SUPERNATURAL

Episode #211

Written bv

Matt Witten

Directed by

Charles Beeson

EXBECUTIVE PRODUCERS
Eric Kripke

McG |

Robert Singer

- John Shiban

Kim Manners

PRODUCERS
Peter Johnson
Cyrus Yavneh

Phil Sgriccia

PRCDUCTION DRAFT - WHITE 10/30/06

© 2006 Warner Bros. Entertainment Inc.

This script is the property of Warner Bros. Entertainment
Inc. No portion of this script may be performed, reproduced
or used by any means, or disclosed to, quoted or published

in any medium without the prior written consent of Warner
Bros. Entertainment Inc.



















"Playthings” Production Draft - White 10/30/06 2.
CONTINUED: 2

LARRY
No, ma'am, I got it.,

Larry heads up the upstairs hall, PASSING--

TYLER THOMPSON, 9, and MAGGIE, 10. Thney sit on the floor of
the upper landing, feet dangling through the stairway r N
pars. Tyler looks up at her Mother, pleading--

TYLER |
He's gonna take our toys?

SUSAN
Only the ones you don’t play with
anymore. And it’'s not like you
don’t have enough already--

MAGGIE
(quietly)
son of a bitch.

TYLER
(louder)
son of a bitch!

SUSAN
Watch your mouth.

' TYLER
Maggie said it first.

SUSAN
(as she heads down steps)

You watch your mouth too, Maggie.

INT. THOMPSONS' APARTMENT - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER 3

The girls enter. 1In the dimly lit main room we see a couple
more packing boxes.

MONTAGE OF CLOSE-UPS. ANTIQUE DOLLS... porcelain dolls,
wooden dolls, cloth dolls... fill the shelves and cabinets

around the room. They peer at us from everywhere with their
plack, dead, glassy eyes... -

A few other faded, slightly rusted, old-fashioned TOYS (like

tinkle tonks, whirligigs, and wind-up animals) litter the
ground, lifeless, spread before the main attraction-- sz huge,

ornate DOLLHOUSE - a REPLICA of this very hotel.

Tyler goes over to the dollhouse, but Maggie heads for a
CLOSED SIDE DOOR.

( CONTTNITED)Y
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TYLER
(quickly) -
Maggie, don’'t. You’re not supposed
to bother Grandma.
MAGGIE
I won't.
But Maggie OPENS the door, revealing a DARX STAIRWAY. And
begins to climb the steps up to Grandma’'s room, anyway.
Tyler turns back to her dolls. HUMMING SOFTLY to nerself,
she picks up HERBERT, a dollhouse doll. Herbert is a few
inches high... and easily 50 years old. His facial features

have faded, his cloth clothing is ratty.

Tyler sets him on a little ROCKING CHAIR in the DOLLEOUSE
SITTING ROCM. Upstairs.,

Tyler then takes BABY TABITHA, another dollhouse coll, and
puts her 1n an upstairs nursery. In a crib.

TYLER
Good night, Tabitha.

Then Tyler hears... or senses... something. She loocks back
at the UPSTAIRS SITTING ROOM - and the little ROCKING CHAIR
1s empty, still, unmoving. Weird - where did Herbert go?

A beat or two, as Tyler searches for him. Then...

Even welrder: when Tyler looks over at the DOLLHOUSE LOBBY

(FAR from the sitting room), she finds Herbert there - lying
on the floor at the foot of the grand stairway.

TYLER
How'd you get over there?

And weirdest of all... Herbert's HFAD is TWISTED ALL THE WAY

AROUND - 180 DEGREES. Tyler picks him up... regards him,
curious.

Suddenly, from downstairs: an earsplitting WOMAN 'S SCREAM.

Tyler goes out to the hall...

INT. AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS - CONTINUOUS | 4

Tyler looks down the staircase:

Larry 1is lying at the foot of the stairs, on his STDE. Not
moving. ' .

( CONTTNITED)
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He's surrounded by TOYS that spilled from the boxes when he
fell down the steps. Susan stands above him, horrified...

CLOSE ON LARRY'S HEAD: it'’s hideously, impossibly, TWISTED
AROUND. 180 DEGREES. Blood pools, and bone juts, from his
WRENCHED, BROKEN NECK.

Susan is there, on the cordless, calling 9-1-1.

Susan spots a shocked, blank-faced Tyler at the top of the
stalirs—-- Susan SHOUTS at her--

SUSAN
Tyler! Don’t look! Don’t looki!
CAMERA FINDS a SPRAWLED DOLL, among the other toys, on the
Lloor beside Larry'’'s broken body. A CRACK down 1ts porcelain
face. | | |

Off this haunting image, we--

BLACKOUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

SUPER TITLE: PEORIA, ILLINOIS
INT. SAM AND DEAN’S MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT (DAY 2) ' 5

DEAN enters. SAM is already inside, at the cheap motel desk.
He's on his cell, jotting down notes on a motel note vad.

SAM
(1nto the phone)
Yeah... okay. Thanks, Ellen.

He snaps the phone shut.

DEAN
Wnat’'d she have to say?

SAM

Ash has been hacking every database
nhe can think of-- fed, state and
local. No one’s heard a thing
about Ava. She’'s just... into thin
alr...

(beat)
What about vyou?

DEAN

St1ll nothing. Same as before.
SOrry, Sam.

Sam nods his appreciation. But he’s frustrated. Then--—

SAM .
Ellen did have one thing.

DEAN
What’'s that?

S AM
A hotel in Cornwall, Connecticut.

Two freak accidents in the past
three weeks.

- DEAN
What’s this have to do with Ava?

SAM
(shakes head, it doesn’t) -
It's a job. A lady drowned in the
pathtub. Then few days ago, a man

fell down the stairs, head turns a
complete 180.

(MORE )

( CONTTNIED)
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CONTINUED:

SAM (cont'd)
Which isn’t exactly normal--
(then)
I don’'t know, might be nothing...
put I told Ellen we’'d think about
checking it out.

DEAN
You did?

SAM
You sound surprised.

DEAN
I guess I am. I mean, it’'s not
really the patented Sam Winchester
way, 1is 1it?

SAM
And what way is that?

DEAN
Well... after Ava, I figured
there’'d be more... you know, angst

and droopy music and staring out

ralny windows and...

(sees Sam staring at him:
a deadpan beat)

I’'11 shut up now.

Sam takes a sincere beat.

.Beat.

- SAM

Look. Truth is, I can’t get this
Ava thing out of my head. I mean,
she saved my life, and what do I
do? I send her back home,
unprotected. Now her fiancé’'s dead
and some Demon’s taken her God
knows where.

(beat) - :
But we’'ve been looking for a month
now, and we got nothing. It doesn’'t
help Ava to just sit and stew.

(beat) |
I'm not giving up on her. But I'm
not gonna let other people die,
elther. We gotta save as many
pecple as we can.

10/30/06 o .

{CONTTNITED)
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DEAN

I'm sorry. That attitude is just
way too healthy for me. I'm
uncomfortable,

(beat)

Okay. Call Ellen back. Tell her
we'll take it.

EXT. PIERPONT INN - DAY (DAY 3) 6

It’s a cold, foggy day. VYe olde inn looks dark and dreary,
The Impala is parked out front.

The brothers walk from the car, up the front path.

DEAN
Dude, I'm glad we took this one.

We never get to work jobs like
this.

| SAM
Like what?

DEAN
Old school haunted houses.  VYou

know? fog and secret passages and
sissy British accents. Mavbe we’'ll

run into Fred and Daphne inside.
(then)

Mmmm. Daphne.

sam stops suddenly. He Spots something--

SAM ,
I'm not so sure “haunted’s” the
problem.

DEAN

What makes you say that?

Sam points out the decorative POTTERY URN next to the door.

SAM
This pattern here?

He points. Carved into the urn is a BLACK X with FIVE RED
CIRCLES: one in the middle and one at the end of each line.

SAM
It's a ’‘quincunx.’ Five-spot.

( CONTTNITED)
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DEAN
(rings a bell)
Oh, yeah. Used in hoodoo
spellwork, right?

SAM
F1ll this thing with sticks of
blood weed... you got a powerful
charm. To ward off enemies.

DEAN
Yeah, except I'm not seeing any
bicod weed. And I don’'t Know,
isn’t this joint a little... white

meat. .. £Or hoocdoo?

SAM
. s » Mavbe,

Off Sam, checking out the urn-—

INT. PIERPONT INN - MAIN LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

10/30/06 8.

6

At a low DESK, perhaps the concierge desk, Susan is hunched
over, SIGNING CONTRACTS. RORERT CARLTON, 40, corporate

drone, stands beside her.

SUSAN

1've been meaning to ask. What

sOort of renovations are vou
planning?

CARLTON
(uncomfortable)

.+ . they never told you?

SUSAN
Told me what?

CARLTON
(awkward)

Ms. Thompson. We plan on
demolishing the hotel.

S USAN
(quiet, sad)
Ch. I see.

When Sam and Dean enter. Dean is carrying a DUFFLE with a

shoulder strap.

( CONTTNITED)
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SUSAN
EXcuse me.

Carlton nods, EXITS for the back. Susan moves for the front

desk. (NOTE: however it’'s staged, it's important that the
boys never notice Carlton.)

SUSAN
(to Sam and Dean)
May I help you?

DEAN
Ies, we'd like a room for a couple
of nights--

Suddenly... Tyler and Maggis DASH through the room, between
Sam and Dean, weaving in and out. Tyler BUMPS into Sam (but
Maggie doesn’t touch anybody)-- '

SUSAN
Hey!

The girls RUN through the lobby and up the stairs, GIGGLING.

SUSAN
(to Sam)
SOorry about that.

SAM
No problem.

As Susan begins to check them in...

SUSAN -
Well. Congratulations. VYou could
be some of our final guests.

DEAN
That sounds vaguely ominous.

SUSAN |
No. 1I'm sorry. I mean, we're

closing at the end of the month.
(then)

Lemme guess. You guys are here
antiquing?

| DEAN
How’'d you know?

( CONTTNITED)
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SUSAN
You just look the type. So... a
king-sized bed?

SAM

No. Two singles. We're brothers.

SUSAN
Ch. I'm so sorry.

DEAN
Wait, what do you mean, “we look
the type?”

- =AM

Speaking of antiques, that’'s an
interesting urn on vour front
porch. Where’d you get it?

SUSAN
Oh, I have no idea. It’s been
there forever.
(checking credit card)
Here you are, Mr. Mahoggoff.

SUSAN | |
You’ll be staying in Room 237.

SUSAN
Sherwin, could you show these
gentlemen to their room?

Sherwin looks Dean and Sam up and down. . .

SHERWIN
Lemme guess. Antiquers?

10/30/06 10,
7

' Sam steps 1n, puts a credit card on the front+ desk. Breakin
the awkward moment—- |

As Sam signs the hotel bill, Susan RINGS the service bell.

- SHERWIN, late 60’s, the lifer bellman, shuffles in.

INT. PIERPONT INN - SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 8

Sherwin escorts the brothers up the dark hall to their room.
He DRAGS Dean’s duffle across the floor, holding the shoulder

strap, listless, like a dog leash.

( CONTTNIIED)
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DEAN

Um... maybe I could help yvou there
with the bag...

SHERWIN
I got it.

SAM
SO the hotel is closing, huh?

| SHERWIN
fep. Ms. Susan made a good go of
1t. But guests don’t come like
they used to.
(he shrugs) .
Sti1ll, it’s a damn shame.

SAM
Oh veah?

SHERWIN
Might not look it anymore... but

this place was a palace. Two
different vice-presidents laid
their heads on our pillows.
(then)

My parents worked here. I was
practically brought up here. Gonna
miss it.

~ (then) |
Here'’'s your room.

de opens the door. Sam enters. Sherwin hands Dean the

duffle bag and the key... a pause, as he WAITS for his tip.

Dean just looks at him for a beat, not quite catching on.
Finally-- '

SHERWIN

You're not gonna cheap out on me,
are you, boy?

Dean rolls his eyes. Pulls out his wallet—-

INT. SAM AND DEAN’'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 9

The wallpaper’s curling at the edges. A faded, dingy WEDDING
DRESS decorates the near wall. Dean studies it.

| DEAN
That's normal.
(then)
(MORE)

(CONTTNITED)
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DEAN (cont'd)
Why the hell would anyone stay
here? I’'m amazed they kept in
business this long.

Dean sits on the bed... The MATTRESS SQUEALS and SAGS so
badly his butt practlcally hits the floor. Sam goes over
some INTERNET PAPER PRINT-QUTS. |

SAM
SC... victim number one-- Joan
Edison, 43. A realtor. Handling
the sale of the hotel.
(Sam looks up)
ictim number two-- Larry Williams.
Mov1ng Sturf out to Goodwill.

Dean figures out what Sam is getting at:

DEAN

That’'s a connection. Both were
tied up with shutting down the

place,

SAM
SO maybe someone here doesn’t want
to leave And they’'re using hoodoo

to fight back

DEAN
SO who you got down for witch
doctor? That Susan lady?

SAM
Doesn’t seem likely. She’s the one
selling. ' |
DEAN
(even more doubtful)
Then... old Sherwin?

Sam doesn’t have an answer, but...

SAM
I don’t know.

DEAN
And the most troubling question of
all... why do so many people assume

we're gay?

SAM
You are pretty butch. They must
think you're over-compensating.

(CONTTNIRED)
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DEAN
F.O., dude.
SAM
Come on. Let’s have a look around.
He heads for the door, Dean follows,
INT. THIRD FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY 10

Sam and Dean walk down the empty hall, their FCOTSTEPRS
ECHOING. When Sam spots something--

SAM
Hey. Look.

He points at an old pottery VASE on an end table outside a

Closed door. Sam picks up the vase and sees something carvad

into its side: a FIVE-SPOT. Smaller, less noticeable, but
otherwise exactly like the urn,

SAM
Molre hoodoo.

Dean nods and looks up at the CLOSED DOOR. He RKNOCKS.

Susan
QPENS the docor.

DEAN
Hi, there.

SUSAN
Hi.

Quick beat, as Sam and Dean try to figure out their next
move, |

, SUSAN _
-++ 1s everything ockay with your
room?

o> AM

Oh, yeah. 1It'’s great.

SUSAN

(a little nonplussed)
Good. Well, I was just in the
middle of packing, sgo...

That’s her attempt at an exit line. Dean looks past her
through the open door. '

INSERT - DEAN'S POV - A SHELF OF DOLLS, through the door.

( CONTTNITED )



