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ACT ONE
FADE IN...
EXT. AUTO 5ALVAGE YARD - WEST TEXAS - NIGHT

LONE STAR AUTO SALVAGE. 4 faded sign, arched over a tall
iron gate. The gate drifts open, CRELAKING listlessly.

an automobile gravevard. aAbandoned for yvears, mavbe decades.
Gothic towers of twisted steel carcasses; many crushed into
cubez, or pancakes. Studebakers. De Sotos. Tail-finmed
Chevys. American optimism, rusting in the moonlight.

SUPER TITLE: “Glenrio, Texas™
Wind WHISTLES through smashed zide windowa.

An overturned MOTORCYCLE. Its wheel rotates in the breeze.
Squeaking. Then... the wind picks up. The wheel begins to
spin faster. Faster, still. Almost unnaturally fast--

EXT. DEEF INSIDE SALVAGE TaRD - NIGHT

A dirt path, winding between the mangled canyon wallzs of
Detroit’s finest.

When a pair of feet appear. Black biker boots, walking slow
and measured, crunching gravel.

We PAIN UP... this quv’'s got a BOWIE ENIFE strapped to hiz
thigh. & Colt double-action zix shooter in the waistband of
his Levi‘s.

and a face, spattered in crimson blood. Blood which isn't
hiz. DEAN HARRISON, 26.

He stops. &So he can light a Marlboro. He takes a heavwy,
trembling drag. Whatewer happened to Dean, it disturbed and
upset him, profoundly.

BRAHG ! !

Dean jumps, startled. About R0 feet away... an old BUICE
BACEFIRES. &4z its engine GROWLS to life. Headlightzs BLAEING
across Dean‘s face.

Dean shields his eves from the glare, looks closer-- the
car’'s on blocks. HNo one behind the wheel.

It started by itself.



He flickz hiz smoke away. IHNowes for the auto wvard entrance.
Carefully. WVigilantly.

When a second trashed car BUMBLES awake. Dry engine
SQUELLING. Cracked hi-beams GLIMMERING owver Dean.

Dean mowes faster.

Now another car begins to REV, SCREECHING like a wounded
animal. Then ancther, this one sandwiched in the middle of a
tower. Then another. Then more. MOEE.

Dean’s shadow FLICEERS, in a dozen different insane
directions from the STROBING lights. His breathing is short,
overvhelmed. He breaks into a dead sprint.

WIDE ON ATTTO TARD

EVERY RUSTED CARCASS in this old gravevard is GLSPING to
life. ©Stacks of metal corpses. Headlights all strobing.
Enginezs all turning. The metallic whine is DEAFENING.

Az Dean runs between them all. PBuns for the entrance. Runs
for his life.

The lights blaze so harshly, we--
FLLEE TO WHITE.
EXT. STANFORD UNIVERSITY - DAY

SUPER TITLE: "Stanford Uniwersity. Palo Alto, California.
One Week Later”

The white-hot FLLARE becomes a CAMERL FLASH. A=z a photo is
snapped of--

SAN HARRISON, 22. He wears a graduation gown (Do cap].
Various other GRADUATES, PARENTS, etc., pass behind him. He
smiles, a little clenched, at the camera.

SAN
We finished wet?

His AUNT CHERYL, 40‘s, is trigger happy with her Canon.

AT CHERTYL
One more. With the hat.

UMCLE TOMINY
(402, upscale]
Chervl. Quit torturing the poor
kid. We gotta beat ruash hour.



AUNT CHERYL
Dkay, okay. Tou're done.

SATT
Thank wou.

They all head for the car. &3 Sam tugs off hiz gowm,
rewvealing a T-shirt and jeans.

EXT. AT THE CURE - & NINUTE LATER

They arrive at a Range Rover, back crammed with boxes, a TV,
etoc. TUncle Tommy gives Sam a firm, paternal handshake.

A
Thanks for dragging my stuff home.
UNCLE TONMNY
Tou kidding? I can‘t wait to hawe
voul back.
[whispers)
Liwing alone with that woman... not
EASV .

dunt Cherwyl hears thia, shoves her husband. Tommy climba
behind the wheel. &3 Cherwyl hugs Sam, anaconda-tight.

SATT
dunt Cheryl. I‘m gonma sSee vou in
like 24 houra.

LINT CHERTL
[ surge of emotion)
I‘m just... proud of vou. I
wish... wour Mom...

DA
I know.
[beat)
Hev. &So... I take it nobody’'s
heard from Dean?

LUIIT CHEEYL
Tou surprized?

SAT
No. I quesz not.

Now Cherwvl getas in the car. and in a fleeting priwvate
moment, Sam’s face registers disappointment.

The Range Rowver pulls from the curb. Through the window--



UNCLE TOMIMY
Hawe fun tonight. Tou earned it.

LUIIT CHERYL
But not too mach fun.

Sam gives a final wawe. Shakes his head, bemused. He loves
them. Put thev‘re exhausting.

INT. COLLEGE APARTHMENT PARTY - THAT NIGHT

4 home-made BANNER: GRANNTATION ‘05: GDODBYE, EDOCATION
ERAYYTHATH .

Tvpical college party. That is to say, a gaggle of STUDENTS
and freshlv minted GRADUATES crushed around a warm keg.

INT. PARTY - TINY GALLEY EITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Sam leans against the kitchen counter. His pretty, wholesome
girlfriend JESSICA, 19, beside him. They s3ip beer from red
plastic cups, conversing with Sam‘s best friemd LUIS, 22.
PARTIERS weave past, back and forth.

SAT
...wait a minute. BPut the whole
trip‘s only four weeks long.

LIOIS
Correct.

AT
ind vou're spending two of ‘em in
Amsterdam?

LUIs
I don‘t know art, but I know what I
like.

JESSICA
[to Sam)
I just now decided-- I‘m glad
wou'‘re not going.

LUIS
Airline refund yvour ticket?

AT
They gave me a woucher. Which I'm
havwing framed. &So when I‘m going
blind ¥eroxing legal briefs, I can
think of wou. In imsterdam.



JESSICA
Come on. TYou beat out, like, a
million people for that internzhip.
That judge vou're working for, he’s
huge, right?

SAN
Teah. He iz kind of chubby.

LUIS
She's right, wou know. I'd switch
up with vou in a heartheat.

SAI
Whr 2

LIS
Look around this room, Sam. What
do vou see?

AT
Binge drinking.

LTS
Fear. Eweryone iz freaking out.
What the hell are thewvy gonna do
with their liwez? And vou know.
[beat)
and when vou'‘re at Columbia in the
Fall, know what I‘m gonna be doing?

DA
What?
LIS
Damn. I was hoping vou could tell
me.
[beat)

Cause I got nothing but uncertainty
and sheer terror on the horizon.
Tou should thank vour lucky stars,
lawver bov.

Sam mods. Grins. PBut when he takez a 3ip... the others
don‘t notice the serious unease, the real doubt, swirling
behind his eves.

INT. COLLEGE APARTMENT HALLWAY - LATER THAT NIGHT

Sam and Jessica head back to his room.



SAl
e..Jeszs. I'll1 be in L.&. all
summer. I°11 be closze.

JESSICA
But after that? I'm stuck here,
while wvou're in New York, hooking
up with hot law school chicks.

DA
Okay, one, “hot law school chicks?”
and two, vou have nothing to worry--

But Sam ztopa. Because thev‘we reached his door. and it‘s
unlocked. 0Open, just a sliver.

SAIl
Wait here.

INT. SaAM‘S APARTMNENT - NIGHT
Sam awings open the door. Slow. Wary. Revealing--

L MAN, his back to us, sitting at Sam’'s college-issue kitchen
table. Smoking Marlboro Reds.

Jessica GASPS. But Sam knows who it is--

oAl
Dean?

Dean |[from the teaser). He pivots. Grins.

DEAN
Surprisze.

JESGICA
Tour brother Dean?

DA
...what are yvou doing here?

DELTT
Tou think I‘d miss vour graduation?

SAll
Well, weah. Technically, wou did--

DEAN
Oh. Well. Better late than newver,
I quess.

Jessica glares at Sam, until he finally realizes--



SAll
Sorry. Dean, this iz oy
girlfriend, Jeszica.

Dean approaches. Flashes a charming, charismatic smile.

DEAN
I gotta tell wou, wou are
completelv out of Sam’s leaque.

JESSICA
[blushes=)
That's what I‘'m always saving.

Sam rolls his eves. Dean always has this effect on women.

Now Dean snags a brown bag from the table. Tugs out a botile
of Jim Beam.

D ELTT
bo. Let’s celebrate.

INT. 5aM‘5S APARTHMENT - NIGHT - LATER

Dean, Sam, and Jessica =2it around the kitchen table. Dean
draing his glass of Beam [(he takes it neat). Pours himself
another. Sam and Jessica don‘t touch theirs.

JESSICA
...how long‘s it been, 2ince ¥ou
two hawve seen each other?

DELT
I got no idea...

SAll
& little ower two vears.

DELN
Really? That long?

Sam nods. His expression speaks silent wolumes.

SATT
What have wou been doing?

DEALATT
I was in Alaska for awhile.
Louisiana. Texas. &4ll over.

SAll
Teah. Put. What were vou doing?



Dean looks uncomfortable; there’zs ground here he doezn’t care
to tread. 8o, as usual, he turns it into a joke--

DEAN

Well, I did see South Dakota's
largest free standing corn palace.
That was quite a thrill.

[then, shrugging)
I dunno. Seeing the zightsa,
picking up some work here and
there. Tou know me, I get restless.
I quess I take after Dad that wav.

JESSICA
[turns to Sam)
Tou never told me that. Tour Dad,
did he trawel... before...?
(trails off, awkward)

oAl
Teah. & little.

DEAN
Before...?

SAll
Hom and Dad‘s accident. Before
they passed away.

JESSICA
I'm sorry. Ny big mouth.

Dean regards Sam, for just a half beat too long.

DEAN
Don't mention it.
[Then]
Hew, Sam. How vou getting home
Tomorrow?

SAll
I'm catching a ride with this kid
Andv, from my¥ Poli Sci class—-

DEAN
Sgcrew Andvy. I'11 take wou.

Sam hatezs this idea. But he tries to be polite.
SAN

Thanks. bBut no. I don't wanna put
vou out. ..



DEATT
Tou‘re not. TIt'11 be fun. We'll
toad trip. Smoke smokez, get zick
off 5lims JTims and Mountain Dew.

ATl

Wow. Well, vou‘re really selling
it, but I don’'t think =so...

DEAT
I wanna catch up. Trade war
stories. Come on.
Jeasica mudges Sam. She thinks it would be good for him.

JESSICA
Tou should do it.

Beat. Sam 3ighz. Nodz, in a “I‘'m going to regret this* way.
INT. SAN'S APARTHMENT - BATHROOIN - & FEW MINUTES LATER

Jessica stands at the sink, water running, brushing her
teeth, washing her face, etc.

INT. SAN'S APARTMENT - IMAIN ROOM - CONTINUOTS
Dean steps to Sam. Speaks quietly, 2o Jezgica won 't hear.

D ELTT
Tou told her Dad was dead?

SAll
Mavbe he iz, for all I know.

DELN
Jam, why would vou--

SAll
[unexpectedly firm)
I'm not talking about this.
Foodnight.

CUT TO:
INT. S&NM'5 LPARTMENT - IMATI ROOM - LATE NIGHT

Dean. Sitting on the rock-hard college couch. He's not
gleeping. He‘s leafing through a FADED LEATHER JOURNAL.

We catch glimpses. Page after page of dense writing. Taped
clippingz of wellowed obituaries. It‘s unsettling.
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Dean flips to the back cover. There's a fresh newspaper
article tucked inside. He unfolds it. Studies it.

CLOSE 0N ARTICLE. We FLOAT ower the headline: “"CEHTEHHIAL
HIGHWAY - 3rd FATALTTY IH 10 DAYS5.”

Then, we drift over the text, catching words and phrases:

“wret another fatal accident onm™
“incredibly, all three crashing near mile-marker 33"
“gaining a niclname az “the Dewvil ‘=z Highway '

INT. SANM‘5S BEDROON - NIGHT

On hisz tiny twin bed, Jessica cuddles against Sam’s chest.
She sleeps soundly. Put Sam stares at the ceiling. Wide
awake. Troubled.

IATCH CUT TO:
INT. LIVING EOOM - DAY - 1992 - FLASHBACK
Sam, 9. ©Staring, with the exact same expression.

At a FRAMED PHOTO [bezide & guest book, and a tasteful
arrangement of flowers). & portrait of MARY HARRISON, 30°s.
Sam’'s mother.

Sam glances at the surrounding adults. Suits, black dresses.
Some are hugging [or maybe holding each other up). 0Others
burst into tears. Confusing thing for a little boy.

Suddenly, DEAN, 13, wiry, tugs on Sam‘s arm.

TOUNGE DELIT
Come 0OIL.

Sam follows him to the kitchen door. Dean holds hiz finger
to his lips-- shh. &nd they both peer inside the open
doorway. Spying on--

INT. EITCHEN - CONTINUOUS - FLASHBACK

JLCE HARRISON, late 30°z, at the kitchen table. He looks
awful. Dark circles beneath red-rimmed eves. He's holding a
glasz of Jim Beam [he drinks it neat). & vounger-looking
dunt Cherwl iz beside him, holding hiz hand.

JLCK
vl kmow what I saw...
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ALUNT CHERYL
It was an accident. It was
gtorming, the roads were slick--

Jack tears hiz hand away, pounds the table—- a tight little
gesture, but scary in itz intensity.

JACEK
I kmow what I zaw. It had these...
eves. These black eves. It was
inside the car, Cheryl. It tore
her to shreds, it--

LUIIT CHEEYL
[ furious whisper)
Stop it. TJust stop it. Fou have
two boys, wou need to pull vourself
together, goddammit--

IN THE DOORWAY

Sam and Dean watch their father’s breakdown. Dean 12 crying,
gcared. Sam is oddly mute, bottled-up.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. S&M'5 LPARTMENT - NIGHT - FRESENT

Sam. &till in bed. Staring at the ceiling with that same
bottled-up expression.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. COLLEGE APARTNMENTS - STANFOED - NEXT MORNING
The sun-dappled streetz of Palo Alto. We PAN DOWH to--

Dean. Leaning against his car. & ‘66 Chewvy Impala. Black,
dented. &4 Rottweiler of a muscle car. He watches as—-

Sam turnz from a teary-eved Jeasica [(having finizshed their
good-byez). Mowes to Dean, cartying a large DUFFLE. Sam's
about to open the trunk, to deposit his bag.

DEAT
[a little too abrupt)
Mo. I got it.

Dean drops the duffle in the back seat.
SAT

[(to Tezzica)
Call wou soon as I get there, okav?
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Jegzica nods. The two brotherz climb in the Impala. Dean,
behind the wheel.

DEAT
Tou ever ridden in a car like this?

SAll
Th... no.

Dean grins. Turns the ignition.

The ENGINE THUNDEERS, waking the neighborhood. The exhaust
belches o0ily, black smoke. Defiantly un-P.C.

Jessica wawves goodbye, as the Impala takes to the asphalt.
EXT. IMPLLRA - ON THE HIGHWAY - SERIES OF SHOTS

CUE MUSIC. A4nd wou can take wour anemic altermatiwve pop and
showve it up your ass. Dean plays bass thumping, pile driving
Zeppelin, and he plays it loud.

The Impala motors up the on-ramp, impatient to leawe the
gtand-=2till urban traffic behind. It hits the 101 1like a
panther, pouncing down an open stretch of freeway. Weawving.
Pushing 90. Kicking sand in the faces of hybrids and Hondas.

INT. INF4lLa - 0N THE HIGHWAY - MNOVING - DAY

Surreptitiously, Sam reaches for hiz zeatbelt. To find it
izn‘t there. Nods to himself. Super.

Dean grins. 0Open window. Wind rashing. He's finally got
gpace to move. He lights a smoke. 0ffers one to Sam.

DEAN
Hev. &So liszten... I‘m zsorry I‘vwe
been o M.I.A.

DA
I don't zmoke-- don‘t apologize.
I'm not mad.

DELN
Well. That was a pretty clenched
delivery...

SATT

Really. I mean it. You got wour
deal, I got mine. TYou don't owe me

anvthing.
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Beat. Dean nods-- okay. 8Sam turns back to the window. But
Dean glances at him, a little zsad; he might as well Lbe
gitting on the other azide of a chaszm.

DISEOLVE TO:
EXT. 101 FREEWAY - DAY - LATER

The Impala pulls off the 101, passing two exit ramp zigns.
The first: CENTEHNIAL HIGHWAY . The second: SANGER, 22 mi.

INT. INF4lLa - HMOVING - DAY

S4Il
What are vou doing?
D ELIT
Minor detour. Fotta take care of

gomething.

Sam‘s irritated. Clearly, he‘s not the tvpe who likes
detourzs [or saurprises).

SAT
Tou're not gonmna Jgo Score S0me
drags or something, are wyou?

DEAN
[rolls his eves)
Teah, Scarface, I'm gomnma go “sScore
some drugs.”

INT./EXT. INPALL - ON CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - MOVING

The Impala motors down Centennial-- & narrow road, winding
along the flat, almost Midwestern crop fields of Central
California. Ewery so often, thev pass a pick-up, or tractor.

When the car reaches NILE 33, Dean slows. He sees something.
At the base of the mile marker POST-- two different PILES of
FLOWERS, PHOTOS, etc. IMemorials, to recent Centennial
Highway fatalities. Then... a third pile, on the other side;
then a fourth, further down.

INT. INMPALA - ON CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - NOVING

Sam doesn‘t see, but Dean carefullwy notes the make-shift
shrines. Then--

DELN
Listen. Sam. I sorta had a reason
for bringing ¥ou along. We need to
talk.



Then, Sam

S4Il
Abhout what?

L ELTT
Abhout Dad.

SAIT
Mo, we don't.

DEAT
Teah. We do.

DA
Look. I°'m sorry what I told Jess,
okavy, but T don't see--

D ELIT
It'=s not that. &Sam. I went
looking for him.

oAl
Tou what?

suddenly numbs with realization. Quietlv--

SAll
I have ridden in a car like this.
Hawen't I? I‘vwe ridden in this
car. This i3 his.

DEAN
[nod= ]
...1l'we been staying with him.

SAT

Since when? For how long?
DEAN

[after a beat)

Two wears.
DA

Full ower.
DEAN

Sam--
DA

Full over!

14,
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EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - DAY

The Impala pulls to the shoulder. Thevy 're marooned by
endless, undulating wheat fields. Isolated. Eerie.

Sam, apoplectic, leaps out of the car.

SATI
How could wou not tell me?!

DELT
(through the window)
It'z a little... complicated. But
I‘'11 explain.

SAIl
There iz he now?

DEALATT
Texas.

SAIl

I don't want to see him.

DELN
Tou don't have to. Just calm dovn,
okay? Get in the car.

Beat. Sam exhales, deep. 8Sits in the passenger seat.
Suddenly feeling tired, overwhelmed.

INT. IMPALZ - CONTINUOUS

AT
I mean, is he... iz he okay? How's
hizg... yvou know--
[Sam tapz his temple)

DELT
Okawv, this next part‘s the hard
part, it was hard for me, too. PREut
Dad... he’'s not schizophrenic. He

IEWEL Was.

SAN
What do wou mean?

Dean presses the gas. The Impala rumbles down the road.

DEAN
Close wour door-- I mean, I think
he wazs telling the truth. Aibout
the accident. About Mom.
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SATT
That ‘s not funnyv.

DEAN
Mo. No, it isn‘t.

It takes a moment for Sam to realize-- Dean‘s serious. A
chill goes down Sam‘s spine. He’'s alone with Dean. In a
moving car. Going 60, at least.

SAT
Tou think... I'm sorry, what do vou
think killed Mom?

DELT
Mavbe a spirit. MNavbe a demon. We
newer found out for sure.

Sam triez to control hiz rising anxietsy.

AT
There's no such things.

DELT

I know how this sounds, I do. and
vou know me, I used to beat up
those “D & D" nerds.

[beat)
But there are such things. &ll
kindz of things. Ewerv kind of
thing. 0ut there in the dark.

[beat]
I'we seen them, Sam. With my owm
EVES.

SAll
I don‘t beliewe wou.

DELT
Don‘t worry. TYou will.

Okay, now Sam 1s OFFICIALLY FREAKED OTT.

SATT
Where are ywou taking me?

DEAN
I'm sorry. But I gotta show wou.
What theze things do to people.
[beat)
I gotta show vou proof.



17.

INT./EXT. INPALL - SANGER, CALIFORNIL - MOVING - DAY

A 5IGN: “Welcome to Sanger, Califormia, U.S5.&A. America‘’s
Christmas Tree City.”

Sam. Rattled, to say the least. Taking in--

Red-brick storefronts [many of them boarded up-- hard timesz).
& white clapboard church. Then, next to an old-fashioned
barber shop-- an appliance store, hawking cheap cell phones.
01d walues and new technology, in an uneasy balance. There’s
a waquely ominous, almost otherworldly feeling here. &3 1if a
kind of pall has fallen over the towm.

The car slows at the town’s only stoplight. Where Dean
notices a HARDWARE STORE. Cardboard taped to the fromt
glasz. “Clozed, Due to Death in Family.®” JTust below that, a
crayon drawing-- a stick man with angel wings... and the
words “Bye-Bve, Daddy.”

EXT. GANGER GENERAL HOSPITAL - DaY

& modest, two-story structure-- a tiny hospital for a tiny
populace. The Impala parks in the lot out front.

INT. IMPALZ - CONTINUOOUS

Dean reaches for the glovebox. Remowes a thick, RUBBER-
BANDED stack of plastic I.D. cards, credit cards, etc.
Begins to shuffle through them.

DEAN
Just follow my lead and try not to

gay anything.

SAT
Dean. If wou think I'm going
anvwhere with vou, vou'‘re—-

Sam doesn't finish. Doesn't want to say what comes next.

DEAN
Tou think I'm scarv-unbalanced,
right?

Sam doesn‘t respond-- but we know his answver.

DELT
8o why would wou wanna piss off a
scarv-unbalanced dude? Tou're
Coming.
[picks an I.D., satiafied)
Here we go. This‘ll work fine.
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INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - FEW NINUTES LATER - DAY

Dean and Sam emerge from the stairwell, into the hospital ‘s
basement floor. Sam freezes, when he sees the stencil on the
wall-- NORGUE, ROOM E-7, ROBERT NATHANSON, CORONER. Dean
takez Sam’s arm, too late o turn back now, prods him into--

INT. MORGUE - OUTER OFFICE - DAY

CLOSE ON THE I.D. Now in a 2lim leather wallet. &z a
forgery, it‘s flawless. Dean‘s photo, beneath a C.H.P. logo.

GARRY, 40, morgue technician, holds it. Standing with Sam and
Dean in the cluttered office. Normally, wvou‘d describe
Gary's face as “kind.” But now, that face is suspicious,
looking over these two voung men in their street clothes.

DEAN
Lemme quess. We're not exactly
FPonch and John?

FLET
Ho. Tou'‘re not.

DELT
Well, thank God for that. We're
Collizion Investigation. BSorta the
bova in the back room.

Sgam shoots Dean a sharp look-- what the hell? Dean glares
back-- keep wour mouth shut.

FLET
5till. The Coroner, he'll be back
from lunch in a half hour. Tou can
talk to him then.

DEAN

Tou're right, I could. But I‘ve

sgpoken to Bob. 4nd the man‘s got

hiz head rowvally up his azs. I

wanna talk to someone who doesn't.
Gary chucklea. Clearly, his defenses are lowering.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWATY

Fary walks down the hall, Dean and Sam trail him. [(&nd every
g0 often, Dean quietly nudges Sam forward).



FARTY

...30 the Centennial Highway

crashes? What about ‘em?

DEAN

19.

Thiz*1l zound a little atranges, I
know, but anything... unusual about
the bodies? Things vou don‘t

normally see in auto accidents?

Fary stops. Searches Dean’s face.

EART

Funny vou aszk that. I mean, not

funnyv, ha-ha...

DELN
What do vou mean?

FARTY

Well., It'd be easier to show vou,
wou bovs got the stomach for it.

DEAN
[to Sam’‘s horror--)
cure we do.

INT. MORGUE - DAY

4 gheet is whipped off a corpse, laid on a ateel table.

i

teenage boyw. His chest iz pried open with clamps.

Dean and Gary stand owver the body.

Sam,

in the back of the

room, nauseous; drovming, and going dovm for the last time.

FARY

Thizs one came in Friday night.

DELT
[contained surprise)
A fourth?

FARY

Name ‘2 Trov Squire. Went to high

gchool with my dasughter.
[pointing)

Here, zee? Hizs aorta’s completely
burst. Thoracic aneurysm.

DEAMN

What could cause something like

that?
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FART
High blood pressure.
Atherosclerozis, maybe. PBut at 177
Or, could be a genital defect. Eut
what are the odds thev all hawe it?

DEAT
Wait. 211 four of ‘em? Had this
game thing?

FART
Like wou said. Unusual.
[beat]
How'd wou know to azk about this?
What are vou looking for?

DELT
Little early to say.

Meanwhile, Sam’'s reached his threshold. He's going to be
gick. He's barely able to blurt out--

Sal
Bathroom?

FART
Down the hall. 0o the left.

Sam bolts from the room. Dean smiles at Gary, apologetic.
INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY - DAY

MEN'S ROOM. Which Sam passesz, suddenly looking quite
healthy. He's not sick; it was an act. Making sure Dean‘s
not following, Sam bolts for the stairwell.

EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY
Sam emerges outside, on his cell phone.

SATT
Aunt Chervyl. It’'s Sam.

ATTNT CHERYL (0N FPHONE)
Where are wvou? You should be home
by now--

AT
I'm with Dean. Listen, I think
he's sick, he--

INTERCUT WITH:
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INT. &UNT CHERYL'S KITCHEN - DAY

It‘s raining in L.&A. Cherwl sitas at her kitchen table.
She ‘s preoccupied. Dazed. Ewen medicated.

LUIIT CHERYL
Dean? Does he know?

SAT
[(thrown for a loop)
Enow what?

ATTNT CHERYL
««.30 he doezn’'t. I guess I need
to talk to him, too, then...

SAll
Tou alright? What‘s going on?

ATTNT CHERTL
«..police called the house this
morning. They found wvour Father.
In some junk vard. In Texas.
He‘s... he's dead, Sam. I'm sorry.

DA
[spinning]
Are they sure?

LUIIT CHEEYL
[tearing)
They had to use... dental records.
Someone... someone killed him.
They said he was... unrecognizable.

fam’'z weina run cold. He stragglezs to rein in a hurricane of
fear, emotion. When he piwvota--

DIRECTLY into DEAN--

BLLCEOTT.

END OF 4ACT ONE
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ACT TWHO
EXT. HOSPITAL PARKING LOT - D&Y

Dean snags the cell phone from Sam. Clicks it shut, pockets
it. ©&Sam backs away, as if from a rabid dog. Tempers flare.

DEAN
I was gonna tell wou. I didn‘t
WaONa SCare ¥ou.

SAT
[ smart-ass despite fear)
Teah, well, bang up job with that.

DELN
I‘m sorry wou heard about Dad like
that. Put just hold on a minute.

SAT
I haven't seen the man in 12 yvears.
Beliewe me, that's not why I'm
upset.

Dean waits a moment, conscious of passing pedestrians. Then--

DEAT]
Tou think...? I didn't kill him.

SAlT
Teah? Then who d4id?

DEAT
It‘z a little... complicated.

SAT
I'm 3ick of hearing that.
[Dean advances)
otay the hell away from me.

DEAN
What, ¥ou gonna call the cops?
Hawe me arrested?

Good point. What iz Sam gonna do? His mind reels. Until he
looks back at the hospital.

ATl

We'll go inside. Talk to a doctor.
Fet vou some help.

DELTT
I know how all this looks, believwe

me. But just think for a minute.
[ MOKE |
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DELN (CONT'D)
Tou think I‘m capable of hurting
Dad? 0r wou?

S4Il
I don't know.

DELT]
ITt‘z =til]l me. TJust let me
explain. That's all I‘m asking.

O0FF Sam. Thinking. Waryv--
INT. NICE aAND JIMNY ‘S - DAY - LATER

Dive roadhouze bar. Neon on the walls, Lynyrd Sknyrd on the
jukebox. & WAITEESS brings two glasses of Beam to a patched-
leather booth in back. To Sam and Dean.

Sam takez a heawy qulp. To steady his nerves. He‘s paging
through that FADED LEATHER JOURNAL. (ind we sporadically CUT
T underlined words, clippings, sketches... all illustrating
and supporting Dean‘s story.)

oAl
«..30 thizs was Dad’'s?

DEAT
He kept it since the beginning.

Sam notes the date on the wery first entry. April 25, 1992,

A
Thiz iz the day after Hom died.

DEAT
[nods )
That's when he kind of... went
agro.

SAIl
Tou think?

DEAN
He decided. If the thing that
killed Mom was real, if it was out
there... he was gonna find it.

The jourmal‘z early entries hawve an unsettling motif--
aggressively scratched into page after page... & pair of
BLACK EYES. Thev upset Sam.

SAT
8o that'zs why he ditched uz? To go
hunt monsters?
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She was his wife, Sam, he lowed
her. And he watched her die...

[then]
So he went looking. In every dark
corner he could think of. For
vears., But he didn’'t find it.
Found about a hundred other awful,
bloody thingz, but not the one he
was looking for.
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Now... the journal entries detall a seemingly endless series

of clipped obits. Haunting milk carton faces.
ghastly zketchez of spirits, demons, creatures.
lifetime of terrifving hazards.

DELT
Even after I joined up with him,
gtill-- nothing. Until two weeks
ago. He was sure we were closing
in on it. In some dead Texas town,
thiz zalwage ward.

SAIl
That made him so0 sure?

DELT
[ shrugs)
He kept a lot to himself. He had
thiz Clint Eastwood thing going on.

FEough and
Hinting at a

ind again, the motif of the BLACK EYES reappears in the
journal pages, in larger and more intense drawings. Then Sam
notices-- the next page iz TORN 0UT. Then after that,

nothing. HNo more entries.

DEAT

Night it happened. He zent me out
for smokes. When I got back to the
motel, he was gone. He went to go
kill it himszelf, stupid son of a
bitch. By the time I got there...

[a traumatic memory)
Anvway. I was too late.

SAll
Dean. What vou'‘re zaving... it'=
impoasible.

DEAN
Teah. I know.
[ AMEWAE .
Few days after, I dug this up.
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Dean unfolds the recent Centennial Highway article, from the
Sanger Herald. Shows it to Sam. Sam reads. Looks up--

SAI
[incredulous )
Tou're 2till chasing it. Tou think
it‘s here.
DELT

Mavybe. Unexplainable car
accidenta. Exactly like Mom‘s.
Something strange is going on,
that’'s for sure.

[beat)
Tou hawve to help me, Sam.

SATT

Help wou... do what?
DELN

Find it and kill it.
CAIT

What?
DELT

I can‘t do it alone. Dad tried
that already.

SATT
That doesn't make sense, ewven for
vou. Why me?

DEAT
Because. We owe it to Dad. We're
hiz familw.

SAll

Since when?
Sam zlides the journal back across the table. Determined--

SAll
Dean. These are just... ramblings.
They‘re not real. Listen. We're
going back to L.A. Cherwyl and
Tommy, thev're gonna get vou the
best help in the world.

DEAN
[quiet challenge)
Tou can't make me go, Sam.
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SAT
Tou can't make me stavy. I'm outta
here. Whether yvou‘re coming or not.

Dean danglezs his CAR KEYS in front of Sam.

DEAN
Okav. Look. Tou really think I'm
cuckoo for cocoa puffs? Then take
these. Fo. I won't chase wou.

Sam. Watching those jangling kevs. Thinking. Conflicted.
Torn. Finallwy, he shakes his head. Declining the offer.

Dean gives Sam a grateful smile.

SAT
Wipe that smile off wyour face.
Tou're deluzsional and wou need help
and I'm not about to leave you
alone, to hurt wvourself. O0Or
somebody elze.

[beat)
Pluz, vou definitely would'we
chased me.
DELT
Well. Tou‘re right about that.
Come oOIL.

A
Where are we going?

EXT. GANGER HIGH 5CHOOL - AFTERNOOMN - ESTABLISHING

Home of the Fighting Cougars. 0On the detachable-letter SIGH:
WE NISS ToU, TROY.

INT. SANGER HIGH SCHOOL - LIBRARY - AFTERNOON

A LIBEARIAN pokes her head into an aizle. Glowering at Dean
and Sam. Dean pulls a 2004 Sanger Yearbook from the shelf.
Looks up “Trovy Squire® in the index. Turns to a photo--

& candid of Troy. Carefree smile. A&Arms around two friends,
BILL COAELEY and ANMY BROWI.

DELN [PRE-LAF)
Tou must be Amy. 4nd Bill.

CUT TO:
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EXT. SANGER HIGH SCHOOL - PAREING LOT - AFTERINOOIT

Dean stands before ANY and BILL, both 17. Thev lean against
Bill’'s car, smoking. Few of their FRIENDS loiter around,
too. Sam iz off to the =zide, extremely uncomfortable.

DELN
Troy told us all about you. We're
hiz uncles. I'm Dean. That's Sam.

AT
Fod. We're =zo sorry.

D ELTT
Teah. Thanks.

Sam winces-- it‘s terrible, deceiwving thesze kids like this.

DELT]
So... we’'re kinda asking around, as
a favor to Trov's Mom. Was he
acting... weird to vou quys, by any
chance?

AITY
What do vou mean?

DELN
I mean... right before the
accident? Did he say anvthing
strange? IMavbe he was nervous...
gcared about something?

BILL
He wasn't high, if that‘s what
vou're getting at.

DELT]
No, I know. It‘s just... his car
rolling like that. No traffic, drv
pawement. Cops say it‘z the curve
in the road, but... come on...

ANY and RACHEL [a shy, punked out girl) exchange looks. Dean
catches this.

DELN
What?

AT
Well. There's thi=s... storv...
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BILL
[rolling eves)
Fuwvs. Pleaze.

DEAN
What stor¥?
(the girls are hesitant)
It's okay. I wanna know.

RLCHEL
...thiz girl, she got murdered,
hitchhiking on Centennial.
Supposedly, she‘s still out there
gomewhere, 3till hitchhiking. and
whoevwer picks her up... they crash.

Teasing, ghoztly 00HS from Bill.

RACHEL
Hev, my Dad zaw her, okawy?

SLIT
No, he didn’'t.

A1l eves on Sam.

RaCHEL
What?

SATT
It's an urban legend. There's
gotta be a hundred different
weraions of that same story.

RACHEL
[beat)
Teah, but. It actually happened
here.

EXT. SANGER HIGH SCHOOL - PAREING LOT - MINUTE LATER
Back at the Impala--
SATT
Come on. TYou can‘t possibly be

taking thiz zeriously.

Dean climbs in, shuts his door, and it‘s clear that he does.
Sam shakes hiz head, exasperated.
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EXT. SANGER PFUBLIC LIBRARY - EVENING - ESTABLISHING

It‘s getting dark. Streetlights flicker on. The wind iz
picking up. Rattling the dead leavwes.

INT. SANGER FUBLIC LIBRARY - EVENINGE

L COMPUTER SCREEN. & website-- The Sanger Herald. Words are
typed into a kevword search field. “HMurder. Centennial
Highway." The response: “No Articles Found.®

Dean. &t the computer. Lit, ghostly, by the phosphorescent
gcreen. Sam, sitting behind him. Dean tries again.

“Marder. Hitchhiking.” No aArticles Found.
“Death. Hitchhiking.” No Articles Found.

DEALATT
Dammit.

Sam watches. Deeply concerned about hiz i1l brother.

Dean thinks. Then highlights the word “Death,” changes it to
“Mizzing.” [8o it now reads: “Missing. Hitchhiking.®) A&nd
an LETICLE APPEARS. SEAITH COHTIHUES FOR MIS5THE GIRL.

DELT
. ..Constance Weld, last seen by
pagsing motorists, hitchhiking on
Centennial Highway...
(with import)
...at mile marker 33..."

ON THE SCEEEN-- A PHOTO. CONSTLANCE. Beautiful voung girl.
Enigmatic expression. Piercing gray eves. Beazide her, a
smiling, heawy set WONAN. We see a fragment of caption:
“...3een here with mother Marjorie Brunson...”

Dean taps in a new keyword search. “Constance Weld.®
2 new headlinez: MHOTHER PLEADS FOR DADGHTER'S SAFE BETURH .
ind-- MOLTIPLE BEMATHS FOUHD. UDean clicks thisz one.

L mew article appears on acreen. Accompanied by a photo of a
wretched looking MaN. JOSEPH BURROUGHS.

DELT
Jesus. They found her in this quy
Purrough‘s trailer. &and =six bodies
in the backyard.



3a.

When something occurs to Sam. He steps up. Takes the mouse
from Dean, scrolls the screen dowvn. Then--

A
Dean. Check out the date., 1995,
[beat)
Mom died vears before any of this
happened. So ewven if it were
real... how could it hawve anything
to do with her?

This lands with Dean. &and his demeanor shifts. Deflates.
Because he realizes--

DEAN
Tou‘re right. It couldn‘t.

EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWATY - NIGHT
& Tovota. The only car on an otherwise isolated road.
INT. TOYO0TZ - MOWING - NIGHT

Garv. The morgue tech. Driving home. It's pitch black; he
can‘t see further than his hi-beams. He fiddles with his
radio dial, trying to unearth some music from the STATIC.

Suddenly... appearing in the perimeter of hiz headlights-- a
fiqure, by the roadside. & GIEL, 19.

EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - NIGHT

The girl‘s thin, white cotton dress FLUTTERS in the quating
breeze. Gary stops. 0Opens the passenger door. We TEALIL the
girl as she approaches.

FART
Heed a 1ift?

INT. TOY0TR - NIGHT

We zee her face, as she sits in Gary's car. CONSTANCE WELD.
A hushed, melodic voice-- like distant wind chimes.

CONSTALNCE
Take me home?

FARTY
Where do wou live?

CONSTANCE
4536 Breckenridge.
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Gary acceleratez. Then, trying to make conversation--

FLET
Cold out there. TYou must be
freezing.

She doesn’'t respond. 0Only gazes out her window. Watching
the night. It's disquieting.

COT TO:
EXT. 0OLD HOUSE - NIGHT
Gary ‘s Tovota pulls off the road, onto a dirt driveway.
INT. TO¥0TZ - CONTINUOUS

FARTY
[looking off screen)
Tou don't liwe here.

THE HOUSE. Burned-out. 4 decaved husk.
Constance gazes at the house. With melancholyv--

CONSTANCE
I can never go home.

In ONE CONTINUOUS SHOT, Gary turns from her, glancing at the
house again--

FART
8o where do vou really live?

—-and when he turns back, she’'s GONE. VANISHED completely.

at first, Gary’'s startled. Put then hiz rational mind takes
over. He steps out of the car.

HOLD 0ON-- the passenger side window. Az a FAINT HAWDPRINT
EVALPORATES.

EXT. OLD HOUSE - NIGHT

FART
That was good. Put joke‘s owver,
okay?

Then GFary aquints. Noticing something. Through the front
doorway [lacking a door), Fary glimpses-- a corner of
Constance’'s fluttering dress. Then it‘s gone.
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GARTY
Come on. I can see you in there.

No response. Gary SIGHS, frustrated. Steps toward the
house. Mowing closer. Closer.

FARTY
Tou want me to leave wou?

He steps onto the charred porch. No sound but the groaning
wood, the whispering wind. Finallw... he enters the house...
rewvealing. ..

INT. QLD HOUSE - NIGHT

Garvy didn’'t see her dress. It’'s a tattered, billowing
curtain. HNobody here... nothing but jagged, dim shadows.

POV ANGLE: almost az if... something... i3z apying on Gary
from the gloom.

Gary can‘t help it. He's zpooked.

CUOT TO-:
EXT. OLD HOUSE - NIGHT
Fary puncheszs the gas. The car tears onto the road.
INT. TOTYO0TA - IOVING
Gary. Aagitated. Trving to calm himself dovm. He takes a
deep, deep breath. Shakes his head. He‘sz being silly. A=
we PULL BACK. REVEALING--

CONSTANCE. &Sitting, mute, in the darkness of the back seat.
He doesn’t notice her.

AMNSLE O THE REARVIEW MIRROR

Finally, Gary glances into the mirror. Ewves widen. GLSP5—-
CUT T0O:

EXT. ANOTHEER SECTION OF CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - INIGHT

Dean’'s Impala reaches a crossroads. A SIGN: NEXT LEFT TO I-
101. Dean blows past it, without =slowing.

INT. IMFALZ - NOVING

SATT
Where are ywou going?



DEALATT
To find a motel.

SAll
That?

DEAT]

Itz too late to talk to
Conztance’s Mom. We'll go see her
in the morning.

SAll
Mo. This iz over. We're going
back to L.A4.

DEAN
Sorry.

SAll
Thiz has nothing to do with us, vou
gaid so wvourself.

DEAN
[beat]
Mavbe 3o. BPut we 3till gotta kill
it.

SATT
otop the car.

DELN
What, wou gonna walk?

SAN
Tou won't come home? You won't let
me help vou? Fine. PBut I won't do
this anvmore. Stop the car.

DELT
Sam. People are dying.

SAIT
oo call the cops.

DEAN
They won‘t beliewe us. HNobody
will. Thi= iz up to u3.

S4Il
Sawvs who?

33.
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DELN
Dad. It‘s what he did.
[then]
These things, they’re all part of
the zame thing. So Dad killed ‘em.

Every single one he found.

SAll
[sarcastic)
Right. 8o he was, like, a
superhero.

DEAN
Mo. He wazs tired and scared. BPut
if he didn‘t do it, who would? 2and
now he’‘s gone--

DA
——and for all I know, wvou murdered
the man.

DELT
Tou know I didn‘t.
[flaring)
Sam, wou‘re really being a selfizsh
prick here.

G4l
Oh? am I?

DELTT
Thiz izn‘t just my responsibility.
Thevy're wour parents, too.
[beat]
What if someone could’we done this
for us? What if someone could’we
gaved Iom?

SLIl
[ finally ERUPTING)
No one could’ve saved Mom! Because
nothing killed her, except Dad!

L ELTT
That 'z not trae.

Outside. Thev pazs NILE MARKER 33.
The passing trees sway... the wind iz seriously picking up.

Then... the RADI0'S music decomposes into HISSING STATIC.
But the brothers are too incensed to notice.
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SAll
Dean. You‘re trying to give Mom's
death this... larger meaning. Like
all our suffering was for a reason.
[beat]
But it wasn‘t. It waz just random,
senseless tragedy. Dad was an
alcoholic and a schizophrenic.

DEAN
Don't say that.

AT
He drowve drunk, killed hiz wife,
abandoned his kids, and that's the

truth...
DEAN

Shut sour mouth! Right now, or--
DA

Dean—--
DEAN

What?!

But Dean turns to Sam, and realizes-- Sam‘s no longer
arquing. He's staring out the window, wide-eved.

Because ahead... there‘s red lights, emerging from the
darkness. Tail lights. From Gary’s Tovota. Smashed against
a tree. Its hood crumpled like foil. The wind whipping the
engine smoke into angry plumes.

The brothers exchange looks. Dean pulls over.
EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - INIEHT

Sam climbs out. Dean snags an UNSEEN OBJECT from the
Jglowvebox. Then follows.

They both walk over. Crunching on shattered glass. Urgent
and cautious, all at the same time.

SAN
Hello? Can wou hear me?

They reach the car. Peer through the window. Inky black
inzide; can‘t discern anything.

Sam looks at Dean. Then grips the door handle. Beat. A4nd
openg it. REVEALING--
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INT. TOYO0TA - CONTINOOUS

We‘re IN3IDE the car, looking out at the brotherzs. There‘szs a
FIGURE, splayed on the seat, out of focus in the foreground.
But we can tell the figqure is torn. Wet with crimson.

SAIT
Dh oy Fod. Can... can a crash
do... all that?

Ower hiz shoulder, Dean reweals the object he’s holding-- a
DISITAL CANMERZ. He FLASHES a picture. Sam’s repulsed--

oAl
What are vou doing?

DELN
We hawe to go.

S4Il
We have to call 211--

But Dean WRENCHES on Sam‘'s arm, with URGENCY--

D ELIT
We have to go now!

Dean practically tozses Sam into the Impala. Then Dean jumps
in, SLANS the gas, ROCEETS onto the road.

INT. IMPALZ - MNOVING

S4Il
What the hell was that about?

Dean toszes Sam the digital camera. Sam examines—-

THE DIGITAL CAINMERA SCEEEN. We can make out a part of Gary’'s
mangled arm. A&nd abowe that, within a CANERL FLARE-- a
FHOSTLY SILHOUETTE. Grislwy, elongated jaw. Glinting, gray
pin-pricks for eves.

DELN (0.5.)
She was s5till there. She was still
working on him.

OFF 3aM. His world rocked--
BLACEOTT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE
INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - 1992 - FLASHBACEK

4 TV SCREEN. 4an old-school Nintendo game. Castlewania. &
warrior battles an onslaught of ghosts, ghouls and monsters.

Once again, we see young Dean, 13. He plavs, rapt, and
couldn‘t be lesz interested in--

INT. FRONT HaLL - CONTINUOUS - FLASHBACE
Jack and MARY HARRISON. With a BARY-SITTER.

IART
...and thiz iz the number. We‘ll
be home by 11.
[calls into leawving room]
‘Wight, Dean.

No answer. HNeanwhile, voung Sam, 9, stands close to his Nom.
Follows his parents out the fromt door.

oA
Last time wou left, Dean chained me
to the table with a bike lock.

MART
That ‘s why Cindy’'s here. BShe'zs got
a strict, anti-chain policy.

EXT. HARRISON HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - NIGHT - 1992 - FLASHBACEK

SATT
I don‘t want wou to go.

Jack, at the car [(Mom's car, not the Impala). Jack is
brusque. 0r mavbe drank...

JACE
Sam. It’'s cold. Get inside.

IARTY
[crouching to Sam)
When vou wake up in the morning...
I‘'ll be there. Okaw?

She kizses hiz forehead. &Stepz to the pazsenger side.

WE PUSH IN 0ON SaM. SLOWLY. Standing, in his socks.
Watching his mother, for the last time, with an odd,
inscrutable expression. We hear 0.5. CAR DOOR SLANMS. Then
an ENGINE. Red tail lights reflect against Sam’'s face.
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Diztant THUNDEE. We may

even wonder why we're holding for quite so long, when--

INT. MOTEL ROOM - PRESENT DaY - DAWN

Sam wakez with a GASP! He‘s slumped at a cheap motel room
desk. Dean reclines against one of the headboards; with a
puzzle of NEWSPAPER CLIFPPINGS spread across the bed.

DEAN

Tou finally caught an hour.

S4ll

..o called 911, right?

DELN

Tep. B8ame az the other zix times

vou asked.

On the desk-- the DIGITAL CANERL.
the screen for the hundredth time.

o4l

Sam picks it up, examines
Like scratching am itch.

...mavbe it’'s a reflection. &

trick of the light...

DELN

For the record, vou‘re handling
this much better than I ewver did.

I went on a bender.

DA
What 'wve wou got there?

DELN

Bad mews. I‘we been looking at the
dates of the crashes. First one
wag a Sunday. Then Friday. Then
Tuesday. GFoes on like this.

S4Il
I don't follow.

DELN

Itz a pattern. The davs between

deaths-- & davs, then 4,
Next iz one. Tonight.

ATl

3 2L

Tou think someone‘s gonna die

tonight?
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I think the question iz, do wyou?
AN

ool don't know., I don't know what

to think.
Dean gives his brother a svmpathetic smile.

DA
Look. If zomeone might really be
in danger... if wou really need my
help. Then I°'11 help.
[Dean nod=s, grateful )
But wvou know, I don't know what the
hell I'm doing.

DEAT
It*s okay. MNeither do I. Dad was
the expert.
SAll
I don‘t find that comforting.
[ ANFWAT o
I do have one condition.
DELT
Shoot.
SAll
When... whatewver this is, is
over... 1'm going home.
[beat)

I got a job. School. Jessica--
damn, I blanked on calling Jess-- I
gotta go back.

DEAT
And that ‘s what vou want?

AT
(I don’'t know)
I can‘t just throw my life away and
hit the road.

Dean. Thinking. Gives a quiet, cards-dovn kind of nod.

oAl
So what's next?

39.
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EXT. MARJORIE BRUNSOIN'S HOUSE - BACEYARD - DAY

MARJTORIE BRUNSON, R0'z, i3 a hardscrabble woman; her life
hasn’'t been easy. She stands with Sam and Dean, as she hangs
BEDSHEETS on a clothesline, billowing in the stiff breeze.

MARJORIE
...Constance, she was shy. Kind.
Put sad-- I think that‘s what I
remember most. Ewver since the day
ghe moved in.

DEAT
I'm sorry. IHMoved in?

MARJORIE
Well, wes. I adopted her.
[dizapproving)
Toung man, I've had reporters
around before. Iost of "em get
their facts straight.

DELN
I apologize, ma‘am. So she was an
orphan?

MARTORIE

Mot at first. Her house burned
dovn when she was 13, poor thing.
Her parents, they were good people,
they died in the fire.

[beat]
I use her room for storage now.
But I can show vou bovs a few
things. Come on.

Sam and Dean follow Marjorie into the house. We HOLD ON the
baclyard, on the clothesline--

&z the BEDSHEET seems to take on a WHIRLING FORN. &
gilhouette. 0f a WOMALN. Then, just as quickly, it’'s gone.

INT. CONSTANCE'S OLD BEDROOM - DAY

L HIGH SCHOOL PORTELIT of CONSTANCE. ©She looks distant.
Mournful , somehow.

Sam holds the photo. Lifting it from a cardboard crate of
teenage-girl belongings.

Meanwhile, Dean conwverses with Marjorie, amidst the room’'s
gtacked boxes and the sheet-covered furniture. This is
difficult for Marjorie to discuss--
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When she got a little older, she
gtarted acting out. Drinking, God
kmows what else. But ewven then,
wou could see this... hurt in her
eyes. BPut she kept it to herself.

Now Sam digs a DIARY from the crate.
girlish bubble-cursiwve. PBut also...

every page, often multiple times:

“I can pever go home.”

Inside, the usual
a phrase, on almost

Sam lookz up. Thinking. What doez that mean?

MaRTORIE

Then... that day in June.

She was

hitchhiking-- which I always begged
her not to do-- and that was it. I

never saw her again.

ATl

Joseph Burroughs, he picked her up?

MaRTORIE

Police say he kept her in his

trajler, outzide of towm.
vear, before he shot her.

Almost a
And they

didn‘t ewen fry the sonofabitch,
he‘s up at Folsom. Put that in

wour article.

DELN

lz. Brunson. Which cemetery i=

Constance buried at?

IMARTORIE

Well. Her headstone ‘s at Hughes
Creek. BPBut she’s not buried
anywhere. Least, nowvhere I know.

DEAN
[reacting to thisz)
I thought they found her.

IR JTORIE
[pained]
gome of her.

EXT. MARTORIE BRUNSON ‘S HOUSE - OUT FRONT - DAY

Sam and Dean walk down the sidewallk.

. & parade of small

town, all-American homes. Mowing to the Impala--
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That what we needed.
S4Il

That?
L ELTT

The dead, thev get... overdramatic
. about where thev‘re buried. We
gotta find her remains.

SAll
ind what, give ‘em & proper burial?

DEAN
Mo. We burn ‘em into nothing.

SAlT
S0 how do we find them?

DEAN
From the one gquy who knows.

SAll
Jogeph Purroughs? You'‘re serious.
Tou want us to just stroll into
prizon and hawe a little chat?

DEAN
No. I want wvou to.
[Sam stops, shocked)
What? TYou're the =school debate,
lawvyer... geek.

SAll
Forget it--

DEAN
Sam. Folsom's over 200 miles away.
We'd never make it there and back
before nightfall. You gotta go,
make him tell wvou where she is.
Then call me, I‘1l be here waiting.

AT
First off, wvou can't walk into a
prizon without 48 hour notice and
wisit anvone, much less a serial
killer. &nd second, he‘s a gerial
killer. So no f'ing way.

42,
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DELT
Fine. I‘11 go. &nd wvou can dig up
the corpse.

Sam stops. Looks at Dean. He knows he‘s trapped. Bitter--

SAN
...I1"'11 figure something out...

DEAT
fuid pro quo, Clarice.

DA
chut up.

Dean removes Sam’s cell phone from his pocket.

DEAN
Tou'll need thiz. Hazsn't stopped
ringing, by the way. I think
wou'‘re freaking some people out.

SAIT
Tou sure I‘m not gonna ditch wou
and go back to “em?

Dean‘s sure. He handzs Sam his phone.

DEAN
Tou're gonna need wheels, too.
Let‘s go hot-wire ¥ou some.

SATT
Mo. Tou‘re not stealing me a car.

DELN
What do vou wanna do? ERent one?

EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - DAY

Sam putters up to Folsom, in a rented GEQ0. Not nearly as bad-
ass as the Impala.

INT. San‘s RENTAL CAR - IMOVING
Sam, on hizs cell phone. Looks like he’s having a root canal.

DA
.. Judge Carlton, thanks for taking
oy call. TYes, zir, I do know I was
supposed to start today. I had
kind of a familv emergency. Sir, I

was hoping I could ask for a fawor.
[MORE
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SLN [ CONT'D)
[(wincing)
Teg, sir, I know... ¥es3, very thin

i ]
EXT. FOLSOI STATE PENITENTIARY - LFTERIOOIN

Sam’'zs FEQ pulls up to Folsom‘s main gate-- a single gap
between formidable stone walls.

Sam. Staring up at the prison. The place iz a fortresz, a
medieval castle. He‘s apprehensive, to say the least.

OVER the next few shots, we HEAR--

FOLSOM OFFICER [(V.0.]
...l just spoke to vour Judge
Carlton. Thiz is a hell of an
gexception we're making.

SLM [¥.0.)
I appreciate that.

INT. FOLSOM STATE PENITENTIARY - SERIES 0OF SHOTS

Sam. Getting patted down at the Registration Station.
Dumping the contentzs of his pockets into plastic trawvs...

...Walking through a seriezs of BARRED DOORS, that open and
CLAWE shut, jarring, as he paszes through. O0VER which--

FOLSOM OFFICER [(V.0.]
Tou will not be allowed personal
items in the visziting area. Tou
are not to give anything to, or
receive anything from, the inmate.
Maintain a safe distance from the
inmate at all times. Understand?

INT. VISITING ROOII - AFTERNOON

Sam sits on a mounted steel stool, at & mounted steel table.
Nervous as hell. &= he watches JOSEPH BUERROUGHS, 40, enter
the room. Prison jumpsuit, bland face, glasses; the “gquiet
neighbor” tvype. He's cuffed. GUARDS, stationed at the
wallzs, keep a close evye, as Burroughs sita.

SAT
Thank wou for seeing me.

BUORREOTEHS
{genial enough)
I don‘t get many wisitors. Tou a
law student or something...?



45,

SAll
[nods ]
I'm writing a paper, I was hoping
for some information.

BURREOTIGHS
Abhout what?

S4Il
Constance Weld.

Burroughs TENSES. His face hardens into granite.

oAl
Look. I just need to know--

BUORROTEHS
I‘m not talking about her.

S4Il
I need to know where she’s buried.

BUREOUEHS
[through gritted teeth)
In a cemetery.

SAIl
Mo. Where wou buried her.

BUORREOTEHS
We‘re finished here.

INT. MOTEL ROOI - SAWNGER - LATE AFTERNOON

The motel phone. Dean watches it, smoking a Marlboro.
Waiting for it to ring.

He glances out the window. The sun iz setting. Portentous
gtorm clouds gather on the horizon. Distant lightning.

DELN
Come on, Sam.

INT. VISITING ROOIM - CONNTINUIOUS

SAIl
Tou hawve to tell me. Please—-

BUREOTTEHS
Fuard--



SAll
[desperate)
Someone 2 going to die tonight, if
vou don't tell me...

Burroughs stops. Searches Sam’'s face.

BURROUGHS
What?

SAl
Constance. She's out there.
Hurting people.

BURROTGEHS
[waving off the gquard)
Sgorry. Falszse alarm.
[To Sam]
What are vou talking about?

It's difficult for Sam to say. He knows how it sounds.

SAN
She‘s hitchhiking. Men are picking
her up... and thev're crashing.

211 because of what wvou did to her.

BUORREOTGHS
Tou're insane.

SATT
I'd say that’'s accurate.

BUREOUEHS
Tou think a dead girl is causing
random car crashes?

SAT
Thevy're not random. It's a
pattern... a countdown, to...

It hits Sam. 0Of course. He leans in to Burroughs.
SAll

This was the night, wasn‘t it? It
wag 10 years ago tonight.

and Purroughs goes white as a sheet.

BURROUGHS
How could vou...? I newver...



SAll
The night wvou killed her. The night
wou murdered an innocent girl.

BUORROTHS
[ shattered)
She wasn't innocent. and I laoved
her.

=AU

Tou kept her locked up--
BURROUEHS

She lived with me. That’'s all.

[then]
I‘d do anvthing for her. I buried
those men for her.

SAT
What do wou mean?

BURROTGHS
She picked ‘em up, hitchhiking.
She took "em to her parents® house.
The one that burned down.

SATT
Wh?

BUREOTTIEHS

When she was little, her parents
cut her. Forced her to fast. Go
she could “atone for the sin in her
heart.” TUntil she stabbed ‘em both
and burned the house dowvn.

[beat)
3o she “cut out the sin” in those
other men‘'s hearts. &and she liked
to do it in front of Mommy and
Daddy, vou know, like “look at wour
little girl now.*

SAll
Why didn't wou call the police?

BUOREOTGHS
They wouldn‘t beliewve me, she
looked like a Homecoming queen.
Hell, I'we tried to tell ‘em, they
don‘t believe me now.

[broken, wretched)

Bezidez. Ewen if thev locked her
up, she’'d just keep killing.

[ MORE |
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BUEROUGHS [CONT 'L
Mo matter what they did to her,
ghe'd find a way to keep killing.
No. There was only one way to stop
her.

SATT
There 13 she buried?

BURROTIGHS
She was zleeping. 4nd I put a qun
to her head. God forgive me--

S4Il
I need to know where she’s buried--

INT./EXT. IMPALZ - NOVING - NIGHT
The storm haz bequn. Lightning cleavwes the night sky. ind
the Impala‘s engine sounds like the THUNDER. It charges
through the pouring rain.
BURROUSHS [V.0.)
««.8n 0ak tree... she’s beneath an
oak tree... off Breckenridge Road.

Dean, driving. Focused, determined. Passing Constance’s
charred, ancient HOU3E, on his way to--

EXT. FIELD - NIGHT

Black. Then lightning-- which illuminatez a COLOSSAL OAK
TREE. The Impala, off-roading, parks beside it. Dean leaps
out. Pops the TRUNE.

Inside-- shotgquns. Chainsaws. God knows what else. Dean
grabs a shovel and a crowbar.

Then, using the Impala‘s hi-beamzs as worklights... Dean
begins to dig.

EXT. FIELD - AN HOUR LATER - NIGHT

Three holes already showeled. HNo luck, not wvet.

INSIDE THE FOURTH PIT. Dean digs, frantic. IMuddy. Soaking.
The wind RISES-- the oak‘s branches begin to shudder.

INSIDE THE IMPALZ. The RADI0 CLICES ON. Hissing static.

5ti1ll, Dean digs. 0One man against the howling storm.
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THUNE. Hiz showel hits dull wood. He clears mud away,
rewvealing... a glimpse of a decomposing PINE BOX.

CUT T0:

QUTSIDE THE PIT. The SHOVEL iz toszed out, onto the grass.
Dean‘s arm emerges, snagging the CROWBAR.

CUT TO:

INSIDE THE PIT. Dean’'s excavated the entire top half of the
make-shift coffin. He begins to PRY the 1id.

The wind. The rain. The radio static. Thev're all building
to a crescendo--

Dean STRAINS. Finally, nails SNAP. He grips the 1id.
Steels himself. &nd opens it. Looking inside. HOERIFIED.

DEAN
S o 1n PN

The box is EMPTY. Lightning... which reweals... there’s
WOEDS BURNED INTO ewerwv square inch of the box‘s insides.
With imposaible, supernatural frequency. 0One 3ingle phrase.
“I can pever go home.”

INT./EXT. SaN’'S RENTLL CAR - NIGHT

Sam. Driving back to Sanger.

CONSTANCE appears in the headlightzs! Sam drives right
through her--

He shoutz, brakes hard. Spinning, wild, on the 3lick roads.
He barely manages to control the swerving car. Thankfully,
it comes to a stop.

Sam. Panting. Catching hizs breath. But he doesn‘t notice--

Constance. MNow sitting in Sam’s back seat.

CONSTANCE
Take me home.

Sam lookz up, icy with fear--

BLLCEOTT.

END OF aCT THREEE
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ACT FOUR
INT. SAN‘S RENTAL CAER - NIGHT
Sam, behind the wheel. Constance, in the back. No sound,
except the muffled patter of rain on steel. HNo light, except
for the occaziomal flare of lightning. Once again--

CONSTALICE
Take me home.

SAT
REE] i eRRa

The doorz LOCK, by themselwezs. The RADIO clicks on,
gquealing white noise. The gas pedal depresses.

EXT. CENTENNIAL HIGHWAY - CONTINUOOUS

ind the car begins to drive, of itz owm accord. Without
headlights. Through the storming darkness.

INT. SAN'5 RENTAL CAR - CONTINUOUS
The untouched steering wheel turns, correcting course.

Sam. Preath coming in panicked bursts. WMind racing. Trying
to fiqure out a way to Zave hiz owm life.

Constance. Behind him. Iute. ind there’s something
different in her expression. Something malewvolent.

EXT. 0OLD HOUSE - NIGHT

Sam‘s rental pulls up the muddy dirt driveway. Stops before
the decrepit house. &A=z if on cue, the ENGINE CUTS 0OUT.

INT. SaM'5S BRENTAL CaAR - CONTINOOUS
Tet the radio =still hisses.

SAIl
e..don‘t do this...

Once again, Constance gazes at her house--

CONSTANCE
I can never go home.

But Sam watches her in the rearview, as she says this. and
he perceives something, that no one’s noticed before...
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SAll
oa¥ou're scared. You're scared to
go home.
Then... in ONE SHOT... Sam piwvots from the rearview [where
Constance iz 3till wisible)... to look at her directlw...

But she ‘s WAINISHED.

Frantic, Sam whirls for the car door. Trying to unlock it,
but it‘zs jammed. He throwz hiz shoulder into it-- no good.
He pounds on the glass, about to SMaSH it with his elbow--

Lightning. &nd in the STROBING FLASH--

Constance. MNow in the passenger seat, beside Sam. [He's
turned toward his window, doesn't see her). She‘s a rotting
WELITH. HMouth twiszted into a rawboned rictus.

But it’s only for a subliminal split second. When the
lightning snuffs out-- she again DISAFPPEARS.

Though now we knmow... she’s still inside the car.

Suddenly, Sam JOLTS. Shards of excruciating PAIN shoot
through his body. He falls back in his seat. He tears open
the top of hiz shirt, buttons popping, to rewveal--

His bare chest. As SLASHING CLAW MaRES APPELR. Directly
over his heart.

Lightning-- and for a flash, there‘s Constance, straddling
Sam, her hand PLUNGED INSIDE HIS CHEST, up to the wrist.
Then... the lightning wanishes, and so doezs she.

Gam’'s hand. Fumbling for the ignition. Trying to turn the
engine. Put--

He's in too much pain. His ewvelids flutter. He’s losing
consdciousness. His hand drops from the ignition.

When, suddenlwv--

SMaSH! The driwver side window SHATTERS-- & hailstorm of
safety glass beads.

DEAN. Standing outzide the car. Pointing his Colt at the
geemingly thin air in front of Sam.

DEAN
Let him go, wou bitch.
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Dean FIRES! And in the rapid succeszsion of GUNFIRE FLARES-—-
Constance is VISIBLE, as if in STROBING LIGHT.

She turns to Dean. Unharmed, of course. She grins at him,
vicious.

But she‘z let go of Sam. &nd he blinks to lucidity--

ATl

[ gasping)
w.1'm taking you home. ..

ind Sam is now able to TURN the ignition. He 3LAMS the gas!
EXT. OLD HOUSE - CONTINUOOUS

And the rental car BUORSTS forward. SHASHING through the
termite-ridden wall of the o0ld house. ENTERING the house.

INT. OLD HOUSE - CONTINOOUS

The rental SNAPS a support beam, second story lumber
collapses over it.

INT. SAM'5 RENTAL CAR - CONTINUIOUS

Sam cracks hisz head, sharp, against the steering wheel, as
the car comez to an abrupt, duszt-settling stop.

INT. QLD HOUSE - CONTINUIOUS
Dean. Lunging in through the recentlv-created opening.

DEAT
Sam! Sam!

Dean scramblezs to the car. It'z wedged between a wall and a
heaiwy fallen beam. Inside the car... Sam lifts his head.
Forehead bleeding, weak, but alive...

SATT
I'm okav.

Dean‘s EXTREMELY reliewved-- and we glimpse the affection he
holds for hiz brother.

DEALATT
Where 1s she?

sS4l
I don't knmow.
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Dean looks ower the room. The storm has abated, the wind has
died dowm, the radio‘s quiet. &4ll seems benign.

Dean tries to open the door. No chance.

DEAN
Can wou move?
[nods, wes)
Come on, I°11 help wou.

Sam GROANS, pained and sore. &3 he begins to crawl through
the window. Dean helping him. When--

The wind. It picks up. Tattered curtainz flutter.
The BRaDI0. Clicks on. Faint music buried beneath static.
The bovs. Their blood runs cold--

DELN
Hurryr.

Something SEITTERS just outside their field of wision. Dean
gpins, wigilant... but nothing’'s there.

Quick as he can, Sam evacuates the car. Dean gets him to his
feet. Sam’zs arm around Dean’s neck, they hobble for the
entrance, but itz 2low going--

Another SCUFFLING sound, thiz one owver their shoulders. They
both look back, scanning, wary...

And that‘s why they don’t see... IN FRONT OF THEN--
The CURTAINS [beside their exit) BILLOW UP, unveiling--

CONSTANCE. Blocking the way. Putrid. Wrathful. Her image
FLICKERS rapidlwv, appearing and disappearing.

Sam and Dean whirl forward. Spot her--

She DRIFTS toward Sam and Dean, the tipzs of her wellowed toes
lightly scraping the floor planks, as she glides.

Sam and Dean back away. Dean FIRES his Colt again. No use.
che grows closer. Clozser. Ewesz aflame.

ouddenly—-

There ‘s TWO FIGURES BEHIND HER! 4 decayed N4l and WOINAIL,

40z, the front of their shirts BLOODY from stab wounds.
Constance s PARENTS.
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WHISPERED 0N THE WIND
«.J¥OU'WE COmEe home. ..

They seem to enwvelop her. Merging with her. There’s a
horrible, otherworldly ANINAL SHRIEEING--

And thev ALL MELT AWAY. Gone completelrw.

5till. Silence.

Sam and Dean. &s they [and we) catch our collectiwve breatha--

DEAN
e, How'd vou know that would
wark?
SAT
That?
DEAN
Taking her home?
oA
Lucky quess.

The brothers smile at each other.

SAT
ind what were wou thinking,
ghooting a ghost, vou freak?

DEAT
Teah, well. Good luck getting the
deposit back on that rental.
Again, the brothers smile.
EXT. MOTEL - LATE NIGHT - ESTABLISHING
otorm’s over now.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUTOUS

Dean, behind a battered L&PTOP, plugged into the phone line.
On the screen, another article, this time from “The Winslow
Mail.” An Arizona NeWSpaper.

Sam drains a tiny liquor bottle. Getting properly smashed.
(ind still limping a bit). He's got something on hiz mind--
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SATT
Can I ask wvou something? When wou
were with Dad... did wvou guys ewver
talk sbout...coming to get me, too?

Dean turns to Sam. Empathetic. But with a strange edge--

DELN
He... he didn‘t want wou involwed,
Sgam. It was too dangerous.

Sam gives a pained little nod. Then--

S4Il
Go. What's next?

DEAN
Arizona, I think. There‘’s
gomething I wanna check out.

AT
Something? 0r some thing?

DELT
We'll see.
(then, simply)
I‘11 keep looking. Until I find it.

AT
[beat)
Tou know. TI'vwve always wanted to
gee Arizona. I‘m a big fan of...
turquoizse.

DELT
I thought wou were going home.
[Gam shakez his head, no)
What about wour joh?

SATT

Don’t think I hawe one.
DEALATT

Then... Jessica? School?
SAIl

Jezz and me, we were gomma be long
distance anyvway. &nd school? I
don‘t kmow. Screw it.

DEATT
Socrew 1it? That’'s all?

[Gam nods-- that’'s all)
[ MORE
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DEAW [(COINNT'D)
Sam. I don't understand. Why are
vou doing this?

Sam takez a long, long beat. Then, quietly--

DA
Dad was wrong, vou know. Those
eves. Thev weren't black. Thev
were hollow. Like pits. Or wells.
Thevy were bottomless.

DEAN
Yhat do vou mean...?

oAl
That night. I saw it, Dean.
Inside the car. Waiting for them.
It looked at me. Like it knew me.
I didn‘t shout, or warn them. I
didn‘t do anything.

DEAT
Tou were a 9 wear old kid.

SAll

I spent my life saving that. I was
just a kid, I imagined it, it
couldn‘t be real. When Cheryl and
Tommy blamed Dad, hated him, called
him inzsane, I kept my mouth shut
and did the zame thing.

[beat)
Because it was better than the
alternative. That it was real.
That it was my fault. That I
could‘ve saved Mom. Put didn‘t.

DELT
Sam--

AT
I have to do this. I owe it to
them. DBoth of them.
CUOT TO-:
INT. MOTEL ROOIf - LATE NIGHT
Sam. Passed out. Sleeping in his clothes.
Dean. 0On the other bed. Spotlit by a bedside lamp. Paging

through the FADED LEATHER JOURIAL. He reaches the last
entry, the one that was torn out.
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He thinks. Then...

He unfolds a scrap of paper. The mizsing journal page. In
clear-headed lettering [in contrast to the other cluttered
entriez)], it reads--

DELN,

LANYTHING HAPPENS TO ME, FIND SAI.
WATCH OUT FOR YOUE BROTHER.
NWOTHING 'S MORE INMPORTANT.

IT'S CONING FOR HII.
Dean. Troubled. Inscrutable expression.
EXT. MOTEL - DaAWN
The brotheras. Emerging into the dusty Western sunlight.

Thev‘re 1it golden. Ewen heroic. Their noble Chewy Impala
awaits.

SAll
Hev. Now that we're doing this
thing together... can I driwve?
DEAT

No.
They climb into the car.

ENERGETIC SHOTS. Doors slam. Eev turns. Exhaust smokes.
Tirez =pin.

and the Impala hits the road. Heading easzt. Into the riszing
gun. Into the heart of America.

INT. INMPALZ - MOVING - DAWN

Sam looks forward-- wondering what lies on the horizon. &And
for the first time in his life, he doesn‘t know.

B0V - THE OPEN ROAD

Fushing up to meet us, azs we MNOTOR down it. Wide open and
infinite--

FanpE 00T,

T0 BE CONTINUOED...




