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The twittering of birds.
FADE | N:
EXT. FOREST - DAY

Butterflies, early bloons, golden shafts of sunlight roiling
with shimering notes. It's idyllic.

A BLOODHOUND bounds along a narrow trail, happy to be free,
sniffing and snuffling everything in reach.

A MAN behind him He's thirty, in a fedora, trousers and
suspenders over |long-johns, rifle on his shoulder. He | ooks
down with a smle at the LITTLE GRL at his side, chats with
her, points things out along the path.

She's beautiful, eight years old, white cotton dress and
sunhat. She skips beside him one hand in his, the other
trailing a yellow ribbon

They break through the trees into a |ovely neadow. Ch! A doe
stands in the tall grass, chewing on wldflowers, big brown

eyes watery and innocent. They stop, transfixed. The man
kneels next to the girl, armtight around her.

Suddenly, the deer FREEZES. Birds and insects go SILENT
The deer SCREAMS as it’'s yanked down into the tall grass,
di sappears, BLEATING to the sounds of wet nouths as the
meadow shudders.

The little girl is frozen, shaking. The dog | eaps about,
braying frantically. The man junps up as sonething barrels
toward them through the high grass. He readies the shotgun

Fromthe left and right, two nore paths in the grass train on
them all three converging on the pair.

He SCREAMS at the girl, waves her back as he takes aim
She turns, runs toward the tree line.

Makes it to the trees, |ooks back. Her eyes go wide with
horror at the sound of SHOTGUN BLASTS, HOALS AND SCREAMS.

EXT. MOUNTAI N H GHWAY - DAY

A Land Rover, burdened with |uggage and canpi ng gear, cruises
the tree |ined road.

NICK (O S.)
VWhat the hell is that?



Faeries v 2.7 - pg 2.

I NT. LAND ROVER - DAY

The driver, NICK well groomed young Wall Street in his Eddie
Bauers, winkles his nose. COURTNEY, equally trimred but I|ess
tightly wound, ains a video canmera at himfromthe passenger
seat .

COURTNEY
Sonebody's not smling.

GRAHAM i n back, shorts and a worn concert T-shirt. PICKLES, a
wiry terrier, on his lap. Gahamgrins and waves his hand.

GRAHAM
I think it's the dog.

NI CK
Did one of those pieces of shit
shit in nmy new Land Rover?

Next to Graham REESE, an all Anerican beauty with an angry
scar fromtenple to chin, reclines, wearing confortable

cl othes and a sl eeping mask on her eyes. She cradles a
smal | er dog, CI CERO, stroking its head.

REESE
It's fine. It's just gas.

Courtney feigns gaggi ng.

COURTNEY
Oh, god!

She | owers the passenger w ndow, |eans out into the w nd.

NI CK
God Dammit! Put the canmera back in
t he casel!

Courtney points the canera at N ck, zoons in.

COURTNEY
What'sa natter? Did N chol as | eave
his sense of hunor back in the
city?

Reese and Graham | augh.

NI CK
Ni chol as doesn't |ike his eighteen
hundred dol | ar camera hangi ng out
the wi ndow N cholas is sick of
baby-sitting.
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The fun drains out of the car. Courtney packs up the canera.

COURTNEY
Maybe Ni chol as should pull over so
we can all take a break.

EXT. COUNTRY STORE - DAY

A tiny nountain town huddl ed around a four-way stop sign. The
Land Rover pulls into a dusty parking area.

They exit. N ck marches inside, |eaving the others behind,
stretching. Reese squints unconfortably, dons w aparound
sungl asses.

COURTNEY
Awe, M ster Sunshine's gone.

Graham gi ves a nock shi ver.

GRAHAM
I mss his warm gl ow.

Reese pulls a wide brimed hat down around her dark gl asses.

REESE

He's got a ot on his mnd.
GRAHAM

Yeah, well, a few days in the

m ddl e of nowhere should fix that.
I NT. COUNTRY STORE - DAY

Nick is talking with OLD MACK, a crusty nountain man, | ooking
over a map. The others enter. Reese and G aham cheerful ly
pi ck out snacks.

MACK
What ' s yer business up Bl ack Road?

NI CK
| just bought a cabin up there.

Courtney joins Nick at the counter

COURTNEY
W just bought a cabin up there.

MACK
A d Jasper's place.
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NI CK
Quess so.

MACK
Ain't no guess. That's what it is.

He points out the long road on the map, winding into the
nount ai ns, ending at the sunmt.

MACK ( CONT' D)
That and Sarah's place is the only
two spreads on the road. God knows
ol' Sarah ain't never gonna |eave
t hat nmountai n. Way anybody'd wanna
be way out there is beyond ne.

G aham and Reese join the group.

GRAHAM
I"'ma witer. Need the quiet. Is it
really a | ong way?

MACK
Just outta God's reach. Wiy is it
always witers think they wanna
l[ive in the m ddl e of nowhere?

COURTNEY
Just how far can God reach?

MACK
As the crow flies, thirty mles.

COURTNEY
That's not so bad.

Mack chuckl es, gives his head a "city-fol k" shake. He rings
t hem out .

MACK
Not if yer a crow.

EXT. MOUNTAI N ROAD - DAY

Far bel ow, a seem ngly endl ess wi nding nountain road, carved
into the sides of the stony nountains. There's the Rover,
picking its way carefully around the blind corners.

The ratty pavenent ends, becones gravel. A bl oom of dust
behi nd the Rover.
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I NT. LAND ROVER - DAY

The car bounces and shudders.

COURTNEY
Now | really have to pee.

NI CK
That jackass said it was thirty
mles.

GRAHAM
Apparently crows fly in a straight
l'ine.

Each bunp draws a noan from Reese. She | ooks pai ned under the
sl eeping mask. Cicero conforts her with a lick.

GRAHAM ( CONT' D)
(to Reese)
Do you want to pull over?

REESE
No, I'mfine.

COURTNEY
Hel |l 0? 1'mthe one who has to pee.

NI CK
Jesus! It's |ike Ronper Room

EXT. LAND ROVER - DAY

The car slides to a stop in the mddle of the road. N ck gets
out, spreads a map on the hood, frustrated. Courtney junps
out, drops her pants, squats behind the car.

Graham exits, Pickles on a | eash, stretches, |ooks around.
H s gaze settles on sonething across the road.

GRAHAM
I ncredi bl e.

A huge arch across the entry of a rough dirt drive. Wven
from branches and bones, decorated with old license pl ates,
brass bells, colored glass bottles and twel ve point antlers.

Courtney pops up from behind the car.
COURTNEY

VWhat is it? Oh! Is that Sandy's
house?
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GRAHAM
Sarah's. |'m guessi ng.

NI CK
Ain't no guessin' about it. There's
only two spreads up here.

SARAH
You' re not Daddy.

Ni ck startles at the strange voice, turns. SARAH (69), in a
light cotton dress and straw sun hat, woven strands of herbs
and a hand carved wooden whistle on a string around her neck,
stands staring in the mddle of the road. She rubs her hands
on a stained | eat her apron.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
I thought you were Daddy.

NI CK
(to self)
How fucking old is Daddy?

GRAHAM
Sorry Ma'am Just us. W bought the
pl ace up the road.

He puts a hand out. She doesn't respond.

SARAH
That can't be right. That's
Jasper's house.

GRAHAM
Yes, Ma'am That's the one.

SARAH
No, no. That's not right. That's
where Jasper |ives.

She wanders off through the arch and into the trees,
munbl i ng. The others stare after her.

NI CK
Yeeeeah. Nice to neet ya.

GRAHAM
Well, there's the crazy old | ady
down the road. Next stop, the
abandoned cabin and the axe
wielding thrill killer.
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COURTNEY
Her mutant offspring axe w el ding
thrill killer.

EXT. CABIN - DAY

The Rover crunches down a gravel drive through a beauti ful
stand of trees, toward a stunning vista overlooking a stil
al pi ne | ake.

Nick pulls to a stop in front of the cabin. Log walls, stone
chi mey, two stories, windows boarded shut. Nobody's I|ived
here for a long, long tinme. Nature is reclaimng her turf.

Ni ck exits, takes a deep breath of clean air, surveys the
cabin with satisfaction, starts shooting video. Courtney
joins him She | ooks |ess satisfied.

COURTNEY
We bought the Al ano.

He turns the canera on her. Zoons in, discreetly pans her up
and down.

NI CK
Not enough curb appeal for ya?

COURTNEY
Not enough curb.

He focuses back on the cabin.

NI CK
Pavenent Princess. \Wat we have
here is an extraordinarily
beautiful - and m ght | add
val uabl e - nountain paradi se. For a
si ght -unseen purchase, we did just
fine.

Graham approaches, waps his arns around Courtney, gives an
intimate hug. He beans.

GRAHAM
Anen.

Reese renoves her dark gl asses.

REESE
It’s like... Hone.

Ni ck mounts the porch, tears a board off a w ndow
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COURTNEY
Hey Kong, maybe those are there for
a reason.

NI CK

Yeah, because no one |lives here.
He peers into the diminterior.

NI CK
Keys. Who's got ‘enf

Graham pul I s a bag out of the Rover.

GRAHAM
Ri ght here.

NI CK
Toss ‘em

GRAHAM

(funbling with zippers)
Just a second.

NI CK
Cone on.

REESE
Jesus, what's your hurry?

NI CK
I wanna see ny house.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Boards are off the wi ndows, light streans in. A few pieces of
old furniture covered in sheets. Courtney with a broom
knocki ng down cobwebs. She SHRI EKS, stonps on sonet hing.

Reese on the couch, one dog in her lap, the other asleep next
to her.

CLANG An old cow bell tied to the doorknob rings as N ck
hefts | uggage through the front door.

REESE
Let ne give you a hand.

NI CK
| told you, | got it.

REESE
| can do sonething, you know.
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NI CK
No. You can't.

He exits.
WHAM WVHAM  Courtney is westling with a wi ndow. Reese joins

her, crooks the dog under one arm expertly Fonzi smacks and
lifts, easily freeing the sash

REESE
These ol d doubl e hungs can be
tricky.

COURTNEY

You' re handy to have around.

REESE
Opi ni ons vary.

COURTNEY
Nick | oves you. It's just his way
of taking care of you.

Graham enters, struggling with boxes.

GRAHAM
Where do you want these?
COURTNEY
Ki t chen, hon.
GRAHAM
Roger Dodger.
(to Reese)

Fi gured you' d be asl eep by now.

Nick enters with a |oad, drops it on the floor.

NI CK
She shoul d be.
REESE
I"'mnot a delicate flower. | just

get headaches.

NI CK
M grai nes. And dizziness. And
ni ght mar es.

REESE
They're not all about the accident.
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NI CK
Qoh, a breakt hrough! At |east you
admt was an accident.

GRAHAM
That's right. An accident. By
definition, nobody's fault.

I NT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Sheets are off the furniture. Gaham and Courtney organize

t he kitchen that opens onto the living room Ni ck kneels at
the front door with a tool box, screwdriver in hand, renoving
pl ywood fromthe cat door

Reese watches him clutching G cero.

REESE
They' || get out.

NI CK
That's the point.

REESE
They' |1 get | ost.

NI CK
They' re dogs. They'll find their
way hone. It's what they do.

REESE
This isn't hone.

NI CK
What, they're gonna run all the way
back to San D nas?

Reese holds Cicero tighter.

REESE
I can't | ose them

NI CK
Listen to yourself. They're dogs,
not security blankets. At |east |et
them have a life.

The last screw falls. He renoves the panel. Reese hugs
Cicero, stares at the little door
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I NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Candl es give the rooma flicker of romance. Wne, cheese,
crackers. Graham fusses with paper and kindling. N ck and
Reese on the couch.

Courtney enters with a bright canping | antern burning.

COURTNEY
Tonorrow we get the generator
runni ng!

NI CK

What's your hurry?

GRAHAM
I like the candl es.

REESE
It's romanti c.

Ni ck pours hinself another glass, |eaves Reese's enpty. She
self-consciously refills her gl ass.

NI CK
So what are you gonna wite? Wite
Fang? Leaves of Gass? Wal den?

GRAHAM
Children O The Corn.

Everyone | aughs.

GRAHAM ( CONT' D)
I"'mno Thoreau, but if this place
can't finally inspire ne, nothing
will.

Ni ck raises his gl ass.

NI CK
I"mglad we could be a part of it.

COURTNEY
So are we.

Pi ckl es suddenly goes alert, gives a grow, runs to the
wi ndow.

REESE
What do you see, boy?
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She joins him stroking his head as she | ooks out into the
dar kness.

REESE ( CONT' D)
We're not in San D nmas any nore,
are we?

G aham has the kindling lit. Reese sniffs.

REESE ( CONT' D)
The fl ue.

G aham | ooks bl ank. Snoke suddenly billows fromthe
firepl ace.

GRAHAM
Shit.

He reaches above the fire, struggles to open the flue. Gets
it open, snoke starts up the chi mey.

GRAHAM
There we go.

A SUDDEN SCRATCHI NG AND CHI TTERING i n the chi mey, a
CLATTERI NG on the roof. Soot falls into the fireplace.

COURTNEY
VWhat is that?

NI CK
It's wilderness.

REESE
Just critturs.

COURTNEY
How many?

REESE

W' re out nunbered, sweetie. They
were here first.

From outside, a surreal orchestra of clicks wells up, an
uneven marriage of white noise and castanets, a mllion
crickets in tap shoes. Courtney burrows into G aham s chest.

COURTNEY
That's conforting.
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INT. CAR ON CI TY STREET - N GHT [ FLASHBACK]

Rain runs in sheets down the wi ndshield, barely interrupted
by the wipers. N ck driving, one hand on the wheel, staring
angrily ahead.

Reese next to him There's a silent chasm between them

Reese says sonething to Nick. He throws a sideways gl ance at
her through his knotted brow H s phone rings. He struggl es
to get it out, PUNCHES the call button, tal ks, ignoring
Reese.

Dej ect ed, she | ooks ahead through the rain gusting across the
road. Orange lights Iine the roadside, haloed in the mst.

EXT. DOCK - DAY

The norning sun gl ows orange through the mst rising off the
water. Grahamsitting on an anci ent dock, just breathing. A
huge sm | e.

BAM BAM BAM GUNSHOTS fromthe cabin.
EXT. CABI N - DAY

Reese bursts out of the cabin, C cero in her arns, scans the
yard, fixes her gaze on N ck

Nick in a robe, coffee in one hand, ains a shiny 9nm d ock at
a row of rusty cans perched on a log. BAM A can flies.

REESE
VWhere' s Pickl es?

NI CK
Good norning to you too. Oh, and
how t he hell should | know?

REESE
Wl | he’s gone!

NI CK
Probably out chasing squirrels.

REESE
|’ve been calling all norning, he's
nowher e around.

NI CK
VWhat should | do about it?
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REESE
away your toys, dammt! It’s

your fault he got out!

NI CK

Ahhh, the shrill tones of bl ane.

Can

| gag down sone breakf ast

before the fireworks start?

You

(beat)
know, just because you're

freaki ng out doesn’t nean he is.

Reese starts t

0 say sonething, thinks better of

it.

stonps down the path, passing Gahamtrotting up

Graham st ops,

| ooks at Nick. Nick rolls his eyes,
bliss destroyed, Grahamturns, follows Reese.

EXT. WOODED TRAIL - DAY

Reese | eads &G

Spi ns,

shrugs. His

aham along a narrow trail through dense forest.
Cicero strains at his |eash.

Reese stops, clenches her jaw, brings hands to tenpl es.

How

She kneels, |leans on a tree,

her eyes.

G aham kneel s,

GRAHAM
are you doi ng?

REESE
be fine in a mnute.

| eans on the tree al ongsi de her.

GRAHAM

I nean the big picture.

The

REESE
big picture? It’s alittle

blurry right now.

GRAHAM

I haven’t seen you take any neds.

I di

REESE
dn’t bring any.

GRAHAM

Is that w se?

renoves her dark gl asses. Rubs
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REESE
They don’t do anything. Haven't for
nont hs.

GRAHAM

What ' s the neurol ogi st say?

REESE
It needs tine; sonetinmes years...
Soneti mes never.

GRAHAM
Ni ck?

REESE
He’'s inpatient. Who coul d bl ane
hi m

GRAHAM
You know what | nean.

REESE
He feels guilty, and N ck does not
do qguilt.

GRAHAM

Courtney and | suggested
counsel ing. Maybe --

REESE
-- Ccerowll win Anerican Idol?
(m mcs Nick)
"Therapy equal s weakness, period."

She shakes her head clear, stands, returns to the hunt.
G ahamfalls in a step behind.

REESE
Pi ckl es! Here, boy!

She stops, stares at a tree, reaches out. A small bell has
been tied to a branch with ribbon. She JINGLES it, |ooks at
Graham curiously, noves on. G aham gives the bell a glance as
he passes.

They break into a clearing. It’s the sanme neadow as the
openi ng scene.

Graham spots sonething just off the trail.

GRAHAM
Oh god.





