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SUPERNATURAL
"What Is and What Should Never Be,,

TEASER

EXT. TMPAIA - MOVTNG - NrcHT (DAY 1)

A LrcENcE Pr,ATE. From LUCAS couNTy-- rN oHro. we pAN oFFrr-.. up to the rMpALA. Dean behind the wheer. Fans of the
show wi-rl rearize-- those aren't the usuar Kansas plates.

1*

rNT. TMPALA - MOVTNG - NIGHT (PMP)

Dean roots around j-n his pocket for his RTNGTNG CELL pHoNE.
He answers.

DEAN
Yeah?

EXT. JOLIET MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

2

5

3

5

SAM WINCHESTER stands at a motel room window, peering
nervousry through a crack in the drapes... at ln idling
POLICE CRUISER in the paTKJ-ng lot. CHERRY LIGHTS REFLECTagainst his face.

3*

4*4 INT. JOLIET MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

SA}4
There's a cop car outside.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. TMPALA - MOVING _ NIGHT

DEAN
You think for us?

SAM
I don't knorru.

DEAIiI
I don't see how. We ditched our
plates, the credit cards...

Sam can speculate, the cruiser PULLS AWAY from the
Sam breathes a small sigh of relief.

SAM
They're leaving. False alarm.

Before
motel.

r CONTTNTTED ]
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CONTINUED:

DEAN
See? Nothing to worry about.

SAI,I
Yeah. Being fugitives... it's a
friggin' dance party.

DEAN
Hey, chicks dig that danger vibe.

Sam crosses to a table, covered in assorted RESEARCH:
computer print-outs, maps, Dad,s journal, occult books.
We've clearly caught up with the boys mj-d-hunt.

So.

Dean glances ,

SAITI

You got anything yet?

out the window.

DEAI{
How could I? You got me sifting
through like 50 square miles of
real estate here.

SAI'{
That's where aII the victi-ms
disappeared...

DEAN
Yeah, we1l, so far, T got diddty-
squat. How 'bout you?

Sam looks dorarn at his stack of research.

SAI"l
Well. One thing. I'm pretty sure
of j-t now. We're hunting a Djinn.

5

DEAI{
A friggin' genie? Dude.

(with a smile)
Hey, you thj-nk these suckers
really grant wishes?

can
*
*
*

SAI'{
I dunno, they're powerful enough...
but they're not exactly like
Barbara Eden in harem pants...

Sam }ooKs down at several scary ILLUSTRATIONS oF DJINNS
they seem more DEMONIC than anything else.

*
*

( CONTINIIED )
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"What Is
CONTINUED:

and What... " prod. Draft - White O2/26/Oi 3

{2) 5

SAM
Djinn have been feeding off people
for centuries. They're all over
the Quran--

*
*
*

DEAN
My God. Barbara Eden was hot,
wasn't she? Much hotter than that
"Bewitched" chick.

SAl,1
Are you even U-stening to me?

Something occurs to Dean. A light bulb moment.

Hey
DEAN

So where do Djinn lair up?

SAM
Ruins, usually. The bigger, the
better. More places to hj_de.

DEAN
I saw a place a couple miles back.
I'm gonna go check it out.

*

*

No.
SAI{

Come pick me up first.

DEAI{
Relax. I'm sure it's nothing.
just wanna take a look around.

I

5A EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

The Impala pulls up to a large, deserted WAREHOUSE.
abandoned. Dirty. Dean gazes at it out the wj-ndow.

6

CLOSE ON: CHAINS POURfNG onto the qround with
CLANG.

a METALLIC

5A

Clearly

6EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NIGHT - MO},]ENTS LATER

cLoSE oN: A CHATNED, PADLOCKED FRONT DooR. As BOLT currERSenter frame. And SNIp the lock.

WIDER. Dean drops the Bott-Cutters. OPENS the DOOR.
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"what rs and what... " prod. Draft - white 02/26/01 4

rNT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE _ NIGHT 7

The inside of the uarehouse is dark. rndustriar. Abandoned
RACKS of RUSTY EQUIPMENT. Plinking WATER. Dean,s FLASHLTGHTdarts across the grimy warrs, the irash-strevrn froor.
He moves though an area that was once ADMrNrsrRATrvE oFFrcES.Along a warl with LARGE PANES of TEXTURED GLASS, that bisectthe large room. (Like the glass in old Detective fricks).
As WE TRACK WITH HIM, we suddenly see-- there,s a VAGUE
FTGURE on the other sj-de of that grass ! stalking him, thoughhe doesn't notice!

When Dean hears a RUSTLING-- he stops.pocket, slides out a SILVER DAGGER, the
BLOOD. A tense beat, then...

Reaches in his
tip stained with

He LUNGES through an opEN door, into the other side of thetextured glass and--

Nothing there. He directs hj-s ftashlight into thedarkness... into alr the corners and cievices in which
something could easily hide...
As Dean i-nvestigates the area... ovER Hrs sHouLDER... the
DJrNN emerges from the sHADows... he's a creepy-rooking BA],D
MAN in ratty clothes. But every vrsrBLE rNCH ot stcin-l
i-ncluding his face and head-- aie covERED i-n BLACK, ORNATE,
HENNA-LIKE TATTOOS. HJ.s EYES GLow-* with BLUE FIRE.

suddenly, Dean wHrps AROUND! Lunges at the thing with thedagger! But the Djinn I(NocKS the brade out of Dean,s hand...it CLATTERS across the floor...
Dean's unarmed, helpless. He tries to ATTACK, but the Djinn
SLAMS him back agai-nst the warr, crutching Dean's throatlWith his other hand... he pALMS Dean,s nOi.ngnap.

ON THE DJINN'S FOREARM. A bIUC, SMOKELESS FIRE IGNITESI ThCfire rorrs down its arm. . . through its hands. . . and surround.s
Dean's headl

As Dean's eyes roII back, $7e...

END OF TEASER

BLACKOUT !
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ACT ONE

INT. APARTMENT - BEDROOM _ NIGHT

CLOSE ON: a TELEVISION SCREEN.
and white creature feature.

(vrsroN DAY 1 )

Playing some cheesy

I

old black

*

*
*

9

PULL BACK. We',re in a dark bedroom, lit by the frickering
television right. when... Dean wakes with a start! Sitting
up in bed. In a bedroom he doesn,t recognize. He,s groggy,
disoriented. what the herl happened to him? Then, tre sees--

A beautiful, curvaceous, very naked WOMAN, sleeping next to
hj-rn! Dean leans over her, trying to get a peek at her
face... we can terl from his bewi-rdered express!-on: Dean's
never seen her in hi-s life.
INT. DARK ROOM _ NIGIIT 9

TIGHT oN sAI{. sitting at a desk, surrounded by THrcK BooKS.
Burning the midnight oil. (Note: it seems lj_t<e the mote1...
but we remain tight on Sam throughout this conversation -- we
never really reveal his location. )

CLOSE ON. He checks EMAIL on his VERIZON pHONEt
When... it RINGS-- the screen shows caller I.D.

(Ka-ching! )
It's Dean.

SAM
Dean...?

DEAN (O.S, )
Sam!

SA}4
What's going on?

INTERCUT WITH:

10 INT. APARTMENT _ LTVING ROOM - NIGHT 10

Now furry dressed, Dean stands in the adjoini-ng riving room.
On his CELL. Dean is alarmed. Disoriented.

DEAN
I dunno-- I don't know where I aml

SAM
What? What happened?

DEA}I
The Djinn -- it attacked me...

*

*

/ CONTTNIIED )
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CONTINI]ED:

SAM
The gin? You were drinking gin?

DEAN
No, ass-hat, the Djinn -- scary
creature *- remember?

(beat)
ft put its hands on me and-- bam,
I wake up... next to a hot chick.

SAM
Who -- Carmen?

DEA}I
(confused)

Who?

Now Sam sounds annoyed--

SAI'{
You are drunk. You're drunk
dialing me.

DEAN
I'm not drunk, Sam!
around--

Quit screwing

SA}4
Look, it's 1ate. Sleep it off.
I'I1 see you tomorrow.

Sam,
DEAN

wait-- !

6.
10.Lu

11

*

*

ANGLE ON SAI'{. As he CLICKS the phone off .
exasperated. Turns back to his research.
opens another.

SIGHS /
Closes one book,

ANGLE ON BOOK: it's a LAW SCHOOL TEXTBOOK.

INT. A?ARTI{ENT _ LIVING ROOM _ NIGHT

Dean looks around at the unfamiliar apartment. He doesn't
have a clue. He spots some unopened BILLS on the coffee
table. Grabs one off the top.

ANGLE ON - THE BILL. It's addressed to CARMEN FLORES, #53
BARKER AVE... LAWRENCE, KANSAS.

DEA}{
( stunned)

Lawrence?

11

/ CONTTNTIED )
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CONTINUED:
Prod. Draft - Whi-te 02/26/07 7

Dean continues to SHUFFLE through the mail-. But it,s the
next bill that stops him cold--
ANGLE-_ it,s ADDRESSED TO DEAN WINCHESTER. So is the nextone. And the next one. As if he LfVES HERE.

DEA}I
What the heII. . . ?

CARMEN (O.S. )
Honey?

11

Dean turns around.
the doorway. She's

CARMEN
What're you doing up?

Dean looks at her r.larily.

DEAN
Hey. . .

(testing the name)
Carmen? Carmen... I was just...
uh...

The mystery woman/ CARMEN, is standing in
gorgeous. 20's. In a short robe. *

*

Can't
CARI{EN

sleep, huh?

Carmen wraps her
persuasive...

arms around Dean's shoulders. Sexy,

CARMEN
Why don't you come back to bed.
Let's see if f can do anything to
help.

Dean awkwardly pulls away from the strange woman.
sound casual--

Trying to

DEAN
Um... sure. In a rninute... you go
ahead.

CARMEN
Don't stay up too long.

Carmen leans in... gJ_ves Dean a soft kiss on the
heads back to the bedroom.

Iips. Then

Dean watches her go, reeling: what the fuck is going on? tFrantically starts SEARCHING the place for answers...

/ CONTTNTIED )
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CONTTNUED:
and What.. . " Prod. Draft - White 02/26/Al
\L )

B.
1 1

He hurries over to a row of
Examining them one by one:
Iooking happy and in love;
of a birthday cake.

framed PHOTOGRAPHS on the bureau.
DEA}{ AND CARMEN ON VACATION,
DEAN, Iooking embarrassed in front

ANGLE oN - DEAN. rt's crear from his baffred rook: these are
memories he has no recollection of.
ANGLE-- BEHTND A FRAMED pHoro. on a different booksherf. As
Dean turns to it. Whatever he sees, IT,S HUGE... his eyes
widen i-n shock and disbelief... he picks it up...
The photograph DROPS from Dean,s hand, CRASHING to the
hardwood froor. He backs away, stunned... grabs some KEys
and STRIDES for the front door.

L2 EXT. SUBI.IRBAN STREET - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER 12

Dean's stirr got THE TMPALA-- it purrs to a SCREECHTNG srop
9n a quiet, resj-dential street. He rooks up at a particurar
house. As WE REVEAI...

Dean's parked in front of a famiU_ar-Iooking house... it,s
sam and Dean's cHrLDHooD Hot{E (probably from first season,s
episode "Home". )

13 EXT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 13

Finally, the

Finally--Stunned. Barely able to speak.

DEAN
Iu1om.

Dean knocks. A LIGIIT comes on inside. A beat.
door opens...

ANGLE ON - DEA}I.

MARY WINCHESTER is standi-ng
and 23 YEARS OLDER than the
patiently.

in the doorway! Very much alive,
last time we saw her. She smiles

Dean.

Tentatively, Dean
hair. Her face.

Mary looks at her

}IARY
What are you doj-ng here?

reaches out and touches her shoulder.
He's in shock...

son, concerned...

Her

MARY
Are you alright?

/ CONTTNT]ED )
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CONTINUED:

o

1313

74

DEAN
I don't know.

MARY
Why don't you come in?

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT T4

Dean slowly, guardedry forlows Mary into the riving room.

}IIARY
Carmen just called-- said you were
acting strange, then just took off.

Dean's mind is racing; he tries to make sense of arl thi-s...
DEAN

Carmen? Right.

Dean stares at her hard. she looks like his mother. she
sounds like her... he's stilt suspicious.

DEAN
Let me ask you something. When I
was a kid... what'd you always teII
me when you put me to bed?

IIIARY
Dean, I don't understand--

DEAN
Just answer the question.

I{ARY
I told you angels were watching
over you.

Dean's face softens, as he slowly realizes: SHE,S REAI. His
mother is alive and standing right in front of him.

DEA}I
I don't beli-eve it.

I

*
*

Dean's overwhelmed... he strj-des forward, pulls
into a hug. A heartbreaking, emotional moment,
onto her like he'II never let go.

FinaIIy, I"lary pulls away.. .

his mother
as he holds

}.,IARY
You're scaring me. Now tell me
what's goj-ng on.

l CONTTNTIED'I
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CONTINUED:
10.

t4

DEAN
(awed)

You... you don't think wishes can
reaIly... ?

MARY
What?

DEA}I
Forget it. I'm just happy to see
you, that's all. You're...
beautiful.

Mary shoots hirn a look: "yeah, right. "

In awe, Dean turns, takes i_n the room... PHOTOGRAPHS Iine the
wa1ls. PICTURES OF THE WINCHESTER FAi'IILY: Sam, Dean, John
and Mary, at aII ages. At varj-ous family functions: Mom and *
Dad at Sam's GRADUATION (no Dean here); IN FRONT OF A *
CHRISTMAS TREE, etc.

As Dean's staring at the impossible pictures.

DEAN
Hey, Mom. When we were kids... was
there ever a fire here?

Mary Iooks at hjm blankly,

MARY
No, never.

*
*

DEAN
Huh. I thought there was.
was wrong.

Guess I *

Dean's eyes are drawn back to the wall of happy family
photos. He spots something: a framed PHOTOGRAPH OF JOFIN
WINCHESTER in a SOFTBALL UNIFORM. He almost laughs.

Dad's
DEAN

on a softball team?

Off Mary's strange look--

DEAN
I mean, Dad's softball team. I
don't know, it's just... funny to
me.

Mary smiles sadly.

/ CONTTNTIED )
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CONTTNUED: (2)
11.

t4

I"IARY
He loved that stupid team.

Dean sees the raw sadness j-n his mother,s eyes. He rearj-zes--

DEAN
Dad's dead.

(Mary's look confirms
this)

And the thing that killed him, it
was a. . . a... ?

Mary shoots hi-m an odd look.

MARY
A stroke. He dj_ed in his sleep,
you know that.

DEAN
That's great!

Mary stares at hjm.

I,IARY
Excuse me?

Dean quickly follows with--

DEAI{
f mean it's great that he went
peaceful... sure beats the
alternative.

Now Mary's really worried.

IIIARY
You've been drinking.

DEAI{
Mom, Do, I haven't.

IVIARY
I'II call Carmen, have her come
pick you up...

DEAI{
( quickly )

No, don't... don't do that.
Lemne... I wanna stay here.

*

why?
MARY

r CONTTNI]ED )
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Prod. Draft - white 02/26/01 72.
74t4

15

DEAN
I've just... I've missed the place.
You go to bed, okay?

Dean sits down on the couch.

AI{GLE ON _ DEAN. His
up at his mother...

eyes fill with emotion. As he stares

she looks down at hjm tenderly. The right framing her face.rt's everythi-ng he rost. nverything he thought he,d neverhave again. She's an angel.

Mary kisses his forehead.

MARY
You sure you're alright?

Yeah.
DEAN

T think I am.

MARY
(heads to the door)

Get some rest. f love you.

DEAN
Re, too.

She FLICKS OFF the light, WHICH TAKES US TO BLACK__

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE _ LIVING ROOU - MORNING (VISION D2).15
Dean's eyes sNA? OPENI .He glances around the room, srowryrealizing... it wasn,t just a dream-- he,s stilt in theliving room of his childhood home.

He sits up- Pinches himself. Maybe gi-ves himsetf a srapacross the face.

He purrs out his phone. speed di-ars. There isn,t a ri_ng, itjust pi-cks up Sam's VOICEMAIL MESSAGE.

sAM (v.o. )Hey, it's me, I can,t
phone right now...

get to the

*

*
*

*
*

*

*

Dean clicks off . He,s stj-ll a bit wary.

INT. PROFESSOR RUBTN'S OFFICE - DAY

ANGLE ON - PROFESSOR RLIBIN, 40,s.

He needs answers.

1616

r CONTTNT]ED )
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\7

16

t7

PROFESSOR RI.IBTN
I don't think f've seen you in my
class. . . ?

PROFESSOR RIIBIN
So. What can f do for you?

. 
DEAN

What can you tetl me about Djinns?

INT. PROFESSOR RUBIN'S OFFTCE - MOI,IENTS LATER _ DAY

Dean and the Professor stand over SEVERAL BooKS, opened topictures of Djinn. (These aren't nearly the dark and evi-rcreatures we saw in Sam,s research. )

WIDEN TO REVEAL - DEAI.I.

Yeah,
thing

DEAN
You kidding? Man, I 1ove your
lectures. You make learning fun.

PROFESSOR RUBIN
a lot of l{uslims believe the

Djinn are very real. They,re
mentioned frequently in the euran.

*
*

DEAN
f know, get to the wish *

*

PROFESSOR RUBTN
What about it?

DEAN
you think they could really do itt

The Professor fixes Dean with a long/ strange look__

*

*

PROFESSOR RUBIN
Um... flor I don't thj_nk they ,,can
reaIly do j-t. " They're mythic
creatures.

DEAN
No, I know, f mean, in the
stories... say you had a wish...
even if you never said it out
loud... Iike, that a loved one
never died, or an awful thing never
happened. . . ?

*
*

*
*
*

l CONTTNIIED )
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18

PROFESSOR RUBIN
(you weirdo)

Supposedly, yes. They have God-
J-ike po\,/eri they can alter reality
however they want. past, present,
future.

DEAI{
So it wouldn't be a mirage, or
dream, or something?

PROFESSOR RUBTN
No, not in anything I,ve read.

DEA}I
I thought they were evil.

*
*

But

PROFESSOR RUBTN
Not necessarily. Aceordj_ng to the
Iore, they're like humans. Some
are goodr some are bad.

DEAI.I
So you think a Djinn could actually
help people?

After another long, weirded out beat--

PROFESSOR RUBIN
Son. Have you been drinking?

DEAN
Everyone's asking me that. But no.

EXT. KANSAS UNIVERSITY _ MOMENTS LATER

CLOSE ON: the IMPALA TRUNK. And J.t,s JUST A TRUNK.secret compartments, no weapons. Just a SPARE TIRE,
JACK, and some girlie magazines.

DEAN. Looks through it. Smiling. Shaking his head.

DEAI{
lIho'd a thought, baby? We,re
civilians.

When he looks up. His smj-Ie fades, as he notices--
ACROSS THE STREET

1B

No
and a

*
*
*

/ CONTTNIIED )
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19

A CREEPY-LOOKING WOMAN, PALE, STARING RIGHT AT HIM (at this
point, she's still reasonably normal looking... just a bi-t
odd). Still, there's something about her...

Dean takes a step toward her, into the street...

BEEP! The blast of a CAR HORN. Dean's stepped right in
front of a CAR. By the time he turns back to the street, the
CREEPY WOMAN HAS VA}IISHED.

A spooked beat. Then Dean shakes his head, blowing it off.

"What Is and What..." Prod. Draft - White 02/26/07
CONTTNUED:

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE _ DINING ROOM - DAY

Dean sits at the table. Smiling up at his mother, as he
takes a bite from a sandwich. Mouth fuII, pure blj-ss.

DEAN
Wow... this is the best sandwich...
ever.

(trying to sound casual)
Hey, by the way, f tri-ed to get
ahold of Sam earlier. Where... is
he?

}IIARY
He'Il be here soon.

DEAN
Great. I'm dying to see hjm.

Mary tosses him an odd look.

MARY
Sweetie... don't get me wrong, I'm
glad you're... hanging out here,
aII of a sudden. But... shouldn't
you be at work?

DEAN
( chewing )

Work?

MARY
At the garage.

DEAN
( covering)

Right. The giarage... where I work.
(then)

No. I got the day off.

15.
18

19

*

*

*

r CONTTNI]ED ]



"What Is and What... " prod. Draft - Whi_te 02/26/A1
CONTINIIED:

16.
t919

20

27

Then, something out the WINDOW catches Dean,s
grassy, slightly-overgrown FRONT LAWN.

eye: the

Hey, Iooks
mowing...

DEA}I
like the lawn needs

Mary looks at him, bewildered.

II{ARY
You want to mow the lawn?

Mom,
DEA}I

I would love to mow the lawn.

MARY
Knock yourself out.

As Dean heads for the front door, Mary mutters

MARY
You'd think you'd never mowed a
Iawn in your life...

And we see in Dean's face -- he never has.

EXT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - DAY 20

A MONTAGE of Dean merriry pushing the mower across the sunny
front }awn. waving cheerfully at the NETGHBOR taking out his
trash across the street. The Neighbor hesj-tantly waves back.
Dean smiles, truly happy for the flrst time in years.

EXT. WINCHESTER HOUSE _ DAY 2\

with a contented sigh, Dean flops dovm onto the front steps.
Cracks open a BEER. And takes in his freshly mowed lawn.
This is the life. Everything he secretly wanted...

Just then, a RENTAL CAR pulls into the driveway.

CLOSE ON DEAN. Once again, his
surprise. This time, with more

aw practically falls open in
oy... he rises to his feet.

j
j

DEAN
I don't believe it.

ANGLE. We SEE Sam behind the wheel. And then we pan over,
revealing... JESSICA, in the passenger seat!

Dean runs over to them.

l/CONTTNIIED)
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JESSICA
Urmrun... great to see you too, Dean.

(then)
Can't breathe.

Dean finally lets her go. Smiling from ear to ear.
to Sam, PUNCHES hj:n affectionately on the shoulder.

17.
2t

ANGLE. Just as Sam and Jessica climb out of the car... Dean
RACES to Jessica first.

DEAN
Jessica !

Dean throws his arms around her. Jessica's uncomfortable,
she tries to extricate herself from Dean's hug...

AS

He turns

DEAI.I
Sarmny, Iook at you! With Jessica!
I can't believe it!

SAM
(rubbing his shoulder)

Yeah...

DEAN
So how was the trip from. . . ?

SAI'1
(weird look)

California. . . ?

DEAN
(puts it together,
excited)

California, sure! Stanford... I
bet law school by now, right? !

Sam gives him a "!,rhat the fuck is going on" Iook. His eyes
drift down to Dean's beer. Now it all makes sense...

SAM
I see you started out Mom's
birthday with a bang. As usual.

Dean's caught off guard...

DEAN
Mom's birthday? That's today?

Sam stares at him in disbelief...

( CONTTNIIED )
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22

SAM
Yeah, Dean, that's today... that,s
why we're here? Don't tell me you
forqot...?

MARY
Jessica !

(o.s. )
Sam!

SAM
Hey, Mom.

Sam and Jessica turn, go up the drive to meet Mary.

Dean watches'his brother go, throlm by Sam,s cold shoulder.

INT. UPSCAI,E RESTAURANT - NTGHT 22

Classj-ca1 music. Candlelight. Uniformed WAITERS move
through the crowded tables, carrying elaborate plates.

We find Mary, Sam, Jessica, Dean and Carmen at a table.
wArrERS set down food and drinks in front of the winchester
Famj-Iy. Dean gets a too-fancy, Wolfgang puck tower of *
food... with sharp, edible spears jutting out... he,s less *
than enthused. *

Wow
DEAN

that looks... so awesome.
*
*

*
*

SAM
(raising a drink)

To Mom. Happy birthday.

},IARY
(to Sam)

You really didn't have to do aII
this... just having my famity
together, that's aII I wanted.

DEAI{
Here, here.

As l,Iary, Sam, and Jessj-ca converse in the 8.G., Dean,s
distracted by carmen, as she takes hj-s hand under the tabre.

CARMEN
(whispering)

I was worried about you last
night. . .

Dean looks at the unfamiliar woman holding his hand.

r CONTTNIIED ]
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DEAI{
I'm good. Really good.

CARMEN
Okay. So whattaya saY later, we go
get you a cheeseburger?

DEAI.I
Oh God, yes.

Then his eyes drift down to her sexy, tight dress.

10

22

*

How'd I
chick?

DEAI{
end up with such a cool

Carmen smiles, blushing.

CARMEN
I guess I've got low standards.

Dean grins, impressed by her comeback. Their eyes meet, and
we see -- the chernistry between them is undeniable. He pulls
her forward for a quick kiss.

Across the table, Sam slides his arm around Jessica's
shoulder, clears his throat...

SAM
So, Jess and I have another
surprise f or ivlom's birthday. . .

(to Jessica)
You wanna tell them?

JESSICA
(embarrassed)

They're your f anrilY.

MARY
(can see what's coming)

What? TeII me what?

From below the table... Sam Iifts up a JEWELRY BOx-- opening *
it to REVEAI, a small diamond engagement RING. Overjoyed, *
Mary stands, hugs her son and his fj-anc6e.

MARY
Oh my God. That's so wonderful!

(teary-eyed)
I wish your Dad were here.

Dean smiles at his brother. Genuinely moved...

l EONTTNIIED )
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DEAN
Congratulations, Sammy.
glad you're happy.

I'm realIy

Sam gives Dean an odd look. Not sure what to make of it.
SAIq

Thanks

When... over Sam's shoulder,
Dean SUDDENLY SEES--

across the crowded restaurant,

20.
22

That same pale, CREEPY WOMAN from outside the universit
Staring right at him! (NOTE: throughout the epj-sode, t
Woman grows dirtier, more deteriorated...as Dean senses
reality, more and more, bit by bit. )

y!
he *

*
*

Dean reacts. Then he brushes ri-ght past sam. As he hurries
across the room, he sees: the Creepy Woman is FLICIGRING --Iike a SPIRITI Just then, a WAfTER WIPES FRAIIE, blocking
Dean's view for a moment! By the time the waiter PASSES, the
Creepy Woman has DISApPEARED...

A spooked beat. Then, Dean looks dor,m. He,s standing besj-de
a table, right between a COUpLE, whose romantic date he,s
crearly interrupted. He attempts a friendly, casuar snr-ile.

DEAI{
f take it you didn't see a woman
standj-ng here.

(off their blank looks)
Obviously not.

(then)
Try the lamb.

Dean turns to look across the room at his family. Clearly
!h"y-didn't see the Creepy Woman either... they;re staring at
hi-m Ii-ke he's f rom Mars.

Off Dean... trying to make sense of it aII...

BLACKOUT

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - LTVING ROOM - NIGHT

The Winchester Family enter the Living Room.

23

SAM
(to Dean)

So what was all that, back at the
restaurant?

DEAN
(shakes it off)

I just... thought I saw someone.
It's nothing.

MARY
WeII, I had a lovely birthday.
Thank you.

Everyone AD LrBS GOODNTGHTS. Mary exits. sam turns to
Jessica.

Wel1,
in?

SAI'{
I'm beat. You ready to turn

sure. 
JESST.A

Dean's stirr shaken by what happened at the restaurant. Not
ready to call it a night yet.

DEAN
It's not even nine o'clock! Let,s
aII go get a drink or something...

SAI'{
Maybe another tj-me.

Sam starts to walk away. Dean stops hjm.

DEAN
Hey, hold on. We've got beautiful
girls on our arms, you're
enqaged... let's ceJ.ebrate. . .

Sam takes a beat. Then turns to Carmen and Jessica.

SAM
Guys, can you excuse us? I wanna
talk to my brother for a minute.

*

*

*

*

/CONTINTIED )
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24

CARMEN
Yeah, sure. C'mon, Jess.

They EXIT out to the front hallway, as--
INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Sam follows Dean j-nto the dining room.

SAIt{
Okay. What's gotten into you?

DEAN
What do you mean?

SAIVI
This whole warm,
of yours.

fuzzy Ecstasy trip

DEAN
I'm just happy for you, Sammy.

SAI'{
And that's another thing. Since
when do you call me "Samny?"

(then)
Dean. Come on. We don't talk
outside of holidays.

DEAI'I
We don't?

(then)
WeI1, we should.
brother.

f mean, you're my

SAIT{

"You're my brother." you know,
that's what you said when you
snaked my ATM card. Or when you
bailed on my graduation. Or when
you hooked up with Rachel Nave.

Dean shrugs.

DEAN
Who?

SAM
l,ly prom date. On prom night.

24

*
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DEAI{
(after a beat)

That does sorta sound like me.

sam_is1't angry here- He's sAD. Accepting. Resigned to therealities of their relationship

SAM
Look. It's alright, man/ I,m not
asking you to change. But it,sjust... I don't know... we just
don't have anything in common.

*
*
*
*

Yes we do!

What?

Hunting I

DEAN

SAM

DEAN

Beat.

SAI'I
sunting? f've never been hunting
in my life.

Dean tries to aw]<wardly cover.

DEAN
Yeah, well, maybe you should try
sometime. Bet you'd be great at
it.

it

Sam takes a beat. Then--

SA}I
Get some rest.

Sam exi-ts. Leaving Dean. Troubled.

25 rNT. APARTT{ENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT 25

Dean sits on the bed. Lost in thought. carmen enters, inher sHoRT ROBE. Hands hj:n a BEER. Dean glances down at theIabel, smiles.

DEAN
My favorite. Guess you know me
pretty weII.

*

*

*

'Fraid so.
CARMEN

/ CONTTNT]ED )
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Dean rooks up at her. rn this rife, thi-s armost compretestranger knows him better than he knows himself

DEAN
So, Samny and I...
close.

we're not very

CARMEN
WeI1, you don,t really spend any
tj-me together... I just don,t tninf
you know each other alI that weII.

Carmen sj-ts dovm beside him. Gently--

CARIMN
For the record. He doesn,t know
what he's missing. you're funny,
and sweet-- and you got a great
aee

Dean takes a swig of the beer. A look of determinati-on
slow1y spreads across Dean,s face.

*
*
*

*

*
*
*
*
*

*

*
*

*
*
*

DEAN
WeIl. I can fix thin
I can make it up to h
everybody.

gs with
im-- to

Sam.

Now Carmen looks concerned.

CAR}MN
Okay, what's gotten into you
Iately?

DEAN
This isn't gonna make a lick of
sense. But I feeI... Iike I,ve
been given a second chance here.
And I'm not gonna waste it.

CAR}TEN
You're right. That doesn't make--

DEAN
You know. I get i_t.

Dean cuts her off with a spontaneous, passionate Krss.
he finally releases her...

When

*

Get what?
CAR}MN

/ CONTTNTIED )
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DEAN
I get why you're the one.

CARMEN
( sffij-ing)

WeII, whatever's
I tike it.

gotten into you--

They kiss again. Passionate. As it gets hot and heavy...

CARMEN
Oh, man. Don't do this to me. I
gotta get ready for work...

DEAI:{
Work? Now?

CARMEN
I've got the night shift Thursdays.
I told you.

As she moves to the CLOSET, OPENS IT--

DEAN
So, you're working nj-ghts at the...
uh...

Carmen pulls out an OUTFIT-- a pair of HOSPITAT SCRUBS...

*

*
*

*

*

*

*

DEAN
hospital.
( stoked)

I'm dating a nurse. That's so
respectable.

aErZJA INT. APARTMENT - KITCHEN - LATER 25A

Dean. POURS himserf a BEER, from the KEGERATOR he's got next *
to his refrigerator. He grins-- this is the life. He moves *
to the-- *

26 INT. APARTI{ENT - LTVING ROOM - LATER 26

Dean SPRAWLS on the couch, watchj-ng TV, drinking a beer, feet
up on the coffee table. He SIGHS, content. He snags the
remote, FLIPS through channels.

ANGLE ON TV. Infomercials and other bad television snappast. But then... a SNIPPET of a NEWS REPORT. Over B-ROLL
of people lighting CANDLES.,.

*

*

*

/ CONTTNiIED )
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NEWSCASTER (O.S. )
and today marks the anniversary

of the crash of United Britannia
Flight 424--

Dean stops CLICKING CHANNELS.
to him. He leans forward.

Reacts. This means something

NEWSCASTER (O.S. )
Indianapolj-s residents held a
candlelight vigil, in memory of the
108 passengers and crew who lost
their lives. Turning to local--

DEAI{. His perfect world crumbling...

no
DEA}T
ror I stopped that crash.

26A INT. APARTMENT - MO}MNTS LATER 26A

Dean si-ts at a desk in front of a COMPUTER.
furiously.

He types

268 THE COMPUTER SCREEN 268

As a MONTAGE of NEWSPAPER ARIICLES appear in quJ_ck
succession. The headlines read: "FLIGHT 424 CRASHES-- 108
DEAD"; "9 CHILDREN COI{ATOSE"; "PARENIS UUIIIJATED IN BEDROO}i,,1
"GIRL DROIINS IN BOTEIT POOL"; etc.
ANGLE ON - DEAN. Horror spreads across his face, as he
realizes: everyone he's ever saved is dead.

SUDDENLY, out of the corner of hj-s eye, he catches a FLASH of
something --
The CREEPY WOPIAN disappearing down the
bedrooml

hallway into the

DEAN
VIhat the heII. . -

27

WE IIOVE WITH DEAN as he cautiously heads into--
INT. APARTMENT _ BEDROOM - NIGHT 27

It's empty. Sti1l. Then, from INSIDE the WALK-IN CLOSET...

CREEAK! Like the SOUND of a ROpE SQUEAKING... Dean slowty
approaches the closet door... A tense beat, as he pushes it
open... Dean staggers back...

r CONTINTIED'I
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2B-29

30

Two PAIE, WTTHERED coRpsES -- a man and a woman -- dangrefrom the crothes rack! Their hands bound above their headswith THrcK RopE... the rope is seuEAKrNG under the weigtri-orthe swinging bodies...
Then, from hehind him, a row, soFT MOAN... Dean sprNs ARouNDlThe creepy woman is standing just inches awayr Now FTLTHYand BLooDY (again, she progieisivery deteriorates, as Dean *gets croser and croser to the truth of his situatio"y.- -eiooo *
DRIPPING from her open mouth...

Suddenly, the Creepy Woman FLICKERS and VANISHES.

Dean turns back to the cl-oset.
bodj-es are gone. . .

Just hanging clothes. The

OFF Dean, shaken--

OMTTTED

EXT. CEMETERY _ NIGHT

Dark. Deserted- Except for one lonely fi-gure:
standj-ng silently, starj_ng down at a GRAVE:

THE HEADSTONE. The EPITAPH: JOHN E. WfNCHESTER,

Quj-etly, emotionally, Dean talks to his father.
DEAN

AII of ,em. -. everyone you saved...
everyone Sanrny and I saved...
they're aII dead.

(beat)
And there,s this woman, she,s
haunting me... I have no idea why,
or what the conneetion is__ not yet
anl ,ray.

(beat)
But it,s like... my old life,s
coming after me or something. Lj_kej-t won't let me be happy. -

Dean stares at the cold, silent grave.

2B-29

30

Dean,

I 9s4 2006. *

DEAN
I know what you'd say-- at least,
the 'you' that didn,t play
softball. Hunt down the bjinn.j-t put you here, it can pui you
back, right? My happineis versusall those lives-- no contest.

(MoRE)

If

/ CONTTNIIED )
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DEAN (CONT'D)
(beat)

But... why? Why's it rny job to
save everybody? Why do I have to
be some kind of hero?

(emoti-onal )
What about us? Huh? Mom,s not
supposed to live her life? Sam,s
not supposed to get marrj_ed? Why
do we have to sacrifice everythrngl
ft's not--

Dean stops, nrid stream. An emotional beat. As Deanstruggles to puII hj:nse1f together.
Finarry, he grances one rast time at his father,s grave.

WTDE ANGLE. As Dean guietly walks away--

BLACKOUT

END OF ACT TWO

28.
30

*
*
*

*

*



"what rs and what... " prod. Draft - white 02/26/07 29

31

32

ACT THREE

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE _ GUEST ROOM _ NIGHT

li1_l: :Ieeping next to Jessica. He jotts awake!
SCRAPTNG NorsE coming from downstairsl rt sounds
someone breaking lnto the house!

INT. WINCHESTER HOUSE - LTVING ROOM - NIGHT

DEA}i
Man, that was so easy I,m
embarrassed for you.

clutching a BASEBAT,L BAT, sam creeps down the stairs.into the darkened living room...

t_ylNPgry J-s open. White drapes bil1ow, ghostly. Nearby, aDARK FTGURE leans over a CABINET. The d5or swirrgu op"rr'. TheDark Figure reaches inside... pulrs out a varnisfiea ivoonrNBOX. Opens it.
sam's jaw tightens. His hands trembre around the bat. Hesneaks up behind the Figure.,. raises the bat. . .

The Dark Figure wHrps ARouND -- rightning fast -- grabsbasebarl bat, and swEEps sam's regi out irom under him.
SLAMS to the floor with a painful WHACKT

Dean looks dovm at his brother, pityingly.

31

There's a
Iike

32

Peers

the
Sam

*

SAM
(winded)

Dean? What the
here?

hel1're you doing

DEAN
WeIl, I uas looking for a beer

SAM
In the china cabinet?

Dean offers Sam a hand up. Sam doesn,t take it.
sam pulrs himserf to his feet. spots a the wooDEN BoX on thefloor. ft's open, and inside-_

SAI.{
Mom's silver?

Sam--
DEA}I

/ CONTTNT]ED )
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SAM
( disgusted)

You broke into our house to steal
Mom's silver?

DEA}]
I know what it looks like, okay,
but I didn't have a choice...

SAM
Wow, this is a whole new low...

DEAN
This is a life or death thing.
You've got no idea...

SAPI
Then, clue me in, please. What's
so damn important that you're
stealing from your own mother?

Dean hesitates...

Fine.
DEAN

You want the truth?

SAI.{
Yeah, I do.

Dean takes a deep breath. Then--

DEAN
I or^7e somebody money.

SAITT

Who?

DEAN
A bookie. I lost big on a game.
Now f gotta bring him the cash
tonight or--

Sam cuts him off, incredulous--

SAM
I can't believe we're even
related...

Dean turns to his brother, sj_ncere/ urgent--

l CONTTNTIEN \
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DEA}i
Sammy, I'm sorry. I'm sorry we
don't get along... I wish to heII
I could stay and make it all up to
you,.. but I gotta do this --people's lives count on it...

SA}I
What're you talkJ-ng about?

21

3232

33

*
*

*

Dean looks at his brother. Wants to
But he can't.

confide in him so badly.

. DEAN
Nothing. Forget it. Just tell Mom
I love her, okay.

Dean reaches into the bundle of silverware, grabs TWO SILVER
KNIVES. Sam's confused--

Dean... 
sAM

Dean heads for the door.

DEAI(I
Bye, Sam.

Sam watches him go, troubled.

EXT. WINCHESTER HOUSE _ IMPAIA _ MOMENTS LATER

At the curb. Dean starts the engine. Suddenly, the
passenger-side door opens. Sam climbs in.

DEAN
Get out of the car, Sam.

SAM
I'm going with you.

DEAN
You're just gonna slow me down--

SAM
Tough.

DEAN
It's dangerous, you could get hurt--

SAT'{
So could you.

33
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DEAN
Sammy--

SAIVI

Look, whatever stupid thi-ng you're
about to do, you're not doing it
alone... and that's that.

DEAI{
I don't understand.
doing this?

Why are you

SAM
' (as Dean saj-d to him)

You're stiIl my brother.

Dean's touched. Grateful. But he guickly swallows back his
emotion...

DEA}I
Bitch.

SA}I
Why you calling me a bitch?

DEAN
You're supposed to say 'jerk.'

SAI'{
What?

"What Is and What... " prod. Draft - White 02/26/07
CONTINUED:

DEAI.I
Forget it.

EXT. BUTCHER SHOP _ IMPALA - N]GHT

Dean pulls up in front of a BUTCHER SHOP.
off. A CLOSED sign hangs in the window.

The lights are

SA}4
( confused)

What're we doing here?

)a

33

34

*

DEAI.I
I just gotta pick up a couple
thJ-ngs . Wait in the car.

Dean gets out, Ieans j-n the window...

DEAN
And do me a favor -- you see any
cops, honk the horn.

r CONTTNIIED )
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SAIU
Cops? Why would there be cops...

Before Sam can protest further, Dean,s out of the car,circling to the back of the building.
35 EXT. BUTCHER SHOP _ IMPALA - }IOMENTS LATER 35

Dean gets back in the car. He,s
Sam's totally freaking out...

carrying a BROWN pApER BAG.

SAI{
You just broke into that store,
didn't you? Are you nuts?

Dean gives hjm a look like:
from the curb.

36 INT. IMPAIA _ MOVING - NIGHT

As they speed off, Sam,s eyes

what,s in f# o.n,

DEAN
Don't worry about it.

"Ivlaybe. " He pulls the car a\^7ay

(PPIP )

Iand on the paper bag.

36

Dean?

Money?
store ! ?

SAM
Did you just rob that

Sam grabs the bag, plunges his hand inside...
DEAI{

You don't ralanna do that--
Sam's hand comes back holdj-ng a TUppERwARE CONTATNER furr ofBLOOD. Sam's horrified--

SAM
What the hell is this?t

DEA}iI
BIood

SAM
I know it's blood! But what the
heII're you doing with it?

DEAN
You don't really wanna know.

/ CONTTNIIED \
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SAI'{
Dean !Yes, I do,

wanna know.
I really really

Dean glances at his brother -- Dean sighs. . .

DEAN
WeIl. f guess you,re gonna findout sooner or later. But I gotta
warn you-- it,s gonna sound aIittle... unusual.

(then)
f... f needed a silver knife dippedin Lamb,s blood.

Sam stares at him like he,s beyond. nuts.

SAI{
And you needed a silver knife
dipped in lamb,s blood because...?

Because th3:y" thi-s creature-- aDjinn, and I gotta hunt it.
Sam looks completely freaked.

SAI,I
Stop the car.

DEAN
f know how this must sound--

SA}I
Stop the car, Dean

DEAN
ft's the truth, Sam. There,s
things out in the dark... bad
thJ-ngs, nightmare things... a lotof people need to be saved... andif we don't save ,em nobody wiII...

SAM
(evenly)

Listen to me. I wanna help you.
But you're havj_ng some kind ofpsychotic break...

I wish.
DEAN

/ CONTTNIIED \
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37

Sam reaches in his pocket,
grabs j-t out of his hand.

pulls out
Tosses it

hj.s CELL PHONE. Dean
out the open window...

SAI{
What're you doing?l

DEAN
Sorry, Sannmy, I ain,t going to the
rubber room. We got work to do.

Sam's frightened, trying to reason with him.

SAM
I'm just trying to look out foryou... I don,t want you to get
yourself hurt...

Dean glances over at his brother, chuckles...

DEAIT
You protect me? That,s hilarious.
Just sj-t tight and try not to get
us both kiIled.

Pg.r, snaps on the RADro. RocK Musrc BLASTS. sam clutcheshis seat-beIt, trying to concear his fear, as Dean froors theaccelerator, speeding onto the dark, open highway.

EXT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - THE IIVIPALA - NIGHT 37

suT]" sleeping j-n the passenger seat. He wakes, as Deanpurrs up in front of the ABANDONED warehouse (from theteaser).

SAM
( groggy)

Where are we?

DEAI.I
Not in Kansas anymore.

(then)
IIlinois.

Sam stares up at the ominous-looking warehouse.

SAT.,I

You think somethi_ng, s in there,

DEAN
I know it is.

*

/ CONTTNI]ED 1
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DEATI
Just wai-t in the car.

Dean climbs out. Sam follows.

SAI'{
Forget it. I didn,t come aII this

SA}4
Dean, you think this is real_... butj-t's not. It , s in your head, it , sjust crossed wj_res.

36.
37

3B

*

way
buil

to let you walk j_nto some
ding with a bloody knj_fe. . .

DEA}I
Sam, you've got no idea what,s in
there. . .

SAM
I go with you, or I go find the
cops. Your choice.

DEA}I
You're a pain in my ass.

Dean gets out of the car. Sam follows.
3B INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

SAI{
See? Nothing here. Now Carmen,sgotta be worried sick about you,
man--

DEAN
shhhh !

From behind a METAL DOOR at the other end
SOUND -- a WO},IAN GROANING in PAIN.

SAM
(whispering)

What the hell i_s that?

The -rusty door gREAKq open- Dean steps cautiousry inside,holding the knife and a FLASHLTGHT, flrrowed by s-am. sam'looks around...
*
*

, a low ECHOING

/ CONTTNITED )
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39

Sam nods,
door.

DEAN
(whJ-spering)

Stay behind me.
shut.

Keep your mouth

spooked. The brothers creep silently toward the

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE _ STORAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS 39

Dean pushes the metal door open. Revearing a dusty storageroom.. Li!-by a single bare LIGHT-BULB... it veryoccasionally flickers. As the boys step inside, they see--
TWo WTTHERED CORPSES -- the same ones Dean saw in the croset.They're HANGING i-n the corner. Their pale, dead wristsstrung above their heads with thick rope. FILTHY I.V.,sjabbed into them. . . leading to dried, hesiccated BAGS. *

SAM ,r
What the hell is this...? *

There's the creepy woman! The oNE Dean's BEEN sEErNG, ArL *
THrs rrMEl Her name is Joy. she's tied up, just rike theother two. But she's stilI AtrvE. uNcoNscrous, her EYESrolred back in her head, her mouth gaping open, GROANING... *

she has an r.v. JABBED into her, too. Leading to a BLooDy
BAG on a stolen hospj-ta1 stand.

Dean is SHOCKED By THIS.

her

As the Djinn approaches
regains consciousness.

DEAN
it's her... *

*
SAI{

Dean, what's going on??

PeT suddenry crasps his hand over sam's mouth, DRAGGTNG himback behind some BOXES, just as--
The DJrNN enters from another door. sam's eyes widen indisberief and terror. He'd scream if oean,s hand wasn,tcovering his mouth.

Joy, her eyes slowly REFOCUS.
Groggy--

She

JOY
Where am I? Where,s my husband?

Then, Joy sees the Djinn moving toward her...

/ CONTTNIIED )
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CONTINUED:
38.

39

pasty
voice is

No... no
JOY
. where's my husband...?

Joy flinches with disgust
HAND reaches out... gently
raspy/ inhuman...

and horror as the Djinn's
STROKING her cheek. Its

DJTNN
Sleep... sleep now.

The DJrNN's HAND rGNrrES, in a blue smokeless fire. The fire
dances across Joy's cheek, without singeing or burni_ng her.
Her eyes ROLL BACK in her head, and she goes limp.

From behind the boxes, Sam and Dean watch wide-eyed, as the
Djinn then uNHooKS the TUBTNG from the BLooDy BAG. Hords itup... and lets it SPTIRT into his mouth. with the rhythm of
Joy's PULSE. It practically licks its lips. Gross!

Shaken by the horrific sight, Sam inadvertently lets out a
GASPI The Djinn's head sNAps in their directionl He heard
that. He re-affixes the r.v. tubing... then heads toward the
boxes... right for Sam and Dean.

But as the Djinn peers around the boxes, he finds... NOTHING
THERE. Sam and Dean have vanished. Still suspicious, the
creature moves through the open metal door, out into the dark
warehouse. As the DOOR CLOSES, WE REVEAL--

Sam and Dean hiding behind J_t, holding their
Then, Dean lets go of hj-s brother. Sam gasps
TotaIIy freaking out--

breath. A beat.
for air.

Dean's not li-stening. He's staring at Joy across the room
writhing in some kind of dream-state.

SAM
This is real. . . ? This is real? t !
You're not crazy?!

DEAN
(quietly)

She had no idea where she was...
she thought she was with her
husband...

Dean,
SAM

we gotta get outta here!

Dean slowly moves toward Joy, putting it together..

( CONTTNIIED 1
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40

41

DEA}I
What if that,s what the Djinn
does... it doesn,t grant wishes...
i ! l-rt 3ust makes you think it has.

Sam follows his brother across the room.

SAM
Listen to me, man,
come back...

that thj-ng could

Pg"l keeps moving toward Joy. As he crosses under the bareIight-bulb, it FLICKERS, and we suddenly--

FLICKER TO:

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE _ STORAGE ROOM - CONT. (DAY 1) 40

A super-quick FLASH of Dean TIED up against the warehouse,srusty walr... directry ACRoss FROM Joi... and RrcHT uNDER the
FLTCKERTNG LIGHT-BULB. Dean's eyes are rorled back in hishead. Ee's got a BLOODY, FILTHY I.V.; he,s in that samecatatonic dream-state. . .

Above him, the bare LIGHT-BULB FLICKERS again, and we...

FLICI(ER TO:

(vrsroN D2) 47INT. ABA}IDONED WAREHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - CONT

Dean looks up at Sam, quietly realizing...

Dean
SAM

Please !

DEAN
What if I,m like her... what if I,mtied up in here somewhere...

(beat)
What if this is aII in my head?

Off Dean's mind-blowing realization, we...

*

*

*

*

BLACKOUT !

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. ASAI{DONED WAREHOUSE _ STORAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Dean tries to process everything.
42

DEAI{
it could... I mean, maybe j-tgives us some kj-nd of supeinaturalacid... then feeds off ui slow.

SAI'{
That doesn,t make any sense...

He pivots to'Joy. Looking at her.

DEAI{
What if that,s why she was
appearing to me. She,s not aspirit. More and more/ I was
seeing f lashes of reaU-ty. . .

Dean glances around the dark storage room...

DEAN
Maybe I,m in here... catatonic,
taking al1 this in somehohr... ijust can,t snap out of it.

SAM
(tryi-ng to talk sense

You were right, oka,Y, I was wrong/
you 're not crazy. But we have to
1ea ri<lht now.

Dean turns to hj_s brother, increasingty convinced.__

r don,t thif;flyou,re rear.
Sam grabs Dean, shaking him hard.

SAI'{
Feel that? This i-sn,t an acidtrip! This is real, Deanl Andthat thing,s gonna kill us forreal... now please!

sam heads for the door- But Dean doesn,t move. He srowrylooks down at the bloodied steak knife in his hand.

*
*

*
*
*

*
*
*

*

/ CONTTNIIED )
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Sam's eyes dart to the knife, nervously__

Dean, whatl# ro,-, doj-ng?

Dean moves the knife up to his chest.

WeII.
sure.

Old wives'
to di-e in

DEAN
There's one way to know for

DEAI{
tale - if you're about

a dream... you wake up. *

SAM
What? That's crazy...

DEAN
Maybe

SAM
You're gonna kill yourself!

DEAN
Or f 'm gonna wake up...
one or the other.

guess j-t's

SAI'{
(panicked)

This isn't a dream!
you, now, and you,re
commit suici-de !

I'm here, with
about to

DEAN
Nah. f 'm pretty sure.
ninety percent sure.

WeII,
Sure enough.

Dean draws
when-*

the knife back, about to plunge it j-nto his chest,

SAM
WAIT!

Dean stops. The blade just inches from his heart.
PIARY and GARMEN and JESSTCA suddenly step out of the shadowsaround Dean... his face falls.

*
*

r CONTTNTIED )
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SA}4
Why'd you have to keep digging?
Why couldn,t you have-Iefi-wett
enough alone? you were happy.

Mary moves slowly toward her son. Gently...

put the t nff'aorrr, honey.

Dean looks up at her, heartbroken.

DEAN
You're not real. None of it is.

MARY
It doesn't matter, This is still
better than anything you had.

DEAN
What?

*
*
*
*

*

*

*
*

MARY
It's everything you want. We,re
family again... Iet,s go home.

a *

r'11
Iife

Mary's patient,

DEAN
(shaking his head)
die... the Djinn'II drain the
outta me in a couple days...
persuasive...

MARY
But in here, wj-th us, it, lI feel
U-ke years, like a l-if etjme. . . Ipromise. No more pain or fear.
Just love, and comfort, and safety.

(then)
Dean. Stay with us. Get some
rest.

JESSTCA
You won't have to worry about Sam
anymore. You'd get to watch him
Iive a full life.

*
*
*
*
*
*
*

*
*
*
*

*Softly, seductively. . .

/ CONTTNI]ED )
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CARMEN
We could have a future together...
have our own farully... I love you,
Dean. Please.

Dean's torn, emotionar. He wishes rike hell this were rear.
SAM

Why is it our job to save
everybody? We,ve given up enough.
Please, I'm begging you. Hand me
the knife.

Dean hesitates. Looking around at the pleading, hopefulfaces of the people he loves... Finallyl quietiy,painfully...

DEAI{
I'm sorry.

DEAN PLUNGES THE KNIFE INTO HIS CHEST! SA}1 SCREAI{S--

SAM
DEAN! I I

MATCH CUT TO:

SToRAGE ROOM - CONT. (DAY 1) 43

*

*
*

*

43 INT ABAI{DONED WAREHOUSE

SA}I
DEAN! ! !

SAM
C'mon Dean, wake up!
dammit !

Wake up,

Dean finarly finds his voice... raspy/ but stirl a smart ass.

DEA}I
Oh, Auntie ftn... there,s no

place like home...

Relief washes across Sam,s face.
NASTY, DIRTY I.V.

He gently UNHOOKS Dean's

SAM
I thought I lost you for a second.

*

WE TTIRN AROUND TO REVEAI DEAI{. Tied up, directly aCroSS fromJoy-, (Just like we saw in that quick ilash.) H6,s pale,
weak, with dark circres under hiJ eyes. samis standingbeside him. Shaking him hard...

/CONTTNTTED)
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DEA}I
You almost did.

SAM
Let's get you outta here.

As Sam starts working on Dean,s binds, Dean
DJINN comes up right behind Samt

Iooks up... the

SAl,l !
DEA}I

END OF ACT FOUR

BLACKOUT !
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ACT FTVE

INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM _ CONTINUOUS 44

The Djinn LUNGES for Sam! Sam DUCKS out of the way,lightning fastt purring a BLooD-TrppED DAGGER out of hispocket, he faces the creature... This isn,t fantasy Samanymore' rhis sam is poised, ready to kick some glnie ass...
sam takes a stab at the Djinn's chest... but the Djinn BLocKSthe bIow, sending the DAGGER FLyfNG!

The creature,s pissed., as he slowly backscorner... Sam,s eyes dart around the room,escape route... he,s SCREWED.

1? t-hg !jinn advances on sam, Dean struggres franticarry withhis binds. He manages to free one of his arms...
ANGLE oN - THE DJTNN. His hideous HANDS reaching for sam...
SUDDENLY, the ojinn FREEZES... he GASps i_n pain: THrcK BLooDdribbles from his open mouth... And, as he bnops our oFFRAME, we see--

P..l,standi-ng behind him. Hording the BLooDy DAGGER.Looking down at the Djinn with buining friiiea.
Sam looks gratefully at his brother...

SAI,l
Thanks.

Sam into a
searching for an

No sweat.
DEAN

DEAN

But just as Dean says
about to pass out.

this, he braces himself, Iike he,s

SAM
Dean.

Dean nods weakly.

I'm fine.
He pulls himself across the room...up. Her head slumped forward.

to Joy. She's stj_Il tied

Dean feels for a pulse. His face floodj_ng with relief...

r CONTTNIIED'I
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She's

Sam hurries over,
free her from the

DEAN
still alive...

helps Dean untie the unconscj-ous woman andI.V.

DEAI{
It's gonna be okay.
got you.

I got you... I

Off Dean starj-ng at the woman he,s saved...
INT. JOLIET MOTEL ROOM _ THE NEXT DAY

Dean stares down at a MOTOR MAGAZINE,
through it. When he stops on a page__

(DAY 2 )

paging listlessly
45*

ON THE PAGE. An ADVERTISET{ENT foT HIS FAVORITE BEER. And
CARMEN is the babe-moder in the ad. Grinning carefree.
Dean gives a sad, ironic rittl-e raugh-exhare at this.
Sam enters. pocketing his ceII phone.

SAM
I just called the hospital. Thegirl's stabilized. Good chance
she's gonna puII through.

Dean nods, quietly--

,r
*

That's

Sam looks at his

DEAI{
good.

brother for a beat. Concerned

DEAN
Yeah.

(then, a far-away smile)
You should've seen it, Sam... ourlives. You h/ere such a wussy...

SA},I
What about you? you alright?

SAI.{
So we didn't get along, huh?

*
*

*
*

*
*No

DEAI{

/ CONTTNTIED ]
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DEAI.I
ft wasn't a fantasy; just a wish.I wished for Mom to tive; that,s
what I got. Mom never died, so we
never went hunting, so you and me,
we just didn't... you know...

SAM

werl i 
*'il*'n"iTinJ" 

oo .

A beat between brothers. The only thing they have in thisfucked up life is each other.

SAM
But if it was supposed to be thisperfect fantasy...?

SAI'{
And I'm glad you dug yourself out.
Most people would,nt,ve had the
strength. They just woulda stayed.

DEA}I
(ironic exhale)

Yeah. Lucky me.
(long beat; a confession)

But Sam. you had Jess,., Mom was
gonna have grandkids.

Szu,I
It wasn't real ... and deep d.own, apart of you knew it.

DEA}I
f know. But I still wanted to
stay. I wanted to stay so badly.

(Iong beat)
Ever since Dad... all I think aboutis what the job,s cost us... we,veIost so much... we,ve sacrificed so
much...

*
*
*

*
*
*
*
*
*

*
*
*

*
*

*
*
*
*

*
*
*
*
*
*

*
*
*

*
*
*
*

Sam cuts hirn of f . . .

SAM
But a lot of people are alive--
because of you. ft,s worth it,Dean. It's not fair, and j_t hurtsIike he1l, but it,s worth it.

*
*

r CONTINIIED \
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A beat, as Dean stares down at the beer in his hand. Hedoesn'! 
"gy anything-.. but the question is crear in hisface: Is it really a1t worth j-t?

BLACKOUT.

TO BE CONTINLIED. . .


