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EXT./INT. MOUNTAIN ROAD/TOLER SEDAN - RAINY NIGHT

Lightning flashes through the hammering rain. A newer sedan

creeps through the downpour.

ELI TOLER (late 20’s) hunches over the steering wheel. He

squints through the windshield.

His wife, GLORIA (late 20’s), fidgets nervously in the

passenger seat. Their two young sons, JACOB (7) and ELI, JR.

(5), sleep peacefully in the back seat.

ELI

Honey, would you please stop

fidgeting?

She tries to sit still but fails.

GLORIA

I can’t help it. You know I hate

this road. Are you sure you’re not

going too fast?

He runs a hand through his sandy hair, a sure sign that he’s

irritated, as he glances at the speedometer.

25 mph.

ELI

Glory, if I go any slower both boys

will miss their high school

graduations.

Replacing his hand on the steering wheel he reaches over to

give her hand a squeeze.

She smiles sheepishly as she twirls her long blonde hair

nervously around a manicured finger.

When she looks over her shoulder at the sleeping boys the

smile becomes loving.

The boys lean on each other, their heads and shoulders

propping them up.

ELI

Shit!

He rips his hand away from hers to clutch the wheel.

Gloria turns back around to see another car sliding sideways

into their lane. She stiffens and bites her lip to stifle a

scream.
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Eli hits the brakes as he swerves to the left.

Their car veers too far.

Eli pulls it back but is in the wrong lane.

The other car straightens then swerves toward their

passenger side.

Gloria screams.

The boys, awakened by their mother’s scream, cry out.

Eli tries to bring the car around to take a rear fender hit

but it doesn’t respond on the wet pavement.

It goes into a sideways slide. The other car t-bones the

passenger side of the sedan slamming it into a clump of

trees.

Gloria’s scream is cut short.

SMASH CUT:

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Eli jerks awake, gasping and sweating.

TITLE OVER: THREE YEARS LATER

He gapes wide-eyed around the dark room.

A flash of lightning makes his blue eyes burn white as it

highlights the jagged scar that runs from his temple to his

jaw on the right side.

He shuts his eyes tight, gets control of his breathing then

slowly opens his eyes.

Throwing back the covers he leaps from the bed.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Eli straightens from rinsing his face.

He squints at his reflection in the mirror. Blood shot eyes

peer back at him as he reaches for a towel.

ELI

Get a hold of yourself, Toler.

He dries his face.
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Reflected in the mirror, in the hall behind him, a human

shape runs past the open door.

Towel over his face, Eli doesn’t see it.

He tosses the towel down.

Another glance at the mirror.

ELI

Next stop is a padded room.

He turns off the light.

INT. DEN - NIGHT

Eli drops into a chair at a desk cluttered with notebooks

and whiskey bottles, a laptop is nestled in the middle. It

faces a window that lights up briefly with a silent

lightning course.

The room is sparsely furnished, the walls adorned with

pictures of cemeteries and headstones as well as a cheap

wall clock. A punching bag hangs in one corner and a small

shelf under a window holds a number of boxing trophies.

He opens the laptop while reaching for a whiskey bottle then

stares at the photos that slideshow across the screen:

- He and Gloria toasting on their wedding day.

- Eli holding 2 YEAR OLD JACOB and NEWBORN ELI, JR.

- Eli and the boys wrestling in a pile of leaves.

- Gloria and the boys smiling atop a boulder.

- Gloria looking over her shoulder at the camera.

He takes a swig from the bottle without taking his eyes from

the screen.

As he lowers the bottle a shape flits by in the dark behind

him.

A scuffling sound then a child’s giggle fades down the hall.

Eli turns and looks into the dark room.

In the window over the desk the leering face of a woman

(EMMA) appears then fades as Eli turns back toward the desk.
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ELI

Losing my damn mind.

A phone rings somewhere in the clutter on the desk.

He makes a disgusted face then starts to dig through the

mess as the phone rings again.

ELI

Yeah, yeah.

He finds the phone and squints at the caller ID which is a

jumble of odd characters.

He hesitates then answers.

ELI

Hello?

Silence.

He frowns.

ELI

Hello?

CHILDREN’S VOICES (V.O.)

Help us, Eli.

His frown deepens as he sits up straighter.

ELI

Who is this? Why do you keep

calling me?

JACOB AND ELI, JR (V.O.)

Daddy?

Eli pales.

He tries to speak but can’t.

JACOB AND ELI, JR (V.O.)

Help us, Daddy.

The phone and the whiskey bottle slip from Eli’s hands. Both

clatter on the hardwood floor.

The bottle rolls away coming to a gentle stop against the

wall across the room, a trail of whiskey describing its

path.

Voices still come from the phone.
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JACOB AND ELI, JR (V.O.)

It’s almost time, Daddy.

Eli shakes his head.

ELI

Stop. Please.

He lunges for the phone, dropping to his knees.

CHILDREN’S VOICES (V.O.)

Help u...

He hits the "off" button cutting them short.

Taking a shuddering breath he gets to his feet, lets the

phone drop back to the floor and turns toward the hall.

INT. HALLWAY/BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Eli hesitates in the hallway just outside the partially open

bedroom door to scowl at it.

A pale blue glow emanates from within.

He steps cautiously forward and eases the door open all the

way.

Above the bed, five light blue orbs circle in a clockwise

direction.

When he enters they stop, pause, then turn counterclockwise.

Mesmerized, he reaches out to touch them.

His eyes appear to both absorb and reflect the blue glow at

the same time.

He touches one of the lights.

A spark runs down his hand as the orbs vanish.

He looks around, disoriented.

ELI

What the hell am I doing out of

bed?

He frowns at his fingers and rubs them together then shrugs

it off and crawls back into bed pulling the covers over his

head.
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FIVE YOUNG BOYS (EMMA’S SON and 4 others, aged around

5)stand around the bed. They gaze hopefully at him.

EXT. HISTORICAL SOCIETY - DAY

Eli, wearing a tank top and cargo pants, a canvas messenger

bag ever present on his shoulder, trudges wearily up stone

steps bisected by a metal handrail.

He keeps his eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses as he enters

an old two-story brick building. By the door is a sign

"MAPLEWOOD, PA; EST. 1789; HISTORICAL SOCIETY".

INT. FRONT DESK - CONTINUOUS

Eli crosses a dark wood floor tucking his sunglasses into

the front of his shirt as he approaches a counter that is

slightly more than waist high to his 6 foot frame.

He unshoulders his bag and sets it on the counter as he

leans over to get the attention of LOUISE - a plump older

woman who squints through reading glasses at a computer

screen.

She glances up, double takes then smiles.

LOUISE

Eli! How are you today?

Her slight accent hints at Massachusetts origins.

ELI

Good, Louise. Yourself?

LOUISE

Aggravated with this new program.

Disgusted she gets to her feet with a piece of paper and

approaches the counter. She notices his bloodshot eyes and

scowls.

She studies him with a look reminiscent of a scolding

mother.

LOUISE

You don’t look like you’re in much

shape for work.

He ignores her comment.
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ELI

Are those the directions to the

cemetery?

He takes the paper and looks it over then tucks it into his

bag.

He notices the look she’s giving him.

ELI

I don’t want to hear it.

She looks over her glasses at him.

LOUISE

You’re not just hung over. What’s

bothering you?

He hesitates.

Looks at her to see the concern in her eyes and gives.

ELI

They called again last night.

LOUISE

The voices?

He nods.

LOUISE

Spirits aren’t anything new for

you. What’s different this time?

ELI

This time it was my boys.

She’s stunned.

LOUISE

Did they say what they wanted?

ELI

My help. But I don’t know what

they’d need help with, or why they

would want it from me. I’m the

reason they’re dead.

LOUISE

Eli, don’t.

They stare at each other.



8.

ELI

I have a cemetery to restore.

He turns to leave, shouldering his bag.

LOUISE

Renee called.

He stops then turns halfway to shoot her an annoyed look.

ELI

And what, after 17 years of

pretending I don’t exist, could my

dear mother possibly want?

LOUISE

Your father’s dying.

Eli lets this sink in then slowly nods.

ELI

I’ll send him a thank you note.

He turns and leaves.

Her shoulders sag as she watches him go.

EXT./INT. DIRT ROAD/ELI’S TRUCK - DAY

A beat up old truck bounces down a dirt road.

Eli, eyes safe behind sunglasses, glances at the paper on

the seat with a frown.

He stops at a T in the road and looks at the paper again,

growls then does a u-turn.

Now creeping along the road, he squints to the right

then slams on the brakes.

He peers at a small opening in the trees. Fresh tire tracks

cut into high weeds.

ELI

You’ve got to be kidding me.

He eases the truck into the opening.
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EXT. OVERGROWN ROAD - DAY

What once was a small road is now an overgrown path just

wide enough for a vehicle. Low hanging branches scrape and

screech along the top and sides of the truck.

INT. ELI’S TRUCK - SAME TIME

Eli carefully maneuvers the truck between the trees, wincing

at the pain the screeching branches add to his already

pounding head.

One jarring bump sends his messenger bag to the floor though

he manages to catch the camera bag beside him.

ELI

Shit.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Eli’s truck breaks from the trees to enter an overgrown

clearing.

It pulls up beside an even older truck, a well-loved beast

from the 1950’s, and stops.

INT. ELI’S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

Eli peers through the windshield as he removes the camera

from its bag and drapes the strap around his neck.

He leans over to retrieve his bag from the floor.

A decomposing EMMA glares in the driver’s side window at

him.

She’s gone when he sits up with a wince and opens the door.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - CONTINUOUS

Eli steps out of his truck adjusting his bag on his shoulder

then taking a few pictures of a large patch of overgrown

weeds surrounding an old oak tree.

A tall, crumbling obelisk headstone pokes up out of the

weeds. A field stone wall with remnants of a gate attached

at a gap disappears into the weeds down either side.

He stops just shy of the opening in the wall to gaze around.
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It’s completely quiet.

ELI

Mr. Fenton?

Emma appears behind him, still glaring.

He turns suddenly, putting a hand to the back of his neck.

He frowns as he looks around.

No one’s there.

Eli shakes his head and returns his attention to the

cemetery as the insects and wildlife stir to life.

An old man in a straw hat and bibbed overalls steps out of

the weeds. Short and stout, MR. FENTON has an easy smile to

go with the twinkle in his eye.

He offers a friendly wave followed by a handshake as he

nears.

MR. FENTON

Mr. Toler, I presume?

Eli nods as he slides his sunglasses up, cringing when the

sunlight hits his eyes.

Mr. Fenton notices but doesn’t comment.

ELI

Mr. Fenton, I hope?

Mr. Fenton laughs lightly.

Eli nods toward the cemetery.

ELI

You just discovered this?

Mr. Fenton nods as he turns to face the grounds and Eli

takes more pictures.

MR. FENTON

Yes, sir. Last week. Property’s

been in my family more’n a hundred

years. Curious how I never found it

in my boyhood roamin’.

ELI

They weren’t ready to be found

until now.
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Mr. Fenton gives him an approving smile.

Eli doesn’t notice.

MR. FENTON

I reckon that’s so.

They step into the cemetery.

Eli notices pieces of an iron gate littered on the ground.

He takes a photo then kneels to gently work them loose from

the tangled weeds.

He pieces them together forming an arc and a bracket.

He photos this then looks around noticing more headstones

visible from this angle.

MR. FENTON

Louise out at the historical

society couldn’t dig up anythin’ on

it.

He gives Eli a mischievous grin.

MR. FENTON

No pun intended. She recommends you

for this sorta thing.

Eli laughs.

Mr. Fenton throws him a mildly confused look.

MR. FENTON

You disagree?

ELI

No. It’s just that she pretty much

raised me and I could be a holy

terror to her at times. I’m

surprised she still talks to me,

much less recommends me to people.

Mr. Fenton laughs.

MR. FENTON

Well, she knows boys will be boys.

ELI

Lucky for me.

He messes with his camera as it acts up.
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ELI

I’m glad she did, though. These old

forgotten cemeteries are my

favorite ones.

He continues to argue with the camera as Mr. Fenton eyes him

curiously then steps a few paces ahead.

The camera starts to work and Eli continues to take photos.

MR. FENTON

How’s a young fella like yourself

get into this sort of thing? This

cemetery restorin’.

ELI

I started out as an anthropology

major. We had a guest lecturer one

day who discussed burial practices,

death rituals and cemetery

preservation.

He shrugs.

ELI

I’d spent most of my childhood

wandering around cemeteries but

never thought of restoring them. It

sounded like fun.

Mr. Fenton nods thoughtfully.

MR. FENTON

Ever experience anythin’

otherworldly?

Eli lowers his camera to look Mr. Fenton in the eye.

ELI

I’ve had my hair pulled, my clothes

tugged on, my equipment messed

with. Caught several things on film

and even had them follow me home a

few times.

He shrugs it off.

ELI

Comes with the territory.

Mr. Fenton nods then changes the subject as he settles down

to sit on the wall.
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MR. FENTON

I’ll trust your judgement on what

needs doin’ here.

He watches as Eli photographs his way around the cemetery.

Soon he’s lost to view in the weeds.

Eli stops at the back wall to dig a notebook and pencil from

his bag.

He glances toward the clearing behind the cemetery then does

a double take.

Down a small slope and across a short expanse is a circle of

pine trees. Inside the small grove are four stones.

ELI

What the hell?

EXT. PINE GROVE - DAY

Deep shadow and a heavy silence surround four tablet-style

headstones. Dirty and tilted they form a rough circle within

the trees.

The ground is carpeted with dead pine needles that muffle

Eli’s steps as he enters the grove. He tucks the notebook

and pencil back into the bag.

Eli photographs the circle then kneels in the center turning

to photograph each stone individually.

He squints to see the inscription on one then runs practiced

fingers on its face.

ELI

Come on, talk to me.

He glances up.

A YOUNG BOY, skin gray and tight, eyes empty sockets, stares

at him from behind the stone.

Eli turns in a small circle.

Behind each stone is another YOUNG BOY with the same dead

skin and eyes wearing rotting burial shrouds.

They’re the boys from his bedroom.
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ELI

Shit.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Mr. Fenton gets to his feet as Eli hurries toward him

through the thick overgrowth.

MR. FENTON

All done surveyin’?

ELI

(distracted)

Yeah. Did you notice those other

stones?

Mr. Fenton smiles with a light laugh.

MR. FENTON

I was gonna mention them if you

didn’t. Peculiar, ain’t it? Don’t

know if them were folks not allowed

in sacred ground or what.

ELI

Did you see anything else back

there?

Mr. Fenton frowns as he eyes Eli with concern.

MR. FENTON

Just the stones. You alright, son?

Eli studies Mr. Fenton then shakes his head.

He glances back over the cemetery before returning his

attention to Mr. Fenton.

He’s still confused but tries to shrug it off.

ELI

I’ll go over my notes and pictures

and give you a call when I’m ready

to start.

MR. FENTON

No need to call. Just come out when

you’re up to it. Whatever you end

up cuttin’ out of there you can

just toss over the east and west

walls.

Eli turns a sharp scowl on the cemetery.
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He shoves some weeds aside, locates a stone then checks the

position of the sun, wishing he hadn’t.

ELI

How could I have missed that?

MR. FENTON

There a problem, Mr. Toler?

ELI

It’s not possible.

MR. FENTON

Sir?

Eli glances at Mr. Fenton then back to the cemetery.

ELI

It’s oriented north-south. The only

known cemetery in this country that

doesn’t face east-west is in

Louisiana.

MR. FENTON

I guess now there’s two of ’em.

Mr. Fenton gazes nonchalantly around as Eli scrutinizes it

anew.

MR. FENTON

Well, I reckon that’s about it for

today.

He tips his hat.

MR. FENTON

Pleasure meetin’ you, sir.

ELI

You, too.

Mr. Fenton turns and heads toward his truck.

Eli starts to follow pulling his sunglasses back over his

eyes.

GLORIA (V.O.)

(whispers)

Eli.

He spins toward the cemetery, scowling and lowering his

sunglasses without flinching.
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ELI

Gloria?

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - DEN - LATER THAT DAY

A freshly showered Eli sits at his computer.

He skims over the day’s photos, notebook open in front of

him. An unopened bottle of whiskey and a clean glass set by

the laptop.

He frowns at a photo of the circle of stones and zooms it

in.

There’s an odd mist in the very center of the four stones.

He blows it up more.

In the mist is the distinct outline of Emma’s Son. He stares

at the camera with pleading eyes.

ELI

Son of a bitch.

He reaches for the bottle, twists the cap and moves it

toward the glass before changing his mind and swigging from

the bottle.

He glances over at a picture of Gloria.

ELI

Shit’s getting real, baby.

INT. HISTORICAL SOCIETY - FRONT DESK - MORNING

Louise is on the phone when Eli drags in. He leans on the

counter to wait until she’s done.

She glances up at him then looks away.

LOUISE

Yes, I told him.

(pause)

He just walked in actually.

Eli frowns.

She gets to her feet and offers him the phone.

He reaches for it, confused.



17.

ELI

Who is it?

LOUISE

Your mom.

ELI

You’re the only mom I ever had.

She glares at him and forces the phone into his hand.

LOUISE

She can hear you.

ELI

I don’t care.

He puts the phone to his ear with a scowl.

ELI

What?

INTERCUT:

INT. RENEE’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - SAME TIME

RENEE, a petite woman with cropped white hair and blue eyes,

sits in a tidy kitchen. She is dressed in a loose velvet

dress. Large rings manage to not look garish on her thin

fingers.

She laughs at his gruffness.

RENEE

Is that any way to greet your

mother?

He rolls his eyes.

ELI

When it’s you, yes.

LOUISE

Elias!

ELI

Don’t call me that.

He glares at her.

She makes a face at him.
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RENEE

You sound so grown up.

ELI

That tends to happen when you

abandon a 13 year old then wait

until he’s 30 to call.

Renee smiles sadly.

RENEE

I had to leave Maplewood. There

were too many memories. You could

have come to Salem with me.

ELI

I prefer to be ignored from a

distance. What do you want?

Renee collects her thoughts.

RENEE

Louise told you about Joshua?

ELI

Yes.

She waits for more but he doesn’t offer it.

RENEE

He has cancer. He only has a few

months left.

ELI

That’s more than he deserves.

RENEE

Eli, I know you don’t really care

for your father...

ELI

That’s an understatement.

RENEE

...but I was thinking I would come

visit and we could go see him.

Together.

Eli snorts.

ELI

Like hell!
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Louise reaches over and smacks him upside the head. He ducks

away and gives her a dirty look as he rubs his head.

RENEE

There are things you need to know.

ELI

I pretty much got everything I

needed from him when he killed me.

Goodbye, Renee.

He hands the phone to Louise and goes into the reading room.

She watches him then puts the phone to her ear.

LOUISE

I told you.

INT. READING ROOM - DAY

Eli is in a room filled with aisles of books and a long

table. He’s slouched in a chair at the table staring

morosely at nothing.

He avoids Louise’s motherly gaze as she sits across from

him.

LOUISE

Eli.

He shifts haunted eyes to look at her.

LOUISE

Do you want to talk about it?

He shakes his head and looks down.

LOUISE

I’ve known you longer than you can

remember. I can tell when

something’s wrong.

He considers, sighs then looks at her.

ELI

I’m scared.

She frowns.

LOUISE

Of what?
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He starts to speak, changes his mind and shakes his head as

he sits up straighter.

LOUISE

Is it the boys?

He nods.

ELI

And I heard Gloria yesterday. In

the cemetery. Right after I saw

these other boys.

She’s confused but lets him talk.

ELI

I feel like they’re always just out

of sight. Not just Glory, or our

boys, but so many more. It’s like

they’re screaming at me but I can’t

hear them.

She nods, thoughtful.

LOUISE

You used to be very perceptive. But

you started blocking things out

after Joshua drowned you. Maybe

you’re letting the walls down.

He laughs.

ELI

Or maybe I’m just going crazy.

LOUISE

That’s certainly a possibility.

You’ve always been a touch off.

He pretends to glare.

ELI

Thank you.

She smiles.

LOUISE

You’re welcome.

She pats his arm, gets to her feet and leaves the room.

He stares at the two gold bands he wears - his on his ring

finger and Gloria’s on his pinkie - that he absently twists.



21.

EXT. ELI’S APARTMENT - DAY

INT. DEN - DAY

Eli, wearing gym shorts and a lot of sweat, tries to kill

the punching bag.

He looks up with a frown when the front door opens then

returns to the punching bag when Louise enters the room. She

sets her purse down then watches him for a moment.

LOUISE

I had a feeling I’d find you here.

Eli throws a few more solid punches then looks at her.

ELI

Why?

LOUISE

You looked like you needed to hit

something.

Eli frowns.

ELI

Am I that obvious?

She shrugs.

LOUISE

To me, yes.

Eli does a few half-hearted hits then shakes his head and

steps back to look at her.

ELI

So. Why are you here?

LOUISE

Because I want you to talk to me,

not Jim Beam.

He shakes his head as he avoids her gaze.

ELI

I don’t drink before I go into a

cemetery. It’s too dangerous. You

know that.

She raises a brow.
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LOUISE

Increased risk of falling?

ELI

Increased risk of seeing things

that I’m not sure are there.

She nods knowingly as she eyes him and he still avoids her

gaze.

LOUISE

Eli.

He finally looks at her.

LOUISE

What’s the matter?

Eli shrugs, unsure.

ELI

I don’t know.

LOUISE

I don’t believe that.

He sags with a heavy sigh as he gives in.

ELI

Joshua.

LOUISE

I expected you to be happy about

his death.

ELI

I should be.

She studies him, nods, then goes to the kitchen. After a

slight hesitation he follows her.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Eli enters right behind Louise. He follows her into a neat

room with cabinets and major appliances along one wall.

These are separated from a small table by a center island

that holds the sink and counter space.

Louise points to a stool by the island as she goes to the

fridge. He sits and begins untaping his hands.
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ELI

What are you doing?

LOUISE

Assuming you haven’t eaten.

He ducks his head in confession as she turns to set sandwich

fixings by the sink. She holds up an empty mayo jar.

LOUISE

Do you have more mayo?

He sits up and starts to protest when she turns to the tall

cabinet by the fridge.

ELI

It’s not...

She opens it to reveal numerous bottles of whiskey. He sags

in embarrassment.

ELI

...in there.

She looks over her shoulder at him not needing to say a word

then shuts the cabinet and turns to start on his sandwich.

He keeps picking at the tape, casting her ashamed glances

which she pretends to ignore.

LOUISE

Why is Joshua under your skin now?

He stares at his hands.

ELI

This is going to sound stupid.

Possibly petty. Definitely

immature.

LOUISE

That’s a given. Quit stalling.

He makes a face at her then continues.

ELI

I don’t think it’s fair that even

though he’s been locked up, that he

should get to die like that. An

easy, normal death.

Louise stops what she’s doing to give him a look.
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LOUISE

Easy? Have you ever seen what

cancer does to a person?

Eli shakes his head.

LOUISE

There’s nothing easy about it.

Those that go quick have it easy.

ELI

Those that go young are cheated.

Last month I reset a stone for a

little girl who died from a

lightning strike.

She cringes and shakes her head.

LOUISE

Recently?

ELI

No, no. This was like 130 years

ago. How is it fair that this

innocent child, this little girl,

only gets 6 years to live while

that asshole is still alive?

She gives him a look but refrains from smacking him.

LOUISE

You’re being morbid.

ELI

I hang out in cemeteries. I’m

always morbid.

LOUISE

Why is this coming to the surface

now? Joshua’s been locked up for

almost 30 years.

Her gaze softens.

LOUISE

Is it because of your boys?

He shrugs.

ELI

Maybe. I don’t know.

Louise looks at him.
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LOUISE

I think you’re finally really

facing the fact that life isn’t

fair. You’ve always known it, but

now it’s real.

She puts the sandwich in front of him.

LOUISE

Eat that.

He picks it up as she starts cleaning up.

ELI

You’re not having one?

She gives him a pointed look.

LOUISE

I ATE breakfast.

He looks down and picks at the sandwich, casting her looks.

ELI

What aren’t you telling me?

She hesitates a beat too long.

LOUISE

Nothing you need to know right now.

He opens his mouth to respond but is cut off by a loud crash

in the den.

They frown at each other then head for the door.

INT. DEN - CONTINUOUS

Eli enters ahead of Louise. He scans the room. Nothing is

amiss.

ELI

You heard that, right?

LOUISE

I heard something.

A child’s cry fills the air.

Eli turns as he scowls around the room. Louise frowns at

him.
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ELI

Do you hear that?

She shakes her head.

LOUISE

What is it?

Before he can answer the front door opens then slams shut.

They gape at it.

She looks at him in fearful wonder.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Eli sits against the lowered tailgate of his truck, his bag

and camera are beside him. Behind him the truck bed holds a

variety of landscaping tools - machete, hatchet, rake and a

chainsaw - as well as a small tool bag, lunchbox and case of

water.

He gazes over the weed choked lot, writes a few notes in a

notebook then tucks it in his bag.

He stands, pulls work gloves from a back pocket and slips

them on as he turns to the truck.

Eli grabs a pair of scissors from the tool bag, tucks them

in a pocket of his cargoes then reaches for the machete and

rake.

As he leans into the bed, Emma appears right beside him. She

reaches for him then vanishes as he turns to the cemetery.

He leans the rake against the stone wall then sets his bag,

camera and scissors on the wall.

Hefting the machete, he stretches his arms then grabs a

handful of weeds and begins cutting them out careful to

leave clumps of weeds around the headstones.

As he makes his way along the front row a snake pops its

head out by his hand.

He jumps back, machete raised, and watches it slither away.

He shivers.

ELI

Damn things.

He returns to cutting the weeds.
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EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Finished with the first row, Eli looks back at his work.

Only one stone remains standing. The rest are either fallen

or gone.

In the second row he grabs another clump of weeds.

Movement catches his eye and draws his attention. He looks

around not noticing the black widow that crawls out of the

weeds and up his glove.

Seeing nothing, he looks back down and freezes.

The spider is now crawling up his arm.

ELI

Shit, shit, shit.

He slowly lowers the machete to the ground then flicks the

spider away.

He lets out a breath then looks around.

ELI

Is someone trying to tell me

something?

A stiff wind rips through the cemetery.

A large branch snaps off the oak tree narrowly missing him

as it crashes down. He jumps back and lands on his ass.

With an angry scowl he gets to his feet.

He picks up the machete and grabs a clump of weeds.

Emma glares from the overgrowth by the obelisk.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - LATE AFTERNOON

Eli, sweaty and dirty, is on his knees using the scissors to

cut the last of the weeds from around a headstone. His

camera, notebook and pen are on the ground beside him.

The worst of the weeds are gone. Only small clumps still

stand around the headstones he’s not gotten to.

His back is to Emma’s Son who watches him from the gap in

the wall.
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The boy’s face is gaunt with slight decomposition. His eyes

are black, his clothing tattered 1770’s rags.

He turns to look toward Eli’s truck then disappears.

MR. FENTON (O.S.)

Ya know they say too much work’ll

kill a fella.

Eli jumps slightly and turns to look up.

Mr. Fenton grins. He stands outside the wall with a brown

paper bag tucked under one arm.

MR. FENTON

Didn’t mean to scare ya to death.

He looks around with a playful smirk.

MR. FENTON

Though I guess we could just dig a

hole and roll ya in.

Eli laughs sheepishly as he gets to his feet.

ELI

I didn’t even hear you pull up.

He approaches the wall.

MR. FENTON

You was so intent on what you was

doin’ there.

He frowns at the scissors Eli sets on the wall.

MR. FENTON

You’re not cuttin’ all that out

with scissors are ya?

Eli laughs as he removes his gloves.

ELI

I’m not that crazy yet. Just

trimming around the stones. I cut

most of it out with a machete but I

don’t like to get too close to the

headstones with it. Too high a risk

of hitting the stones and causing

further damage.
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MR. FENTON

Makes sense I reckon.

He looks around admiringly.

MR. FENTON

This is startin’ to look like a

proper restin’ place.

ELI

I’ve got a long way to go with it.

He points to the tree.

ELI

I’m going to have to remove some of

the lower branches from that.

MR. FENTON

Just be careful. I don’t care to

pull up here someday an’ find you

howlin’ over a busted leg. Or

worse.

ELI

I can guarantee that is not

included in my plans.

MR. FENTON

Good to hear it.

He takes the bag from under his arm and pulls out a 6-pack

of beer.

MR. FENTON

Join me in some supper?

Eli smiles.

ELI

Sounds good.

EXT. ELI’S TRUCK - DAY

Eli hops up on the open tailgate of his truck as Mr. Fenton

leans on the bed and offers him a beer. He accepts with a

thanks and sits on the side of the bed as he twists off the

cap and flicks it toward the front of the bed.

Mr. Fenton takes a bottle from the carrier but never opens

it.
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MR. FENTON

What’s Mrs. Toler think about what

you do?

Eli looks down at his rings.

ELI

She use to tease me about it. Now

that she’s one of them...

(shrugs)

...I don’t know.

Mr. Fenton’s face falls.

MR. FENTON

Ah geez, son. I’m right sorry.

He fusses with his bottle.

MR. FENTON

Lost my own missus. It’s right hard

on a fella.

Eli sips his beer in silence as Mr. Fenton studies him.

MR. FENTON

How long’s it been?

Eli hesitates but decides to answer.

ELI

Three years. A car accident.

He absently traces the scar.

MR. FENTON

Little ones?

Eli nods as he picks at the label on his bottle.

ELI

Two boys. They’re with her.

Mr. Fenton winces.

MR. FENTON

Sorry to hear it.

Eli eyes him.

ELI

What about your missus?

Mr. Fenton sighs.
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MR. FENTON

Married 42 years. Then the good

Lord decided to test us by givin’

her cancer.

(pause)

We both lost.

Eli glances uncomfortably around. He fidgets as he casts

questioning looks at Mr. Fenton.

MR. FENTON

Go ahead an’ ask me son.

ELI

Ask you what?

Mr. Fenton gives a fatherly smile.

MR. FENTON

Whatever it is that’s eatin’ at ya.

Eli hesitates, takes in the smile and gives.

ELI

Does it ever go away?

MR. FENTON

You mean the ghosts?

Eli gapes at him.

MR. FENTON

Smellin’ their favorite perfume.

Catchin’ a glimpse of ’em outta the

corner of your eye only to look an’

they ain’t there.

Eli nods.

ELI

Yeah.

He nervously clears his throat.

ELI

The ghosts.

Mr. Fenton shifts to look over the woods away from the

cemetery then turns a sad gaze to Eli.

MR. FENTON

I hope not.

He sighs.
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MR. FENTON

But, at the same time, we can’t

cling too tightly. Ain’t fair to

them.

Eli frowns.

ELI

What do you mean?

MR. FENTON

There’s some say that if we hold on

too tightly they get trapped. Can’t

move on to...

He waves his fingers in the air.

MR. FENTON

...whatever there is to move on to.

We always hurt the ones we love the

most. Sometimes even after they’re

gone.

He gives Eli a pointed look.

MR. FENTON

We trap them and lose ourselves.

A heavy silence falls.

Mr. Fenton studies Eli who does his best to avoid the steady

gaze before taking a drink and finally looking at Mr.

Fenton.

ELI

What’s your interest in the

cemetery? Other than it happens to

be on your land.

Mr. Fenton considers his answer.

MR. FENTON

You said yourself they’re found

when they’re ready for it. I’m just

curious as to what kept them here.

What the rest of their story is.

Eli’s confused.

ELI

They’re dead. There isn’t any more

to their story.

Mr. Fenton smiles.
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MR. FENTON

You don’t believe that. I can see

it in your eyes.

Eli looks away.

MR. FENTON

Look at me, son.

Eli looks at him.

MR. FENTON

You can see ’em and you can hear

’em. If they’re tryin’ to talk to

you there’s a reason for it. You

need to listen.

EXT. ELI’S APARTMENT - EVENING

INT. DEN/HALL - EVENING

Eli is at the punching bag again. Sweat pours from him as he

dances back, rolls his shoulders and glances at the clock.

It’s moving backwards.

He scowls at it.

ELI

What the hell?

There’s a knock at the door.

He shifts his scowl to the door than back to the clock

before going to the door to open it.

He looks out into the hall, checks both directions, but no

one is there. He shakes his head, steps back inside and

shuts the door.

A thump sounds in the room behind him.

He tenses slightly then slowly turns.

It takes him a moment to spot the heavy curtain that billows

in on a breeze.

The fabric tips a boxing trophy up slightly. As it recedes

the trophy makes a soft thump when it settles.

Eli rolls his eyes and laughs at himself as he crosses the

room.



34.

Pushing the curtain open he frowns at the closed window.

He tries to push it up but it’s locked.

ELI

What the fuck?

He glances out the window.

Three figures - one adult and two kids - stand in the middle

of the street.

Gloria raises her head to stare up at him with death glazed

eyes.

ELI

Glory?

He shouts her name as he fumbles the window lock which is

stuck fast. Giving up he smacks the window, turns and runs

from the apartment.

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Eli runs from the building toward the figures in the street.

The Boys fade away while Gloria eyes him.

He stops a few feet from her, the Boys are gone.

ELI

Gloria?

She cocks her head, no expression on her face. He takes

another hesitant step toward her.

ELI

What’s going on?

She doesn’t move.

He reaches for her.

A truck horn blares.

Eli jumps back out of the way as a quarry truck blasts by

"hitting" Gloria.

He stumbles back to stare at the empty spot in stunned

confusion.
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INT. ELI’S APARTMENT -BATHROOM - NIGHT

Steam fills the room blurring the mirror as Eli scrubs away

the day’s work.

The shower shuts off then the door opens and Eli steps out.

Wrapping a towel around his waist he glances at the mirror.

He freezes.

In the condensation on the mirror are two words written in a

childish hand: HELP US

He squeezes his eyes shut then slowly opens them.

The mirror is clear.

Behind him, in the reflection, are the 5 boys from the

cemetery.

He eyes their reflection warily.

BOYS

Help us.

ELI

What do you need?

EMMA’S SON

Let go.

Eli frowns and starts to turn.

ELI

Wha...

The mirror explodes as Emma streaks out. She knocks Eli back

against the tub as the boys vanish.

He cries out in pain and fear as she straddles him and grabs

his face.

His terrified eyes look up into a face in twisted in anger

framed by waist length, matted blonde hair.

ELI

Who are you?

EMMA

They’re mine.
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ELI

Who?

She sneers then presses her mouth to his. He tries to push

her away and bucks against her, gagging as he struggles to

get her off.

She raises up with a smile as a maggot drops from her mouth

and onto his face.

EMMA

All who are trapped.

She vanishes.

He rolls over, a black tarry substance drips from his mouth.

He inhales deeply, gags and coughs up a mouthful of maggots.

He crawls to the toilet and vomits.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Eli, dressed only in sweats, drops to his stomach across a

double bed. He buries his face in his hands.

ELI

What the fuck is happening?

He raises his head to look at the alarm clock.

9:37

He squeezes his eyes shut.

INT. TOLER CAR - RAINY NIGHT

Eli opens his eyes.

Blood runs down the side of his face from a huge gash.

The only sound is rain pelting the car roof.

He blinks at the dash clock.

9:37

He twists painfully in his seat to look over his shoulder.

Jacob and Eli, Jr. stare at him with dead eyes in ruined

faces.

With a cry of emotional pain and horror he turns back

around.
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Gloria makes a rasping sound. He reaches for her, finds her

hand and gives it a gentle squeeze.

ELI

It’s going to be okay.

A racking, shuddering gasp tears through her body as she

clutches his hand.

ELI

Gloria?

She goes limp.

ELI

Don’t leave me.

Jacob and Eli, Jr. lean over the back of the seat, blood and

tissue drip onto Eli.

JACOB

Help us, Daddy.

Eli’s horrified as their dead hands grab at him.

ELI

What do you need?

ELI, JR.

Let go.

JACOB AND ELI, JR.

It’s almost time.

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MORNING

Eli is jerked awake by his alarm clock.

He gapes at it - it flashes 9:37.

He throws it against the wall.

INT. DEN - DAY

Eli is hammering the punching bag barefisted. He’s worked

himself into a rage as sweat pours from his body and tears

flow from his eyes.

He drops to his knees then to his side as he curls into the

fetal position.
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INT. HISTORICAL SOCIETY - FRONT DESK - DAY

Louise stands at the front counter sorting pamphlets.

She peers over her glasses as a battered hand slaps a piece

of paper down.

LOUISE

Yes?

Eli, looking haggard and disheveled, grins at her.

ELI

Partial burial list. I printed it

up for you because I know how much

you love my handwriting.

She snorts out a laugh.

LOUISE

Is that what you call that chicken

scratch?

She eyes his rundown appearance, red eyes and redder

knuckles.

LOUISE

Are you okay?

He shrugs and looks at a pamphlet as she picks up the list.

ELI

Just bad dreams.

She eyes him warily then looks at the list.

He watches her over the pamphlet.

She frowns.

LOUISE

These are all men.

She gives him a scolding look.

LOUISE

If this is some kind of joke I will

call your mother.

Eli drops the pamphlet and holds his hands up defensively.
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ELI

Whoa! Easy on the threats. I

thought it was crazy, too, but

that’s what I have so far.

She scowls then looks over the list again.

ELI

There isn’t much about this one

that makes sense. It doesn’t even

face the right direction.

She’s surprised.

LOUISE

It’s north-south?

It’s Eli’s turn to be surprised.

ELI

You know about that?

She indicates the crammed shelves.

LOUISE

I do read you know.

She looks at the list again.

LOUISE

That one’s familiar.

She puts the list down and disappears into the reading room.

He turns the paper to look at it.

She returns with a book that she’s already thumbing through.

She turns it toward Eli and points at an entry.

ELI

What’s this?

LOUISE

A collection of local historical

biographies and early documents.

ELI

(reads aloud)

Emmanuel Jones, born in New London,

Connecticut. Little is known of Mr.

Jones before his appearance in

Maplewood in 1782. It is not known

exactly when Mr. Jones went to the
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ELI
Lord, or where his final resting

place may be.

Eli frowns.

ELI

What the hell does this have to do

with anything?

She smacks him.

ELI

Ow!

She ignores the dirty look he gives her as she turns the

book back to her and picks up the burial list.

LOUISE

Something about this isn’t sitting

right.

She looks up at him.

LOUISE

Why don’t you stop standing there

wasting oxygen and get me the rest

of the list?

He rolls his eyes with a sigh.

ELI

Yes, ma’am.

He adjusts his bag as he turns to go.

She watches him with a slight smile.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Eli stands in the gap in the wall looking over the site. In

one hand he holds a rubber-tipped dowel and a crowbar - also

rubber-tipped - in the other a plastic trowel. A soft

bristled whisk broom is in his back pocket. His camera bag

is strapped across his chest.

He gazes around with a heavy sigh then enters the cemetery.

In the first row he stops by an empty base, tosses the

crowbar down and pokes around in the dirt with the dowel.

When it comes to a short stop he pokes around the area a

little more before kneeling and gently scraping the ground

with the edge of the trowel.
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He soon has a headstone outlined and trades the trowel for

the broom. He quickly exposes the full face of the stone

then gets to his feet.

Removing his camera from the bag he takes a picture then

returns the camera to its bag, slips it from his chest and

sets it down.

Eli picks up the crowbar, carefully works the rubber tip

under the stone and pries it up. With a practiced turn of

his wrist, he lifts the stone from the hole and moves it a

few inches over so it rests part way out of the hole.

Trading the crowbar for the whisk this time he removes the

rest of the dirt.

He frowns at it.

ELI

Another male.

He looks around, confused.

With a sigh and a head shake he gets to his feet.

He picks up the dowel and moves to the next empty base.

On the stone he’s just dug up the name HOWARD glows then

fades to HELEN.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - AFTERNOON

Some headstones are held up by ropes and clamped wooden

braces, others are still in pieces on the ground.

Eli kneels in front of a stone that stands near the back

wall, notebook on his thigh as he scrutinizes the faded

inscription.

He shakes his head in frustration as he gets to his feet.

On the other side of the wall a deer raises its head.

ELI

Jesus!

He jumps back as the deer rears back with a snort, spins on

its hind legs and runs away.

Eli bends over, hands on his knees as he watches the deer

disappear into the woods. He shakes his head and laughs at

himself.
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Turns as he straightens.

He’s surrounded by Emma’s Son and the Four Boys from the

grove.

ELI

Uh...hello.

They part in front of him. Emma’s Son takes his hand and

leads him to the obelisk. The rest follow.

At the base of the stone the boy releases Eli’s hand and

points to a badly faded inscription toward the top of the

stone.

Eli squints up at it but can’t see it enough to read it.

ELI

I can’t...

He looks down.

He’s alone.

Returning his attention to the stone he tries to make out

what it says. Standing on tiptoe he runs his fingers lightly

on the engraving.

ELI

A matter of...no...A mother’s love

knows no bounds.

EXT. MAPLEWOOD CEMETERY - AFTERNOON

A large cemetery on a rolling hill. The top portion is older

stones while those below a line of fir trees are newer.

In a plot fenced off with tarnished green railing and a

metal arch Eli kneels in front of a single stone.

The black granite bears the name TOLER across the top.

Beneath this are the names and dates of his family.

Eli takes a long pull from a whiskey bottle then tries to

focus alcohol glazed eyes on the stone.

His shaking hand reaches out to trace Gloria’s name.

Arms close around his shoulders as Gloria kneels behind him.

He raises the bottle for another drink but she lowers his

arm.
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GLORIA

Don’t do this, Eli. There are too

many waiting for you to help them.

ELI

Why should I?

GLORIA

Because they need you.

The Boys’ names flash white on the stone.

ELI

I’m why they’re here. I killed

them. And you.

GLORIA

It wasn’t your fault. But you are

hurting them, Eli. It’s time.

ELI

Time for...

He turns.

She’s gone.

He raises the bottle to drink as her voice whispers by on a

breeze.

GLORIA (V.O.)

You’ve always known.

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - DEN - EVENING

Eli drops his bag just inside the doorway.

He takes a drunken swing at the punching bag, barely hits it

and staggers toward the desk. He drops into the chair and

stares at the clutter on the desk.

He opens the laptop, turns it on and stares at it as it

boots up.

The wallpaper picture comes on.

It’s Eli, Gloria and the Boys standing in a pool at the base

of a waterfall. Gloria and the Boys are happy, Eli is tense.

He stares at the picture then leaps to his feet with a roar

and flings the computer across the room. It smashes against

the wall.
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He glares at it.

ELI

I’m too sober for this shit.

He heads for the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

He opens the cupboard to take out a bottle of whiskey then

turns to lean his hip against the counter as he cracks the

seal and takes a swig.

He gags, lunges forward over the sink and spits out blood.

He upends the bottle.

More blood than it should be able to hold spills from the

bottle, splattering the sink and counter.

He drops the bottle.

It shatters in an explosion of glass and whiskey.

Eli struggles to breathe, gripping the edge of the sink as

he lowers his head.

The computer in the den beeps.

He closes his eyes.

ELI

Please. Just leave me alone.

INT. DEN - CONTINUOUS

Eli picks up the computer and holds it up to see a photo

slideshow shoot across the cracked screen faster than

possible.

He slams the spacebar.

The slideshow freezes.

He stares at the photo.

The cemetery the first day he visited except now there are

five human shapes in a group.

Eli eases into the chair as he sets the computer on the desk

then reaches for the touchpad and forwards through a few

shots.
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With each one the forms become clearer.

He stops on one.

ELI

Oh my God.

The forms have solidified. FOUR YOUNG WOMEN in early 1800’s

fashion and Gloria stare pleadingly at the camera.

ELI

Glory?

He hits print.

His hands shake as he retrieves the photo from the tray.

INT. HISTORICAL SOCIETY - FRONT DESK - DAY

Louise is at her computer desk, the phone to her ear and an

annoyed look on her face that belies her patient tone.

LOUISE

Yes, it is very possible that the

records are wrong.

Eli fights to control himself when he hurries in, manila

envelope in hand.

She frowns then mouths "What’s wrong?".

LOUISE

I’m sure there is no way that your

third great granddaddy was a horse

thief.

She rolls her eyes.

LOUISE

Yes. You can write to the governor

and request a postmortem pardon.

(pause)

You’re welcome.

She hangs up the phone.

LOUISE

Good luck.

As she approaches the counter Eli takes the print out from

the envelope and slides it to her.
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LOUISE

What is it?

She takes the picture and studies it with a frown.

Her eyes widen.

ELI

You see her. Please tell me she’s

not really there.

LOUISE

Eli, I...

ELI

Please! Tell me I’m seeing things.

LOUISE

I see her.

She watches as a range of emotions fight for dominance on

his face.

ELI

It’s just like he said.

Louise frowns.

LOUISE

Who?

ELI

I’ve trapped them.

Louise changes tact.

LOUISE

Who are the others?

He shakes his head.

ELI

I don’t know. Is there any way to

find out?

LOUISE

These women are dressed circa

1830’s, Eli. You can compare this

photo to historical sketches...

She indicates the crammed shelves.
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LOUISE

Other than that...

She shakes her head with a shrug as she slides the photo

back to him.

He looks at the image.

A slight smile now traces Gloria’s lips.

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - EVENING

Eli’s hands shake as he pours whiskey down the drain. Empty

bottles cover one side of the counter while full ones line

the other.

He sets the empty down and reaches for another.

A hand closes over his.

He closes his eyes with a shuddering breath then opens them

to look into Gloria’s smiling face.

ELI

I can’t do this.

She scowls.

GLORIA

My Eli wouldn’t talk like that.

ELI

Your Eli died in that car.

She shakes her head with a light laugh.

GLORIA

You never were very good at

melodrama.

He rolls his eyes.

ELI

I know you’re not really here.

He twists the cap off the bottle and holds it up.

ELI

You’re in here.

He dumps the bottle.

She gives him a scold look.
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GLORIA

You don’t believe that.

ELI

What do I believe?

She leans forward to look in his eyes.

GLORIA

You think you believe that you’re

alone. But that’s only what you’re

telling yourself.

He stares at the whiskey that disappears down the drain.

GLORIA

What you told Louise was right.

They are just out of sight and

sound. But only because you won’t

see and you never listen.

He looks up.

He’s alone.

He picks up the last bottle, studies the label then cracks

the seal.

EXT./INT. FENTON CEMETERY/ELI’S TRUCK - DAY

Eli’s truck pulls to a stop next to Mr. Fenton’s.

Eli scowls through the windshield.

ELI

Impossible.

He opens the door, leaving his bag on the seat and the door

open as he steps warily toward the cemetery.

The grounds are immaculate.

The stones look newly commissioned, the lawn is flawless.

Eli’s equipment is stacked neatly by a new gate which is

made of iron bars topped with an infinity symbol.

In the cemetery Mr. Fenton turns to look over his shoulder.

He offers a smile and a wave.

Eli stops at the gate.
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MR. FENTON

Right fine job here, Mr. Toler.

He waves for Eli to enter.

Eli hesitates then pushes the gate inward. It swings easily,

silently open.

Eli realizes the only sound is Mr. Fenton’s voice.

Mr. Fenton looks amused as Eli stops just inside the gate.

MR. FENTON

Ain’t nothin’ here gonna jump out

an’ grab ya, son.

The gate bangs shut.

The silent wildlife and insect worlds come to life.

Eli jumps and turns to eye the gate suspiciously before

turning his attention back to the grounds.

ELI

What happened here?

Mr. Fenton doesn’t answer.

Eli kneels in front of a stone to examine it up close.

ELI

This was broken in two.

MR. FENTON

Doesn’t appear that it ever was.

ELI

No, it doesn’t.

He moves to another stone.

ELI

This one was shattered.

MR. FENTON

That possible? For it to look like

that?

Eli shakes his head.

ELI

No. Nobody’s that good.

Mr. Fenton studies Eli’s confusion.
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MR. FENTON

Are you alright?

Eli shakes his head. His shoulders sag.

ELI

I don’t know.

He looks at Mr. Fenton who waits with a patient smile.

ELI

How do I do it?

Mr. Fenton raises an eyebrow.

ELI

How do I let them go?

Mr. Fenton shrugs.

MR. FENTON

I honestly couldn’t say. It’s a tie

as fine as a spider’s thread an’

stronger than anything else on this

earth.

He eyes Eli.

MR. FENTON

You’ll have a better chance at

figurin’ it out than when we first

met.

Eli’s confused.

Mr. Fenton nods toward the cemetery.

MR. FENTON

Your mind’s a lot clearer.

Eli considers this.

MR. FENTON

Now the only thing in your way is

you.

He turns and walks toward the back wall.

Eli hesitates then follows.

As they pass the obelisk neither notices the inscription

near the top: A mother’s love shall not be broken.
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Mr. Fenton calmly leads an agitated Eli to an opening in the

back wall. At their feet is a stone path that leads down to

the grove.

MR. FENTON

You been back there yet? Since that

first day?

Eli shakes his head.

They continue down the path.

EXT. PINE GROVE - DAY

They enter the grove to a heavy silence.

The ground is swept clean of pine needles. The four stones

stand straight and clean but are worn smooth.

Mr. Fenton squats down in front of a stone to gently run his

hand along the face.

MR. FENTON

This don’t appear to’ve ever been

engraved.

He looks over his shoulder at Eli who hangs back.

MR. FENTON

But I’m not the expert.

He gets to feet and steps back.

MR. FENTON

Mr. Toler?

He waits expectantly.

Eli casts a nervous glance around then steps cautiously

forward to kneel in front of the stone.

He reaches a trembling hand to it. Stops just before he

touches it then frowns and leans in closer.

MR. FENTON

Can ya do a rubbin’ on it?

ELI

Never. That causes too much damage.

He looks at another stone.
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ELI

None of these have been inscribed.

But when I did my initial walk

through they all had faded

inscriptions.

Eli is visibly upset.

MR. FENTON

Maybe the shadows was playin’

tricks with ya.

ELI

And my camera? I added these names

to the list I gave Louise.

(pause)

I have a copy in my bag.

He turns back up the path as Mr. Fenton watches him go.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

Eli hurries through the gate. It crumbles behind him.

At his truck, he leans in to drag his bag over to him and

takes out a file folder.

ELI

Here it is.

He turns toward the cemetery.

Drops his bag.

The cemetery is as it was the first time he ever saw it -

overgrown and in shambles.

Eli looks down at the papers on the ground.

They’re all blank.

He stumbles back a step grabbing the truck door for support

and shaking his head.

ELI

No. No, no, no...

He stares vacantly around trying to make sense of it.

ELI

(mutters)

Mr. Fenton.
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(louder)

Mr. Fenton!

He charges into the cemetery.

Eli trips over a broken headstone and goes sprawling.

ELI

Shit.

He sits up.

The palms of his hands are torn open as is the knee of his

right pant leg. His knee has a bloody gash in it.

He ignores it and gets to his feet.

When he reaches the back wall he leaps over it, lands hard

on the slope and rolls down the embankment. When he tries to

get to his feet at the bottom his right ankle gives under

his weight. With a howl of pain he hits the ground.

He catches his breath then pushes to his feet and continues

on.

EXT. PINE GROVE - CONTINUOUS

Eli limps into the grove stopping to lean against a tree.

The pine grove is empty. There’s no sign of Mr. Fenton, or

the headstones.

Eli limps slowly to the center of the small clearing.

He gazes around in fear and confusion.

ELI

What do you want from me?

A light wind blows through the grove.

The dead pine needles swirl up in a blinding silent mass

around him. He ducks his head and raises his arms until it

settles.

He lowers his arms.

A young Emma stands before him with pleading eyes. She folds

her hands together in a begging gesture as she drops to her

knees.
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EMMA

Please. He was the only one who

didn’t turn away from me.

ELI

Who?

EMMA

My son.

Eli closes his eyes with a pained sigh then gives her an

understanding look.

ELI

You have to let him go.

She grabs his legs as tears start to flow.

EMMA

He’s my baby. Please. He’s all I

have.

Eli limps back one step out of her reach.

ELI

Who are the others?

EMMA

I need them to pay the witch. Help

me and after I’ve paid I swear I’ll

let him go.

ELI

At the expense of four others?

An older decomposing Emma leers in his face.

EMMA

Six.

The stone beneath him drops away.

With no time to react he drops into a deep chasm.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

SUPER: OUTSIDE NEW LONDON, CT 1780

Eli opens his eyes.

He’s on his back between two trees on a slight rise just

outside of another small pine grove.
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He rolls to his stomach then sits up as he looks around in

confusion.

The approaching sound of a woman crying draws his attention.

Eli sees an OLD WOMAN followed by a young Emma enter the

grove. Emma clutches her son in her arms. The Old Woman

carries a black bag.

They don’t notice Eli even as he gets to his feet and leans

against a tree.

EMMA

Is there nothing you can do?

The Old Woman stops in the center of the grove. She opens

her bag and removes a black cloth which she spreads on the

ground.

She nods at the boy.

OLD WOMAN

Lay him down.

Emma hesitates.

Her son is pale and sweaty as he coughs then gasps for air.

Emma lays him down and remains kneeling beside him as the

Old Woman removes a knife and a wooden bowl from her bag.

She takes Emma’s right hand, holds it over the bowl and

quickly slices her palm.

Emma cries out but doesn’t fight it as the Old Woman watches

the blood flow from Emma’s hand.

EMMA

This will save him?

The Old Woman glances at Emma then releases her hand and

takes the boy’s left hand.

OLD WOMAN

He cannot be saved.

Emma frowns as the Old Woman deftly slices her son’s hand

and holds it over the bowl.

EMMA

Then what is the purpose of this?

The Old Woman meets Emma’s gaze.
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OLD WOMAN

You wish not to lose him. I can

give what you wish in death, but no

longer in life.

The Old Woman releases the boy’s hand and takes a wooden

implement from her bag.

It’s a piece of wood carved into a double loop and stained

dark red.

She begins to stir the blood counterclockwise while chanting

unintelligibly under her breath.

Emma watches, entranced.

The boy coughs again as he opens his eyes.

EMMA’S SON

Mama?

Emma doesn’t seem to hear.

The Old Woman puts the bowl to Emma’s mouth. She obediently

drinks.

The Old Woman smiles as she takes the bowl away, dips two

fingers in then forces them into the boy’s mouth.

He gags. His eyes widen as he chokes. HIs back arches then

he goes limp.

His eyes glaze over.

The Old Woman stands then turns and smiles at a horrified

Eli.

The Women and boy vanish.

Eli gapes around the small area.

Symbols glow in the trunks of six of the trees. Two are

arcs, two are arrows and two brackets.

It’s quiet.

Peaceful.

Eli turns.

The Old Woman is in his face.

He cries out, first in surprise then in pain as his ankle

gives and he’s forced to grab a tree to remain standing.
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OLD WOMAN

The debt is owed.

ELI

What’s the payment?

She studies him with narrowed eyes then smiles.

OLD WOMAN

You know. You can see.

He shakes his head in confusion.

ELI

I don’t. I can’t...

OLD WOMAN

Love ain’t cheap.

She pushes him back.

When he hits the ground it liquefies and he sinks from sight

into the ground.

INT. HISTORICAL SOCIETY - FRONT DESK - DAY

Louise is on the phone with Renee.

LOUISE

I told you this wasn’t over.

INTERCUT:

INT. RENEE’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - SAME TIME

Renee sits at the table making jewelry. The phone is set to

one side and on speaker phone.

RENEE

I just don’t see how it’s possible.

I thought he had a strong

imagination.

Louise scoffs.

LOUISE

Self defense is what it would be

called in most children of abuse.

But in his case it was real.

They’re coming back.

Renee shrugs it off.
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RENEE

He’s just stressed.

Louise sighs, closes her eyes and pinches the bridge of her

nose.

LOUISE

I’m going to tell him.

RENEE

I don’t think it’s a good idea.

LOUISE

You are his mother but I raised

him. I don’t mean to be harsh but

he has a right to know especially

if it’s happening again.

RENEE

Maybe it’s a fluke.

LOUISE

Renee. He has been experiencing

minor things for the last several

years but this is not minor. If

he’s not ready this could be

dangerous. You’re a witch. You of

all people should understand this.

RENEE

I just think you’re being

melodramatic.

LOUISE

Of the two of us, who best fits

that description?

Eli gimps in. Both his hands are bandaged and his ankle is

in a brace.

LOUISE

He just saved you having to answer.

We’ll talk later.

She hangs up before Renee can reply and raises an eyebrow at

Eli as he leans heavily on the counter.

LOUISE

What happened to you?

ELI

Never run through a cemetery.
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LOUISE

I’ll keep it in mind.

ELI

What do you know about witches?

You’re from Salem. You must know

something about it.

She gives him a disapproving look.

LOUISE

Why don’t you ask your mother? She

studies witchcraft.

ELI

She’s more of a...

LOUISE

Watch it.

She gives him a sharp look that shuts him up then turns to

her desk to retrieve a paper for him.

LOUISE

I pulled some favors with the New

London Historical Society.

ELI

Why are you ignoring my question?

LOUISE

Why are you questioning me?

He opens his mouth to argue, sees from the look on her face

that she will accept no argument, shuts his mouth and takes

the paper.

He looks it over with an ever-deepening scowl.

ELI

Emmanuel Jones?

He looks at her in disbelief.

She nods.

LOUISE

Was an unwed mother named Emma

Johnson. She was shunned by society

and after a few years of living

with her son in a shack in the

woods they both disappeared. Emma

showed up here, alone, as Emmanuel
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LOUISE
Jones and had lured four other

unwed mothers into some kind of

cult. But no one knows what her

purpose was.

He’s confused.

ELI

But that book said...

She cuts him off.

LOUISE

You’ve said yourself, even if it’s

written in stone that doesn’t make

it true.

Eli frowns.

ELI

There were four other women in the

picture with Gloria.

Louise waits while he processes the information.

ELI

Four boys besides Emma’s. But she

said...

His eyes widen.

ELI

That fucking bitch.

She swats at him but he is already hurrying away as fast as

he can toward the door.

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - DEN - EVENING

Eli limps in.

He drops into his computer chair and makes a face at the

desk then digs through the clutter for the phone. He then

unburies an old notebook and opens the front cover. In

faded, scrawled handwriting is a phone number.

When he finds it he hesitates.

ELI

I must be desperate.

He hits talk and dials the number.
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ELI

Please don’t answer.

RENEE (V.O.)

Hello?

He almost hangs up.

RENEE (V.O.)

Hello?

He puts the phone to his ear with a cringe.

ELI

Renee?

INTERCUT:

INT. RENEE’S APARTMENT - KITCHEN - SAME TIME

Renee has four jars lined up on the counter. Each has a wick

standing up in it and is filling from no visible source with

white wax.

RENEE

Eli! I told Louise you’d come

around.

Eli grimaces.

ELI

I just need some answers.

She perks up as she checks her candles.

RENEE

You want me to go with you? To see

Joshua?

He frowns.

ELI

What? No! Not that.

He regrets the call.

ELI

Never mind. I’m sorry I bothered

you.

She waves her hand and the candles disappear.
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RENEE

Wait! Please. Let me try to help. I

know it’s hard for you to ask

anyone, especially me.

He hesitates then sighs.

ELI

Louise said you study witchcraft?

She looks at the empty counter and smiles.

RENEE

I dabble. Are you interested in

learning? I know you scorn

religion, I’ve kept in touch with

Louise, but...

ELI

Renee. Focus.

She reigns herself in.

RENEE

Sorry. Yes, I do.

He rolls his eyes then sighs again.

ELI

Have you ever read anything about

how to break a binding spell?

She frowns.

RENEE

I’ll need more information than

that. Who cast the spell, who’s

bound to whom and why.

Eli groans out loud.

ELI

A woman had her and her son’s souls

bound together. They’re both dead,

but now they’re trapped because...

RENEE

She owes the witch who cast the

spell.

ELI

Yes.
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RENEE

What does she owe?

ELI

The souls of six boys.

RENEE

Does she have the payment?

Eli fights to keep his voice even - mostly succeeds.

ELI

Part of it. Is there a time limit

on when she can get them?

Renee sits at the table, a cup of tea appearing in her hand.

RENEE

You mean like a due date?

ELI

Yeah.

RENEE

That’s up to the witch who cast the

spell and how long she’s willing to

wait.

ELI

How do I stop her from taking them?

He starts to lose control.

Renee frowns into the phone as she gets an idea of what he

means.

RENEE

Chances are she can only use

trapped souls to make the payment.

If the six are released, she can’t

get to them.

ELI

So what happens if the witch comes

for payment and she doesn’t have

it?

RENEE

The witch can take the soul of the

woman who requested the spell. One

adult soul would hold the

equivalent energy of 6 young boys

as long as she’s not requiring

positive energy.
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Eli nods then wipes at his eyes and has a thought.

ELI

What about her son?

RENEE

Once the spell is broken he should

be able to move on on his own.

He close his eyes and lets out a relieved sigh.

ELI

Thank you.

She smiles to herself.

There’s an awkward silence.

RENEE

You can call me anytime, Eli.

(pause)

I know you don’t want to see me. I

understand. I’ll stay away, but

will you please go talk to Joshua?

ELI

No.

RENEE

You need to hear what he has to

say. He’s your father.

ELI

Through no fault of mine. Thanks

for your help, Renee.

He disconnects the call.

She smiles sadly at her phone.

RENEE

Stubborn fool.

With a wave of her hand the candles reappear in front of

her.

Eli absently rubs his scar while he scowls at nothing.

He frowns at a thought.

ELI

How the hell did she know all that?

He shakes his head.
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ELI

Whatever.

He sits up, grabs a handful of paper from his printer, digs

around for a pen then shoves a clear spot on the desk.

He hesitates then makes quick sketches of the symbols he saw

on the trees.

Spinning the chair around, he spreads the papers on the

floor, studies them then rearranges them.

He frowns then leans forward on his elbow.

The ticking wall clock draws his attention.

He does a double take.

The hands on the clock are spinning counterclockwise.

He frowns then glances back at the papers.

Easing to his feet he limps around the papers to view them

from a different angle.

Careful of his ankle he kneels down.

ELI

Infinity.

FLASHBACK MONTAGE:

- The symbol on the top of the gate.

- The Old Woman’s wooden implement, a blood stained

infinity.

BACK TO:

INT. ELI’S APARTMENT - DEN/KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Eli leaps to his feet and turns at the same time.

There’s an audible pop as his ankle gives.

He cries out and drops to the floor clutching his leg.

ELI

Shit!

He removes his boot then an ankle brace.

Swelling spreads rapidly around his ankle and down his foot.
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ELI

Son of a bitch.

He eases to his feet and limps into the kitchen.

Retrieving an ice bin from the freezer he digs a plastic bag

from a drawer and leans on the island as he makes an ice

pack.

He lets out a slight wince as he applies the ice pack and

glances toward the den.

The room is pitch dark.

ELI

What the...

He trails off as an odd blue glow appears at floor level in

the den.

Not thinking, he puts his weight on his ankle.

He screams and falls to his hands and knees.

Now clutching his wounded knee he rolls to his back.

ELI

Jesus Christ!

The kitchen light goes out.

The blue glow in the den turns dark red casting an eerie

light throughout the apartment.

The apartment starts to tremble and shake.

Eli struggles to his foot and leans on the counter.

Cupboards snap open.

Dishes and canned goods smash across the room.

Eli ducks then hops to the doorway.

A red square lights up the center of his paper infinity

symbol. The lines of the infinity cross through the corners

of the square.

As Eli watches in amazement the square turns so that the

lines of the infinity no longer cut through its corners.
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ELI

It’s a lock.

The square turns white then brightens.

Eli raises a hand and turns his head away squinting in the

blinding light.

There’s a brilliant flash of white then the apartment

returns to normal - except that Eli is gone.

EXT. PINE GROVE - NIGHT

The full moon breaks through the pine boughs casting an

eerie light on the four headstones. The engraved symbols are

now dark and distinct.

Eli lies in the fetal position on the square stone. He

twitches then moans and pushes himself up looking blearily

around.

He realizes where he is and gets painfully to his feet

favoring the right one.

A small figure appears behind each stone.

Four Boys peer hopefully at him - skin decomposing and pale,

eyes normal colors.

They raise their left hands.

On their palms are ugly wounds that match the piece of the

infinity symbol that’s on their headstone.

JACOB AND ELI, JR. (O.S.)

Daddy.

Eli jerks around almost losing his balance.

Outside of the circle he sees his boys. Their bodies are

damaged from the accident.

They raise their hands.

In their palms are the two pieces of the square.

JACOB AND ELI, JR.

She’s coming for all of us.

Eli shakes his head.
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ELI

I won’t let her have you.

He looks at the other four boys.

ELI

Any of you.

The four boys, starting to actively decompose, begin walking

around him in a counterclockwise direction.

He steps toward his sons.

His ankle gives.

Eli cries out as he stumbles and falls against a headstone.

The soft limestone shatters under his weight.

Eli rolls over just in time to see the boy the stone is for

take on a glowing appearance.

The Boy smiles.

BOY #1

Thank you.

He fades into a column of light. When it goes out, the boy

is gone.

Eli frowns.

He looks at the hopeful expressions on the faces of the

other boys.

ELI

You’re bound to your stones.

He gets to his hands and knees and crawls to the next stone.

He pushes against it with his shoulder.

It tips, holds, then crashes to the ground, shattering on

impact.

Another boy stops, smiles at Eli then glows white.

BOY #2

Thank you.

He fades into a column and is gone.

The two that are left start to fade. They look scared.
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Eli looks at his boys. Their bodies repair with each stone

he breaks.

Eli hurries to the third stone and pushes it over - a third

boy glows, smiles.

BOY #3

Thank you, Eli.

The fourth boy fades further with a look of panic on his

face.

When Eli reaches the fourth stone he’s unable to move it.

ELI

Damn it.

He looks around. Spotting a decent size stone he reaches for

it. It’s barely in his reach but he manages to get it and

hold it in his bandaged hands.

He bashes at the headstone until it crumbles.

He looks over his shoulder just in time to see the smiling

boy fade into the light.

His own sons run to him, uninjured, they fall on top of him

as he grabs them in a tearful hug and knock him to the

ground as if in a wrestling match.

ELI

I’m so sorry.

JACOB

It wasn’t your fault.

ELI

I’m the one who trapped you here.

The boys both look back toward the cemetery.

The obelisk glows through the trees.

It starts to crumble.

JACOB

She’s coming.

ELI, JR.

You have to let us go.
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JACOB AND ELI, JR.

It’s time.

Eli hugs them each one last time.

ELI

I love you.

He lets go of them.

They smile down at him as they start to fade.

JACOB AND ELI, JR.

We love you, too, Daddy.

They fade away.

Eli chokes back tears as he sits up then gets painfully to

his feet. He winces then balances on one foot.

He looks toward the cemetery in time to see the obelisk

collapse then stop glowing.

The night is silent.

Eli looks around for something to support his weight.

A shriek fills the night air.

He looks toward the cemetery to see a white figure streaking

toward him through the trees.

ELI

I should have known that was too

easy.

The streak slams into him knocking him back several feet and

onto his back again. He hits the ground with a loud grunt as

the wind is knocked out of him.

Emma pins him to the ground.

She silently leans in until they’re almost nose to nose.

Still trying to catch his breath he turns his head to the

left.

EMMA

You will do.

She licks his scar with a rotting tongue then vanishes.

He rolls over and tries to crawl away while wiping his face

on his shoulder.
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A disembodied hand grabs his injured ankle. Razor sharp

claws dig into bare flesh.

He claws uselessly at the ground as he’s dragged toward the

square stone.

ELI

Shit, shit, shit.

The hand twists his ankle. Hard.

He lets out another pain filled scream and manages to grab a

tree root.

He clutches at it fighting the pulling and pain.

ELI

Emma! For God’s sake stop!

The hand disappears from his ankle.

There’s a grinding sound behind him. He looks over his

shoulder.

The square stone flips effortlessly over revealing a deep

chasm that’s glowing red.

ELI

That’s bad.

He forces himself up to his hands and knees still holding

the root.

Emma appears in front of him.

He looks up at her.

ELI

He’s gone. You have to let him go.

The air between them shimmers.

Her glare softens as her son appears.

She reaches for him with a warm smile. When he floats

backward to hover beside Eli the smile becomes a confused

scowl.

ELI

I know it’s hard but you’re only

hurting him.

Her face twists in rage as her eyes glow the same shade of

red that pulses in the chasm.
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Her son disappears.

She lunges.

Eli ducks and she overshoots him. He’s yanked backward

across the ground so hard the tree root snaps off in his

hand.

He’s flipped onto his back.

Emma’s eyes, inches from his, burn with fury.

She pulls him violently along, digging her clawed fingers

into his belly just above his hips.

He screams and tries to kick her with his good leg but

can’t.

As his legs are pulled over the chasm he kicks out with his

left foot, plants it firmly against the edge of the far side

of the hole.

He jerks with the sudden stop as she vanishes.

Eli is stretched over the hole, only his shoulders and left

foot touch solid ground.

He fights to control his breathing and find a way out. He

tries to move but starts to slip.

ELI

Fuck.

He carefully turns his head.

Gloria sits on a tree stump nearby.

She appears solid and alive.

ELI

Glory! Help me.

He cautiously reaches out a hand to her.

She smiles and glides over to him.

She kneels so his head is between her thighs.

Her nails dig into his shoulders pushing him toward the

hole.

He tenses as he looks up into glowing eyes.
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ELI

You’re not Gloria.

He tries to push her away but his hands slip on rotting

flesh that slips from bone.

Her fingers become bony talons that tear into his shoulders.

Terrified he looks up into Emma’s face.

She pushes harder and inches him toward the edge.

A piercing wail cuts the air as Emma snaps back off him.

Eli is pulled by unseen hands off the opening.

He rolls to his stomach and starts to rise up.

A glance up shows Emma staring calmly from a few feet away.

She smiles.

Raises her hands.

The ground beneath Eli tips.

He starts to slide toward the hole.

As he struggles to crawl back the slope becomes steeper.

He slides faster as Emma’s smile widens.

Sure she has him, she disappears.

Eli manages to stop his slide then carefully starts to pull

himself up the slope.

A hand reaches out to him.

He looks up, suspicious, to see Gloria smiling at him.

ELI

How do I know it’s you?

She leans over and whispers in his ear.

He blushes, smiles then takes her hand.

Emma, now badly decomposed, leaps from the hole grabs both

of his ankles and drags him backward with her.

Gloria takes his other hand.
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GLORIA

Sorry, bitch. He’s mine.

The hole starts to close.

Emma’s scream goes from rage to agony as the red light

pulses to blue.

ELI

Glory...

Gloria pulls Eli free just as the hole seals shut, cutting

off Emma’s tortured wail - and her arms at the wrist.

The hands squeeze tight then release Eli and crumble to

dust.

He jerks up as Gloria pulls on him. She falls back and he

lands on top of her.

He smiles.

ELI

I’ve missed this.

He leans forward to kiss her but looks over his shoulder as

the square stone slams back over then turns one quarter turn

clockwise.

Gloria turns his head back to her and kisses him. He pushes

her back as he gets into their kiss then slowly raises his

head back.

ELI

I’m sorry.

She shakes her head.

GLORIA

You didn’t trap me. Only the boys.

I chose to stay for as long as you

need me.

ELI

I’ll always need you.

He kisses her again.

After they part, she smiles sadly then fades away.

He drops down in pain and exhaustion.

The click of stone tapping stone fills the air.
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ELI

Oh God, no. No more. Please.

He raises his head to see the broken headstones snap back

together.

The Old Woman appears on the square stone.

In unison the four headstones rise up and set into the

ground, fully upright and engraved with names and dates.

The circle is again intact.

The Old Woman leers at Eli.

OLD WOMAN

The debt is paid.

She disappears as Eli collapses.

EXT. FENTON CEMETERY - DAY

The cemetery now has only 8 stones - four adult stones each

with a small fresh mound beside it. The small mounds have

the headstones from the pine grove set at their heads.

Eli sits on the wall, his foot in a cast and a cane resting

against his leg. He watches Louise as she plants a lily by a

child’s headstone.

Three other lilies wave in a gentle breeze.

Easing to her feet Louise looks around as she removes

gardening gloves.

LOUISE

That was the last one.

She goes to sit by Eli.

LOUISE

I can’t believe those were false

graves.

ELI

People do strange things.

He gives her a curious look.

ELI

When did Mr. Fenton die?

Louise frowns at him.
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LOUISE

1957. His wife died of cancer then

he moped around for a year before

giving up and joining her. They had

no heirs so the land went to the

state. Why?

He shakes his head.

ELI

Curious.

She watches him, puzzled.

LOUISE

Eli.

He looks at her.

LOUISE

What happened?

He looks down at his hands.

ELI

You’ll think I’m crazy.

She ducks her head to look him in the eye.

LOUISE

They’ve been waiting for you. Since

you were six.

He gapes at her.

LOUISE

You said I was the only one you

could tell because Renee laughed at

you and Joshua beat you for lying.

You said no one else could

understand that your imaginary

friends were real. And they were

dead.

He’s confused then the memory seeps in.

ELI

I forgot all about that. How old

was I?

LOUISE

Three.

She lets it sink in.
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LOUISE

After Joshua killed you, and I

revived you, there was a wall

blocking them out, or they were

hiding from you. I don’t know

which. But you never mentioned them

again.

He fusses with his cane to avoid looking at her.

ELI

Why now?

She shrugs.

LOUISE

You weren’t ready.

ELI

I don’t know what they want from

me.

LOUISE

They’ll tell you. In their own way.

ELI

I haven’t been much help to anyone

lately, not even myself. I doubt if

I can help them.

She squeezes his arm.

LOUISE

You can’t ignore the dead. I raised

you better than that.

He stares at her hand.

ELI

Do you think they’ll let me have a

trial run?

He meets her gaze.

She smiles.

LOUISE

I think you just did.

He’s thoughtful then nods.

Sighs as he looks around the grounds.
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ELI

I can’t.

LOUISE

I don’t know that you really have a

choice. They’re coming back to you.

And they need you.

ELI

We don’t always place our trust

where we should.

He eases to his feet then holds out a hand to help her up.

She accepts it, stands and studies his doubtful expression.

LOUISE

Buy an old lady lunch while you

think about it?

He nods.

ELI

Sure.

She turns and makes her way across the field to his truck.

He gazes over the cemetery one last time.

Shakes his head with a sigh and turns toward his truck.

EXT. STATE HOSPITAL - GATE/DRIVEWAY - DAY

A formidable building surrounded by high fencing topped with

barbed wire.

A car pulls up to a gate and stops briefly before entering.

INT. HALL/VISITOR’S ROOM - DAY

A set of male legs lead a woman down a long dim corridor.

The polished tile flooring is being mopped by a JANITOR who

doesn’t so much as glance up even as they walk across his

wet floor.

They stop outside of a door.

Pause.

Keys rattle then the door opens.



79.

Inside the room JOSHUA (an older, frail version of Eli) sits

at a table. His hands and feet are shackled together with a

chain tracking down to a bolt in the floor to hold him in

place.

He looks up.

His morose expression immediately changes to loving

surprise.

The door closes behind Renee.

JOSHUA

I didn’t think you’d come.

RENEE

We need to talk.

JOSHUA

Yes! Yes, please.

He indicates the chair across from him.

JOSHUA

You’ll excuse me for not getting

your chair.

He holds up his wrists as best he can with a sheepish grin.

She takes a seat.

JOSHUA

What did you wish to discuss? I

have a number of accounts that have

been collecting interest that I

have already put in your name...

RENEE

We need to talk about Eli.

He’s disgusted.

JOSHUA

Of all the things we have to say to

each other, you choose the most

unpleasant topic?

RENEE

This is important. To me.

He softens.



80.

JOSHUA

Very well. I was never able to deny

you.

She chokes on a disbelieving laugh then looks around to be

sure no guards are present.

Satisfied she leans forward.

RENEE

It’s happening again.

Joshua’s confused.

RENEE

Remember when he was little?

JOSHUA

I’ve tried to forget.

RENEE

Before the incident.

He smiles.

JOSHUA

I recall that day with fondness.

Renee gives him an annoyed look.

JOSHUA

My apologies, dear. You were

saying?

She collects her thoughts.

RENEE

His imaginary friends. They’ve

returned.

Joshua frowns.

JOSHUA

Do you have any idea why?

She shakes her head.

RENEE

I was wondering if you’d had a hand

in it.

He feigns innocence.
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RENEE

I know you dabbled in things best

left alone. Is this some sort of

farewell torment you’ve put on him?

Joshua shrugs.

JOSHUA

If they’re tormenting him I would

love to take credit. But I’m afraid

my abilities to make things

interesting for him have been a

touch stifled lately.

She nods then has a thought.

RENEE

Please don’t tell him I was here.

His brows go up.

JOSHUA

He doesn’t know?

She shakes her head.

RENEE

I think he’d be upset if he knew I

came to talk to you about this.

Joshua waves it off noncommittally.

JOSHUA

I doubt he’ll be stopping by with

final tears of love and regret for

dear old dad.

RENEE

Very well. Hopefully it will be

like when he was a child and only

benign entities will approach him.

She gets to her feet.

JOSHUA

Leaving already?

RENEE

I have nothing more to discuss with

you.

She turns toward the door but stops, her back still to him,

when he speaks.
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JOSHUA

I did it for us. What we had was

too special to share.

(pause)

I still love you.

She goes to the door and knocks for the guard.

Joshua watches her go.

After she’s gone his eyes narrow as a slow, evil smile

spreads across his face.

FADE OUT.


