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EXT. WOODS - DAY

JACK, mid-twenties, drives down a dirt road.  He pulls off to 
the side where there's a bit of a clearing.  

In the clearing is a car, trunk open.  BENNY, 20, eager-to-
please, is trying to shove a BODY in the trunk.  The body has 
a pillowcase over its head with a big bloodspot.  Benny has 
blood splattered on his face and looks like he's been rolling 
around in the dirt.

Jack gets out of his car, carrying three coffees.

JACK
W'fuck did you do?

Jack makes his way towards the car.  

BENNY
Weren't me.

JACK
I'm gone for five minutes; that's 
all the time you needed to screw 
this up.

BENNY
He tried to take the gun and it 
went off.  Musta rick-O-shayed 
offen the car.

Jack helps Benny push the body in.

JACK
Goddamnit.  Canchu do nothing 
right?   Close the trunk in case 
somebody happens by.

The trunk closes on us.

Jack and Benny turn around and lean against the car. Jack 
lights a cigarette.  Benny watches him and follows suit.

BENNY
Am I in trouble, you reckon?

JACK
Not too much I don't think.  I'll 
call the bossman.  Don't think he 
liked that feller too much anyhow.

Jack pulls out a cellphone and dials a number; steps off to 
the side to talk.

(CONTINUED)



JACK (CONT’D)
(in phone)

Yeah.  We kinda hit a hitch.  Yeah.

BENNY
Tell him what I told you.  Bout him 
trying to escape and the rick-o-
shay.

JACK
(to Benny)

Just shut up.
(in phone)

Yeah.  Out by the Jones pond.
(a beat)

I understand.

He listens a beat more then hangs up.

BENNY
You didn't tell him.

JACK
Doesn't matter.  He says we were 
gonna kill him anyway.  Cleanup 
guy's on his way out here right 
now.

BENNY
That easy?

JACK
That easy.

Benny relaxs a bit.

BENNY
No wonder that Bog Butcher ain't 
been caught.

JACK
What the hell you talking 'bout?

Benny turns towards Jack, excited to have an audience.

BENNY
Hain't you been listening to the 
news.  That feller that's snagging 
them folks and taking um into the 
bog where nobody sees um again.

2.
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(CONTINUED)



JACK
Oh, I reckon I did hear something 
about that.  Kills with a hook.

BENNY
I heard he just knocks you out 
first, then tortures you.  If you 
listen close enough you can hear 
the screams coming deep from the 
bog.  That and the sound of the 
butcher's whistling.  He whistles 
while he's cutting up the bodies.

JACK
Now who in the hell would know that 
if he kills everybody that comes in 
his way?

They both jump a little when they notice

A car approaches from a distance.

Jack and Benny crouch behind the car, trying to hide.

BENNY 
Who the fuck's coming?

JACK
Prolly the cleanup feller.

BENNY
Looks like a cop car.

JACK
It don't have any flashing lights 
on it.

BENNY
Undercover cars have em hidden.

Benny's got his gun out.  Jack notices.

JACK
Put that damn thing away.  I'm 
telling you, that's no cop car.  
Can't be.

Jack pulls out his gun just the same.

The car stops about thirty yards away.  The door opens, and a 
MAN wearing khakis and a short sleeve button down steps out.  
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He walks towards Jack and Benny, leaving the door open behind 
him.  A CB radio can be heard from the man's car.

POLICE DISPATCH (O.S.)
All units to 414 Maple.  Gunshots 
have been reported.

Jack and Benny look worried.  They remain crouched, 
whispering.

BENNY
(whispering)

I told you.  We're done.

JACK
(whispering)

Shut up.  Hell if I'm goin out like 
this.  

He peaks over the car.  The man's coming closer.  Suddenly 
Jack shoots the man several times.  The man crumples.  Dead.

Jack and Benny stand up.

JACK (CONT’D)
Shit.

VARIOUS POLICE CHATTER comes in over the radio in the man's 
car.

Benny and Jack walk over to look at the body.

BENNY
Think he's dead, Jack? 

JACK
Naw, Benny.  He looks just dandy.

BENNY
Wonder if he called for backup?

JACK 
I ain't waiting around to find out.  
Bossman gave me a number for that 
cleanup guy.

He dials a number and waits.

A RINGTONE plays from a cellphone in the dead man's pants 
pocket.
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JACK (CONT’D)
A cop, huh.  You stupid son of a 
bitch.

BENNY
Hey, I weren't the one who shot 
him.  

JACK
Well, if you hadn't of killed 
what's his name, we wouldn't be in 
this mess in the first place.  

Jack dials a different number.  He signals for Benny to drag 
the body to the car and turns his back.

JACK (CONT'D)
(in phone)

It's me again.
(a beat)

Benny sorta reckoned it was a cop.

INAUDIBLE SCREAMING can be heard from the phone.  Jack holds 
the phone away from his ear.

JACK (CONT'D)
(listening now)

All right.  Yessir.

He hangs up.

Benny's almost got the body to the car.

BENNY
What'd he say?

JACK
Says it was a cop.  A cop that we 
pay.  

BENNY
I told you.  Hain't I told you?

JACK
If you ain't the dumbest sombitch I 
ever knowed.

BENNY
Hey, Jack?  Why you gone blame it 
on me?
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JACK 
I ain't blamed you, and anyways it 
don't matter no how.  

BENNY
Think he's mad?

JACK
You go and recollect that from the 
screamin'?

BENNY
He's gone be mad at me, hain't he 
Jack?

JACK
Nah.  Don't you worry about it.  
We'll tell him it was an accident.  
It's gone work out.

EXT. - CAR - LATER

They have strapped the bodies in the other car.  Jack pours 
gasoline on the bodies and on the roof and hood.  

JACK 
What's that on the floor in there?

BENNY
What?

Benny leans into the car.

BENNY (CONT’D)
I don't see nothing.

GUNSHOT as blood splatters against the car's interior.

Jack pushes the rest of Benny's body into the backseat.  

JACK
Sorry, Benny.  Boss's orders.

He lights a match and tosses it onto the car, which lights up 
immediately.

Jack walks back to his car.  He drives off, down the road.

INT. CAR - LATER

The tire blows out.  Jack gains control and pulls over to the 
side.

6.
CONTINUED: (5)

(CONTINUED)



Jack begins furiously hitting the steering wheel.  The air 
bag shoots out and hits him.

JACK
SHIT!

EXT. CAR

Jack gets out and kicks the bumper of the car.  He takes a 
jack out of the trunk and gets to working on the tire.  He's 
crouched down when a SHADOW covers him up.  He looks back 
over his shoulder.

The shadow belongs to a massive OLDER MAN.  The sun right 
behind his head makes it impossible to see his face.

OLDER MAN
What seems to be the problem?

JACK
Flat tire.  Just my luck.  Helluva 
day.

POV JACK: The man is feet away.  He's holding a crow bar.

OLDER MAN
Don't sweat the small stuff.

POV JACK: The man swings the crow bar.  As it makes contact 
with Jack's head

BLACKOUT.

EXT. WOODS - LATER

Not exactly the same spot as earlier, but somewhere similar. 

Jack is hog tied, blood on his head from the blow.  Face 
pressed into the dirt.

JACK'S POV:  The older man is sitting nearby, still hard to 
make out his face; he's been sharpening a knife.

OLDER MAN
This here's the bog.  Don't you 
know there's bad things round these 
parts?

He begins to WHISTLE an eerie tune and goes back to 
sharpening his knife.
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We pan out on the woods until we can no longer see the men.  
All we can hear is the WHISTLING of the bog butcher.

THE END.
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