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EXT. FOREST - DAY

CHARLOTTE (22) hi kes along a pathway that cuts through a
line of trees, hummng to herself. She has a DSLR on a
nmonopod whi ch she uses as a wal king stick. She accidentally
steps into sone soft, wet nud and shakes the nmud off her
boot. She occasionally pauses to adjust the canera’s
settings to take conmon photos of uninteresting things |ike,
| eaves, stunps, tree bark etc. She swi ngs the small backpack
of f her shoulder to take out a I ens. She swaps her w de | ens
for a zoomlens to take a shot of a bug.

CHARLOTTE (V. O
My life's been really crazy lately.
Let me wal k you through it. Between
my basenent apartnent getting
fl ooded a nonth ago, ny boyfriend
of two weeks telling nme he doesn’t
| ove me anynore to ny plants all
dyi ng cause | forgot to water them
t hi nki ng they got enough water from
the flood, it’s been a lot to
handl e. Wiol e reason | came to the
forest was cause the deadline for
Capture Magazi ne’ s phot ography
conpetition is only two days away
and |’ ve been sl acking real hard.
It’s been al nbst an entire year
since | graduated with ny
phot ography diploma. 1've literally
done nothing with it. No job.
Not hi ng.

Charlotte unscrews the DSLR from her nonopod and takes a
photo of her boots. Once satisfied, she tries a fewtines to
capture a selfie with the DSLR before giving up and opting
to take a selfie with her phone instead.

CHARLOTTE (V. O (CONT' D)
It’s not like | haven't wanted to
t ake photos. |1’ve just had a | ot of
anxiety and it’s taken away from ny
inspiration as an artist. Actually,
that’s a lie. My best friend s cat
di ed, which was a pretty uni que
opportunity... but when I showed up
wth ny canera, she thought | was
weird and it got Kkinda
unconfortable. Anyway, ny life has
literally been too nuch to handl e
| ately. Today was no exception.



Wth the exception of bug noises and the rustling | eaves
overhead, it’'s fairly quiet, except for Charlotte’s
occasional click of the canera shutter

CHARLOTTE (V. O (CONT' D)
| wandered around ainessly for
hours, getting |lost hoping to see
maybe a deer...or sone other kind
of interesting forest creatures,
but there was nothing. | nean, |
can only take so many photos of
trees. There was a bird at one
point... but that photo’ s hardly
worth submtting. The conposition
was all wong and it flew away
before I could take another. That's
when he showed up

In the distance, the sound of a CAR disrupts the tranqui

wi | derness. Charlotte turns to | ook. She sees a cl ean, black
car driving slowy on the dirt road. It pulls off to the
side of the road, about 200 feet away. The driver, A man
with |ong, unkenpt hair exits the car. This is PH LLIP (45).
He’'s wearing an old, |ightweight jacket and worn-out woo
gloves with the fingers cut off. He | ooks around,

conspi cuously, then slides into a bright, orange hunting
vest. Next, he opens the backseat door and takes SOVETH NG
out (it is obscured from Charlotte’ s perspective), tucking
it into the back of his belt, |ike a gun.

CHARLOTTE (V. O
It | ooked |ike a gun. Too small to
be a hunting rifle, but | couldn't
tell for sure

In the cover of trees, Charlotte readi es her canera, |ooks

t hrough the viewfinder, adjusts her shot, then pulls the
trigger, just as Phillip opens the trunk of the car. The
trunk is packed with plunp garbage bags, each knotted tw ce.
He struggles to pull out two garbage bags, indicating they
are quite heavy.

CHARLOTTE
Holy shit he's a nurderer.

Charl otte quickly hides behind a tree, crouching down to
avoi d being spotted. Phillip closes the trunk and darts
confidently into the forest, alnost directly towards
Charlotte. She shuts her eyes tight.

CHARLOTTE
(whi spering to herself)
Pl ease don’t kill ne. Please don't

kill rme.



Phillip s phone rings. He doesn’t answer because his hands
are full. Each ring grows |ouder and |ouder, his footsteps
approaching Charlotte.

EXT. FOREST - DAY - FANTASY SEQUENCE - CONTI NUOUS

Phillip notices the nonopod peeking out from behind one of
the trees. He sl ows down and peeks around it, seeing
Charlotte hiding fromhim He drops the garbage bags and
reaches for the back of his belt, noving behind the tree.

Charlotte still has her eyes shut as a bullet explodes
t hrough the front of her head.

EXT. FOREST - DAY - REALITY

Charlotte is perfectly fine. She opens her eyes and takes a
huge sigh of relief, then covers her nose and nouth in
disgust. Failing to actually notice her, Phillip passes her
tree, a few feet away, and continues wal ki ng.

CHARLOTTE (V. O
When he wal ked past nme, he snell ed
like rotting flesh. I don't exactly
know how el se to explain it. It
snel l ed kind of |ike when ny nom
accidental ly dropped a chunk of
sal nron behind the stove and forgot
about it.

Comcally frozen in fear, Charlotte stares as Phillip wal ks
away. She raises her camera, adjusts the |l ens and presses
the trigger. As she takes a photo, to her surprise and bad
luck, the battery dies. As Phillip wal ks further away from
her, she digs into her pocket quickly to grab her phone. She
scrolls through her contacts and calls her brother M CKEY
(26). After a fewrings, he answers. It sounds |like he's
somewhere crowded, with nusic.

M CKEY (V. O
(non-chal ant | y)
Hey Charlotte. Good thing you
called. Jerry was sayi ng--

CHARLOTTE
(whi spered pani c)
-- Mckey! M ckey, not now |-I
need you to listen to ne. |I'm| ost
in the forest by the | ake, and sone
old crazy weirdo just cane and he
has a dead body or sonething and he



cut someone up and put themin
gar bage bags and | think he has a
gun and there are nore bags in his

tru--.

M CKEY (V. O
-- Hold on. Hold on. Take a
breather. | can't really hear you

W' re playing a video gane and it’s
| oud. Let ne | eave the room G mre
a sec.

Charlotte shinmes around to the other side of the tree as
the noise on Mckey' s side of the call quiets down.

CHARLOTTE
(whi speri ng)
|’mnot in the nood to die M ckey!

M CKEY (V. O
Wait a second. | don't understand.
What* s goi ng on?

CHARLOTTE
(whi speri ng)
There’s a guy carrying garbage bags
into the forest!

M CKEY (V. O
What the hell are you doing in the
forest?

CHARLOTTE
(whi speri ng)
Taki ng phot os!

M CKEY (V. O
Dude. Did you go to the abandoned
house in there? It’s architecture
is so old and war ped.

She peeks out from behind the tree. Phillip is al nost out of
Vi ew.
CHARLOTTE
No, M ckey! Listen goddamit! |'m
alone wwth a nurderer! I'mlike
legit rape bait just sitting here.
Hel p ne.
M CKEY (V. O

Why didn’t you call the cops?



Charlotte

Charlotte

CHARLOTTE
Because you’' re ny ol der brother and
| thought you would be able to... |
dunno. .. do sonet hi ng.

M CKEY (V. O
My advice: hang up with me and cal
the cops if you' re really that
freaked out.

CHARLOTTE
Thanks asshole. | don’'t know what
this guy’ s capable of!

M CKEY (V. O
What do you want ne to do?

| ooks around.

CHARLOTTE
| don’t know. Cone pick ne up?
M CKEY (V. O
| can’t. I'’mlike 3 hours away and

we're drinking a lot of shit. Just
run away. Hang up with ne, call the
cops, and run as far as you can.

CHARLOTTE
No | can't nove. What if he sees ne
and chases after ne and | die?

M CKEY (V. O
You' re not gonna die Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE
| don’t know if he’s a deranged
lunatic M ckey. He's got a gun.

M CKEY (V. O
Charlotte..

| ooks around the tree again, spotting Phillip,
i s headed back towards his car and no | onger hol ding the

gar bage bags.

CHARLOTTE
Shit! He’s com ng back! shut up

M CKEY (V. O
Me "shut up"? He can’'t hear ne! You
need to "shut up"!

who



CHARLOTTE
(whi speri ng)
Do not argue with me! Shut up!
M CKEY (V. O
Listen, I'mhere, but I can’t do
anything useful. 1'll stay on the

line for as long as you need ne to,
but you seriously need to call the
cops.

EXT. FOREST - DAY - FANTASY SEQUENCE 2 - CONTI NUOUS

Charlotte tenses up behind the tree. Phillip sees her and
wal ks up to her, terrified that she nmay have seen him
PH LLI P
H how | ong have you been hidi ng

t her e?
Charlotte | ooks up at himin fear, unable to say anything.

PH LLI P
What, your tongue don’t work?

Charlotte stares at him eyes w de open. He notices her
phone.

PH LLI P
M ckey, huh? Your nane M nnie? Wy
dont you hang up on M. Mouse, hnf?

He pulls out a knife fromthe back of his belt and crouches
down to her with a twisted smle on his face.

PHI LLI P
No? Fine. | don’t mnd. Screamfor
nme. Let me see your broken tongue.

Charlotte covers her nouth and he grabs her hand. She npans
and he stabs her in the gut. She screans |oudly.

EXT. FOREST - DAY - REALITY

Charlotte tenses up as Phillip passes another tine, and
agai n, he does not notice her. She puckers her face fromthe
stench.

M CKEY (V. O (CONT D)
Can you talk yet?



CHARLOTTE
(whi speri ng)
No.

M CKEY (V. O
VWhat's he | ook |ike?

CHARLOTTE
He | ooks |ike a murderous janitor
wWith a hunting vest.

Phillip returns to the car, opens the trunk, and pulls out
anot her two | arge garbage bags. One of the bags is dripping.
Sone of it drips on his shoe. Phillip notices and curses,

ki cking his shoe to shake it off. Charlotte again noves to
the opposite side of the tree so she remai ns out of
Phillip s sight. She does however peek out from behind the
tree.

CHARLOTTE ( CONT’ D)
He’ s got nore bags.

M CKEY (V. O
How many nore?

CHARLOTTE
| think that’s it. He’s com ng
agai n. Shh.

M CKEY (V. O
You shoul da been out of there 10
m nut es ago.

Phillip again heads in Charlotte’s direction once nore. She
hol ds her breath and hol ds her nose as Phillip passes again,
|l eaving a trail of deep red liquid dripping behind him
Charlotte’s eyes open w de.

CHARLOTTE ( CONT’ D)
One of the bags is |eaking blood,
M ckey.

M CKEY (V. O
Jesus Christ. He really is a
nmurderer. If you don’t hang up and
call the cops right now, |’ m gonna
do it. One of us has to, Charlotte.

CHARLOTTE
| have to think of a plan.



M CKEY (V. O
No, | already told you what to do.
Stop stalling. Run while he' s got
hi s back turned.

CHARLOTTE
kay. But | have a crazier idea and
it mght be crazy enough to work.

M CKEY (V. O
| don’t think now s the right tine
for this.

CHARLOTTE
It’1l work and they’' |l make a novie
about nme one day.

M CKEY (V. O
You're not in a novie! There’'s a
real -1ife murderous janitor on the

| oose. Don’t do anything stupid!
Just run away!

Charlotte takes a deep breath and exhal es.

CHARLOTTE
. 11l call you soon
M CKEY (V. O
Charl ot t e!
She hangs up with M ckey and takes off running away fromthe
tree, and Phillip. She runs, adrenaline punping, clutching
her nmonopod and camera until she reaches Phillip s car,
which still has the keys left in the ignition. She throws
her stuff inside, hops in, and starts the engine.
Phillip hears his car turn on, and twists his head to | ook.
He drops his bags, and runs towards the car.
PH LLI P
Hey! That’s ny car! Wat are you

doi ng?!

I NT. PHI LLIPS CAR - DAY

Charlotte fiddles with the stick-shift for a nonent, putting
it into 'drive’ . Wen she hits the gas, the car shrieks
i nstead of noving.



EXT. FOREST - DAY
Phillip is alnost at the road.

PHI LLI P
Hey! Heyy! Stop!

I NT. PH LLIPS CAR - DAY

Charlotte realizes the enmergency hand brake is on. She
unl ocks the brake, and hits the gas again. This tine, the
car jolts forward and she drives away, leaving Phillip
chasing after the car, waving his hands in the air.

CHARLOTTE (V. O
And then | cane straight here.

CUT TO

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY

Charlotte sits awkwardly at an interrogation table. She's
still in her winter coat, scarf, gloves, etc. and her hands
are handcuffed to the table. Police OFFI CER CRANE (35) is
facing her, taking notes on a yell ow notepad. The officer

| ooks at her bl ankly.

CHARLOTTE
There’s one nore bag in the trunk.

OFFI CER CRANE
Haven't heard a story like that in

a long while.

CHARLOTTE
Al 1 wanted was to take a nice
photo. | never expected any of
this.

OFFI CER CRANE
Let nme get this straight. Did he
have a gun or a knife?

CHARLOTTE
| think a gun. It could have been a
knife. | don’t actually renenber

OFFI CER CRANE
Way do you think he didn't shoot at
you?



10.

CHARLOTTE
| don’t know sir. Maybe it actually
was a knife?

OFFI CER CRANE
Are you aware that the vehicle you
drove here -- the one that
presumably belongs to a,
guot e-unquote, "nmurderous janitor"
-- is now considered a stol en
vehi cl e?

CHARLOTTE
| guess... but | didit for the
sake of justice.

O ficer Crane stands up and exhal es.

OFFI CER CRANE
Now, you sit tight Mss Bishop
I’11 be right back.

Oficer Crane | eaves her alone in the room She stares into
the two-way mrror for a while, then she tries scratching
her nose by bending down to where her hands could reach. The
officer re-enters the room hol ding a coffee.

CHARLOTTE
(pointing to the two-way
mrror)
| s there anyone actually in there?

OFFI CER CRANE
Maybe. Maybe not.

Charl otte purses her 1|ips.

OFFI CER CRANE ( CONT’ D)
We're sending a squad car out to
the scene. W’re going to keep you
in custody a little while |onger,
but you have the right to a private
phone call .

CHARLOTTE
Am | under arrest or sonething?
Because | didn’t do anyt hing.

OFFI CER CRANE
You're not under arrest, we're just
hol di ng you here until we have sone
nmore informati on about the validity
of what you’ve told us today.
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CHARLOTTE
| swear I'mtelling the truth.

O ficer Crane ignores her.

OFFI CER CRANE
Alright. Is there anyone you' d |ike
to call?

CHARLOTTE
My brother. Mckey. | don’t know
hi s nunber off by heart though.
It’s in ny cell phone. The ot her
of ficer took it.

O ficer Crane exhal es deeply, lazily.

OFFI CER CRANE
Be right back...

O ficer Crane | eaves. Charlotte puts her head down.

CHARLOITE
(to hersel f)
What a day. ..

Oficer Crane re-enters a few nonents later. This tinme with
Charlotte’s cell phone, and her camera.

CHARLOTTE ( CONT' D)
| can actually show you what he
| ooks like! I took a photo of him

Oficer Crane glances at her skeptically.

OFFI CER CRANE
Sur e.

O ficer Crane | ooks through the mrror, then hands her the
canera. She turns it on and clicks over to a shot of Phillip

opening the trunk. Charlotte turns the canera over to the
O ficer.

CHARLOTTE
That’ s him

OFFI CER CRANE
"1l be dammed, that’s Joseph
Pat at sky.

CHARLOTTE
You KNOW hi n?!!



12.

OFFI CER CRANE
"Course | know him He' s the owner
of that fish market down on d en
Haven Avenue. Swell guy. Hard to
believe he’s the one in your story.

The col our drains from Charlotte' s face.

OFFI CER CRANE ( CONT' D)
What’ s wong?

CHARLOTTE
Thats how he snelled...like rotting
fish...

O ficer Crane points to the inage on the canera s screen.

OFFI CER CRANE
How s about we go have a | ook-see
i nsi de of that car.

CHARLOTTE
If it’s fish, 1’mgonna cry.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Rolling a trolley, Charlotte, Oficer Crane and OFFI CER #2
wal k to Phillip’ s car, which is poorly parked in the

handi cap spot, closest to the entrance. O ficer #2 pops the
trunk open, snells the disgusting stench of rotting fish,

t hen gags com cally.

Using a pair of rubber gloves, Oficer #2 renoves the bag
fromthe trunk and places it onto the trolley. He | ooks up
at Oficer Crane and Charlotte, awaiting nods from both,
before untying the knot. Charlotte | ooks away.

CHARLOTTE
God, |’ m gonna puke.

I nside the bag are a bunch of dead fish heads, carcasess,
and other fish parts in sloshy, bloody water.

OFFI CER CRANE
Vell, there’s your good news. Still
di sgusting. Any idea what he was
doing bringing themout to the
woods Ms. Bi shop?

Charl otte shakes her head no.
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CHARLOTTE
| was just trying to stay alive.

OFFI CER CRANE
Had this not been fish, | would ve
had to arrest you properly, kid. If
your DNA -- hair, fingerprints,
sneeze spray, anything -- was found
in this car...

He et that trail off.

Oficer

She pronptly dials her brother, taking a few steps away from

CHARLOTTE
...l"mreally sorry for all this
confusion...

OFFI CER CRANE
That’ s okay, you were trying to do
t he right thing.

CHARLOTTE
Can | call ny brother now?

OFFI CER CRANE
Sure. Let’s get those handcuffs off
you.

Crane unl ocks her handcuffs and hands her her phone.

OFFI CER CRANE
You' re free to go, Mss Bishop.

the officers.

CHARLOTTE
M ckey! Hey -- Yeah. Everything s
fine -- yeah I’"'malive -- No you
won’'t even believe ne -- At the
Police station -- | drove here in
the guy’s car -- | know, | know --
Can you come pick nme up? -- Shit.
right. I forgot -- How am|

supposed to explain to nom and dad
why I'’mat the police station?

SLOW FADE TGO BLACK
CUT TGO
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| NT. POLI CE EVI DENCE ROOM - LATER

O ficer #2 enpties the garbage bag of fish guts, one piece
at atine, examning it all. After pulling out a few fish
skel etons and heads, he freezes. Wth shaky hands, he pulls
out what | ooks Iike a human finger with pink nail polish on
it. He stares at it for a second.

OFFI CER #2
Hey Crane? | got sonething i need
you to see.

CUT TO BLACK

END





