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I NT KI TCHEN - COUNTER, SATURDAY MORNI NG
In the background, we hear the norning cartoons.

ECU of cereal bowl. Cornflakes. MIKk is poured. The cereal
i s spooned hungrily, sloppily away.

Reveal DIANA, 7 yrs, in her jammes. She’'s eating with
gusto, as she watches TV.

EXT KI TCHEN - BACKDOOR KNOB

ECU on a bl ack gl oved hand tw sting open the kitchen door.
I NT KI TCHEN - COUNTER

ECU on Diana’ s paper napkin being disturbed by a breeze.

D ana freezes, mdbite, a cann exEression on her face. She
catches her breath for a nonent, then begins to pretend that
she’s still scarfing it down, nmaking all the requisite noise
wi th spoon and bowl , head bent over, forcing herself to
breat he nornmal lvy.

EXT KI TCHEN - BACKDOOR

Intruder’s POV as the door is soundlesslr pushed open. W
see q ane fromthe back, apparently still wolfing down her
cereal .

I NT KI TCHEN - COUNTER

Diana’s |l eft hand sneaks across the counter to the broken
circular half of a l|ladies’s conpact case--the mrror. She
tilts it UE and scans the reflected view-she sweeps slowy
to the backdoor entrance to the kitchen.

She sees the | NTRUDER, a |arge man dressed all in black,
{Rclpd{ngda ski mask. There™s only 5 yards between her and
e i ntruder.

The intruder reveal s a sonmewhat incongruous pink bathroom
towel. He approaches Diana with the Intent of snothering it
over her head.

In the conpact mrror, Diane sees all this. As she waits for
himto approach, she firmy grips cereal bow in both hands,
ready to wield i1t as a weapon.

The intruder sneaks up to her and throws the towel over her
head. But Diana’s t|n1nﬁ is perfect: she ducks under with the
cereal bow, spilling the contents all over as she does so.

As her kitchen stool topples backward, Diana goes into a
crouch.

rronlu ana’'s POV we see the inverted V of the intruder’s
egs.

Sﬁringing_out of her crouch for greater thrust, Diana rans
the bow into the intruder’s groin. It is a surprisingly
vi ci ous and strong action, comng froma 7 yr old girl.
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There is a grunt fromthe intruder, and then a chilling
monment in ich we have a frozen tableau as D ana and the

i ntruder face off, and we exPect himto crunble in pain but--
the intruder’s apparently got balls of steel.

| NTRUDER

runtin
Not éﬁis ting? you don’t.

Di ana starts to back away towards the |living room The
i ntruder noves in on her:

DI ANA .
Don’t cone any closer or |’m going
to scream

INTRUDER .
Be ny guest, lil mss Diana. Ain't
no one here.

DI ANA
HELP! HELP ME! HELP

| NTRUDER
Not so goddamm [ oud!

Real i zing that she’s shouting in vain, poor little D ana
becones scared, vul nerable.

(oryi DI ANA
cryin
I’nlbei%g g?tacked! Hel p!
_ | NTRUDER
Looki e here--we got ourselves a cry
baby.
DI ANA

I’ mnot a crybaby.

Diana is back to her defiant, indomtable self. The intruder
steps towards her.

1 NTRUDER .
Come on, Di, let’'s do this the easy
way.

DI ANA
You' Il never get ne!

Di ana sprints over to the living room and junPs_over and of f
t he couch, rolls on the carpet and conmes up holding a very
| arge, very sharp kitchen knife.

| NTRUDER
Hey, now That’s a dangerous
knite. Kid your age ain't got no
call playin "with “em grown uP
instrunents. M ght hurt yaself.

The man hol ds out his hand for the knife.

DI ANA
Go away!
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The intruder lunges for the knife. Diana swipes at his
aﬁproachlng hand. Contact. The man shouts nore in surprise
than in pain.

| NTRUDER
Aah!  Fuck! Wsat in Satan’s nane
ou thi nk You doin’ cuttin me up
i ke that?!

DI ANA
Don’t cone near ne!

| NTRUDER
Now You gone done piss ne off rea
bad, m ssy!

Diana recoils at the nenace in is voice, backing away towards
a Pptted plant. Unseen by the intruder, her free hand grabs
a fistful of surprisingly powdery dirt.

Diana throws the knife down a litte distance in front of her.
The intruder takes a step, bends down to pick it up.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d)
That’'s smart. That's real snart.

As he’s straightening up, Diana flings the dirt into his
eyes.

I NTRUDER (cont’d)
Goddammi t! That does it!

Unfortunately, the sand doesn’t have the blinding effect
Di ana and we were hoRlng for. The intruder grabs Diana by a
stful of hair on the back of her head. Poor little Di ana

fi
ki cks and punches ineffectually.

DI ANA
NO LET ME GO

FADE TO BLACK.
EXT SUBURBAN HOUSE LAWN - EVEN NG

In the driveway, we see a crappy ol’ car. Dressed in jeans,
and a tank top, a large nuscular man in his md-20"s nows his
lawn. It’s our intruder. Maskless, he | ooks Iike your

aver age Joe.

W see that there’s a heavy bandage on his right hand.
CUT TO
| NT BASEMENT - CONTI NUOUS

tty dark in the basenent. Sound of |awn nower can be
find Diana stirring in her sleep, tied up to a
the m ddl e of the basenent.

floor next to her, we see a glass of water and a plate
eft over crunbs and potato chips and ket chup.

CUT TGO
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EXT SUBURBAN HOUSE LAWN - CONTI NUOUS

The intruder sees one of the neighbor’s kids KRISTEN, 13,
approach on the sidewal k across the street. At the cusp of
her burgeoning sexuality and dressed in a sumer mini and
top, Kristen's everyman’s lolita.

The intruder nows towards his sidewal k, kills the machi ne and
waves Kristen over

| NTRUDER
Hey, Kristen!
) KRI STEN
H, M. Thonpson.
| NTRUDER
Tom \Were ya headed?
KRI STEN
Over to John’s.
| NTRUDER
What ch’ you guys doin’?
~ KRI STEN
Just hangin’ out.
| NTRUDER

Just hangin’ out, huh? 1Is John
your boyfriend?

KRI STEN
I don’t know.

] | NTRUDER
H s parents away?

KRI STEN _
They' Il be back in the norning.

| NTRUDER
Un- huh. You guys got yerselves a

il youngbl ood soireé.” Dontcha
morrr, | "ain’t gonna tell nobody on
yer i1l escapade.

KRI STEN

We're just hangin’ out, watchin a
coupl a novi es.

| NTRUDER _
| know them novies you watchin’ .
Don’t hafta tell ne” about it--been
there nyself not too |ong back, if
ya know what | nean.

KRI STEN
| gotta go.

| NTRUDER
You know what, I'’mthirsty. You
wanna cone in for sone | enonade?
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KRI STEN
| don’t think so.
| NTRUDER
I ce-cold and fresh-squeezed. [It’1I
cool ya off.
KRI STEN
| bet you're wife's away, M.
Thonpson.
_ | NTRUDER
Back in the norning.
KRI STEN

Li st en, I_realk¥ gotta go. Have a
ni ce eveni ng, . Thonpson.

Wth a bright smle, Kristen walks away, know ng the effect
she has on the intruder.

| NTRUDER
Tom

The i ntruder heads back i nto the house.
| NT BASENMENT

The door at the top of the basenment opens up, backli?hting
the intruder. He' s carrying a flashlight. As he walks down
t he steps, he shuts the door and turns on the flashlight.

Diana i s woken up by the sound nmade by the intruder as he
descends the stalrcase. She noans.

The intruder points the flashli%ht directly on her as he
appr oaches. ana squints in the bright |ight.

| NTRUDER
(tender).
How you hol din’ up, honey?

DI ANA
arms are hurt. M head hurts.
Pl ease untie ne.

_ | NTRUDER
You thirsty?

DI ANA
| don’t wanna play anynore!

o | NTRUDER _
This is not a ganme! How many tines
do | have to tell you to be

serious?
o DI ANA _
This is a stupld game and | think
you're stupid! 1"mgoing to tell-
The intruder slaps D ana. She starts crying fromthe shock,
not the pain. The intruder switches on the light in the

basenent. He is om nously unmasked.
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W see that it is quite a domesticated basenment, with a
washer and dryer, a couch and TV, a benchpress, and a

carpentry set-up. In one corner we also see a baby carriage
and a discarded tricycle.
| NTRUDER

You ain’t tellin nobody nothin’

unl ess | saﬁ_so. You got that,

m ssy? Nothin'! Now you better be

listenin real good cause |’ m dead

seri ous. StoE your nnany—mhlnY and
0 !

| ook at ne! ok at ne, Diana
Stop being a crybaby!
_ DI ANA
You hit ne!
| NTRUDER _
I’ msorry, honey. didn’t slap
ou hard. It’s on

I

i sten. You ve got
This is a serious s
t
[

alisten to ne.
tuati on we got
here. You're a littl
girl, all tied up
some basenent and t
knows you're here is

|
Y to make you
[
t
n
h

7
erson
ig,ybgd ugly

ol’ me! The only question is--
what ch’ you gonna do about it?
~ DIANA
(i ndi gnant)
You hit nmne!

_ | NTRUDER )
Dam right | hit you! But did I
hit you |ike this~
~ (slaps chair hard)
Li ke this?!
~ (slaps floor harder
Did I hit you like this”

unches wal | hard)

Li ke this?!
(destroys the |l eftover
| at e) _

No! he answer is no cause that
sure aint how !l hit you, is it?!
Answer ne.

DI ANA
No.

| NTRUDER
No what ?

DI ANA
You didn’t hit ne |like that.

| NTRUDER
So don’t be no crybaby.

DI ANA
" mnot a crybaby!



Li'l Mss D ana

| NTRUDER
That’ s the s irit. Now, | ookie
her e, : e a good | ook around
ya——mhat are you gonna do?
DI ANA
| don’t know.
_ | NTRUDER
Thi nk!
DI ANA
| don’t know
| NTRUDER

Look carefully. You never know
what m ght present itself to help
yer escape.

DI ANA _
I can’t nove. | can’t do anyt hing!

| NTRUDER

Don’t be childish, D ana. W got
oursel ves a serious situation, a
matter of goddamm life ‘n’ deat h.
You're trapped in the basenent and
time’s runnin’ out onYy

%otta try escaprn ou hafta

on! m ght come down any noment
and. conntt god knows what ki nda
w cked atrocity. So you gotta cone
up with a plan.

DI ANA
I need to pee.

| NTRUDER
That’ s good. See, now yer startin’
to eanYy t hat pretty [l noggrn of
yers ou gotta pee. That’'s rea
good

DI ANA
| really have to go!

| NTRUDER _
But I’ntsorry to say | ain’'t
bitin’

DI ANA
My tummy hurts!

| NTRUDER

Supposing it does. Renenber, |
ain't even down here. Yer by yer
| onesone down here. % you
gotta go, you gotta pee ri ght” now,
or yer tumvy’s lunpin ya up,

what ch’ you gonna do?

DI ANA
| don’t know
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_ | NTRUDER _
Think! For starters you m ght
wanna begi n by rockin’ the chair
back and forth till it topples
over.

Diana tries her hardest to rock the chair, but she’'s too
small and the chair’s too big. She gives up after a
desperate final effort. A brief silence ensues.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d)
(ex

Plodlng)

You' re too goddamm smal !

Shoul da known!  Shoul da tied you to
a smaller chair. You ve gone done
ruin everything! This entire day’s
been a goddamm waste of ny tine!
How can you get anywhere if you
can’'t even topple that goddamm
chair! You re history, finished.
ou ain't nothin nore than
onorra’ s headline. Chalk u

anot her one for the serial child

killer!
DI A _
My best friend Mchelle’ s con ng
over to play housel!
. | NTRUDER
She ain't For1n' down here, you can

betch yer il ass on that.

The intruder goes to the workbench and ret
mask. He picks up the electric saw and tu

rieves his face
r
whirrs noisily as he casually cut through a

e
ns it on. | t
bl ock of wood.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d)
You shoul da wor ked your way here
and found a use for this.
élnflnlte pity)
Ah, damm! Shoul da, woul da, coul da-
| guess there just ain’t nuch help
for yer kinda pint-sized tykes.

turns the saw of f and picks up sonme other tools, and
brandi shes them at Di ana.

DI ANA
| really need to pee now

| NTRUDER
Shut UP! | heard you | oud and
clear the first tine! Tell you
what we’re gonna do.

He slips on his mask and goes up the stairs.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d) _
I’ mgonna pretend | just cane in.

Pause as he descends the stairs.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d)
(gruff?_
How you hol din’ up?



_ DI ANA
(sincere)
Pl ease, M. masked nan, | re
need to go to pee. M bladd
going to burst.

| NTRUDER
| don’t want you makin’ no goddamm
nmess, you hear?

He begins to untie her.

| NTRUDER (cont’ d)
You_ be good now. No tricks,
capi sce”

FADE TO BLACK

| NT BEDROOM - DAWN

A clock shows 6:15 AM The Intruder is fast asleep. Cose
uP of his head as a woman’s hand reaches out and |ovingly
strokes his hair. The intruder stirs a little, wthout
waki ng up-very rem ni scent of Diana earlier.

ECU of his nouth being kissed. After a couple of seconds, we
can see he’s awake, judging by his responsiveness and
increasing intensity of the kissing.

| NTRUDER
M ssed ya.

woman, also in her md 20 s,
g about her suggests a working
ai rcut, deneanor.

A |l ongshot reveals a beautifu
the mssus: ANCGELA. Everythi

I
- . n
prof essi onal : business suit, h

_ ANGELA _
I mssed you too, Tonm e.
Intruder tries his best to undress her as they kiss.

| NTRUDER
Eagdy wants ya. Daddy wants ya
ad.

Angel a struggles to get out of his Prasp, gently at first
then it becones a tussle. She finally succeeds, flushed,
tri unphant
_ ANGELA
Still the inpetuous 18 year old |
fell in love wth.
I NTRUDER
You conpl ai nin’, Angie?
ANGELA

I"’mloving, Tomme. But seeing as
| just got in on the red-eye from

LA, you m ght want to consider that
| probably need sonme freshening up.
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A qui ck kiss and she’s up, undresses conpletely. In awe, he
reaches out for her hand.

| NTRUDER
awe

\%Y mérld>s wi cked ugly when yer
gone.

She ki sses hi s hand.
ANGELA

| hate | eaving too. But one of us
has got to work.

Angela’s in the bathroom W hear her turn on the shower.
the intruder sits up on the bed.
| NTRUDER
The usual ?
ANGELA O S.

Sur e.
I ntruder heads out of the bedroom and down the stairs.
I NT I NTRUDER S KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

I ntruder conmes down the stairs and into the kitchen. He puts

the kettle on to boil. He readies a nug with a packet of
canonmi |l e tea, then gets out the honey bear. He squeezes it
but its all gone. wites down “honey bear” on the

shopping |ist attached to the refrigerator door.

Then he enpties the di shwasher, neatl¥ Putting away all the
dishes in their proper places. One o he last itens he
retrieves is a cereal bow

He’'s very thoughtful as he positions the bow and spoon on
the counter, then gets a box of cereal and m |k and arranges
that too. He sits on the kitchen tool, m m cking the way
Diana had sat earlier. He |ooks over his shoul der at the
back entrance. He | ooks around, contenplative. Then shrugs,
returns the mlk and cereal box.

The kettle whistles. He prepares the tea and heads back up.
| NT BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The intruder |ays the nmug on Angel a’'s bedside. Sound of
shower being turned off.

_ ~ ANGELA O S.
Did you pick up the paper?

| NTRUDER
Too early.

ANGELA O S.
It’'s there.



EXT HOUSE - DRI VEWAY - CONT’ D

Li"l
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There’ s now a shinK.Eurppean car next to the crappy old car.
[

The intruder runs
passes by to get the Sunday papers.

I NT BEDROOM - CONT' D

s fingers caressingly on the Audi as he

The couple’s on the bed, reading the papers: he sports, she
busi ness. Angela’ s all washed and cl eaned up, in a dressing

gown, towel turban on her head.

) | NTRUDER
Liz called. Last night.
ANGELA
Li z McMahon?
| NTRUDER

How many |izzes do you know.

ANGELA

As a matter of fact, there’'s liz

Broadhurst, Liz Cromel |,
Beirne, Liz Googer.

Sil ence as they read.

ANGELA (cont’ d)

Busi ness.

Sil ence as they read.

| NTRUDER
) %nedltatlve)
Li z Tayl or.
ANCGELA
What ' d she want ?
| NTRUDER

Li z

They’ re organi zing a bake sal e at

t he” church next Sunday.

ANGELA
I”m back in LA
_ | NTRUDER
Agai n?
ANGELA

You can bake. You’'ve becone quite

t he chef.
| NTRUDER

| ain’t hangin’” with no group of
cacklin hens, not me, no sir!

. ANGELA
Anyt hi ng | ook good?

T | NTRUDER
un :
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- ANGELA
The cl assi fi eds.

| NTRUDER
Oh, yeah.

Somewhat gquilty, he picks up the classifieds.

_ | NTRUDER (cont’d)
| ain"t qualified to do nothin’
t hese days.

ANGELA
There’s al ways a demand for
pl unbers.

| NTRUDER
~(vehenent)
| aint spendin’ the rest of ny
life staring down every asshol e
cl ogged up shithole.

_ ANGELA
A job’s a job.

| NTRUDER
You got the job.

_ ANGELA
" mjust saying.

S

Angel a picks up the news section, reads the headlines.

_ | NTRUDER
Keepi n’ house is non-stop hands-
full kinda busy job.

ANGELA )
| know. Thanks, darling. GCh god!
Not anot her onel

Vhat ? | NTRUDER
at -

The camera stays on the intruder’s face as Angela reads the
news itembelow. As he listens, the intruder”s face is awash
with pity and conpassi on

ANGELA O S.
“Body of 5 yr old recovered:
Cassandra Littleton vani shed | ast
nmorning while waiting for a bow of
cereal. Neighbors who joined 200
| aw enforcenment officials had their
hopes end in despair with the late
ni ght di scovery of Cassandra’s
body, which was buried under debris
i n an abandoned corset factory.
Police are investigating-”

The intruder_gentlxbpresses Angel a’s forearm restraining her
from conti nui ng. | ooks at her wanting to speak, but his
choked with enption. Angela squeezes his hand in return.
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| NTRUDER
(breaks down) . _
I’n1sorr¥ Angie. | just ain’t cut
out for the kinda world sees their
[il girls nurdered and...raped...it
just cuts ny heart out...|’m

afraid, Angie...there ain't no

second passes that | ain’t

conscious of a piece of ice tearin

ny heart...l run cold sweat..

. what

can a man do to keep his children
from..what’s a nman supposed to do!

ANGELA
Hush, darling.

| NTRUDER
What’s a kid to do? You can schoo
‘em trai em tell ‘emnot to
talk to strangers but they're Ii

smles when they smle at ya,
nore precious in_ the

Ain't nothin

Ki
n’
trar
peopl e...babies...and | khow god
e
h

worl d than have a young ‘un smle

ya down to righteousness.

ANGELA
You' re a good man, Tom

| NTRUDER
I’ m scared, Angie.

A nmonment of conpassion as Angela conforts the intruder.

Angel a hears a noise. She perks up.

ANGELA
(cheerful) _
Methinks | did hear alittle

sonet hi ng.

She lets go of the intruder, her husband, and tiptoes out of

t he bedroom smling.

I NT STAI RAAY - CONTI NUOUS

Angel a ti ptoes down the stairs. W hear the sound of the

refrigerator being opened and shut.

AF_sEe reaches the bottom of the steps,
clink.

I NT KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

we hear a famliar

Angel a turns the corner and wal ks into the kitchen.

Diana’s seated at the counter, eating cereal, just as she was

in the opening shot of the film

Di ana’s POV on her nother, Angel a.
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] ANGELA )
H, honey Di. Wn't you give nonmy
a kiss?

FADE TO BLACK



