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BLACK FRAME:

OVER BLACK: The sound of rain.

WITHERED VOICE (O.S.)

Chastity, my dear Chastity...

Thunder.

INT. THE HOUSE: HALLWAY - NIGHT

OPEN ON: A dim glow at the end of a dark hallway. Lightning

flashes through the small cracks on boarded up windows.

The light approaches. An OLD MAN carries a lantern down the

hallway.

Dust covered photographs on the wall flash with memory as

the lantern and bearer passes. The paper on the walls, peels

and drips with moisture. Cockroaches crawl through the moldy

mess.

In the crook of the old man’s arm is a WOODEN BOX. His walk

is slow but steady. He drifts like a ghost. With each step

the floorboards creak and moan as they release dust to dance

in the air.

As the man enters the living room, the floor turns to a damp

carpet, squishing with each step. The dust covered

furniture, carrying a multitude of spider webs, is set up as

if for a family. Rain patters on a window sill. The glass

broken and haphazardly covered with boards.

This is a house forgotten.

The man stops by the basement door using his foot to open

it. The door moans as it opens and the shadow it casts by

the lantern light swings out like a searchlight, sending

roaches and god knows what scattering in to the darkness.

INT. THE HOUSE: BASEMENT - NIGHT

The narrow stairs in to the basement are wooden and

neglected. The wood is curled and twisted like some

madhouse’s descent. At the bottom of the stairs, a small

flickering glow can be seen to the side.

As the man reaches the bottom, he steps on to a dirt floor.

A single candle lights a table in the center of the room.

The man looks down at the table at something...

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

WITHERED VOICE (V.O.)

(whisper)

Chastity...

CUT TO:

INT. THE HOUSE (PAST): BEDROOM - DAY

The man, much younger, sits on a satin covered bed. Resting

on his legs is a beautiful WOMAN. Her hair, long and blond,

almost white. Eyes, a brilliant blue. Skin, like Snow White.

MAN

(stroking her hair)

Give me a child with your eyes. A

child with your heart.

She smiles.

CUT TO:

INT. THE HOUSE: BASEMENT - NIGHT

The old man sets the box upon the table. Lifting the latch

and opening the lid, the candle light wavers.

His withered hand searches through the box’s contents until

he pulls out a small velvet covered case. It is black with

swirls of crimson and a golden latch on the front.

He caresses it... then puts it down. He continues to search

the box, then stops. Thinking.

Something is missing.

He heads back upstairs.

INT. THE HOUSE: LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

As the man emerges from the basement. A deafening crack of

thunder sounds. As the old man begins moving towards the

stairs, a draft picks up the ripped, violet curtains and he

faintly hears a child’s laugh.

Once these things had made him stand wondering and fearing,

doubting but dreaming. Not anymore. He takes a momentary

glance back and continues on his way.



3.

INT. THE HOUSE: THE STUDY - NIGHT

The storm has picked up.

Inside the study, books lay strewn across the floor, some

stand haphazardly on the many shelves and others in great

stacks. A long forgotten pleasure that became an attempt at

escape before fading in to nothingness.

The man approaches his desk and opens a drawer. Reaching

inside he pulls out a concealed package and without waiting

a second he leaves.

INT. THE HOUSE (PAST): BEDROOM - DAY

The beautiful woman ALICE lays in bed. Her eyes and cheeks

are now sunken. Sweat streams down her face. Her head is

propped up with a multitude of pillows, dampened with sweat.

White cotton sheets go up to her stomach and rise and fall

awkwardly with each labored breath.

A solemn looking doctor packs up his case and leaves the

bedroom, not looking back.

The man kneels by the bed. Reaching out he grasps her hand

and she grasps his, with what strength is left.

MAN

Don’t... don’t go. Surely you can

stay.

ALICE

I can’t.

MAN

I love you...

ALICE

I love you too.

The mans mind races. Surely something can be done. Like all

men think.

MAN

I don’t know what to do. What I

will do...

ALICE

Sure you do.

(beat)

Do you like the name?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 4.

MAN

What?

ALICE

Her name.

MAN

(eyes watering)

I do. Very much.

ALICE

Take care of her then. Keep her

safe but let her grow. Fly...

The man begins to cry now. Tired of being strong.

MAN

I will. I promise.

Dreams were breaking and the silence came in creeping. The

single word spoken is but a whisper.

ALICE

Chastity...

Then, nothing more.

CUT TO:

INT. THE HOUSE: BASEMENT - NIGHT

The man heads back down in to the basement.

Upon reaching the dirt floor, the lantern illuminates

countless limbs. Unused doll faces, some with hollow eye

sockets and gaping mouths. Legs and arms rest in piles.

He sets the lantern on the table and opens the box from

before. The lantern light flaring briefly.

In the box a pair of beautiful blue eyes rest in two

indentations.

Grabbing his tools, the man goes to work.

Timelapse: The man shaves, etches curves, paints, and

sands... a hand. At last he works on pudgy little fingers...

CUT TO:



5.

INT. THE HOUSE (PAST): WORKSHOP - DAY

The man’s finger. Blood emerges from a pin prick.

He shakes his finger and then sticks it in his mouth.

Grabbing a thimble he places it over the finger.

Beside him on a rack sits a beautiful crimson dress, just

the size for a child. On the desk in front of him sits

another crimson dress, but much tinier. Doll size.

A sudden yell from the housekeeper makes his head snap up to

the window in front of him. Where Chastity was perfectly

framed playing was now empty.

EXT. YARD (PAST) - DAY

He runs outside, plowing through the front door and ignoring

the housekeepers hysterics and useless explanations. He

looks briefly around in all directions and then it dawns on

him. He takes off running.

Running, he calls out her name.

He reaches the bank of the back creek and peers down at the

rocks.

There, lies Chastity, head cracked against the rocks below.

The man cries out for her as he stumbles down the slope. He

falls and so he crawls to her. He picks her up.

MAN

(Patting through her red

matted hair)

No.. NO! Help! I need help! Please!

The housekeeper sees and runs for help.

He rocks back and forth, cradling his child.

MAN

Not you, not you too.

He wails.

The pooled blood from the rock runs in to the creek.

Tendrils of crimson weave through the water.

All the while, her doll smiles, as the current repeatedly

hits its head against the rock.

CUT TO:



6.

INT. THE HOUSE: BASEMENT - NIGHT

The lantern light flares.

The man looks up from his work, aware that behind him she

stands.

His wife - skin moist, veins bulging, eyes an endless white.

He does not turn.

ABOMINATION

What is this? This desecration...

it’s repugnant, it disturbs the

senses! And I’m a corpse! Years

spent on this? You really think

this will compare? Compare to what

I bore from my womb? My flesh and

blood! My daughter!

The man cries out, turning around and swinging at air. At

nothing.

Shaking he looks down to the milky white hand, with pudgy

fingers resting on the table.

Grabbing the lantern, he heads upstairs... for one last

time.

INT. THE HOUSE: UPPER HALL - NIGHT

Lightning flashes through the cracks in the windows as the

old man drifts through the living room and up the stairs to

the second floor.

At the top of the stairs, papers on the wall blow gently in

the wind. They are words of praise, reviews, for a man’s

puppet shows and his dolls.

Down the hall the lantern brings countless eyes to life.

Shelves line the two sides of the hall. Scores of dolls line

them. Each one as elegant and beautiful as the last.

As the man moves through the damp hall way, the moaning

grows the louder and tapping of branches on the window

begins to mimic a heartbeat.

At the end of the hall: an ornate door. It is covered in cob

webs and long undisturbed dust with a brass handle.

He grips the brass, and opens the door...



7.

INT. THE HOUSE: CHASTITY’S ROOM - NIGHT

The room is a crypt.

The once bright and inviting child’s room is now a cradle

for the mans sorrow. The room carries little shadows, dust

is thick like snow, and wind whistles in to the room.

Roaches flee from the lantern light as the man places it

down on a toy box at the foot of the bed.

He approaches the closet. The doors are moldy, broken and

off their rails.

Gripping the inner door the man begins to push. For several

heartbeats it does nothing until with a crack it gives away.

The mans hand slips at the sudden movement, and goes in to

the side door. He bleeds.

Yet he ignores it, for the closet is open.

Inside, many dresses of many colours are hung. The man

kneels done and reaches in to the dark, pulling out an old

chest. He undoes the latch and opens the chest.

Inside are dresses and ribbons of bright colours. Hidden

from the decay of this house they stand out greatly.

The man digs through until he finds it. His expression seems

to soften, just a little, as he pulls out a sky blue dress

and ribbon with puffy shoulders. It stands out vibrantly.

Like new.

With that in hand he takes the lantern and leaves.

INT. STORE (PAST) - DAY

The man is at the counter of small antiquity store. He is a

portrait of misery. Bread growing, baggy red eyes and

sleeped-in clothes.

The SHOP KEEPER looks at him with fear.

SHOP KEEPER

Sir... I feel that I must simply

warn you, what is here. I’ve seen

your purchases, listened to your

inquiries, felt your pain. I’ve

seen the loss in your eyes, there

is no mistaking that.

(beat)

But this - this is well beyond the

realm of comprehension.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 8.

The man is listening, but he does not make eye contact. His

eyes wander slightly, looking past everything in front of

him, looking at things that... can not be seen.

The shop keeper looks briefly to the customers wandering the

store.

SHOP KEEPER

(lowering his voice)

My grandmother, dabbled in such

things since her own practiced

regularly. I learned the issues,

the problems... the consequences.

And that was nothing compared to

what I think you are doing here.

At that their eyes finally meet.

SHOP KEEPER

We are better off, left in pain.

The man reaches in to his pocket and places more than enough

money to cover it all. More than enough.

He takes his package and begins to walk away.

SHOP KEEPER

Please sir! They better left alone!

Sir!

Now the shop keeper shakes with frustration and begins to

yell, not caring about everyone hearing him.

SHOP KEEPER

They aren’t the same! Do you hear

me!? They don’t always come back

the same! Sir! SIR!

CUT TO:

INT. THE HOUSE: HALLWAY - NIGHT

The storm is at its most cruel.

Dress in hand, the old man walks back down the hall past his

old children. The sea of eyes watching him.

He leaves them behind in darkness.



9.

INT. THE HOUSE: LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The stairs cry out in protest. The curtains claw at him. The

ceiling has tired and wishes to drown him.

The old man cares not, and opens the basement door.

He shuts it behind him.

INT. THE HOUSE: BASEMENT - NIGHT

The old man sets his lantern down on the work table, and

looks at his perfect creation.

Chastity. Recreated in unparalleled likeness. His greatest

work.

He ties the ribbon amongst the angel’s hair.

He puts her in her dress.

He opens the eye lids to the brilliant blue.

With Chastity now before him, the man kneels down to the

dirt floor. His withered hand begins to etch an intricate

pattern in the dirt. Something... old.

He opens the book, closes his eyes and begins to work.

Up above the thunder sounds, the wind wheezes through

cracks, and the roaches gather.

He’s so close. No more pain. No more loneliness. No more

failure.

Then it happens... he is finished.

His eyes open.

The lantern on the table blows out, sweeping all a way.

OVER BLACK: A profound silence. The man releases a small

breath. Silence. It stretches for a while. Then... a

delicate noise emerges from the dark.

ON THE OLD MAN’S HAND: Slowly reaching out in to the dark.

It hesitates at the small sound then reaches further... palm

turning upwards... waiting...

Then:

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 10.

OLD MAN

... Chastity?

END.


