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THE UTAH MURDER PROJECT

SUPERIMPOSE:
INSPIRED BY A TRUE STORY

In total darkness we hear the almost deafening sounds cof a
HEART SLOWLY BEATING. The loud sound is up close and in our
ears. It continues as we slowly --

FADE IN:

E.C.U. OF A HAND GRIPPING A .45 CALIBER AUTOMATIC. The heart
beating continues as we TILT UP to reveal the face of
undercover narcotics detective CHARLIE DESANTIS (30s). He is
unkempt with wild long hair, goatee and beard.

The gruff and scruffy cop is leaning his back against a car
door, hiding. He is nervous and shaking -- panting and
sweating like a thirsty animal. Obviously scared for his
life.

In the b.g. we barely make out the sounds of RANDOM GUNSHOTS
ECHCING THROUGH THE AIR. With each shot, DeSantis flinches
just a bit. These gunshots are faint, though. Dimmed out by
the deep, pulsating sound of the detective’s HEART BEAT.

EXT. STREET CURB - EAST LOS ANGELES - DAY (SLOW MOTION
SEQUENCE)

Hiding next to DeSantis is his partner JEFF SPEARS (30s) --
scruffy and unkempt. Spears looks to have had a few more
vears on the force. 1In his eyes we see that he is also
visibly frightened.

The two men are undercover and have just closed in on a
suspect. It appears that a deal has just gone bad. Very
bad. The constant barrage of gunfire SHATTERS THE WINDOWS OF
THE PARKED CAR. Shards cf glass attack the twc men as they
cover themselves from harm.

JEFF

In a slow and steady movement...the detective stands and
rests his hands on the roof of the unmarked squad car —-
aiming his weapon down the street and in the direction of
their suspect RAMON VASQUEZ (30s) also hiding safely behind a
row of parked cars.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

VASQUEZ

instantly returning the cops fire with shots from a large,
automatic machine gun. Like an uzi, only more high-tech and
deadly.

JEFF

quickly ducks down, dodging the gunfire and hitting the
ground with his partner.

DESANTIS

continues to sit in a state of shock, unable to move due to a
gunshot wound to the leg. He peeks from the corner of his
eye and turns his head slightly --

HIS P.O.V.

He notices a young boy (7) trapped under his bicycle. He is
crying and covering his ears -- muffling the deafening
gunfire.

BACK TO SCENE

DESANTIS

wants desperately to help the child but cannot move.

JEFF

turns and notices his partner’s catatonia. He abruptly grabs
him by the collar and mouths the words “Get the boy!”

DESANTIS

simply cannot move an inch.

JEFF

recklessly runs into the line of fire to cover the young
child. He instantly catches some stray fire in the back and
falls, wounded. As he struggles to get up, he manages to
pull the boy from his bicycle -- almost out of harm’s way.
Unfortunately, the detective cannot dodge the constant blaze
of sporadic gunfire.

DESANTIS

watches as his partner is hit with several more shots as he
and the boy struggle to take cover behind the vehicle.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: (2}

JEFF
falls to the ground, dying.
THE BOY

lay still on the ground, frozen and unable to move.

DESANTIS

desperately reaches out to the boy -- who is crying heavily.
THE BOY

reaches his arm to DeSantis -- who successfully pulls him

from the line of fire.
DESANTIS

holds the scared child in his arms as BULLETS CONTINUE TO
SPRAY THE VEHICLE they’re hiding behind. The detective turns
and notices --

JEFF

desperately reaching his hand out to him, begging for help.
He is blood-socaked, dying. He mouths the words “Help mel!”
Before DeSantis can react we quickly...

CUT TO:

INT. DESANTIS’ HOME - LIVING ROCM - NIGHT

DESANTIS jumping up and awaking from the nightmare. He is
completely drenched in sweat and cannot catch his breath. He
slowly manages to compose himself. The detective is a very
different looking man than in his dream. Short hair, no
beard. Just some five o’clock shadow.

He lays on a beaten, old couch in the middle of his living
room. The coffee table before him is completely covered with
EMPTY LIQUOR AND BEER BOTTLES. Not five or six, but forty or
fifty bottles. The floor surrounding him is also covered
with empty bottles and other trash.

DeSantis calms himself -- looks down at his pants and notices
that he’s urinated. A few moments pass before he stands and
continues toward the bathroom to get cleaned up. As he
passes through the filthy home, he kicks and muddles his way
through the trash and debris.



INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

DeSantis enters and flicks on the light. Without hesitation
he removes his pants and tosses the urine soaked sweat pants
into the bathtub -- which is filled with ten or more other
pairs of urine stained sweats and boxers. We stay on the
bathtub a few moments... taking it all in. This is a sad,
deeply haunted and disturbed man.

CUT TO:

EXT. MOTEL - DESERT HIGHWAY - NIGHT

A small, dusty motel in the middle of nowhere. A NECN
VACANCY SIGN FLICKERS on and off. A total of three cars sit
parked in the dusty lot. The night is suspicicusly quiet,
with only a slight wind in the air.

SUPERIMPOSE:

BRYERSON, UTAH
APRIL 13, 2004
11:49 PM

The long stretch of road in front of the motel is empty. It
seems to stretch into eternity with no sign of a wvehicle in
sight. Then...suddenly...TWO BRIGHT HEADLIGHTS are seen in
the distance. A CAR coming up the road.

The LIGHTS become BRIGHTER and BRIGHTER as the car draws
nearer. As it becomes visible we see that it’s a Grey DODGE
PICK-UP with a DIRT BIKE mounted in the cab. The truck draws
nearer to the motel, turns into the barren lot.

EXT. MOTEL - CONTINUOUS

The truck parks in an empty spot. From the truck steps an
unseen MAN, from the waist down. We’ll call him “The
Cowboy”. Dressed in typical cowboy apparel. Blue jeans,
boots. He steps to the rear of the vehicle and pulls a long
AREA RUG from the truck’s cab. He begins toward the room.

INT. MOTEL ROOM
The cowboy enters, leaving the dcor wide open. We see a pair

of HANDS in RUBBER GLOVES as he unrolls the rug in front of
the bathroom door.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

SERIES OF SHOTS

A PINK BLOUSE and pair of BLUE JEANS lay on the un-made bed.
The man grabs the clothing and stuffs it into a large garbage
bag.

A PICTURE appears to be missing on the motel room wall.
There is a hook where a picture used to hang. We TILT DOWN
to reveal several shards of BROKEN GLASS AND A SHATTERED
PICTURE AND FRAME on the carpet.

Suddenly...A HAND reaches down and grabs the picture from the
floor. He tosses the broken picture frame into the garbage
bag.

BATHROOM

The cowboy grabs the white shower curtain and pulls it from
its rings. As the shower curtain is removed we are shocked
to see A BLOODY HANDPRINT on the shower wall. The print is

small and delicate. The print of a young woman. We then
guickly...

CUT TO BLACK.

ROLL TITLES:
THE UTAH MURDER PROJECT

FADE IN:

INT. MEN'S LOCKER ROOM - L.A.P.D. - DAY

DeSantis opens up his locker and packs a few personal
belongings into a small gym bag. This includes a nickel-
plated .22 CALIBER HANDGUN. His backup weapon. Taped to the
inside of his locker door is a PHOTO of a young woman (20s) --
blonde and beautiful. DeSantis spots the photo out of the
corner of his eye. He takes a moment and gazes at the young
woman. He peels it from the locker door and tosses it into
his bag.

INT. OFFICE OF CAPTAIN EDDIE GRUBER - NARCOTICS DIVISICN
CAPT. GRUBER P.O.V.

From behind his desk. We stay on the front door as we notice
DESANTIS approaching it from the other side.

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

We hear the VOICE OF CAPTAIN GRUBER on the telephone as
DeSantis peers through the glass.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.5.)
Yeah. I just got off the phone
with IA five minutes ago and got an
earful.

DeSantis gives a quick knock before entering.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.8.)
I got trouble knocking on my door
right now. I’1l1 call you later.

DeSantis shuts the door behind him and stands respectively
with his hands crossed and rested on his lap. We hear
Captain Gruber HANGING UP A PHONE.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.5.)
I hear you’ve officially requested
a stress leave. Ninety days?

DESANTIS
That’s right.

The sound of Captain Gruber shifting in his chair, sighing
uncomfortably.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.S.)
Well that’s pretty damn irregular
considering the present
circumstances, don’t you think,
DeSantis?

The detective doesn’t respond. His eyes remain locked on the

Captain. He doesn’t even blink.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.8.)
Put yourself in my shoes, Charlie.
It’s only been twc weeks since IA
cleared you on assault charges and
now you’'re asking for a three month
leave.

DESANTIS
I know how it must look.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.S.)
Good. Cos it looks real fuckin’
bad. I went to bat for you with
Internal Affairs to convince them
you weren’t losing it.

{MORE)

{CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

{2)

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.3.) {(cont'd)

Now you’re going on a psycho leave
and giving them every excuse to re-
open the investigation.

DESANTIS
I need to figure some things out.
About this place. About where T
stand.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.5.)
So you’re thinking about a
transfer?

DESANTIS
Like I said...I need some time.
That’s all T can really tell you
right now.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.5.)
All right. You listen and listen
good.

We slowly close on DeSantis’ face.

CAPTAIN GRUBER (0.5.)
As far as I'm concerned if you
wanna run off for three months and
ruin your record, that’s fine with
me. But let me make one thing
crystal clear to yocu. I don’t want
you in this building. I don’t want
to see you. I don’t wanna hear
about you harassing Vasquez. The
best advice I can give you...get
the hell as far away from here as
possible. Cos Internal Affairs
will be watching and so will I.

A slight grin on DeSantis as the Captain approves his three
month leave.

EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - UTAH - DUSK

CUT TO:

The camera travels quickly down a two lane desert road. An
ORANGE SUN AND SKY illuminate the RED DESERT TERRAIN. It's

beautiful.

Nothing bad could ever happen here.



INT. DESANTIS’ CAR

The detective cruises down the long desert highways of Utah.
He passes the time by anxiously flipping through the channels
on his stereo -- not picking up much.

EXT. DOWNTOWN BRYERSON - DAY

DeSantis slowly passes through the downtown avenues of
Bryerson, Utah. Population 3,459. 1It’s an old fashioned
burg that hasn’t seen a touch of remodeling since the
Eisenhower years.

The streets consist mostly of small, family owned businesses
and shops. An old movie palace, five and dime stores. An
ice cream parlor, etc. It’s very quaint in a dull and dreary
kind of way.

INT. DESANTIS’ CAR

He peeks out his window and spots the Sheriff’s office in the
near distance. He slows to a halt, approaching the front
door of the office. A SIGN ON THE WINDOW reads “Closed for
Sunday dinner”.

DeSantis grins at the sign -- shaking his head in amusement.
He continues down the street, headed for Sunday dinner.

EXT. HOME OF SHERIFF DAN PATTERSON

DeSantis pulls up to the front of the home. A real down home
southern cottage with a giant front yard and picket fence.
Children are running about the vard, playing tag, wresting,
rough-housing.

The detective attempts to park but there are cars up and down
both sides of the street -- as far as the eye can see.

DeSantis stares in amusement at the very basic innocence of
this town.

DESANTIS
Can Opey come out and play?



EXT. BACKYARD

The backyard is where the party is. A barbecue is going.
Music is playing. And rows of townspeople sit at picnic
tables, eating, socializing. Enjoying the simple life. It’s
a regular Sunday afternoon event for the people of Bryerson.

DeSantis and SHERIFF DAN PATTERSON (50s) stone faced and
rugged -- sit at a corner table, away from most of the crowd.
Also sitting with them is DEPUTY BILLY BRACKEN (20s) a short
and thin but fierce looking young man with a menacing stare
and something to prove. DeSantis hands The Sheriff a manila
folder.

DESANTIS
This is a missing person’s report
filed by The Gold’s in November of
1996. After week four and no
contact was made, Darcy was
presumed dead. A little under two
weeks later...she shows up back at
home.

The Sheriff turns his attention from the paperwork to
DeSantis. He squints in confusion.

DESANTIS (CONT’'D)
Turns out she was staying with a
girlfriend and her brother at his
place. Some secluded cabin in the
woods, 40 miles up state. At the
time of her disappearance, her
parents were in the middle of an
ugly divorce. Darcy admitted to me
that she used this as a ploy to
keep her parents together.

SHERTFF PATTERSON
Why didn’t the Golds mention any of
this before?

DESANTIS

They probably don’t want the past
drudged up any more than I do.
Being that Mr. and Mrs. Gold were
still contract players for NBC, the
whole incident became a huge media
case. Sheriff, what I'm asking is
this. I was hoping...for now...we
could keep this incident quiet.

{CONTINUED)






















































































































































































































































































































































