FADE | N
| NT. ABANDONED S| LVER M NE, DARK CAVE - DAY
SUPER: " ABOUT SI X MONTHS AGO'

Water droplets echo in the dimy lit room The walls give
the inpression of a hidden cavern. Cccasional chunks drop
fromthe crunbling walls, and click in the darkness.

In the mddle of the rooma CAPTIVE MAN sits, with head
tilted, in a warped wooden chair. He snores. H's hands and
| egs are bound with old bristly rope. He wears worn bl ue

j eans and ni ce brown hiking boots.

A silver plated pistol is tucked in his belt. On his head,
he dons a short, stained burlap hood, with two ragged eye
holes. On the floor in the corner, an oil lanp flickers.

Its light briefly shines on soneone else bound to a chair in

t he shadows, on the far side of the cave. The light flickers
again on a pair of legs wth blue jeans and ol d brown boots.
Crunbl i ng sounds echo in the chanber. The captive man suddenly
jolts awake panting. He rubs his head and npans.

CAPTI VE MAN (V. Q)
(sl urpi ng sound)
Ah!  Uh! \Vere am|1?

The captive man | ooks slowy around the room He struggles
to move his right arm but it's tied down. He peers out of
the hood's eye holes at a shadow that noves.

CAPTI VE MAN ( CONT' D)
(1 oud hoarse voi ce)
What is this? Who's there?

He hears a sound behind himand tries to turn his head.
Anot her sound conmes fromhis right side. He turns his head
vigorously fromside to side. A |arge SHADOW noves.

SHADOW
(whi spery grow )
Way didn't you just drop it.

H s shocked bl oodshot eyes settle on the nenacing creature.
CAPTIVE MAN S P. O V.

The tall and muscul ar humanoi d WEREWOLF stands up on its
hind legs. Wth glowing blue white eyes that flash anger,
it fully emerges fromthe shadows. It glides toward him
except for a small linp inits gait. As it rushes himfrom
t he shadows, the view of it crinkles as he squints.



BACK TO SCENE
| NT. ABANDONED SI LVER M NE, DARK CAVE - DAY
The hybrid werewol f towers over the chair, dwarfing him

WEREWOL F
(raspy human voi ce)
You shoul d have left well enough
al one! What do | do with you two...

CAPTI VE MAN
Let us go...

The captive man's eyes rove over the WEREWOLF. It has a shock
of bristly white hair on its head. On its body, less hair
than a wol f, but nore than a human. It's sinew nuscles
ripple as it noves. It's rib cage, accentuated. |It's claws
click and echo in the chanber |ike a sporadic tap dancer.

It suddenly grabs a thick wooden crate on the floor. 1In a
rage it snaps it to pieces with the fingers of it's right
clawed hand. Splinters fly in all directions. Sone splinters
enbed, marring it's right clawed hand. Bl ood runs.

It throws its head back and roars. Veins bulge onit's thick
throat, it's Adamis apple junps. Spittle and steam courses
through the air. The how reverberates in the darkness.

CAPTI VE MAN (V. O.) (CONT' D)
(shaki ng)
There is no such thing as Werewol ves.

The captive man shakes his head and squeezes his eyes tightly
shut. Tears stream He struggles and strains against the
ropes. The twine bites into his wists and chafes them

The Werewol f stares at himknow ngly.

VEREWOL F
(grow i ng)
Yessss. Believe it! ...I EXIST
The captive man sits in silence, eyes still closed and head

bowed. Hi's shoul ders suddenly tense up as the creature's
snaggl et oot h snout noves within an inch of his face.

Saliva drools over long yellow ridged fangs. Hot fetid breath
bl ows out as the man pulls his head back, coughing. Flies
buzz and flit around his head. Msquitoes nip at his ankl es.

The Werewol f smiles and suddenly slaps the man |ightly across
the face. |It's sharp black claws | eave snall marks on the
hood. Blood slowy fills into the marks, soaking through

the hood. The Werewol f chuckles to itself, then grow s.



CAPTI VE MAN
(screans)
Ahhhh! Nohhh! Pl ease don't kill ne!

VEREWOL F
(raspy grow)
| have to kill you...

CAPTI VE MAN
(exasper at ed)
VWE won't turn you in...l prom se!

VEREWOL F
(raspy grow)
That's why you both nust DI E

The Werewol f suddenly | ashes out and hits the captive man in
t he head, knocking hi munconsci ous. Ragged hairy veins bul ge
on its neck as it lifts its snout inthe air. It barks and
coughs out a loud, chilling how.

EXT. MONTANA W LDERNESS CABI N FRONT PORCH - DAY
SUPER: " A WEEK EARL| ER"

BILL, 51 years old, a husky rugged | ooking guy with brown
graying hair, sits on a old wooden rocking chair. He wears
dark bl ue jeans and snazzy bl ack hi king boots. He

met hodi cally dials a nunber on his cell phone.

Bl LL
Lets see what excuse it is this tine!

Bill gently pats his dog, a smaller but grizzled mutt. The
dog | ooks up at himw th noist understandi ng eyes.

Bl LL ( CONT' D)
Yeah... ny brother is a pain in the
ass... but you are such a good
boy...CUJO You rem nd ne of Butch.

DI SSCLVE TO
I NT. CABIN KI TCHEN CHI CAGO - DAY

TOM a 53 year old stocky guy, thick brown hair with flecks
of silver, sits at the kitchen table. He wears worn jeans,
a blue polo shirt, and nice brown hiking boots.

He eats heartily froma full plate of assorted breakfast
favorites. He devours sone eggs over easy, as yolk spills
onto his bacon. A stack of toast, and nound of pancakes,
drowning in syrup, surround the eggs and bacon.
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Tom huns as he eats away. Hi s phone rings. He continues
chewing with an irritable |ook. He w pes his syrupy hands
and gently picks up his cell phone as it rings and rings.

TOM
Yeah! Hello? Oh...it's you..
(mouth full)

BILL (O S.)
Didn't you get ny nessage?
TOM
Yeah. ..
BILL (O S.)

Way didn't you call nme back? Just
stuffin' your fat face, as usual!

TOM
Damm.  Shuddup Bill! I'm a busy
man, unlike your sorry ass..

BILL (O S.)
VWhatever...l'll be at Dad's cabin
tonmorrow by noon. You com ng or what?

TOM
| got so nmuch going...with this case.
We'l|l fuckin' see.

BILL (O S.)
God damm Toml  Don't you give a shit!
He IS your father too!

TOM
Yeah...alright. You know |I'm com ng!

Tom stuffs his nmouth. Syrup dri bbl es.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Maybe Dad went south for a few days,
ya ever think of that genius?

BILL (O S.)
NO His truck is sitting in his
driveway, |nspector C ousseau..

There is a long silent pause.

BILL (O S.) (CONT' D
"1l meet you at Dad's around noon.
If he is there, and this is all much
ado, we are going to talk about a

script. ..
( MORE)



BILL (O S.) (CONT D)

(pause)
If he's not there, then I'l| be at
the sheriff station, k!
TOM
Alright! Aright... 1I'l'l drive up
early tonorrow norning.
BILL (O S.)
See you there.
TOM (V. O)

A script?
DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. MONTANA, CABIN OFFICE - NI GHT

Bill sits at his old hickory desk. He puts his cell phone
down on the desktop. A rustic corona typewiter rests on a
wooden wal |l shelf behind him Next to it are braided scripts,
stacked on top of each other.

Hs laptop is on the mddle of the desk, casting a blue gl ow
on the stack of printed pages that sits nearby. On the front
page is the title "MNE - My Dad's Story." He stares at the

page and shrugs. Cujo's tail wags, thunping against his

leg. H's brow furrows as he affectionately pets him

Bl LL
Cujo! | wite, and I wll make a
great script one day...
Cujo looks up at Bill with sad eyes as he salivates.
FLASHBACK

| NT. CH CAGO W LDLI FE SHOW - DAY
SUPER: " ABOUT A YEAR EARLI ER'

A squat BULLDOG shanbl es al ong on a | eash as his DOG OANER

wal ks himdown a crowded aisle. Only his worn brown boots

are visible. There are many booths w th backdrops depicting
wildlife and nature. The dog owner wal ks to the end of the
ai sl e and approaches the |ast booth draped in ani mal skins,
pelts and vests. His dog softly grow s.

A SHORTER MAN wal ks up next to the dog owner. He has a hat
on and you cannot see his face. Whitish bushy hair | eaks
out fromthe edges of his cap. They all face the booth. A
grizzled MMAN in a red and bl ack flannel shirt, behind the
booth, turns around to greet themw th a wavering smle.
The dog grow s again.



DOG ONNER
(stern voice)
Qui et BUTCH

The shorter man | eans in and whispers to the dog owner.

SHORTER MAN
We can be young again..
FLANNEL MAN
(clears his throat)
Hello gents, what'll it be?
But ch whinpers at his ower's feet. Face still not visible,

Butch's owner peers past the Flannel man, at a strange furry
vest draped over his chair that sits behind him The fl annel
man notices his gaze and follows it. H's eyes finally rest
on his unique vest.

FLANNEL MAN ( CONT' D)
(vehenent|y)
No sir! There is only one other
vest like this in the whole worl d!
That's not for sale, period!

The shorter man, face not visible, grunts and wal ks off.

SHORTER NMAN
Cnmon let's go, damm it! | knew it!
(pause)
K. | amgoing to wal k around a

bit. Find me in the fishing aisles.

The dog owner remains fixed, staring at the unique furry
vest. Butch sits at his feet and salivates.

END FLASHBACK
| NT. MONTANA, CABIN OFFI CE - NI GHT

Bill stares into Cujo's eyes. Behind himon the wall is a
blurry picture of Tomin uniform

| NT. CHI CAGO POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Desks are scattered around the main hall. Many police
officers work at them Sone officers wear uniforns and sone
don't. Tomsits at a gray netal desk, on a chair with rollers.
Hi s stomach bul ges slightly over his belt, pushing his beige
dress shirt out around his waist.

H s desk is coated with nessy stacks of paper. A book with a
shiny cover on silver mning sits on the edge of his desk.
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Next to the book is a small franmed photo. It is of Tomin
uniformwith a very pretty, younger African American wonan,
in her 30s wwth |ong, beautiful and wavy hair.

Manilla file folders crisscross in | oose bundl es across the
top of his nearby netal 3 drawer file cabinet. M ssing persons
flyers and photos line the cork board behind his desk. There
is asnall flat screen across fromhim nounted on the wall.
Tom hears soneone clear their throat.

VA CE
Tom you are cleared to go.

Tom | ooks up with wide eyes as a brown file fol der drops
onto the mddle of his desk. It shifts all of the other
precariously perched papers. He scoops it up in surprise and
catches anot her stack of papers that alnost fall off the
desk. He smles at CAPTAIN SM THENS. 58 years ol d, brown
hair flecked with nultiple sprouts of gray.

A news report abruptly plays on the flat screen. Tom nods
and watches the Captain walk away. H's patent |eather shoes
clip clop on the hard grey floor of the 35th precinct.

CAPTAI N SM THENS
(di stant voice)
Tom don't go chasi ng anything
i magi nary up there..

The captain enters his corner office. Tom hears crinkling
and | ooks behind himon his cubicle wall and sees a picture
of big foot tacked on. He hears laughing in the distance.
On the top of the sheet is witten "BIG FOOT KILLER!"

TOM
(out 1 oud)
Real funny, norons!

Tom grabs the picture and crunples it. He picks up the
tel evision renote on his desk and presses the vol une button.
The news report on the flat screen becones audi bl e.

REPORTER
...person goes mssing up in the
northern woods of the M chigan U. P

A shot of sone deep woods fl ashes on the screen.
EXT. ANVIL U P. HAROLD S OLD M CH GAN CABI N - MORNI NG
The sun cracks the orange horizon as Tomdrives up in his

shiny maroon 4x4. He pulls into a large dirt drive, behind a
weat her beaten bl ack truck.



INT. TOM S TRUCK - DAY

Tom scratches his chin. He |ooks sleepy. He abruptly yawns
and stretches. He closes his eyes and | eans the seat back.
He suddenly falls asl eep and snores.

LATER

Tom suddenly conmes to. He coughs hinmself awake. He | ooks
around in surprise. He touches his power w ndow, it cones
qui ckly down. He sticks his head out and | ooks around
outside. He nods to hinself inrelief, with a smle. He
sees a dated silver sedan parked next to the black truck.

TOM (V. Q)
Damm! Dad' s here?

Tom gets out of his truck and closes the door. He slowy
wal ks up toward the front door. He pauses and stares at the
front of the cabin in a daze. From a distance, sone kind of
movenent catches his eye. He wal ks closer to the cabin.

He peers through the front door's thick, opaque glass side
w ndow panes. Sl eepy, he yawns again. He sees what appears
to be two obscured, human sil houettes that nove around. He
shakes his head to clear it.

TOM (V. Q) (CONT' D)
| must be dreamn'...

He | ooks again and the sil houettes are gone. He rubs his
eyes in bew | dernent. He | ooks sl eepy and yawns out | oud.

TOM (V. O, ) (CONT' D)
| nmust be going nuts! He's got to
be at the Sheriff's..

Tom s hand reaches for the front doorknob. He stretches and
| ets out another |oud yawn. He grabs and turns the doorknob.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N SUN ROOM - DAY

Tom peaks inside. Dust fills the sunbeans in the air. He
slowy wal ks in and heads into the famly room his eyes
searchi ng the cabin.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN FAM LY ROOM - DAY
Tomwal ks up to the old recliner and flops down in it. He

lays in the recliner with his eyes closed. He cocks his
head as though he hears sonet hi ng.



TOM
Dad, Bill? Are you guys here?

DI SSCLVE TO
INT. ANVIL U P. MCH GAN, SHERI FF' S OFFI CE - DAY

The roomis nostly nmade of wood planks. The air in the room
has a glowing, foggy look to it. The blinds on all the w ndows
are drawn shut. Miuted sunlight sporadically filters into the
room On the main wall is a |large noose head with enornous
antlers. On the opposing wall is a massive buck head with a
huge ten point antler rack. There are several desks littered
across the large room

The | arge oak desk sits against the far wall with a enornous
stuffed wolf head just inches behind it. The wolf's nouth
is open as if it's reaching for BOBBY HERON, Chief Deputy
Sheriff. He is 55 years old, rugged and tan, brown bl ond
hair, wth nuggets of silver. Bill sits inpatiently tapping
his foot in front of him

BOBBY
What do you nake of all this?
Bl LL
Hard to say...| thought YQU could

shed nore light on all of this.
Bobby shrugs.

BOBBY
| s your brother com ng?

Bobby | ooks at his watch. There is suddenly a soft knock at
t he wooden front door.

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
(out 1 oud)
Come on in, you know it's open!

The doorknob turns and Tom suddenly barges in. Bright
sunlight spills into the gloony office. He wal ks up and
stands in front of Bill. They glare at each other. Bobby
| ooks at themw th tense eyes. Tomslowy smles. Bil
sighs and gives hima big hug. Bobby | ooks relieved.

TOM
| dropped by the cabin first, then
fell asleep in that recliner..

BI LL
(per pl exed)
Just listen to this...from Dad.
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They both sit. Bill |ooks up at Bobby. Bobby shrugs and
rifles through papers on his cluttered desk. A loud crinkling
of paper echoes through the room Bobby stares at Tom

BOBBY
HAROLD mai led this to us. W just
received it two days ago, we went to
his cabin but he wasn't there..

Bobby opens a large manilla envel ope stuffed with contents.
He pulls out a letter, it crinkles loudly. He reads al oud.

BOBBY ( CONT' D)

Bill, I want you to cone up here as
soon as possible. | amfinally ready
to wite the last great script of
scripts with you...it wll be all

yours! Call your brother and invite
hi mup here too. W will go through
my private gun collection. | am
ready to give the silver .45 to him
See you boys soon. Love Dad.

Bobby takes a long breath. He |ooks at Tom and Bill

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
Well, oddly it's kind of a bucket
list of sorts...nmybe.

Tom shrugs and | aughs at Bill.

TOM
Vell, you get your script after all.

Bl LL

(gl aring)
Awv shuddup already! Silver surfer!

Tom gl ares back at Bill and his eyes drift behi nd Bobby.
There are two | arge pictures of m ssing people posted on the
wall. Tomstares at these pictures, underneath are a
multitude of smaller pictures. One is of two younger guys

wi th dark hair, one clean-cut and the other straggly | ooking.

Anot her picture is of a younger, attractive African American
woman in strange garb. Bill follows Tom s eyes over to the
pi ctures and then rest on Tom Their eyes lock. Startl ed,
Tom junps up in anger pointing at the photos and yelling.

TOM
VWhat ? Do you have m ssing peopl e up
here? Wat the hell is all this?

| s Dad m ssing, or not?
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Bill slowy nods. Bobby gives himan odd | ook of surprise.
Tom gestures again toward the m ssing people photos. Bil
puts his hands out to calm Tom

Bl LL
Tom calmdown and |listen..

BOBBY
Quys...guys! Al we have is the
letter your dad sent us. We went to
check on himand he wasn't hone!

TOM
(softly)
Then he's m ssing...

BOBBY
(surprised | ook)
Technically, NO That would be after
48 hours of himm ssing...so that, |
guess, would be right now So, you
have 48 hours to find him

Bl LL
(whi spers)

Tom sits back down and shrugs. Wth skepticism he raises
his eyebrows and casually points at the m ssing peopl e photos.

TOM
So, you have nore than just Harold
m ssi ng up here?

BOBBY
Look Tom | know you're a Chicago
detective...but | think your Dad may
have just wandered off.

Bill junps up in anger.

Bl LL
Bul I shit! M Dad's coherent!
Sonet hi ng' s happened, | know it!
Tom gl ances at Bill and then glares at a perpl exed Bobby.
BOBBY
VWat the hell did | do wong, Tonf
TOM
Crmon Bill, lets go.
Bill gives Toman inquisitive | ook, then shrugs. Bobby

reaches in his desk drawer and pulls out a business card.
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BOBBY
Here is ny private cell nunber.
Just don't go taking the lawinto
your own damn hands now

Tom gi ves hima sarcastic hush I ook. Bill grabs Bobby's
card and holds it up in the light. He m sses the subtle
exchange between Bobby and Tom Bobby points to the two
m ssi ng people photos on the wall.

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
Ri ght now | have ny team searching...
for this supposedly m ssing couple.
They probably left the area, and
didn't tell anybody. Renenber, there
are so many places to explore up

here, |ike deep m ne shafts and..
Bl LL

But Harold's truck is in the driveway!
BOBBY

Yes, it is. So?
TOM

Well...doesn't that seemodd to you?

Bobby jerks his head back to stare at Tom agitated.

BOBBY
(rai ses eyebrows)
Maybe! But right now I've got other
pressing matters as you can see.

TOM
(nods)
Yeah, but our Dad is m ssing!

Bl LL
(sarcastic)
He's 82, and now you care Tom  Wen
is the last tinme YOU cane up to visit?

TOM
Shit, Bill. You nental m dget!
VWhat di fference does that nake? |'m

here now | canme up here because you
invited ne...and he is ny Dad too!

Bl LL
Yeah, but he has been com ng up here
for years. You could have conme up
before this to see him
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TOM

Well, let's not get into all that...
Bl LL

O course not!
TOM

You ni serable, worthless...|l can't

believe this shit!

Bobby stands off to the side with his head down.

Bl LL

Damm you! Wiy did you really cone?
TOM

Screw you Bill! |I'"msure you were

only comng just to have him hel p
you with one of your great and
wonderful scripts that never pay you
a dinme, right?

Bl LL
Yeah whatever...and you're finally
up here for that rare gun, right?

TOM
well, M. Witer, while you try to
hold a candle to Dad's witing |egacy,
sone of us have to do real work!

Bl LL
(angry)
Dam you. ..
Bobby | ooks up and throws his hands in the air. Flustered,
he gets between Tomand Bill as the argunent heats up.
BOBBY

Jesus! Hey guys, did you forget
that 1'mright here? Try to get
al ong and go find your Dad.

They all | ook at each other and nod w th understandi ng.
Bill and Tomslowy wal k out of the police station.
Bl LL

Let me ride with you...honeboy!

TOM
Didn't you drive here, Bilbo?

DI SSCLVE TQO
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EXT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN - DAY

Bill and Tomskid up in front of the old worn cabin at the
top of the hill. A dust cloud forns as they park behind an
ol d sun-faded black truck that's in front of the garage door

Par ked next to the black truck is a dated silver sedan.
They step out of their truck and | ook around. They wal k up
to the front door of the cabin. Bill Iooks into the cabin
t hrough the blurry front door pane w ndow.

Tom wal ks on the right side of the cabin and peeks through a
side wi ndow. Meanwhil e RUSS suddenly appears across the
street in front of another cabin. A large man, 74, deep

wri nkl es around his eyes, bald with peppered 5 o' cl ock shadow.
He wears a strange animal skin vest with thick fur around

its collar and edges over a flannel shirt. He sports blue

j eans and ol d brown boots.

Russ deliberately crosses the street and wal ks toward Harol d's
cabin. He carries a bundle of keys on a | arge key ring.
They jingle like bells in the distance.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN KI TCHEN - DAY

A nouse trap suddenly catches an inquisitive nouse, snapping
it's neck. The norbid crack echoes through the room A
broom | eani ng agai nst the wall begins to slide down.

Qutside, Tom s face is plastered against the kitchen w ndow,
fogging it as he stares in. The broomlands with a | oud
clatter on the floor. Tom cringes and yanks his face back.

EXT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N - DAY

Tom runs down the side of the cabin as Bill walks up to him
Tom grabs him by the arm

TOM
| heard noises frominside the house!
| could have sworn soneone was in
the cabin. Mybe...Dad is here!

Bl LL

C mon!  The house is enpty!
TOM

I"'mtelling ya, | heard a | oud noi se!
Bl LL

XK. ... fine, you're right! Hey!
(pointing to Russ)
Looks |Ii ke he saw us arrive...
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Russ is few feet away fromthem a bit short of breath. He
| eans agai nst the bed of the maroon truck.

RUSS
Ni ce truck! | say, nice truck

Tom nods in thanks. Russ shakes hands with Tom Tom | ooks
down and sees ragged scars on his hand. Russ quickly pulls
hi s hand back and turns to give Bill a hug.

Bl LL
How are you buddy?

RUSS
Hanging in there... and
(1 ooks at Tom
Wo is this fell ow?

Bl LL
My brother, Tom
RUSS
(to Tom
|"m Russ. | figured, you nust be

Harol d's other son...first tinme here?

TOM
Yep!

Russ holds up the large key ring in front of Tomand Bill

RUSS
Sorry this thing happened... | stopped
by as usual Monday norning to see if
he wanted to go to the store. Truck
was there, the door was open..

Bl LL
Open?
RUSS
VWll, it wasn't locked...l called

his nane al oud, went in | ooked al
over! Basenent attic, barn, shed!

Not hi ng! Doors are all |ocked now. ..
Bl LL

We just saw Chi ef Bobby.
RUSS

| was there two days ago... There is

sonet hi ng wong guys!

Bl LL
Definitely...
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TOM
Was he sick?

RUSS
He woul d have said sonething. He
seened nore virile than ever

Bl LL
W will find him

RUSS
"1l give you a map of the area..
there is a big old silver mne. So,
bring sonme ropes and be careful,
there are really deep shafts - so
bring flashlights.

TOM
Don't worry old tinmer, we can pul
the map up on our smart phones..

RUSS
Those things don't work well up here,
and those digital maps, they don't
have all the real details..

Russ grins. Tomand Bill | ook at each other, then at Russ.

TOM
YES SIR!

Russ rubs his grizzled chin and sm |l es.
RUSS

Alittle respect goes a | ong way,
but you better take a gun with you!

TOM
(1 ooks surprised)
What for?
RUSS

Bears and WOLVES! Al so, your Dad

had a penchant for silver, he probably
went into the old silver mne. So,
you may need a gun for protection
fromthe humans around here as well!

BILL (V.Q)
Had a penchant ?

Di stracted, Tom shows his sidearmto Russ.
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TOM
(flashes his badge)
Al ways packi ng buddy. ..

Bl LL
Yeah, he's the cluel ess detective...
they are always one step behind and
they sleep with their guns! And
sonetinmes if they' re |ucky, a woman!
They' re the damm wol ves!

(grins)
Russ gets a good | augh out of that. Tom nods in sarcasm
TOM
Wl f huh? Ahhhooooo!
(1 oudly)

A faint how sounds in the distance. They |ook startl ed.

TOM ( CONT' D)
Shit, what was that?
Bl LL
Probably coyote, right Russ?
Bill |ooks unsure. Russ slowy nods.
RUSS

Maybe coyote. M ght want to bring a
rifle too... Harold had a 30/30 behind
the main entrance door... | oaded.

TOM
Way so nmuch firepower Russ? Just
for coyotes?

Russ squints at him

RUSS
There are many things in these woods.
Everybody is after silver these days!

Bl LL
Wy silver?

Tom suddenly frowns as he stares at the house. He notices
that the second floor curtain nmakes a slight novenent.

TOM
Hey! D d you see that?

Bl LL
What ?
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Tom points at the w ndow on the second floor. Russ glances
qui ckly at the w ndow and shrugs.

TOM

| could swear the curtain noved!

Russ smles a bit. Bill |ooks exasperated.
Bl LL

The house is enpty I nspector Gadget!

Russ laughs. Bill shakes his head. Tomstares intently at
t he wi ndow, | ooking at the curtain. Russ taps Tomon the
shoul der, startling him

RUSS
Probably the heat vent bl ow ng..
Here...these are all the keys from
your dad's house. My wife used to
cl ean the house once every ot her
week for him..she's gone now.

Tomand Bill | ook at each other, then Russ with sorrow.
TOM
Sorry. Well Dad's a pretty neat guy.
Tom keeps staring at the wndow. Bill clears his throat.
Bl LL
Yeah, he has lots of stuff... but

neat...very neat!

Wth slightly noist eyes, Russ holds up the carabiner clip
that is | oaded with keys. He separates two sets of keys.

RUSS
There are three full sets...so here.
Tom and Bill each grab their set.
TOM

Thought you said three?
Russ pauses with a small wy smle holding up the clip.

RUSS
Smart! Caught that, huh?

Tomsmles. Bill |ooks oblivious. Tomlaughs at him Bil
wat ches Russ adjust the fur collar on his vest.

TOM
Well, at least "I" caught that!
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RUSS
Harol d gave ne this set to hold onto.
You know your dad, just in case...the
others were always for you two. He
doesn't trust too many people accept
me and LOU. See ya round boys.

Russ | aughs. Tom | ooks at Bill, who shrugs.
TOM
Wo the hell's Lou?
Bl LL
Lou's dad's buddy...
RUSS
Tom you'll nmeet Lou soon enough.

Russ | ooks up at the second floor wi ndow and smles. Bil
slowy unlocks the front door and enters into the sun room
Tom foll ows closely and cl oses the door with a soft click.

I NT. OLD CABI N SUN ROOM - DAY

In eerie silence Tomand Bill |ook around. Sunbeans shine
t hrough the room Dust particles peacefully float. They see
the large cloth arnoire, and stare at the pictures on the
wall. Many pairs of shoes are neatly arranged by the door.

Bill unzips the cloth arnoire and sees all of his dad s coats.
Al of a sudden a rifle slides down onto Toms armfromthe
side of the arnoire, startling both of them

TOM
Fuck!

Bl LL
Alittle junpy, shit!

TOM
VWl |l yeah! That Russ is a little
creepy...don't you think?

Bill gives himan incredul ous | ook and picks up the rifle He
holds it up and looks at it a bit closer. Bill |eans the
rifle on the side of the arnmbire. Then he wal ks toward the
door that leads into the inner part of the cabin.

Bl LL
Nice old tube fed .22, typical Dad.

TOM
Maybe that was his squirrel gun? O
for Coyotes?
(shrugs)
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Bl LL
Alright...lets see what we can see?

Tom sl oWy nods and wal ks up and unl ocks the door. He quietly
turns the knob. It softly creaks as the door opens a crack.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN LI VING ROOM - DAY

Bill and Tomcreep into the living room Light filters in

t hrough cracks in the shades. Bits of dust float sporadically
through the air. In the front corner, a 12 gauge shotgun
stands close to the door next to a few wal king sticks. The
roomis quite neat, everything is orderly.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N OFFI CE - DAY

The door is wide open, with a good view of the living room
The wooden desk with a laptop in the center is tidy. A nearby
shelf filled with files, is well marked and detailed. Bil
and Tomwal k in. Tomwal ks up to the desk. Wth a snug | ook,
he admres the shelf. He runs his fingers across the tops

of all the manilla file folders. He picks up a folder.

Bl LL
Looks a little |ike your office.
(sarcastic)

TOM
Not even close kiddo! My files aren't
that orderly... It's nore |ike your
cabin! You sure took after Dad.

Bill | ooks at Tomand smles. They admre the surroundi ngs.
Several colorful novie posters adorn the wall behind the
desk. Tom suddenly focuses on the file in his hand.
Meanwhi l e, Bill wal ks back out into the living room

| NT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N LI VING ROOM - DAY

Bill | ooks around the roomat the other wooden pl anked walls.
He spots several aninmal pelts hanging on wooden pegs. There
is a fourth bare peg with nothing hanging fromit. On the
other far wall there are several stuffed trophies.

| NT. CABIN OFFI CE - DAY

Tomfiddles with the file folder and pulls out newspaper
clippings of photos and headlines. He lays themall flat on
the desk and stares at themintently.

| NSERT: NEWSPAPER HEADLI NES:

" ANOTHER HI KER GOES M SSI NG | N THE W LDERNESS! "

" STRANGE BEAR- LI KE CREATURE SPOTTED I N THE WOODS'
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BACK TO SCENE
I NT. CABIN OFFI CE - DAY

Tom stares in paranoia through the doorway at Bill, who is
imrersed in the dead wildlife that graces the cabin walls.
Tom qui ckly stuffs all the clippings back in the file folder.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN KI TCHEN - DAY

Tom wal ks in, past a |large wooden table. On top are 4 pads
of paper, laying on top of each other. He spots the broom
on the floor. He gazes at the small, curled dead nouse that
lay stiff in the trap. He starts | aughing.

TOM
A fucking nmouse trap... And a broom

BILL (O S.)
(fromother room
VWhat ... ?

TOM

(yells)
It was a broom

(whi spers)
Real | y? Bed knobs and broonsticks?
Damm, | solved that nurder

Tom opens the fridge and sorts through |lunch neats. He checks
the dates and they all appear fresh. He nods in surprise.

I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN LI VING ROOM - DAY

Bill pauses in front of an old open book that lay on the
little side table. Distracted, he suddenly | ooks away at a
| arge picture hanging on the wall, above the table.

| NSERT: " TEXT ON BOOK PACGE"

"...Herodotus nentioned a tribe from Scythia that transforned
into wol ves once every year for several days, and then changed
back to their human shape.™

BACK TO SCENE

| NT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N LI VING ROOM - DAY

Bill smles at the blown up picture that hangs next to a
wolf pelt on the wall. In it is Harold, Tom and hi nself,
dining at a secluded table at a classy Chicago Italian
restaurant. He gently takes it down.

FLASHBACK
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INT. DOM NI CO S RI STORANTE - NI GHT

HAROLD, 78 years old, clean shaven, fit build, with clear
eyes and salt and pepper hair. He wears jeans, a flannel
shirt and old worn brown boots. He sits with Tom and Bil

at a back table. The waiter conmes with their steam ng pasta
di shes. One plate is of deep dish pizza.

Bl LL
That's right, bring that Chicago
deep dish right over to ne!
Tom and Harol d | ook at each other and | augh at Bill.

TOM
At a classy joint, you order pizza?

Har ol d nods | aughi ng.

HAROLD

That's Bill, loves his deep dish!
Bl LL

Hey. | know all the good spots in

Chi -town. @uess what ?

TOM
Yeah, what Bill?
(sarcastic)

Bill froms at Tom
Bl LL
k, don't spoil it for nme. Dad,
finally have ny own script idea. It

is a culinary nob dranmedy! All about
Chi cago food, and a nob cooki ng
contest where the best dish wns..

HARCOLD

VWw. Wat's the title?
BI LL

Don Appetit!
HARCOLD

That's fantasti co!

Bill nods and snugly smles at Tomand takes a |large bite of
his splendid cheesy deep dish pizza. Tomato sauce gushes.

END FLASHBACK
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I NT. HAROLD S OLD CABIN LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Bill licks his lips smling. On the same wall, next to the
wol f pelt, is another large picture. In it is Harold, wearing
hunti ng gear, next to a short grizzled MAN with a full head

of white hair. They both smle as each has a foot on top of

a large wild boar, that |lay dead at their feet.

I NT. OLD CABI N KI TCHEN - DAY

Bill walks into the kitchen carrying the picture. Surprised,
he sees Tom hol ding a dead nouse in a trap, and the broom
TOM
The noise | heard when we were
outside...it was the nouse, this

damm broom probably bot h!
Bill nunbly nods, he holds up the picture.

Bl LL
Renmenber this?

TOM
Ch yeah! That's when dad cane down
to Chicago for his gallbladder..

Bl LL
That was...the last tine you saw
him \Wat a great dinner, huh?

TOM
Last year, right?
BI LL
Last October... | flewin then drove

hi mto Chicago...you net us, renenber?

Tom nods his head as he tosses the dead nouse into the garbage
can. He resets the trap and | eans the broomon the wall.

Bl LL ( CONT' D)
(1 ooks out back w ndow)
It all feels like yesterday...
everything | ooks the sane.

FLASHBACK
EXT. HAROLD S OLD CABI N FRONT GARACE - DAY

Bill stands next to Harold. They both shut the doors to the
bl ack sun baked truck, in front of the cabin garage.

Bl LL
W nmade it dad!
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Har ol d rubs his sonewhat bl oated | ooking stomach and w nces

in pain. Bill |ooks over wwth concern and rubs his back.

HAROLD

"' m ok son...
Bl LL

(sml es)

W' re hone dad.
HAROLD

Home sweet hone... sure don't want

to ever |eave again!
END FLASHBACK
| NT. OLD CABIN KI TCHEN - DAY
Bill stares out the window. Tom stands behi nd him

Bl LL
(whi spers)
Damm. \Were's dad?

TOM
Maybe he knew that he was at the end
of his road...and left.

Bl LL
Maybe. What about what Russ said,
that Dad had a thing for silver?
Maybe he neant coll oidal silver, ha!

TOM
Maybe its his health...l think it's
real silver, the mnes and stuff!

Bl LL
(curious | ook)
VWhat is it then? Wiy would he want
to horde silver...Russ said that?

TOM
There's that, and then what he said
about things in the woods!
(pause)
VWhat things? And if he really went
out there to die alone, then why the
hell would he send for us, like this?

LATER



