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BLACK SCREEN

“A man or woman who is a medium or spiritist among you must 
be put to death. You are to stone them; their blood will be 
on their own heads.” - Leviticus 20:27

A man GROANS in pain.

His BREATH shallow... 

labored... 

straining... 

dying... 

Chains rattle...

CLINK. 

CLINK. 

CLINK.

FADE IN:

EXT. FOREST OF SORROWS - DAY 

SUPER: Salem, Massachusetts 1692

Dense, dark, foreboding. The thickness of the foliage blocks 
out everything save a few slivers of sunlight.

A pair of dirty, emaciated, shackled feet trudges down a dirt 
path.

EZEKIEL (O.S.)
Halt!

MORTIMER GILES (70s) gaunt, blackened teeth, gangly features, 
wild eyes, stops. His feet shackled, arms bound behind his 
back.

He stares in horror at wooden planks leaning against a tree. 
Beside them, a pile of rock and boulders uncharacteristically 
out of place.

Magistrate EZEKIEL HAWTHORNE (40s) stone cold eyes, chiselled 
jaw, air of authority about him, in Puritan garb, shouts.

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Speaketh, Mortimer Giles! Doth thou 
repent?



Mortimer silent. 

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Repent!

Ezekiel looks over toward two frightened TEEN BOYS. He nods 
to them. They hesitate.

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Lads!

They grab Mortimer under the arms, drag him toward the pile 
of rock. He squirms, tries to fight.

MORTIMER
No, no, no. I’m innocent!

LATER

Mortimer on the ground, hands bound behind his back. Wood 
planks with several small boulders on top crushing the life 
out of him.

MORTIMER (CONT’D)
Release me!

He strains, tries to shimmy his body, but it’s useless. He 
struggles beneath the weight. 

EZEKIEL
Repent and this will end quickly. 
God may have mercy on ye soul.

Difficult to breathe, spits blood on the ground beside him.

MORTIMER
Ye have no authority over mine!

Ezekiel nods to the Teen Boys. He points at Mortimer with an 
ornate red-jeweled ring on his finger. 

EZEKIEL
But I do.

The boys pick up a heavy boulder, add it to the rocks already 
on Mortimer’s chest. 

He GROANS in pain.

The weight of the boulder CRACKS his ribs. 

Blood blots from his sides, dark crimson. He sinks deeper 
into the soft mud. 
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The Teen Boys look at him with pity.

BOY#1
No more, Magistrate.

EZEKIEL
Silence!

The boys lower the heads, obey.

Mortimer’s eyes blacken, he stares at Ezekiel with hatred.

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Since thou doth not repent, thy 
death shall be fulfilled by mine 
hands, commanded of our holy Lord--

With his last bit of strength...

MORTIMER
I curse thee, Ezekiel Hawthorne! I 
curse thy family, thy offspring, 
thy descendants! I shall have mine 
revenge on ye!   

Ezekiel nods. The boys pick up another boulder, set it on 
Mortimer’s chest.

Mortimer SCREAMS in an ungodly manner. His bones SNAP. 

EZEKIEL
Revenge!

CRACK.

CRACK.

CRACK.

He sinks into the ground. The boys terrified.

Ezekiel unaffected, stoic. He stares at the pile of boulders.  
Mortimer’s body sunk in the ground.

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
No, thou shan’t, Mortimer Giles. 
No, thou shan’t.

Ezekiel pulls an ornate gold crucifix from under his blouse. 

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Saint Peter.
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He closes his eyes, lips a prayer. He kisses the crucifix, 
tucks it back in.

EZEKIEL (CONT’D)
Bury him. No headstone, no 
markings. May he rot in hell.

He turns, leaves.

BOY#2
Yessir.

The boys toss dirt on top pile of boulders. 

They grab their shovels, dash away.

Up through the trees, sunlight trickles down onto the silent 
grave.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. FOREST OF SORROWS - DAY

From the tree tops, sunlight trickles down onto the silent 
grave. 

SUPER: Salem, Massachusetts, present day 

The rocks with moss grown over them, clearly much time has 
passed, yet the grave has remained undisturbed...

INT. MOVING TRUCK - DAY

The driver, GEORGE HAM (40s) a laid back gentle giant and his 
wife LAURA HAM (40s) nice on the eyes with a little bark 
behind in the passenger seat.

Between them, CODY HAM (7) cute little boy. He reads a book 
titled: “Monsters aren’t real.” 

Laura distracted, looks down at her lap. She holds a wallet, 
shiny police badge within.

GEORGE (O.S.)
Hello? Anybody home?

Laura closes the wallet, puts it away.

LAURA
Sorry.

George glances at her with worry.
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GEORGE
I thought this would be the day you 
wouldn’t think about it.

Laura tries her best to smile.

LAURA
I’m not thinking about it.

He doesn’t buy it.

GEORGE
Yeah?

LAURA
I can’t wait to see it.

She reaches over Cody, kisses George on the cheek.

GEORGE
Well, liven up then.

LAURA
I will.

GEORGE
The past is dead.

EXT. SALEM HOUSE - DAY

Brand new, craftsman style, large, pleasant, secluded, 
surrounded by lush forest. 

The moving truck pulls into the driveway. Parks. George and 
Laura hop out.

George comes around to her side, puts his arm around her. 
Both ecstatic.

GEORGE
We did it.

She kisses him on the cheek.

LAURA
Just like we dreamed.

GEORGE
And just like that... we’re flat 
broke.

Laura smacks him.
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LAURA
Way to ruin the moment, George.

GEORGE
I’m kidding. 

They take everything in.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
It’ll be a few months at least, 
before we’re flat broke.

Laura shakes her head.

CODY (O.S.)
Mom, can you unbuckle me?

Laura reaches into the truck, hoists Cody out. Cody takes in 
the house.

GEORGE
What do you think, Codester?

CODY
Wow, look at all those trees. You 
can build me a tree house!

Laura smiles at George.

GEORGE
What about our new house?

CODY
It’s okay.

The parents chuckle.

CODY (CONT’D)
Can I go play?

LAURA
Don’t go off too far now.

CODY
I won’t, mom.

Cody dashes off toward the woods.

EXT. MOVING TRUCK - DAY

George pulls the rear door open. Mountain of boxes and 
furniture inside. They’re overwhelmed.
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GEORGE
How did Scarlett get out of this 
again?

Laura hands him a box. He takes it, heads toward the House.

LAURA
School George, school. You remember 
that place?  

GEORGE
(grumbles)

Wish I was still in school.

Laura slaps him on the butt as he passes.

LAURA
Maybe we can play school later.

GEORGE
How about doctor?

EXT. SALEM HOUSE - PORCH - DAY

George sets the box down, digs in his pocket for the key. 
Laura walks up behind him, box in her hand. 

LAURA
Hurry up. This is heavy.

George fumbles with the keys, unlocks the door, pushes it 
open. He grabs the box off the floor.

GEORGE
Home sweet home.

SLAM!

The door shuts. Astonishment across their faces.

LAURA
Um...

GEORGE
Just the breeze.

George sets the box down, opens the door, reaches for it 
again.

SLAM!
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LAURA
George! Stop being stupid. Open the 
damn door.

GEORGE
Okay. Okay.

George sets the box down, opens the door, Laura passes 
through. He swings the door back and forth, shrugs, goes in.

EXT. SALEM HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

A sign displays: “Welcome to Salem High School.” Witch on a 
broom the mascot. 

An American flag unfurls in breeze. STUDENTS walk to and fro. 

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

A large periodic table dominates the wall. A SCIENCE TEACHER 
(50s) black and nerdy, addresses the class. 

SCIENCE TEACHER
(overly excited)

Chemistry is important because 
everything you do is chemistry! 
Even your body is made of 
chemicals. Chemical reactions occur 
when you breathe, eat, or just sit 
there reading. All matter is made 
of chemicals, so the importance of 
chemistry is that it's the study of 
everything.

The STUDENTS stare at teach. Bubble gum SNAPS. Nobody gives a 
shit, well almost nobody.

DANTE (17) meek, slender, bespectacled, nerdy, and behind 
him...

SCARLETT HAM (16) tomboyish but pretty, a little bark like 
her mother. Scarlett SNAPS her gum.

SCARLETT
(mutters)

Super.

Dante turns around.

DANTE
Don’t you love science?
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SCARLETT
No.

DANTE
Okay, well--

Teach COUGHS.

SCIENCE TEACHER
Uh, Mr. Hawthorne?

Dante’s face turns beet red.

SCIENCE TEACHER (CONT’D)
Mr. Hawthorne?

DANTE
Yes, Professor?

SCIENCE TEACHER
Can you two love birds pay 
attention or do I have to separate 
you?

The Students cackle.

STUDENTS
Ooooooooh!

Dante sinks into his seat. Scarlett grins, unaffected.

DANTE
No, sir.

SCIENCE TEACHER
Then, if I may continue.

Teach to the chalk board, draws. Scarlett amused by Dante’s 
embarrassment.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Dante sits alone. He tips a milk carton to his mouth. A hand 
bumps it. Milk spills all over his face and shirt.

JOCKS at a nearby table snicker as RONNIE DAWSON (18) big 
meathead, passes Dante. 

RONNIE
Drinking problem?

Dante wipes his shirt, doesn’t dare retort. JOCK #1 yells 
from the table.
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JOCK #1
Hey, there’s a lesson in gravity. 
You like science, don’t you, dork?

A tray sets down across from Dante. Scarlett sits.

SCARLETT
Friends of yours?

DANTE
No.

The Jocks laugh.

RONNIE
Ooh, science boy found a friend.

Scarlett waves, then gives them the bird.

Jocks grumble, get on with themselves.

DANTE
Don’t do that.

SCARLETT
You gotta stick up for yourself.

DANTE
That’s Ronnie Dawson.

SCARLETT
So?

DANTE
Mister popular. All American.

Scarlett glances over at the Jocks.

SCARLETT
Doesn’t look like anything special 
to me.

DANTE
I know you’re new here, but you 
shouldn’t be sitting with me 
either.

SCARLETT
Why?

Scarlett blows into her hand.

SCARLETT (CONT’D)
Do I have bad breath?
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Dante manages a grin.

DANTE
No, it’s beautiful.

SCARLETT
My breath is beautiful?

DANTE
No... I mean.

SCARLETT
I’m beautiful?

Dante blushes.

DANTE
Yeah, kinda.

Scarlett eats.

SCARLETT
Gotta work on your pick up lines. 
Especially if you’re gonna take me 
out.

Dante’s mouth drops.

EXT. SALEM HOUSE - BACKYARD - DAY

Cody plays with a toy jet fighter, makes noises.

ZOOM. ZOOM. ZOOM.

EXT. FOREST OF SORROWS - DAY

Safety of the back lawn gone. Light barely filters through. 
Cody flies the toy jet between the imposing trees. 

He trips over the mossy rocks, sends rocks flying.

CODY
Ouch.

He rubs his knee, looks around for his toy jet, finds it.

Cody doesn’t notice the dark and foreboding change of 
scenery. Thick midday fog, supernatural, sweeps in.

The trees sway. HUSH.

Cody picks himself up.
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A FEINT RASPY VOICE calls out.

VOICE
Haw... thorne...

Cody scans the dark woods. Is he imagining things?

VOICE (CONT’D)
Hawthorne.

CODY
Where are you?

No answer.

CODY (CONT’D)
Do you wanna play?

Cody flashes his toy jet with childlike innocence.

CODY (CONT’D)
Gotta new plane. Its an F four 
Phantom. Grandpa used to fly one.

VOICE
Haw... thorne...

CODY
I’m Cody.

CRUNCH. 

CRUNCH. 

A boney, putrid, grime covered foot, trudges toward him.

CRUNCH.

CODY (CONT’D)
Hello?

Sticks and branches SNAP. 

Dried leaves RUSTLE. 

Someone approaches.

CODY (CONT’D)
Is Hawthorne yer name?

More branches SNAP. 

Getting closer.
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CODY (CONT’D)
Is that you?

CRUNCH.

CRUNCH.

CRUNCH.

Cody scared, looks back at the house, darts. 

CODY (CONT’D)
Bye.

Obscured behind the trees, someone watches Cody scurry back 
to the house. 
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