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Synopsi s:

The Arnmoire is about a woman’s struggle for her own sanity and
sexuality. After finally giving in to the delusional world that
has taunted her for nost of her life, she fights for a place
anongst the madness and finds a new form of fear hidden in a
cl oset.
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“THE YEAR | S 1999”



THE ARMO RE
witten by Johny Russel

SCENE 1, CUT FROM BLACK, EXTERI OR 101 H GHWAY, NORTHBOUND, PAST
GOLDEN GATE BRI DGE, NEAR SANTA ROSA, CALI FORNI A, EARLY MORNI NG

The road is at a steep incline, and wet fromthe heavy sumrer m st
t hat creeps over the nearby hillside. The sun pierces the overcast
nor ni ng, shooti ng shards of beautiful blinding |ight onto the noisy
hi ghway. Traffic is busy, as many cars speed towards us, battling
each other by sharply switching | anes. At the bend in the road, to
the far left, (the right shoulder) thereis a frail yet attractive
| ooki ng man, (7re’ G//es), standing with his armout and thunb up.
In his early thirties, the drifter |looks worn from his travels.
Hs hair is very long, his pants are very torn, and his rucksack
| ooks as though it weighs nore than he does. He stares with a
hopel ess expression at the racing cars searching for a ride. A
faded pal e bl ue 1982 nustang, pulls off onto the shoul der and sl ows
to a crawling stop. Tre' quickly picks up his rucksack and begi ns
to jog towards the old looking car. He is excited at the
possibility of getting a ride, and stunbles on what seens as
not hi ng. He catches hinself fromfalling just as he cones to the
passenger side of the car. He eagerly bends down to the open w ndow
and begins talking to the driver. The trunk to the car then pops
up. He smles and runs towards the back of the car. A sudden gust
of wind froma passing sem -truck, causes his hair to bl ow straight
up. Tre' is unfazed by the sudden blast of wnd, as he westles
his rucksack into the trunk of the car. He then firmy shuts it,
and scanpers back to the passenger side door. After junping into
his seat, the car accelerates rapidly, kicking up tiny tar stones.
A small plune of white snoke shoots out the exhaust pipe of the
car as it reenters traffic.

SCENE 2, | NTERI OR DI NGY BLUE MUSTANG (DRI MA’S CAR), 101
H GWAY, SAME DAY:

Tre' | ooks behind to an enpty back seat, to see if anyone else is
in the car. He then |ooks up at the traffic, fretfully observing
t he aggressive |lane nerging by the female driver of the Mistang,
(Drina S Curaco).

TRE
Thanks for the lift. | really
appreciate it.



DRI NA
G adly. | was |ooking for the
conpany, anyhow. My nanme’s Dri na.

TRE' (FIXING H' S SHI RT)
l'"m Tre’.

DRI NA
Tre’ ?

TRE' (LOOKI NG DOWN AT HI S SEAT BELT)
Yep. My full nane’s Janes Gyl es
the third. Everyone just calls ne
Tre’.

As Tre' fastens his seat belt and settles hinmself in, he glances
over at Drina. The excitenent of finding a ride begins to wear
of f, as he takes notice to just how strikingly beautiful, she is.
She seens to be in her md to late twenties. Wth her confident
yet surprisingly nodest deneanor, she instantly appears to be nore
mat ure than nost | adi es of her age. Her silken gol den caranel skin
showcases her Mddle Eastern, or possibly Indian, features. Her

long raven black hair, long youthful eyelashes, and her |ong
sternly shaped nose, blend well with her elegant soft smle. Her
lips are painted a brilliant red and match her bold, al nost see-

t hrough, red sun dress. Her neck and wist are decorated with tiny
strands of different colored shoestrings. Tre' |ooks down at her
snooth perfectly sculpted |legs, and notices that she is driving
W t hout wearing shoes. Her alnost free-spirited style of dress,
only ads to her stunning beauty.

TRE
So, how far North are you headed?

DRINA (WTH A SLI GHT SM RK)
|” m going up, as far as Washi ngton
State, | think. Maybe further.

She takes her eyes off the road, for a nonent, to get a good | ook
at what she has just picked up. After |ooking very pleased with
Tre’'s appearance, she bashfully smles.

DRI NA
You remind nme of ny first Foster
Parents. They were artist,
musi ci ans, originally from
Ber kel ey. You a nusi ci an?



TRE
No, just a traveler. | love to get
out on the road and stretch ny
soul .

DRI NA
How far up are you goi ng?

TRE
If it’s cool with you, 1’1l just
head North with ya, ‘til you get
sick of ne.

DRI NA
|’ ve been dying for soneone to
talk to, so | mght talk your ears
of f.

TRE
Cool . So, what’s in Washi ngton?

DRI NA
That’s what |’mgoing to find out.
A bum | mean transient, on the
street, back home in LA, told ne
that | needed to foll ow the coast
north to Washi ngton State, and
seek a Sea Wtch.

TRE’
| see.

DRI NA
No. It sounds weird, | know. |
mean, you never know, it could
have been a nessage. | have the

time, so | thought, what the hell.
| guess it’'s just an excuse to get
out of town.

Tre' | ooks over at her with a strange, peculiar expression.

TRE
" m ki nd of shocked to see a woman
pi cking up a male hitchhiker. |
mean, aren’t you afraid of picking
up a nut?



DRI NA
| m an amazi ng judge of character.
Besi des, no one could be nuttier
than ne. |1’ve been clinically
di agnosed as a Paranoid
Schi zophreni c.

TRE' (NOW LOOKI NG VERY NERVOUS)
Real ly. Are you serious?

DRI NA
Pretty serious. Don’t get weirded
out. It’s under control, I'’mon
meds. |’ m not dangerous or
anyt hi ng.

TRE
That’ s heavy. Wiat’'s that |iKke,
bei ng di agnosed that, | mean?

DRI NA

The little pharmacist in ny brain
sonetinmes, for whatever reason,

di shes out the wong chem cal s,

W thout a prescription. The neds
just kinda regulate it.

TRE
| had a friend that was schitzo,
no of fense, and he use to talk to
the trees in his backyard for
hours. It was pretty spooky.

Drina starts |aughing, relating to his story, as she grabs hold of
a pack of cigarettes. She pulls one fromthe pack and holds it up
to Tre'.

DRI NA
Snoke?

TRE'
No, thanks.

DRI NA
Do you mnd if I....?

TRE
No, go ahead.



DRI NA (WHI LE LI GHTI NG A Cl GARETTE)
| ve never talked to trees, but |
use to have these sort of
hal l uci nati ons and shit.

TRE
You’ d see things?

DRI NA
Yeah. Mbst people with the
di sorder don’t show any signs
until they’'re in their teens, but
| started when | was really young,
about three years old. Like a |ot

of kids, | had an imagi nary

friend. (LAUGHING Only difference
was, | had an imaginary friend
until 1 was fucking thirteen.

Plus, | could really see her.

mean, it was |i ke she was real
Her name was Jeeri o and she was

the best, well, only friend I ever
had, really. That’s why, according
to my psychiatrist, | invented her

in ny brain. He says that | create
i magi nary people when |I can’t
handl e certain anounts of stress.

TRE' (LOOKI NG PUZZLED)
Stress causes it?

DRI NA
No, stress just makes the synptons
worse. | never knew ny parents. |

was one of those kids dropped off
at the Hospital with only a nane
and a dirty diaper. So, | guess |
had a | ot of stress as a child.

TRE'
That’ s tough for a kid. Do you
still, I mean, do you still...?



Tre’

DRI NA
| stopped seeing Jeerio when
becane a teenager, years and years
ago, but | saw other characters
| ater. Then the nedications hel ped
out a bunch. Made the
hal | uci nati ons go away for the
nost part. | haven’t had a bad
attack in years. Well, that’s not
conpletely true. Lately it’s been
alittle iffy.

| ooks out his window with a visage of fear as if to say, “Oh
nmy God, what have | just got nyself into”. Tre’

turns back to the

conversation and jokes to nmake |ight of his nervousness.

TRE’
Vell, youll let me know if you
start seeing things now, won’'t
you?

DRI NA (SM LI NG
Pl ease don’'t worry. It’s nothing
to be scared of. My therapi st
t hi nks nmy hal | uci nati ons are due
to the stress of ny fiancé
recently dunping ne at the altar,
in front of his entire famly
(ALMOST UNDER BREATH) Pl us he was
nmy boss, so | also lost ny job...
and ny roommate, so | also |ost ny
apart ment .

TRE'
Jesus, that sucks. Sorry to hear
t hat .

Drina tosses her cigarette out the window, as traffic starts to
sl ow down wi th congesti on.

DRI NA
No maj or | oss, he wasn’t of much
use beyond the bedroom My
therapi st thinks it’s “The sudden
| oss of love’. Really, it’s just
because, well, you're going to
think I'"ma serious “Wack Job”,



but it’s really just the |l ack of
sex that’s driving ne crazy.

TRE (SM LI NG
Hey, | can relate to that.

DRI NA
|’ ve been al so di agnosed as a
probl emati c Sex Addict, because |
use sex as a way of escaping
stress.

TRE (SQU RM NG IN H S SEAT)
| thought everybody did that.

DRI NA
Yeah, well | probably did it a /ot
nmore than nost. Now, |I’'m

conpletely celibate and the
cravings are constantly haunting
ne.

TRE'
Sorry to hear that.

DRI NA ( TEASI NG
Sorry that |1’m haunted, or sorry
that I'’mcelibate? | keep waiting
for you to ask ne to |l et you out
at the next exit.

TRE (LAUGHI NG ALOUD)
No, |’ m cool. Besides, you don’'t
want to get nme started on ny hang
ups.

DRI NA
Let’s hear it. | could use the
di versi on of someone el se’s
probl ens, for once.

TRE'
| was one of the first conputer
geeks, back in the day. | designed
sonme of the very first conputer
prograns for the U S. War
Departnent back in the early 70’ s.
Then one day, | decided that |



wanted to foll ow the path of
peace, and | just started
wander i ng.

Drina turns her car abruptly around a slowi ng truck, entering into
the fast |ane.

SCENE 3, CUT TO EXTERI OR 101 H GHWAY, NORTHBOUND, NEAR SANTA
ROSA, CALI FORNI A, SAVE MORNI NG

Drina s pale blue nustang enters the Carpool Lane. She starts to
speed up passing nmuch of the slowing traffic.

SCENE 4, CUT BACK TGO, INTERIOR DRINA'S CAR, 101 H GHWAY, SAME
DAY:

Tre’ watches the now al nost parked cars on the highway, strobe by
as he continues to converse with Drina.

TRE'
Wor ki ng for sonething that you
don’t believe in, for so long, can
be a real drag, I'll tell ya.

DRI NA
Ww. You nust have been really
young when you wor ked for the
mlitary. Really young.

TRE'
|’ molder than | | ook. I’ m al ways
worried that the governnent is
going to put a hit out on ne for
ditching the program

DRI NA (G GGLI NG
And | thought | was paranoid.

TRE' (LAUGH NG
You have no idea. See, we're both
alittle nuts.

They laugh for several seconds, occasionally nmaking eye contact.
Then, a sudden flash of blue and red lights, flicker through the
back wi ndow.
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DRI NA (LOOKI NG I N HER REARVI EW M RROR)
Fuck nme. That’'s just great.

SCENE 5, CUT TO EXTERI OR 101 H GHWAY, NORTHBOUND, NEAR SANTA
ROSA, CALI FORNI A, SAME DAY

Drina’ s car starts to maneuver through the yielding traffic as a
white police car, with green markings, follows close behind. The
green mar ki ngs read:

“ SONOVA COUNTY SHERI FF”

The police car’s bright flashing energency lights, sparkle in the
wet hi ghway, as Drina pulls off onto the right shoul der, and sl ows
to a stop. Both the police car and the pale blue nustang, pause
par ked al ongsi de of the hi ghway.

SCENE 6, INTERIOR DRINA'S CAR, 101 H GHWAY, SAME MORNI NG

TRE' (LOOKI NG PANI CKED)
| have to go. I'msorry, me and
cops don’t m Xx.

DRI NA
Are you serious?

TRE'
Pop your trunk

DRI NA
Are you sure you want to do that?

Drina reaches down and pulls the lever, popping up the trunk of
her car. She |ooks in the rearview mrror, seeing a |large police
officer exiting his vehicle.

TRE' (TALKI NG FAST AND FI RM
Li sten carefully, Drina. Take the
outer nost path, near the North
Cove. Past the town of Dexter,
near Cape Lanent. Look for a
crooked road. Follow it North,
till you find the Sea Wtch. She’s
wai ting for you.

DRI NA ( LOOKI NG FRI GHTENED)
Cape Lanent?
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TRE'
You haven't nmuch tinme. Find the
crooked road.

Drina pushes her back to the driver’s side door, waiting for Tre

to open his door and confront the police officer. Tre' doesn’t
nove. He only stares at Drina with a bl ank expression, notionl ess.
Suddenl vy, Tre’s entire body Dbeconmes translucent, as if
supernatural forces were carefully erasing his imge from view
Drina sits there in shock, as the drifter softly vanishes into
thin air. After conpletely disappearing, a wsp of blue snoke
remains from where Tre’ once sat. The dancing snoke then fades
away, and Drina s eyes well up wth tears.

DRI NA ( TO HERSELF)
Not agai n.

The police officer wal ks with heavy steps over to Drina s car. He
slows to ook inside the trunk and is bew | dered at why she woul d
openit for him He sees a small hard-shell suitcase, a spare tire,
and an enpty bottle of radiator fluid. (The rucksack has
nmysteriously vani shed). The officer then steps over to the driver’s
side window and lightly taps on it. Drina, wping tears from her
eyes, reluctantly rolls down her w ndow.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Good norning. My nane is Oficer
Cole. Can | see your |icense,
regi stration, and proof of
i nsurance?

DRI NA
Yeah, sure.

Drina reaches to the center console and picks up her wallet. She
pulls out her California driver’s |license and then reaches over
and opens the glove box. She pulls out sone papers and hands them
to the officer, making eye contact with himfor the first tine.
The of ficer sees that she is crying and shows a hint of conpassion
in his expression.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Are you aware that you need to
have two or nore persons in your
car in order to use the carpoo
| ane?
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DRI NA
Yes. | knew t hat.

POLI CE OFFI CER (AFTER A PAUSE)
Ckay, sit tight, and I’'l1 be right
back.

Drina watches the police officer in her rearviewmrror as he wal ks
back to his car with her |icense and paperwork in hand. She bends
over to the open glove box and takes out two prescription bottles
of pills. The |label on one of the bottles has Drina’ s nanme on it
and reads:

“ Rl SPERDAL”

One by one, she frantically begins stabbing her fingers into the
air, counting the hours until she can take another dose of her
medi cat i on.

DRI NA
Shit.

She angrily throws one of the bottles of pills back into the glove
box. She opens the other bottle and throws to pills into her nouth
and swal |l ows w t hout water.

DRI NA
Xanax it is, then.

She then sits back into her seat. Putting her shaking hands over
her face, she begi ns sobbing uncontroll ably.

SCENE 7, CUT TO, EXTERI OR PUBLI C TELEPHONE, 7 OFF OF THE 101
H GHWAY, SAME MORNI NG

The roar of the busy highway traffic has subdued. Drina’ s car is
parked in a gravel covered parking lot of a small roadsi de market.
The sun has begun to work on bringing in the afternoon by
obliterating the overcast sky. Drina, still crying, staggers up to
a public telephone that is hanging on the side wall of the run-
down mni mart. She enpties her fist, dropping several quarters
down onto the small metal shelf under the phone. She picks up the
receiver bringing it to rest on her shoulder, inserts sone coins,
sighs, and dials a nenorized tel ephone nunber. As she puts the
receiver to her ear, she tries to collect herself by w ping the
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snmudged nmakeup from her eyes. The receiver volume is very [ oud.
Several rings and then soneone answering, can be clearly heard.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Chaney and Stryczek’s. Can | help
you?

DRI NA (TRYI NG TO STAY CALM
Dr. Stryczek, please.

RECEPTI ONI ST
May | tell himwho s calling?

DRI NA
Tell himit’s Drina Curaco. (SHORT
PAUSE) This is an emergency. |
need to talk to himright away.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Hold on, let ne see if | can get
hi m

DR. STRYCZEK
Dri na?

As soon as she hears the psychiatrist voice,
conposure, speaking loudly in a frenzied state.

DRI NA
It’s happening again. | need help,
| feel like I'"'mreally losing it
this time. | just spent the |ast
fucki ng hour tal king to soneone
that wasn’'t there. | drove all the
way up here because a bumon the
street told ne to, and | just got
a three-hundred-dollar ticket for
being in the carpool |ane by
nysel f.

DR. STRYCZEK
Alright, Drina. Settle down.

DRI NA
| ve been taking the new
medi cation, and | still can’'t
fucking tell what’s real and

what's. ...

she | oses

her
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DR. STRYCZEK
Have you cal |l ed your therapist?

DRI NA
No, | haven’t. It’s not sonething
| can just talk out of my system

DR. STRYCZEK
Ckay, where are you right now?

DRI NA
l’min the mddle of fucking
nowher e, above San Francisco, at a
pay phone. | think I need to go
back on the Thorazine, or maybe
t he Hal dol

DR. STRYCZEK
What’' s the nunber your calling
fronf?

DRI NA (W TH ANGER AND SKEPTI Cl SM
You' re going to have to call ne
back?

DR. STRYCZEK
No, but | am going to have to put
you on hold. Just in case we get

separated, | want you to give ne
t he nunber that’s on the pay
phone. | want to nmake sure you're
saf e.

DRI NA

There’s no phone nunber. Only an
address and. ..

DR. STRYCZEK
Ckay, give ne that.

DRI NA
It’s fifty-eight fifty-six Pacific
Coast, Marin CGty, phone box 121.
Why? | don’t think you can call ne
back on a pay phone.
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DR. STRYCZEK
| want you to take a deep breathe.
|’ mgoing to put you on hold. Only
for a nmonent, and |I’'I1 be right
back. Hold on, okay?

DRI NA
Alright. Hurry.

Drina hears herself being placed on hold as the instrunental
version of Patsy dine's song “Crazy”, blares through the receiver.
She taps her fingernail on the wall, inpatiently waiting for the
psychiatrist to return to the phone. She slowy paces around, and
then suddenly junps back in a shock. She sees a little girl
standi ng about six feet from her.

DRI NA
Holy shit. You startled ne,
sweeti e.

Drina |l ooks up to see where the parents of the little girl are.
After seeing no one else in the parking I ot, she turns back around
to the phone. The presence of the small child is strange to Drina,
but she is concerned only with her phone call. The little girl
| ooks to be about eight years old, wth braided pig tales. She's
weari ng bl ack stocki ngs and shiny bl ack Sunday-shoes that m smatch
her plain white dress. The little girl doesn’t nove and conti nues
to gaze at Drina with an eerie pose. Drina then turns back around
to her.

DRI NA
Il be on the phone for quite a
while, if you re waiting.

The little girls does not respond. Drina turns back to the phone,

pl acing her back to the girl , growng even nore inpatient with
bei ng placed on hold for so long. Sensing that the strange little
girl is still there, Drina turns to her in frustration.

DRI NA

Can | hel p you?

Drina studies the childin detail, then drops the phone in conplete
utter disbelief. A frightened stare gl azes over Drina's face.
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DRI NA
Jeerio? |Is that you?

JEERI O (THE LI TTLE G RL)
What are you doi ng, Drina?

Drina does not answer, she only continues to stare in disbelief.

JEERI O
You've tried all the nedications,
and they sent you to seven
t herapi st. What do you think
they’'re going to do to you now?

DRI NA
| know that you re not real. |
know it.

JEERI O

They’re going to | ock you up
again, Drina. They're going to put
lightning into your brain.

Drina hears that Dr. Stryczek has cone back to the phone. She
reaches behind her and picks up the dangling receiver, wthout
taki ng her eyes off of Jeerio.

DRI NA (I NTO THE PHONE)
Guess who |’ m seeing, now. My
chi | dhood imaginary friend is
standing right in front of nme. |
was t hi nking about her earlier,
and | know that’s why she’'s here,
but she | ooks so real.

DR. STRYCZEK
Stay focused. You ve been through
this before and survived. You'l
survive this again.

JEERI O
Hang up the phone, Drina.

DRI NA (I NTO THE PHONE)
She’s telling nme to hang up now.
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DR. STRYCZEK
No, stay on the phone with ne.
Drina, are you there?

JEERI O
Even if | weren't real, have |
ever steered you wong? You need
to hang up the phone. W' re best
friends. Renenber?

Though it is against Drina's better judgnent, she smles at the
child, givinginto her delusion. Dr. Stryczek is trying to convince
Drina to keep tal king to himas she cautiously hangs up the phone.
Still staring at Jeerio with amazenment, she takes a step towards
her car.

JEERI O
Listen carefully. The sea witch
needs your help. It’s nost urgent.
When you get to the 105 hi ghway,
turn to the coast. Find the
crooked road.

The little girl sharply turns her head in the direction of the
hi ghway and then | ooks up at the sky.

SCENE 8, SWPE CUT TO EXTERI OR 101 H GWAY, SOUTHBOUND, NEAR
SANTA ROSA, CALI FORNI A, SAME DAY

The white police car wwth green markings is heading south on the
101 hi ghway. It makes a sudden abrupt turn onto the medi umspi nni ng
around into a U-turn. The police car then junps into the northbound
side, heading north with great speed.

SCENE 9, SWPE CUT BACK TO, EXTERI OR PUBLI C TELEPHONE, OFF OF
THE 101 H GHWAY, SAME DAY

The little girl closes her eyes for a nonent then opens themw dely
into a glare.

JEERI O
You have to go now. Ri ght now.
Hurry, there isn’t much tinme. Stay
of f of the main roads.
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Drina dashes for her car, swings the door open, and bounces in.
Her tires spin, kicking up dirt and gravel. Jeerio still stands
firm watching Drina s car race off onto the highway.

SCENE 10, CUT TO, INTERIOR DRINA'S CAR, 101 H GHWAY, MOMENTS
LATER:

There is no sign of Drina's tears, as she checks her rearview
mrror wth a severe expression, determned to escape whatever is
behi nd her. The car engine sings with accel eration, as she changes
| anes, and nerges onto a different highway.

SCENE 11 WE FADE TO BLACK, AND QUI CKLY OPEN ON A DARKENED | MAGE
11 EXTERI OR CLI FFSI DE, JUST AFTER SUNSET:

The i mage of a darkened man standi ng near the edge of a bl ackened
cliff, silhouettes against the cloud covered angry crinson sky
that glows in the distant horizon. The wi nd blows a howing song,
like that of a lonely wolf, forcing the tall grass on the cliff
and the man’s cap of hair to dance briskly. The approaching sea
throws wave after wave, to pound at the rocky shore far bel ow
keepi ng an odd nethodical rhythm A bright beacon of white |ight
scrolls into view and then disappears wthout revealing the
eclipsed figure. He takes a step closer to the edge and peers down
at the black brine below Letting his body first go linp and fal
forward, he junps off the cliff. The night’'s red glow blurs by as
he falls further and further downward. After falling into conplete
darkness, there is a sudden sound of cracking bone and flesh
hitting stone. The beacon of white light again sweeps overhead,
and gives enough illumnation to see a man’s body, tw sted and
mangl ed on the jagged rocks. Sea water seeps fromthe man’s shirt,
m xing white foamw th bright red blood. Then a | arge wave crashes
over the lacerated body and covers it with ocean.

SCENE 12, CUT TO, INTERIOR DRINA'S CAR, PARKED ON DESERTED PAVED
ROAD, EARLY MORNI NG THE NEXT DAY:

Drina jerks violently, waking froma nightmare. She quickly sits
up in her seat. Though she is startled by the dream it doesn’'t
appear to be anything knew or out of the ordinary for her. She
rest her head on the steering wheel and lets out a | oud sigh.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG OUT LOUD)
Fucki ng water dreans are the
worst. | wonder if dream ng of
wat er makes you need to pee, or if
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the need to pee causes you to
dream of water.

SCENE 13, EXTERI OR DESERTED PAVED ROAD, EARLY MORNI NG

Drina’ s car is parked on the unpaved shoul der of a snmall desol ate
hi ghway. The road is surrounded by tall forest redwood trees that
shadow the norning light. A nmurky vapor hugs the danp ground, and
the car windows are covered with early frost. Wth paper napkins
i n hand, she expeditiously junps out of her car and begins to dance
and stonp her bare feet around to the back tire. Her shaki ng about,
| ooks much like an Irish folk dance. Still squirmng, she |ooks
around to see if anyone is com ng. She then squats down spreading
her legs. Lifting up her long red sun dress, she pulls her scanty
bl ack underwear down and brandi shes herself to the ground. The
face of relief puts an end to her dancing as she urinates. There
are birds chirping in the trees, and insects buzzing the air, yet
still nothing is as promnently loud as the sound of water now
hitting the ground. She pulls her dress up higher, exposing the
naked flesh of her buttocks, as whiffs of steam rise from the
puddl e of urine. She wi pes herself. Then she springs to her feet,
pulls up her underwear while straightening her dress, and wal ks
back to reenter her car.

SCENE 14, |INTERI OR DRI NA'S CAR, PARKED ON A DESERTED PAVED ROAD
EARLY MORNI NG

She reaches for a cigarette and lights it as she rolls down her
w ndow. She takes a quick pull on the cigarette and then exhal es
a stream of snoke.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Cancer for breakfast, the day has
begun. (LOOKI NG ABOUT) | can't
still be in Oregon, so where the
hell am1. 1 can snell the ocean,
so |I’mnear the cost and...
(PAUSE) well, every road |I’ve been
on has been fucking crooked. This
i S Insane.

Drina makes a pruned face as though she has a bad taste in her
mout h. She tosses the cigarette out, then rolls her w ndow back
up. The dew on the windows drip down in oblique |lines. She turns
the key in the ignition and holds it until her car wakes up and
foll ows her command.
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DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
| need to get sone real sleep. |
am so fucking stressed.

SCENE 15, EXTERI OR DESERTED PAVED ROAD, EARLY MORNI NG

The wi ndshield w pers come on and toss the remaining dew to the
side. Drina’s car then speeds off onto the road, while the white
paper napkins fly up and linger in the air.

SCENE 16, | NTERI OR DRI NA'S CAR, DRI VI NG ON THE DESERTED PAVED
ROAD, MORNI NG

The sun is shooting streaks of Ilight through the forest haze
pai nting the norning a soft color of orange. The |ight strobes, as
a bed of ferns sweep by in Drina s side window. She aimnlessly
drives on. Wth both hands on the steering wheel, she arches her
back and stretches. There is no sign of any other traffic on the
road ahead. She |ooks in the rearview mrror, seeing nothing but
enpty road behind her. She stretches again, while w ping sleep
from her eyes. As she yawns, the road straightens and becones
boresone. Drina holds the steering wheel true with her left hand,
t hen reaches down and slowy, al nbst seductively, pulls her dress
up. She scrapes her long fingernails across her exquisite inner
t hi ghs, toying and teasing her own skin. After inching her hand
towards her knees, she begins noving the pal mof her hand across
her skin with long strokes. She checks her mrror again and again
sees nothing behind her. Gacefully, she reaches underneath her
bl ack underwear and begins to touch herself wth tiny swft
notions. Becomng overwhelnmed wth feeling, her right foot
stretches, causing the car to slightly accelerate. Drina closes
her eyes for a nonent, feeling the sensation of her own fingers.
She |l ooks in the rearview mrror once nore, while noving her hand
faster on herself. Then, she |ooks forward, screans in sudden
dread, and slams on her brakes. A small boy stands in front of
her, in the mddle of the road, with the stare of a frightened
deer. There is a loud sound of screeching tires, as Drina jerks
the steering wheel, swerving to mss the small boy. To no avail
the car hits the child, causing himto fling over the hood. H's
tiny head cones to crash with a thud, into Drina s w ndshield,
shattering the glass and splattering it wth bl ood.

DRI NA ( SCREAM NG, HORRI Fl ED)
Ch ny God! Ch ny God!

She gazes at the small lifeless body, as it slides down the
shattered w ndshield, snearing the gore and revealing a round
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concave inpact hole where his head hit. After putting the shifter
into park, she flings open her door.

SCENE 17, EXTERI OR DESERTED PAVED ROAD, CRCSS ROAD, MORNI NG

Drina | eaps fromher car. To her amazenent, the boy has vani shed.
The wi ndshield is in perfect condition and cl ean, apart froma few
i nsect carcasses. Hyperventilating, confused, dazed, and wth
trenmbling nerves, Drina steps backwards to | ook at the scene. Her
car idles and is now the only sound heard. Except for the burned
rubber marks on the road, there is no sign of any kind of car

accident. It didn't happen. She sees sonething nove out of the
corner of her eye. She | ooks up. Peering frombehind a |arge tree
near a crossroad, the little boy, |ooking conpletely healthy,

smles at Drina wth a devilish grin. He’'s about six years of age,
with brown shorts and wi de red suspenders. Drina gapes at the boy
in a state of trauma. The small boy’'s smle becones a bal eful
chuckle as he darts off into the forest in the direction of the
dirt road. Drina feels as though she cannot breathe. Chocking for
air, she dives back into her car and opens the gl ove box.

SCENE 18, CUT TO, I NTERIOR DRI NA'S CAR

She grabs the prescription bottle, furiously flipping off the |lid
and pouring pills into her hand. She picks out one of the pills
and slans it into her nouth, again swallowng it with only her
saliva. Once nore she gasp for air, as her eyes becone gl ossed.
Her heavy breathing suddenly stops, as she |looks up to the tree
where the boy was. The child is gone. Drina squints her eyes,
trying to read a road sign that stands at a | ean near the tree.

SCENE 19, EXTERI OR DESERTED PAVED ROAD, CROSS ROAD, MORNI NG
Curious, she steps out of the car to get a better | ook at the sign.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Son of a bitch.

The small, single lane, dirt road, that crosses the deserted
hi ghway, | ooks unused. Next to the entrance of the road, is an old
wooden sign that reads:

“ CROCKED ROAD’

DRI NA ( SCOFFI NG & THI NKI NG ALOUD)
You got to be fucking kidding ne.
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She sl uggi shly steps back into her car and cl oses the door. Stil
trenmbling, she drives at about three m|l|es per hour, creeping the
car onto the dirt path.

SCENE 20, | NTERI OR DRI NA'S CAR, CROCKED ROAD, MORNI NG

There is a loud annoying rattle comng from under the car as the
tires flick up tiny pebbles. The dirt road has many sharp turns,
and she approaches each bend with extrene caution. The further up
she travels the nore desolate the scenery becones. The sun ducks
behind a patch of darkened clouds that now threaten the day with
rain. Drina nervously lights a cigarette and rolls her wi ndow down
part way. Of to the left side ahead, she notices a |ong, dingy,
silver notor home type trailer. She mght take it for sonething
abandoned, if not for the rather new sh | ooking Ford truck that is
par ked nearby. Looking farther ahead, the road seens to end wth
a gated barricade. On the gate is a |large yellow sign that reads:

“PRI VATE ROAD

As she travels closer to the trailer, she realizes that soneone
has made canp in a large turnout. Drina takes a hit off her
cigarette as she lets her car coast to a stop. She pauses, letting
the dust settle past. She then inches her car to park at the edge
of the turn out and turns off the engine. She puts on her sandal -
type shoes and then taps her cigarette into the ashtray severa
times to extinguish it. Wth an inquisitive eye, she grabs her
keys in hand and steps out of the vehicle.

SCENE 21, EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, PARKED ON CROOKED ROAD
EARLY DAY:

There is laundry hanging on a rope that is tied froma tree to the
back of the sturdy pickup truck. Several stuffed trash bags are
piled up next to the truck’s front tire. The old netal trailer is
| ong, slender, and | ooks nore like a World War |1 bonber than that
of a notor honme. Near the top, on the curvature that begins the
roof, there are bold hand painted letters that read:

“ PROHASAR MAN OPRE Pl REND- SA MJURO DJI BEN SEMAS OPRE CHENCGENDE. ”

Drina stops her approach and tries to read the bizarre witing.
She then | ooks at a strange flag hanging |like a banner from the
| arge awning that is attached to the trailer. The flag has a w de
bright green stripe on the bottom and an equally w de blue stripe
above it. In the mddle, where the two stripes neet, there is a
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red wagon wheel. A slight breeze gives the flag sone novenent and
causes several wind chines, that also hang from the awning, to
clatter a chaotic tune. Two folding awn chairs are set up to face
each other, next to tw old fashion 1960's T.V. trays. Drina
continues forward towards the trailer, nore curious than ever. She
conmes within a few yards of the makeshift canp when the front
screen door, sw ngs open, crashing into the side of the trailer.
Drina is startled by the sound and stops dead in her tracks. An
ol d decrepit woman, (Yo/anda L. Chovex), steps out fromthe trailer
hol ding two plates of food. Her novenents cone with great strain,
and trying to balance the plates fromspilling, only ads to her
difficulty. The short, dark skinned, ethnic | ooking woman | ooks to
be about eighty years of age. Her long gray hair is carefully
braided to rest on her hunched back. W.aring scores of silver
jewelry, aged denim pants, and a l|oose-fitting blue blouse, the
feeble woman does little to appropriately dress her age. After
pl acing the plates down on the T.V. trays, she |ooks up at Drina
as if she were already aware of her presence.

YOLANDA
Drina, mshto hom ne di kava tute.
(english translation: | amglad to

see you.)

The woman speaks with a thick accent and Drina is uncertain as to
whet her or not she heard the woman say her name. Cautious that she
m ght be again hallucinating, she stays firm in her stance and
only glares at the old woman.

YOLANDA
Ne rakesa tu Romanes?
(english transl ation: Can you not
speak Romany?)

Drina does not answer and only gives her a bew | dered expression

The ol d woman | aughs with an endearing cackle. Her accent is still
heavy, yet she is very articulate and easy to understand as she
begi ns to speak Engli sh.

YOLANDA
You have no idea who you are. Do
you, child?

DRI NA

Do I know you.
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YOLANDA
No, but | know of you. | cooked
you a breakfast. Cone sit, Drina.

Drina doesn’t nove, frightened to hear the woman speak her nane.

YOLANDA
Do you have the feeling, right
now?

DRI NA (AFTER A PAUSE)
What feeling?

YOLANDA ( AGAI N CACKLI NG
That special tingling feeling that
you have had since birth. A
churning in your stomach. The
little hairs on the back of your
neck, stand straight up. A feeling
as though sonething is soon to
t ake pl ace, yet sonehow, it is
sonmet hi ng that has al ready
happened. You know the feeling, to
whi ch | am speaking of, don't you,

chil d?
DRI NA
Yes... yes, | do.
YOLANDA
Vell then, are you feeling it now?
DRI NA
No.
YOLANDA

Then | amreal, not soneone in
your mnd. And being that there is
nothing to fear, cone eat. Your
eggs are getting cold.

Drina wal ks, wth careful steps, over to the awning' s darkened
shade. As she gets closer to the old woman, Drina starts to feel
at ease. Drina sits down, as the old woman pours wine into to two
juice glasses. After setting one of the glasses down on the tray
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next to Drina, the woman lets out a large sigh and sits in the
adj acent chair.

YOLANDA
Eat, child, before your neal grows
nmol d. You have a big day ahead of
you.

Drina pulls the old-fashioned tray to her and picks up her fork

DRI NA
Are you the sea witch?

The old woman lets out a wi nded cackling | augh that quickly turns
to a cough.

YOLANDA
My nane is Yol anda Chovex. My
second nane was taken fromthe
word “chovexani”, which neans
“Wtch” in our native tongue.

DRI NA
What | anguage is that?
YOLANDA
It is the | anguage of the peoples

of Rrom

Drina takes a bite of the food, then finds herself hungry and
begins to eat nore. She is very careful to only sip the w ne,
knowi ng that she had just taken her nedicine.

DRI NA (WTH FOOD | N HER MOUTH)
VWhere is Rronf?

YOLANDA
It is not a place, child. It is
only a people. Do you know not hi ng
of your heritage?

DRI NA

My heritage? You re saying | ama
Rrom
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YOLANDA
Yes, child, you are Romani. Your
second name, Curaco, neans
“raven”. Did not you know that?

DRI NA
| don’t know anythi ng about ny
name, or my nationality. | only

know that | am a sex addict,

ni coti ne addi ct, and Xanax addi ct.
But ny body gets Xanax and
nicotine far nore than it gets
sex. (SHORT PAUSE) How is it that
you know so much about ne?

YOLANDA
| used to know a woman with your
second nane, Thee Amazing Curaco
You m ght be blood to her. She was
once retained by a | ady naned
Margaret Fox to rid her attic of a
pol tergeist. After that, Margaret
and her sister started the whol e
Spiritualismthing. (LAUGH NG And
they call us sw ndlers.

Drina stops eating,

intrigued with the conversation.

Though peeked

with interest, she is nore confused than anything and has trouble
focusing fromlack of sleep.

DRI NA

How do you know ny nane?

YOLANDA

You |l ook tired, child.

DRI NA

| haven't slept much, traveling

and all.
know nme?

You t ake
Vi si ons.

(1 NSI STENT) How do you

YOLANDA
a nmedicine to stop your
Per haps that is why you

are tired.

DRI NA

How do you know t hat ?
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YOLANDA
Jeerio told ne a | ot about you.

Drina drops her fork to clang on her plate. She | ooks at the old
woman with w dened eyes. Trying to find words, she stamers a
response.

DRI NA
How do...? Jeerio is..

YOLANDA
You are not the only witch that
can see her, child. In fact, it
was | who sent her to find you.
One nonth ago, | sent severa
peopl e to seek out ny repl acenent.

DRI NA ( NERVOUS)
| don’t under st and.

YOLANDA
Drink your wine and remain calm
There is no reason to be
frightened.

As Drina hesitantly takes a sip, Yolanda gets up from her chair
with a grunt and walks to a side panel in the trailer. Wthout
bl i nki ng, Drina eyes the old woman pull fromthe nakeshift cupboard
an ol d-fashioned corn cob pipe. Yolanda strikes a match on the
side of awning’s netal leg and lights the pipe to inhal e snoke.

YOLANDA (WHI LE WALKI NG BACK TO HER SEAT)
Cherry flavored tobacco, an
i nvention second only to the
wheel .

DRI NA
Who are you?

YOLANDA
We have nmuch to discuss, you and
| . (CUSSI NG AND THEN THI NKI NG
ALOUD) Sheka. Were should |
begi n?

The ol d woman takes several short puffs off of her pipe, lost in
t hought .
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DRI NA
Have you spoken with ny therapist?

YOLANDA
You nust stop taking the pills,
Drina. | amsure it is good

medi ci ne for those that are ill,
but for a witch, it is poison.

DRI NA (W TH GREAT SKEPTI Cl SM
l’'ma witch? (WTH SARCASM The
pills haven’'t done nmuch for ne
|ately, anyway. |’ m here talking
to ny imagi nation again.

YOLANDA
| assure you that this is not
sonmet hing fabricated in your m nd.
| f you search inside you, than you
will know that I amreal. You wll
have a nuch cl earer picture of
life once you stop taking those
pills altogether. You nust trust
me on this.

Drina contenplates for a nonment, |ooking off to the side. Then she
begi ns shaki ng her head yes, admtting Yolanda's words to be true.

DRINA (WTH A VWRI NKLED FOREHEAD)
Yeah, | do know when I’mgoing to
have a hal lucination. | guess |’ve
al ways known.

YOLANDA
You cone froma long line of a
struggling people, dear. | wll

tell you as ny nother told nme. CQur
culture dates back to the cradle
of civilization. W cane to be
fromthe tribe called the Beria, a
sub-caste of the Dom W noved
fromwhat is now called Northwest
India in about 1000 AD for reasons
t hat have been lost to history. In
the fourteenth century we travel ed
into Europe. The white faces
there, assum ng that anyone with
dar kened skin was from Egypt,

29



branded us with the nanme Gypsi es,
short for Egyptians.

Drina sits up in her seat and clears her throat, enthralled with
gai ni ng know edge of her ancestry. The ol d woman puffs on her pipe,
| ooking like an old | oconotive.

YOLANDA
Sonme think that parts of the
anci ent Egyptian religion were
borrowed from our own. Because we
held the beliefs of thee, “Ad
Faith”, throughout history, we
have been the target of
unspeakabl e abuses. W have been
hunt ed, ensl aved, tortured,
hanged, even burned at the stake.
During the Hol ocaust, five hundred
t housand Rroma were exterm nated.
W are a culture without a
country.

DRI NA
You're saying that I’ma Gypsy?

YOLANDA ( STERNLY)
You are Romani. And you shoul d be
proud of that.

DRI NA
So, what does ny race have to do
wi th ny hallucinations?

YOLANDA
Wiy are you so certain that they
are hal l uci nati ons? You nust
listen to nme carefully, child.
Thr oughout tinme, the source of al
fol kl ore about wi tchcraft and
sorcery, can be sonehow or
anot her, traced back to the Gypsy.
You see, every so often, a Romani
woman wi Il be born with a speci al
gift. The power of foresight and a
hi ndsi ght, all at the same tine.
We see ghost.
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A swft breeze blows up a small cloud of dust and rattles the
wi nd chinmes. Drina stands up.

YOLANDA
Sit, child, there is much, nuch
nor e.

Drina slowy sits back down as she talks.

DRI NA ( EXTREMELY SARCASTI C)
The crazy girl isn't really crazy,;
she just sees ghost. That’'s a bit
cliché, don't you think?

YOLANDA
The fabric of the cosnps is nade
up of tiny vibrating strings.

DRI NA
Look, | don't even believe inlife
after deat h.

YOLANDA
At different resonance's, these
strings make up the different
particles or building blocks to
everyt hing. You sense these
strings where others cannot. It’s
the G eat Ennead.

DRI NA
The great what?

YOLANDA
Many of the earliest religions,
i ncludi ng the ancient Egyptian’s,
believed in a famly of nine gods,
representing the nine di mensions
in the universe. Six of which are
not noticeable to those of us
l[iving in a three-di nensional
worl d. W have the power to see
two nore di nensions. \Were others
see only what /s, you see what
mas, a transitional stage of
exi stence. You were born with this
power, child, like it or not. It
is who you are.



DRI NA
So, you're telling ne that Jeerio
is a ghost?

YOLANDA
| know that this nust be a lot to
chew all at once. | would have
known of you earlier. | sought a
repl acenent | ong before this.

DRI NA
Repl acenment for what?

YOLANDA
| have a job for you, Drina. To
take nmy place, so to speak.
(PAUSE) |I'mdying. Wll, we are
all dying but ny path is ending
sooner with Brain cancer.

DRI NA ( LOOKI NG CONCERNED)
How advanced is it?

YOLANDA
| have not long to live. And
because | amvery close to that
transitional stage nyself, |I'm
| osing ny power. About a nonth
ago, a doctor, not far from here,
gave ne the news.

DRI NA
VWhat does this have to do with me?

YOLANDA
It is nore of a career than a job,
| suppose. One that sonetines pays
very well and is always rewarding.
The task of hel ping | ost souls
find thensel ves.

DRI NA
I’mstill trying to find nyself

YOLANDA
Hel pi ng others m ght just help
you, child. You see, when we die,
there is a portal, that appears
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Drina sees sonmething noving in the brush behind Yol anda.

for us all. Through that portal is
a passage to the final dinension.
That to which is unknown. For

what ever reason, sonme people just
have trouble seeing the path. It
has al ways been the job of a few
chosen Gypsies, to help these | ost
souls find their portals.

DRI NA ( LOOKI NG FRI GHTENED)
|’mfeeling that feeling now

Sensi ng

that Drinais extrenely afraid, the old woman spi ns her head around
see the bush noving. Then, the sane little boy that
Drina hit with her car, darts fromthe bushes, and runs by a nmarsh
is behind the trailer.

but

t hat

The boy runs past

cannot

DRI NA ( EXCI TED)
There’s a little boy.... He's
running. ...

YOLANDA (SM LI NG
Does he have bl ack hair, and red
suspenders?

DRI NA
Yes.

di sappears.

YOLANDA
That*s a mschievous little brat,
named Matthew. Wien | first got
here, he told ne his nane and then
began pl ayi ng pranks on ne. |
woul d have hel ped him (SCREAM NG
TO THE WOODS) had he only stopped
fidgeting and tal ked to ne.

DRI NA

That was a ghost? A real ghost?
YOLANDA

Come with ne. | want to show you

somet hi ng.

the marsh, into the thick of the forest,

and
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The ol d woman takes Drina by the armand | eads her to the trailer.
She sw ngs the screen door open, then grabs hold of the smal
handrail and pulls herself up the small steps. Drina patiently
stays cl ose behind, ready to catch the old lady if she should fall.
They enter the trailer.

SCENE 22, | NTERI OR MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, EARLY DAY:

As Drina steps into the netal house on wheels, she is overtaken by
the aroma of burning sage and spiced incense. She's surprised at
how orderly the old woman keeps the trailer, and at the lengths to
whi ch she has gone to nmake it a hone. The decor has an overal
ethnic thene, with many beautiful gold and maroon colors. They
stand in the tiny kitchenette, which is the right side of the
trailer. The old worman gets her barring and tidies up a few pots
of f the two-burner stove. The left side of the trailer is the make-
shift living room It has atiny, overstuffed | ove seat that | ooks
nore |ike a luxurious couch in such a small environnment. A short
narrow hal l way, with a small restroom shower on one side, |leads to
a tiny bedroom conplete with a large closet with several dresser
type drawers. The small bed, smaller than a twin, is covered with
a multicolored thick quilted blanket, and several down feathered
pillows. The tiny living room before the bedroom has a Caucasi an
Rug I ying under a tiny antique mahogany round table. Atop the table
there is a yellowed | ace doily used as a place mat for a cantal oupe
sized crystal ball. The outside blueish glow peers in through the
horizontal blinds and reflects in the crystal, which shimers
m ni ature rai nbows on the facing wall.

DRI NA ( FACI NG THE CRYSTAL BALL)
You can see the future?

YOLANDA
O course not, child. But many
peopl e have ghost nearby them
that will give you the information
needed to invent a fortune. It is
easy to befool a fool.

DRI NA (UNDER HER BREATH)
How s that hel pi ng peopl e?

YOLANDA
We hel p ghost. Beyond that, we
hunt for gas noney. Look here,
child. You must see this.
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The worman points to a three-foot retaining wall that does little
to separate the kitchenette fromthe rest of the trailer. On the
wal | there hangs a cork board with many newspaper clippings. Drina
| eans over to the board to get a closer |ook. She gl ances over the
headl ines and articles, admring them Each one, a story of deeds
and acconplishnents by Yol anda. One headline reads:

“MURDER SOLVED BY TRAVELI NG WOVAN’

Anot her reads:

“M SSI NG G RL FOUND’

Drina then eyes a plaque next to the board. The pl aque reads:

“I'N APPRECI ATI ON TO YOLANDA CHOVEX FOR HER ASSI STANCE AND
SUPPCRT. RC.MP., VICTORIA POLICE, BRI TI SH COLUMBI A PROVI NCE. ”

DRI NA
Ww. This is pretty spectacul ar.

YOLANDA
That’s ny life’'s work. You'll have
a board of your own, soon.

DRI NA
So, you work with the police?

YOLANDA
We hel p anyone that needs hel p.
It’s a great bonus when you can
find sonmeone to fund it. Sit down
wth ne.

Drina has trouble noving in the confined space of the trailer. She
finds her way to the |love seat and sits down. Yol anda side steps
around Drina and then lets herself fall into a sitting position on
a short w cker stool by the table.

YOLANDA
| have traveled, fromplace to
pl ace. As spirits seek ne out, if
| can, | help them Oten, it is
the living that seek ne out. They
pay ne to rid their place of
ghost. Sonetinmes even the police
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have paid nme to help with unsol ved
murders or m Ssing persons.

DRI NA
How do they seek you out, if
you' re always on the road?

YOLANDA
| have a website and a car phone,
of course.

DRI NA ( SNEERI NG UNDER HER BREATH)
Well, that figures.

YOLANDA
What keeps sone spirits from
seeing their portal, is usually a

lie of sone kind. As though the
spirit has been unjustly wonged
or hurt in some way. They have
unfini shed pursuits. These spirits
are lost, trapped in pain, and
often refuse to believe that they
are dead. W have to sonetines
pl ay detective, uncovering the lie
and exposing it, in order to free
the spirit. It doesn't always
wor k, but when it does, it is the

greatest feeling you' |l ever know
DRI NA
|’ mnot sure that this woul d be
the life for ne. | have spent nost
of ny life running fromthese
ghost .
YOLANDA

Bef ore each case that | take on,
have incredibly vivid dreans,

nightmares if you will. | |ose
quite a bit of sleep, 1"l tel
you. | traveled to this area,

after receiving a call froman
owner of a light house. He wants
to pay ne torid his little nuseum
of a ghost. Sonething terrible has
happened there. This was to be ny



| ast case and now | was hoping it
woul d be your first.

DRI NA
| don’t think I’mnentally ready
to take on all of this right now.

YOLANDA
Even if you do not except this
life, Drina, | need your

assistance wth this last job. |
do not want to go to ny grave,
thinking that | have left a sou
unheal ed. Soneone is hurting a
great deal and needs our hel p.
Yes, we are surrounded by ghost,
at all times. But once you have
had one of these vivid dreans,
you' | I understand what | am

t al ki ng about .

DRI NA
| think I’ve had these ki nd of
dreans before. In fact, | think

that | had a dream about a
I i ght house | ast night. Soneone
junped off a cliff.

YOLANDA
Good, good. See, you have already
began to connect yourself to the
case.

DRI NA

|’mnot sure that |1'd know what to

do.

YOLANDA
And I will teach you. The
I i ght house owner i s expecting you
t oni ght .

DRI NA
Ch, no. No way in hell. |I’”m not

ready to take on all this tonight.
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YOLANDA
| am w thout nuch tinme. There are
few of us left and it was
difficult finding someone with
your talents. | ama dyi ng worman
that is in need of your help, dear
child. You nust choose. Do you
want to be soneone with the gift
of sight, or do you want to be
sonmeone suffering from
hal | uci nati ons?

DRI NA
VWhat do | have to do?

The old woman smles fromear to ear show ng nostly guns.

YOLANDA
Great, great. Let’s go for a short
walk and I wll teach to you the

trade.

Yol anda is excited and lifts fromher seat wth surprisingly ninble
not i ons.

YOLANDA
Quick, come with ne. You wll
becone nore acquainted with your
talents once you are no |onger on
t hose nedi ci nes.

SCENE 23, EXTERI OR MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, AFTERNOON

The woman uses both of her arnms to exit the nobile hone. She keeps
gesturing to Drina to hurry, yet the old woman noves at a snail’s
pace. An easeful breeze again blows the chines to tinkle a soft
haunting tune, as Drina steps fromthe door. Yol anda steadily | eads
her to the back of the trailer and stands still.

SCENE 24, EXTERI OR BACK OF MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, MARSH AREA,
AFTERNOON:

There they find thenselves starring at a marsh type wetl and,
conpl etely covered with noss and | ush bright green pond lilies. No
water is actually visible to the eye, but the air is filled with
the snmell of stagnant water. Several dragonflies chase each other
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dodgi ng the stal ks of reeds that grow in patches al ong the marsh.
Drina looks to the other side of the trailer and notices that a
shal |l ow hole has been dug. A mlitary entrenching tool, (small
fol di ng shovel ), has been stabbed into a pile of earth next to the
hol e.

DRI NA (PO NTI NG TO THE HOLE)
VWhat's that?

YOLANDA
That is a hol e.

Yol anda turns to the marsh and inflates her |ungs.

YOLANDA ( SHOUTI NG TO THE WOODS)
Mat t hew. Matthew, cone here, boy.
Mat t hew.

She starts to choke on the phlegm she created by yelling. Yol anda
t hen coughs and bends down to catch her breath. Drina steps to
console the old woman by placing her hand on her back, touching
her for the first tine.

DRI NA
Are you okay?

While the woman is still attending to her cough, Drinais startled
by the sound of splashing water. She | ooks to just beyond the marsh
and sees sone tall grass and a thick bush nove with forceful
strokes. The woman lifts herself up, sensing that Drina has seen
sonmet hing. Seeing the fearful | ook on Drina’s face, she grabs hold
of her hand. Yol anda squeezes her hand tight, giving her a sense
of security.

YOLANDA (FI Nl SHI NG THE LAST OF HER COUGHI NG
FIT)
Are you having the feeling now?

DRI NA
Yes, Matthew i s nearby.
YOLANDA
Now, | want you to let go of your

fear and concentrate. The
strongest part of this feeling is
sensing that sonething is about to
happen. But | want you to focus on
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the | esser enotion. The feeling
that what is to happen has al ready
happened. Focus on it, child. Say

to yourself, “it is not the
present, nor the future, it is the
past.”

25 FAST CROSS DI SSOLVE, DAYDREAM 25 EXTERI OR LONELY DI RT RQAD,
DUSK

Drina finds herself standing alone on a | unpy nuddy road. The nud
is a thick terra-cotta clay, and many wagon wheel marks are
i mbedded in the road. The terrain |ooks very simlar to that of
the deserted paved highway she were driving on earlier. To the
left, across the road, is an old sordid shanty house with peeling
whi t ewashed paint. Plunmes of black snoke exhaust froma stove pipe
that protrudes from the hut's rusted corrugated tin roof. Sone
| oose chi ckens feed off the shabby unl evel porch and go unprovoked
by the dog that sleeps nearby. Drina squints her eyes, astonished
that the house sonetinmes seens translucent, wth the marsh
appearing through it. She still has her armout as though she were
still holding the old woman’s hand, only the old woman is not
there. As Drina drifts in and out of this strange daydream she
can still hear the old woman chanting, repeating instructions.

YOLANDA (VA CE OVER)
It is not the present, nor the
future, it is the past.

The i mage of the house beconmes opaque as Drina hears the ranting
of a young wonman, com ng from i nside.

YOUNG WOMAN' S VO CE (YELLING WTH A
SOUTHERN ACCENT, VO CE OVER)

You better get back here, little

Mster, or I's going to take a

birch to yo' britches.

The squeaking screen door opens with a clanor, startling the
chickens to cluck loudly and flutter there tiny wi ngs. The bl ack-
haired boy, (Matthew), dressed in brown shorts, and wde red
suspenders, cones racing out of the house. He junps off the porch
and heads across the nmuddy road. Then, wthout a warning, and
wi t hout an approachi ng sound, two horses, pulling a | arge wooden
wagon, gallop at full speed past Drina and towards Matthew The
driver of the cart pulls on the reigns, desperately trying to
control the runaway horses. Drina screans to the boy.
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DRI NA ( SCREAM NG)
MVat t hew, | ook out!

Mat t hew stands frozen |i ke a spooked deer, trapped in the path of
the speeding prairie schooner. The horses rear around the child,
just mssing him but turning sharp enough to cause the heavy
wooden cart to overturn. The driver goes flying to the air as the
cart cones crashing down on the frightened boy. Drina turns away
in horror and closes her eyes, burying her eyebrows into her
cheeks.

SCENE 26, CUT BACK TO, EXTERI OR BEHI ND THE MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER
MARSH AREA, AFTERNOON:

DRI NA
Jesus Chri st!

Drina opens her eyes to find herself back at the marsh behind the
trailer. The old woman lets go of Drina s hand and positions
herself to stand in front of her. The novenent in the bushes beyond
the marsh as ceased, and apart from the buzz of several
dragonflies, all is quiet.

YOLANDA
What did you see?

DRI NA ( FLABBERGASTED)

| saw.... | sawthe little boy
being killed by two run away
hor ses.

YOLANDA

That is how we investigate. And
that is how we uncover the |ies
that trap souls in this world. W
find the truth that sets them
free.

DRI NA ( CATCHI NG HER BREATH)
That was amazing. | can’'t believe
it. It was al nost as though | were
really there, yet sonehow, | knew
that I wasn't.

YOLANDA
It takes sone getting used to, but
it is a powerful tool, we wtches
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possess. And if that doesn’'t work,
there is always the internet.

DRI NA ( CHUCKLI NG)
It’s kind of hard to get online in
the m ddl e of nowhere?

YOLANDA
But al nost every library has a
conputer, now. You see, Drina. W
are psychic investigators seeking
truth. No different than that of
a... what is the word... a man who
digs up the past...

DRI NA
An ar cheol ogi st ?

YOLANDA
Yes, that's it.

DRI NA
Only, they get paid a hell of a
| ot nore.

YOLANDA
And once we find the truth and
expose it, the portal appears for
t hose who are lost. Al ways
remenber, the truth and the lie
are reveal ed together. You nust
get ready to go. You should take
my truck.

DRI NA
Now? Real | y? You' re not com ng
wth nme?

YOLANDA
|’"mafraid | would only get in the
way. My health is, well, frankly,
| m not sure when |I’mgoing to
kick off. This is sonething that I
need you to do in ny stead. Each
case that | take on, | always
insist, that I be allowed to spend
the night, alone, in the place
that is thought to be haunted. It
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gives nme a chance to really focus.
(WNKING AT DRINA) Plus | get a
chance to snoop around for

anyt hing that the owners m ght not
m ss.

Drina | ooks at the old woman with a scornful smrk

scene 27,

DRI NA
You steal their stuff?

YOLANDA
VWhat ? A woman has to survive,
doesn’t she? Tell me what is wong

inlifting what will never be
m ssed.

DRI NA
Well, it’'s against the law, for
one t hing.

YOLANDA

Oh child, laws are only nmade to
protect the rich fromthe poor.
Besi des, people would be

di sappointed if a Gypsy did not
[ift at |east sonething. They have
cone to expect it.

DRI NA
Yeah, well, if | have to spend the
night in a haunted nuseum ny m nd
isn't going to be on “//fting”
anyt hi ng.

EXTERI OR MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, AFTERNOON:

The two wal k back to the shade of the awning.

YOLANDA
The owner of the |light house is
expecting ne at five o' clock. It’s
only down the road from here, but
we need to hurry. There is nuch
for me to teach you about our
craft. (CACKLING) | bet he won't
be expecting such a young fiery
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Yol anda. He prom sed a history
| esson before he | eaves.

DRI NA
He’'s just going to let a perfect
stranger hang out in his place al
ni ght ?

YOLANDA
You nust insist on half of the
money up front. If he has trouble
payi ng you the rest, (ONCE AGAI N
CACKLING) | always pretend to be
able to rel ease the ghost from ny
pocket. It works every tine.

DRI NA
How do | know when |’ ve done it?
YOLANDA
You' || know. You should take ny
truck and | eave your bel ongi ngs
her e.
DRI NA
Why ?

YOLANDA (W TH FLAMBOYANT ARM GESTURES)
You are Yol anda Chovex now. The
G/psy Sea Wtch.

DRI NA (W TH A SARCASTI C TONE)
Shouldn’t | travel by broonf

YOLANDA (LOOKI NG DOWN AT DRI NA' S FEET)
You shoul d change your dress.

Drina | ooks down. Her dress is sonehow splattered with the sane
terra-cotta nmud that were in her daydream

YOLANDA
Plus, a Gypsy worman shoul d only
wear red on her weddi ng day.

DRI NA (UNDER HER BREATH)
Everything I own is red.
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W look at the nud on Drina s dress and fade to bl ack.

SCENE 28, FADE I N ON EXTERI OR NORTH SHORE WAY ROAD, LI GHTHOUSE
PARKI NG LOT, CAPE LAMENT, LATE DAY:

Drina drives the sturdy brown pickup truck steadily down a desol ate
one | ane road, that hugs the pacific coast. The road has nmany sharp
turns, as though it were carved and paved around every concei vabl e
obstacle. There are few trees, only |large open areas covered in
tall grass. The grass vibrates from the gusty wind and sparkles
from the evening sun. The sound of waves crashing on a distant
shore can be heard as a fine sea m st sprinkles on the w ndshi el d.
The truck approaches a large cul-de-sac that is being used as a
parking |l ot. The parking lot is enpty except for one very expensive
| ooki ng sedan that is parked near a decorative iron gate. A short
man wearing a suit, (Marcus Gorey), stands by the car, pacing and
| ooking at his watch. He is chubby and balding, with overgrown
gray hair just above his ears. He sees Drina pulling up in the
truck and starts wal king towards her with a | ook of relief on his
face. Drina parks close to the entrance of the parking |lot and
steps out. She is wearing another red dress, simlar to the |ast,
only it buttons up the front and is adorned with laced trim The
ocean breeze catches the dress and causes it to flare. Drina | ooks
up over head at a nurder of cawing crows. After watching the
numer ous crows chaotically fly across the partly clouded sky, she
reaches back into the truck for her black button up sweater. She
begins putting it on as Marcus arrives with his arm extended to
greet her. Drina struggles to quickly put her arm through the
sweater sleeve in order to shake his hand, creating an awkward
nmoment for both of them

MARCUS
Are you Yol anda?
DRI NA
That | am You're M. Corey?
MARCUS
Marcus. How ya doin’? I’mglad you
could make it. | was really happy

to hear that you finished with
your other case early. Things have
been getting weird around here.

Drina pretends to know what the man is tal king about as she puts
her hair back into a sloppy bun. There is a long nonent of
unconfortable silence as she |ocks up Yolanda's truck and slings
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her smal | bl ack purse-Ilike backpack onto her back. He stands still,
patiently waiting. Drina then reaches to the bed of the truck and
picks up a tightly rolled sl eeping bag.

MARCUS
Okay, then. Let’s get started.
Fol | ow ne. (PAUSE) You sounded
different on the phone.

DRI NA ( ANSVERI NG QUI CKLY W TH A FAUX
ACCENT)
| had a really bad col d.

Drina senses that her accent was a poor imtation of the old
woman’ s and so quickly drops it.

DRI NA
| think you al so spoke with ny
grandnot her. Her nane is al so
Yol anda. She works as ny secretary
sonetinmes for ne, answering calls
and such.

Marcus only nods his head in response.

MARCUS
Vell, let me give you a tour of
the place, and I’'ll give you the

hi story that you asked for.

The two wal k across the parking lot and arrive at a set of stairs.
The stairs has a | ocked gate in front of it, with an ornate w ought
iron arch above it. Marcus pulls fromhis pocket a wad of rattling
keys and begins to unlock the gate. Drina reads an adj acent netal
pl aque that is inbedded in a stone pillar. The plaque reads:

“NATI ONAL LANDVARK. CAPE LAMENT LI GHATHOUSE. BUI LT IN 1856. |IT
WAS CONSI DERED THE “SAILOR S SAVIOR’ UNTIL I'T WAS DECOVW SSI ONED
I N 1955.”

The gate squeaks open while Marcus is still trying to get his key

out of the lock. He jiggles the key free and then begins taking it
of f of the crowded key ring.
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MARCUS
Ckay then, watch your step.
Not hi ng ever happens, | nean, the
strange occurrences don’t start
happeni ng until after seven.

Drina again pretends to be clued in and just nods her head with a
wanly smle.

SCENE 29, CONT., EXTERI OR METAL STAI RCASE, CAPE LAMENT, LATE
DAY:

They begin walking down the netal staircase. The stairs are
extrenely steep, alnost to the point of being considered a | adder.
Drina then realizes, for the first time, that she is on a very
high cliff, with a good hundred-foot drop. She firmy grabs hold
of the handrail, as she notices that the steps to the staircase
are made of a netal nmesh, letting her see through themto the shore
far below. The stairs twst and turn downward, |eading to the sea
| evel, where there is an extrenely |l ong, el aborately crafted, netal
bridge. Drina follows the path with her eyes, seeing that the | ong
bridge crosses over the rocky beach and the encroaching tide

Beyond that, there is yet another set of stairs, built of wood.
The wooden stairs are alnost as steep and |ead up a giant island
sized rock that is peacefully perched in the mddl e of the ocean
cove. Atop the giant rock that protrudes fifty feet or so fromthe
sea, is atall white lighthouse tower. Drina is awestricken by the
sheer beauty of the structure, and how it so perfectly fits in
with the scenery.

DRI NA ( SURPRI SED)
The lighthouse is on a little
i sl and?

MARCUS
Really, it’s geologically
considered a rock. But it’s called
Shadowed | sl and.

Drina stops as the cold wind again grabs hold of her dress. Wth
one hand on the rail and the other holding the sleeping bag, she
can do little to stop her dress fromflaring up and exposi ng her
bl ack | aced underwear. Marcus keeps wal king and does not turn
around. Drina waits for the wind to settle before continuing down
the stairs, creating sone distance between them Two seagulls pass
by and screech at each other.
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DRI NA ( TALKI NG LOUDER TO BE HEARD)
Ww, this is quite a hike.

MARCUS ( BECOM NG OUT OF BREATH AND YELLI NG

Yeah, | had these stairs put in
about six nonths ago, and that

bri dge down there, we just put in
| ast nonth. People use to only be
able to see the lighthouse froma
di stance, standing in the parking
lot. | bought it a year ago, and
|’ ve been trying, ever since, to
make it so that guest could
actually conme onto the island.

DRI NA
What made you buy a |ighthouse?

MARCUS
M wife's a romantic. Plus,
t hought | could nmake a little
nmoney wth the nuseum and tours.
We were supposed to open to the
public in a nonth, but | decided
to expand the parking | ot and put
in a souvenir shack. That way |
coul d charge adm ssion before
peopl e go down the stairs. | can't
even begin to tell you how nuch
nmoney |’ve spent on crap to sell.

DRI NA
Are you planning on using the fact
that the |ighthouse is haunted as
a selling point for tourist.

Marcus sharply turns around to Drina, closes the distance between

them and then speaks with a deliberate slow pace.

MARCUS
Yes. But that is not why you are
here. Let nme be clear. | like the

i dea of this place being haunted,
so long as it is not actually
haunted. My wife is pretty adamant
about this. Do you understand?
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DRI NA
So, let’s hear sone of the
hi story?

MARCUS
Well, the | egend goes that the
pl ace is haunted by a |ighthouse
keeper that killed hinself here.
Peopl e have said to have seen him
wal ki ng around the island in the
fog. Ghost stories are great for
busi ness, but not if they scare
away custoners. And enpl oyees.
Which is why | called you. The
wor ki ng crew won’t cone near the
pl ace, and | can’t get anything
done. Things just nove by
t hensel ves. And there’s strange
sounds that... It’s hard to
describe. Robert’s ghost is not a
happy ghost, let’s just put it

t hat way.
DRI NA
Robert’s his nanme?
MARCUS
Robert Porter, the caretaker that
killed hinself. I'll tell you nore

i nsi de.

SCENE 30, CONT., EXTERI OR BRI DGE, CAPE LAMENT, LATE DAY:

Marcus and Drina reach the |ast step and begi n wal ki ng across the
| ong bridge. The ocean has overtaken the shore, leaving only a few
sporadi ¢ rocks to poke through.

MARCUS
During low tide, you don’t even
need this bridge. But at night, if
it weren't for this bridge, you'd
have to use that boat over there.

She | ooks back to the nmetal stairs, where Marcus is pointing, and
spots an ol d wooden rowboat that is chained to a small dock. The
boat is covered in seagull droppings, and there are several brown
sea lions using it as a resting spot.
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DRI NA
Ww, | ook at all the seals.

MARCUS ( UNI NTERESTED)
Yeah, they attract visitors as
much as the |ighthouse.

The two cross the bridge and begi n ascendi ng up the wooden stairs.

SCENE 31, CONT., EXTERI OR WOODEN STAI RCASE, CAPE LAMENT, LATE
DAY:

The wi nd picks up and blows Drina's hair to fall fromthe bun. She
stops for a nonent to hear a loud ringing sound, comng fromthe
I i ght house.

DRI NA
|s there soneone else on the
i sl and?

MARCUS
No, that’s the fog bell. It

sonetinmes rings in the w nd.

Drina continues follow ng Marcus, flipping her hair fromher eyes.
She then stops again.

DRI NA
That’s a... it sounds like it has
a pattern. Doesn’t it?

MARCUS

Yeah, it does, but I'msure it’s
just the wind. The wind is pretty
strong here and how s through this
cove. They say it sounds |like a
“grieving widow, hence the nane
Cape Lament, which neans to nourn
| oudl y.

Drina ignores the information and continues to focus on the ringing
of the bell. There is a definite intermttent pattern to the
ringing, with one soft short clang, a |long deep resonating tone,
then three nore short clangs. A sudden gust of w nd causes Drina
to fall back a step and al nost causes her to drop her sleeping
bag. She catches her bal ance and then continues with her clinb.
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The stairs seem never ending, and Drina finds it difficult to now
keep up with Marcus. As they get closer to the top, the tenpo of
the bell Dbeconmes faster, and the pattern repeats in shorter
intervals. Marcus reaches the top and turns around to wait for
her. At the top of the stairs there is another gate with two snall
fence pieces on either side. The fences end with barbed wire to
keep anyone from clinbing around them Marcus takes the key that
he separated earlier and unlocks the gate. The ringing abruptly
stops in the mddle of its pattern, as the gate sw ngs open.

SCENE 32, CONT., EXTERI OR SHADOWED | SLAND, WEST SI DE, LATE DAY:

Drina steps up on the island and is amazed at the sight. There are
three separate structures, a small Victorian style house, a tiny
shack, and a giant magnificent cylinder tower. It appears that
Drina is facing the back of all three structures, being that an
entrance is not visible. Two small coastal pines grow near the
house. Though there is little topsoil on the giant rock type
island, tall grass still covers the entire |ighthouse grounds. She
pauses to catch her breath as Marcus quickly wal ks in the space
bet ween the house and the tower to investigate the ringing sound.
Drina steps to her left to see where Marcus was going in such a
hurry. He stops at a giant-sized bell that hangs froma cast iron
stand, outside the entrance to the house. He | ooks under the bel

with a puzzled |look. He then stands up and signals for her to
follow himwith extrene hand gestures. As she wal ks towards the
bell, she |l ooks up at the fifty-three-foot-high masonry tower. It
| ooks |i ke a standard |ighthouse, with | arge panes of glass at the
top to protect the lamp’s lens, and a narrow bal cony encircling
it. The roof is painted black and the trim around the balcony is
painted a dark gray. Drina can’'t seem to stop starring at it,
marveling at its beauty. The sun reflects a bright star in the
wi ndows of the |ighthouse, obscuring her fromseeing inside it. As
she steps closer to the tower, the sun’'s reflection shifts just

enough for Drina to see a woman standing conpletely still behind
the glass, in front of the lens, and | ooking down at her. A cold
chill races down Drina s spine and the hairs on the back of her

neck stand at attention. The woman in the |ighthouse | ooks fragile
and pale, with long flowng blonde hair. She is wearing only a
white laced slip with a torn shoul der strap. The girl then begins
to slowy vanish, nuch as the drifter did in Drina s car. Drina
stops, and watches as the inmage of the girl is conpletely erased
fromher view. A small puff of blue snoke floats into the air where
the image was and then is gently blown away. Drina is frightened
by what she sees yet not surprised.
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33 CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST SI DE,
LATE DAY:

She then turns her eyes to Marcus who has been watching her
intently.

MARCUS
Are you okay?

DRI NA (WHI LE WALKI NG
Are you sure that the ghost is a
mal e?

MARCUS
That’ s what | thought. Wy?

DRI NA
Just aski ng.

Drina wal ks over close to him eyeing the giant bell

MARCUS
This is a one thousand, six-
hundr ed- pound bronze bell that the
I i ght house keepers would ring out
as a warning in time of heavy fog.
That’ s how strong the wi nd can get
here. It takes a heavy wind to
bl ow this bad boy around. Let ne
show you sonet hi ng.

Marcus | eads her over near the entrance to the |ighthouse tower,

and points to a safety railing at the very front of the island.

SCENE 34, CONT., EXTERI OR LI GHTHOUSE TOWER, SHADOWED | SLAND,
EAST SI DE, LATE DAY

The netal fence typerailing is made of two sinple horizontal poles
and guards the ground that ends abruptly. Drina wal ks over to the
railing and | ooks down the steep cliff.

MARCUS
This is where Robert Porter..

DRI NA
This is where he ended his life.
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Marcus i s caught off guard with her know ng this. He pauses with
uncertainty of how to conti nue.

DRI NA
|’ ve been here before. | nean, |
have dreant of this spot.

MARCUS ( NOT BELI EVI NG HER)

Yeah, his body was found on the
rocks below. Be careful. My wfe
says that | need to put a chain

| i nked fence around the whol e

island so that no kids fall off.
She’s probably right, Parents

don’t watch their brats these

days.

DRI NA ( LOOKI NG CONCERNED)
Yeah, that’s quite a fall.

Drina steps back fromthe cliff and | ooks around. The pl ace | ooks
identical to the place in her dream only her dreamdi d not include
the safety railing. She then pensively | ooks beyond the cliff out
at the vast open ocean. A flock of pelicans, fly in a perfect |ine
across the horizon, disappearing for a nonent as they cross the
sun’s bright twnkling reflection on the choppy sea. Drina turns
back to the tower. Several ropes are piled over sone planks of new
wood as part of a nmake-shift scaffolding, near the steps that |ead
to the front door of the |ighthouse. Four-gallon cans of white
paint rest on the steps. Marcus sees Drina |ooking at the paint
cans.

MARCUS
| was in the mddle of having it
pai nt ed, when the workers got
spooked. They dropped the
scaffolding and ran. | planned on
giving tours inside to the top of
the tower, but the lens is very
expensive. You can go up inside if

you want .

DRI NA (WTH A FEARFUL EXPRESSI ON)
That’ s okay. |’ve had enough of
stairs.
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MARCUS
Most of the strange occurrences
happen i nside our nuseum

Suddenl y, a strange nechani cal grinding sound is heard com ng from
the top of the tower. The sound is om nous and getting |ouder. A
bri ght beacon of beaming |light then cones on and begins to rotate
over head.

MARCUS ( SEEI NG THAT DRI NA | S STARTLED)
The |ighthouse is now aut omat ed.
(LOOKI NG AT HIS WATCH) It must be
five-thirty. W should head inside
t he nuseum

She | ooks back over at the cliff wth a | ong-glazed stare. Marcus
stands | ooking at Drina, waiting for her to follow him

MARCUS
Yol anda?

DRI NA ( BREAKI NG HER STARE)
| msorry. Miseum (great.

The two wal k past the | arge bell and towards the house. Drina keeps
| ooking up at the tower to seeif the girl inthe slip has returned.
She doesn’t see her. She then draws her attention to a small shack
on the back side of the island.

SCENE 35, CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, EARLY EVEN NG

DRI NA
| hope to hell that’s not an
out house.

MARCUS ( LAUGHI NG)
No, don’t worry. There’s indoor
pl unbi ng now, believe it or not.
That over there, is the oil house.

DRI NA
What’s an oil house?
MARCUS
It’s wear they use to keep the
ker osene, spermwhale oil, or lard
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oil that operated the lens. Before
there was electricity, the Fresnel
lens in this tower would burn up
to five gallons of kerosene each
ni ght .

DRI NA
Can | look inside it.

MARCUS
The oil house? Sure. W just use
it nostly for storage. Tools and
stuff.

As they wal k past the front of the Victorian style house, Drina
studies the architecture. It is small in size, resting on a two-
foot-high foundation. There is a fresh coat of white paint wth
bl ack trimaround the tiny wi ndows. The four gabl ed roof is painted
bl ack and cl ashes wth the tall brick chimey that has been painted
bright red. It is apparent that a great deal of work went into
restoring the old house to its original state. Drina | ooks unnerved
by the idea of having to spend the night there and picks up her
pace to get to the small shack

SCENE 36, CONT., EXTERIOR O L HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST SI DE,
EARLY EVEN NG

Marcus takes off a pad |lock and then pulls hard to open the |arge
flimsy door to the shack. There are many garden tools, rakes,
shovel s, hoes, all neatly hanging on the walls, covered in dust.
A tangled garden hose sits on top of the many boxes and crates
that are stacked up high. Drina does not see anything of interest
i nsi de but does notice several ol d-fashioned manacl es (handcuffs)
hanging froma small shelf.

DRI NA
VWhat are those?

Marcus picks up one of the manacles and holds it up for her to
| ook at.

MARCUS
These are genuine Gvil War
shackl es. Confederate prisoners
were sent here to repair the
tower. They don't really fit in
with the nuseum but | can’t get
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rid of them being antiques and
historically part of the island.

DRI NA (WTH A CHUCKLE)
They | ook ki nd of kinky next to
t he creepy nodern gardening tools.

MARCUS
| don’t really need the gardening
tools either. I was planning on
pl anti ng some shrubs, but the only
pl ace wth enough soil is right
next to the house. The rest is
solid rock. W also found sone old
wooden | adders and rusted buckets
in here that we now have on
display in front of the tower.
It’s getting late, | should show
you the place. It’s supposed to
rain later on tonight.

Marcus shuts the door to the shack. Drina hugs her sleeping bag
tight to her chest, shivering fromthe cold wnd. They wal k back
to the front of the house, fighting the sprinkles of ocean being
bl owmn at them They enter through the front door.

SCENE 37, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM EARLY
EVENI NG

MARCUS
Whel p, here it is. The H storical
Reeder house. Qur nmuseum

Drina stands in awe, slowy |ooking about the spacious room as
Marcus closes the front door and flips on the lights. She is
somewhat surprised to see just how well it has been kept. Apart
fromall the nmuseum pl aques, signs and display cases, it |ooks as
t hough they had just stepped back into tinme. To the left, near the
front door, is a shelving unit filled with unl abel ed canned f oods,
and burlap sacks of grain. The shelving unit, that was obviously
used as a pantry, opens up to a spacious kitchen type area, wth
a table, chairs, and an ol d-fashi oned coal stove. The furniture is
di spl ayed as though sonmeone were still living in the house,
conplete with an old w cker broomin the corner. On the kitchen
table there is an aged | ace tablecloth and bow of plastic fruit.
On the entire length of the left wall, (kitchen area), there is
wai nscoting made of flat stones that are held together with a thick
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gray grout. On top of the wainscoting there is a two-inch-thick
wooden plank, used to shelve many antique dishes and trinkets.
GQuarding the kitchen fromguest, there is a long flat display case
that rest on thick poles, three and half feet from the uneven
floor. The display case stretches the length of the left wall and
returns to run the wdth of the back wall. A stack of paper flyers
sits on top of the display case next to a | arge guest book. In the
center of the back wall, to the right of a small window, is a large
fireplace made of heavy boul ders. Though the fireplace | ooks as
t hough it has not been used in many years, it still has areas that
are bl ackened with soot. Atop the mantle of the fireplace, hangs
a |large brown and white photograph of the Iighthouse tower in a
cherry wood frane. To the right of the fireplace, there are two
smal | steps leading up to a very narrow door with an ol d-fashi oned
dartboard hanging on it. Several old darts, wth feather flights
are stuck in the dartboard. On the wall to the right of the narrow
door, there are several old photos of the |ighthouse taken from
many different angles. The display case ends there, before the
right wall begins, |eaving space enough so that soneone coul d wal k
t hrough. A vel vet rope stretches fromthe display case to the wall,
keepi ng guest from wal ki ng past. The right wall is split in half
wi th a doorway. The doorway has ornately carved nol ding around it,
that seens to nelt with the many years of paint. The |arge oak
door i s open, and anot her vel vet rope stretches across the doorway.
To the far right of the right wall, is another door that is cl osed
with arestroomsignonit. Drina drops her sl eeping bag and purse-
i ke backpack on one of the two rocking chairs that are by the
entrance to the house. The rocking chairs are old fashioned in
style, yet they are obviously reproductions and neant to be sat
on. Next to the rocking chairs there is an enpty hat rack stand
and unbrella bin. An old-fashioned clock, that is also obviously
a reproduction, hangs on the wall just above the hat rack. The
clock reads five-thirty-five. Marcus puts his hand on the display
case.

MARCUS
Most of the history of the place
is right here. My wife and I have
dug up quite a bit. W gotta | ot
of help fromthe A L.F.

DRI NA (WALKI NG TO THE DI SPLAY CASE)
VWhat's that?

MARCUS

The American Lighthouse
Foundation. You can read through
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all that we have, hopefully it
wll help you.

Drina wal ks over next to Marcus and | ooks down at the di splay case.
Neat|ly displayed under glass, there are many facts about the
I i ght house and the caretakers, printed on thick card stock. Drina
first squints her eyes to read the first card, then | eans over for
a cl oser | ook.

MARCUS
So, you said, on the phone, that
you had to conclude a psychic
research of the place, before the
ghost will leave. Wiat is a
psychi c research?

DRI NA
| can see them

MARCUS ( LOOKI NG WORRI ED)
Do you see the ghost right now?

DRI NA
No, in fact | don’'t even sense
anything in the house. | have to

find out why the ghost is here.
After that, if | expose the truth,
or sonething like that, | think,
maybe the ghost will |eave.

MARCUS
You t hink? That doesn’t sound very
reassuri ng.

DRI NA
If I can’t get the ghost to | eave
you al one, you won’t have to pay
me anyt hi ng. Ckay?

Mar cus shakes his head in agreenent, seem ng upset with the entire
situation. Drina continues to intently look at the cards. He
occasionally | ooks down at the display case hinself, but for the
nost part, Mrcus paces about the large room ranmbling out facts
that he has nenori zed.
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MARCUS
Well, | promsed ny wife | would
try. She is the one that is
convinced this place is haunted.

DRI NA
You' re not convi nced.

MARCUS (| GNORI NG THE QUESTI ON)
The |ighthouse was constructed in
1856 before the Washi ngton
Territory had becone a state. A
government survey recommended a
[ i ght house be built here because
of the many shi pwecks on the
nearby reef. In fact, in 1853, the
supplies to build the Iighthouse,
were in the hull of the ship that
sank two mles offshore. It
del ayed the construction of the
I i ght house by a year. The area was
call ed the Gaveyard of the
Paci fic.

Drina noves over to read other cards yet occasionally | ooks up at
Marcus to assure himthat she is |istening.

MARCUS ( CONTI NUI NG)
The first Fresnel lens was put in
pl ace in March of 1856 and
produced a light that could be
seen twenty mles out to sea. This
area is known for its strong w nds
at night and it’s dense fog in the
nmorni ng. That’s why they had that
| arge fog bell outside.

DRI NA
So, who were the people that |ived
her e?

MARCUS

The first |ighthouse keeper was
Jonat han Reeder. He died in 1878
of consunption. The second

I i ght house keeper was M. and Ms.
Dani el Strauss. He was struck by
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He points to a part further down in the di splay case,

[ ightning and died three days
| ater on February second, 1895.

DRI NA
But you think the spirit’s nane is
Robert .

MARCUS
Yeah, here.

to skip over several cards of information

He points to a |am nated official

wor d

the right margin.

MARCUS
One week later, Robert S. Porter
and his wife |Isabella, took charge
of the lighthouse. | don't knowif
it’s because he killed hinself
here, or what, but everyone seens
to be convinced that he is the one
haunting the place. Once | was
tal king about himto ny wife
and....(PAUSE) | feel funny saying
this, but I thought | saw hi mwal k
by in that w ndow. He | ooked j ust
like his picture, and | had this
strange, cold feeling. | cane down
with the flu later on that night,
so it mght have just been a
fever. | don't know

causi ng Drina

DRI NA (W TH A DI SPARAG NG TONE)

Yeah, | know the feeling you speak
of .

MARCUS
He was once hailed a hero and then
| ater that year he was fired and
told to | eave the island. That's
right before he killed hinself.
Here, read this.

| ooki ng piece of paper with the
“award” printed on top, and the word “Copy”
Drina reads it aloud, with fluctuating tones.

handwitten in
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DRI NA ( READI NG ALOUD)
It is our esteened pleasure to
award, Robert Sanuel Porter, in
recognition for his heroic deeds
on January 12, 1901. On this day,
at three thirty- seven PM Captain
Janmes Gordon of the Merchant
Vessel, the Marquise, entered into
the ship’s log, that his ship was
| ost in dense fog and feared too
cl ose to shore. Robert Porter had
the presence of mnd to send a
message of rescue, using the fog
bell and Mrse Code, saving the
ship fromrunning aground. In
appreciation for your excellent
ef fi cacy, Federal Lighthouse
Service, United States of Anmerica.

MARCUS
As you can see, it was an
i nportant job at one tine.

DRI NA
Ww, where did you get all this
old stuff?

MARCUS
We have a lot of history on the
Porters, and all the tragedy of
his life. | was playing up on the
whol e ghost story thing. Little
did I know, how destructive dead
peopl e could be to a business. The
I i ght house keepers job was a tough
one in the old days. The supplies,
cleaning the lens, filling the
ker osene, keeping watch. ..
(1 NTERRUPTI NG HI MSELF) I n fact,
his wife couldn’t take it and |eft
hi m

He eagerly steps back around Drina to sone cards that she skipped

over.

MARCUS
Here's the “Dear John” letter.
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She | ooks to where Marcus is pointing and sees a handwitten note
neatly attached to blue foamcore. The old note is winkled, aged,
and appears to have been hastily torn froma tablet or book. Tine
has erased some of the ink, nmaking it difficult for Drina to read
the witing. Marcus |leans over next to her and reads the note
al oud.

MARCUS ( READI NG THE NOTE)

Tuesday, August first, 1899. My
dearest Robert, | can no | onger
yield to this life we have forged.
| nust | eave you and our nmarriage,
in order to live beyond the m sery
of this island. Please do not | ook
for me, for | shall not return to
this position. The how i ng w nds
are far too nuch for ne to bare.
Respectful Iy, adoringly, I|sabella.

DRI NA
Well, that's loyalty for ya.

Drina |looks next to the handwitten note and sees an old book
opened up as to display it’s content. It’'s Robert’s personal
journal. She begins reading it.

DRI NA (UNDER BREATH READI NG ALOUD)

Ei ghteenth of February 1898. After

filling the order, and polishing,

| it the lanp for the night and

stood watch. No fog today, but the

m st is heavy early. Today | have

received orders to keep a speci al

eye for Spanish Ships. No vessels

reported or | ogged. Renenber the

Mai ne.

Marcus sees Drina reading the journal and is anxious to coment.

MARCUS
W left it open to that page
because it was right before the
Spani sh- Ameri can War, a couple
days after one of our ships was
sunk in Havana.
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Drina skips across many cards,
antique artifacts,

cl ear

DRI NA
Was this his diary?

MARCUS (SM LI NG
More like a ship s | ogbook. Most
men kept a journal in those days.

DRI NA
VWhere’'s his wife's?

MARCUS
| doubt that she kept one. She
woul d have been too busy running
t he house.

DRI NA
Trust ne. A woman doesn’t pass up
a chance to wite down her
feelings with poetic cheese. If
the men kept a diary, the wonen
definitely did as well.

MARCUS ( LAUGHI NG)
Well, we don’t have a record of
one. O no one thought it was
i nportant enough to save.

both of themto hear.

DRI NA
Monday, Septenber 30, 1901. Robert
S. Porter, due to extrene
dereliction of duty, you are
hereby ordered to stand down from
your post, and are hereby relieved
of all Iighthouse duties,
begi nning 1st of QOctober 1901. You
nmust vacate the property, no later
than the 15" of COctober 1901, or
until such time a replacenent can
be found. Charl es Madi son.
Washi ngton State
| nspect or/ Adm ni ster. Federal
Li ght house Servi ce. (STOPS READI NG

many pi ctures,
and stops on a letter displayed in a protective
pl astic. She begins reading it, this time |oud enough for

many different
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AND TURNS TO MARCUS) It doesn’t
say why he was fired.

MARCUS
| believe he was thrown in the
Dexter jail for rioting, and he
didn't tell themthat he was the
I i ght house keeper. Being that his
wfe left him there was no one
el se to man the |ighthouse.

DRI NA (WTH A QUESTI ONI NG TONE)
You said you had a picture of him

MARCUS
We have several. Here's one right
her e.

They wal k over to the end of the display case. Drina | ooks closely
as Marcus noves the velvet rope to go behind the counter. He then
pull s one of the photos off the wall for Drina to study.

MARCUS
That’s him

Drina now holds in her hand an ol d sepi a toned phot ograph of Robert
Porter, standing by the |ighthouse tower. He is very attractive,
tall, well built wth dark hair and a nustache. H's coat and hat
| ook |i ke what a captain of a ship would wear.

DRI NA (TAKEN BACK BY HI S LOOKS)
He was a good-1| ooki ng man.

MARCUS
| swear he | ooked just like this
pi cture when | saw himright out
t hat w ndow.

She | ooks out the wi ndow and then quickly turns her attention to
the only other roomin the house.

DRI NA
So, this be the bedroom huh? She
stands at the velvet rope peering
into the tiny room
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SCENE 38, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, BEDROOM EARLY EVEN NG

There is an ol d sinple netal bedstead holding up a |l unpy mattress.
A creamcolored coverlet is neatly overlaying the mattress, wth
two thin pillows atop. An old kerosine | anp rest next to sone aged
books on a bedsi de table and an ol d | eather coat hangs froma nai
on the wall. The room appears authentic, though the vase filled
with dusty fake flowers is a sure give away that the roomis on
display. Directly in front of the door, against the far-left wall
of the room is a small sturdy arnoire. Made of cedar and oak, the
arnoire is pristine in spite of its age. Drina, unsatisfied with
the profile viewof the arnbire, |eans her head in the roomto get
a better look. There is little enbellishnment on its face, nostly
plain, yet it is still clear that nmuch went into its creation. It
stands six feet high and is about three feet wide. The | egs arch,
fashioned in a typical Victorian style and hold up two dresser
drawers stacked on each other. Above the drawers are two |arge
doors that | ook as though they woul d open up to a space w de enough
to hang clothes. The black netal hinges match the rather [|arge
| ock that keep the doors closed. The | ock has a thick skel eton key
resting in its keyhole as though waiting to be turned.

DRI NA
This is gorgeous.

MARCUS
The chi fforobe bel onged to the
Porters. Al the other pieces of
furniture in this roomare
originally fromhere, but we're
not sure which caretaker they
bel onged to. Some of the stuff was
found in the attic and sonme of it
was found in the oil house. Like I
said on the phone, the bedroomis
a nmuseum and there’s nowhere for
you to sleep but the floor.

SCENE 39 CONT., | NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAIN ROOM EARLY EVEN NG

DRI NA
It’s quite alright. | think I’
be awake nost of the night anyway.

MARCUS
| would |ike to keep this room
untouched, if you don’t m nd.
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DRI NA
No probl em

MARCUS (LOOKI NG AT HI S WATCH)
| promsed ny wife that | would
| eave before seven. Listen, there
is sonething I think you should
know. My wife left here...(LONG
UNCOMFORTABLE PAUSE) Sonet hi ng
scared the shit out of her. She’'s
the one that nmade ne call you
Just be careful, that's all. 1’11
| eave you the key to the gates, in
case you decide to |leave early for
any reason. Please |ock up (WH LE
HANDI NG HER A KEY). |'I| be here
early in the norning. The heater
is on, and the thernostat is right
her e.

He points to the thernostat on the wall by the light swtch

DRI NA
Ckay. See you in the norning.

Marcus | ooks hesitant to | eave. Not knowi ng quite what to do with
hi msel f, he wal ks out the front door in a hurry.

MARCUS
Good luck. 'l lTock the gates on
the way out.

SCENE 40, CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, SUNSET:

Drina stands on by the front door waiting for Marcus to | eave the
island. The w nd has becone a steady roar, and she again hugs
herself fromthe cold. The sound of the gate being slamed shut,
seens extrenely distant and the noaning wi nd drowns out any ot her
sound of Marcus | eaving the island.

SCENE 41, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM SUNSET:

Drina steps inside, |eaving the door open. She places the gate key
and Yol anda’s car keys down on the gl ass of the display case. She
t hen wal ks over and unrolls her sleeping bag out on the hardwod
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floor. In the sleeping bag, Drina has stuffed a pack of cigarettes,
alighter, and a conpact nmakeup case. She quickly grabs a cigarette
and wal ks back to the front doorway and lights it.

SCENE 42, CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, SUNSET:

She stands in the front doorway, enjoying the snoke with a sense
of relief that Marcus has finally left. As she |ooks around the
dar kened island, and realizes just how alone she is, the feeling
qui ckly turns to concern. She gazes out at the setting sky and
exhales snoke to the brisk wnd. Crouching down, she puts the
cigarette out on the front step, then enters the house, and shuts
t he door.

SCENE 43, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM NI GHT

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
| don’t care if ny nedication /s
poi son, I wish | had the shit
right now | don’t know why I
listened to her about leaving it.

She | ooks about the room listening to the wind whistle through
t he wi ndowpanes.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
And now what the hell am|l
supposed to do?

As if conpell ed by sonet hi ng, she wal ks to the bedroom She unhooks
the velvet rope and lets it fall to bang against the door frane.
The sound echoes about the house as she carefully steps into the
room

SCENE 44, CONT., |NTERI OR, REEDER HOUSE, BEDROOM NI GHT

She realizes that the bedroom floor is the original wood, as it
squeaks with each step. Drina sits on the edge of the bed, smrking
as if to be glad to break the |ighthouse owner’s rules. She eyes
the arnmoire for a long nonent, before walking toit. Wth a careful
notion, she turns the skeleton key, unlocking it. The two |arge
doors creek as she opens them The arnoire is conpletely enpty and
bare except for a horizontal wooden dowel, that spans the w dth of
the inside. The dowel was neant for hanging clothes but now is
only covered with dust. She touches the door admring the thickness
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of the wood. It’s solid construction gives no doubt as to why the
cl oset has stood the test of tine. Drina sees sone markings crudely
carved inside on the left wall. Rubbing her hand across the
mar ki ngs, she notices that they are shallow and discolored, as
t hough carved many years ago. She grabs hold of the wooden dowel
and | eans in so that she could read the marki ngs. There are dashes
between the first three set of nunbers and clear spaces between
the others. The carved nessage clearly reads:

“09-14-19 01 15”

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Looks lIike a conbination to a very
| arge safe. (SN CKERI NG Woul dn’t
t hat be nice.

She shuts the arnobire | eaving the doors slightly ajar. Drina exits
t he bedroom

SCENE 45, CONT., | NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM SHADOWED
| SLAND, NI GHT:

She replaces the velvet rope to hook across the doorway, while
whi spering the nunbers as if trying to nenorize them

DRI NA (WHI SPERI NG, THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Zer o- ni ne, fourteen, nineteen,
zero-one, fifteen.

She | ooks about the roomfor a pen, stopping at the display case.
Fi nding a pencil, she turns one of the small paper flyers over and
begins witing the nunber sequence down, w th dashes between each
set.

“09-14-19-01-15"

She folds the flyer up and places it in the pocket of her smal
purse-1i ke backpack on the rocking chair. She quickly forgets about
the carvings as she returns to the display case and | ooks down at
Robert’s journal. She beconmes lost in thought. Drina then claps
her hands together as if to say she is ready to get to work. She
takes off her black sweater and tosses it on top of her sleeping
bag.
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DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
If I was a |ighthouse keeper’s
w fe, where would I hide ny diary?
(CHANTING) It is not the present,
nor the future, it is the past.
(NOWWHI SPERING) It is not the
present, nor the future, it is the
past .

SCENE 46, FAST CROSS DI SSOLVE, DAYDREAM | NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE
MAI N ROOM NI GHT:

A strange netanorphosis starts to take place. Though receiving the
desired effect, Drinais still surprised by what she sees. A second
i mmge of the room appears translucent on top of the present one.
Faint nusic, (song: Scott Joplin's, Mple Leaf Rag), cones from
the bedroom sounding as though it were being played on an old
Victrola granophone. The arrangenent of the furniture is nuch
different in the ghostly inmage. A long table appears in front of
t he di splay case, and a |l arge cabinet tries to replace the rocking
chairs. The table is covered with clutter. A half |oaf of hard
bread is resting next to a rather |arge book. The book reads:

“THE STRANGE CASE OF DR JEKYLL AND MR HYDE.”

On the center of the table, there is a cleared off space with only
an ink well and steel-nib pen, indicating that soneone were
writing. Drina catches novenent out of the corner of her eye and
jerks her head to the right. She sees the sane young wonman t hat
she had seen in the tower earlier. The transparent young wonan
runs towards the kitchen area hol ding a bl ack book. She is, again,
dressed in only a white slip with a torn shoul der strap. Looking
frightened, the woman wi ggl es one of the flat stones free fromthe
wai nscoting, exposing a snmall hole. She then tucks the black book
into the small hole and replaces the flat stone. As though the
woman were startled by a sharp noise, she jolts towards Drina and
runs directly through her. Drina wi nces and cl oses her eyes as the
i mage passes through her body.

SCENE 47, CUT BACK TO, | NTER OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM
( PRESENT TI ME) NI GHT:

The ghostly image of the roomand the woman, vanishes as Drina is
brought back into the present. Overwhel mned and breathing hard

Drina craw s under the display case to the kitchen area. She stands
in front of the wainscoting and tries to nove the sanme stone that
she saw in her vision of the past. Wth great difficulty, she
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finally gets the stone to jiggle. She pulls hard until the stone
pops out of the wall and gets away fromher. She junps to her left,
so that the stone msses her feet. It bangs onto the floor. The
hole is there, as well as the black book. She pulls the book out,
spilling dirt and grounded nortar all over her dress. She bl ows
i nches of dust off the cover.

DRI NA (SM LI NG W TH PRI DE)
Maybe | have a knack for this job

Forgetting that the kitchen area is a display in a nuseum she
sits down in one of the chairs and sets the dusty book down on
the white | aced tabl ecloth. She noves the bow of plastic fruit
out of her way and then opens the book. The worn pages have
browned and many of them have stuck together. She turns the
fragile pages with great care. The ink is faded in part, and the
handwiting is difficult to read. After skipping many pages, she
stops on one. The voice of Isabella Porter, (the young woman in
the white slip), can be heard and a faint inmage of |sabella
witing in the journal can be seen as Drina reads.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER W TH AN ENGLI SH
ARl STOCRATI C ACCENT)
Thur sday, the 24th day of Novenber
1898. The lighthouse life is
taking its toll on ny dear
husband. He refuses to converse
wth me at any great |ength. Wen
he is free fromhis duties, he
| eaves ne isolated with ny
t houghts. The how i ng wi nd, and
the | oud sounds from his i ncessant
dart playing, | can feel them both
tearing at ny sanity. Tonight, he
has left ne inprisoned here on
this island, while he goes into
town for supplies and drink. |
fear the tavern owns nore of ny
husband than 1.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
And there’ s the poetic cheese |
was tal ki ng about. She skips sone
pages and then continues to read.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER)
Tuesday, the 29th day of Novenber
1898. | await the day the hospital
allows me to pay a visit to ny
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Christina. Robert has insisted
that | make no nention to having a
sister born slowwitted. Despite
his distaste for having famly in
a nmental hospital, | feel no
shane. Her stay and her

medi cations, cost far |ess than
Robert’s daily grog.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Ckay, ski ppi ng.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER)
Sunday, the 12th day of February
1899. My bel oved husband has
forbid nme fromattending Service
on this day. H s senses nust have
escaped him for he will no |onger
allow nme to keep the Lord s Day,
voi ci ng that our virtuel ess

passions wll surely offend al
that is holy. I do not understand
his reasoning. | can only inmagine,

to what ny fell ow wi ves of the
congregation nust be saying of ny
absence. | know that | shoul d not
speak of these things, but this
matter fills my spirit with great
concern. He has shown much anger
during our | ove making and cl oses
his heart to me after he finishes.
Each night, he returns fromthe
tavern, a quarrel sone drunk. |
give in to his wshes, |longing for
confort fromhis eccentric

deport nent.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Juicy. Now, that’s nore like it.
(TALKING TO THE AIR) Wl |, at
| east you were still getting sone,
sweetie. Try being a sex addict
and goi ng w t hout.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER)
Friday, the 3rd day of March 1899.
He has grown increasingly bizarre
with his request of ne.
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Unspeakabl e acts that | nust
endure for his enchantnent. |

bl anme nyself for these tears,
giving in to his strange desires
early on. He has gone for the

I i ght house supplies and wll bring
to me news fromny darling
Christina. Her draw ngs, that
speak to me a thousand words, are
all that | hold dear now. | |ove
nmy sister before all things in
this world, and for her sake, |
nmust abi de these bawdily events
and ny husband’ s rage.

Drina becones soaked in the drama of the journal. She skips pages
nmore quickly, as one crunbles in her hand. She stuffs the pieces
back into the book and continues to read.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER)
Monday, 31st day of July 1899. If
| am di scovered in ny intentions,
this may be ny last entry. The
consequence of nme |eaving the
island are seem ngly lesser in
wei ght than ny spite for him Damm
him | will nowwite to hima
farewel |, and make ny escape
m dday tonorrow, the nonent after
he first |eaves for town. | shal
wite to ny sister when | arrive
in safety’s arns, wherever that
may be. The noon is no | onger
hi gh, and ny husband is soon to
return. | worry what wll be
expected of nme on ny final night.

She turns the page that she had just read, and sees a small
remai ni ng crescent piece of paper, near the spine. A page has been
torn fromthe book in haste.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Wait a m nute.

She junps up fromthe table. She picks up the book and crawl s back
under the display case. She sets the book on the glass, next to

the “Dear John” letter that she sawin the case earlier. The letter
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is of the sane size as the worn pages and the tare on the |eft
side matches the tare in the journal.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Vell, wll you | ooky there.
( MOCKI NG MARCUS) Not only did she
keep a diary, but you even have a
page fromit in your display case.

She turns the remaining piece of the mssing page, in order to
continue reading the next entry. W again hear |sabella s voice,
this time without the image of her witing.

| SABELLA (VO CE OVER, CRYI NG
Wednesday, the Second day of
August 1899. My heart is weary
W th despair, and I am havi ng
trouble relating the events of
just last night. Robert doubled
back, sonehow sensing that | were
about to leave him He pulled ne
back into the house by ny hair,
where he found the farewell
letter, I had witten. He hit ne
for what seened as an hour and
told me that if ever | tried to
| eave Shadowed Isl and again, he
woul d cease paynent to nmy sister’s
hospital stay, surely seeing her
to an unspeakable fate. To ensure
nmy confinenment, he has burned al
of ny clothes, save one
undergarnment. There is no one to
help me, for he has told everyone
that | left to live in New York
To nmy fortune, | was able to
secure this journal w thout his
knowi ng, for it is now ny only
confort. I amfilled with nuch
sorrow, as | have been unjustly
i npri soned here, and with no | ove
left in nmy heart, condemed to
serve as ny husband s whore.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
God Damn, that’s hardcore. So, she
didn't |eave, and there’'s entries
dating all the way to August 13th
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of 1901. She lived here about...
Jesus, two years after it was
bel i eved that she left.

( PARAPHRASI NG YOLANDA) The truth
and the lie are reveal ed together.

Drina skips to the |last page of the journal, noticing that the
entries are snmaller, and reads it al oud.

DRI NA ( READI NG ALOUD)
Tuesday, 13th day of August 1901.
| have yet to hear fromny sister.
| amtired fromthe day’'s events.
My wor kl oad seens heavi er than
ever. Wiy has the good Lord
forsaken me so. (DRI NA CLOSES THE

BOOK) .

Drina hears a creaking noise comng from the bedroom Wth a
skittish reflex, she turns her head sharply to investigate. The
creaki ng sound stops. She stands silently still starring into the
bedroomat the profile of the arnoire. Drina s breathing is rapid,
and she seens dizzy. She contributes the sound to the wind and
turns her body around to face the display case. She puts her hand
on the book and sighs.

DRI NA ( FRI GHTENED, VHI SPERI NG)
And here cones that feeling
again. ...

A quite nodern, electronic bell sound is faintly heard causing
Drina to swftly look to her left. The clock near the door strikes
seven, wth seven chines. The creaking sound is then heard once
nmore, only nuch |ouder. She stops breathing all together, then
turns back to the bedroomw th an even notion. A frightened Drina
| ooks on wth fearful eyes, as the arnoire doors slowy open. A
woman's naked leg stretches out from behind the arnoire door.
| sabella, again dressed in only the white slip, steps out of the
tiny wooden closet. The ghost is in solid form as though alive
here in the present. She noves her long flow ng bl onde hair away
fromher eyes. She is a very petite girl, soft, pale, and el egantly
attractive. She noves to the doorway.

| SABELLA
May | help you?
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Drina is stunned and does not reply. Isabella steps into the main
living area. Though Drina is convinced that she is |ooking at a
spirit, she is still nystified by seeing Isabella s body pass
t hrough the solid velvet rope. The vel vet rope does not nove, and
the spirit’s body has a hint of a bluish glow as she crosses the
t hreshol d.

| SABELLA
You ought not be here. You nust
depart at once.

Drina stands rigid in fear, saying nothing.

| SABELLA
Did you not hear nmy words? My
husband is soon to arrive. (WH LE
TAKI NG A STEP CLOSER) You are not
safe. Leave now.

A strange cold enters the room and causes Drina to shiver. Just
then, Isabella violently falls face first to the floor, as though
sonmeone pulled her feet out fromunderneath her. She screans while
sonmet hing picks up her feet and drags her back into the bedroom
| sabella claws the floor trying to escape. Drina takes a step
towards the ghost with her hand out to help, then freezes.

| SABELLA (TO THE Al R)
l’msorry. I’msorry. (TO DRI NA)
Hel p ne.

| sabella is pulled back into the arnobire as though there is far
nore space inside than there actually is. The arnoire doors slam
shut, and Isabella s shrill scream ng abruptly stops. Drina runs
towards the bedroom unlocks the velvet rope, and darts in.

SCENE 48, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, BEDRCOM NI GHT

She flings open the arnoire doors and then screans, at the top of
her lungs in conplete horror. Inside the tiny wooden closet, is
| sabella’s decaying corpse, sitting curled up in a crouched
position. Maggots have eaten half of the face exposing the skul

and now wi ggle out the remaining deconposing flesh. Isabellas
nmout h has been gagged with cloth, and her rotting hands have been
tied to the wooden dowel. Though her arns are stretched above her
head, they give little support to the position. |Isabella s ghastly
craniumthen turns towards Drina as if to fall with gravity. Drina
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puts her hands over her nouth and nose to protect herself fromthe
horrid snell of death. She backs up in terror to fall backwards
onto the old bed. Then, the arnoire doors slam shut once nore,
with a thunderous noise. Drina sits on the bed, not know ng what
to do or how to handl e her enotions. She continues to stare at the
arnoire as the doors again slowy and steadily open with a |oud
squeaki ng sound. The arnoire is now enpty.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Okay, fuck this shit. |I’mout of
her e.

She stands up and begi ns wal ki ng out the room As though hit by a
charging bull, Drina is then bl asted backwards back onto the bed.
She lie on her back, stunned fromthe blow, as her arns are then
sonehow yanked up over her head. She tries to nove her hands but
feels them being held strong by sone unseen entity. A cold fear,
greater than she has ever known, swarnms over her body and attacks
her every nerve. Then, two antique C vil War shackles swiftly craw
from underneath the bed as though they were alive and consci ence.
The shackl es slither up the sides of the bed with the novenents of
vi pers, clanging their I ong chains behind them The shackles clanmp
on to her wist as though devouring prey. The chains spring taut.
Drina cries out, while desperately trying to break free of the
shackl es. The top of her dress is then torn open and her | aced bra
yanked down. She can feel her exposed naked breast being grabbed
and fisted. Leaning her head up, she sees her nipples being pulled
on, as if they were noving on their own. Her dress is violently
pul | ed upward, and her underwear is ripped off with an easy sw ft
SW pe. Her bare legs are then thrown apart. She cries hysterically
and screans toward the arnoire.

DRI NA ( CRYI NG
| sabel | a, help ne.

Her entire body flinches as though soneone were entering inside
her. She tries to close her legs but cannot fight the pressure
that holds them apart. Her body starts to nove in a slow rocking
notion that al nost seens surprisingly endearing and tender. Stil

crying, she starts to relax, excepting the violation. Half
scream ng, half panting, Drina’s fear has turned to anger. Wile
struggling wth the shackles, she starts to join the rhythmof the
notion, adding speed to it. There is a crackling sound of thunder
comng from outside as the contour snokey shape of a man slightly
appears above Drina. She senses that it is Robert. She can fee
hi m grabbi ng at her, but she cannot meke out his inmage. It is as
t hough he were made of swirling snoke and the stronger he thrust
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hi msel f, the nore rapid the snmoke swirls. Though she is actually
starting to feel sone sense of pleasure in her body, Drina lifts
her head in rage.

DRI NA ( PANTI NG
| know what you’ ve done, Robert. |
know that you killed your wfe.

The notion suddenly stops, the shackles vanish with the sound of
chain hitting the wood floor, and the arnoire doors slowy creek
closed. Wth her face soaked in tears, she gets up from the bed,
pul |l s her dress together, and stunbles out of the bedroom

SCENE 49, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAI N ROOM NI GHT

| sabella’s journal lie open on the display case, while the pages
qui ckly turn as if being blown by a strong wind. The book then
flies across the room to the enpty fireplace. Looking Ilike

sonet hing had just ignited a ball of flanmabl e gas, the book burst
into flanmes. Drina takes a step towards the fireplace to rescue
the book fromthe fires, then stops as she hears the | ong echoing
moan of a man in pain. Then, the door to the bedroom slans shut
behind her, causing the entire house to quake and runble. Drina
runs to the display case and grabs her keys, forgetting the gate
key. She grabs her purse-like backpack and throws open the front
door .

SCENE 50, CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, NI GHT:

Heavy sprinkles of rain blow in the now raging wind. Drina junps
fromthe threshold of the house, m ssing the steps conpletely. She
conmes crashing down in the wet grass, as the front door slanms shut.
She gets to her feet and runs.

SCENE 51, CUT TO, EXTERI OR SHADOWAED | SLAND, WEST SI DE, NI GHT:

As Drina cones running towards the |ocked gate, it breaks open
with a clanmor. She doesn’t argue with the invitation to | eave and
so begins her rapid ascend down the wet wooden stairs.

SCENE 52, CUT TO, EXTERI OR WOODEN STAI RS, CAPE LAMENT, NI GHT

Her feet occasionally slip on the rain that has puddl ed up on the
steps, yet it does little to slow her down. She is determned to
ascend as quickly as possible even if it neans falling.
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SCENE 53, CUT TO, EXTERI OR BRI DGE, CAPE LAMENT, N GHT: 53

She junps off the last step and then runs across the bridge. A
| oud crash of thunder causes Drina to stop and turn around. She
| ooks up to the top of the island. Robert stands at the edge

| ooking dowmn at her, in solid form a silhouette in the night.
Drina holds her dress closed and fights the wind and the rain to
peer back up at the mal evol ent ghost. The |ighthouse tower shoots
out a rotating beamof |ight that splits the darkness in half. The
light shines over Robert’s head, as he shouts to her in a deep
vVoi ce.

ROBERT
You are not wel cone here, wtch.
Do not return.

Drina turns and darts up the stairs towards the parking |ot. She
ski ps many steps in order to clinb as quickly as possible.

SCENE 54, CUT TO, EXTERI OR LI GHTHOUSE PARKI NG LOT, LAMENT
| SLAND, NI GHT:

The front gate al so breaks open for her and causes the ornate arch
to rattle for a long while. Drina, panting with fear yet finally
feeling safe, steps onto the parking |lot and |ooks back. A w de
shaft of blinding white light, flashes in front of her. A bolt of
lightning strikes the bridge, conpletely destroying it, shooting
orange sparks high into the air. The harsh sound of the i medi ate
t hunder is deafening and causes Drina to |let go of her dress and
protect her ears. The pieces of the bridge are stolen by the angry
sea and blue volts of electricity frantically dance all the way up
the netal staircase.

DRI NA
Holy shit.

She backs up fromthe glowing gate, as the frenzy of electricity
di ssi pates. She | ooks to the island again; the darkened sil houette
of Robert slowly turns and begi ns sl ow y wal ki ng towards the house.
She then turns and runs across the parking |ot towards Yol anda’s
truck.
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SCENE 55, CUT TO, EXTERI OR BACK OF MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, MARSH
AREA, NI GHT:

The heavy drops of rain are few and far between. The wind is nuch
cal mer away fromthe ocean and the gentle sound of the w nd chines
stay in tune wwth the tranquil singing of crickets. A soft orange
light is comng fromthe hole that was dug behind the trailer. The
hole is nmuch deeper and the sound of soneone digging is followed
by the sound of the old woman grunting. A heavy fog bl ankets the
mar sh and radi ates an unworldly blueish glow The fog begins to
swirl, and the trees click their branches together as the breeze
pi cks up. Bright vehicle headlights strobe across the ground as
the sound of Yolanda s truck pulling up, consunmes the night. The
old woman |ifts her nud-covered head out of the hole and |istens
to the truck’s groaning w ndshield w pers. The engine then shuts
of f and the sound of Drina stepping out of the truck pronpts the
ol d woman to bel |l ow.

YOLANDA ( YELLI NG WTH A CRACKED VA CE)
| "’ m behind the trailer, child.

The ol d woman stands up in the hole, revealing that she has dug it
to about four feet deep. Drina steps behind the trailer to the
spot where she had the daydream of Matthew. Her tears have
subsi ded, yet the signs of crying are still on her face as she
gazes at the strange blue fog. Yol anda holds up her canping style
| antern, high above her head in order to see.

YOLANDA
Over here.

Drina looks to her right, squints to see past Yolanda s bright
[ight, and then rushes to her aid. She lends a hand to help the
ol d woman out of the hole.

DRI NA
What the hell are you doi ng?
YOLANDA
| mdigging ny grave, child, while
the earth is still soft. | figured

that if I didn’'t drop dead soon,
the hole would be a good pl ace for
my toilet water.
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The ol d woman cackles to herself as Drina puts her attention back
on the bizarre glow ng fog and becones nesnerized with it.

YOLANDA
It’s just Ignis Fatuus. Nothing to
fear. WIlIl-0'-the-w sp. Foxfire.
(PAUSES WAI TI NG TO BE HEARD) It’s
j ust swanp gas, Drina.

Wth the last description Drina stops staring at the marsh and
turns to the old woman.

DRI NA
Were is ny car?

YOLANDA
| sold it.

DRI NA (I N SHOCK)
You di d what ?!!

YOLANDA
| couldn’t get nmuch for it wthout
the title, but every little bit
counts.

DRI NA
Who the fuck told you that you
could sell ny car?

YOLANDA (SM LI NG
Cone, 1’11 explain.

SCENE 56, EXTERI OR MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, NI GHT: THE
TWO WALK AROCUND THE BACK OF THE TRAILER TO THE AWNI NG

YOLANDA
You are back nuch earlier than
expect ed.
DRI NA
Who did you sell ny car to?
YOLANDA
Cone inside, you'll be happy to

see this.
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Yol anda opens the screen door with unusual spryness. They enter
the trailer.

SCENE 57, | NTERI OR MOTOR HOMVE TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, NI GHT

The smal | wood table no | onger has the crystal ball onit. |Instead,
there are pictures and docunents neatly spread out.

YOLANDA
Come, here, | ook for yourself.

Drina | ooks closely at the docunents. She sees an Oregon state
driver’s license. It has Drina’s picture onit, with her age, birth
date, height, and weight. Only, the nanme on the license is Yol anda
Ludu Chovex, and the address is unfamliar.

DRI NA
VWhat is all this?

YOLANDA
| traded your car for your new
identity. Birth Certificate,
Social, Driver's license, the
whol e Vardo. You' re going to need
it if you plan to follow this path
and di sappear from your past.

DRI NA (SI TTI NG DOWN ON THE COUCH)
| wish you woul dn’t have done
that. | don’t think I’m cut out
for this life.

YOLANDA

Did not you get half of the noney?
DRI NA

No, | did not. | wasn’'t thinking.

And | can’t go back there now.

YOLANDA
What happened?

Drina puts her face into her hands and starts crying.

YOLANDA
VWhat is it, child?
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DRI NA
| failed, and | was attacked. The
ghost, Robert, he forced hinself

on ne and tried to kill ne.
YOLANDA

Shesti. (english transl ation:

Nonsense).

DRI NA ( RAI SI NG HER VO CE)
There are two ghost there, one
kept by the other. It was fucking

horri bl e.

YOLANDA
You nust cal myourself, ny dear. |
will fix you sone special tea.

The old woman wal ks over to a cabinet above the stove and pulls
froma jar sone old, blackened | eaves. She sets them by the stove
and then turns on one of the electric burners to heat up under a
kettl e.

YOLANDA
Two ghost neans tw ce the noney.
DRI NA
Robert’s ghost is evil. | nean
really evil.
YOLANDA

There are no evil spirits, only
| ost souls. And I have cone to
find that there is no such thing
as evil at all, only different

| evel s of |ost.

DRI NA ( ANGRY)
Well, Robert is very fucking |ost,
"Il tell you.

YOLANDA (SM LI NG
Te na khutshos perdal tsho
ushalin, ny dear.

DRI NA ( DRYlI NG HER TEARS W TH HER TORN
DRESS)
VWhat the hell does that nean?
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YOLANDA
It’s an old saying. It nmeans, try
not to junp over your own shadow.

Yol anda stuffs the blackened |eaves into a coffee cup and then
pours hot water over them After taking out the | eaves and t hrow ng
theminto the sink, she brings to Drina the tea, then sits on a
stool near her.

YOLANDA
Drink this, Drina, it will help
you see things nore clearly.

Drina begins fighting the heat of the tea in order to drink

DRI NA
Thank you.

YOLANDA
You are not going to want to hear
this, but you must. A ghost cannot
do anything to you w thout your
per m ssi on.

DRI NA ( OFFENDED)
What’ s that supposed to nean?

YOLANDA
You are alive, a spirit is not.
You are the one with the power,
you only need to learn howto
channel it and control your fears.

DRI NA
l"’mtelling you that | had no
power over this thing.

YOLANDA
A ghost does not have the power to
physically touch you. He can’'t
feel, touch, snell, taste... he is
not a part of the living, unless
you give himthat power. Sonehow,
you let this spirit into your
di mensi on. You brought it to life,
so to speak, and you hold the
ability to send it back
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DRI NA (UNDER HER BREATH)
| unl ocked the chifforobe and..

Drina beconmes |ost in thought.

YOLANDA
Sonetimes we need to physically do
things in order to spiritually do
them It’s nmuch Iike harnessing
the wind with your mnd. You'll
get the hang of it before you know
it.

DRI NA ( SLURRI NG SOME OF HER W\ORDS)

No, I'’mdone. I'"mdone with this
whol e ghost shit and 1’1l never,
no matter what, go back to that
I i ght house.

YOLANDA

Then you do not have to.

DRI NA
| mnot cut out for this shit.
(AFTER A PAUSE) Can you drive ne
to the nearest bus station?

YOLANDA
Drina, you don't understand. The
truck and the trailer are yours
now.

DRI NA
You're giving ne your trailer? You
don’t even know ne.

YOLANDA
It’s a 1994 Airstream Excella, ny
nost prized possession. Now it is
yours.

DRI NA
| can’t except such a gift.

YOLANDA
Yes, you can. Just as you can
except who you are, and what you
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are neant to do. It takes tine,
that’s all.

Drina starts to faint, falling to the side on the |ove seat. She
catches herself in tine yet does not fight the urge to |lay down.

DRI NA
| feel funny.

YOLANDA
It is the tea. We drink it only so
that we may sl eep

Drina | ooks heavily drugged and while munbling, she slips into a
state of unconsci ousness. The ol d woman pulls out a crochet bl anket
and covers Drina.

DRI NA ( MUMBLI NG WHI LE FALLI NG ASLEEP)
Robert is so cruel. How could
sonmeone so good | ooki ng be so
evil? | nmean, he’'s so horrible and
warm And big. It felt so real and
alive or sonmething. At first,
couldn’t figure out if it was ny
fantasy or a nightrmare. It was
cold, and I swear I'Il never go
back there.

YOLANDA
May kali i muri may gugli avel a.
(english translation: The darker
the berry the sweeter it is).

SCENE 58, | NTERI OR BEDLAM MENTAL HOSPI TAL, THE YEAR IS 1900,
TH S SCENE SHOT AS DRINA'S POV, STEADY CAM EARLY MORNI NG

Drina wal ks into a dil api dated, poorly lit, white room where there
are many small beds, all of themunmade. A | arge wonman and two nen
stand around one of the small beds, where a child lies dead, wth
a lifeless stare. Their style of dress and the decor of the room
is that of the late 1800's. The two nen have their backs to Drina
and are whispering to each other at great length. The child s
facial features show signs of Down Syndrone, and there are many
ol d-fashi oned nedi cine bottles on her side table, indicating that
she were ill. Drina walks closer. The |arge woman covers the
child's face with a sheet in such a manner that clearly shows that
she is enotionally detached fromthe death. As the men walk to the
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foot of the little bed, Drina can now see that it is Robert talking
to who appears to be the Hospital Director. Robert is wearing an
old sea captain’s overcoat, that sharply contrast the Hospital
Director’s shabby brown suit and tie. The | arge woman then turns
to anot her room and waves her hand. A skinny man dressed in filthy
attire, answers the woman’s hand gesture by wal king into the room
He prepares the child' s body for transport, as Robert and the
Hospital Director leave the room Drina quickly follows close
behi nd t hem

SCENE 59, CONTI NUED SHOT TO THE HALLWAY, 59 ALL SHOT AS DRI NA' S
PO NT OF VI EW

They enter a long corridor, turning left. A Iloud annoying
screeching sound cones fromthe wheels of an enpty gurney that is
bei ng pushed by a strange | ooking orderly.

SCENE 60, CONTI NUED SHOT' TO CLASSROOM 60 ALL SHOT AS DRI NA' S
PO NT OF VI EW

They then turn right and enter another room filled w th young,
retarded children. Sonme of the children are not noving and are
bound to wooden wheelchairs, while others sit at little desk
drawi ng crude pictures on thick construction paper. Sone sort of
art class is taking place, while the inpassive instructor sits in
the corner of the roomreading a book. Robert takes a step back,
positioning hinself in the back of the room as the hospital
director walks up and down the rows of tiny desk, forcefully
yanking up the drawi ngs, collecting themin hand. He then wal ks
over to Robert and hands to himthe stack of draw ngs.

HOSPI TAL DI RECTOR
We never have a shortage of
“Mongol ” dr awi ngs.

I n exchange for the stack of draw ngs, Robert gives hi msone coins.
Wth a malicious glare, Robert then turns his head to Drina.

ROBERT ( TO DRI NA)
Wake up, witch. You re dream ng.

SCENE 61, | NTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROCOKED ROAD, LATE
NI GHT:

Drina wakes up suddenly, with a startled jerk. She | ooks about the
trailer for signs of Yolanda but finds it to be enpty. She | ooks
down at herself to see that she is wearing a white |aced slip. She
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notices that one of the shoulder straps has been torn and then
realizes that she is wearing Isabella s clothing. Drina sits all
the way up on the love seat and |ooks at the frosted w ndow,
frightened, as the echoing voice of Isabella calls to her from
out si de.

| SABELLA
Help nme, Drina. Help ne.

The front door to the trailer then slowy opens by itself. Drina
stands up and | ooks out the door.

DRI NA
Yol anda, is that you?

| sabella’s distant voice again calls fromthe night.

| SABELLA
Help nme, Drina. Help ne, please.

SCENE 62, CONT. EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED RQAD, LATE
NI GHT:

Drina exits the trailer. A breeze blows her white slip against her
body revealing her slender but shapely figure. The w nd chines
sound off once nore, only this tine, they sing a repetitive
rhythmc tune. It is simlar to that of the fog bell she heard on
Shadowed Island, but it is nusical with nore notes. There is a
soft note, a long tinkling of notes, then three nore short chi nes,
before it repeats. Drina walks in a trance to the back of the
trailer.

SCENE 63, CONT. EXTERI OR BACK OF MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, MARSH AREA,
SAME NI GHT:

The dense bl ueish glowing mst again swirls with the wind as reeds
sway fromside to side. Drina walks to the edge of the marsh and
stands still. Comng fromjust beyond the fog bank, she hears the
voi ces of Robert and |sabell a.

| SABELLA ( SCREAM NG
Were is ny sister?

ROBERT
She’ s where she has al ways been.
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| SABELLA
You |ie, Robert. In your polluted
state, you left ne this week’s
periodical to read. The hospital
has been shut. Now, | demand t hat
you give to nme Christina’s
wher eabout s.

ROBERT
Your sister past sone tinme ago.

| SABELLA (AFTER A SHORT PAUSE)
And her draw ngs?

ROBERT(W TH DI SGUST)
Drawi ngs from ot her nongol oi d
chi | dren.

| SABELLA (WHI LE CRYI NG
Why ?

ROBERT ( SHOUTI NG)
Where do you think you are goi ng?

| SABELLA (W TH ANGER)
"Il |eave naked if | nust.
Not hi ng keeps nme here now.

ROBERT (W TH EQUAL ANGER)
/ am keepi ng you here. You bel ong
to ne.

There is a sudden sound of iron chains clanging together as the
m st parts in two. Al shackl ed together as prisoners, two rows of
corpses, with their flesh rotted away by tinme, enmerge from the
darkness in a mlitary march. The marching dead are wearing C vil
War Confederate uniforns that are dusty and torn. Each horrific
skeleton like soldier, struggles to march through the swanp,
kicking up water and rattling their chains. Then, a bearded nman
dressed in a blue U S. Calvary uniform rides his black horse out
fromthe fog and stops near the marching nen. Both, the man and
his horse, | ook as though they had just cane fromthe grave, only
his uniformis new and neatly pressed.

UNI ON SOLDI ER ON HORSEBACK

Hurry up, dogs. W have a
I i ght house to save.
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The breath of the exhausted steed is visible as vapors in the cold.
He pulls on the reigns, causing the beast to rear up and whinny.
He then gives the animal his spurs, and gall ops ahead to di sappear
into the night. As each confederate soldier marches out of the
marsh area, they slowy vanish. As the last soldier starts to
di sappear, he turns his head to Drina. Wth nost of his face
decayed, his blaring teeth resenbles a smle. Drina steps back
with fear. The wind then blows at a gale' s force, causing the
darkened trees to careen. Looking |ike a nest of tiny snakes, the
m st seens to cone alive and swarm Bursting from the ground

shooting water and nmud high into the air, the arnmoire from the
Porter house, arises. The doors open abruptly. The mst slithers
around the arnoire towards Drina, appearing as reachi ng hands nmade
of snoke. Drina starts to run but the blue gl om ng snoke grabs her
by her ankles before she could escape. She falls to the ground,
soiling the white slip. The snoke then pulls her to the arnoire,
as she digs her fingers into the nud and tries to claw her way to
safety.

DRINA (WTH A H GH Pl TCH SCREAM
Hel p ne!!

Wth an al nost unreal speed and with the fierceness of an attacking
carnivore, the mst violently pulls her into the arnoire. The sane
shackl es that had just been seen on the marching prisoners, cone
fromthe water and chain her wist to the arnbire’ s wooden dowel .
Then, in the sane instant, shackles attach thenselves to her
ankles, as the arnmoire’s doors slam shut.

SCENE 64, CONT. | NTERI OR ARMO RE, N GHT

Bright flickering white lights shine through the cracks in the
doors. The confined space of the tiny closet leaves Drina little
roomto nove. She is bound tight, and her nouth is gagged with a
handkerchief. She tugs on the chains, yanks at the dowel, Kkicks
her feet and then slans her body into the doors, yet the arnvire
does not budge. Drina continues to try and free herself for several
m nutes before growing tired. Wth a feeling of conplete despair,
she raises her foot. Using the lip of the shackle that is around
her ankl e, she begins todiginto the left side wall of the closet.
She first crudely carves a zero and a nine. Then a dash foll owed
by a one and a four. Then she carves another dash followed by the
nunber nineteen. She then |eaves a small space before vigorously
scratching out a zero-one. She rest her leg for a nonent and begi ns
to sob. She then takes an exhausted deep breath and rai ses her |eg
again to carve the nunber fifteen. Drina then drops her leg in
exhaustion, bangi ng the chai ns. She | ooks down and starts to scream
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into the cloth gag. Thousands and t housands of maggots, worns, and
cockroaches start crawing into the arnoire. Drina s effort to
break free beconmes frantic as the insects start to craw onto her
naked | egs. She again screans.

SCENE 65, | NTERI OR MOTOR HOMVE TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, AFTERNOON

Drina jolts her body to a sitting position, ending the nightnmare.
She is still inthe torn red dress that she had fallen asleep in,
yet she is in Yolanda's bed instead of the | ove seat. Drina shakes
off the menory of the dream and squints her eyes to fight the
dayl i ght that beans in through the bedroom wi ndow.

DRI NA
Yol anda? Hel | 0?

Drina grabs her head with one hand as if she were suffering from
an intense headache. After awkwardly scooting down off the bed,
she stands up. She hol ds her dress cl osed, being rem nded of what
had taken place just last night. She starts to wal k down the short
hal | way.

SCENE 66, CUT TO, CONT. EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED
ROAD, AFTERNOON:

Drina opens the door and steps down out of the trailer, holding
her dress closed with one hand.

DRI NA
Yol anda?

YOLANDA
Good afternoon. It seens you did
not sleep well.

Drina again grabs her head show ng pain and wal ks over to where
the old woman is sitting. Yolanda seens to be in good spirits,
whil e painting a thin, handnade, wooden cross with white paint.

DRI NA
VWhat tinme is it?

YOLANDA
It is one fifteen in the
afternoon. The day is al nost
spent .
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DRI NA
What was in that tea you gave ne?

YOLANDA
Mar cus Gorey phoned early this
nmorning with feathers ruffled.

Drina sits down in the |l awn chair next to Yol anda.

YOLANDA (PO NTI NG TO THE WHI TE WOODEN
CROSS)

| don’t want any kind of head

stone. Just this white Christian

Traveler’s Cross, and nothing

nor e.

DRI NA
What else did M. Corey say?

YOLANDA ( CHUCKLI NG
At first, he tried to blanme you
for all the damage to his
property. | explained things to
hi m and warned hi m of what he has
l[iving in his |ighthouse.

DRI NA
| need to speak to himabout ny
dr eam

YOLANDA ( CHUCKLI NG
|’ m not sure he wants anything to
do with us now, ny child.

DRI NA
| need to call him

Yol anda gi ves out another grunt as she gets up out of her chair.
Drina wat ches her wal k over to the outside cupboard where she keeps
her tobacco. She pulls out an ol d-fashioned, brick-sized portable
cel l ul ar phone. She hands the phone to Drina.

YOLANDA
Just hit the call button, tw ce.
Try to keep the conversation as
short as possible, child. This
phone cost me four thousand bucks
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ten years ago, and (CHUCKLI NG
back then it damm near cost that
much each tine | made a call

Drina presses the send button two tinmes and waits for an answer.

DRI NA (I NTO THE PHONE)
M. CGorey? It’s Dri.... Yol anda
Chovex. | think I know how to get
rid of your ghost.

Drina pauses listening to Marcus talk on the phone. Yolanda sits
back down. She | eans her head forward, trying to listen in on the
phone conversation, but cannot hear the |ighthouse owner’s voice.

DRI NA (I NTO THE PHONE)
No. No, listen, you have to
correct a historical fact, and |
think the ghost will | eave.
| sabella Porter, his wife, did not
| eave him 1| think she was killed
there. (PAUSE) | don’t know how,
but I know that he kept her there
as a slave, rather as sone sort of
sex slave. | read her journal.
(PAUSE) No, the ghost burned it
up. (SHORT PAUSE) | know it sounds
crazy, but you have to correct
your display case, and...(PAUSE),
no. (PAUSE) | still don’t know who
was 15 years old. No. | don’'t have
proof. Listen... (PAUSE) Marcus?
Hel 1 0? (TO YOLANDA) Shit, he hung

up on nme.
YOLANDA

That is a shane. | so wanted you

to succeed. Though, | guess it’s

good that you learn early that you
can’t win themall

DRI NA
| need a shower. May 17

YOLANDA
But of course. Go. There's still
plenty of water in the tank.
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DRI NA
| al so need to use your | aptop.

YOLANDA
| don’t have a conputer.

DRI NA
| thought you said you had a
websi t e.

YOLANDA
| have a website but no conputer.
But nost every library has a
conput er now.

DRI NA

Then | need to use your car.
YOLANDA

| told you...it belongs to you.

Where are ya goi ng?

DRI NA
First, I’mgoing to find the
nearest public library. Then |I'm
going to find a hardware store and
buy sone bolt cutters. | have to
go back to the |ighthouse tonight.

Drina springs up with great enthusiasm and wal ks inside the
trailer. Wth a bold, prideful smrk, Yolanda sits back in her
chair and | ooks up at the sky.

YOLANDA
Nai s Tuke
(English transl ation: Thank you)

SCENE 67, EXTERI OR LI BRARY, TOWN OF DEXTER, DAY

A small old Victorian style building, nmade of | arge stone bricks,
is on the corner of two busy single |ane streets. There is a sign
on the building that reads:

“DEXTER PUBLI C LI BRARY”

Drina pulls into the small library parking lot. She hops out of
the truck. She is wearing tight blue jean pants, a bright red
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cashnmere sweater, and heal ed black boots. She throws her small
bl ack purse over her shoulder and then |ocks up the truck. Drina
| ooks determ ned as she then wal ks up between two worn stone |ions
to the steps of the library.

SCENE 68, CUT TO, | NTERI OR LI BRARY, TOM OF DEXTER, DAY: 68

Drina sets several books down at a long table and then sits. She
starts thunbing through an encycl opedi a | abel ed:

“NUMBER 12, M”
She turns the pages quickly.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Morris Code, Morris, got it, Mrse
Code. (Reading fromthe docunent)
A system of sendi ng nessages that
uses short and | ong sounds
combined in various, et cetera and
so forth. A short sound is called
a “dit”, a long sound a “dah”.
Witten code uses dots and dashes.
The American Mrse code becane the
i nternational code...

She runs her fingers on the page, scrolling down a chart for Mrse
Code | etters and words. She stops on one and agai n t hi nks out | oud.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
A dot, a dash, and three dots,
means “wait” or “stop”. That'’'s
what | heard the bell ringing out.
That must have been the rescue
nmessage Robert sent to the | ost
ship in the fog. O maybe it was a
nessage to ne. (CLOSI NG HER EYES,
TAKI NG A PAUSE) Shit, it was a
war ni ng. She was trying to warn
ne.

Drina then starts tearing into another book. She thunbs through
several pages, then closes the book quickly with a frustrated
expression. She smrks as she becones entranced in thought.
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DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Zer o- ni ne, fourteen, nineteen,
zero-one, fifteen.

Drina reaches into her purse and pulls out the paper flyer with
t he nunber sequence witten on it. She stares at it for several
nmonent s.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
This is not Morris Code. Nor is it
a conbination. Wait, there was a
dash after the first nine, and a
dash after the four, but then no
dash and just spaces. What if it
was a date, (LONG PAUSE) and in
the dark and not neaning to put a
space after the nineteen.
Sept enber 14, 1901. Wien | dreant
of the chifforobe, | dreant | was
carving ny name so people would
know | was there. The “1” was an
“I'” and the “5” was really an “S.”
| started to carve Isabella’s
nane.

She qui ckly | ooks around the library. Her eyes then stop on a desk
across the room nmarked:

“I NFORVATI ON’

Drina pushes out her chair wth her rear and stands up. She then
eagerly wal ks across the library and begi ns speaking to the elderly
man behind the i nformation desk.

DRI NA
| was wondering if you could help
me w th sonet hing.

The elderly man begins to laugh. H's unruly peppered eyebrows and
gray beard, ook odd with his |ong gray hair that is neatly conbed
back into a braided ponytail. He adjust his gl asses.

LI BRARI AN (WTH A BI G SM LE)

Well, just how can | help you,
pretty | ady?
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DRI NA
" m | ooking for sonething that
happened around here on Sept enber
14, 1901.

LI BRARI AN
Well, Mss, you just happen to be
talking to the library' s authority
on Washington territory
Newspapers. Al the really old
newspapers are on m crofiche and
mcrofilm Foll ow ne.

The elderly librarian junps around the desk.

SCENE 69 | NTERI OR LI BRARY, TOM OF DEXTER, BACK ROOM DAY

The two enter a darkened back room of the library where there is
an old dusty mcrofilm reader machine. The l|ibrarian sets down
several small boxes next the machine and pulls out the chair for
Drina to sit down.

DRI NA
" m | ooking for sonething that
happened locally, in this city. At
| east, | think. 1901, specifically
ni ne, fourteen, O one.

LI BRARI AN
It wasn’t all too common to wite
the date out nunerically back

then, but 1’1l bring you all that
we have for that year. Be right
back.

The librarian steps out of the room Drina begins |ooking through
t he boxes that the |ibrarian left, scrolling through the different
film files. Mnents later the librarian returns with two nore
smal | er boxes of fil ns.

LI BRARI AN
Do you know how to use one of
t hese machi nes?

DRI NA
Yeah, (CHUCKLING) ny high school
had one of these things.
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He reaches over and pulls out

LI BRARI AN
What ever you’re |looking for wll
be either in the Wekly
Pacification or the Gazette, these
two boxes. (PO NTI NG TO THE NEW

SMALLER BOXES HE JUST BROUGHT IN).

W’ ve been planning to pay soneone
to transfer all the Dexter
Newspapers over to CD-ROM City
won’t spend the noney, though,
until this machine finally craps
out .

DRI NA
Wi ch one woul d have any events
that took place in this area, with
peopl e that |ived here?

LI BRARI AN
Just about everything that has
ever happened here was witten up
in the Gazette. It was a snall -
town newspaper, that started back
in 1896.

LI BRARI AN
The first ones were only a few
smal | pages long, but it was a big
deal to have a daily publication
back then, instead of the regular
periodicals. W don’'t have all of
them Quite a few are mssing from
the early years. It’s still a
better collection than you Il find
in the mayjor libraries. Wre
| ucky to have them

amcrofilmfromone of the small er

boxes and puts it in the machine and then flips a switch. The
machi ne takes a few seconds to respond but

bl ue.

LI BRARI AN
The Dailies, 1901. It was nore of
a gossi p magazi ne rather than a
real paper, but there' s sonme good
history init. It cost a nickel,
which was a | ot of noney in the

then starts to glow
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| ate 1800's. Not everyone could
afford it, so it was nostly read
second hand in restaurants, and
bar bershops. It was printed using
t he. ..

Drina begins to look agitated wwth the librarian’s w nded
i nformation.

DRI NA (| NTERRUPTI NG THE LI BRARI AN)

Thank you, very much. 1’1l take it
from here

LI BRARI AN
Ckay. They’'re all in chronol ogi cal

order to the date. Each box is the
year, and each tab is the nonth.

I f you could help keep themin
order, it would be appreciated.

DRI NA
Thank you for your help.

LI BRARI AN
No problem let nme know if you
need anything el se.

The old librarian wal ks off again, |leaving the back room Drina
turns the |arge bl ack knob on the machi ne causing the information
on the screen to strobe by. She stops for a nonent to read and
t hen conti nues on.

She ski ps

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Sept enber fourteen, Septenber
fourteen, here we go. (READI NG
FROM THE SCREEN) Wednesday,
Sept enber 14th, 1901. The
Presi dent has succunbed to his
wounds and has died. The nation is
in a state of nourning. Gangrene
and infection set in causing him
to pass this norning at 2:15 am

several articles.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Yet nothing locally reported,

except for sonmething about a flour
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sale. So what president are we
tal ki ng about, here?

She turns the knob to the | eft goi ng backwards on the fil mquickly.

DRI NA ( READI NG FROM THE SCREEN)
Dexter Daily Gazette, Saturday,
Septenber 7th, 1901, it’s
confirmed. The President of the
United States has been shot. Leon
F. Czol gosz, a known anarchi st,
fired two shots at President
McKi nl ey, yesterday, after the
president’s trade speech, in
Buf f al o, New York. One of the
bull ets pierced the President’s
stomach. He was rushed to a | ocal
hospital for surgery. Still no
word on his condition but....
( THI NKI NG ALOUD) But what happened
inthis area, dam it?

She studies the articles, slowy turning the knob forward so that
the ol d newspaper slowy scrolls on the screen.

DRI NA ( READI NG FROM THE SCREEN)
Sept ember 8t", 1901. A peacef ul
denonstration for support for the
Presi dent broke out in violence
yest erday norni ng, about el even-
thirty, in downtown Dexter.
Several were arrested for drunken
and di sorderly conduct.

Drina scourers through the nanes and finds the nane Robert Porter
anong those that were arrested.

DRI NA( THI NKI NG ALOUD, LOUDLY)
Bi ngo!

Drina | ooks about the roomto see if anyone heard her. She grabs
a three inch by three-inch piece of scratch paper off the desk
next to the machine. She then reaches into her purse for a pen.
Wil e she continues to read al oud, she wites down sone facts and
dat es.
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DRI NA ( READI NG FROM THE SCREEN)
Porter was seen slugging a police
of ficer outside of Trevor’'s Pub.
Denonstrati on organi zers say
that.... pause) Ch ny God. He
fucking left her there to die. He
just left her there to die.

She spins the knob left several tinmes and then stops. Drina once
again falls into a trance. She stares at the screen but appears as
t hough she were staring through the screen at sonethi ng beyond it.
The screen reads:

“DEXTER DAI LY GAZETTE, MONDAY, MAY 13, 1901. LOCAL BUSI NESS
OMERS ARE | N AN UPROAR. THE BEDLAM HOSPI TAL, A FACILITY BU LT
TO HOUSE THE MENTALLY | LL, HAS CLOSED | TS DOORS YESTERDAY, DUE
TO LACK OF FUNDI NG SOVE PATI ENTS HAVE BEEN RELCCATED TO

| NSTI TUTI ONS NEAR SEATTLE, HOWEVER, MANY HAVE BEEN RELEASED TO
ROAM THE DOMNTOWN STREETS OF DEXTER.”

DRI NA
Sept enber 14th nust be the day she
di ed. Sane day as the President.
It took her six days to die. She
was trying to carve proof that she
was still on the island. Her ghost
must have then tended the
I i ght house whil e Robert was | ocked
up. He never told anyone because
he didn’t want to be found out
about keepi ng her there against
her will. When Robert returned to
the island, he found her dead and
then just hid her body. He was
then fired for not being at his
post, so the fucker then killed
hi msel f. Jesus.

The mcrofilmon the screen starts to burn, as the letters on the
newspaper start to nove in many different directions like a
di srupted line of ants. Drina starts to blink her eyes rapidly to
sooth her fatigued eyes, as we dissolve fromthe scene.

100



SCENE 70, DI SSOLVE TO, EXTERI OR NORTH SHORE WAY ROAD, LI GHTHOUSE
PARKI NG LOT, CAPE LAMENT, DUSK:

The sun has sequestered for the night, |leaving a bright after gl ow
in the western sky. The parking | ot has changed a great deal from
the night before, with two Iarge work lights that stand as guards
to the piles of building materials that have been placed in the
center. There is a small Bobcat type bulldozer parked next to a
giant pile of rolled up chain linked fencing. Marcus is wal king
across the parking lot, past the large stacks of |unber, toward
his sedan that waits for him at the entrance wth the engine
runni ng and the door open. Drina drives very slowy down the snall
road with her high beans on. Marcus is just about to enter his car
when he spots the truck. She turns out her headlights as she
approaches the parking lot and conmes to stop near his car. She
covers the bolt cutters on the front seat with a sweater. Marcus
stands to | ook over his hood, leaving his driver’s side door open.
Drina then turns off the engine and slowy exits the truck, |eaving
her door open as well.

DRI NA ( FEELI NG CAUGHT)
| nmust talk to you, please.

MARCUS
Li sten, | thank you for trying,
but after last night, 1"mgoing to

j ust concentrate on the souvenir
stand in the parking |lot and | eave
the island alone for a while.

DRI NA
You have to let ne try and help
the ghost that is trapped down
there. | just need one nore night.

MARCUS
Oh no. No, I'msorry. The ghost
has never caused so nuch danmage
before. Either you threw a party
| ast night, or we pissed the ghost
of f but good.

DRI NA
| really think I can help
| sabella. | just need one nore

ni ght .
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MARCUS
Look, Yol anda, all the | ocks on
the entire island were busted, the
bridge is going to cost ne a
fortune, | need to find a wel der,
and | just can’t afford for
anything el se to get damaged.
Al so, you know, | told you that |
didn’t want you to touch the
bedroom You were on the bed, and
| even found your underwear near
the chifforobe.

DRI NA (W TH ANGER AND SARCASM

Yeah, well, |ike you said,
Robert’s ghost is not a very happy
ghost .

Marcus stutters for a nonent and then freezes into a gaze. He does
not respond to her statenent in fear of pressing the issue. The
passenger side door to his sedan then opens and an el derly wonan,
(Ms. CGorey), dressed in expensive business attire, steps out. She
wal ks to Drina and stands firmin front of her. She swall ows deep,
glaring at Drina with an enpathetic serious expression.

MRS. GOREY
Do you really think you can hel p?
Drina is stunned for a nonent.

DRI NA
| do.

MRS. GOREY
Can you make him | eave the island?

DRI NA
| think so.

MRS. GOREY
And are you sure you want to go
back in there?

DRI NA
| have to.
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Ms. GCorey contenplates for several seconds. She then starts
bar ki ng orders at her husband, all the while continuing to stare
at Drina.

MRS. GOREY (TO MARCLUS)
Mar cus, give her the keys.

MARCUS
But. ...

MRS. GOREY
G ve her the God dam keys.

He makes a winkled face and then pulls from his pocket a wad of
rattling keys. He then steps in front of his wife to Drina.

MARCUS
This small key here is the key to
the boat. These small keys are to
t he new pad | ocks, and this
one. . ..

MRS. GOREY
Just give her all the keys.
(PAUSE) And give her your cel
phone.

Marcus turns to his wife to object. After realizing it is pointless
to argue the matter, he hands Drina his cell phone. A defeated
Marcus, then drags hinself into his car and shuts the door w thout
sayi ng another word. Ms. Corey steps forward and takes Drina’s
hands i nto her own.

MRS. GOREY
If you're in trouble, use the
cell. You can only get reception

near the house for sone reason. Be
careful, sweetheart.

Ms. CGorey then returns herself to the passenger seat.

DRI NA
Thank you.

MRS. GOREY (RAI SI NG HER VO CE TO BE HEARD)
We'l|l be back first thing in the
nor ni ng.
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The door shuts and the car pulls away. After watching the sedan
fade away down the narrow road into the night, she reaches into
the truck and grabs a thick navy-blue flight jacket and begins
putting it on. She then puts the cell phone into the front pocket
of the jacket and zips it up. The breeze grows in intensity once
nmore, and gives off a foreboding noan, as Drina |looks to the
di stant silhouetted |ighthouse tower. The ever-rotating beacon
shines it’'s beamof |ight at Drina, causing her to break her stare.
After grabbing up a long Maglite flashlight from behind the seat,
she slanms the truck door shut and begi ns wal ki ng towards the front
gat e.

SCENE 71, EXTERI OR BRI DGE AREA, CAPE LAMENT, DUSK

She finishes with the last set of netal stairs, arriving at the
mangl ed bridge. The ocean is at high tide and worki ng hard agai nst
the rocks. Seeing that the bridge has not yet been repaired, and
that there is no way to cross the unpredictable swelling ocean
she turns to the small dock on her left. She finds the small
rowboat with her flashlight and carefully walks to it. She then
drops to one knee and touches the pad |ock that keeps the boat
chained to the dock. The breeze blows the ocean spray into her
eyes causing her to briefly hide her head under her arm Wth the
flashlight held by her chin and shoul der, she then pulls from her
j acket pocket the wad of rattling keys. A sudden |oud nonstrous
shrilling grow conmes from behind the boat and startles Drina to
fall to her back. The flashlight falls and rolls across the wood
pl anks. Drina dives to the flashlight, catching it just before it
falls off the dock. Shinning the light at the noise, she sees a
frightened sea lion screamng at her. The animal then torpedoes
into the breaking surf and swns for safety.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Jesus! I'mpissin' off the
wildlife now, too.

Drina tries to recover fromthe shock, while struggling to unlock
the pad | ock. The I ock then snaps open. She throws the chain, that
it is attached to a large iron ring on the bow of the boat, inside
to clang against the bottom boards. She then gives the boat a
shove, and junps in. Drina lifts up the oars and fights theminto
position. The boat begins to violently rock over the increasing
waves, as Drina paddles with great difficulty.
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SCENE 72, CONT., | NTERI OR RONABOAT, BRI DGE AREA, CAPE LAMENT,
DUSK:

The boat rises and falls about a good three feet with the
encroaching and receding tide. Drina attenpts to steer and row at
the sanme tine, while battling the wind's insulting spray of sea.
The darkened i sl and ahead of her is dressed in a skirt of expandi ng
fog and the wooden stairs are barely visible. Wth her teeth
clinched, she makes a sharp stab at the water before forcefully
pulling the oars to her chest. The boat scuds atop a swell. Drina
qui ckly repeats the action in order to gain distance before the
sea falls again. She enters the fog and arrives at the shore nmade
of jagged rocks.

SCENE 73, EXTERI OR WOODEN STAI RCASE, CAPE LAMENT, DUSK:

Striving to keep her bal ance, she steps to the front of the rowboat
and junps to a | arge noss-covered rock. She grabs a strong hold on
the boat’s chain. Junping fromrock to rock, Drina pulls the boat
to foll ow her steps. She arrives at the wooden staircase. She then
reaches into the boat for the padlock and alnost falls. After
regai ning her footing, she waps the chain around the remaining
mangl ed railing of the broken bridge and secures it with the | ock.
She grabs up the flashlight and steps back. Letting out a deep
sigh of relief, Drina pauses, staring at the boat.

DRI NA (TO THE BOAT)
Now don’t go nowhere.

She then proceeds up to the wooden stairs and starts her ascend.

SCENE 74, CUT TO, EXTERI OR SHADOWED | SLAND, WEST S| DE, LATE
DUSK: 74

Her flashlight shines in all directions, as she runs up the stairs.
A new chain and lock binds the dented gate. Drina tries three
di fferent keys before succeeding at unlocking it. She steps onto
the island and | ooks up at the omnous circling light, high on top
of the lighthouse tower. The sound of nechani cal wheels grinding
and turning, blend with the howing w nd.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD, QUI ETLY ALMOST
UNHEARD)
| sure hope | know what |’ m doi ng.

Drina runs across the swaying blades of grass, then through the
space between the tower and the house.
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SCENE 75, CUT TO, EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, DUSK

The day is alnost forgotten as the remants of sunlight yield to
the invading night. The noon is high, full, and illum nates the
eastern side of the island with a gentle glow. The breeze is
slightly stronger here and whistles around the tower. Drina s run
beconmes a jog as she corners the house and heads towards the shed.
A crow perches the giant fog bell and caws several times at her.
She conmes to a sudden stop as the shiny black bird takes flight.
Drina then turns to ook at the front of the house, which |ooks
eerie to her with no lights on inside. She runs past it, as if
trying to avoid it all together. The tower’s rotating shaft of
[ ight, shines overhead and gives off a gleamthat rakes across the
ground.

SCENE 76, EXTERIOR O L HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST SI DE, DUSK

The flashlight clicks on as she stops in front of the overshadowed
oil house. She unlocks the doors and swings them open with a
forceful shove. The light shines on the iron shackles and the
chains that swing with the breeze. Drina ponders for a nonent at
how undi sturbed they look, in the same position that they were
| ast night. Her |ight then scours about the tiny shed, stopping on
an old, rusted pickaxe. She picks it up and wal ks out. Funbling
with the weight of the tool, she shuts off her flashlight and puts
it in her jacket pocket to stick out. Wal king steadily through the
tall grass, she then surveys the entire island with her eyes.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
He couldn’t take a chance on
throw ng her body into the ocean.
Sonmeone mght find it. So, where
did he bury her?

She cl oses her eyes to concentrate and then slides into a state of
medi t ati on.

DRI NA ( CHANTI NG WTH A BO STEROUS VA CE)
It is not the present, nor the
future, it is the...

| SABELLA (| NTERRUPTI NG

Why are you back? You' re not safe
her e.
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Drina, startled, opens her eyes and spins around, dropping the
pi ckaxe to the grass. |sabella appears from behind the shack as a
transl ucent figure, with the edges of her body gl ow ng bl ue agai nst
the night. Her image fades in and out with the current of the
breeze and the sound of distant waves, as if controlled by them

DRI NA
| sabel | a?

| SABELLA ( FLOATI NG CLOSER)
You nmust | eave. He will be hone
soon.

DRI NA
| sabella, | must find where you
were buried. What did he do with
your body?

| SABELLA ( LOOKI NG PUZZLED)
VWhat do you nean? | am here.

DRI NA
What happened after he killed you?

| sabel | a | ooks bewi | dered and stares silently.

DRI NA
| need proof that you didn’t
| eave, and that you were kept on
the island long after the date of
the farewell letter. This proof
m ght just set you free, |sabella.

The ghost sprints towards Drina with excitenent, then vanishes
into the air.

| SABELLA (AS SHE DI SAPPEARS)
Fol | ow ne.

Drina does a fast about face, hearing the front door of the house
slowy and om nously creek open.
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SCENE 77, CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, EAST
SI DE, DUSK

She wal ks with uncertain steps to stand in front of the house. She
peers t hrough the open door to the darkness of the interior, unsure
of the invite. A long sigh is exhaled fromDrina s lungs as she
wor ks up enough courage to enter the house. She hesitantly wal ks
in, and quickly flips the wall switch, which turns on the
florescent lighting in every room

SCENE 78, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, DUSK:

As the lights flicker on, Drina sees the narrow door, with the
dartboard on it, slowy swinging open on its own. Drina is again
hesitant but continues to followthe ghostly | ead. She crawl s under
the display case while pulling out her flashlight. Her 1ight
reveals a set of narrow stairs, |eading upward. She enters.

SCENE 79, CONT., |INTERI OR STAIRS TO ATTIC:

A nervous Drina clinbs up to the tiny |anding, hunched over to
avoid the low ceiling. She turns the corner and sees another set
of stairs with a nuch steeper incline. The small narrow space is
confining and rem ni scent to her dreamof being in the arnoire. At
the top of the stairs, a door opens on its own, stirring up dust
to fall like flakes of snow in the beam from her flashlight. She
continues up the long set of stairs and enters a pitch-black room
ducki ng her head under the |ow door frane.

SCENE 80, CONT., |NTERI OR ATTIC:

Drina stands just beyond the doorway, shinning the |ight about the
dreary attic.

DRI NA
| sabel | a? Are you up here?

There is no reply. The roomis silent, apart fromthe sound of the
wind rattling the tiles on the roof. Many cardboard boxes and
stacks of paper line the back wall. In front of the boxes is an
eclectic collection of junk, to include an old sew ng machi ne

trunks, suitcases, wooden crates, and nodern filing boxes. A thick
| ayer of dust covers everything and cobwebs dangle fromthe franed
ceiling. Qobviously, no one has been in the attic for quite sone
time. She takes a step into the room The sound of cracking | unber
causes Drina to stop and shine the light at her feet. The decrepit
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attic floor |ooks unstable. She then walks to the right corner of
the roomw th extrene caution

DRI NA
| sabel | a?

A sudden noi se of sonething noving causes Drina to freeze in fear.
She shines the light on the floor ahead of her, and sees a stack
of ol d broken picture franmes, noving on their own as though alive.
The frames continue to nove, spreading left and right, until a
tarni shed brass plaque is reveal ed. The novenent then stops. Drina
stands rigid, holding the light on the plaque for several seconds
bef ore bending down to read the engraving.

DRI NA ( READI NG THE ENGRAVI NG ALOUD)
1st Place in the Bulldog Flights
Annual Contest. Robert Porter,
“DEADEYE BOBBY”. January twelfth,
1901.

An extrenely | oud crashi ng sound conmes fromher |left. She bl enches
in fear and lets out a short scream Shinning her light left, she
spots a netal sign that has just fallen off fromon top of an old
trunk. The sign reads:

“NO TRESPASSI NG GOVERNVENT PROPERTY. ”

The sign takes a nonent to settle as the lid to the trunk then
slowy opens. A fine cloud of dust floats down in her |ight as
Drina noves closer to the trunk. She |looks inside as the lid
finishes opening. To her amazenent, she sees several old sepia
tone photos and several piles of browned newspaper clippings,
novi ng agai nst each other inside the trunk. It is as though soneone
were shuffling the contents of the trunk |like a deck of cards,
sifting through it to search for sonething. The novenent then
abruptly stops. Now, atop the pile of photos and paper, is a worn
notice type flyer. Sensing that this was neant for her to read,
Drina drops to a knee and picks it up. The flyer is eight inches
by ei ght inches and was printed | ong ago on heavy card stock. Drina
reads the flyer aloud, with an inquisitive voice.

DRI NA ( READI NG ALOUD)
Sat urday, January twelfth, 1901.
The fourth Annual Bulldog Flights
Contest. Contest starts at three
o’ cl ock sharp. Twenty-five cents
to register. Sign-ups until one
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hour before the first throw

W nner receives ten dollars,
trophy, and all the ale he can
dri nk.

She stands up quickly.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
Wait a mnute. | know this date.

She takes two side steps and bends over to pick up the tarnished
brass plaque. Wth the plaque and flyer in hand, Drina runs out of
the room ignoring the unstable floor.

SCENE 81, CUT TO, EXTERI OR BRI DGE AREA, CAPE LAMENT, NI GHT:

The choppy ocean rocks the rowboat and sways the stern from side
to side. The area has grown quite dark, with little noonlight
reaching the broken bridge. The w nd pauses for a noment as the
| ock, that keeps the boat chained to the railing, snaps open.
Controlled by forces beyond, the lock turns until the chain falls,
freeing the boat. The wind resunes as the unmanned boat drifts out
to sea.

SCENE 82, CUT TO, | NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAIN ROOM NI GHT:

The col d ni ght wi nd pushes through the open front door, giving the
picture franmes on the wall novenent of their own. Drina
enthusiastically sprints down the attic stairs with heavy feet.
Turning off the flashlight, she sets it on the display case and
noves to the wal k space at the end. The velvet rope falls to bang
against the wall as Drina rushes around the case to the spot
containing the letter that hailed Robert a hero. Conparing the
dates on the flyer, plaque, and the letter, Drina smles wth a
spark of revelation.

DRI NA ( READI NG ALOUD)
It is our esteened pleasure to
award, Robert Sanuel Porter, in
recognition for his heroic deeds
on January twel fth, 1901. On this
day, at three thirty-seven PM
Captain Janmes. ... (THI NKI NG ALOUND
AFTER A SHORT PAUSE), |f Robert
were at a dart throwi ng contest at
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three-thirty, how was he al so here

savi ng a ship.

| SABELLA

That’ s because | rang the bel

with a stone.

Drina recoils in surprise at |Isabella s sudden presence. She turns
around and sees |sabella standing before her in solid form

| SABELLA (WTH A PRI DEFUL SM LE)
| worked in a tel egraph office
before com ng West. Robert doesn’t
even know the code. It was | who
sent the nmessage to the ship.
told it to wait and veer east. |
stood wat ch whenever he were away.
It was |, all by nyself m nd you,
who |it all eighteen wicks in the
| ens, when he did not return honme

in time.

Drina, stunned, cannot nuster a response, and only watches the

ghost as she boast about her deeds.
tinmes. Isabella | ooks to the clock,
dread in her eyes.

| SABELLA

The cl ock stri kes seven, seven
then turns back to Drina with

You must | eave. Now. He cones.

DRI NA ( FRANTI C)

| sabel | a, can you hide from hinf

| SABELLA

| dare not; he hates it when
hide. It is much worse when he

finds ne.

DRI NA

You have to trust me and give ne
sone time. | think | can set you
free fromthis island once and for

all .

| SABELLA
" m frightened.
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DRI NA
Hurry, l|sabella. You nmust hide,
now.

| sabella runs towards the fireplace. Her body passes through the

di spl ay case and then vani shes into the back wall. Drina tucks the
flyer and plaque under her arm Like a football player running
with the ball, she runs across the room Just as she is about to

exit the house, the front door violently slans shut. Drina screans
in sudden terror, as the narrow attic door behind her, also then
sl ans shut. The dartboard that hangs on the attic door, creates
anot her |oud banging sound, reacting to the slamm ng door. She
spins around in fear, clutching the flyer and plaque with both
hands. The roomis now silent. The ol d-fashioned darts begin to
wiggle in the dartboard. She watches with a hel pl ess expression,
as the feathered darts cone alive. They then fly across the room
at Drina. Each dart stabs the front door around her with a thud,
thud, and a thud. She tries to duck, as the fourth dart jabs deep
into her shoul der. She reacts instinctively to the intense pain by
reaching up and pulling the dart out of her flesh. Drina drops the
bl oody dart to the floor and swi ngs open the front door, letting
the now raging wind rush in. She junps out the house |anding on
her feet.

SCENE 83 CONT., EXTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, SHADOWED | SLAND, 83 EAST
SI DE, NI GHT:

Drina stops and turns around to the threshold, trying to quickly
contenpl ate her next nove. She then hears a gargling whisper that
is as loud as a scream echoing frominside the house.

ROBERT (VO CE OVER)
| told you never to return, wtch.

Her hair, that waves |ike a banner, falls to her back and then
waves again in the opposite direction, as the wnd wistfully swrls
around her. Then, with the strength of a hurricane, a gust of
t enpest uous wi nd, suddenly blows Drina to the ground. She catches
her fall with one hand, saving the flyer and plaque. The w nd
continues to rage, blow ng her along the ground. She screans while
trying to find a way to fight the wi nd, desperately grabbing a
fist full of grass and shrub.
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SCENE 84, CONT., EXTERI OR LI GHTHOUSE TOWER, SHADOWED | SLAND,
EAST SIDE, N GHT:

As if sonmething were kicking and shoving her, she tunbles across
the island, past the tower to the edge of the cliff. The forceful
wi nd bl ows her under the netal safety railing. She tries to grab
hold of it, but the wind is too strong, and she m sses. She drops
the flyer and plaque just in time to use both hands to grab hold
of a coarse rock at the edge of the cliff. The wi nd bl ows her body
off. Dirt and sand slide past her as she dangles from the edge.
She | ooks down, seeing the plaque fall sone fifty-five feet bel ow
to the shadowed rocky shore. The card stock flyer catches an
updraft and soars out beyond Drina’s sight. Drina starts to cry,
desperately holding on to the edge of the cliff.

DRI NA
Ch, ny CGod.

She kicks her feet, trying to gain footing, but the wall of
crunbling nud is too soft and steep. While trying to pull herself
up, her left hand slips off the rock. She lets out a yelp. Drina
now hangs by one hand as her strength starts to give out. She can’'t
seemto reach up to use her left hand, and her right hand starts
to slip.

JEERI O
Drina, grab the rope.

The ends of two ropes tied to a small board, fall next to Drina.
She | ooks up, recognizing the voice. Through her tears, Drina can
see Jeerio |eaning over the edge of the cliff, peering down at
her. The tower’s spotlight sweeps across the sky above Jeerio’s
head, as she shouts down.

JEERI O
Gab it, Drina.

Drina uses her free left hand to grab hold of one of the ropes.
She then brazenly throws her right hand over head to the other
rope and begins pulling herself up. Jeerio now sits on the ground
behind the safety railing and pulls hard on the ropes to help Drina
up. Though just a small child, Jeerio is able to pull the ropes
with great might. Drina pants and whinpers as she reaches the
safety railing. She slides under the railing and rolls over to the
topsoil. Wth a loud sigh of relief, she |lies on her back | ooking
up at the noon.
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DRI NA
Oh, thank God.

Bef ore she can conpletely catch her breath, she turns her head,
noticing that Jeerio is no |onger there.

DRI NA (SI TTI NG UP)
Jeeri 0?

The gust of wind has settled to a strong breeze, and there is no
sign that Jeerio was even there, apart fromthe tangl ed scaffol di ng
that she had used to rescue Drina. The noonlight is even brighter
now as it bounces off the blankets of fog that roll inland. The
lights in the house flicker and flash as a surge of electricity
flows throughout the island. Drina |looks up to see the tower’s
rotating light also flickering. A shouting angry voice comes from
i nside the runbling house, grow ng | ouder, softer, and then | ouder
agai n.

ROBERT (VO CE OVER)
| sabel | a! |sabella, where are you?
| demand that you show yourself.
Where the hell are you?

As Robert’s shouting continues, the fog bell begins to ring with
single hits. Drina covers her ears to protect themfromthe bells
piercing clangs that ring out over the entire coast. Then, there
is a softer, nore distant bell, comng fromthe ocean behind her.
She drops her hands from her ears, while slowy turning around to
the ocean. She is astonished to see a giant wooden sailing ship,
energing from the fog bank, heading right for her. The sailing
ship is a magnificent relic of the past, with tall tinbers for
mast and gi ant paddl e wheels on the port and starboard side. The
massi ve canvas sails inflate and then deflate while the wi nd pl ays
havoc with the keel. Though the ship soneti mes appears transl ucent,
t he thick black snoke com ng fromthe engines tall funnel, remains
opaque. Drina steps back, afraid the giant ship mght ram the
island. The fog bell continues to pound out a ring, as the sudden
| oud sound of snapping wood is foll owed by the sound of a crashing
wave. Drina steps forward, watching the ship run aground just a
hundred feet fromthe shore. The tall mast sways to the right as
the ship leans, taking on water. A man on the deck desperately
spins the hel mwhile others scranble to hold on. The noise of the
shipweck is excruciatingly loud and filters through the softer
sound of a hundred nmen screaming. The horrific noise then fades,
and the nmassi ve vessel vanishes, engulfed by the fog. The last hit
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of the fog bell sings for several seconds before being overtaken
by the di stant sound of Robert shouti ng.

ROBERT
Il will find you; | swear it.
| sabel | a, you nmust come to nme now.
Were are you, damm it. Isabella,
| inplore you

Drina turns her attention on the flickering lights of the now
trenmbling house. Her eyebrows drop over her eyes.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD)
| amalive. | amthe one with
power. You cannot hurt ne.

Wth a sudden burst of confidence, Drina marches towards the house
with determ nation and resentnent in her eyes.

SCENE 85, CUT TGO, | NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, MAIN ROOM N GHT

The flashing, flickering lights, |ook |ike a cross between a strobe
light and lightning. The entire house aggressively quakes,
rattling photos off the walls to crash into the display case
Kni ckknacks fall off the I ong kitchen shelf, and the bow of fruit
vibrates off the table. The velvet rope on the bedroom threshol d
falls as the door franme cracks, sending plaster to the floor. The
sound of buzzing electricity meshes with the | ow frequency runbling
roar. Robert’s voice starts in the bedroom then finishes in the
kitchen, before starting again in the bedroom as his spirit races
about the house, searching for his wfe.

ROBERT (VO CE OVER)
Were are you? Show yourself,
woman. | sabel | a!

Drina runs into the house and stands firm facing the bedroom She
has scrapes on her head that bleed into her sweaty brow. The front
door then slams shut, and the gl ass begins to shudder in the w ndow
frames. She shouts at the top of her lungs over the roar, with her
hands clinched into fist.

DRI NA ( SHOUTI NG)
| know what you did, you son of a
bitch. You kept your wife as a sex
sl ave. Then you kept her |ocked in
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the cl oset after she found out
about her sister.

The house trenbles nore violently. Drina shouts even | ouder.

DRI NA ( SHOUTI NG)
When you were sent to jail you
told no one about your wife, |ike
a fucking coward. You |left her
there to die, you bastard.
(SCREAM NG You left her there to
di e.

The quaking settles down and then stops. The florescent lights
flicker a few nore tines before returning to a consistent glow A
cal m has taken over the house, as Robert materializes in a solid
form sitting on the edge of the bed in the bedroom Drina |eans
to her left, then steps to her left, to get a better |ook at him
He drops his head, a beaten man, and begins to sob.

DRI NA (QUI ETLY BUT LOUD ENOUGH TO BE HEARD)
And then |like a true coward, you
killed yourself.

Robert lifts his head showing a face full of tears.

ROBERT ( SOBBI NG)
You don’t understand. | |oved her.
She was going to | eave ne.

Drina bravely wal ks closer to the bedroom Robert stands up.

ROBERT
Pl ease, tell ne where she is.

DRI NA (STILL WALKI NG CLOSER)
She’s gone forever, and | doubt
that you'll ever be able to find
her.

The baritone runbling sound slowy starts back up, as Robert
returns to his angry state.
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ROBERT
Tell me where she is, you wetched
wi t ch.

DRI NA ( RAI SI NG HER VO CE)
She finally found her portal to
the next world. Howironic that it
was in the chifforobe all along.

Robert’s body suddenly goes through a rapid netanorphosis,
becom ng a cloud of blue snoke. The arnoire doors violently sw ng
open and the snoke shoots inside it. After the |ast of the snoke
enters into the back inner wall of the arnobire, Drina sprints into
t he bedroom Panicked, she shuts the arnoire doors and hol ds them
cl osed with one hand.

SCENE 86, CONT., |NTERI OR REEDER HOUSE, BEDROOM NI GHT:

Drina then lets out a frantic grunt, as she turns the skel eton
key, | ocking the wooden cl oset. She takes the key out of the |ock
and stuffs it into the pocket of her pants. The arnobire starts to
shake with fierce jolts and | oud t hunpi ng sounds cone fromi nsi de.
The shaking grows so intense that the legs of the arnoire,
alternate | eaving the ground. Drina wal ks backwards to get distance
fromit, backing into the bed. Uncertain with what to do next,
Drina stands still, and watches in terror, while Robert’s fury
grows stronger.

ROBERT (VO CE OVER)
Let nme out of here. Let ne out!

The poundi ng becones |ouder and nore vicious as Robert brutally
tries to break free. The arnpbire starts to wobble away from the
wal | and towards the right corner of the room Drina takes notice
to a peculiar cut in the floorboards under where the arnoire was.
There is a long dirt filled line, making a three-foot square, as
t hough soneone has repl aced the boards at one tine. Drina holds up
her hand to the arnoire and cl oses her eyes. She seens to use sone
sort of nystical power that she didn't know she had to stop the
arnoire from shaking. She then slowy wal ks to the now reveal ed
f | oor board.

DRI NA ( THI NKI NG ALOUD, PARAPHRASI NG MARCUS)
The only place with enough soil is
right next to the house. The rest
is solid rock.
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She dashes out of the room The sound of the front door opening is
followed by the famliar sound of wind rushing in. The arnoire
stays cal m

ROBERT ( WHI SPERI NG)
Let me out of here. Let ne out, |
say. Please |let nme out.

Drina comes back into the roompanting, with the pickaxe in hand.
She drops it to the fl oor and begi ns pushing the arnoire conpletely
of f of the curious section of floorboard. Her arns qui ver as though
made of pasta, while holding on to the wooden closet. She then
grabs up the pickaxe, raising it high above her head. Looki ng down
at the floorboards, grinding her teeth, she strikes. Wod chips
fly. She throws the pickaxe back up and then strikes again. Then
once nore. Wdging the ax end, under the broken floorboard, she
pries open a hole exposing a small nound of fine dirt. She sifts
through the dirt until part of a human skull is exposed. Robert’s
whi spers stop. Drina vigorously pries up nore of the floor. She
then drops the pickaxe again, and steps backwards, gazing at
| sabell a’s skeletal remains. She stands next to the bed trying to
conpose herself, gazing at her find for a long unconfortable
monment. Hearing a sound behind her, she |ooks over her right
shoul der to see a whiff of blue snoke floating in the air. The
snoke then forns the contour of a person and changes to the image
of Isabella, appearing in solid form Drina breathes heavily,
speechl ess. Isabella s solid form passes through the bed as she
wal ks past Drina, gawking at the skeleton with w dened eyes and
nmout h agape. |sabella stops just short of the hole, baffled by the
sight of the corpse. The long pale hair is still attached to the
skull and there is still some remaining torn fabric, of what was
once her white slip. Isabella recognizes that the corpse is her
own remains. Her shocked expression then turns to acceptance as
she begins to understand. Suddenly, at the edge of the room just
bef ore the doorway, there is an i ntense expl osi on of blinding white
l[ight. The loud blast of rushing air blows Drina back onto the
bed. The light then slowly dins, to show a blue circle of bright
gl ow ng vapors. As the circle enlarges to the size of the doorway,
sparks flash inside it, giving it a strange but beautiful storm
i ke appearance. Drina grabs hold of the netal frame at the foot
of the bed. Wnd swirls around and then zoons into the vortex. It
is as though every nolecule of air in the roomis being sucked
into it. lIsabella turns her eyes to Drina, her long blonde hair
flowng in the turbulence, and snmles with tender eyes.

| SABELLA
Thank you.
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| sabella then walks into the portal, wth a steady even pace

di sappearing to anot her di nmension. The circle closes with a bright
flash, then vani shes conpletely. The air is nowstill. Isabellais
gone. Drina stares about the now silent house, overwhel med by the
whol e experience. It’s over. She feels her jacket for the cell
phone, unzips her pocket, and pulls it out. After a |long quiet
nmoment, she smles to herself, then flips open the phone.

SCENE 87, CUT TO EXTERI OR LI GHTHOUSE PARKI NG LOT, CAPE LAMENT,
NI GHT:

A |l ong shot of Shadowed Island fromthe parking |ot, shows a nuch

nore halcyon and tranquil |ighthouse. The noon shines a blue
outline of the |ighthouse tower. The bright light atop, rotates
it’s beamout to sea, then sweeps across the still fog bank. As it

rotates towards us, flinging a star of blinding light, we slowy
cross dissolve to...

SCENE 88, DI SSOLVE TO, EXTERI OR CROCKED ROAD, JUST BEFORE SUNUP

...the bright blinding headlights of Drina s truck, heading
towards us, up the unpaved crooked road. The sun is just starting
to wake, showing only a promse in the star filled sky. The truck
Speeds past us.

SCENE 89, CUT TO, EXTERI OR TURN OUT, CROOKED ROAD, JUST BEFORE
SUNUP

Drina pulls up in the truck, skidding to a stop. She junps out,
giddy with excitenent, and runs to the front of the trailer. Loud
distorted Indian folk nmusic blares froma small radio that rest on
one of the lawn chairs. The nusic has a steady quick tenpo with a
sitar plucking out a |lighthearted nel ody.

SCENE 90, CONT., EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED ROAD, 90
JUST BEFORE SUNUP

Yol anda is dressed in a green traditional European-Indian “Sori”
dress and is wearing | arge amounts of gold jewelry. The old woman
has heavy nmake up on her face, and her long gray hair is tied up
in a tight bun. Drina stops at the edge of the awning, pleasantly
surprised to see Yol anda danci ng. Though her novenents are that of
an old woman, her style of dance is still cheerfully seductive.

DRI NA ( SHOUTI NG OVER THE MJSI O)
Yol anda, | did it!
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YOLANDA
Yes, | know, child. That is why I
cel ebrate. Come, dance with me.

Yol anda takes her by the arm and | eads her close to the nusic.
Drina starts to laugh, awkwardly trying to match the old woman’s
dance noves. The two raise their arns above their heads, noving to
the nusic and rejoicing out |oud.

DRI NA ( SHOUTI NG)
| saw the portal that cane for
her. It was beautiful.

Yol anda dances her way to the radio and turns the vol une down unti |
t he nmusi c hangs faint in the background. She sets the radio on the
ground and sits in the chair, with heavy | ungs.

YOLANDA
Congratul ations. | am so proud of
you, Drina. | knew you could do

it. You are now on your way to
becom ng the person you were born

to be.

DRI NA (STILL MOVI NG TO THE MJSI C)
| can’t believe it. | actually did
it. I think this mght be the life

for ne after all.

YOLANDA
Did Marcus pay you?

DRI NA ( EMBARRASSED)
Actually, | sort of traded ny
services for furniture. |Is that
al right.

YOLANDA
Hey, it is your business now. You
run it as you see fit. Just
remenber who you are and where you
cane from and you wll do
splendidly. There are many books
about our people inside. You
shoul d give them a read.
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DRI NA
I wll.

Yol anda pours wine into two gl asses, then hands one to Drina. She
stops dancing, gulps down the w ne, then hands the enpty glass
back to Yol anda.

DRI NA
It was so cool seeing Isabella’s
face when she was finally set
free.

YOLANDA
And what will you do next, ny
dear ? Yol anda pours her anot her
gl ass.

DRI NA
Well, I'"’mgoing to take sone tine.
Then | thought 1'd try to find
Jeerio and help her find her way.

YOLANDA
Good choice. That's a case |ong
overdue for you

DRI NA
Then I m ght conme back here and
try to help out our little
m schi evous one, Matthew.
(SMLING | think he' s nearby;
| " ve been having the feeling

agai n.

YOLANDA
Don't forget to take on sonme cases
that will also allow you to eat.

| eft you instructions about your
website by the bed, along with
sonme noney to get you started.

DRI NA

Vell, you re comng with ne,
aren’t you?
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YOLANDA
O course, dear. | will ride with
you for as long as | can.

DRI NA
You shoul d have seen ne. It felt
like I actually had a purpose, for
once.

YOLANDA
Now, fetch nme ny tanbourine. |
want to do sone real celebrating.
It’s setting on the table inside.

DRI NA ( LAUGHI NG)
Tanbouri ne, huh. Now we’re really
gunna party.

Yol anda rai ses the volune on the small radi o and resunes danci ng,
while Drina walks to the trailer. She opens the screen door and
steps up.

SCENE 91, CONT., |NTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED ROAD, JUST
BEFORE SUNUP

As Drina flips the switch to turn on the lights, the nusic nutes.

DRI NA
Yol anda?

Lyi ng peacefully on the snmall sofa, dressed in jean pants and a
bl ue bl ouse, is the old woman. Her eyes are closed, in a tranqui
sl eep. Drina gapes at the sight, bew | dered and confused. A bright
flash of white light, then fills the area outside the trailer, and
is followed by the sudden sound of rushing wind. Drina spins
around. As quickly as it canme, the light and wind are gone. She
| eans out the trailer.

SCENE 92, CONT., EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED RCAD, THE
| MAGE OF YOLANDA I N THE GREEN SORI, |'S NOT' THERE
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SCENE 93 CONT., | NTERI OR MOTOR HOMVE TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, JUST
BEFORE SUNUP

Drina, stunned, pulls herself back in and wal ks over to Yol anda’s
body that rest on the small sofa.

DRI NA
Yol anda?

The old woman has taken down from the clipboard all of her
newspaper clippings and achi evenents and i s now huggi ng them cl ose
to her chest. Drina sees that the old woman’s chest i s not noving.
She bends over and places two fingers on the old woman’ s neck,
searching for a pulse. After not finding one, Drina quickly stands

up.

DRI NA
Oh, Yolanda. Drina smles, as her
eyes wel |l up.

SCENE 94, AN EXTREMELY LONG DI SSOLVE TO, EXTERI OR MOTOR HOMVE
TRAI LER, CROOKED RQAD, LATE DAY:

It is a sight seldomseen in this area in this tine of the year
The sun is bright, the sky is clear, and there is no trace of w nd.
The awni ng has been rolled up against the trailer, the truck is in
place to be hitched, and the small canp has been policed up. A
white van is parked next to the truck with its side door open. A
robust man stands snoking and tal king to a short dark-ski nned man.
Anot her taller, thinner man stands in front of the trailer door,
wel di ng a patch. It | ooks as though the door opening to the trailer
has been cut four inches wider and is now being repaired. The
piercing blue flame fromthe welding torch throws out bright orange
sparks and | eaves an unattractive nolten scar along the seam of
the cut. Long faded red hoses stretch fromthe torch to a large
settling tank inside the van. The shorter man then steps over the
hoses and starts to walk around to the back of the trailer.

SCENE 95, CONT., EXTERI OR BACK OF MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, MARSH
AREA, LATE DAY

A mound of fresh soil is in the place where the hole use to be and
a sinplistic white cross marks the soil as a grave. Drina, dressed
in yet another red sun dress, bends down to place yellow
wi |l dflowers by the cross. She flicks her hair from her eyes to
| ook up at the marsh area. Looking |ike dancing fairies, scores of
dragon flies, spar with each other in flight. Drina watches them
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with gl ossed eyes, as their novenents lull her to drift off in
peacef ul thought.

THE SHORT MAN
M ss Chovex, we’'re just about
done.

Dri na breaks her stare to answer him

DRI NA
Okay, thanks. 1’1 be right there.

The man wal ks back to the front of the nobile hone. Drina stands
up, | ooking down at the grave.

SCENE 96, CONT., EXTERI OR MOTOR HOVE TRAI LER, CROOKED RQAD, LATE
DAY:

The short man speeds up his walk to get to his coworker.

THE SHORT MAN ( VWHI SPERI NG
You t hought the bitch was crazy
for cutting up her trailer, well,
check this shit out. She's putting
fl owers down where she buried her
pet. She | ooks all trastornado.

THE ROBUST MAN
Shut up, fool. She’'ll hear you.
M. CGorey hasn’'t paid us yet.

THE SHORT MAN
|"’mready to get the fuck out of
her e.

THE ROBUST MAN
After this, we'll have a week’s
worth of work fixing that bridge.
So, keep it down.

THE SHORT MAN
| f he sees how fucked up the
trailer |ooks, he won't let us
touch his bridge.

THE SHORT MAN ( LAUGHI NG)
| warned her how it would | ook.
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The shorter man starts to rub his upper arns for warnth. The | arger
man nudges the shorter man signaling that Drina is com ng. As she
wal ks cl oser, the welder flips up his mask and shuts off the torch.

THE WELDER ( THI NNER MAN)
Ckay, there ya go. We got rid of
all the shelves inside, cut off
the legs to the closet, secured it
in place, and wel ded up the hole.
This is as good as we can fix it.
| told you it would be nessy, but
it's strong.

DRI NA
No. | know. It |ooks great. Thank
you very nuch.

THE SHORT MAN ( STEPPI NG UP)
Can | ask you a question?

DRI NA
Sur e.

The two other nmen | ook nervous that he’'s going to enbarrass them

THE SHORT MAN
VWhat’'s that witing say?

The short man points to the words, painted in bold red witing,
near the roof of the trailer.

DRI NA
It’s an old Romany saying. It
says, bury nme standing. |’ve been

on ny knees all ny life.

VELDER ( THE THI NNER MAN)
| s there anything el se, you need
done?

DRI NA
Nope, that’s it. Thank you, boys.
Tell Marcus thank you for ne, too.

Drina wal ks over to the screen door, opens it, and then closes it,
testing that it still works. She then enters the trailer. The three
men start packing up the wel ding equi pnent into their van.
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THE SHORT MAN (UNDER HI S BREATH)
Hey, is Romany people from Rone?

THE ROBUST MAN
| don’t know. | guess.

VELDER ( THE THI NNER MAN)
Let’s save the talk for when we
get out of here.

THE SHORTER MAN
VWhat do you think was in that
cl oset ?

VWELDER ( THE THI NNER MAN)
| said shut up, dick

SCENE 97, | NTERI OR MOTOR HOME TRAI LER, CROCKED ROAD, EARLY DAY:

Drina | ocks the front door to the trailer and peeks out the w ndow,
wat ching the three clinb in the van and | eave. She turns to the
kitchen sink and runs the water. Cupping her hands, she spl ashes
water on her face and sighs. She wi pes her face with a ragged
towel, while |ooking out the window again to nake sure the van is
conpletely gone. Drina then walks the tiny hallway to the bedroom
and begins inspecting the nen’s work. All of the trailer’s shelves
and cl osets have been ripped out to make roomfor the arnoire from
the |i ght house. The arnoire’ s | egs have been cut off to accommodate
its height and |arge L-brackets have been used to permanently
fasten it to the wall of the trailer. Though it now sonehow seens
the perfect fit, it’s cunbersone size nmakes it | ook extrenely out
of place in the tiny trailer. The tiny bed has been noved over to
the left side wall, so that there is enough space in front of the
arnoire for soneone to stand. Drina stands in this space, admring
t he wooden cl oset, her well-earned trophy. She then opens a petite
jewelry box that rest on a small shelf by the head of the bed. She
pulls fromit, the gold skel eton key. She pivots back around and
puts the key into the lock of the armoire door, and then
nonchal antly turns it. The doors swi ng open and Robert bl ast out
of the arnoire, in solid form He grabs Drina by the throat and
forcefully begins choking her. Drina grabs his strangling hand,
struggling to breath.

ROBERT ( ENRAGED)

Tell nme where she is, witch, or
"1l kill you where you stand.
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DRI NA ( CHOKI NG BUT STARTI NG TO SM LE)
Let me go right now, or you’ll
never fucking see her again.

He drops his hand, letting go of her neck. Drina gasp for oxygen,
whi | e al nost | aughi ng. Robert |ooks baffled at his new confined
surroundi ngs.

Dri na col

ROBERT
VWere is this place? Were am1?

DRI NA (STILL GASPI NG BUT NOW LOOKNG STERN)
Listen to nme, very carefully. You
will do exactly what | say, when |
say it, or 1'll never show you
where she has gone. Do you
under stand nme?

ROBERT (WTH A CALMER TONE)
Tell me where she is.

ects herself and stands tall with her shoul ders back.

DRI NA
Shut up. You are going to serve
me, much |ike you made your wfe
serve you for so many years. |If

not, I'll lock you in that cl oset
for an eternity. Do you understand
me?

Robert’s expression of confusion turns to dismay, as he realizes
that he is powerless to the situation. Drina steps back from him

DRI NA
| sabel | a has crossed over. | can
hel p you cross over as well so you
can find her. But understand this,
there is no guarantee you wl|
find her once you cross over. Wth
how you lived your life, you may
find only darkness. So, | am
giving you the opportunity to
serve part of your penance, which
m ght i ncrease your chances of
crossing over to light.
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Robert drops his shoulders and bows his head in shame. Drina
reaches towards the small bed and pulls from under an afghan
bl anket a | eather harness with a snooth, brown peg-shaped phall us
attached. She holds the device in her fist, letting it dangle and
threaten him

DRI NA ( CONTI NUI NG
Al so, you should know, that | have
since fine-tuned ny craft. | can
control your form and how you
present yourself to ne. You cannot
hurt nme, Robert. But | can hurt
you. (SHORT PAUSE) Now, di srobe.

ROBERT
Pardon ne?

DRI NA ( RAI SI NG HER VO CE)
Take of f your fucking clothes. Al
of them

Robert, protesting with his eyes, obeys and takes off his |ong
sl eeve white shirt. He lets it fall to the floor.

DRI NA
Al of them

ROBERT
Yes, M ady.

He kicks off his shoes, takes off is stockings, then drops his
trousers and under shorts. He waits for Drina to respond to his
nudity, but she does not. She only stares at himblank faced. Wth
a defeated poise, he then steps out of his pants and kicks them
aside. A very attractive and very naked, nuscul ar man now st ands
before Dri na.

ROBERT
How | ong nust | serve you?

Drina steps close to himand firmy grabs him by his manhood. He
flinches back, responding as if he were alive. She holds on to it
with a firmgrip and then pulls it until he stands up straight
bef ore her.

DRI NA
For alifetine.
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Cut to Bl ack,

Si | ence,

Dar kness,

Credits,

The End.
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