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INTERIOR. JAIL. NIGHT.
SHERIFF TOP.
I am mighty sorry to be involving you in all this mess Clive. 
The sheriff turns and crouches down to come face to face with a man tied up to a chair and gagged with a dirty cloth. 
SHERIFF TOP. (CONT’D) You see I have a big problem. The problem being that you happen to witness my little, uh, indiscretion this morning.
The sheriff absentmindedly wipes at a patch of blood on his leg. 
SHERIFF TOP. (CONT’D)
Now I will admit I made a mistake. 
I went and lost my temper. Now Clive you cant be telling me you never went and lost your temper? 
The sheriff smiles amiably and walks over to the window. 
SHERIFF TOP. (CONT’D) Now we are in a bind here Clive. I cant be seen to be the sort of man who just loses his temper and you and your big mouth cant be running around telling tales. 
The sheriff removes his hat and turns to face Clive.
SHERIFF TOP. (CONT’D)
I loved my wife Clive I really did. But whats done is done and life goes on. 
The sheriff pulls out a revolver and aims it at Clive's face. 
SHERIFF TOP. (CONT’D) I'll make this quick. I can promise you that. 
The gun fires and a small lazy puff of smoke rises from the tip. 
Clive is slumped in the chair clearly dead from the bullet wound in his head. 
The sheriff unties him and lays him down on the floor removes the gag and puts a pistol in his hand.
CUT TO BLACK. 
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INT. SALOON. MORNING.
Alice an attractive woman in her mid twenties enters the saloon. She is dressed conservatively and is carrying a small hatbox. 
The saloon is very busy. A few patrons play a game of poker on a nearby table. Someone is playing a piano and there's the sound of drunken singing coming from the furthest corner. 
Alice approaches the bar and sits delicately on a bar stool. The bartender approaches her cleaning a glass with a dirty rag.
Alice is about to speak when Robert a tall thin man dressed all in black suddenly steps up to the bar right next to her. 
ROBERT.
Well now, I believe this young lady could do with a drink Max. (he removes his hat and turns to Alice)
Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Robert Ford and I will be buying you that drink.
ALICE.
Well thank you sir, I'll have 2 fingers of whiskey. 
Robert raises an eyebrow and gestures to the barman to bring them 2 drinks. 
ROBERT.
You don't look much to me like a whiskey drinker mam?
ALICE.
Looks can be deceiving Mr Ford. 
ROBERT.
That they can indeed. 
(he chuckles to himself) So what brings you here to this fine establishment if I might ask? 
ALICE.
I'm looking for a man. 
ROBERT.
Hes a lucky man if he gets to be in your company.
Alice smiles and leans in closer to robert 
ALICE.
You see i have a gift for him. Something not a lot of other people in his place would receive. 
ROBERT.
And this man of yours, he got a name?
ALICE.
Well it just so happens that I am looking for you Mr Robert James ford.
ROBERT.
In that case maybe we should go somewhere more private to discuss this gift of mine?
Alice drinks the whiskey in one go and gestures for Robert to offer his arm. 
Robert takes her arm and leads her to the exit. He then gestures for her to leave first. she walks through the exit. 
EXT. DAY THE STREET.
Alice walks ahead slightly and turns to face Robert. He is casually taking off his jacket he looks up.
Alice shoots him in the chest.
Robert cries out and starts to wheeze as his lung is punctured. Blood is running from his lips, he staggers and falls onto his side clutching his gun wound. 
ALICE.
This is my gift to you Mr Robert James Ford. You get to avoid the hangman's noose. 
Robert looks like hes trying to talk but he cant, he coughs up some blood. 
ALICE. (CONT’D) You see the bounty on you is high enough, and i don't much care to drag a rapists ass across country for a few dollars more. 
Alice walks away as we see her cross his name off a list in her pocket book. 
End. 
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EXT. THE WOODS. NIGHT.
Lucy a woman in her mid twenties walks slowly through the thick snow.
She exits a clump of trees. there is a small run down cottage at the far end of the clearing.
Lucy wrapping herself tightly in her thick woollen coat walks to the cottage and knocks on the front door. 
The door opens slowly. An old woman wrapped in a red shawl wearing a large amount of silver jewellery can just be seen peering out of the darkness within.
OLD WOMAN. Can I help you dear?
LUCY.
I'm sorry to bother you but i'm looking for my brother. He's been missing for a few days. Have you seen anyone pass by this way?
The old woman opens beckons her inside smiling. 
Lucy enters the house and the door closes behind her. 
The old woman walks slowly over to the fireplace the only source of light in the room and starts making a cup of tea.
Lucy walks slowly towards the fireplace where there are two old yet comfortable looking chairs.
OLD WOMAN. Please...
The old woman gestures for Lucy to sit down. 
Lucy takes a seat.
OLD WOMAN. (CONT’D) You look frozen, have a cup of tea and warm yourself.
The tea is made and the old woman sits down in the other vacant chair. 
LUCY.
Thank you. I've been walking for hours. 
OLD WOMAN.
I did see a man about 2 days ago but I can't tell you what happened to him i'm sorry. 
Lucy takes a sip of tea and looks about the room.
LUCY.
Do you live alone? 
OLD WOMAN. Occasionally. 
The old woman smiles and tips her tea into her saucer. she swirls the tea and pours the excess back into the cup. 
OLD WOMAN. (CONT’D) Would you like me to read your fortune Lucy?
LUCY.
Um. OK. Please. 
Lucy hands her cup and saucer to the old woman and the old woman performs the same ritual and begins to study the saucer. 
The old woman's eyes start to cloud turning a milky white. 
OLD WOMAN.
I see pain and a choice that you need to make i see your brother he is much changed..
The old woman looks up to see Lucy standing over her with a pistol aimed at her head. 
LUCY.
You didn't see this coming though...
The old woman looks sad and disappointed 
LUCY. (CONT’D) May as well take what i can while i'm here. 
(She gets more aggressive 
)
Wheres your gold, jewellery?
The old woman gestures to a trap door the far end of the cabin 
OLD WOMAN.
Down there dear.
Lucy opens the door to a flight of stairs heading down into the dark basement of the cabin.
Lucy grabs an oil lamp and lights it, she stops as if having a second thought and goes over to the old woman and ties her tightly to the chair.
Lucy then descends the steps as she gets lower she has to cover her nose as there is a foul stench coming from the floor below.
Lucy reaches the bottom and holds up the lamp walking forward.
The light falls on a straw bed with a twisted figure laying and crying softly in pain. It looks like it use to be human once.
LUCY. What the!! 
Lucy suddenly looks closer at a tattoo on a piece of skin that may have once been an arm. 
Lucy looks horrified as she realised that's her brother.
LUCY. (CONT’D)
Clive!? What the hell happened!?
Suddenly there's a noise from behind her and the old woman is stood unbound at the bottom of the stairs
Lucy jumps and drop the light, it casts eerie shadows over the old woman and the stairs
LUCY. (CONT’D) What... what are you!? 
OLD WOMAN.
Oh its not what I am that's the problem. You see my special tea only causes people to reveal their true selves, their inner demons if you will. Your brother there meant to rob me, after I had taken him in from the cold. So he got what he deserved, as will you. 
Lucy suddenly starts convulsing and falls to the floor screaming in pain.
The old woman climbs the stairs and closes the trap door. The screaming cuts to silence as the door shuts. 
End. 
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