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Previously on Supernatural: Having absorbed all the souls in
Purgatory, the angel Castiel is crazed with power and believes
he's the new God.  On the run from their former friend and
his followers, the Winchester brothers and Bobby Singer search
for the real God, hoping to stop Cass.  And in the meantime,
they keep on doing what they do best: hunting evil things.  



TEASER

EXT. SMALL AMERICAN TOWN, RESIDENTIAL STREET -- DAY

On a streetlamp, MISSING POSTERS flutter in the breeze.

LYDIA ATKINS (30s) pushes her TODDLER (2) along in a stroller.

UNKNOWN POV watches her from across the street.

Lydia comes to a halt.  She bends over the stroller, tussling 
with a strap.  A shadow falls across her back.

HENRY (O.S.)
Can I help you with that?

Lydia jumps, startled - then relaxes as she sees it's only -

HENRY SUTTON (18) - a polite, nerdy kid, holding a leash in 
his hand.  He crouches down to help, fixing the strap easily.

BUSTER - a small, longhaired terrier - waits behind Henry, 
snuffling the grass.  Henry straightens up and smiles.

LYDIA
Thank you, Henry.

HENRY
Any time, Mrs Atkins.

UNKNOWN POV watches from inside a house as Lydia moves away 
up the street - then turns its attention to Henry and Buster, 
pulling back behind a curtain as they approach.

EXT. SUTTON HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

Henry and Buster head up the driveway to a house.  A little 
girl - KATY (8) - plays happily in the front yard next door.

KATY
Hello!

KATY'S FATHER (40s) appears at their door, looking worried.

KATY'S FATHER
Katy, who are you...?  Oh, it's you 
Henry. 

(to Katy)
Come on, now.  Come back inside.

Katy waves to Henry then follows her father indoors.

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, LIVING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

A KEY SOUNDS as Henry unlocks the front door.
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On the sofa lie HENRY'S MOTHER AND FATHER (early 50s).  
Throats slit.  Blood everywhere.  Very dead.

UNKNOWN POV catches a glimpse of Henry and pulls out of sight, 
into the -

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

The countertop is covered with large, gleaming knives, bottles 
of clear and dark liquid - and streaks of something red.

HENRY (O.S.)
Mom!  Dad!

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, LIVING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

The front door BANGS shut as Henry strolls into the room, 
Buster still at his side.  Buster WHIMPERS and pulls back -

- But Henry only smiles at the sight of his dead parents.

HENRY
Mom.  Dad.

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, KITCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER

Still smiling, Henry saunters into the kitchen -

- Then stops, staring at the items on the countertop.

THWACK!  An iron bar makes contact with Henry's back.  He 
staggers forward, turning to see --

BOBBY SINGER (50s) - supernatural hunter extraordinaire, the 
grizzled and prickly surrogate father to the Winchester 
brothers - about to wield the iron bar a second time.

Bobby CRACKS the bar across Henry's chest, sending him flying 
back.  Henry lands on the floor and scrambles to his feet -

- But suddenly finds he can't attack.  He can barely move. 
Furious, Henry looks up and sees -

- A DEVIL'S TRAP painted on the ceiling in red.

BOBBY
Welcome home.  Son.

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, KITCHEN -- NIGHT

Buster BARKS agitatedly outside the closed kitchen door.

Henry, PANTING, sits tied and gagged in a chair under the 
Devil's Trap.  Cuts and oozing burns cover his arms and chest.

Bobby stands over Henry, his face intent.
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BOBBY
Terribilis Deus de sanctuario suo!

Henry SCREAMS through the gag as the chair SCREECHES from 
side to side on the floor.  Bobby shouts into Henry's face.

BOBBY (CONT'D)
Last chance!  What did you do with 
those kids?

Bobby pulls out the gag.  Henry smiles as -

- His eyes turn BLACK, revealing the DEMON inside.

HENRY
What no-one's done for a 100 years!!

BOBBY
Deus Israhel ipse truderit virtutem!

Henry LAUGHS insanely.  Bobby's eyes flare.

BOBBY (CONT'D)
If you won't tell me, let's see what 
your 'meat suit' has to say.  

Henry finally struggles in the chair, fighting his bonds.

BOBBY (CONT'D)
Et fortitudinem plebi Suae...

HENRY
You can't do this...!

BOBBY
Benedictus Deus...

HENRY
You'll never find them without me!

BOBBY
Gloria Patri!

Henry's head is thrown back as BLACK DEMON SMOKE erupts from 
his mouth in a ROARING jet. 

Suddenly, BLINDING LIGHT and a CLAP OF THUNDER explode in 
the center of the room.  The impact sends Bobby flying.

As Buster BARKS MADLY, Bobby slides unconscious to the floor. 

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. SMALL AMERICAN TOWN -- DAY

The center of town.  A large sign reads "Tripp, Idaho."

A BLACK 4-DOOR '67 CHEVY IMPALA rolls up to the curb and 
stops, engine RUMBLING THROATILY.

INT. DEAN'S CHEVY IMPALA -- CONTINUOUS

SAM WINCHESTER (28) sits in the passenger seat, cell phone 
to his ear.  Thoughtful and considerate, Sam's also got the 
looks most women would do anything for, if he'd let them.   

Sam lowers the phone and looks across at his brother -

DEAN WINCHESTER (32) - no slouch in the looks department 
himself, with a knack for running cons, Dean would rather 
wisecrack or get in a fight than talk about his feelings.

SAM
Still no answer.

DEAN
We sure we got the right place?

SAM
This is where Bobby said.

DEAN
Well, we can't just keep driving 
around.  Let's get some food and 
check out the town.

Pulling out from the curb, Dean accelerates the Impala down 
the street.

EXT. DINER -- DAY

The Impala sits in a parking space outside a small town diner.  
Sam and Dean climb out of the car and head for the entrance.

DEAN
And you're sure that's all he said?

SAM
I told you, Dean.  Tripp, Idaho - 
and - "Got a job for you."  The end.  

Henry Sutton's dog - Buster - sits on the sidewalk outside 
the diner entrance, watching Sam and Dean approach.

DEAN
That's it?  Nothing about whether he 
found any leads on where God is hiding 
his no-good, yellow-bellied ass...
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SAM
Dean...

DEAN
...Or if this is just your run-of-
the-mill hunting trip?

SAM
You know Bobby.  Paranoid.

Dean reaches the door.

DEAN
Yeah, but does he have to be paranoid 
and cryptic?

Buster emits a sharp BARK. 

INT. DINER -- CONTINUOUS

Dean shoots Buster an annoyed glare, but continues inside.  
Buster BARKS again and tries to follow.  Sam looks from the 
dog to a sign on the door - "NO DOGS" - and blocks his path.

SAM
Sorry, buddy.  No dogs allowed.

INT. DINER -- LATER

DISTANT BARKING continues outside as Sam and Dean sit at a 
table by the wall.  Their sad-faced WAITRESS (50s) puts away 
her pen and forces a strained smile.

WAITRESS
I'll be right back with your drinks.

Sam waits until she's moved away, then speaks softly to Dean.

SAM
Four eight-year-olds go missing in 
under a week?  That's gotta be why 
Bobby wanted us here.

DEAN
Look who else it brought to town.

Dean nods cynically out the front window as a TV NEWS TRUCK 
pulls up across the street.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Like fleas on a dog.

SAM
Feds must be everywhere, too.  Maybe 
Bobby's lying low.
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Outside the window, Buster stands up on his hind legs, nose 
to glass.  As Dean's eyes meet his Buster gives a sharp BARK.

DEAN
Man, what is with that mutt?

SAM
He's probably just hungry.

The waitress returns with their drinks, glancing toward the 
window as Buster emits more BARKS.  She frowns, puzzled.

WAITRESS
Well, that's odd.

SAM
What is?

WAITRESS
He looks like Henry Sutton's dog, 
Buster.  But he'd never let Buster 
off his leash.

DEAN
Kids today, huh?

WAITRESS
Oh no, Henry's very responsible for 
a teenager.  I hope he's alright.  

Looking upset, the waitress hurries back toward the kitchen.  
Sam shoots Dean a meaningful look.

DEAN
(skeptically)

A stray dog.  Really, Sam?

SAM
Maybe this Henry Sutton's the latest 
missing kid?  

DEAN
Little old, ain't he?

SAM
Could be worth checking out.

Sam calls out to the disappearing waitress.

SAM (CONT'D)
Ma'am, could we get that to go?

EXT. DINER -- MOMENTS LATER

Sam and Dean walk outside holding bags of food -

- To find Buster waiting for them next to the Impala.
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DEAN
Hey!  Get away from my tires!

SAM
Dean...

Sam hunkers down to give the dog a friendly pat, then examines 
the collar around his neck.  Buster stands still as Sam reads.

SAM (CONT'D)
Buster Sutton.  156 South Elm Street.

The waitress emerges and reaches down, patting Buster's side. 

WAITRESS
There's a gooood bwoyyyy.....

Taking Buster by surprise, she easily lifts him high off the 
ground.  He wriggles, BARKING madly, but she holds him tight.

WAITRESS (CONT'D)
(to Sam and Dean)

I'm real worried about Henry.  I 
called the police.

Dean shoots Sam a look as they climb into the Impala.

DEAN
(softly)

We'd better get a move on then.

Buster fights and BARKS as the waitress carries him inside.

INT. SUTTON HOUSE -- DAY

A CLICK, then the front door opens.  Sam and Dean rapidly 
enter and close it behind them.

Sam disappears into the living room, while Dean looks out of 
the door's side panels, making sure they haven't been seen.  

SAM (O.S.)
Dean!  In here.

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, LIVING ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Sam and Dean stare at Henry's parents, wrinkling their noses 
at the stench.  Flies BUZZ around.  They've been dead awhile. 

DEAN
So where's Henry?

INT. SUTTON HOUSE, HENRY'S ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Sam and Dean gaze at a home-made, fully exposed BLACK ALTAR, 
decorated with animal skulls, numerous symbols including 
crescent moons and pentagrams, and blood red candlesticks.
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DEAN
Like I said.  Kids today.

He spots a computer on a desk in the corner of the room.

DEAN (CONT'D)
I blame the internet.

Sam goes over to the computer.  As it comes to life, several 
SATANIC WEBSITES appear on screen.  Sam glances through them.

SAM
They're mostly about demon summoning.

Dean frowns, reaching out to touch some YELLOWISH POWDER 
lying on the floor.  He holds out his fingertips to Sam.

SAM (CONT'D)
Sulfur?

DEAN
Guess whatever he did, it worked.

Books and papers are spread out beside the computer. 

DEAN (CONT'D)
See what you can find out.  I'll 
check the rest of the house.

As Dean leaves, Sam studies the sheets of paper.  On one, 
FOUR WORDS ARE SCRIBBLED IN ENGLISH.  Sam reads them aloud:

SAM
"Azarind.  Maker of Hounds."

Sam looks at the next sheet of paper.  HALF A PAGE OF LATIN, 
beginning "Daemon depulsio."  Sam frowns, trying to translate.

DEAN (O.S.)
You see anything in there on Devil's 
Traps?

SAM
(calling to Dean)

No.  But there's a weird incantation 
here... "Daemon Depulsio..." - I 
think it's for... repelling a demon...

Dean re-appears in the doorway.

SAM (CONT'D)
What do you think that means?

DEAN
Come check this out.
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INT. SUTTON HOUSE, KITCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER

Sam enters the room slowly, taking in the countertop items, 
the bloodied, overturned chair with ropes hanging off it -

- And the DEVIL'S TRAP on the ceiling.  A JAGGED CRACK runs 
across it splitting it in two.  Sam and Dean stare up at it.

SAM
What could do that to a Trap?  

DEAN
I don't know.  Exorcism gone bad?

Sam picks up a knife from the countertop, examining it, as -

- Dean walks to the chair, then over to the window and back 
door.  He spots more sulfur and moves in for a closer look --  

Through the window, a POLICE CRUISER pulls up outside.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Sam!  Time to go.

Sam and Dean head for the back door as TWO POLICE OFFICERS 
climb out of the cruiser, headed for the front.

INT. DEAN'S CHEVY IMPALA -- MOMENTS LATER

Dean glances in his rear-view mirror as he turns the Impala 
onto the town's main street.

Sam examines the knife in his hands, looking worried.

SAM
It's one of Bobby's.

DEAN
You sure?

SAM
Yeah.

DEAN
So what do you think happened back 
there?

SAM
This kid Henry summons a demon, right?  
Maybe it possesses him then starts 
grabbing kids?

DEAN
Bobby comes looking for the kids... 
finds the demon... traps it so he 
can make it talk.....  
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SAM
Then what?  You saw the ceiling, 
Dean.  What kind of demon can break 
free of a Devil's Trap?

DEAN
I don't know, Sammy.  But it's gotta 
have something to do with those 
missing kids.  We find them, hopefully 
we find Bobby, too.

Dean checks traffic before making a hasty u-turn.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Time we paid a visit to the local 
cops.

INT. MOTEL ROOM -- EVENING

Outside, wind HOWLS and rain SPLATTERS the window.

Sam sits at a table, searching on his laptop, while Dean 
eats a burger and reads police files on his bed.

SAM
I can't believe they just made us 
copies of all the files.

DEAN
(mouth full)

Gotta love having a big FBI task 
force in town.  We flash our fake 
badges and no-one even asks why.

SAM
Yeah, well, we'd better make sure we 
don't run into that task force 
ourselves.  You find a connection 
between the kids yet?

DEAN
Nothing except their ages.

Dean flips the last file shut in angry frustration.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Eight years old, Sam.  They gotta be 
terrified.  You got anything on the 
demon - 'Azarind?'

SAM
Only what Henry found - that he's 
the "Maker of Hounds," whatever that 
means.

DEAN
How about demons taking kids?
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SAM
There's too much lore on that.  Half 
the rituals work better with innocent 
blood.  Then there's the demons that 
just like the taste.

(soberly)
Wish we could call Bobby on this.

DEAN
I know what you mean.

Dean goes to the window, looking out into the stormy night.

SAM
You think he's alright?

DEAN
I hope so.  This is starting to feel 
a lot like Dad all over again.

A SCRATCHING NOISE comes from the door.

Dean drops the curtain and pulls his gun, motioning for Sam 
to do the same.

The SCRATCHING continues.  Dean puts his eye to the peephole --

Nothing outside the door but dark night.

SAM
Could be the storm?

DEAN
Let's find out.

Reaching out gingerly, Dean unlocks the door as quietly as 
he can, then stands to the side, grasps the door handle -

- And throws it open, raising his gun at the same time. 

The door CRASHES back against the wall, revealing --

Buster: bedraggled and shivering, standing out in the rain.

Before either Sam or Dean can react, Buster runs in and 
zigzags across the carpet, headed for Sam's legs.

Dean keeps his gun raised, but Sam frowns at him, bending to 
rub Buster's soaking wet head.

DEAN (CONT'D)
Sam...

SAM
You know you always wanted a dog.
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DEAN
Not a good time to joke, man.  Think 
about it.  That dog followed us here?

Buster emerges from under the table as Sam rubs his back.

SAM
Dean, we're a block from the diner...

Sam nods toward Dean's half-finished burger.

SAM (CONT'D)
He probably smelled that.

DEAN
And there wasn't enough food for him 
in an entire diner?  Sam, he could 
be a skinwalker!

Sam nods toward HEX BAGS and other items by the door. 

SAM
Then how'd he get through the door 
with all the blocks we put up, huh?

DEAN
Well.....  I can't answer that.

Dean heads purposefully toward the dog.

DEAN (CONT'D)
But he ain't stayin' here.

Buster retreats under the table as Sam steps in front of it.

SAM
Dean, look out there. 

Sam nods to the open door.  Outside the storm RAGES on. 

SAM (CONT'D)
Come on.  Have a heart.

Dean stares at Buster, then relents and closes the door.

DEAN
Fine!  But he's not eating my burger.  
And he's not sleeping on my bed!

INT. MOTEL ROOM -- NIGHT

In the dim light, Buster stands on Dean's bed, hastily LICKING 
the remains of Dean's burger from its packet.

The laptop sits open on the table, its screen bright. 
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Sam and Dean both lie sleeping, fully dressed - Sam with a 
book across his chest, Dean sprawled across his own bed.

Suddenly, Dean jerks awake.  He looks up -

- To see a man standing by his bed -

- His deceased father - JOHN WINCHESTER (52).  

John smiles at Dean.  A smile full of pride and warmth.

DEAN
Dad?

Dean sits up, looking quickly around to see Sam still asleep.

JOHN
Hallo, Dean.

Dean looks back at John, incredulously happy --

Then Dean frowns.  His jaw clenches, his face hardening. 

DEAN
Castiel.

John's smile stays the same, for a long moment -

- Then the form of John Winchester shimmers, wavers - becoming -

- THE ANGEL CASTIEL (mid 30s), broodingly handsome as always 
in his beige trenchcoat, with a tired, vaguely puzzled air 
of being forced to deal with a world he doesn't understand.

DEAN (CONT'D)
You bastard.

CASTIEL
That was just a sample, Dean.

Dean looks around the motel room.  There are no identifying 
elements.  No books or laptop.  No fast food bags or Buster.

DEAN
This is a dream.

CASTIEL
It's more than a dream, Dean.  It's 
a vision from your Lord.

Said without a trace of mockery.  Cass believes his own line.

DEAN
What do you want, Cass?
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CASTIEL
You know what I want.  I want you 
and Sam to worship me, as you should.  

DEAN
And if we do, you'll bring Dad back, 
is that it?

CASTIEL
Yes, Dean.

DEAN
You sure you can trust us?

Castiel gives a faintly self-satisfied smile.

CASTIEL
You would need to swear your devotion 
on his eternal life.

DEAN
Figures.  No deal.

CASTIEL
What about your mother, Dean?  
Wouldn't you like to have her back?

DEAN
(tightly)

I told you.  No deal.

Castiel glances over at the sleeping form of Sam.

CASTIEL
Perhaps you should ask your brother 
first.

DEAN
And perhaps you should stick your 
head up your ass!  Oh, wait - I guess 
it's already there.

CASTIEL
You'd be wise to take my offer.  
It's only good until we find you.

DEAN
Bite me.

CASTIEL
(seriously)

No, Dean.  I'll be forced to smite 
you, and Sam, and anyone helping you 
in your ill-advised quest to locate 
my predecessor.

Castiel sees the quickly masked surprise in Dean's face.
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CASTIEL (CONT'D)
Yes, I know about your plan.  Do you 
know how many people through the 
ages have tried to find God?  How 
many have failed?

DEAN
Hey, first time for everything.

CASTIEL
Please, Dean.  Don't force my hand.  
Think of what I'm offering you.

His figure shimmers - changes shape and color - and -

- Re-forms as MARY WINCHESTER (28), Dean's long-dead mother.

MARY
Think of what you'd get back.

Mary reaches out to stroke Dean's cheek -

- But Dean pulls away, violently, toppling out of the bed --

INT. MOTEL ROOM -- MORNING

Dean hits the floor with a LOUD CRASH.  Sam appears from the
bathroom, pulling a T-shirt down over his damp head.

SAM
Dean?  You okay?

Dean clambers to his feet.

DEAN
Yeah.  Just had a little talk with
Cass.

Sam looks instantly alert and wary.

DEAN (CONT'D)
(quickly)

Relax.  It was all...

He taps his head.

DEAN (CONT'D)
...Up here.  But it felt real enough.  

SAM
What did he say?

Dean turns away to pick up a fresh shirt, avoiding eye contact
with Sam.
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DEAN
The usual.  Threats of hellfire and
damnation.

SAM
You think he knows where we are?

DEAN
I think if he did, this motel room
would be a steaming pile of ash. 
Looks like the angel-proofing's
holding for now.

Sam sits down at his laptop, bringing the screen to life.

SAM
Still, if he's inside our heads,
maybe it's just a matter of time
before...

Sam stops talking, staring at the laptop screen, on which a
WHITE TEXT EDITOR contains TWO SHORT LINES OF TEXT.

DEAN
Before what?

SAM
Dean, did you write this?

DEAN
No.  What is it?  Is it from Cass?

SAM
I don't think so.

Sam looks over at Buster, who sits patiently by the bed,
then back at the laptop.  Dean scowls in frustration.

DEAN
Well come on, Sam, what does it say?

Sam reads slowly from the screen:

SAM
"Help me.  I'm in the dog."

He looks up into Dean's confused face.

DEAN
It's signed "Bobby S."

Dean's eyes shoot to Buster in disbelief.

END OF ACT ONE
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