nst the sedan.

MARK
You okay?

W 1 ki ns nods, blows out a raged breath.

MARK
Shit... you'd think you' ve never
seen a dead body before.

W ki ns gags, nearly vomts again. He shakes his head,
over, hands on his knees.

W LKI NS
| don't know... | had Chinese | ast
ni ght. Maybe sonme bad foo young or
somet hi ng.

MARK
Hm .. That'll do it. Listen I'm

gonna stop by the hospital
W ki ns shakes his head, waves a hand at Mark.

W LKI NS
Yeah, |'ll catch a ride hone.

| eans



17.

W I kins pulls a handkerchief fromhis pocket and w pes his
nmout h.

MARK
Take an antacid, get sone rest.

W ki ns nods, gags again and shakes his head, disgusted with
hi nsel f.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAY
Mark sneaks in quietly.
Debbi e stands, pats Shana's hand softly.

MARK
Det ective Connelly. How s she
doi ng?

Debbi e gl ances over her shoul der at Shana. Shana thrashes
around, whi npers.

DEBBI E
Not so good. N ghtmares...

She turns back to Connelly, sticks both hands in her pockets.

DEBBI E
This is ny fault.

Mar k shoots an accusi ng | ook at her.

DEBBI E
| was supposed to be there, at the
gallery. They were showi ng sone of
her paintings.

MARK
So, she's an artist?

DEBBI E
(nods)
And a damm good one.



18.

MARK
This is nobody's fault. | don't
know i f anyone's tal ked to you yet,
but. ..

DEBBI E
Just what | overheard fromthe
nurses. And that was... quite
enough.

MARK
Li sten, I'm gonna hang around for a
whi | e.

Debbi e | ooks at her watch.

DEBBI E
Shit... that'd be great, because |
really have to go. |If she wakes up,
woul d you please tell her 1'lIl be

back in the norning?
Debbi e grabs a jacket and purse, exits.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY

A few NURSES pass by the room They pause, whisper and stare
at Shana.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - SAMVE

Mark hears their whispering, goes and cl oses the door, right
in their faces.

He then sits down next to the bed. Even in bandages and with
dark circles under her eyes, Shana is striking.

He reaches out, noves a wisp of hair fromin front of her
face.

Her eyes spring open. She bolts upright and gasps, then
i nches away from his touch



19.

MARK
Woa... take it easy. It's okay.

Shana swal | ows hard, rubs her eyes. She | ooks down at the
bandages on her arnms and w nces.

MARK
How re you feeling?

SHANA
Sor e.

She rel axes against the pillow Her |ips | ook parched, very
dry.

SHANA
| renmenber you. You're a cop

MARK
Quilty.

He pours a glass of water, hands it to her.

MARK
Rel ax. You're safe.

Shana stares down at the glass of water.

SHANA
So he's dead?

Mar k nods.

Shana sighs, takes a sip of water and cl oses her eyes
tightly, as if to block out the nenories.

MARK

You're one |ucky girl, you know.
SHANA

Lucky? Well, I"malive, if that's

what you nean.

I NT. DOUGHNUT SHOP - EARLY EVEN NG

WIlkins sits at a booth, el bows on the table and his head
resting in his hands. He | ooks pal e and sickly.



20.

Sue neanders over, a cup and coffee pot in hand a | ook of
concern on her face.

She pours the coffee and sets the cup in front of him but
still WIkins doesn't |ook up at her.

SUE
You all right sug' ?

W LKI NS
(col d, distant)
I'mfine.

SUE
You sure | can't get you sonethin
el se?

W | ki ns noves his hands fromhis face and his eyes flash with
rage. He just stares at her |ike he could kill her.

Sue's face clouds over with confusion. She takes a step back.

SUE
| could drop a batch of those bear
claws for you or..

W LKI NS
Are you deaf? | said just the
coffee. Now get your old, tired ass
outta my face.

Sue's bottomlip quivers. Tears formin her eyes. She quickly
scurries away.

W Il kins stares after her for a few seconds, confused by his
own acti ons.

The expression dissipates quickly and he stares bl ankly out
t he wi ndow.
I NT. WLKINS BEDROOM - NI GHT

A slip of light comes from an adjoi ni ng bathroom its door
slightly ajar.

The roomis immacul ate, with dark | acquered furniture and a
stark white bedspread.



21.

WIlkins lies on the bed, the spread down around his knees. He
sweats profusely, tosses and turns, a pained expressi on on
his face.

MONTAGE

( DREAM SEQUENCE)

I NT. BARN - DAY

Rol and dresses one corpse, huns a tune while he works - "Hush
Littl e Baby".

He noves to the next corpse, brushes her hair, applies
lipstick. It's as if he's playing dress-up, in a roomfull of
porcel ain dol | s.

Anot her young WOMAN, pretty with dark hair and frightened
eyes, sits tied to the chair.

Rol and slices her neck and she screans. He slices her
shoul der and she cries out again. He slices away, stabbing
and cutting.

She grows still. He | eans down, kisses her firmy on the
nmout h and then sighs with pleasure.

He turns to gaze upon the other wonen in his flock, and
smles at them quite satisfied.
PCLI CE STATI ON, EVI DENCE LOCKER - N GHT

An ol der unifornmed POLI CEMAN snoozes in a chair. On the desk
in front of himis a sign-out sheet and a set of keys.

Hands reach down, silently nab the keys.

Inside the cage it's dimy lit. Boxes are stacked high,
| abel ed 'evidence', with case nunbers and dates.

Hands reach out for a box, open it and pull out Roland's
tool kit.

END DREAM SEQUENCE/ MONTAGE
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I NT. WLKINS BEDROOM - N GHT

W1 kins suddenly bolts upright. H's face draws tight. H's
body contorts into positions that seem physically inpossible.

He withes, as if trying to fight off sonme invisible force.
Then a deep exhal e escapes himand he lies notionless, hands
twisted and curled up at his chest.
I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - MORNI NG
The sounds of phones RI NG NG feet SHUFFLI NG
FEMALE VO CE (ON | NTERCOM

Paging Dr. Brown. Dr. Brown, report

to the OR
Mar k wakes, rubs his eyes hard.
On the bed, Shana sl eeps soundly.
Mark stretches, then grabs his coat fromthe back of the
chair.

I NT. VENDI NG ROOM - MORNI NG

Machi nes full of sodas, snacks, sandw ches, etc., a few
tabl es and chairs.

Mark waits for coffee to drip into a tiny foamcup, at a
vendi ng machi ne.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - MORNI NG

A shadow crosses at the foot of Shana's bed. She stirs.
Soneone, his face unseen, stares down at her.

FOOTSTEPS down t he hal | way.

Fromhis P.OV. - The nystery visitor ducks behind the door
just as it opens.



23.

A NURSE (50's) steps in with a food tray, places it on a
rolling tray. She reaches out, gently shakes Shana's
shoul der .

Her eyes open slowy to see the nurse's smling face.

NURSE
Ms. Col e? Morning. How 'bout a
little breakfast?

Shana gl ances at the tray, then rolls over, her back to the
nur se.

NURSE
Conme on now. You have to eat
somet hi ng.
Si | ence. Shana stares at the wall.
The nurse sighs, purses her lips.
NURSE
Vell, I'lIl just leave it here for
you t hen.

I NT. VENDI NG ROOM - MORNI NG

The coffee cup is finally full. Steamrolls off the top of
it.

Mark yawns, takes a careful sip and exits the room heads
back down the --
HALLWAY

NURSES and DOCTORS scurry about.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - MORNI NG

Mar k passes by the nurse on her way out. He gl ances at Shana,
and the nurse just shakes her head as if to say, 'she's not
doi ng so hot".

BEHIND THE DOOR -- Mystery Visitor's P.O V. - phones RI NG
feet SHUFFLE outside in the hallway.



24.

As Mark approaches the bed, the nystery visitor slips out,
unseen.
I NT. HALLWAY - MORNI NG

A nurses' station counter sits off to one side. The nurse
scri bbles sonething in Shana's chart, then | ays the folder on
the counter, and steps away.

Thin but mascul i ne hands reach down, open the folder.

Eyes scan the pages and | ock on Shana's hone address.

I NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - MORNI NG

Shana stares blankly at the wall, her back still turned away.
She pulls the blanket tight around her neck.

Mark | eans down, sniffs the breakfast and gri maces.

MARK
Listen, | have to get back to the
station. I'Il stop in later to
check on you, okay?

Si | ence.

MARK
Maybe | can bring you a burger or
something if...

SHANA
No. Look, | appreciate it
officer...

MARK
Detective - Connelly or... Mark if
you |ike.

SHANA

Detective... Thanks, but | really
just want to be left alone. Please.

Mark stares at her back, a sad and hel pl ess | ook on his face.
He pulls a card out of his pocket, sets it on the bedside
t abl e.
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MARK
"' mgonna | eave ny card. Just...
call nme if you need anyt hi ng.

He turns to | eave.

I NT. HALLWAY - MORNI NG

Mark catches a brief glinpse of a nale figure in a dark
j acket and cap, rushing to an exit door.

He passes by the nurses' station counter, where Shana's file
sits open.

Nanme, nedical chart and nore inportantly, her address is out
in the open for anyone to see.

Mark closes the file, glances down the hallway as the exit
door sl ans.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Phot os of the beautiful young wonmen lie scattered on the
desk. Each one is paired with the correspondi ng corpse photo.

Mark sips on coffee, drags on a cigarette. He shakes his head
i n disgust as he | ooks through the phot os.

He flips on his conputer, pulls up a docunent |abeled with a
case nunber, and begins to type the report.

He refers to nanes on the backs of the photos, a photo of the
barn, then reaches for a file folder.

Inside is a photo of the killer, smling, very whol esone
| ooki ng, nothing |ike the madnman he' d becone.

Mark reads on; 'married, no children, no crimnal record'.

MARK
(to hinself)
What happened to you? Wiy did you
snap?

DORIS (O S.)
Pretty freaky, isn't it?



Mark | ooks up at Doris. There's a folder in her

MARK
Huh?
DORI S
| said it's freaky... like the

Mangl er all over again.

Mar k gl ances down at the fol der and the photos.

exhaust ed.

She tilts

MARK
So I'mtold. Can't say |I'msorry |
m ssed t hat one.

DORI S
You know he had a thing for
dressing up his victins --

her head to Roland's fil e.

DORI S
-- Just |ike your boy there.

Dori s hands hi mthe fol der.

Mar k nods,

Doris spri

MARK
VWhat's this?

DORI S
The Mansfield murders. Thought you
m ght wanna take a | ook.
opens the folder.

VO CE (ON CB)
Di spatch, this is seventeen

nts back to the radio to answer.
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hand.

He | ooks

Mark flips through the folder and it's the sane scenario -
young fermal e corpses, dressed to the hilt.

He sighs deeply, rubs his eyes hard. In a few nonents he
pi cks up the phone and di al s.
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On the other end of the line it rings... rings... rings...
but no answer.

He hangs up, grabs his coat fromthe back of the chair, along
with both the Mangler folder and the file of the current
psycho, Rol and.

He pauses at the reception/dispatch desk

MARK
Hey Doris, you heard from W1 ki ns
t oday?

DORI S

Nope. He's MI.A - didn't call in
either. Captain's gonna have his
ass, you know.

MARK
So what else is new?

Doris smrks at him

MARK
Probably still sick. Last tine |
saw hi m he was | ooking pretty green
around the gills.

Doris just shakes her head.

DORI S
That's what he gets for eating at
Chan's every night. | tried to tell

hi m

Mark shoots her a sideways grin.

MARK
I"mgoing to see if he's still
alive. Anybody needs nme, |I'mon ny

cel |.

I NT. APARTMENT BLDG HALLWAY - DAY

A fewlights line the hall. MJSIC pounds frominside one of
t he apartnents.
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Mar k knocks. No answer. He knocks harder.

MARK
Wl kins... hey, open up. It's ne.

He dials on his cell phone.

The phone rings repeatedly frominside WIKkins' apartnent
(G S.)

EXT. HOSPI TAL - DAY

The nurse pushes Shana in a wheel chair, fully dressed in
jeans and a T-shirt, out the front door.

Debbi e waits by a cab, waves to Shana.

She fl ashes Debbie a weak sm | e.

I NT. APARTMENT BLDG HALLWAY - DAY

Mar k knocks agai n, harder and harder. The door creaks open a
coupl e of inches.

MARK
W ki ns?
I NT. WLKINS APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Modern furniture, a big screen TV, everything in perfect
or der.

The place is silent as a tonb.

MARK
Hey, ki d? You here?

Mark steps through the living roomand into a --

BEDROOM

MARK
If you think you're sticking ne
with all the paperwork...
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He flips on the |light and gasps.

MARK
Mbt her of God...

On the wall, in what |ooks Iike a child s handwiting is a
nessage: ' God Help ne'.

MARK
VWhat is this?

A bl ack marker |ays on the bed, the cap open and a huge bl ack
spot of ink seeps into the white bedspread.

Next to the marker is Shana's address, poorly scrawl ed on a
torn and winkled scrap of paper.

Mark stares at the nessage, then Shana's address. Confusion
covers his face. He races out of the room

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - DAY

Smal |, few cabinets and a bistro style table with two chairs.
Debbi e makes a peanut butter and jelly sandwi ch on the
counter top

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - LI VING ROOM

Hair in a pony tail and dark circles under her eyes, Shana
stands in front of a colorful painting. It's very avant

garde, like a nodern day Picasso.

There are dozens nore paintings; portraits and | andscapes of
all kinds, on the floor and on easels all around the room

Rage conmes over Shana's face. She haphazardly squeezes a tube
of black onto the painting, then snears it all over, frantic
and angry, until it covers all the vibrant col ors.

QUTSI DE THE DOOR

Someone works on the lock with a pick. The knob rel eases
beneath his hand and he slips inside.
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I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - KI TCHEN

DEBBI E
There wasn't a whole lot in your
fridge. | hope you |like peanut

butt. ..
A hand covers Debbie's nouth and she tries to scream eyes
wide, arns flailing. She drops the plate and sandwi ch to the
floor.
I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME
@ ass SHATTERS (O S.) fromthe kitchen.

Shana takes a timd step in that direction.

SHANA
Deb?

Qut of the corner of her eye, she sees the front door is
open. She backs away slowly, toward the bedroom
I NT. KITCHEN - SAME

In a split second, the attacker brings a knife to Debbie's
throat and slices deep.

Debbi e grabs her neck, stunbles back agai nst the counter top.

Bl ood spurts like a water hose. There's a | ook of desperation
and horror on her face. She's dying and she knows it.

She slides down to the floor, |ooks up at her attacker --

--WLKINS, dressed in all black, with a blank stare on his
face, conpletely void of enotion.

He reaches down, quietly picks up the toolbox fromthe floor.

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Shana i nches around the back of the sofa. Her eyes fall on
the floor at the entrance to the kitchen. A pool of bl ood
seeps toward the carpet.
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Shana starts to cry.

SHANA
Debbi e!

Just then, WIkins rounds the corner, the tool box in one hand
and a bl oody knife in the other.

Confused and terrified, Shana just shakes her head and sobs.

SHANA
No... no!

WIlkins tilts his head sideways, just stares at her.

She bolts for the bedroom but he's hot on her heels.

INT. MARK'S CAR - SAME

He races through the city, running red lights, whipping in
and out of traffic, nearly takes out a pedestrian or two.

I NT. SHANA' S BEDROOM - DAY

Shana screans, tries to close the door, but Wlkins' armis
caught in it. She slans it hard... harder, until he pulls his

arm back.

Shana | ocks it, goes to a dresser and pushes it in front of
t he door.

Wl kins POUNDS with all his mght. H nges RATTLE. He groans
with frustration, drops the toolbox to the fl oor

Shana trenbles, slides down the wall and huddl es into the
cor ner.

More POUNDI NG and POUNDI NG The knife SLAMS i nto the wood,
punches t hrough.

Shana cowers in the corner, screanms and covers her ears.

The dresser topples over and WI ki ns pushes the door open.
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| NT. APARMENT BUI LDI NG HALLWAY - DAY

An el evator DI NGS, stops at Shana's fl oor.

Mar k squeezes through when it opens just enough for himto
fit, then flees toward her apartnent.

I NT. SHANA'S LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Mark enters, hears the POUNDI NG and scream ng. He draws his
gun, inches along the wall toward the noise.

He rounds a corner, inmedi ately [ays eyes on WI ki ns.

For a split second he | owers the gun, confused and in shock
at the sight.

The bl oody knife is in his hand, and the tool box sits turned
over at the doorway, devices spilled out onto the floor.

Shana screans again. Her eyes dart to Mark.

MARK
I don't know what the fuck is going
on, but step away from her,
W | ki ns! Now

Wlkins slowy turns to |l ook at him but there's nothing in
his eyes, no renorse, no anger - just blank, as if Mark's
presence makes no difference.

MARK
Drop it!

Mark raises his gun higher, draws a bead on WI ki ns.

MARK
God danmt Pete! | said drop it
now

W kins turns back to Shana, raises the knife and prepares to
| unge.

Mark fires once, hits Wlkins in the side.

Shana slithers away, presses her back into another corner.
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W | ki ns stunbl es back, |ooks down at his wound. He goes for
Shana agai n.

Mark fires again and again, strikes WIlkins in the shoul der,
back and chest.

Wl kins drops to his knees, flops over. Blood pools around
him He withes and contorts. A GROA that sounds |like a lion
radi ates fromdeep inside him

Mar k noves cl oser, confusion and di sbelief on his face.

MARK
Jesus... kid. Way! Way?!

W kins struggles against the withing prison of his own
body.

W LKI NS
| can see... but | couldn't...
st op.

He gags and coughs.
There's a phone on a table, near Shana.

MARK
Call 911.

Shana reaches out a shaki ng hand, grabs the phone and quickly
sinks back into the corner with it.

Mar k approaches but W1 kins holds up one bl oody hand to stop
hi m

W LKI NS
No! Stay away!
(deep, animalistic voice)
Um atrium seperattum ..

(in English this basically neans to "separate”. This denon is
attenpting to separate from W1 kins' dying body)

A deep groan and then a high pitched screech perneates the
air.
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W | ki ns sobs, grabs at his chest wound and withes in agony.
There's a pleading and frantic ook in his eyes. He has to
make t hem under st and!

W LKI NS
(munbl es)
It wasn't nme... wasn't ne.

As he lies there dying, he softly hunms 'Hush Little Baby'.

Shana drops the phone fromher ear. Trenbling, she just
shakes her head. .

W1 kins takes one final gasping breath, then dies.
Shana trenbl es and whinpers in the corner.

Mark reaches down, feels for a pulse. The | ook on his face
says there is none.

He stands and just stares for several nonents. The silence is
thick as nol asses, and the | ook on his face, utter dismy.

He finally breaks out of his stupor, goes to Shana. He kneels
down and lifts her up by the shoulders, cradles her to his
body.

Weak kneed, she tries to walk, but Mark has to practically
carry her fromthe room

MONTAGE:

Shana sits on the sofa, a blanket wapped around her.

Police mark the kitchen and bedroomw th crine scene tape.

One OFFICER writes in a notebook while he and Mark speak
MOS..

Mar k' s hands shake as he rapidly puffs on a cigarette.

The of ficer glances at WIkins' dead body, then at Shana and
shakes hi s head.

Two ot her OFFI CERS kneel at W/ kins' body, both wearing
gl oves.
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The body is rolled over and a huge bl ood stain marks the
car peti ng.

A body bag is zipped closed over Wl kins' face, also by
gl oved hands.

In the kitchen, the broken sandw ch plate, now covered in
bl ood, is placed inside an evi dence bag.

Debbi e's body bag rolls out of the kitchen on a stretcher.

END MONTAGE

I NT. MARK' S SEDAN (MOVI NG - DAWN

On the seat between Mark and Shana are two file folders.
Shana stares straight ahead, dried tear stains on her cheeks.
Mark takes a deep drag of his cigarette, blows it out slowy.

MARK
It's gonna be all right. I'll take
you somepl ace safe.

Shana scoffs, rubs her eyes roughly.

MARK
Is there a friend - sonebody you
can stay with?

SHANA
No. There's no one.

Mar k si ghs.

Bright Iights froman oncom ng vehicle shine in Shana's eyes.
She should need to blink, but she doesn't, just stares
stoically into the |ight.

Mark furrows his brows, stares through the window |ike he's a
mllion mles away.
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I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - MORNI NG

Very manly, socks and a stray tie hangs over the back of a
chair. An autographed baseball sits in a glass case.

Several photos of Mark and WI kins, Mark and other officers
hang on the walls.

On a fireplace mantle - a smling photo of Mark and a pretty
forty-ish wonman.

The sound of a lock TURNING The door opens for Mark and
Shana.

He steps aside to let her in first.

MARK
It's not nuch, but it's safe.

A photo slips out of the Mangler folder and floats down to
the floor. He quickly picks it up, but not before Shana gets
a glinpse of it.

SHANA
Safe... safe... you keep saying
t hat .

Mar k | ooks di sgusted, exhausted and beaten down.

Shana takes a fewtimd steps inside. Her eyes are drawn to
t he photos, lastly the photo of Mark and the woman.

There's a snmall table with a fax machine, next to a wall.
Mark places both the Mangler file and the | atest psycho's
(Roland's) file there.

MARK
You want sone coffee... Sonething
to eat?

Shana noves to the photo, picks it up and studies it. She
doesn't seemto hear him

Mark stares at her for a few seconds, then goes to the --
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Kl TCHEN

A couple of enpty liquor bottles sit on the counter,
al ongsi de an open pack of crackers.

Mark opens a cabinet, pulls out a can of coffee.

FLASHBACK

I NT. SHANA' S BEDROOM - NI GHT
W kins lunges at Shana with the knife.
Mark fires, fires again.

WIlkins lies on the floor, clutches his chest. Blood seeps
into the carpet around him

W LKI NS
It wasn't ne... wasn't ne.

END FLASHBACK

KI TCHEN

Brows furrowed deep in thought, Mark pours coffee grounds in
a steady stream- the filter full, grounds now spill down
onto the cabinet and fl oor.

He shakes his head as if to dislodge the nmenory.

MARK
Shit...

He sweeps coffee grounds off the counter haphazardly, pours
some out of the filter, and down the sink.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - MORNI NG

Shana repl aces the photo of Mark and the wonman. Her eyes
settle on the two fol ders.
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She casts a cautious glance toward the kitchen, then goes for
t hem

Mark enters, two coffee cups in hand.

Shana stops, turns for the sofa as if she was headed there
al | al ong.

Steamrolls off the top of the cup

MARK
Careful ...

A shaki ng hand reaches out, accepts the coffee.
Mark plops onto nearby chair, exhausted.
Unconfortabl e silence follows for several nonents.

Shana sips the coffee, stares down at the floor. Wth each
sip the hot liquid sloshes at the rim

When finally she | ooks up, her eyes wander to the photo of
Mark and the wonman.

SHANA
Your wife?

Mar k shakes hi s head.

MARK
W didn't nmake it that far

Shana nods, sips slowy on the coffee.

A |l ook of sadness and longing briefly crosses Mark's face.

MARK
| started working homcide a couple
years ago... guess | brought the

j ob hone one too many tines.

Shana's eyes roamto the folders, but she quickly averts
them She stares into space silently for a nonent, then tears
begin to formin her eyes.
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Look, | know this is a shitty
situation - having to stay in a
strange place, with sonebody you
don't even know.

Shana scoffs. A tear falls. She stares at Mark like he's
crazy for a few seconds.

SHANA
(weak, trenbling voice)
In the last three days |'ve been
ki dnapped, carved up, now ny friend
is dead, and all you can say is
it's a shitty situation?

MARK
I know... | know what you're going
t hrough but. ..

SHANA
No. Don't say that. You have no
i dea what |'m goi ng through.

Mar k si ghs deeply.

MARK
You're right. How could I? But I
want you to know, |'m gonna do

everything | can to get you back
home. In a few days all the
evidence will be collected and. ..

SHANA
Get ne back hone?

She scoffs, runs a hand through her hair.

SHANA
Look, | appreciate this. | nean,
I"msure you don't just... bring

victinms hone with you
Shana rubs her eyes hard.

SHANA
But you really think I want to go
back there?

( MORE)
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SHANA( cont ' d)

Your partner tried to kill ne, and
if you hadn't shown up...

MARK
I know. | nean | know but. ..

Mark lights a cigarette, takes a deep drag.

MARK
I thought I knew him
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Shana sighs deeply, runs a hand through her tangled hair.

SHANA
Surrounded by death... all the
time, maybe it was too nuch for
hi m

Mark's brows furrow, deep in thought. He stands,

cof fee on the table.

MARK
Look, I'm exhausted, and you've
gotta be wi ped out. W should try
to get sone sleep

Mark crosses toward a bedroom door.
Shana gl ances at him over her shoul der.

SHANA
Det ecti ve?

MARK
Mar k.

Shana nods, swal |l ows hard.

SHANA
You saved ny life.

Mark pauses, a serious expression on his face,
steps in the door.

before he

sets his
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| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Sheets and bedspread barely winkled, as if the bed hasn't
been slept in lately. Alight filmof dust covers the

dr esser.

Mark opens a closet, reaches for a set of sheets on a high
shel f. The tip of a gun butt hangs over the edge.

He reaches up, slides it back out of sight.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - SAME

Shana sits with her face in her hands, rocks back and forth
slightly.

She bl ows out a ragged breath, casts a glance at the front
door to see that the |l ock is chained. She |eans against the
arm of the sofa, closes her eyes.

| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

The pile of used sheets sits crunpled on the floor.

Mark puts the |ast clean pillow case on, snooths the sheets,
then flips the light on, in an adjoining bathroom

I NT. LIVING ROOM - MORNI NG

He enters with bandages and tape in hand. Shana's on the
sofa, eyes closed and | egs stretched out in front of her.

Mark covers her gently with a small blanket fromthe back of
t he sofa

He picks up the files, then quietly turns out the lights and
cl oses the mni-blinds.
| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

On the bed with two pillows to prop himup, and a cigarette
in hand, Mark opens the Mangler file.
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A nane and date on the tab of the folder - 'Martin Baker,
June 1999'.

Hi s eyes project awe and di sgust as he flips through twenty-
t hree photos of corpses, alnost identical to the ones in the
bar n.

He flips to a report, and the words seemto junp out:

"Recommend refer suspect to staff psychiatrist. Baker nakes
clains of a psychotic nature. Contends that he had no choice.
Further states that he cannot stop, the conpul sion to mnurder
is beyond his control and, (quote) It's in ny blood."

Mark reads on, shakes his head in disbelief. A newspaper
clipping headlines the story: "Mansfield Mangler Dies in
Prison".

Also inside is a death certificate:

"Prisoner Martin Baker #139725 - Cause of Death: severe head
trauma".

A photo of a bloody and beaten Martin Baker is stapled to the
back of the death certificate, dressed in a prison uniform
and sprawl ed out on the fl oor.

The Coroner's Signature at the bottomof the certificate:
"John K. Roland”. H's brows furrow

MARK
(munbl es)
What... that can't be right?

He | ays the fol der down open, picks up the other one. It's
much nore crisp than the other - new and pristine.

Inside it's the sane thing; nore photos of the six young
wonren and their correspondi ng corpse photos.

There are two photos of Shana as well, one normal and the
other in her post-kidnapped state, bloody and brui sed.

Mar k reads on about the attacker:

“Married, no children, occupation: Coroner, Mnsfield
Count y".
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A | ook of shock and confusion covers his face as his eyes
roam down to a name - 'John K Rol and'.

Mar k' s breat hi ng qui ckens, w thout even | ooking he snuffs his
cigarette out, doesn't notice he's m ssed the ashtray and
snuffed it out on the bedside table.

He rushes into the --

LI VI NG ROOM

Wth both folders in hand, grabs keys and a jacket from near
the sofa, and sneaks to the front door.

Shana stirs, but doesn't wake.

Mark quietly closes the door, steps into the --

HALLWAY
He | ocks the dead-bolt from outside.

CUT TGO

I NT. MARK'S CAR (MOVING) - DAY

Mark speeds down the street, siren and |lights on. He puffs
away rapidly at a cigarette, glances down apprehensively at
the folders on the seat next to him

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - DAY
Shana whi npers in her sleep, hair soaking wet with sweat.

She suddenly bolts upright, glances around nervously. She's
all alone, the roomsilent as a tonb.

She | ooks toward the kitchen entrance.

SHANA
Det ecti ve?
(gl ances toward the
bedr oom
Mar k?
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She chews on her bottomlip as if in deep thought.

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY

Shana opens drawers, finds a small wad of winkled noney.
Then at the closet, she finds sone wonen's cl othes hangi ng.
| NT. POLI CE STATION - MORNI NG

Mark heads for his desk.

Several DETECTIVES, nmale and fenal e whisper and | ook at him
with pity in their eyes.

He spots a couple of evidence bags on the desk of an OLDER
DETECTIVE, with "WIkins' witten on the side.

The ol der detective quickly averts his eyes from Mark.
After he sits, Doris timdly approaches.

DORI S
Hey.

Mark barely | ooks up at her.

MARK
Dori s.

DORI S
How you doi n'? You okay?

Mar k sighs deeply, digs in his desk drawer and eventually
pulls out a small stapler.

MARK
|"ve been better.
DORI S
| heard... | nmean we all... | just

wanted to say |'msorry.

MARK
Yeah. Thanks.
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DORI S
He was a good kid. W all |iked
hi m

Doris gl ances around, sees the other detectives stil
stari ng.

DORI S
There's a lot of runors - | ot of
guestions... about what really
happened.

MARK
And | wish | knew the answers,
Dori s.
(munbl es)
I wish | knew.

Mark turns on his conputer nonitor, pulls up a tenplate for
his report. He types in 'Detective Peter WIkins' in the nanme
spot.

DORI S
If there's sonething | can do, you
| et me know, okay? | mean that.

Just then, DETECTIVE JACK ELLIOT (38) a large nman with broad
shoul ders, dark glasses and a black suit strides across the
room

He | ooks strai ght ahead, ignores everyone else, and enters a
private office.

DORI S
Ch shit... |.A

MARK
Un | can snell himfrom here.

The CAPTAI N pokes his head out - late fifties, bald as a
mel on, wth a cigar stuck between his |ips.

CAPTAI N
Hey Connelly.

He tilts his head to beckon Mark over.

Doris pats his forearm whispers.
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DORI S
Good | uck.

I NT. CAPTAIN S OFFI CE - MORNI NG

Phot os and commendations fill a shelf at the back wall. An
oversi zed desk with a puny reading |anp and an ashtray ful
of cigar butts.

The captain | eans back in the chair, hands |aced over his
stomach, just stares Mark down.

CAPTAI N
Detective Mark Connelly - Detective
Jack Elliot.

Elliot sticks his hand out, his face cold as stone.

ELLI OT
Internal affairs.

Mar k shakes Elliot's hand, nods.

CAPTAI N
Grab a seat Connelly. W all know
what this is about, so let's just
cut to the chase, shall we?

Elliot pulls out a note-pad and pen. He flips a couple of
pages, reads over sone notes.

ELLI OT
If you could just start from when
you |l ast saw him Wat you think
may have brought about his...
i nci dent .

Mark swal | ows hard, shakes his head slowy. He gl ances
awkwardly at the Captain and Elliot.

MARK
Al'l due respect... fuck if I know.

Elliot slowy folds his sunglasses and tucks themin his
breast pocket.
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ELLI OT
Al due respect... you were there.
You saw himlast. So |I'm afraid
you're gonna have to do better than
t hat .

Mark narrows his eyes. He doesn't |ike being nocked.

CAPTAI N
Just start fromthe beginning...
anyt hi ng you can renenber

Mark rubs his forehead, blows out a ragged breath, stress
showi ng on his face.

MARK
Pete... detective WIkins - when |
left himat the scene of the Rol and
mur ders, he was sick

ELLI OT
Si ck?

MARK
Yeah, said he m ght've had sone bad
take-out. | didn't think nuch about

it.

The captain chews on his cigar, leans forward to glare nore
cl osely at Mark.

CAPTAI N
Then he wasn't acting strange...
unusual in any way?

MARK
No... | don't think so.

ELLI OT
You don't think so?

Mark sighs heavily, |leans forward with his head in his hands
and el bows on his knees.

MARK
It was like... well | said to him
"this is honmicide. You' ve seen dead
bodi es before'.
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Elliot jots something down on his note-pad

ELLI OT
Uh huh. So everything was by the
book. Detective WIkins seened
fine... until when?

Mark's brows furrow.

FLASHBACK

I NT. MARK/ W LKI NS' SEDAN
but not sick

Mark gl ances over at WI kins. He | ooks anxious,

or pale.

I NT. BARN
W ki ns kneel s down by Rol and's body, turns the corpse over
and gets bl ood on his hand.

EXT. BARN, BY THE SEDAN
struggles to keep

Wl kins | eans on the car, | ooks nauseous,

fromvom ting.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. CAPTAIN S OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

CAPTAI N

Connel | y?
Mark shakes his head, as if to dislodge the inmages.

MARK
What... I'msorry... just, |'mnot
sl eeping lately.

CAPTAI N
So WIkins seened fine to you?
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He lights the cigar, leisurely puffs out a big cloud of
snoke.

ELLI OT
Asi de fromthe puking?

MARK
As far as | could see, yes.

ELLI OT
And t hen what ?

MARK
| found him.. with the girl. And
you know t he rest.

Mark gl ances at both of them a bit of accusation in his
eyes.

MARK
Hi s apartnent's al ready been
processed, right?

Elliot sighs, looks irritated.

ELLI OT
Why don't we just stop jerking each
ot her around? Wat | want to know,
Connelly, is why. The only

survivor fromthe Roland case... so
why do you suppose he went after
her ?

MARK
The truth?

ELLI OT
That's all |'m after

MARK

Wen | find out what that is...
I"I'l let you know.

CUT TGO
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EXT. MARK' S APARTMENT BLDG. - AFTERNOON

Busy city, rows of tall condos and sparse trees here and
t here.

Shana, now dressed in jeans and a floral blouse, hails a cab.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Mark carries two boxes stacked atop each other, down a | ong
hal |l way with several doors on each side. The top one hol ds
vi deo tapes.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - AFTERNOON

He flips on the light, |ocks the door behind him

The roomis enpty except for a table, a few chairs and a
TV/ VCR conbo unit atop the table.

He sets the boxes on the top, pulls out a tape marked "MARTI N
BAKER - Interview #1 - February 1999".

He turns on the set and pops the tape in.

A qui ck glance over his shoul der at FOOTSTEPS and nmunbl i ng
out si de. The noises travel farther away, so he sits down.

Mark | eans back in the chair with his arns crossed over his
chest .

ON THE TV SCREEN

Martin Baker is cuffed, seated at an interrogation room
tabl e.

He | ooks tired, but the aura of evil that surrounds himis
unm st akabl e - dark soulless eyes, black hair slicked back,
with a black goatee and beard to match.

He's questioned by an off canera detective.

DETECTI VE (Q. S.)
So tell me howit all started - The
first girl.
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Baker stares at the canera, a fiendish grin on his face.

BAKER
Ummm .. she was so sweet. Yes...

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT

The same cl oaked figure from Rol and's vision slowy noves
into the candlelight. He renoves his hood. The face beneath
i s Baker.

He reaches down, picks up the goblet, now full of the young
girl"s blood.

Baker drinks the blood, sighs with pleasure, then takes a
deep breath and spreads his arns out w de.

BAKER
In the name of Astrogul and Narn,
Tavaros and Liniseros, | cojure
thee. By the blood of this
i nnocent, | summon thee to this
domain!  Cone forth, denon.
(1 ouder)

Et servitus nostros doni nae! Reveal
thyself to ne, thy naster

A nonment of silence.
Baker scans the room - nothing unusual .

Suddenly the whol e pl ace begins to shake. There's a | oud
BOOM A bright yellow Iight floods into the darkness.

Baker shields his face as a burning sphere of fire bears down
upon him

Suddenly, Baker lowers his arns, holds out a hand toward the
i mpendi ng sphere.

BAKER
Halt! | command t hee!l Submt Denon!
Thy will is mne!

The sphere stops in md air.



52.

Baker stares at it for a nonent, takes a giant swig fromthe
gobl et. Bl ood drains down his chin.

BAKER
As this blood courses through ny
body, so shall your power flow
t hrough nmy vei ns!

Baker drops the goblet to the ground.

The ball of light transforns to a |arge creature, a hideous
demon with wings the span of three nen, fangs, an aninmal's
snout and hooves.

The denpn wails, rushes at Baker, overtakes him The denon
seens to neld with his body.

Baker falls to the floor. He screans as the denon takes over,
his body twi sts and contorts. H's eyes roll back in his head,
t hen cone back to rest, glazed over and mlky white.

BACK TGO

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON
ON TV SCREEN

BAKER
Yes, the first one. | renenber her
well. She screaned and it sounded
like... nusic.

DETECTI VE (O S.)
Shelly Myers. Nineteen years ol d.

She had parents... two little
br ot hers.
BAKER
Myers? Yes, | renenber her. But no
detective. ..

Baker sighs and grins, holding back the truth.

DETECTI VE (QO. S.)
And why did you target these wonen?
Wiy them not the girl down the
street, or across town?
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Baker | aughs, throws his head back.

BAKER
Ch, detective. Only because |
hadn't gotten to them yet.

DETECTI VE (O S.)
So you were just making the

rounds... so to speak

BAKER
Si npl e opportunity, nothing nore.
They were there... and so was |I.

The detective begins |laying out photos in front of Baker,
points to them one by one.

DETECTI! VE
Un hhm Mary Crawford, Laura
Donovan, Katie Beck... what about
t henf?

Baker reaches out his cuffed hands, runs a finger |ongingly
over the photos.

His breath cones in short, trenbling gasps and the expression
on his face is |like sexual gratification.

The detective's hands snatch the photos away.

Baker gives hima |look that could start a fire.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - AFTERNOON
Shana enters and | ooks past Doris, searching.

DORI S
You | ooki ng for someone?

Shana smles ever so sweet and innocently.

SHANA
H .. yes, Detective Connelly. Is he
in?

DORI S
Uh huh, he's right over...
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Doris points and turns to | ook at Connelly's desk.

DORI S
Well, he was there a m nute ago.

MALE VO CE (OR RADI O
Come in dispatch, this is fifty-
four.
Doris turns to the radio, picks up the transmtter.
DORI S
If you'll just have a seat, I|'I|
find himfor you, okay?

Shana nods, noves toward a small row of seats, all stuck
together |ike theater chairs.

The second she's certain that Doris is busy enough, she sets
off down a --
SI DE HALLWAY
Al'l is quiet except for a faint nmunbling at the far end.
Shana wal ks quietly, stealthily toward the door.
She presses her ear against it.
DETECTI VE (O. S.)

You know what | think? Maybe you're

just a nut-job. You think there was

some purpose init... or maybe you

were called on by Satan hinsel f.

The detective |lets out a sarcastic chuckl e.

Shana taps lightly on the door.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - SAME

The ashtray is full of cigarette butts and the roomthick
W t h snoke.

Mark gl ances at the door, turns back around to the --



TV SCREEN
Baker tilts his head sideways, just smrks.

DETECTI VE (Q. S.)

Yeah, we know all about your extra
curricular activities... that sick
shrine you had set up in the
basenent. Satan...

(scoffs)
Haven't you figured it out? It's
just a nmyth to keep us all on the
noral track

Baker cl enches his teeth.

BAKER
You know not hi ng. You cannot begin
to i magi ne what darkness lies in
me. \What you are, detective, is
sad. Truly... all of you.

AT THE DOCR
RAPPI NG hard and | oud.

Mar k grunbl es, goes to open it.

MARK
Hey... what?

Shana skirts past him

MARK
You can't be here.

SHANA
| al ready am

Mar k sighs, shoots her an aggravated | ook.

Shana's eyes inmmediately fall on the

55.
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TV SCREEN

DETECTI VE (Q. S.)
Twenty-three, Baker. Help ne to

understand... because | gotta tel
ya', | just don't get it. Tell ne
how you could you nutilate, torture
and nurder people... innocent

young wormren who did nothing to
deserve the hell you put them

t hr ough.
BAKER
Hel | ?
He | aughs agai n.
ON SHANA AND MARK
SHANA

Baker ? The Mangl er?
Mark nods his head, as Shana pulls up a chair to sit.

MARK
Look, you can't just....

Shana pushes a chair out for Mark, urging himto sit down
t 0o.

Mark reluctantly sits, just stares at Shana |like she has a
| ot of nerve.

TV SCREEN
BAKER
Hel | ? Agai n you speak of things you
do not know. Hell is what we nake
of it...

He slans his cuffed hands on the table.
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BAKER
What | made it, and you think that
this will stop ne? So naive.
Imprison ne... kill ne. No nmatter.

DETECTI VE (O . S.)
Baker, you sick fuck, they're
gonna fry you and you're too stupid
to even care. But |I'mgonna tell
you sonething... 1'Il be there when
they throw the switch. You can bet
your life onit.

Baker makes a clucking, '"tut-tut' sound.

BAKER
You just don't see the true
pi cture, detective. This |egacy;
hell, as you call it - ny |egacy,
it carries on... gets in the blood
until we have to give in.

FLASHBACK

| NT. BARN

W | ki ns wi pes Roland's blood on his pants, then reaches in
his pocket for a glove.

END FLASHBACK

Shana stares at Mark, waves her hand in front of his face to
bring himout of the daze.

They gl ance uneasily at each other.

TV SCREEN

DETECTI VE (O. S.)
Yeah, Baker, keep preaching that
evil shit. Nobody's gonna hear it
anyway... soon you'll be nothing
but a bad nenory.
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Baker stares at the ceiling, ignores the detective.

BAKER
And the utter surrender toit... to
all guilt and conscience - ah, now
that's sonething every nortal nan
shoul d feel

Baker stares into the canmera, |aughs a mani acal | augh.

TV CLI CKS OFF

Shana | ooks down to see a renote control in Mark's hand.

He bl ows out a ragged breath, runs a hand through his hair.

MARK
Sick, twisted freak

Shana stares for a second at the bl ack screen, nods.

SHANA
Makes you wonder... what nade him
t hat way.

Mar k shrugs.

MARK
It used to.

Mark goes to the door, opens it.

MARK
You really have to go, unless you
want to get ne fired.

Shana narrows her eyes, |ike she can read right through him
SHANA
This has sonething to do with ny
case.

Connel ly sighs, turns his eyes to the ceiling.

MARK
| don't know. That's what |I'm
trying to figure out.
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Shana |l ets out slow trenbling sigh, runs a hand through her
hai r.

SHANA
Mar k. ..

Mar k shakes hi s head.

MARK
It's not a denocracy. This is a
police station.
(opens the door wi der)
Now cone on. Let's go.

But Shana doesn't budget fromthe chair.

SHANA
Don't you even want to know why |'m
her e?

Mark steps back towards her, hands stuffed down in his
pocket s.

MARK
Okay. Wiy are you here?

SHANA
I have to tell you sonething. Now,
it may not nean anything, or you
m ght just think I'mcrazy...

Seeing the serious | ook on Shana's face, Mark tilts his head
si deways, just stares at her wth enpathy.

MARK
Never. Go ahead.

SHANA
It's this... song.

Now Mar k | ooks confused.

MARK
A song?

SHANA
Yes, | can't get it out of ny head.
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Shana huns "Hush Little Baby".
Mark rai ses an eyebrow at her.

MARK
Ri ght, WI ki ns.

Shana's brows furrow. She nods slowy.

MARK
I"'msorry. I"'mlost. What are you
trying to say?

Shana | ooks apprehensive, swallows hard.

SHANA
| don't know... but Roland, he was
hunm ng the sane tune.

Tears formin Shana's eyes. She wi pes themroughly with the
back of her hand.

SHANA
Over and over.

Mark just stares at her, a conbination of confusion and
concern on his face.

SHANA
You don't believe ne do you?
MARK
No, it's not that. | just think...
SHANA
You think I'mcrazy. Well |I'm not.
| don't know what it neans... but |
know I'Il never forget that song,
as long as | Ilive.
MARK

kay. I1t's okay.
A tear falls and Shana just shakes her head sadly.

MARK
Look, | don't think you' re crazy.
Doesn't matter. ..

( MORE)



61.
MARK( cont ' d)

whatever it is, you have to tel
me, all right? It's all pieces of
t he same puzzle.

He takes Shana's shoul der, |ooks into her eyes.

MARK
You just have to trust nme. Can you
do that?

Shana shakes her head, w pes her eyes.

SHANA
Not so easy anynore... trust. |
don't even know where to begin -
how to put my life back together.

Mark sm | es.

MARK
One piece at a tinme. You'll get
t here.

Shana sm |l es weakly back at him

Her eyes roamto the Mangler folder, open on the table. The
name on the tab junps out at her

She sniffles, slowy reaches for it and Mark tries to snatch
it away.

MARK
No, Shana... wait.

She noves around the side of the table, and shoots him a
qui zzi cal, "what's your problem kind of | ook.

MARK
That's a police file.

Shana i gnores him noves even farther away.

Mark rubs his forehead hard, |ike he doesn't quite know what
to do with her.

MARK
Look... just give it to nme, okay?



Shana flips through the photos, the news clippings and
docunent s.

She paces around the table, keeping a wary eye on Mark,
he m ght want to snatch it away again.

SHANA
Oh ny God... What is this?

Mar k sighs, just shakes his head.

MARK
Not hi ng. It"'s not hing.

SHANA
Bul I shit. You want ne to trust you?
So when were you gonna tell ne
about this?
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as if

Mark | ooks at her like he's hiding sonmething, sighs deeply.

MARK
And what would I say, huh? | don't
even know what to make of it

nysel f.

Shana opens Rol and's fol der (her attacker), snatches the

death certificate out and shoves it at Mark.

SHANA
Rol and was the county coroner in
Mansfi el d?

MARK
Yeah... That's why the tapes. |
t hought, | don't know ... maybe
there's a connection.

Mark slowly takes the document, his eyes scan it warily.

MARK
Look, I'm not hol ding out on you.
It's just... I"'mbarely starting to
put it all together.

SHANA
Then you won't mind if | help
you. .

( MORE)
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SHANA( cont ' d)

I mean, this is ny life that's been
turned upsi de down. You know?

Mark tilts his head sideways, just glares at her.

MARK
Victine don't work on their own
cases.

Shana | ooks defl at ed.

MARK
I"msorry. But that's the way it
is. You'll go back hone, try to
start over... I'll get a new
part ner.

Shana spreads out sonme docunents on the table, suddenly very
excited and anxi ous. She glares at Mark with pl eadi ng eyes.

SHANA
Here... just | ook at these dates.
Martin Baker - the Mangler... he
was killed in prison, right?

Mar k shrugs one shoul der.

MARK
He wasn't too popular... inmates
just upped his execution date a
little.

SHANA

Uh huh, and since Roland was the
coroner, he woul d've taken care of
t he body, right?

MARK
kay... and that means what?
(rai ses an eyebrow)
Where are you going with this?

Shana stares with a | ook of indignation. She crosses her arns
over her chest and stares Mark down.

SHANA
I know what you're thinking..
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MARK
(munbl es)
Vel l, that nmakes one of us.

He si ghs deeply.

MARK
| think you' re just desperate...
r eachi ng.

SHANA
Maybe. But cone on, at |east admt
it. Tell me it's not a strange
coi nci dence.

Mark gl ances at her, stares down at the docunents. He sighs
deeply, cups a hand to his chin.

MARK
Very... Yeah. It's weird, I'Il give
you that.
Shana chews on her thunbnail, paces a snall area.
SHANA

What are the odds, do ya' think?
Two psychopaths with the sane
style, and they just happen to have
a connection?

Mar k shrugs.

MARK
No, that's just it. See, Baker was
dead before Rol and ever |aid eyes
on him

SHANA
That's not what | neant. It's this
Baker - the Mangler. Sone of the
t hi ngs he said...

Mark furrows his brows at her.

MARK
Baker was i nsane.
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Shana drops her hands to her sides, defeated. She just shakes
her head in disgust and goes for the door, pauses with her
hand on the knob.

SHANA
It's all black or white with you,
isn't it?

MARK
Bl ack or white... truth or fiction.

I"'ma cop. That's how | see things.

Shana opens the door, starts to step out. She's aggravated,
shaki ng her head, teeth cl enched together.

MARK
Hey... listen, | wanna send
sonebody over to talk to you. |
know a few doctors who are really
good with this kind of thing and..

Shana | ooks wounded.

SHANA
I don't need a fucking shrink. I
j ust needed soneone to |isten.

She sl ans the door in Mark's face.

Fast FOOTSTEPS retreat down the hallway.

I NT. HALLWAY - SAME

Shana stonps down the hall with a wounded | ook, w pes a tear
from her eye

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

Mar k sighs, |ooks disgusted with hinmself. The sound of
SHANA' s FOOTSTEPS f ades away.

MARK
Shit...
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MONTAGE

Mark mulls over the photos and docunents. Tapes |lie scattered
on the table.

At his desk; Mark browses the Internet, pulls up article
after article about the Mangler.

A clock on the wall ticks away the hours.
A nearby fax machine spits out pages upon pages.

There's a Roland famly tree, records fromwork, income tax
forms, a rap sheet - blank except for mnor traffic tickets.

The same thing for Baker (the Mangler), except the rap sheet
has a bit of everything; animal cruelty, illegal drugs,
assault, etc.

Weary eyes scan the pages. He conpares one killer to the next
and his face grows nore and nore di sappoi nt ed.

MARK
Not hing... they didn't even know
each ot her.

Back in the | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - -

Mar k opens the second box - full of satanic synbols and
neckl aces, an upside down crucifix tacked to a bl ack pl aque,
with flames painted beneath Christ's head.

Inside is also a Satanic Bible, various pages of scribbled
notes in Latin. Bloody fingerprints on sonme of the pages.

He pulls out a dusty book, blows it off. The dust jacket is
black with white lettering "DEMONS, CONJURE AND CONQUER'.

Mark smrks, flips through the pages and tosses the book back
in the box.

He pops in one tape after another.

ON SCREEN -- Baker grows nore inpatient, and his rage nore
apparent as the interviews continue.
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Wth just a couple of tapes left, Mark can barely keep his
eyes open. There's heavy stubble on his face and his coffee

cup is enpty.

Mark takes the last puff and snuffs out a cigarette - the
butts threatening to overflow the ashtray.

He conceals two tapes in a greasy paper bag, crunpled on the
table, and stacks the rest back in the box.

At his conmputer, Mark types reports, fast and furious. He
clicks on "save", then "print".

On the floor next to his feet is the box. The tip of the
brown paper bag sticks out from beneath the "Conjure and
Conquer" book.

He pulls out two fresh folders, inserts the reports and
applies a couple of labels - WIlkins, Pete, Det. - and Col e,
Shana.

He tosses theminto a basket marked "case reports™ on the
edge of his desk, then | eaves the station, box in hand.

QUTSI DE, PARKI NG LOT - Mark pops the trunk of his sedan,
pl aces the box inside.

END MONTAGE

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - EARLY EVEN NG

Shana pours sugar into a cup of coffee and stirs, seemngly
in a daze. Her hair is a ness, dark circles under her eyes.

A RADI O in the background plays old jazz nusic.

VA CE (ON RADI O
Thi s hour brought to you by Mot her
Goose Mel odies. Call now or order
online! Your child wll enjoy
dozens of favorites like; The Itsy
Bitsy Spider, Three Blind Mce,
London Bridge, Hush Little Baby...

The room seens to spin. Shana drops the coffee cup and it
shatters against the tile.
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FLASHBACK

| NT. BARN

Shana cries, bound to the chair while Roland hovers over her.
He whistles "Hush Little Baby".

I NT. SHANA' S BEDROOM

Wlkins lies on the floor, a pool of blood seeping into the
carpet. He huns "Hush Little Baby".

END FLASHBACK

I NT. KITCHEN - EARLY EVEN NG

Shana stands still as a statue. She stares down at the
smashed cup, but blankly, as if she doesn't really see it.

She blinks several times. Her |ip quivers.

A DOOR OPENS. Shaking hands reach down to pick up the broken
gl ass.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - EARLY EVEN NG

VA CE (ON RADI O
Supplies are limted, so call or go
online today and get your copy of
Mot her Goose Mel odi es.

Mark enters, hears the GLASS dunped into a garbage can, goes
in the --
KI TCHEN

He spots a small pile of glass shards with a cup handl e, and
t he dust pan in Shana's hand.

MARK
H . Everything okay?
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Shana nods, then suddenly her brows furrow, her face sets in
a pout, and she bursts into tears.

Mar k Takes her by the shoulders, forces her to look in his
eyes.

MARK
Hey... hey, look at nme. It's okay.
It's just a stupid cup.

Shana just shakes her head, can't speak through the sobbi ng.

Mark pulls out a chair, |eads Shana over to it to sit, and
pul s out the one next to it, for hinself.

MARK
Just cal mdown, all right? Take a
deep breath and tell ne what's
goi ng on.

Shana takes a deep, trenbling breath, tries to conpose
hersel f. Her lips continue to shake as if it's subzero in the
room

MARK
That's it. Now... tell ne what
happened.

Shana sobs, snubbing, words comng in short spurts.

SHANA
... I'm.. I"'mlosing it. | can't
sleep. | can't eat... can't even

t hi nk anynore.
She col | apses agai nst Mark's chest.

He cradl es her, strokes her hair. A |ook of hel pl essness
crosses his face.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Shana sl eeps on the bed. Mark gently pulls the bedspread up
to cover her.
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On the bedside table is a bottle of sleeping pills and a half
enpty glass of water.

He stares down at her, concerned, then quietly turns out the
ight and cl oses the door.

INT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

Exhaust ed, overwhel ned, Mark col |l apses at the table.

He reaches for a decanter of bourbon, with a glass hung on
top, pours hinself a tall one and downs it quickly. He stares
into space, rubs his eyes hard.

FLASHBACK

Shana sits in the chair of the interrogation room her eyes
wet with tears.

Mar k takes Shana's shoul der, | ooks into her eyes.

MARK
You have to trust me, okay?

Shana nods, w pes her eyes.
SHANA
Not so easy anynore... trust. |

don't even know where to begin -
how to put ny life back together.

END FLASHBACK

I NT. KITCHEN - N GAT

Mark rises, a contenplative |ook on his face, and di gs keys
out of his pocket.

He crosses the apartnent to the --

BEDROOM

Opens the door nice and soft. Shana sl eeps soundly.
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I NT. BU LDl NG HALLWAY - NI GHT

Mark turns the key and wi ggles the door back and forth to

make sure it's | ocked.

EXT. CTY STREETS - N GHT

Mark's sedan drives past stores, PEDESTRI ANS, restaurants.
TEENS hang out on the corners. An occasional taxi stops to
pi ck someone up

I NT. HALLWAY - SHANA'S BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Mar k approaches Shana's apartnent door.

Before he reaches it he can see that the yellow crinme scene
t ape has been pulled down, just hanging.

A curious | ook crosses his face. As he draws cl oser he can
hear a VACUUM LI KE sound.

The door is cracked a couple of inches.

Mar k pushes it open, steps inside the --

APARTMENT

Neat and tidy, everything in its place. You d never inmagine
what happened there.

Mark | ooks toward the origin of the noise - the bedroom door,
w de open.

Hs eyes immediately settle on a MAN worki ng a steam cl eaner
back and forth over the bl ood stained carpet.

The heavy set man (30) wears a beige uniform He's Latino
with black curly hair. He bops around and huns to nusic
com ng from headphones.

Mark reaches out to touch his shoul der.

The man spins around, nearly knocks over his steam cl eani ng
machi ne.
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A hand flies to his chest, just as Mark flashes his badge.

STEAM CLEANER
Ch... Oh Senore, you scare ne.

He renoves the headphones.

MARK
You sure you're supposed to be here
now?

The man nods enphatically. He seens nervous, w pes sweat from
hi s forehead, his voice shaky.

STEAM CLEANER
Si'. They call, say they finish.
Say the carpet need cl eaned. So, |
cone.

Mark pats himon the shoul der.

MARK
kay. You just... carry on then. |
need to grab a few things, then
"Il be outta your way.

STEAM CLEANER

Oh, okay. Is no problem.. no

probl em
Mark | eaves the room
The steam cl eaner keeps gl ancing at Mark as he shanpoos,
doesn't put his headphones back on either.
I NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
Mar k pi cks up various painting supplies - tubes of paint,
brushes, rags, a couple of snmall canvases.
I NT. MARK'S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

A key turns in the | ock.

Mark steps in the door, struggles with all the painting
suppl i es.
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He sets them down as quietly as he can nanage, against a far
wal | just past the sofa.

He eyes the itens, smles, happy with hinself.

| NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Mark showers, leans forward with both hands on the wall, lets
the water pul sate against the back of his head, then directly
into his face.

I NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

He steps out, a towel around his waist, hair still wet, and
crosses the bedroom quietly.

Shana stirs.

Mark slides out a drawer, keeping an eye on her, then reaches
in for sonme cl ot hes.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Now dressed in a T-shirt and sweat pants, mark flops down
onto the sofa, covers hinself with a small bl anket and cl oses
his eyes.

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - SAME

The Latino man carries the machine's receptacle over to the --

BATHROOM

Careful not to slosh the nasty reddi sh brown water on the
fl oor.

He kneel s down, dunps the contents into the tub. Mst of it
goes down the drain, except for what splatters onto his face.

He squints, w pes the watered down bl ood out of his eyes.

Wen it's enpty, he drags his heavy frame off the floor and
heads for the doorway.
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Suddenly, a series of visions invade his mnd -- corpses of
all the young wonen, a denon screeching and cl aw ng.

The man drops the receptacle on the tiled floor. Face set in
a pained grinmace, he grabs his head with both hands, stunbles
forward.

More visions -- blood running down walls, interspersed with
the faces of Baker, Roland and WIlkins. "Hush Little Baby"
two versions, humm ng and whistling, mngled together.

CUT TGO

EXT. OUTSI DE - MORNI NG

The sun rises over a city street, busy with cars. PEDESTRI ANS
bustl e al ong, an occasi onal bicycle courier or jogger breezes

by.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - MORNI NG

Shana steps out of the bedroom

The sound of sonething FRYING fromthe kitchen.

Shana sniffs at the air, stretches, and nmakes her way that
di recti on.

Groggy eyes fall on the canvases and paints on the floor

Just then, Mark steps through the entrance fromthe kitchen
frying pan full of eggs in hand.

MARK
Hey... you're up. You hungry?

Shana gl ances at the art supplies, then at Mark. A confused
| ook covers her face.

SHANA
What ' s this?
MARK
Oh... well, I thought... 1 just

pi cked up a few things.
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Shana goes to kneel in front of the supplies, picks up sone
pai nt, checks the colors he chose.

MARK
You sai d sonet hi ng about not
knowi ng where to start.

He points a spatula at the supplies, as Shana nulls through
t hem

MARK
So, | figured this is a good pl ace.

Shana runs her hand over the blank canvas, smles weakly up
at Mark.

SHANA
I"mal nost afraid to think... what
m ght end up on here - what's
inside nme right now.

Mark gl ances down, stirs the eggs in the skillet, brows
furrowed |i ke he doesn't quite know what to say.

SHANA
' m gonna need sone nore stuff,
but | guess | can get it fromthe
craft store.

Mark sets the skillet on the coffee table.

MARK
Unhhh, yeah... | wanted to talk to
you about that.

Shana doesn't |ike his nervous tone, she stands, casts an
appr ehensi ve I ook at him

SHANA
About what ?

MARK
Actual Iy they've just about w apped
everything up, so..
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Shana's brows furrow even nore as she anxiously awaits the
i nevitable.

MARK
...you're welcone to stay as | ong
as you need, you know... but CSI's

are done. Nowit's just the |ast of
t he cl ean-up.

Shana stares down at the fl oor.

SHANA
Oh.

Mark notices Shana's troubl ed expression.

MARK
You don't have to rush... the
carpet was still being shanpooed
when | left, sol'"'msure it won't

be dry until at |east tonight -
maybe even tonorrow.

Shana nods, forces a big smle.

SHANA
That's great, right? | nmean, | know
I need to sort of... face ny denons
as they say, so... yeah.

MONTAGE

Mark works on the rest of breakfast in the kitchen - toast,
cof f ee.

In the living room-- Shana | ays an old sheet out on the
fl oor, props the canvas against the wall and starts to paint.

She makes several strokes, pauses, then a few nore strokes.

LATER. ..

Mark drives across town. He flashes his lights and siren at
some COLDER BOYS, pushing around a YOUNGER Kl D
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Startled, they quickly flee down a side street. Mark grins,
shakes hi s head.

In the Living Room - Shana steps back, studies her | atest
creation; a red face set against black shadows - half hunman
and half devil.

AT A LINEN CLCSET - Shana reaches for a stack of sheets. They
all tunble out. The tip of a gun butt hangs over the edge.

She hesitates, then pulls it down, rubs the snooth bl ack
metal with her thunb, contenplating.

AT THE PCLI CE STATION - Mark steps out of the captain's
of fice, goes straight to the report folders on his desk.

He feeds pages into a fax machine - copies of both WIKkins
and Shana's reports to: "I NTERNAL AFFAIRS DI VI SI ON - ATTN:
DETECTI VE JACK ELLI OT".

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Mark steps in the front door. In his arns is the box with the
book and paper bag of tapes inside. Al is very quiet and
still.

MARK
Shana?

He renoves and | ays his gun belt across the back of a chair,
peeks toward the kitchen, then the open bedroom door.

MARK
Shana?

He spots a note on the coffee table, goes to retrieve it.

SHANA (V. Q)
Dear Mark, | tried to find the
right words to thank you for al
you' ve done. | can only say that
you were there for ne - a friend
when | had nothing left. And the
rest, | can only hope that sonehow
you know. You told nme once that |
have to trust you. The truth is, |
al ready do.

( MORE)
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SHANA( cont ' d)

| know you'll find the answers
we're looking for. But for nme, the
only thing to do nowis put it al
behind nme, to put the pieces of ny
life back together. It may take

time, but I know that I will, and
have only you to thank for that.
Shana.

At the bottomthere's a P.S. "Keep in touch” and a phone
numnber .

Mark sighs deeply, stares at the painting still on the floor.
The sheet, paints and brushes are all gone now.

EXT. STREET NEAR SHANA' S BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

A taxi pulls away. Shana pauses, stares up at her apartnent
bui | ding. Her face sets in determ nation and she starts off.
I NT. HALLWAY - SHANA' S BUI LDI NG

The crine scene tape is all gone now Only a small piece sits
stuck to the carpet on the floor.

She pulls it off, winkles it up and sticks her key in the
| ock.
I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Shan steps inside. Her eyes scan the |living room Everything
seens nor nal

She pulls the gun frominside her jacket pocket, lays it on a
tall table at the back of the sofa.

In the --

BEDROOM

Shana kneel s down, runs a hand across the carpet, where the
bl ood stain once was. It |ooks |ike nothing ever happened
t here.
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She rubs danpness fromthe carpet, between her fingers, then
gl ances at a corner of the room
FLASHBACK

Shana huddles in the corner, while Wlkins |lies on the floor
gurgling and dyi ng.

Mark hovers over himw th the gun.

END FLASHBACK

Shana swal | ows hard, clenches her eyes shut.

I NT. MARK'S LI VI NG ROOM - SAME

Mark, now dressed in sweatpants and a T-shirt opens the paper
bag. The TV plays static. He sticks one of the tapes into the
VCR and picks up the renote control

ON SCREEN - Baker, in the interrogation room

He rocks back and forth in the chair, laughs into the canera.

He | ashes out suddenly, spits toward the canera, covering the
lens with droplets.

Then he suddenly junps up fromthe chair, attacks the
interview ng detective (still off camera).

The sounds of a SCUFFLE.
DETECTI VE (O. S.)
No! Stop! God dammt, Baker!
ON THE SOFA

Mark's brows furrow, face clouds over with expectation

ON SCREEN

A door SLAMS and nore feet SHUFFLE into the room
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OFFI CER (O S.)
Fuck! Let him go, Baker!

More SCUFFLING a |oud THUMP that sounds like a fleshy bl ow.
Baker groans.

OFFI CER #2 (O S.)
Shit! Get hi mdown on the floor!

The camera tripod is knocked over. There's static for a few
seconds.

Then - a shot of Baker, his face pressed against the fl oor.
Two sets of uniformed arns hold hi m down.

He grunts and tries to wiggle free. Eyes roll back in his
head.

He huns "Hush Little Baby".

ON THE SOFA

Mark's nouth drops open, a tiny gasp escapes him
ON SCREEN

The TV turns to static, then bl ack.

ON THE SOFA

Mar k pushes the rewi nd button, stares at the screen with a
| ook of utter dismay. He rew nds again... again, and each
time --

O S. Baker huns the |lullaby.

He turns the power off and stares at he bl ank screen. He
shakes his head; can't believe it, can't nmake sense of it.

Frantic, he grabs the "Conjure and Conquer" book fromthe
box, then flips through the first several pages.

A paragraph catches his eye. He reads, exasperated and
br eat hl ess.



81.

MARK
Conjuration, a risky practice that
should only be attenpted by the
nost experienced. A denon will take
every opportunity to eviscerate the
unwary.
(ski ps over to the next

page)
Under no circunstances should a
denmon ever be allowed to roam
freely, for it will surely enbody
itself within the first soul it
encount ers.

FLASHBACK
In the barn -- WIkins touches Rol and's bl ood.
In Shana's apartnment -- He speaks in guttural Latin, huns

"Hush Little Baby", as he lies dying on the bedroom fl oor.
On the interrogation tape --

DETECTI VE (O. S.)
Baker, you sick fuck, they're
gonna fry you and you're too stupid
to even care. But |I'mgonna tell
you sonmething... I'll be there when
they throw the switch. You can bet
your life on it.

Baker makes a clucking, 'tut-tut' sound.

BAKER
You just don't see the true
picture, detective. This | egacy -
hell, as you call it, ny |legacy -
It carries on... gets in the bl ood
until we have to give in.

Then, Baker lies on the floor, held down by the detectives,
and hunms "Hush Little Baby".
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END FLASHBACK

A ook of horrified realization covers Mark's face. He grabs
the note with Shana's nunber, rushes to the tel ephone.

I NT. SHANA'S BATHROOM - NI GHT

Shana washes her hair, hunms in the shower.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - SAME

The phone RINGS several tines.

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - SAME
Mark pounds his fist on a nearby wall.

MARK
Come on... come on. Pick up

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - SAME
An answeri ng machi ne picks up.

SHANA ( MACHI NE RECORDI NG
Hi, this is Shana. |'mnot here
ri ght now, but |eave a nessage and
"Il call you back

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - NI GHT
BEEEEEP

MARK
Shana, It's ne. Listen, | know
what's going on. | didn't figure it
out before because | just
couldn't... | couldn't make nyself
believe it. But it all nakes sense
now. Baker;

( MORE)
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MARK( cont ' d)
he was into sone really dark shit.
He was nore than just fucking
crazy.

CUT TO
| NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - SAME
The front door sits slightly ajar. A shadow passes by, then

FOOTSTEPS scrunch on the car pet.

I NT. MARK' S APARTMENT - SAME

MARK
(into the phone)
You see, it's the blood... Baker,
t hen Rol and was the coroner. He

must' ve. ..

(deep, trenbling breath)
Then W1 kins; when we were in the
barn. And | know - | know how this
sounds. Look, |'mcom ng over to...

A |l oud BEEEEEP - Qut of tinme on the answering machi ne.

MARK
Shi t!

He sl anms the phone down, grabs his jacket and gun belt and
rushes out the door.

I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM

Shana steps in with a nightgown on, towel drying her hair.

From the corner of the kitchen soneone watches her every
nove. He spies on her with anxious breath, short and raspy.

She hears the nessage nmachi ne BEEP and click off. She goes to
t he machi ne, presses the button.

MARK ( ON ANSERI NG MACHI NE)
Shana, It's ne. Listen, | know
what's goi ng on.

( MORE)
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MARK( cont ' d)

It didn't figure it out before
because | just couldn't... |
couldn't make nyself believe it.

There's a SQUEAK, like tennis shoes on tile. Shana's eyes
dart around.

The RATTLI NG of silverware fromthe kitchen.

Shana trebl es, steps back slowy toward the gun on the table.
In the background, the nessage still plays.

MARK (ON ANSWERI NG MACHI NE)
But it all makes sense now. Baker;
he was into sone really dark shit.
He was nore than just fucking
crazy. You see, it's in the
bl ood. . .

Shana turns, picks up the gun. A shadow rushes up from
behi nd.

Shana whirls around, screans.

It's the Latino man, with eyes solid black and face void of
all enotion.

He hits Shana hard in the side of the head. She falls to the
ground and t he gun bounces across the floor.

Shana craw s for it, crying and scream ng.

He grabs her by the ankles, cuts her legs and feet.

She screans and kicks at him

He grabs her again by the feet, knife still in hand and
slicing into the outside of her ankle. He tosses her around
like a rag doll.

Shana hits the wall, slides down, nearly knocked unconsci ous.

She drags herself up, lunges for anything she can find - a
| anp, one of her paintings, a vase, an old chair.

The attacker gets hit, but seens unaffected. He tronps toward
her, not running, just steadily stalks her like a cat.
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SHANA
No! Get away from ne!

Shana gl ances at the gun, too far away. She bolts for the
front door, flings it open.

SHANA
Hel p nme! God! Hel p ne!

The attacker grabs the back of her hair, yanks her hard
i nside and sl ans the door.

He | unges for Shana with the butcher knife. She darts, weaves
out of the way.

A low animalistic GROAL emanates fromdeep within his body.
He slices at her again. The cloth of her nightgown is
shr edded.

Shana screans, darts around the side of the sofa. A | ook of
desperation crosses her face.

As he approaches, she lunges for the gun, grabs it. She turns
over onto her back, cocks it and fires.

The bullet strikes the wall, just past his head. He pauses,
just long enough for Shana to fire again.

The sound of dry firing - either no bullets or it's janmed.
Shana's face cloaks in horror, then suddenly determ nation.
She screans and runs at the nman like a |ine backer, knocks
hi m of f bal ance.

Then she runs, mach speed toward the cl osest room- the
bat hr oom

He's hot on her heels, growing and shrieking.

I NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Shana sl anms the door and | ocks it, presses her back agai nst
it tight. Shaking, crying, out of breath.

The door rattles behind her. She sobs and stands firm agai nst
t he door.



86.

Suddenly, a knife juts through, just beside Shana's head. She
screans, noves away fromthe door
I NT. SHANA' S APARTMENT - HALLWAY - SAME

Mark runs and as he draws cl oser he can hear her pani cked
Screans.

A door opens across the hallway and an OLD MAN with a heari ng
aide and a cigar in his nouth, pokes his head out. He sees
the gun in Mark's hand and qui ckly ducks back i nside.

I NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Shana shakes and cries. The gun in her hand now usel ess, she
holds it out in front of her anyway.

POUNDI NG on the door. Screws rattle out of the hinges.
The door suddenly breaks open and the killer rushes at Shana.

She screans, drops the gun and puts her hands out in front of
her .

At that nonment, she catches a glinpse of Mark. She throws
herself to the side and Mark fires.

The killer flails, stunmbles back.
Mark fires, again and again, enpties his gun into the killer.

He flops into the tub. The shower curtain rips beneath his
wei ght and falls over him

Shana runs to Mark, sobbing, hysterical.
He hol ds her tight, strokes her hair while she cries.

She pulls her face away fromhis chest slowy, stares at the
dead body.

SHANA
Who i s he?

Mar k just shakes his head.
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MARK
He worked on the clean-up. Mist've
touched it.
SHANA
What ?
MARK
The blood... it's the bl ood.

Shana shoots hi ma confused | ook.

To their horror, blood pools together quickly on the shower
curtain. It seens to cone alive |like a snake.

Shana slowWy pulls away from Mark, takes one step to | ook
closer. It noves faster, so she steps back

SHANA
Ch ny CGod. .

Mar k | unges forward.

MARK
Shana, no! Stay back!

Mark grabs the ends of the shower curtain, waps the body
tightly.

Frominside the plastic, the blood w ggles around, pokes the
curtain, looking for a way out.

Mark drags the body out of the tub, turns the hot water on
full force.

A pinkish streamfl ows down the drain.

EXT. RURAL CLEARI NG - NI GHT

Mark stands in a deep hole, shovels dirt onto the ground
above. His car sits off to one side, the trunk open.

Next to the hole is the killer, still wapped tightly in the
shower curtain.

Shana wat ches, tear stains on her cheeks. She gl ances over
her shoul der as cars pass on the road far behind them
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Mark clinbs out, uses the shovel to push the body into the
hol e.

As it falls, he turns to Shana. She stares into the freshly
dug hol e, her face a mask of m sery.

SHANA
He told nme... he said he'd never
let me go. That's why... that's why
all of this. I was the one that got

away.
She starts to sob
Mar k reaches out, touches her face.

Shana sobs harder, falls against his chest.

I NSERT CARD -- MONTHS LATER

I NT. ART GALLERY - N GHT

A spacious building with several roons, pristine, white
wal | s.

H gh society and very well dressed PECPLE wal k around, gab
about the nerit of Shana's paintings.

In the center of the room proudly displayed all by itself is
the smal|l painting Shana nmade at Mark's pl ace.

Mark stands al one, unconfortable and a bit out of place. He
gazes around, | oosens his tie as if it's choking him

Shana, dressed to the hilt and striking, chats with a smal
group of DI STI NGUI SHED GENTLEMEN

She spots Mark, smles politely to the nen, then excuses
hersel f.

Mark spots her about the sane tine. He takes a gl ass of
chanpagne froma WAITER S tray, just as it passes by.

He smles at Shana, raises the glass to her, then takes a
si p.
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Shana approaches. There's a big warmsmle on her face as she
reaches out to kiss Mark on the cheek.

SHANA
H. I'"'mso glad you nade it.

MARK
Wuldn't miss it. Look at you...
you | ook great.

SHANA
Thanks. And you - how ve you been?

MARK
Ah, can't conplain. Sanme old sane
ol d, you know.

He gl ances around.

MARK
Looks like you're doi ng okay -
nmovin' up in the world.

SHANA
Hmm .. Moved up, and noved out.
Just too many bad nenories.

Mark nods takes a sip of chanpagne.

An CLDER wonman in the crowd waves at Shana. Shana waves back,
flashes her brightest smle.

SHANA
(rmunbl es t hrough her
smle)

Just snmile and wave.

She [ eans in to Mark.

SHANA
The ol d bag's | oaded, so |
better...

MARK
Ch, sure. You go ahead. Sell..
sel | .

Shana smiles, gives hima quick peck.



90.

SHANA
Li sten, hang around, okay? W can
go have a drink or something after

MARK
Yeah, |'d |ike that.

Shana turns for the old woman

I NT. SHANA'S OLD APARTMENT - DAY

Boxes lie about all over the place, sone opened and sone
still taped shut.

A WOVAN (30's) carries nore boxes in the front door; sets
t hem down and then nmakes a beeline for the --

BEDROOM

A MAN (30's), just inside the open door, kneels down on his
hands and knees, a carpet cutting knife in hand.

WOVAN
Oh, thank God. | don't think
could stand to |l ook at this pukey
col or much | onger.

MAN
Vll, I'lIl have it out today. Then
tonorrow you can pick up that
ceramc tile you just had to have.

He grins and the wonan kneel s down to peck himon the cheek.
WOVAN
See? | knew you were good for
sonet hi ng.
The man shoots her a patronizing glare.

She giggles, then | eaves the room

The man pulls up sone carpet, notices the huge blood stain
where W1 kins died.
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First a curious |look. He pulls the carpet up further and
gl ances over his shoulder at his wife. The | ook on his face
says "better not to say anything to her".

He pl aces one hand on the floor, now bare, and pulls at
anot her section of the carpet.

Next to his hand on the bare floor, the dried bl ood stain
bubbles to life.

He doesn't notice as the blood slowy snakes toward his
fingers.

FADE OUT



