ARIESCOPE PICTURES:  “Hatchet”
3 of 11

ARIESCOPE PICTURES

 “HATCHET”

[image: image1.jpg]MEDIA SERVICES, INC.




CONTINUITY/DIAOGUE LIST

2501 W. Burbank Blvd.      Suite 311     Burbank, CA 91505

Ph: 818-557-0200     Fax: 818-557-0201    www.jmediaservices.com
"HATCHET"

	1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

53

54

55

56

57

58

59

60

61

62

63

64

65

66

67

68

69

70

71

72

73

74

75

76

77

78

79

80

81

82

83

84

85

86

87

88

89

90

91

92

93

94

95

96

97

98

99

100

101

102

103

104

105

106

107

108

109

110

111

112

113

114

115

116

117

118

119

120

121

122

123

124

125

126

127

128

129

130

131

132

133

134

135

136

137

138

139

140

141

142

143

144

145

146

147

148

149

150

151

152

153

154

155

156

157

158

159

160

161

162

163

164

165

166

167

168

169

170

171

172

173

174

175

176

177

178

179

180

181

182

183

184

185

186

187

188

189

190

191

192

193

194

195

196

197

198

199

200

201

202

203

204

205

206

207

208

209

210

211

212

213

214

215

216

217

218

219

220

221

222

223

224

225

226

227

228

229

230

231

232

233

234

235

236

237

238

239

240

241

242

243

244

245

246

247

248

249

250

251

252

253

254

255

256

257

258

259

260

261

262

263

264

265

266

267

268

269

270

271

272

273

274

275

276

277

278

279

280

281

282

283

284

285

286

287

288

289

290

291

292

293

294

295

296

297

298

299

300

301

302

303

304

305

306

307

308

309

310

311

312

313

314

315

316

317

318

319

320

321

322

323

324

325

326

327

328

329

330

331

332

333

334

335

336

337

338

339

340

341

342

343

344

345

346

347

348

349

350

351

352

353

354

355

356

357

358

359

360

361

362

363

364

365

366

367

368

369

370

371

372

373

374

375

376

377

378

379

380

381

382

383

384

385

386

387

388

389

390

391

392

393

394

395

396

397

398

399

400

401

402

403

404

405

406

407

408

409

410

411

412

413

414

415

416

417

418

419

420

421

422

423

424

425

426

427

428

429

430

431

432

433

434

435

436

437

438

439

440

441

442

443

444

445

446

447

448

449

450

451

452

453

454

455

456

457

458

459

460

461

462

463

464

465

466

467

468

469

470

471

472

473

474

475

476

477

478

479

480

481

482

483

484

485

486

487

488

489

490

491

492

493

494

495

496

497

498

499

500

501

502

503

504

505

506

507

508

509

510

511

512

513

514

515

516

517

518

519

520

521

522

523

524

525

526

527

528

529

530

531

532

533

534

535

536

537

538

539

540

541

542

543

544

545

546

547

548

549

550

551

552

553

554

555

556

557

558

559

560

561

562

563

564

565

566

567

568

569

570

571

572

573

574

575

576

577

578

579

580

581

582

583

584

585

586

587

588

589

590

591

592

593

594

595

596

597

598

599

600

601

602

603

604

605

606

607

608

609

610

611

612

613

614

615

616

617

618

619

620

621

622

623

624

625

626

627

628

629

630

631

632

633

634

635

636

637

638

639

640

641

642

643

644

645

646

647

648

649

650

651

652

653

654

655

656

657

658

659

660

661

662

663

664

665

666

667

668

669

670

671

672

673

674

675

676

677

678

679

680

681

682

683

684

685

686

687

688

689

690

691

692

693

694

695

696

697

698

699

700

701

702

703

704

705

706

707

708

709

710

711

712

713

714

715

716

717

718

719

720

721

722

723

724

725

726

727

728

729

730

731

732

733

734

735

736

737

738

739

740

741

742

743

744

745

746

747

748

749

750

751

752

753

754

755

756

757

758

759

760

761

762

763

764

765

766

767

768

769

770

771

772

773

774

775

776

777

778

779

780

781

782

783

784

785

786

787

788

789

790

791

792

793

794

795

796

797

798

799

800

801

802

803

804

805

806

807

808

809

810

811

812

813

814

815

816

817

818

819

820

821

822

823

824

825

826

827

828

829

830

831

832

833

834

835

836

837

838

839

840

841

842

843

844

845

846

847

848

849

850

851

852

853

854

855

856

857

858

859

860

861

862

863

864

865

966

867

868

869

870

871

872

873

874

875

876

877

878

879

880

881

882

883

884

885

886

887

888

889

890

891

892

893

894

895

896

897

898

899

900

901

902

903

904

905

906

907

908

909

910

911

912

913

914

915

916

917

918

919

920

921

922

923

924

925

926

927

928

929

930

931

932

933

934

935

936

937

938


	01:01:17:21

01:01:22:01

01:01:34:07

01:01:38:05

01:02:01:00

01:02:04:01

01:02:05:15

01:02:06:22

01:02:10:03

01:02:16:04

01:02:21:16

01:02:27:17

01:02:29:15

01:02:31:11

01:02:34:09

01:03:36:09

01:02:42:01

01:02:44:23

01:02:49:11

01:02:53:05

01:02:55:07

01:02:57:01

01:02:59:13

01:03:02:07

01:03:04:05

01:03:06:01

01:03:07:06

01:03:16:12

01:03:19:01

01:03:22:05

01:03:36:11

01:03:58:04

01:04:07:09

01:04:13:01

01:04:15:12

01:04:32:05

01:04:42:01

01:04:45:16

01:04:57:23

01:05:09:20

01:05:16:16

01:05:24:21

01:05:27:18

01:05:35:22

01:05:36:13

01:05:38:03

01:05:50:01

01:06:09:15

01:08:58:14

01:09:03:07

01:09:06:02

01:09:08:05

01:09:10:09

01:09:14:01

01:09:15:09

01:09:21:13

01:09:24:22

01:09:27:07

01:09:28:19

01:09:36:05

01:09:42:19

01:09:48:22

01:09:52:13

01:09:54:15

01:10:04:13

01:10:08:18

01:10:11:07

01:10:12:21

01:10:24:15

01:10:25:21

01:10:27:07

01:10:30:00

01:10:33:18

01:10:41:05

01:10:42:23

01:10:43:11

01:10:46:00

01:10:46:05

01:10:47:04

01:10:49:02

01:10:52:05

01:10:55:17

01:10:57:08

01:10:58:21

01:11:03:15

01:11:05:08

01:11:09:15

01:11:14:11

01:11:18:19

01:11:28:17

01:11:29:12

01:11:34:01

01:11:38:05

01:11:40:07

01:11:42:01

01:11:51:15

01:11:52:11

01:12:07:01

01:12:18:16

01:12:19:15

01:12:20:13

01:12:21:17

01:12:33:01

01:12:35:05

01:12:39:01

01:12:40:07

01:12:48:20

01:12:53:11

01:13:02:15

01:13:03:21

01:13:05:20

01:13:07:17

01:13:12:10

01:13:12:21

01:13:15:09

01:13:19:08

01:13;31:09

01:13;40:01

01:13:40:17

01:13:42:09

01:13:44:04

01:13:45:06

01:13:45:21

01:13:52:12

01:13:55:02

01:13:56:02

01:13:58:20

01:13;58:28

01:14:00:21

01:14:02:17

01:14:05:01

01:14:11:01

01:14:16:14

01:14:17:17

01:14:25:19

01:14:27:03

01:14:28:04

01:14:35:16

01:14:37:20

02:00:19:06

02:00:20:12

02:00:22:00

02:00:22:23

02:00:30:06

02:00:32:06

02:00:34:10

02:00:39:04

02:00:42:07

02:00:43:00

02:00:45:08

02:00:46:14

02:00:49:07

02:00:52:15

02:00:54:16

02:00:56:12

02:00:59:08

02:01:05:13

02:01:08:01

02:01:09:13

02:01:12:14

02:01:14:01

02:01:14:22

02:01:21:20

02:01:22:06

02:01:27:05

02:01:28:21

02:01:30:00

02:01:30:14

02:01:34:15

02:01:35:11

02:01:37:20

02:01:40:00

02:01:41:18

02:01:45:13

02:01:48:16

02:01:51:17

02:02:02:23

02:02:05:00

02:02:06:18

02:02:22:10

02:02:23:17

02:02:24:01

02:02:24:14

02:02:29:01

02:02:30:10

02:02:31:09

02:02:32:14

02:02:34:01

02:02;34:23

02:02:37:21

02:02:38:19

02:02:41:08

02:02:43:12

02:02:45:09

02:02:57:08

02:02:51:05

02:02:55:01

02:02:57:07

02:03:01:22

02:03:03:08

02:03:04:13

02:03:06:17

02:03:13:05

02:03:03:32:12

02:03:34;18

02:03:36:08

02:03:50:04

02:04:02:19

02:04:10:00

02:04:12:21

02:04:14;15

02:04:18:21

02:04:20:06

02:04:25:13

02:04:45:06

02:05:16:10

02:05:20:11

02:05:21:17

02:05:26:00

02:05:27:10

02:05:31:09

02:05:37:03

02:05:38:01

02:05:39:18

02:05:41:12

02:05:45:11

02:05:47:03

02:05:52:23

02:05:54:05

02:05:56:08

02:06:00:04

02:05:01:03

02:06:05:16

02:06:09:05

02:06:11:03

02:06:12:01

02:06:13:09

02:06:25:14

02:06:36:00

02:06:47:05

02:06:52:18

02:06:54:01

02:07:00:14

02:07:02:10

02:07:03:07

02:07:16:01

02:07:22:10

02:07:24:18

02:07:29:15

02:07:35:04

02:07:35:17

02:07:42:16

02:07;57:13

02:08:02:18

02:08:05:17

02:08:07:16

02:08:23;05

02:08:23:16

02:08:28:05

02:08:33:01

02:08:36:22

02:08:42:03

02:08:45:06

02:08:47:12

02:08:51:10

02:08:53:13

02:08:57:21

02:08:59:12

02:09:09:10

02:09:14:14

02:09:20:23

02:09:26:13

02:09:31:05

02:09:44:09

02:10:02:04

02:10:12:09

02:10:20:09

02:10:30:01

02:10:33:05

02:10:34:13

02:10:37:07

02:10:56:23

02:11:08:23

02:11:10:23

02:11:11:15

02:11:14:01

02:11:23:05

02:11:24:20

02:11:27:01

02:11:29:23

02:11:33:11

02:11:38:05

02:11:44:18

02:11:51:12

02:11:55:13

02:12:02:11

02:12:15:09

02:12:28:16

02:12:40:13

02:12:42:03

02:12:44:11

02:12:45:14

02:12:53:13

02:12:56:18

02:12:59:08

02:13:01:12

02:13:02:05

02:13:03:22

02:13:04:13

02:13:04:21

02:13:06:01

02:13:07:11

02:13:18:15

02:13:25:17

02:13:38:14

02:13;39:23

02:13:42:05

02:13:44;21

02:13:51:18

02:13:54:02

02:13;59:05

02:14:02:20

02:14:07:19

02:14:12:05

02:14:15:22

02:14:27:02

02:14:29:02

02:14:46:17

02:14:48:10

02:14;50:09

02:14:51:06

02:14:53:05

02:14;55:16

02:15:08:01

02:15:12:04

02:15:12:22

02:15:20:08

02:15:24:16

02:15:27:02

02:15;28:23

03:00:09:07

03:00:37:18

03:00:20:15

03:00:27:07

03:00:28:05

03:00:44:19

03:01:00:13

03:01:18:09

03:01:19:11

03:01:23:13

03:01:24;23

03:01:32:04

03:01:36:20

03:01:40:08

03:03:41:21

03:01:46:10

03:01:49:19

03:01:54:10

03:01:57:22

03:01:58:12

03:02:00:07

03:02:01:23

03:02:06:11

03:02:07:03

03:02:09:17

03:02:13:22

03:02:16:00

03:02:16:12

03:02:17:15

03:02:22:06

03:02:24:15

03:02:26:03

03:02:28:15

03:02:41:01

03:02:45:15

03:02:46;21

03:02:49:17

03:02:52:08

03:02:54:20

03:02:57:14

03:03:02:15

03:03:06:12

03:03:07:21

03:03:12:17

03:03:15:01

03:03:24:10

03:03:27:10

03:03:29:12

03:03:33:13

03:03:37:09

03:03:42:20

03:03:47:05

03:03:49:13

03:03:51:03

03:03:52:17

03:03:54:01

03:03:55:00

03:03;55:17

03:03:58:03

03:04:01:13

03:04:02:01

03:04:03:03

03:04:04:01

03:04:11:23

03:04:15:22

03:04:12:23

03:04:19:08

03:04:21:11

03:04:29:01

03:04:36:05

03:04:37:04

03:04:38:19

03:04:40:04

03:04;42:01

03:04:43:17

03:04:47:05

03:04:48:05

03:04:52:09

03:04:53:16

03:04:55:21

03:04:59:05

03:05:00:13

03:05:00:23

03:05:01:13

03:05:02:14

03:05:03:01

03:05:04:17

03:05:06:06

03:05:08:23

03:05:09:14

03:05:16:21

03:05:18:13

03:05:19:22

03:05:22:15

03:05:24:09

03:05:26:19

03:05:28:15

03:05:29:05

03:05:30:20

03:05:36:04

03:05:36:18

03:05:38:01

03:05:45:09

03:05:52:17

03:05:57:06

03:05:58:09

03:05:58:18

03:06:01:22

03:06:03:19

03:06:07:09

03:06:10:23

03:06:12:21

03:06:15:10

03:06:32:17

03:06:39:01

03:06:40:13

03:06:42:07

03:06:47:05

03:06:50:15

03:06:54:19

03:06:57:07

03:06:58:00

03:06:59:21

03:07:07:08

03:07:07:20

03:07;22:05

03:07:27:05

03:07:29:01

03:07:31:13

03:07:34:05

03:07:34:18

03:07:45:09

03:07:47:17

03:07:49:21

03:07:57:00

03:07:59:14

03:08:02:19

03:08:16:17

03:08:20:13

03:08:24:13

03:08:27:06

03:08:29:19

03:08:35:15

03:08:36:00

03:08:39:13

03:08:43:09

03:08:44;21

03:08:47:22

03:08:51:09

03:08:52:18

03:08:54:02

03:08:56:12

03:09:03:18

03:09:07:18

03:09:09:18

03:09:11:13

03:09:13:17

03:09:16:15

03:09:18:21

03:09:20:20

03:09:30:11

03:09:34:06

03:09:46:18

03:10:32:10

03:10:41;21

03:10:46:23

03:11;10:16

03:11:27:07

03:11:33:21

03:11:34:25

03:11:36:06

03:11:40:05

03:11:46:04

03:11;50:00

03:11:52:15

03:12:04:27

03:12:24:14

03:12:41:16

03:13:06:14

03:13:10:01

03:13;22:09

03:13:30:03

03:13;32:15

03:13:39:18

03:13;41;22

03:13;48:09

03:13;49:21

03:13:51:00

03:13;52:12

03:13:55:11

03:13:59:19

03:14:03:02

03:14:04:10

03:14:06:00

03:14:08:04

03:14:14:22

03:14:16:16

03:14:20:20

03:14;24:01

03:14;25:14

03:14;28:20

03:14;39:09

03:14;42:23

03:14;44:09

03:14;50:05

03:14;52:21

03:14;54:00

03:14;54:18

03:14:56:06

03:14;57:03

03:14;57:01

03:15:16:11

03:15;23:00

03:15;26:22

03:15:34:05

03:15:34:20

03:15:40:14

03:15;48:13

03:15;50:23

03:16:00:23

03:16:01:20

03:16:12:09

03:16:15:13

03:16:17:17

03:16:22:14

03:16:27:17

03:16:30:07

03:16:36:08

03:16:39:11

03:16:39:18

03:16:44:21

03:16:15:13

03:16:52:15

03:16:53:03

03:17:05:02

03:17:08:23

03:17:11:22

03:17:13:09

03:17:16:11

03:17:18:05

03:17:23:18

03:17:30:20

03:17:34:01

03:17:40:09

03:17;46:09

03:17:49:04

03:17:51:06

03:17:51:22

03:17:55:05

03:18:03:14

03:18:04:04

03:18:09:15

03:18:10:09

03:18:13:09

03:18:28:05

03:18:28:21

03:18:31:14

04:00:08:14

04:00:17:21

04:00:18:23

04:00:21:07

04:00:23:16

04:00:25:21

04:00;31:02

04:00:35:21

04:00:36:21

04:00:38:21

04:00:40:08

04:00:42:02

04:00;44:05

04:00:45:07

04:00:46:02

04:00:47:02

04:00:52;13

04:00:54:07

04:00:56:19

04:01:03:13

04:01:05:23

04:01:09:14

04:01:13:09

04:01:17:01

04:01:21:20

04:01:26:03

04:02:02:04

04:02:04:18

04:02:06:05

04:02:07:08

04:02:09:05

04:02:12:00

04:02;13:1

04:02;15:01

04:02:17:01

04:02:18:21

04:02:20:05

04:02:23:17

04:02:26:01

04:02:28:19

04:02;34;14

04:02:37:11

04:02:55:08

04:03:04:18

04:03;31:06

04:03:32:04

04:03:39:16

04:03:45:20

04:03:55:15

04:03:58:10

04:04:01:05

04:04:08:21

04:04;13:02

04:04:26:21

04:04:31:11

04:04:36:16

04:04:42:02

04:04:43:13

04:04:44:07

04:04:44:13

04:04:45:05

04:04:50:03

04:04:58:20

04:05:04:12

04:05:09:0

04:05:10:16

04:05:11:06

04:05:15:00

04:05:16:12

04:05:17:04

04:05:21:06

0405;22:21:

04:05;28:13

04:05:31:06

04:05:34;21

04:05:36:18

04:05:37:22

04:05:38:12

04:05:41:10

04:05:43:22

04:05:45:02

04:06:04:18

04:06:09:07

04:06:12:21

04:06:13:01

04:06:27:21

04:06:35:15

04:06:38:04

04:06:39:17

04:06:44:09

04:06:54:09

04:07:14:09

04:07:29:01

04:07;46:10

04:07:52:21

04:07:56:16

04:07:57:16

04:08:00:03

04:08:02:23

04:08:07:18

04:08:09:10

04:08:12:07

04:08:18:17

04:08:22:04

04:08:25:09

04:08:28:18

04:08:32:10

04:08:38:09

04:08:40:19

04:08:42:00

04:08:53:09

04:08:54:21

04:08:55:22

04:08:58:06

04:09:01:01

04:09:03:08

04:09:04:10

04:09:06:09

04:09:07:21

04:09:08:02

04:09:15:03

04:09:19:15

04:09:21:01

04:09:23:14

04:09:25:05

04:09:28:22

04:09:31:21

04:09:33:06

04:09:35:02

04:09:37:23

04:09:39:11

04:09:42:04

04:09:45:00

04:09:47:12

04:10:22:17

04:10:51:09

04:10:52:08

04:11:07:16

04:11:27:10

04:11;29:20

04:11:31:11

04:11:36:07

04:11:41:00

04:11:43:03

04:11:51:21

04:11:54;21

04:11;58:23

04:11:59:17

04:12:01:17

04:12:04:13

04:12:08:22

04:12:09:21

04:12:11:07

04:12:13:12

04:12:15:17

04:12:19:00

04:12:24:01

04:12:26:10

04:12:28:03

04:12:32:10

04:12:34:12

04:12:35:10

04:12:38:13

04:12:39:04

04:12:46:09

04:13:02:08

04:13:02:21

04:13:03:12

04:13:05:01

04:13:21:17

04:13:24:15

04:13:25:17

04:13:27:03

04:13:36:00

04:13;40:02

04:13:44:06

04:13;49:11

04:13:50:09

04:14:02:16

04:14:03:20

04:14:06:18

04:14;10:20

04:14:15:05

04:14:22:07

04:14:24:18

04:14:30:00

04:14:44:15

04:14:48:17

04:14:59:20

04:15:00:07

04:15:04:00

04:15:05:01

04:15:05:16

04:15:07:01

04:15:07:07

04:15:08:11

04:15:09:10

04:15:10:17

04:15:13:21

04:15:24:22

04:15:27:20

04:15:31:12

04:15:34:08

04:15:38:10

04:15:40:21

04:15:45:06

04:15:47:10

04:15:54:07

04:15;56:21

04:16:00:23

04:16:04:01

04:16:05:05

04:16:06:05

04:16:08:10

04:16:18:08

04:16:23:05

04:16:33:13

04:16:36:05

04:16:47:02

04:16:48:20

04:16:50:15

04:16:54:00

04:16:57:03

04:16:58:05

04:17:00:04

04:17:05:10

04:17:08:05

04:17:09:10

04:17:12:01

04:17:16:11

04:17:17:09

04:17:20:11

04:17:23:18

04:17:25:07

04:17:27:21

04:17:29:17

04:17:32;11

05:00:23:01

05:00:42:04

05:00:44:01

05:00:45:21

05:00:56:06

05:01:08:16

05:01:09:20

05:01:14:08

05:01:15:01

05:01:20;17

05:01:29:15

05:01;32:14

05:01:37:11

05:01:40:14

05:01:46:21

05:01:51:23

05:01:53;21

05:02:06:01

05:02:23:17

05:02:25:05

05:02:31:08

05:02:32;18

05:02:33:07

05:02:33:20

05:02:41:08

05:03:12:13

05:03:13:03

05:03:34;23

05:03:40:06

05:03:40;21

05:03:41:23

05:03:44:05

05:04:30:14

05:04:46:14

05:06:01:

05:05:18:00

05:05:19:07

05:05:20:17

05:05:21:11

05:05:21:21

05:05:22:17

05:05:33:17

05:05:34:11

05:05:42:02

05:05:47:16

05:05:56:10

05:05:57:09

05:05:58:15

05:06:02:16

05:06:04:11

05:06:06:11

05:06:09:09

05:06:13:13

05:06:14:05

05:06:17:19

05:06:18:18

05:06:20:09

05:06:27:07

05:06:31:06

05:06:34:11

05:06:35:20

05:06:37:22

05:06:39:11

05:06:46:11

05:06:46:22

05:06:47:03

05:06:50:19

05:07:06:17

05:07:09:18

05:07:18:09

05:07:23:14

05:07:33:10

05:07:33:20

05:07:36:23

05:07:45:07

05:07:53:23

05:08:01:08

05:08:10:17

05:08:15:17

05:08:17:18

05:08:20:07

05:08:22:21

05:08:25:09

05:08:27:05

05:08:39:14

05:08:45:05

05:09:10:01

05:09:14:05

05:09:34:04

05:09:36:15

05:09:45:20

05:10:32:21

05:10:50:16

05:10:52:06

05:11:03:21

05:11:04:09

05:11:09:17

05:11:21:10

05:11:33:05

05:11:35:02

05:11:42:08

05:12:04:24

05:12:32:10

05:12:34:12

05:12:49:09


	[OPENING CREDITS]

[EXT. SWAMP - Ainsley and Sampson are present in a fishing boat.]

AINSLEY:

Come on, Pa. We've been out here over three hours. I mean, we don't even know where the hell she went.

SAMPSON:

Well, she's at least a 12-footer if I ever saw one. (beat) No, I ain't leavin' here without her.

AINSLEY:

Man, I'm cold.

[ANGLE ON something Sampson saw in the water.]

SAMPSON:

Sh. Shut your hole.

[As Sampson stands up in the boat CAMERA PANS the river.]

AINSLEY:

Come on, man, can we pull over? I gotta take a piss.

SAMPSON:

Go off to the side of the road.

AINSLEY:

Come on.

SAMPSON:

We ain't beachin' it.

AINSLEY:

Shit.

[Ainsley stands up in the boat to take a pee.]

SAMPSON:

(os) Jesus.

AINSLEY:

(standing) (grunts)

[FROM someone's POV we are looking at Ainsley and Sampson in the boat.]

SAMPSON:

Oh, come on, man. I can't go like this.

SAMPSON:

Well, why in the hell not?

AINSLEY:

Well, 'cause it's weird with you sitting there like that.

SAMPSON:

Just keep it down, woulda?

AINSLEY
Ain't no matter what I say. It's "shut up, Ainsley." Or "you're queer, Ainsley."  Or "Why can't you be more like you sister, Ainsley?"

SAMPSON:

I said, shut up, you little queer.

AINSLEY:

See. See that.

[ANGLE ON pee.]

AINSLEY:

Asshole.

SAMPSON:

What'd you say, boy?

AINSLEY:

Nothin'.

SAMPSON:

Now don't make me throw you in the swamp now.

AINSLEY:

(spits)

SAMPSON:

Yeah, you go...

[ANGLE on the water as a large gator comes out and snaps at Ainsley.]

AINSLEY:

(falls in boat) Jesus Christ!

SAMPSON:

Damn! Son, what happened?

AINSLEY:

She tried to bite my sack off!

[Sampson picks up a pole as CAMERA PANS the river.]

SAMPSON:

You let her get away, moron!

AINSLEY:

Well, what the hell was I supposed to do?

[Sampson throws down the pole.]

AINSLEY:

For cryin' out loud, can we just pull 

over so I can finish my damn piss?  Lord!

[CAMERA PANS the swamp. Ainsley gets off the boat and goes into the woods.]

SAMPSON:

Y'all hurry up now. (to himself) Goddamn queer's gotta squat to take a leak.

[Thunder is heard and it starts to rain. CAMERA PANS the swamp and then to Ainsley.

AINSLEY:

Oh, shit.

[We are on Sampson in the boat. He hears something.]

SAMPSON:

Keep still, Ainsley. I think she's back.

[ANGLE ON Ainsley. INTERCUT WITH Sampson]

AINSLEY:

Well, what should I do?

SAMPSON:

Don't make a sound. Stay right there.

[thunder]

AINSLEY:

(sighs) Pa? (beat) Did you get her?

[There's no response. Thunder is heard.]

AINSLEY:

Pa?

[There is no response.]

AINSLEY:

Maybe we can go home now?

[Ainsley hears something, turns and looks. He starts walking, looking for Sampson.

AINSLEY:

Pops? (walks) Pa?

[ANGLE ON Ainsley's feet as he's walking.]

AINSLEY:

Pa? (walks further) Pa?

[As he walks further, he comes upon Sampson's mangled body.]

AINSLEY:

(moans) Pa?

[CAMERA PANS CLOSE ON Sampson's mangled body.]

VICTOR:

(os) (growls)

[Ainsley hears a growl and picks up a steel pole.]

AINSLEY:

Come on. Come and get it, you bitch.

AINSLEY (cont'd):

(walks further) I'll kill you.

[Victor charges from the bushes at Ainsley.]

VICTOR:

(growling)

[Ainsley is knocked to the ground and Victor begins dragging him. He is on the ground screaming as Victor is tearing his body apart.]

AINSLEY:

Oh, God! Aah! Aah! Aah! Aaaaaah! (screaming)

VICTOR:

(growling)

AINSLEY:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! It huuuurts! Aaaaaaaaaaaah! Oh, God! Help me!

[CREDITS ROLL - SERIES OF SCENES (MARDI GRAS)]

"HATCHET"

[EXT. STREET - Marcus, Ben and buddies are present walking through the Mardi Gras celebration.]

MARCUS:

(holds beads) Beads. I need some beads. (laughs)

MARCUS (cont'd):

(to Ben) Cheer up, man. This is Mardi Gras. This is fun.

BEN:

And I'm having a blast.

MARCUS:

Oh, oh-oh-oh, right here, right here.  Look.

[ANGLE ON a women exposing her breasts and smoking.]

MARCUS:

(os) Oh! Look at those boobs right there! (laughs)
[BACK TO SCENE]

MARCUS & BEN:

(waves) Hey!

BEN:

For somethin' new, right? Haven't you seen enough boobs?

BEN (cont'd):

(off Marcus' look) I'm just not feeling this. I-I shoulda stayed at home.

BUDDY #1:

What? So you can set in your room and cry about Heather?

BEN:

Christine.

MARCUS:

Man, man. We came down here to have a good time. You, you're fighting it. There's fun all around you. Stop standing there like a bitch.

BEN:

How is this fun? (os) This place is disgusting. (on camera) Our hotel room smells like sweaty balls, man.

BEN (cont'd):

I mean, everybody's just drunk and lookin' for a fight. (points) You! You threw up six times yesterday. How do you even do that?

BEN (cont'd):

You guys just stay and have fun, all right. I'm gonna go find something to do.

MARCUS:

What, by yourself?

BEN:

DeWitt and Robinson told me about this haunted swamp tour thing that they did last year. They said it was amazing. (os) You see all these like, floating lights and stuff on the water. It just --

MARCUS:

(laughing) You wanna leave all of this to go look at some damn lights in a swamp?

BEN:

You don't have to come with me, Marcus.

BEN (cont'd):

(off Marcus' look) Look, I'll see you guys back at the hotel.

BUDDY #1:

Cool.

[The buddies walk off. Ben pours out his drink and walks down the sidewalk. Marcus follows Ben.]

MARCUS:

Ben, wait up, wait up, man. I'll go.

BEN:

No. Marcus, go. Go hang out with them.

MARCUS:

No, no-no. I'm going with you. It's cool.

BEN:

Thanks, man. (beat) Buddy, you're gonna be so psyched you did this.

MARCUS:

I think I'd rather skin my own dick.

[CLOSE SHOT OF "REV. ZOMBIE'S VOODOO SHOP" CAMERA PANS DOWN to REVEAL Ben and Marcus.]

MARCUS:

Right. It's efficient. 

BEN:

(looking up) Here it is.

MARCUS:

No more chicks.

BEN:

(sighs)

MARCUS:

(points) They're closed.

BEN:

No, they can't be closed.

MARCUS:

But indeed they are. There's a big closed sign and it's -- 

[Ben knocks on the door.]

MARCUS:

You're still knocking. All right. (beat) It sucks.

BEN:

No, it doesn't suck. It's gonna be cool.

MARCUS:

For you, 'cause you suck.

BEN:

Shut up.

MARCUS:

I don't need this.

[Rev. Zombie opens the door.]

REV. ZOMBIE:

Whadda you want?

BEN:

Uh, we wanted to do a haunted swamp tour.

REV. ZOMBIE:

I don't do night tours anymore. I'm not allowed to.

BEN:

It's just that our friends told us that you did one here last year.

REV. ZOMBIE:

I can't do night tours anymore. (beat) Insurance got too high after what happened.

MARCUS:

Too bad. Let's roll.

BEN:

Wait-wait-wait-wait. Uh... What happened?

REV. ZOMBIE:

Huh. You don't want to know.

BEN:

I so do.

MARCUS:

Here we go.

REV. ZOMBIE:

I had a tour group out in the swamp last Halloween. It was the mist of night.

BEN:

Yeah.

REV. ZOMBIE:

And there was this kid who looked kinda like you. He got spooked by something in the marsh. (beat) He saw two eyes staring at him from the woods.

REV. ZOMBIE (cont'd):

It chilled him to his very marrow. He wanted to get off the boat in a hurry. (beat) And he had his foot dangling over the edge. He --

BEN:

He fell in?

MARCUS:

A gator got him?

BEN:

What happened?

REV. ZOMBIE:

He slipped... hit his head right on the roof and (angry) sued me for negligence! That cock-sucker!

BEN:

That's it?

REV. ZOMBIE:

Try the Marie Laveau.

MARCUS:

Excuse me?

REV. ZOMBIE:

Two blocks east on Olive Street. But you didn't hear it from me.

REV. ZOMBIE (cont'd):

(bird squawks) I have to go tend to me birds.

[Rev. Zombie goes in and comes back out.]

REV. ZOMBIE:

Be careful walking on me sidewalk.

MARCUS:

(what he sees) Whoa-whoa. Come on. Wait.

BEN:

What?

[SHOT OF empty sidewalk.]

MARCUS:

This is dead as hell down there, right

[BACK TO SCENE]

MARCUS:

Fun party. Mad badness. (stops Ben) Wait, Ben.

BEN:

Come on.

MARCUS:

This is so lame. How is this gonna help you get over her?

BEN:

Marcus, this whole scene back here, it's just ‑‑

BEN (cont'd):
Every hot, half-naked chick I see reminds me of Christine, you know. Probably gettin' banged by that Bulkowaski guy. In her living room, bent over that beige loveseat that my mom bought her.

BEN (cont'd):

W-what happened to dating a normal guy. That guy's got a neck the size of a truck. And that whole cauliflower ear, that's weird. What, is he gonna wrestler her to submission?

MARCUS:

All right, stop-stop-stop. [overlap] All right, that's it.

BEN:

[overlap] Okay-okay-okay.

MARCUS:

I don't wanna think Bulkowaski banging your girl anymore.

BEN:

I don't either.

MARCUS:

I get it.

BEN:

Come on, man. This is gonna be fun.

MARCUS:

(re: beads) Since there ain't no chicks in the swamp I won't be needing these.

BEN:

It'll be fun.

MARCUS:

About as fun as crabs.

BEN:

You would know.

[They walk off down the sidewalk.]

MARCUS:

Screw that waitress from Fezzy wigs, man.

BEN:

You did.

MARCUS:

I didn't know she had bugs in her bush.

BEN:

She was scratching herself all night. Whadda you mean you didn't know. You can't hook up with itchy chicks, Marcus. Everybody knows that.

MARCUS:

She said it was a reaction to her fabric softener, okay. All right? I saw it. I asked.

BEN:

Fabric softener.

MARCUS:

Look at you, Mr. Big shot. "Everyone knows that." When was the last time you got laid?

BEN:

I have sex all the t--

MARCUS:

Shut up.

[As Marcus and Ben come around the corner, there is a woman vomiting right outside the door.]

WOMAN:

(vomiting sounds)

BEN:

Oof!

MARCUS:

Ladies.

[They enter Marie Laveau's. CAMERA PANS to the sign.]

[INT. MARIE LAVEAU'S HOUSE OF VOODOO - Marcus and Ben enter. Ben sees a guy at the bar with a shirt on about Victor Crowley.]

MARCUS:

(sighs) This is really fun.

GIRLS:

Woooooooo-woo!

MARCUS:

Whoa!

[Shapiro, Jenna, and Misty are present.]

SHAPIRO:

That's good, that's good. Uh... Uh, um... Uh, give us a kiss.

GIRLS:

(kissing) Mmmm. (giggle)

SHAPIRO:

Yeah, you love it.

[We see the girls through the camera lens.]

SHAPIRO:

(os) You want it. You need it.

[BACK TO SCENE]

SHAPIRO:

Oh, damn. I... I gotta change batteries.

MISTY:

(sighs)

JENNA:

God, brush your teeth much.

MISTY:

Lick me, bitch.

JENNA:

No thanks. I like my tongue without the syphilis.

MISTY:

Your syphilis, Miss Big Words.

JENNA:

Okay, that didn't even make sense.

MISTY:

Lick me.

SHAPIRO:

Misty, Jenna. Y-you can get along for a couple more hours, can't ya?

JENNA:

Seriously, Doug, I can't work with that. I'm a professional actress. I went to NYU.

MISTY:

(giggles)

JENNA:

What's so funny.

MISTY:

Like anybody's every even heard of that.

JENNA:

New York University?

MISTY:

Never heard of it.

SHAPIRO:

All right, girls, girls. Nobody ever got discovered by being difficult. I mean, I-I, I need you guys to show me the love, all right.

JENNA:

Fine.

SHAPIRO:

I need to feel the passion here, all right. We're rolling.

JENNA:

(overlap) (makes noises)

SHAPIRO:

(os) (overlap) I need you to feel the passion.

SHAPIRO (cont'd):

And we're rolling.

JENNA:

(breathes)

SHAPIRO:

(os) All right, you sensuous.

[The girls pose.]

SHAPIRO:

(os) And you're playful.

JENNA & MISTY:

(giggling)

SHAPIRO:

You're curious.

JENNA & MISTY:

Hmmm.

SHAPIRO:

You're smitten.

MISTY:

(makes cat noises)

SHAWN:

(os) Who's ready to do some hauntin', huh?

[Shawn comes from behind the curtain.]

SHAWN:

Ha-ha-ha! The night will soon be upon us. The spirits of the damned are on the rise. Let's get our souls on the move, my friends.

SHAWN:

(to Ben and Marcus) What can I do you two for?

BEN:

Do you do a haunted swamp tour?

SHAWN:

What? (takes off hat) Why I do the only haunted swamp tour. (puts on hat) Real live ghosts. Oooo. Tales of the McCob. (gasps) And actual sights that are still damn by... (blows) uh, voodoo curses.

MARCUS:

(to Ben) I hate you.

[Shawn gets a coin from behind Marcus' ear.]

SHAWN:

Oh.

MARCUS:

Whoa. (laughs)
SHAWN:

(re: coin) Oh, hey. Leaving right now. Uh, 40 bones each.

BEN:

Forty dollars?

SHAWN:

Yes.

BEN:

All right.

MARCUS:

Will you spot me?

BEN:

What, you don't have any cash?

MARCUS:

No, I'm just not paying for this bullshit.

[INT. BUS - Mr. and Mrs. Permatteo are present as the other board the bus.]

SHAWN:

(os) Okay, ladies. Left, right...

MR. PERMATTEO:

I know, darling. Yes, this is gonna... (re: Misty) Hello.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Hi.

SHAPIRO:

Hi there.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(re: Jenna) How are you doing?

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh, my.

MARCUS:

Oh, hey. (laughs)

[Marcus goes to the back of the bus where Jenna is sitting.]

MARCUS:

(to Jenna) Do you mind if I sit here?

JENNA:

Be my guest.

MARCUS:

(sits down; laughs)

MR. PERMATTEO:

(to Ben) Hello.

BEN:

Hey.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh, my.

[Ben goes to the back of the bus where Marybeth is sitting.]

BEN:

(to Marybeth) Uh... So, I... I guess I'm sitting here. (laughs)
[Marcus kicks Ben.]

BEN:

(sits down) (blows) I'm Ben.

MARYBETH:

Marybeth.

BEN:

Marybeth. That's a great name. 'Cause it's actually two names, you know. Most people just have one. And that's kinda boring. (chuckles) Ben.

[Marybeth ignores Ben.]

BEN:

But Marybeth it's... You know, it's Mary and it's... uh, Beth. That's a nice coat.

[SHOT of Marcus looking on.]

[BACK TO SCENE]

BEN:

(clears throat) So do you have any pets or...
[We see Marcus' hand smack Ben on the head.]

BEN:

Are you enjoying Mardi Gras?

MARYBETH:

Yep.

BEN:

Couldn't find anyone brave enough to do the ghost tour with ya, huh?

MARYBETH:

Nope.

BEN:

Right on. Right on. Some buddies of mine back home when on this tour ‑‑
MARYBETH:

Look, I'm sorry. I didn't come on this tour 'cause I was hoping that just maybe I'd get to meet you. (beat) If you don't mind, I'd like to just sit a stare out this window and get my 30 dollars worth, okay?

[EXT. STREET - SHOT of the bus as a pedestrian walks across the street.]

MALE PEDESTRIAN:

Hey! What is up!

[SERIES OF SCENES of the bus driving.]

SHAWN:

(os) Okay, folks. I am your tour guide, Shawn.

[INT. BUS - Shawn is speaking through the mic.]

SHAWN:

Just sit back and get ready to enjoy some ‑‑
MARCUS:

Uh, dawg, you don't need that thing. This is like the size of a Mini Cooper.

GIRLS:

(giggling)

SHAWN:

(laughs) (mumbles)

MARCUS:

(laughs) Like a Mini Cooper limo. You know what I mean? (laughs0 That's what I'm talkin' about.

MARCUS AND JENNA:

I'm ‑‑
MARCUS AND JENNA:

Oh, no, you ‑‑

MARCUS AND JENNA:

(laughs)
MARCUS:

We are so cute when we do that. (laughing) I'm Marcus.

JENNA:

Jenna.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(to Shapiro) Hello there. Jim Permatteo. (beat) And this here is the Misses, Shannan.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

How do you do?

SHAPIRO:

Doug Shapiro. Nice to meet you.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(os) Nice camera. (on camera) Making a movie?

SHAPIRO:

Yeah.

MR. PERMATTEO:

Well, whadda you know, Lumpkins. (os) We've got ourselves a director over here.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

How exciting. What kind of movie is it?

SHAPIRO:

Well, have you ever heard of Bijou Beavers?

MR. PERMATTEO & MRS. PERMATTEO:

Sure. / No.

MR. PERMATTEO:

No.

SHAWN:

Okay, everyone. If you take a look out your right side you'll see the legendary 

St. Louis Cemetery Number One. Uh, founded in 1780, uh, nine. Uh, this here is the resting place of the, uh... 

MISTY:

[overlap] Oh.

SHAWN:

(overlap) ... first black mayor of New Orleans, Ernest Morial. (beat) It is also believed to be the burial site of infamous voodoo queen Marie Laveau. Ho-ho, yes, sir.

SHAWN (cont'd):

Now, y'all notice how we bury our dead above the ground? Well, that's because of all the voodoo curses in the air down here. The dead have a tendency to rise outta the dirt. So we like to keep 'em, uh, cemented in instead.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Shawn, excuse me. But we heard that the reason you bury them above ground is because of the water level.

SHAWN:

Oh, no.

MR. PERMATTEO:

That's right. The water level is so high that sometimes things in the ground will rise back up to the surface.

SHAWN:

No, that's not why.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

But we heard ‑‑
SHAWN:

(into mic) I said no!

[EXT. SHOTS of the swamp as the bus comes to a stop. Everyone gets off the bus.]

SHAWN:

(os) All right, all right. (on camera) All right, uh, time's a-wastin'. Uh, everyone onboard.

[LONG SHOT of the boat.]

SHAWN:

(os) A scary bus a scary boat. Everyone...

MR. PERMATTEO:

(os) Watch your step, Lumpkins.

SHAWN:

All right, all right. (chuckles) (beat) Hey there, hey, there, all right. No... no time for dilly-dally. 

MR. PERMATTEO:

Okay.

SHAWN:

Gotta beat the rush. That's right.

[Shawn closes the bus doors and runs to the boat.]

SHAWN:

All right, all right, coming through. (goes to boat) A-okay. Gotta go, gotta go.

BEN:

Dude. (beat) That's the boat?

SHAPIRO:

Okay. Let's, uh, see something, girls. Huh?

[We are looking through the camera lens.]

JENNA & MISTY:

Woooooooooo!

[ANGLE ON Mr. and Mrs. Permatteo looking on.]

SHAPIRO:

(os) Okay, you're silly. You're tough. You're cute. You've got a secret.

[Everyone is getting on the coat.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

Come on, Lumpkins.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Open up... (beat) Woo! (giggles)

SHAWN:

Yeah. That's it all onboard.

[As Shawn starts the boat we hear Jack Cracker calling out.]

SHAWN:

All right, here we go.

JACK CRACKER:

(os) Hey! You there! (on camera) Hello!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Uh, Mr. Shawn, I think that man's trying to talk to you.

SHAWN:

Uh, no, no, no. (chuckles)

JACK CRACKER:

Hey! Where you think you're going?

MRS. PERMATTEO:

What's he saying.

SHAWN:

Oh, uh, that guy. Uh, uh, don't mind him. That's just, uh, Jack Cracker. (chuckles)

JACK CRACKER:

(overlap) (os) Heey!

JENNA:

(overlap) Jack Cracker?

SHAWN:

Yeah, yeah. One of the local alligator hunters. Just, uh, sits there and yells things. Uh, drinks his own piss. He's, uh, you know, cracked. (turns engine) Come on.

JACK CRACKER:

This swamp is closed!

[Shawn is trying to start the boat.]

JACK CRACKER:

(os) Hey! The swamp is haunted! (on camera) Victor Crowley!

BEN:

What's he saying?

[The boat engine starts.]

SHAWN:

Okay, okay, okay, here we go. Everybody wave bye-bye to Jack. Everybody wave bye-bye to Jack.

[ANGLE ON Jack Cracker watching the boat pull off into the swamp.]

ALL:

Wooo! / 'Bye, Mr. Cracker. / Good bye.

JACK CRACKER:

Y'all gonna die. (drinks) Oh. (burps) Oh, yeah. That's good.

[LONG SHOT of the boat cruising the swamp as we hear Shawn talking.]

SHAWN:

(os) Remember, you don't need to keep all your fingers and toes onboard. But just the ones you wanna keep. (chuckles) That's right. There's big alligators in these here waters.

SHAWN (cont'd):

(os) Hey now, uh, check it out. Now off to the left you see something you don't see every day, but I do. (chuckles) Real live Cypress trees.

SHAWN (cont'd):

(os) Now hey, what did the Spanish moss say to the Cypress? (beat) "Mind if I hang around.? (chuckles) You know, sometimes I'll tell that joke in Espanol.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(os) Hey there, isn't the Cypress the Louisiana state tree?

SHAWN:

(os) I bet it sure is.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(os) Yes, since 1963. The bald cypress.

SHAWN:

Ooooh! Now, only room for one guide on this boat now. (chuckles) Now-now we're gonna move into a part of the swamp with the scary ghost, y'all.  Now I need everyone to be over-enthusiastic, or you'll wind up overboard. (chuckles)

[We are on the boat.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

Now here on the Mississippi bijou, hundreds of fisherman and old pirates have lost their lives. (beat) And if we're lucky, we might be able to see their souls floating over the waters where the up and died.

[We are with Ben and Marcus.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

(os) Now you all should feel very safe...

MARCUS:

This is beat.

BEN:

Come on, man, give it a break. This is fun.

MARCUS:

About as fun as a bag of dicks. (beat) This is beat as hell. The only thing scary is Uncle Remus meets Bruce Lee. I feel like I'm in Enter the Song of the South or some shit.

BEN:

What about your new girlie here, huh?

SHAWN:

(os) And I believe that was the president...

[SHOT of Jenna's breasts.]

MARCUS:

She a'ight. But it's not like I'm pulling the ass on this stupid boat.

BEN:

Okay. So lay the ground work, set it up for later.

MARCUS:

Like you and whats-her-face? "That's a nice coat." (laughs) That was classic.

BEN:

Yeah. About as classic as... But it's not as classic as... I got nothin'.

MARCUS:

Uh, exactly.

[SERIES OF SCENES of the boat cruising the swamp.]

[We are with everyone on the boat.]

SHAWN:

Now, uh, comin' up, y'all see an old house with a barn behind it.

[LONG SHOT of the house as Shawn shines the light on it.]

SHAWN:

(os) That right there is a home of a real famous Louisiana legend... (on camera) Victor Crowley. Hatchet face. 

SHAWN (cont'd):

(os) The legend is is that, uh, he was a deformed man and his own father went nuts and whacked him in the face with a hatchet one night. (on camera) Probably on account'a he was, uh, so ugly or somethin'.

SHAWN (cont'd):

(looks at paper) Anyway, he died. (os) And so the story goes is that if you're ever near the old Crowley house late at night, (on camera) you still hear old Victor Crowley crying for his daddy.

SHAWN (cont'd):

(imitates) Daaddy. (gasps) Y'all hear that? Hmph. (high voice) Daaaddy. (gasps) I heard it again.

MARYBETH:

That ain't the story.

SHAWN:

Uh, that's the jest of it anyway.

MARYBETH:

It's not even a house.

SHAWN:

Christ! Would you just let me do my job! (speaks Chinese)

SHAWN (cont'd):

(English) Y'all try the crawfish yet?

MARCUS:

I'm so psyched I did this.

BEN:

That fade you had in high school.

MARCUS:

What?

BEN:

It's about as classic as that fade you...

MARCUS:

Too late.

BEN:

What?

MARCUS:

You still on classic?

BEN:

(sighs)

[LONG SHOT of the boat.]

SHAWN:

(os) Are y'all ready to see something really scary? Huh? Are y'all ready? Everyone who's ready say "Oh, yeah." (beat) Okay, I'm gonna do it anyway. Here we go.

SHAWN (cont'd):

Okay, folks, I'm gonna shut the lights off for a second. (grunts) 

SHAWN (cont'd):

And once your eyes adjust, you'll be able to see some of the ghost life just hovering above the water over to the right at Kwaj Island.

[SHOT of the swamp and an island.]

JENNA:

I don't see anything.

SHAWN:

Uh, w-w-wait till your eyes adjust.

MISTY:

They're adjusted. There's just nothing there.

SHAPIRO:

Hey, can we get those lights going again. You're killing all my camera shots.

[SHOT OF swamp.]

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Jim, look. I think I see something.

SHAWN:

(chuckles) That's right. (os) Yeah, ya see! Not-not one but two ghosts. (on camera) See, I told y'all.

MR. PERMATTEO:

Isn't that just a chemical reaction from the water and the gases?

SHAWN:

No, no, no, man. It's the ghost. Look!

MARCUS:

Naw, bra. Those are marsh vapors. I've seen this on TV.

SHAWN:

Hell, man. Why'd you even come then? They're ghosts.

MARCUS:

Oh, you're right. (beat) Except no. (laughs)
[As Marcus looks towards Jenna, he sees her scratching.]

MARCUS:

Dammit.

SHAWN:

Now, uh, that's the spot where Captain John Donovan, uh, supposedly buried a trunk full of treasure. (beat) The legend says though that he left two of his crew behind to guard it, but he cut off their leg so they couldn't run away. (chuckles)

SHAPIRO:

That's a stupid story.

SHAWN:

Fine.

[When Shawn turns on the light, we see a figure watching them from the shore.]

ALL:

Oh!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Jim, did you see that?

MR. PERMATTEO:

I did! What was that?

SHAWN:

Oh! It-it could ‑‑ It c-could be -- (chuckles) one of the more active spirits will sometimes get after it rains. Ho-ho-ho! It's spooky, isn't it, folks? Ha-ha-ha!

SHAPIRO:

Okay, perfect, perfect. Hey, who wants to be in the Halloween video.

JENNA:

(moans)

SHAPIRO:

Come on, girls.

[We are seeing them on the camera screen.]

JENNA & MISTY:

Wooooooooooo!

JENNA:

Okay, your woo, is so not in the moment.

MISTY:

Yeah. Well, your nipples are dumb.

JENNA:

Uh...

BEN:

(to Marybeth) This is pretty cool. It's cold. (beat) Not much of a talker, are you?

MARYBETH:

I ain't here to make friends.

BEN:

Friends. (chuckles) Must be a local. I just didn't know that locals did this tour. It's just that...

MARYBETH:

We don't.

BEN:

No, of course.  Yeah.  No. Yeah, I wouldn't really do it either. Normally. It's just buddies of mine from college told me about it. Said it was cool. (sighs) I figured what the hell, you know. Check out the swamp. Enjoy the activity.

BEN (cont'd):

I'm gonna be honest with you right now. I, uh, just got dumped by my girlfriend of eight years. And, uh, my friends took me down here to try to get my mind off of it. But, you know ‑‑ uh, we were together since the seventh grade May dance and...

BEN (cont'd):

(sighs) You know, she tells me she needs space. What does that even mean in girl language? Space. Whatever. (to himself) Get my mind off of her. Just relax.

[All of a sudden there is a big bump. The boat has run upon rocks.]

MARCUS:

What happened?

SHAWN:

Oh, we just, uh... got stuck.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Stuck? On what?

SHAWN:

Oh, on-on some, uh, rocks or somethin'. I don't know.

[Shawn tries to start the engine.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

Uh, here. Someone-someone give me a hand.

[Shawn goes to where the boat is stuck.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

Here, help me push the boat off.

BEN:

Is this a part of every tour?

SHAWN:

Relax. It's all good.

[thunder]

ALL:

Oh! / Oh, my hair!

SHAWN:

It's all part of the tour. All part of the tour. (chuckles) 

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh, you're soaked. You didn't even fixed the boat!

SHAWN:

(os) All part of the tour, everybody.

MISTY:

Dammit!

JENNA:

Who you gonna call, daddy?

MISTY:

Shut up, you nasty bitch! I would call the police and they'd send someone.

JENNA:

Who?

MISTY:

The cops. Duh!

JENNA:

The police are gonna send the cops. (beat) They're the same thing.

MISTY:

No they're not. There's a difference.

JENNA:

Nuh-uh.

MISTY:

Ya-huh.

SHAWN:

Whoa, whoa, ladies, ladies. I'll get us unstuck. No need to be (chuckles) c-calling the man.

BEN:

Marcus, a little help maybe.

MARCUS:

It's stuck.

MISTY:

(os) Oh, my hair!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(os)You're always complaining. Every single one of you. Just sit right back down over here.

[Shapiro picks up Shawn's cards and looks at them.

MARCUS:

(os) The thing's all wet. I don't know what I'm doing.

BEN:

(os) Okay, push out, push out.

SHAPIRO:

(re: cards; to Shawn) Not very familiar with your stories yet, huh?

MR. PERMATTEO:

Shawn, how many of these tours have you done?

SHAWN:

Oh, uh, uh, I've done about... 

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh, damn. This is a fine howda'ya do.

MISTY:

Ewww! My feet are getting wet!

[We see the end of the boat sink.]

SHAWN:

You stupid guys!

JENNA:

Are we sinking?

SHAWN:

Uh, no, no. We're not sinking.

[The end of the boat goes underwater.]

SHAPIRO:

It certainly looks like it now, doesn't it?

MR. PERMATTEO:

Everyone calm down! Uh, th-this tree that we're (os) stuck on goes all the way to the shore. Maybe there's a road (on camera) or a phone or something.

MISTY:

Oh, out here in the middle of nowhere?

MR. PERMATTEO:

Well, we can't stay here.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

No-no-no-no.  Jim, I think we should stay here and wait for help.

BEN:

There's gotta be another tour boat coming through soon, right?

SHAWN:

Probably not. It's, uh, raining pretty bad.

MR. PERMATTEO:

Lumpkins, we can walk right across this tree to the shore.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

No, no, it, it looks dangerous.

MARCUS:

Damn! I could be at a bar.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(os) You are not gonna... No.

MR. PERMATTEO:

Here. (beat) Watch me.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(os) You sit down!

JENNA:

(os) Where you going?

MRS. PERMATTEO:
Oh! Oh! Jim, wait.

ALL:

Whoa, whoa! / Jim, wait! 

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Get him! Don't let him get... Aah!

MR. PERMATTEO:

It's okay. Don't worry about it.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(screams) Honey, come back. Honey, come back here.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(laughs) Okay, it's a little slippery. So you'll have to watch your step. (os) But I think in wet...

[Mr. Permatteo slips and falls.]

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(screams)

[An alligator comes up out of the water and grabs Mr. Permatteo's leg.]

ALL:

(screaming)

MR. PERMATTEO:

Ah, ah, ah. Someone help me. It's got my leg.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Do something! Do something!

MR. PERMATTEO:

Ah, ah, ah! Oh, god, it's gonna take my leg off!

[Everyone watches helplessly as the gator takes a bite out of Mr. Permatteo. Suddenly, there's a gun shot. The gator releases his leg. CAMERA PANS to reveal Marybeth holding a gun.]

MARYBETH:

Get him to the shore. When its blood in the water, this whole place is gonna be a feeding frenzy.

[Everyone just stares at her.]

MARYBETH:

Move!

ALL:

(nervous scream)

BEN:

Come on, we gotta get across.

SHAWN:

Come on. Everyone off the boat. It's sinking.

MISTY:

No way! I'm not going out there.

SHAPIRO:

Oh, you're going out there.

SHAWN:

(struggling grunt)

MR. PERMATTEO:

Aaaaaaaaaaah!

[SHOT of everyone is trying get off the boat.]

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Jim, are you all right? Jim!

BEN:

He's fine. He's okay.

[ANGLE ON Marybeth on the boat.]

SHAWN:

(os) Put your weight on your left. (on camera) Put your weight on your left leg.

MARCUS:

I gotcha. I gotcha.

SHAWN:

Okay.

[They begin to reach the shore.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

(moaning)

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(os) Jim

BEN:

Come one!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(os) Jim! Is he all right?

JENNA:

(crying)

MARCUS:

No, don't cry. Don't worry. It's all right, all right. Just come on. I got you.

JENNA:

(crying)

MARCUS:

(os) Shhhh. Don't worry, don't worry. Come on.

[Misty has stalled and won't move.]

SHAPIRO:

Come on. Stand up.

MISTY:

I can't!

MARYBETH:

Honey, you need to stand up and stay high.

MISTY:

(sobbing) No. I don't want to.

SHAWN:

Come on, man.

MARCUS:

(to Jenna) Come on, I got you.

MARYBETH:

Stand up!

MISTY:

I can't!

BEN:

Misty, Mis-- Look at me. Look at me. You're gonna be fine. Just walk across.

MARYBETH:

Come on, I got you.

MISTY:

(sobbing)

BEN:

Come on, walk across. We don't have time!

[The back end of the boat goes underwater.]

SHAPIRO:

Come on! Hurry up!

[As Shapiro stands on the branch, he slips and falls into the water taking Misty and Marybeth with him.]

MISTY:

(falls) ah!

BEN:

Come on, get out of the water!

SHAWN:

Come on! Come on!

BEN:

Get out of the water!

BEN (cont'd):

Get out of the water!

JENNA:

Come on!

[Shapiro doesn't want to let go of his camera.]

BEN:

(os) Let of the camera!

[While Shapiro is struggling with the camera we hear a loud growl.]

(loud growl)

SHAPIRO:

What was that?

ALL SCREAMING AT ONCE

[Shapiro swims for his life and gets out of the water.]

BEN:

Go-go-go-go!

[The gator swims away.]

MARCUS:

Good going, jackass.

SHAWN:

Hey, screw you.

MARYBETH:

You guys, we need to get outta these woods. Gators can walk on land too. Go.

SHAWN:

But my hat.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(to husband) It's all right. We got you.

[EXT. WOODS - They all head into the woods.]

SHAPIRO:

(coughing)

MISTY:

(sobbing)

BEN:

(os) Stop!

MARCUS:

Slow down. Don't hurt yourself. You all right? Oh, oh. Watch out, watch out.

[Ben and Mrs. Permatteo approach carrying Mr. Permatteo.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

(screaming in pain)

MARCUS:

Right here, right here. (beat) Oh, my gosh.

[CAMERA PANS DOWN to Mr. Permatteo's leg.]

MARCUS
Does somebody wanna tell me what hell's going on? Does someone wanna explain why Janey's got a gun?

SHAWN:

Yeah, why do you have a gun?

MARYBETH:

Oh, and why should I tell you, you little con artist.

SHAWN:

Wh-- ?

[SHOTS of everyone looking at Shawn.]

MARYBETH:

Huh?

SHAWN:

Okay, okay. Look, I'm gonna be honest. I just moved out here from Detroit. My brother who hooked me up with this tour gig told me I could make a ton of dough. So I say try out.

SHAPIRO:

How many tours have you done?

BEN:

More importantly, how many boats you ever driven?

SHAWN:

Look, I did the one tour last night and this one here tonight, all right? (takes off coat) The boat didn't sink last night!

MISTY:

I-I can't believe this.

SHAWN:

What the... what the hell does she have a gun for. That's what I want to know?

MARYBETH:

Because I'm looking for another boat, okay? (beat) 'Cause my daddy and my brother went out huntin' on this river two nights ago and they never came back. And the cops said they're probably just off on a bender or something somewhere. But I know that isn't what happened.

SHAWN:

So you go on a ghost tour. How does that make any sense?

MARYBETH:

Well, 30 bucks for a boat ride was a hell of a lot cheaper than getting my own boat, wasn't it?

MISTY:

That still doesn't explain the gun.

BEN:

Yeah. And why her ticket was only 30 bucks?

MARYBETH:

I have a gun because these woods aren't safe. Besides, it just saved his life.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(moaning)

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Stop it! (sobbing) My husband needs help.

MARYBETH:

Look, we need to get him help and we need to get out of these woods.

SHAPIRO:

Who made you the leader?

JENNA:

We should call for help and stay right here.

MISTY:

(sighs) No bars. I hate the cells.

MARCUS:

I don't think we should move him right now.

MARYBETH:

Well, we have to!

MARCUS:

He's bleeding pretty badly.  We can't carry him all the way home.

MARYBETH:

If we don't get out of these woods right now, we're all gonna die.

SHAWN:

What are you talking about?

MARYBETH:

These are his woods.

BEN:

Whose woods?

MARYBETH:

Victor Crowley.

SHAPIRO:

Enough with the stories already, huh?

MARYBETH:

Y'all don't even know where you are.

SHAWN:

I already told you, the ‑‑
BEN:

All right, shut up, okay? You're not even from here. (to Marybeth) Where are we?

MARYBETH:

It was like a dirty secret.

[FLASHBACK - SERIES OF SCENES - as Marybeth tells the story.]

MARYBETH (cont'd):

(vo) Victor Crowley was born horribly disfigured. His daddy kept him hidden away in his house where no one would see him.

MARYBETH (cont'd):

(vo) They lived like that for years. Just keeping to themselves, alone.

[Mr. Crowley is feeding Victor at the table.]

[EXT. - GENERAL STORE - Mr. Crowley drives up, gets out and leaves Victor in the truck. A bunch of kids go to the car and tease Victor.]

MARYBETH:

(vo) Victor was scared to death of other kids. They teased him and tortured him like kids do. They were so cruel.

KIDS:

Aah! / (laughing)

[EXT. CROWLEY HOUSE - A bunch of kids are outside throwing firecrackers into the house. The house catches fire.]

MARYBETH:

(vo) And then years later on Halloween night, some teenagers came to the house and they were trying to get a look at him. Trying to scare him out of the house.

YOUNG VICTOR:

(moaning)

[Mr. Crowley drives up, the kids run away. He tries to get into the house.]

MARYBETH:

(vo) Mr. Crowley got home and he tried and tried to get inside. But the door was on fire.

YOUNG VICTOR:

(moaning) Daaddy.

MARYBETH:

(vo) You can hear Victor screaming inside but he couldn't get at him.

YOUNG VICTOR:

(moaning) Daaddddyyy! Aaa-haaa.

MARYBETH:

(vo) So he ran and got himself a hatchet and he started chopping at that door.

MARYBETH:

(vo) But Victor was pressed up against the other side trying to get out.

YOUNG VICTOR:

Daaaddy.

MARYBETH:

(vo) And it was an accident. But he hit him in the face with that hatchet and poor Victor Crowley died.

MARYBETH:

(vo) The old man became a recluse after that. He never left his house. Just sat there for almost ten years before he finally died of a broken heart.

[EXT. WOODS - (PRESENT]

MARYBETH:

And from that point on, people started disappearing in the swamp. (beat) All the locals and hunters say that if you get close enough to the Crowley house at night, you can still hear Victor Crowley... crying for his daddy in the woods.

MARYBETH (cont'd):

(os) They say he's come back. (on camera) He wanders the swamp at night with that hatchet slash across his face. This whole part of the river is illegal to even be in. It has been for years. That's why there's no other tour boats. And that's why he brought us this way so he wouldn't get caught running his phony business. That's why I came.

BEN:

To find your father?

MARYBETH:

(nods) My brother. They started coming down this way to hunt gators last week. They thought they'd catch more being the only boat in a closed-off swamp. And I told them not to come.

SHAWN:

So you think a ghost get your family? Okay, th-that is so stupid. Look around. There's no one in these woods.

MARYBETH:

Yes there is.

SHAPIRO:

They probably got stuck just like we did, and had to walk the whole way home. (beat) You know, right now they're probably sittin' at a Dennys or somethin'.

MARCUS:

Moons over Miami, yo.

SHAWN:

Besides, we are nowhere near the Crowley house. Okay, I already told you, it's on the other side of the river over two miles ago.

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) That wasn't the house.

SHAWN:

How do you know?

MARYBETH:

Because that is. (points)

[thunder]

[LONG SHOT of the Crowley house.]

MARYBETH:

Look, I told y'all the truth, okay. I don't care who believes it.

JENNA:

You are really starting to freak me out, all right.

MISTY:

(sobbing)

JENNA:

I just wanna go home.

SHAPIRO:

Tell me this is part of the tour.

SHAWN:

Oh, yeah. I sink the boat every night. It's hilarious.

[LONG SHOT of the Crowley house.]

SHAPIRO:

I want my money back.

BEN:

All right, okay.  Th-there's gotta be a road around here or something.

MARYBETH:

(sobs; points)

BEN:

(looks towards house) Oh, shit.

MISTY:

(sobbing) I don't wanna go that way. I'm not going that way.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

If it's the quickest way, then that's the way we're going. Why couldn't you keep your stories to yourself, huh? We're not in enough trouble that you had to scare the pants off of everyone too.

MARYBETH:

I am trying to help you. Y'all need to know the truth.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Boloney!

MARCUS:

All right, all right, all right.  Just ‑‑ You help me come pick him up, all right? Come on. Right over my shoulder.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(moans and groans)

MARCUS:

Be careful. Be careful. Easy, easy. 

MR. PERMATTEO:

(groans)

MARCUS:

You got him, man?

MRS. PERMATTEO:

I'm right here, Jim.

[The group begins walking towards the house.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

(moans)

BEN:

All right, ev-everything's gonna be just fine. (to Marybeth) Look, we'll get him some help and we'll all go home.

MARYBETH:

Stay close to me.

BEN:

You really scared of that story, huh? Hey, look, it's just a myth. Everybody has 'em. Big Foot. Lochness Monster.

MARYBETH:

Please stop talking.

BEN:

Okay.

JENNA:

I cannot believe that I'm out here in a swamp. I bet Julia Roberts didn't have to do this before she got Mr. Pizza.

MISTY:

(to Shapiro) Do you believe that Victor whatever story?

SHAPIRO:

Oh, absolutely not. I don't trust anyone around here. I mean, these people sleep exclusively with their own families.

MR. PERMATTEO:

(moans)

SHAWN:

Yo. Why is that the crackers are back there with the honies and we two brothers gotta carry the injured dude? (beat) I am so sorry. I never meant for any of this to happen.

MARCUS:

I just wanna get to a road and I'm'a whip yo ass.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Jim, howya doin', baby?

MR. PERMATTEO:

I'm so cold. It hurts like a sonofa -- god.

MARCUS:

How much further is the road past the house?

MARYBETH:

I don't know. A few miles.

SHAWN:

A few miles? Are you kidding me!

YOUNG VICTOR
(vo) Daaaddy.

MISTY:

Did you ‑‑ 

SHAPIRO:

Sh!

YOUNG VICTOR
(vo) Daaaddy.

MISTY:

I wanna go home.

[Marcus and Shawn let go of Mr. Permatteo and Mrs. Permatteo takes over.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

Oh!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh! Oh! You are all a bunch of cowards! (walking) Is anybody home? Somebody help us! We need help.

MARYBETH:

Please stop. We shouldn't have gone this way. We need to turn around.

SHAPIRO:

And go where, back in the water?

MARYBETH:

Please just stop. 

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(moaning)

MARYBETH:

We need to stick together. (to Ben) We need to stop them.

BEN:

Come on. Y-you can't carry him all by yourself.

[thunder]

MRS. PERMATTEO:

I'm here, baby. Everything's gonna be all right. We don't need those gloonies. Those cowards!

BEN:

Stop! We need to stick together.

MRS. PERMATTEO:

(sobbing) Everything's gonna be just fine.

[LONG SHOT of the house as they keep walking.]

[thunder]

MRS. PERMATTEO (cont'd):

We have the good lord with us, baby. (beat) The good lord will protect us.

[Suddenly, Victor comes out of nowhere with his hatchet.]

VICTOR:

(growling)

ALL:

(screaming)

[Victor charges at the Permatteos and begins chopping up Mr. Permatteo.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

Aaaaaaaaaaaah!

MRS. PERMATTEO:

Oh! Oh!

VICTOR:

(chopping grunts)

MR. PERMATTEO:

(screaming)

ALL:

(screaming)

[Pieces of Mr. Permatteo are flying everywhere.]

JENNA:

Oh, my god!

SHAWN:

Oh, my god!

[STAY ON Victor as he chops up Mr. Permatteo.]

BEN:

Come on! Come on!

MARYBETH:

No!

[Victor starts chasing after Mr. Permatteo.]

MR. PERMATTEO:

Ah! Help us! Help us!

[Victor catches her and kills her. Marybeth shoots him. He starts after Marybeth.]

JENNA:

(shoots) Ah! (shoots) Ah!

VICTOR:

(falls down) Aaaah!

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) Aaaah!

[EXT. WOODS - Marybeth is present. Ben startles her.]

MARYBETH:

(sobbing; screams)

BEN:

It's me, it's me, it's me!

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) Where is everyone?

BEN:

I don't know.

SHAWN:

We're over here. What happened?

MARYBETH:

They're both dead. (sobbing) But... but I shot him.

MISTY:

You shot him? But I thought he was a ghost. You can't shoot a ghost. You can't shoot a ghost.

BEN:

Did you kill him?

MARYBETH:

I don't know. He fell down.

MISTY:

Oh, this isn't happening.

BEN:

W-w-where's Marcus?

MARCUS:

(os) Up here!

[Marcus is up in a tree.]

MISTY:

Ah!

GIRLS:

(panic sounds)

BEN:

Get down.

MARCUS:

No. No way. No way. I'm staying right here. This is bullshit, man. This is fucked-up.

MARYBETH:

What can you see from up there?

MARCUS:

I can see there ain't no dead elephant man coming to get me.

MARYBETH:

Come on. Do you see a road, lights, anything?

MARCUS:

I think I see downtown, but I don't know.

MARYBETH:

Well, how far? What direction?

MARCUS:

(points) That way. But it's far. Way too far.

BEN:

All right. Well, do you see a road or cars or something?

MARCUS:

What kinda stupid shit. Man, it's dark, it's wet, and I can't see shit.

JENNA:

(sobbing) Wait. Where's Shapiro?

[We are with Shapiro somewhere else, running. He drops his camera. He trips and falls.

SHAPIRO:

(running pants)

[We are back with the others.

MISTY:

(calling) Doug! Hey, Shapiro, where are you?

SHAWN:

Keep it down!

MARYBETH:

We need to keep moving.

JENNA:

We can't just leave him out here.

MARYBETH:

Then why don't you just run off and go find him.

JENNA:

That was mean.

MARYBETH:

Try your phone.

MISTY:

Oh, I dropped it.

JENNA:

You lost it? Moron!

MISTY:

Shut up, skink.

SHAWN:

Enough! He could not have gotten very far, okay? Let's go.

BEN:

All right, Marcus, come on. Let's go.

MARCUS:

No way. No. I'm staying right here.

BEN:

No need to panic, okay. Just come down. We gotta go get help.

[Marcus shakes his head no.]

BEN (cont'd):

All right. We'll send someone for you tomorrow. Let's go.

MARCUS:

Wait-wait. Hold up, hold up. I'm comin'. Dammit. I'm not even supposed to be here right now, man. We should be looking at some titties, man. What's wrong with us! Shit. How the fuck did I get up this goddamn tree. Okay. (falls) Aaaah, oof!

MARCUS (cont'd):

(os) Oh! Goddamn, man. A branch hit me in the nuts. Oh! (falls again) This is bullshit.

[We are with Shapiro somewhere under a bush.]

SHAPIRO:

(panting) Oh, shit.

[He makes a run for it and runs right into Victor. Victor grabs his head and twists it off.]

VICTOR:

(grunts)

SHAPIRO:

(straining grunts)

VICTOR:

(grunts)

[Back with the others.]

MISTY:

(os) If you shot him aren't we safe now? (on camera) Maybe he's not a ghost. Maybe, maybe he's just some sick, twisted, backwoods hick who like, went on a killing spree.

JENNA:

Yeah. And not he's dead because she shot him.

MISTY:

Can 

MARYBETH:

Backwards hick, huh. Who says it's not some spoiled little city brat who went crazy after doing soft core porn to get back at her parents.

MISTY:

Okay. For your information, I am from the Valley, not the city.

MARYBETH:

Victor Crowley is real. (beat) My mama always said that sometimes if a person dies all traumatic-like then their, their spirit can get kinda just stuck in the night they died.

BEN:

Kinda like a poltergeist? Like a ghost that can physically move things?

MARYBETH:

No. Like a ghost who can rip someone to pieces right in front of you.

MARCUS:

I just wanna get the hell outta here. (points) You know what, Jackie Tucker, your tour sucks my ass.

SHAWN:

What did you just call me?

MARCUS:

You heard me!

BEN:

All right.

SHAWN:

Say again.

MARCUS:

I'll say it all night, you fake Jackie Chan-Chris Tucker. I think I hear a little Emerald you confused wannabe!

SHAWN:

Why don't you just get off my case, asshole. It was an accident, for Chris sake!

[Off of everyone's look.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

Okay, look. I'm gonna be completely and totally honest with you guys. I like ‑‑
MARCUS:

(punches Shawn) What, what?

[Marcus and Shawn are fighting.]

BEN:

Come on. Come on.

SHAWN:

(hits Marcus; punching grunt)

BEN:

Hey, come on. Shit! (to Marcus) Stop-stop-stop-stop-stop.

SHAWN:

This isn't my fault, all right!

MARCUS:

Oh, really?

SHAWN:

Yes, really. (os) What? You think I truly believe these stupid lame-ass ghost stories?

MARCUS:

Well, I believe in it now. Did you see that shit back there?

JENNA:

Guys! (re: camera) Guys.

MISTY:

I bet this means Shapiro was here.

JENNA:

What a genius. You do know the vibrator goes in your cooch and not your ear, right?

MISTY:

Hey, why don't you suck you dad off again, bitch.

JENNA:

I will right after you're done.

MISTY:

Fine.

JENNA:

Good.

BEN:

All right, anybody got a lighter?

JENNA:

Whaddaya you doing?

BEN:

Just a... (looking through case) ... looking for this. (beat) What else do we got here. (re: card) Samuel M. Barrett.

MISTY:

What's that?

BEN:

Shapiro. It's his driver's license.

JENNA:

What?

BEN:

I don't know. Credit card, Samuel M. Barrett. Ten bucks. Condom. Business card. We got two sets here. (reading) Samuel M. Barrett. Whitman Diagnostic, Senior Marketing Manager. (card) Doug Shapiro, Producer-Director.

JENNA:

That asshole! I flew all the way down here from New York and he ‑‑ Aah!

MISTY:

So he really didn't work for Bijou Beavers?

BEN:

I'm thinkin' no.

MARCUS:

Dude must pretend he's a producer to get his own little collection. (beat) Good idea.

MISTY:

That pervert. (beat) Why are all men such slime? (sighs) I can't believe I've fallen for this shit three times now.

MARCUS:

Okay, whoa, whoa. Anyone else have any more secrets? 'Cause if I find out someone else is lying, I swear I'll kill you myself.

[CAMERA PANS each of them.]

JENNA:

(sobbing) I didn't really go to NYU. (beat) It was my first choice, but I didn't get it. So I went to Afstra.

MARYBETH:

We don't have time for this.

[As they continue walking, we see Victor watching them.]

JENNA:

(sobbing) I was moving to Hollywood next month to be famous. And now I'm gonna die with all you assholes.

BEN:

Look, we shot him, all right. Nobody's gonna die.

[Ben falls over Shapiro's body.]

ALL:

(scream)

BEN:

Ah! Ah, ah!

JENNA:

Ah! Ah!

MARYBETH:

Will somebody please shut her up! (holding gun) He's still alive.

MARCUS:

Naw, man. He looks dead as shit.

MARYBETH:

Not him... Crowley.

SHAWN:

You only shot him like once, right? Maybe you gotta shoot him four times. Like, I don't know, four or six times. Maybe you gotta shoot him like, six times!

JENNA:

I wanna keep moving! Can we please keep moving.  I don't wanna stay here!

SHAWN:

We should stick where we could see the river. So we won't get more lost.

MARYBETH:

Shh! Did y'all hear that?

SHAWN:

What?

MARYBETH:

He's over here.

[They walk towards the sound.]

MARYBETH:

What is that?

SHAWN:

What was that?

MISTY:

My cell phone.

[They go to where the phone is.]

MISTY:

(picks up phone) We have a signal.

MARYBETH:

Don't call.

MISTY:

No, no, no. It's a good thing. We can call for help.

MARYBETH:

(points) No.

[We see the Crowley house again.]

MARCUS:

Shit! We just went in a huge circle.

SHAWN:

I thought you knew your way around here?

MARYBETH:

Oh, said the fucking tour guide.

SHAWN:

Hey, I don't wanna hit you, but you're making ‑‑
BEN:

(grabs him) Shut the f--

(noise)

MARYBETH:

Okay. I'm'a go check out that barn. See if there's a weapon. There's gotta be something else to fight back with.

MARCUS:

No-no-no. You can't go back to that house.

MARYBETH:

I only have a few shots left. We need somethin' else.

BEN:

What if it comes back?

MARYBETH:

We don't have much time.

BEN:

All‑‑ (to the others) Stay here.

[Ben and Marybeth go to the barn.]

MARCUS & SHAWN:

Cool.

JENNA:

(to Misty) Do you have a signal on that thing?

MISTY:

Come on. (sobs) Go through.

SHAWN:

We shouldn't stay here. We gotta keep moving.

JENNA:

Look, if it was ringing, it has to work.

MISTY:

Ewww! Scott Barns called me?

JENNA:

(os) What? (on camera) Will you just dial!

MISTY:

It won't let me. Work. Goddammit.

[We are with Ben and Marybeth at the barn. There are human and animal body parts all over the place.]

BEN:

I think he ate these things.

[CAMERA PANS to reveal Sampson and Ainsley.]

MARYBETH:

Ah!

BEN:

Sh-sh-sh! What? What?

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) It's my daddy and my brother. (sobbing)

[EXT. WOODS - Back with the others.]

MISTY:

Are you sure the number is 9-1-1?

JENNA:

What else would it be, dumb-ass.

MISTY:

Well, how should I know, it's a cell. Maybe you have to type in a different area code.

JENNA:

Oh, god.

[Something rustles in the bush behind Jenna. They are all staring at her.]

JENNA:

What?

MARCUS:

Don't move.

[As Jenna turns towards the bush, we hear a noise. She moves away from it.]

MARCUS
I said...

JENNA:

Sorry.

(noise)

MISTY:

I think we should run.

JENNA:

What if it's a person and they need help?

MISTY:

We'll apologize later.

(noise)

JENNA:

I think there's a kid in there.

MISTY:

You're crazy.

SHAWN:

If it was that monster, we'd already be dead.

MISTY:

Oh, screw this.

JENNA:

What is that?

[They all look at Marcus.]

MARCUS:

Aw, hell naw. I'm no walking over there.

JENNA:

What if someone's hurt.

MARCUS:

If they're still alive, they're doin' a lot better than some people we know.

SHAWN:

We just can't leave someone out here to die.

MARCUS:

Look who girl conscience.

JENNA:

Look. They might need help.

MARCUS:

Why me?

JENNA:

Because you have a flashlight.

MARCUS:

Fine. I get it. I see how it is. Make the brother do it, huh? (beat) I'm a man. Walk over here. I'm the man (inaudible) 'Cause I whipped you. (chuckles)

[Marcus moves towards the bush.]

(screeching noise)

MARCUS (cont'd):

Oh, shit! Oh.

JENNA & MISTY:

(nervous scream)

MARCUS:

(grunts) Don't touch me, man. (beat) Damn. All right. See if it's a little baby in there. (moves forward) Hey, baby. (beat) You up in here?

(raccoon screeches)

MARCUS:

Aw, man, it's just a ‑‑
[Victor appears from behind. He grabs Jenna.]

VICTOR:

(growling)

JENNA:

(screaming)

[Marcus, Shawn, and Misty run.]

[Ben and Marybeth see from afar what is happening.]

MARYBETH:

(screams)

[Ben and Marybeth come running.]

MARYBETH:

(running; screams)

MARCUS, SHAWN & MISTY:

(scream)

[Marybeth hits Victor with the rod.]

MARCUS & SHAWN:

(os) Oh, my god! Oh, my god!

MISTY:

(screaming)

[Shawn goes after the rod. Victor beats him to it.]

SHAWN:

(whimpers)

[Victor swings the rod and knocks off Shawn's leg.]

VICTOR:

(swinging grunt)

SHAWN:

(moaning)

[Victor puts the shovel to his neck.]

SHAWN (cont'd):

Wait, wait, oh, oh. Wait-wait-wait!

MARYBETH:

Aaaaaaah! (shoots) Aah! You mother fucker! Aaah!

BEN:

Come on!

SHAWN:

(whimpers)

[Victor chops off Shawn's head. Jenna is still alive and is crawling]

JENNA:

(crawling; moaning)

[Victor picks up Jenna's body and throws is down on the pole.]

JENNA:

Aaaaaah!

VICTOR:

(pushing grunt)

[IN THE WOOD the others are running.]

MISTY:

Ah! (running pants)

MARCUS:

Ouch! Shit! Ouch!

MISTY:

Ah! (panting)

BEN:

I think we're losing him.

MISTY:

Ow! Hold on!

BEN:

No.

MISTY:

I hurt my foot. I can't run.

MARCUS:

You have to.

MARYBETH:

What are you doing? Come on!

MISTY:

Oh, shut up, you redneck twat.

[Marybeth hits Misty hard and she goes down.]

MISTY:

(impact grunt; panting) You... (sobs) hit me!

MARYBETH:

(os) Yeah. And if you don't shut up, I'm gonna kick your teeth out.

MISTY:

You cruel... stupid... slutty...

MARCUS:

(os) Guys, we don't have time for this!

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) I just wanna make it stop. Please. I just wanna wake up.

BEN:

We have to keep moving away from that house.

MARYBETH:

It don't matter. (beat) This is his swamp. He's just gonna kill us all.

BEN:

There's gotta be something that we can do.

MARYBETH:

(shakes head) He is trapped in the night that he was killed. (beat) He's angry and he is scared. He's gonna mutilate anyone that comes near him.

BEN:

What if he's human? What if he never really died?

MARYBETH:

That thing was never human.

MARCUS:

Oh, shit. Guys, battery's not gonna last much longer.

BEN:

(os) All right. Let's go, let's go.

MARCUS:

Which way?

MARYBETH:

Um... (points) That way.

[Victor appears and they take off running.]

VICTOR:

(growling)

MISTY:

Ah! Ah!

BEN:

(os) Stop! Stop, guys! Guys, stop! (on camera) This is useless.  He's just gonna keep coming for us till we're all dead.

MARCUS:

Well, we can't stop running. What else are we gonna do?

BEN:

We can hurt him, ghost or not. Look, you saw how fast he fell when I stuck him back there. He went down when you shot him. (beat) I'm saying we fight back.

MARYBETH:

How?

BEN:

Misty, you got that lighter on you?

MISTY:

Oh, you wanna fight that monster with my lighter?

BEN:

Okay. There were some gas canisters back at the shed.

MARYBETH:

Were they full?

BEN:

I don't know. Maybe.

MISTY:

What? You wanna go back to the shed? (os) I thought the further we got from the house (on camera) the safer we get.

BEN:

If we don't kill him, he'll kill us all.

MISTY:

You're crazy!

MARCUS:

Man, you don't even know if there's gas in those cans, man.

BEN:

I know it's a better chance than we have running around in these woods gettin' picked off one-by-one.

MARYBETH:

No, you're right.

MISTY:

Everything is soaked. How are we gonna start a fire?

MARYBETH:

If one of us can get close enough to throw that gas on him...

BEN:

... we can light him up.

MISTY:

You're all high. No way! I am not ‑‑
MARCUS:

Do you have a better idea?

MISTY:

No.

MARCUS:

All right, let's do this. How?

[We are with the foursome walking through the woods.]

BEN:

All right. Hey, buy me some time in here, all right? (to Misty) Yell is you hear anything.

[Misty is left in the woods as Ben, Marcus, and Marybeth go on. Ben goes to the Barn.]

MARYBETH:

Okay.

MARCUS:

All right.

MARYBETH:

Okay. Ooo.

[We are with Misty in the woods. INTERCUT WITH Ben, Marcus, and Marybeth.]

MISTY:

(sighs)

MARYBETH:

You see anything?

MARCUS:

Nah.

(raccoon screeches)

BEN:

Ah!

[We are on Misty.]

BEN:

(os) I'm okay.

MARYBETH:

I don't like this. It's too quiet.

MARCUS:

All right, come on. Let's distract him. Hey, asshole, come out! We're right here!

MARYBETH:

Yeah. Come out and get us, Crowley. Where are you?

MARCUS:

Come on, you freak! You look like you've been molested by wolves!

MARCUS (cont'd):

(os) Show yourself, you ugly bastard!

MARYBETH:

Come and get me, Crowley.

MARCUS:

What? You afraid I'm'a whip your ass again, you little bitch!

[On Ben searching for bas.]

MARCUS (cont'd):

All right, come on. One-on-one. Me and you. I'll put my foot so far in you ass, you're gonna be pulling shoelaces out your teeth for a week.

[SERIES OF SHOTS.]

MARYBETH:

You see anything?

MARCUS:

Nothing.

[CAMERA FOCUSES on something in the bush.]

MARCUS:

Oh, shit! Ben, get outta there!

MARYBETH:

Ben!

[INT. BARN - Misty's head hits Ben.]

MARCUS:

(os) Hurry up! Get out!

BEN:

(gets hit) Oh. Ah, ah. Ooh.

[Victor is present.]

BEN:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

[As Victor charges Ben, Marybeth attacks him. Ben starts throwing gasoline on Victor. They go to the barn door and throw the lighter.]

VICTOR:

(on fire) (growling)

MARCUS:

Yes! Burn, bitch!

[Victor is fully ablaze, falls to the floor. Suddenly, it starts to rain.]

[thunder]

BEN:

You gotta be fucking kidding me!

[The rain is putting the fire out.]

MARCUS:

Now what?

MARYBETH:

Oh, just come on. Let's go. Let's go.

MARCUS:

Shit!

[Ben stops and stares.]

MARYBETH:

Ben! Ben! Hey! Look at me! All this bought us is time. Don't waste it. Come on!

[They take off running through the woods. They come to an end.]

MARYBETH:

(sobbing; panting) This way. There's gotta be a path that leads in the cemetery.

[EXT. CEMETERY]

BEN:

Shit. (points) Over here.

[They run further into the cemetery and end up at a fence.]

BEN:

(panting) All right. Let's follow this till we find an opening.

[SERIES OF SHOTS of them running in the cemetery.]

MARYBETH:

(moaning)

BEN:

There it is.

MARYBETH:

Thank god.

[As Marybeth moves toward the gate, Victor appears.]

VICTOR:

(growls)

MARYBETH:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

VICTOR:

(swinging grunts) (throws hatchet) (growls)

ALL:

(running and screaming)

[Victor is chasing after them.]

MARCUS:

Aaaaah! Aaaah!

(thunder)

MARCUS:

He's coming! Go!

MARYBETH:

Ah! Aaaah! Ah! There's the gate! Ah!

[When they get to the gate, it is chained. Victor is on top of Ben. Slobber comes out of Victor's mouth into Ben's.]

BEN:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

MARYBETH:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

BEN:

Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!

VICTOR:

(growling)

MARCUS:

Oh, shit!

MARYBETH:

(screaming)

[Marybeth kicks Victor and he gets up off Ben.]

VICTOR:

(grunting)

MARCUS:

Shit! Oh! He got me. (struggling grunts) Guys!

MARYBETH:

(screams)

MARCUS:

Guys, he's gonna break me in half!

MARYBETH:

(kicking grunts)

MARCUS:

Oh! Oh!

VICTOR:

(moaning growls)

[They are off and running again until they stop.]

MARYBETH:

Ah! (sobbing)

BEN:

(coughing)

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) That was the only gate.

MARCUS:

Aw, damn, man. It's back into the woods.

[Victor grabs Marcus and is crushing him.]

VICTOR:

(growls)

MARYBETH:

(screams)

MARCUS:

(weakly) Run!

BEN:

No!

MARYBETH:

No! Come on.

[Victor throws Marcus to the ground and pulls off his arms.]

MARCUS:

Oh! Oh! Oh, oh! Aaaah!

VICTOR:

(growls)

[Ben and Marybeth run through the gate. Ben stops and looks back to see Victor picking up Marcus' body and slamming it until it comes apart.]

MARYBETH:

Come on.

VICTOR:

(growling)

[EXT. WOOD - Ben and Marybeth are running.]

MARYBETH:

(running; sobbing)

BEN:

(vomiting sounds)

MARYBETH:

No!

BEN:

(vomiting; coughing; spits) Marcus! (coughing) I can't ‑‑ I can't go any further. (sobbing)

MARYBETH:

Yes you can. Come on. (panting) I think I hear the river. Come on. Oh, we're not gonna die out here, okay! Come on!

BEN:

(sobbing)

[Victor pulls a rod out of the gate.]

VICTOR:

(pulling grunt)

[Back with Marybeth and Ben at the river.]

MARYBETH:

No. No! No! Don't get in there. Not in there.

BEN:

Then where do we go?

[Victor stabs Ben's foot with the rod from the gate.]

BEN & MARYBETH:

Aah! Aah! Aah! Aah!

VICTOR:

(growling)

MARYBETH & BEN:

(screaming)

BEN:

(os) The other way! Come on!

MARYBETH:

Push against the pole! (puts hand over his mouth) Push against the pole with your knee!

[As Victor comes charging for them, they bend the pole to aim directly at him. Victor runs right into it.]

VICTOR:

(charging growl)

VICTOR:

(heavy exhale; spits)

MARYBETH:

(sobbing) Come on.

BEN:

Ah! (coughing)

[Ben gets his foot free. We are in another part of the woods near the river.]

BEN:

(coughing)

MARYBETH:

I gotcha. I gotcha. Okay. Okay.

[They see a boat at the river's edge.]

MARYBETH:

That's my daddy's boat. (beat) Come on. Come on.

[EXT. RIVER - Marybeth and Ben are in the boat.]

MARYBETH:

(re: blouse) Here. (sniffing) Use this.

[Ben wraps her blouse around his foot.]

MARYBETH:

(cries)

BEN:

Hey. Hey. Thanks... for sticking with me back there.

MARYBETH:

(cries)

BEN:

No.

MARYBETH:

(crying) He killed my daddy. (crying) And Ainsley.

BEN:

Listen... We're alive. (laughs) We made it.

MARYBETH:

(sobs) I know.

[Suddenly, Victor appears, hits the boat and Marybeth goes in the water.]

VICTOR:

(growls)

BEN:

No. Marybeth!

[We see Marybeth underwater struggling.]

BEN:

Marybeth!

[Marybeth sees Ben's hand in the water and she reaches for it. When she comes up, there is Victor holding Ben's arm. She sees Ben laying on the boat with no arm.]

VICTOR:

(overlap) (growling)

MARYBETH:

(overlap) (screaming)

[END CREDITS ROLL]




THE END
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