THE CANKEE

FADE IN:

INT.  COLLEGE CLASSROOM - DAY
Professor STEVE FULTON is in the middle of teaching his history course to a packed classroom. A power point presentation accompanies his lecture.

Steve is a stocky man with glasses and a neatly-trimmed, graying beard. 

The visual onscreen is an old painting of a California mission in full bloom.

STEVE

Despite the fact California has passed from

the hands of Spain to Mexico, life at the California missions remains pretty much unchanged. There are rumblings that Mexico intends to drastically alter the mission system, but from 1822 to 1833, it’s still mostly business as usual.

Steve clicks his power point mouse.

STEVE

Then, in 1833, this happens..

The visual on the screen is now an old etched drawing of the Mexican governor and several priests arriving on the shore of Monterey, California.

STEVE

Mexico sends missionaries from the seminary

in Zacatecas to replace the Spanish-trained

Franciscan missionaries from the missionary 

college in Mexico City. And why is the arrival

of the Zacatecan priests so significant?

SHOT: ELDERLY COUPLE SEATED IN THE LECTURE HALL 

BACK TO SCENE

Steve shuts down his power point.

STEVE

We’ll talk about that tomorrow.

The students start to gather up their books, close down their laptops.

The elderly couple approach Steve as the students depart.

MR FULTON

Interesting class, son.

STEVE

Thanks, Dad.

MRS FULTON

You’re an excellent teacher.

STEVE

Thank you, Mom. Though I’m not sure that 

the secularization of the California missions

is exactly riveting stuff to these kids.

MRS FULTON

It’s all that computer nonsense these days.

Computer games, Facebook, I-Tunes..

STEVE

I know. Shorter attention spans. But it’s

the reality of what we have to deal with.

MR FULTON

I’m glad you grew up when you did.

STEVE

They’re still bright kids. They

just have a different focus.

MR FULTON

Well if they’re not focused, that’s not a

“different” focus— that’s just not focused.

STEVE

(laughs)

I won’t argue.

The threesome head towards the door.

STEVE

Well, I’ve saved my favorite tourist

spots for last.  Up for it?

MRS FULTON

Sure.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY
Steve and his parents make their way down the hallway.

MR FULTON

We appreciate your hospitality, son.
STEVE

My pleasure. Tell you what, let’s go to my
office— I’ll put my stuff away, check my
emails real quick, then we’ll head out. 

MR FULTON

Sounds like a good plan.

EXT. 17-MILE DRIVE – DAY

Steve and his parents are parked near the overlook of the Lone Cypress Tree.  They take pictures.

EXT. OCEAN AVENUE – CARMEL – DAY

Steve and his parents walk up and down Ocean Avenue, taking in the quaint shops and pine trees.

EXT. CARMEL MISSION COURTYARD - DAY
Steve shows his parents around the grounds of the old Carmel Mission.

Mr and Mrs Fulton gaze in awe at the old domed stone church towers.

MR FULTON

That is one impressive old church!

MRS FULTON

When was it built, Steve?

STEVE

That church dates to 1797.  But the mission

itself has been here since 1771.

MR FULTON

So this was the first mission.

STEVE

No, no.  That was San Diego.

MR FULTON

Oh, all right.

STEVE

But this was Father Serra’s favorite

mission. This is where he lived.  And, it’s

also where he died. Of course he wouldn’t

have recognized this church—it was built after

his death.

MRS FULTON

Oh, he died here-- I didn’t know that.

STEVE

He’s actually buried in the church.

MR FULTON

This place must have some ghost stories.

STEVE

Sure, any place this old has some ghost

stories connected with it, There’s one tale

that has a Spanish rider galloping past here

at night. And over there…

Steve points to the cemetery at the side of the church.

STEVE

A visitor once claimed to have spotted a

figure wearing a hooded priest’s habit.

This figure was just kind of roaming the

cemetery grounds until he disappeared into

that building over there.
Steve points to a nearby adobe building with a tile roof.

STEVE

So the visitor followed, but when he came to

the door of the building, he was met there by 

a maintenance man, who, of course, had seen no

such robed padre enter his work shop!

MR FULTON

You don’t say.

Mrs. Fulton shakes her head.

STEVE

Who knows. Makes for a good story though.

MR FULTON

Everybody loves a ghost story.

MRS FULTON

Well I don’t!
Steve laughs.

STEVE

Let me show you the inside of the church.

It’s beautiful.

INT. MEETING ROOM – COLLEGE – DAY

Several college faculty sit around the large, glossy meeting table.  Steve is among them.

MEETING FACILITATOR

Does anyone have anything else they
want on the agenda?

For a moment, no one speaks.  One professor slowly starts to raise his hand, then quickly lowers it.

CURLY HAIRED PROFESSOR

Just kidding.

There is laughter.

WOMAN PROFESSOR

Andrew, if you had raised that hand any

higher, I was going to kill you!

MEETING FACILITATOR

Everyone have a good weekend.

The meeting breaks up.  Steve gathers up his suitcase.  JAMES, a colleague, approaches.

JAMES

So how is your visit with the folks going?

STEVE

Good. It’s going good.

JAMES

They’re not stressing you out this

time then.

STEVE

No, no. Thank goodness. We’ve been

getting on well this visit. I’ve

been playing tour guide.

JAMES

Excellent. Have you hit the

aquarium yet?

STEVE

Of course. They always like that. We’ll

go around Carmel again today.

Steve and James head out onto the campus grounds.

EXT. COLLEGE CAMPUS - DAY
JAMES

So when do they head back to Portland?

STEVE

Tuesday. They’re spending three days with

my sister in Fresno first, so I’m driving

them there tomorrow.

JAMES

Great. How’s the work on your driveway

coming along?

Steve heaves a heavy sigh.  He shakes his head.

STEVE

Don’t ask.

James

(chuckles)

Oh, no.

INT. STEVE’S HOUSE – MORNING

Steve’s father lugs a couple of suitcases to the open front door.  Steve appears at the door, breathing hard.

STEVE

Last of the bags?

MR FULTON

That’s all of’em.

Steve grabs hold of the bag handles. He leans in the doorway and calls out:

STEVE

Mom? Any more bags?

MRS FULTON

No. Just my tote bag. I want to keep

that next to me.

STEVE

All right. Let’s load up.
EXT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Steve’s car heads up Highway One along the coast.

INT. CARROW’S (OR SOME SUCH DINING ESTABLISHMENT)- DAY
Steve sits across from his parents. Mr. and Mrs. Fulton study the menu.  Steve, already done with the menu, whips out his cell phone and quickly dials. He waits for an answer.

STEVE

Tony! Yeah.. Steve. So where are

we with the driveway? You guys didn’t

come by yesterday.

Steve listens.

STEVE

I beg your pardon? I don’t recall my

ever having said that.

Mr Fulton looks up at Steve. Steve continues his call.

STEVE

No.. No, you listen.. That was not

the agreement.  And you know that!
Steve’s expression darkens as he listens.

STEVE

Ok then, let me ask you this— how much can

I knock off the price then?

Steve listens. A flash of anger comes to his face.

STEVE

Excuse me?! We did not talk about this?!
Listen, don’t you pull that sh____!

Mrs. Fulton raises her head.

MRS FULTON

Steve..!

Steve bounces up out of his seat and storms out of the restaurant. 
MR. AND MRS. FULTON’S P.O.V.

Steve can be seen carrying on his conversation in the parking lot, bellowing in anger. He lets loose with a string of expletives.
Steve stops, listens a moment. Then he explodes again.  His voice is heard clearly through the restaurant window.

STEVE

Don’t you threaten me! I’ll show you

the damned contract you stupid Son of
a …..!!!

Steve takes his cellphone and hurls it onto the sidewalk. It splinters into several pieces.  
Steve storms back inside the restaurant and sits back down across from his parents. He fumes, breathes hard.  His face is red.

Mr. and Mrs. Fulton just stare at him.  Finally, Steve speaks.

STEVE

You guys eat. I’m not hungry.

EXT. RESTAURANT – A LITTLE LATER - DAY
Steve and his parents load up into the car.

INT. CAR (NOT MOVING)

Steve plops down into his seat and takes out his car keys. Mr. and Mrs. Fulton are already seated.

MRS FULTON

Steve, don’t you start that engine.

Steve turns off the ignition. He slumps. He lowers his head.  He knows what’s coming.

MR FULTON

I think you owe us both an apology.

STEVE

I’m sorry.  Ok?

MRS FULTON

There was no excuse for that display, Steve.

It was just embarrassing!

STEVE

I am.. sorry.

MRS FULTON

Well I’m glad you are, but that’s not

enough. You have got to learn to control

your temper! You still don’t have control

over your temper.

STEVE

I know. I had a meltdown. It happened. OK?

MRS FULTON

No, it is not ok! Son, do you know what

you are doing to yourself?! Do you ever

wonder why you don’t have a wife anymore?!

STEVE

Mom..

MR FULTON

Son, she’s right. This has been your problem

since you were a little boy. And we hate to

see it.

STEVE

I appreciate that. And I am sorry. I

shouldn’t have lost it like I did. This

whole thing with those guys.. I guess I

just reached a breaking point.

MRS FULTON

Well it was an ugly display.

They sit in uncomfortable silence.

STEVE

Shall we be going?

Steve turns on the ignition, starts to back out.

STEVE

Let’s just try and enjoy the rest

of the day, shall we?

Mrs Fulton shakes her head.

EXT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Steve’s car rolls down a narrow two-lane rural valley road near Hollister.

INT. CAR (MOVING)

Mrs. Fulton stares out the window at the passing scenery.

MRS FULTON

Where on earth are we?

STEVE

I thought I’d take a different route to

Fresno. Go up the old 180 route through

the hills.

MR FULTON

Son, that is way out of our way.

STEVE

I know. We have time. I just thought it

would be different. Scenic.

MRS FULTON

Son, that road just winds and winds. Why

on earth would you want to go that way?

STEVE

I haven’t seen that road in years!  I just

remember it being kind of a cool drive. We 

used to always go that way.
               MR FULTON

Back then we had no choice!
STEVE

Well I just wanted to see it again. I
thought you guys might enjoy it too.
MR FULTON

It’s an awfully long drive, son.

MRS FULTON

I don’t think my stomach can take that

road anymore. It is so wind-y.

Steve lets out a heavy sigh.

STEVE

Well we’re already on the way down. It’s

too far to back track now. Let’s just

enjoy it.

Mrs. Fulton lets out a disgusted sigh.  Mr. Fulton grimaces.

EXT. CAR (MOVING)

[Begin series of Shots of Steve’s car rolling down the ever-narrowing road.}

CAR PASSING RURAL FARM IN THE VALLEY

FADE TO:

CAR HEADING UP INTO BROWN GRASSY HILLS

FADE TO:

CAR ROUNDING A NARROW BLIND CURVE ON A HILLSIDE

FADE TO:

CAR SLOWLY, CAREFULLY CREEPS PAST A COW STANDING IN THE NARROW UNMARKED ROAD, BARELY BIG ENOUGH FOR TWO CARS

FADE TO:

CAR CREEPING PAST A TRUCK COMING DOWN STEEP GRADE FROM THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION

FADE TO:

CAR HEADING UP HIGHER INTO THE HILLS

INT. CAR (MOVING)- DAY
STEVE

I remember there being a lot of campgrounds

up this way. Y’know, I swear I went to camp
here one summer.
MR FULTON

I don’t think so. We may have had a

family picnic up here one time.

STEVE

I could have sworn there were all kinds

of campgrounds and cabins up here.

MRS FULTON

Well, son, a lot of those have closed

down since then. Or wildfires burned
them down.
STEVE

Maybe.

FADE TO:

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) - DAY

CAR WINDING UP ALONG A RIDGE TOP OVERLOOKING A VISTA OF HILLS

INT. CAR (MOVING)

STEVE

This is absolutely beautiful country.

MR FULTON

Yes, it sure is.

Mrs. Fulton looks at her watch.

MRS FULTON

I can’t imagine what time we are

going to arrive.

STEVE

Mom…
FADE TO:

CAR WINDING ALONG OPEN RIDGE TOP

FADE TO:

STILL WINDING ALONG RIDGE TOP, CAR HEADS TOWARDS OAK GROVE AHEAD

[END SERIES OF DRIVING SHOTS]

EXT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Shot follows Steve’s car as the road enters a woodsy stretch of the ridge top.  The trees are mostly, oak, with a few pine trees scattered here and there.

INT. CAR (MOVING)

Steve cranes his neck.  He spots something.

STEVE

What’s that up ahead?

MR FULTON

I don’t know.

EXT. CAR (MOVING)

The car approaches a dirt road turnoff, adjacent to which a  cluster of old white plank buildings can be seen.

INT. CAR (MOVING)

Steve turns the wheel sharply, steering the car down the dirt road turnoff.

STEVE

Ah! Here we go!

MRS FULTON

Steve, we are SO late already.

STEVE

I just want to stop for a second, Mom.

I won’t even get out.

Steve steers the car to the center of the “plaza”.  Steve brings the car to a stop, but keeps the motor running.

Steve lowers his window and looks out at the scene. He opens the door of the cab, stands just outside the opened door, engine still running, and he surveys the scene.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - CAMPGROUND

All the buildings on the grounds are old, faded white plank buildings, most of which have equally faded red window shutters.

On one side of the plaza is a semi-circled row of small cabins in fair to dilapidated shape.

On the far side of the plaza is a more eclectic collection of white plank buildings:  there is a small auditorium sized building, an open sided pavilion building, a few standard-sized house-like structures, and at the far end, a two-story house.

BACK TO SCENE

CLOSE-UP SHOT: STEVE’S AWED EXPRESSION

Steve plops back in the driver’s seat. The car door remains open.

STEVE

I recognize all this!

MR FULTON

I don’t think we’ve been here before.

STEVE

No, I think.. I think I came here as a

kid! I went to camp here or something!
MRS FULTON

No, I think you’re confusing this with

the camp you went to in the Santa Cruz

mountains with your cousins. It was a

Vacation Bible School camp, I believe.

Steve hops out of the car again, takes a long look again. He plops back in the driver’s seat again.

STEVE

No, this place is familiar. Very familiar.

MR FULTON

We might have stopped here for a

picnic. But I think your mom is right. 

You’re thinkin’ about the camp up in

Scotts Valley by Santa Cruz.

Steve continues to stare at the old plank buildings.

MRS FULTON

Steve, it is late.

STEVE

All right. All right.

MRS FULTON

And just so you know, we can’t call

Susan. You busted up your cell phone

back at the restaurant.

STEVE

Yes. I am aware!

Steve shuts the car door and turns the car around. As he rolls back towards the main road, he cannot take his eyes off the compound of buildings.

EXT. CAR (MOVING) -DAY
Steve’s car emerges from the wooded stretch of the road, out onto the open ridge with vistas of grassy oak-studded hills as far as the eye can see.

INT. CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Steve drives, seemingly lost in contemplation. Mr. and Mrs. Fulton have nodded off.

EXT. CAR (MOVING) – EVENING

The sun is going down as Steve’s car speeds south on Interstate 99.  The pass a sign that reads “FRESNO..5”

EXT. SUSAN’S HOUSE (NIGHT)

Susan greets her parents and brother on the doorstep of her suburban house.  Susan is in her late forties, just a few years younger than Steve.

SUSAN

Mommy! Daddy!

There are hugs, kisses all around. After giving his sister a quick hug and a kiss, Steve lugs in two large suitcases.

INT. SUSAN’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM

SUSAN

I was expecting you around supper time!

I was worried something had happened!

MR FULTON

We took quite the detour.

SUSAN

A detour?

MR FULTON

We did old Route 180.

SUSAN

You took 180?!

STEVE

Yes, Route 180.

Susan lets out a loud laugh.

SUSAN

Was that your idea of a shortcut?!

STEVE

I thought we’d go the scenic route.

Susan throws her arms around Mrs. Fulton.

SUSAN

Are you trying to kill poor Mom and Dad?!
Steve lowers his head into his hand.

STEVE

Ok, I accept the slings and arrows!

I chose the torturous Route 180!

MRS FULTON

Well.. there was some nice scenery.

MR FULTON

That country is really old California. But

boy, my stomach just can’t take all those

twists and turns anymore.

SUSAN

Well I hope you all can still eat.

MR FULTON

Oh, sure.

STEVE

See? I didn’t completely do them in!

INT. DINING ROOM – LATER

Susan, Steve, Mr. and Mrs. Fulton, dine together.

STEVE

I swear to you, I was there before.

MRS FULTON

(to Susan)

I told him, he’s thinking of the Santa

Cruz campground. You remember? It was

just across the way from Santa’s Village.

We used to take you kids there.

SUSAN

I remember Santa’s Village. I loved

that place!

STEVE

So did I. But.. I don’t know. It was

one of those déjà vu moments today.

SUSAN

That happens.

STEVE

Yes it does.

MR FULTON

So what’s the plan for tomorrow?
SUSAN

Well, I thought I would take you all

to the factory outlet by….

As Susan and Mr. and Mrs. Fulton continue to chatter, Steven seems to zone out into his own thoughts.
INT. LIVING ROOM – AFTER DINNER

Steve and Susan sit together on the piano bench. Steve plays and sings, Susan sings with him. Mr and Mrs Fulton look on from the couch behind them.

STEVE AND SUSAN

(singing)

So let the sun shine in

Face it with a grin

Smilers never lose

And frowners never win

So let the sun shine in

Face it with a grin

Open up your heart and
let the sun.. shine.. in!
Mr. Fulton claps. Susan turns to her parents.

SUSAN

Steve is very nostalgic for his childhood

today, isn’t he?

MRS FULTON

He sure is. Why, I don’t know.

STEVE

Oh, I guess the mood just hit me.

SUSAN

(to Steve)

I thought it was…

(sings)

“faces with a grin.”

STEVE

No, it’s “face it with a grin.”

Susan turns to her mother.

SUSAN

Momma, isn’t it “faces with a grin?”

MRS FULTON

No, I learned it as “face it with a grin.”

Susan shakes her head.

SUSAN

You mean all these years I’ve been 

singing it wrong?! That’s how I taught

it to Danny!

STEVE

And now he’s walking around UC Santa

Barbara campus singing the wrong words.

MRS FULTON

Steve!

STEVE

What?!

INT. LIVING ROOM – LATER THAT EVENING

Mr. Fulton naps in one of the living room chairs. Susan and Mrs. Fulton huddle together over a scrapbook.
Steve sits by himself in a corner, pouring over an old photo album.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - PHOTO ALBUM PICTURES

Steve flips the photo album pages, filled with pictures of the family taken during the early to mid 1960s.

Suddenly, Steve stops cold on one particular photo.
CLOSE-UP SHOT: PICTURE

In the old faded color photo, Steve: he is about age four or five in the picture, posing on a grassy area with three other pals. In the background can be seen white plank buildings with red shutters.

BACK TO SCENE

STEVE REACTS

INT. GUEST BEDROOM – SUSAN’S HOUSE – NIGHT

In the darkened guest bedroom, Steve lies awake in bed, staring at the ceiling.

Scenes from the past flash through Steve’s mind.

[BEGIN SERIES OF QUICK FLASHBACK SCENES]

FLASHBACK 1:  A CROWD OF EXCITED CHILDREN SIT ON THE FLOOR OF A WIDE ROOM, BISECTED BY A SQUARE-ISH WOOD PILLAR. THE WALLS ARE PAINTED BRIGHT YELLOW, THE WALL TRIM IS PAINTED RED. ADORNING THE WALLS ARE BRIGHT SPLASHY CARTOONY IMAGES OF CLOWNS, ELEPHANTS, MONKEYS, BALLOONS. A CLOWN AND FACE-PAINTED HOBO ENTERTAIN THE CHILDREN

FLASHBACK 2:  A YOUNG BOY (STEVE) TIP-TOES INTO A DARKENED LIVING ROOM. BEFORE HIM, NEXT TO A STAIRCASE, IS A DOORWAY. THE WALLS JUST INSIDE THE DOORWAY GLOW WITH FIRE OR CANDLELIT:  A SHADOWY FIGURE CAN BE SEEN REACHING OUT. THERE IS A HIGH-PITCHED LAUGH

FLASHBACK 3:  A CLOWN PRESIDES OVER OUTDOOR GAMES FOR THE CHILDREN IN THE CENTER PLAZA OF A CAMPGROUND. PLANK BUILDINGS AND OAK TREES ENCIRCLE PLAZA. THE BUILDINGS ARE ALL PAINTED BRIGHT WHITE, WITH RED SHUTTERS ON THE WINDOWS

FLASHBACK 4: A LITTLE BOY (STEVE) STANDS IN WHAT APPEARS TO BE A MINI GYMNASIUM-LIKE ROOM. HE STARES UP AT A PAINTED BANNER ON THE WALL WHICH READS “THE CANKEE”

[END SERIES OF FLASHBACKS]

BACK TO SCENE

Steve sits up in his bed. He is sweating, breathing heavily.

EXT. SUSAN’S FRONT PORCH – MORNING

Susan, Steve, Mr. and Mrs. Fulton say their goodbyes on the porch. Steve hugs his sister and mother, shakes hands with his father.

STEVE

Mom. Dad. It’s been a great week.

MR FULTON

Yes it has.

MRS FULTON

Now when are you coming up to Portland?

STEVE

Soon. Promise!

MRS FULTON

(to Susan)

You heard him.

SUSAN

Yes I did, Mama.

Steve starts for his car.

STEVE

You all have a great time.

SUSAN

Oh, we will.

MRS FULTON

Drive safely.

Steve chuckles. He pulls his car door open.

STEVE

Don’t worry. I will. 

(to Mr. Fulton)

Don’t get spend too much at the factory

outlets, Dad!

MR FULTON

Oh, don’t you worry about me.
Steve gets in his car, starts up the engine. He waves one final goodbye before taking off.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Shot of Steve speeding up the Interstate 99 freeway.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Steve pulls off at an exit.  He rolls down the on-ramp, and at the STOP sign below, he pauses, staring at the road sign before him.

SHOT:  ROUTE 180 SIGN

The arrow points directly west. 

Steve hesitates, staring at the sign. He seems to be struggling with himself.  Finally, he steers the car onto the two-lane road.

[BEGIN SERIES OF SHOTS]

Camera Shot follows Steve’s car as it rolls down the straight, narrow two-lane road as it passes through flat farm land on the way to the hills.

FADE TO:

Steve’s car starts winding up into the grassy hills.

FADE TO:

Steve’s car navigates the road as it winds along the top of the ridge. Oak studded hills roll to the horizon on both sides of the road.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

Steve sings along to the Beach Boy’s “Surfs Up”. Even so, Steve seems nervous, uneasy.

FADE TO:

Steve’s car heads towards the wooded oak and pine grove up ahead on the ridge top road.

[END SERIES OF SHOTS}

EXT. CAMPGROUND - DAY
Steve’s car rolls down the short dirt road into the campground complex he visited the day before.

Steve shuts off the engine, then steps out of his car.  He stands for a moment, takes a look around. He takes a deep breath.  He starts to explore.

There is a quiet foreboding about the place.  Steve doesn’t seem comfortable being here, but he apparently can’t help himself.  He walks toward the open-sided pavilion.

PAVILLION

Gingerly, Steve steps inside the pavilion, the old white paint of the structure peeling off badly.  Steve gazes up at the ceiling, at the faded animal heads painted on the walls.

[QUICK FLASHBACK]

Time is the early to mid-1960’s:  there is a gathering of noisy children, seated on the floor, watching the antics of a clown and a female “hobo” wearing a green felt hat.

[END FLASHBACK]

BACK TO SCENE

Steve’s deep breaths now turn quivery. Beads of sweat gather on his forehead. 

In his mind, Steve hears an old scratchy children’s record from long ago.  A narrator talks in rhythmic robotic manner to the accompaniment of a creepy accordion.

NARRATOR

Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Steve moves out of the pavilion and heads over to a curious semi-circled grouping of child-sized cottages— all of them are painted white with red window shutters.

EXT. COTTAGES - DAY

Steve peers in through the windows, only seeing tiny empty interiors filled with spider webs and rotting plank floor boards.  Each cottage has a cartoon face clown or circus animal on the wall.

Moving away from the cottages, Steve comes to a tiny amphitheater and stage.  The stage is rotting. In front of the stage, there is a large empty trough—it appears that it was once some sort of fish tank.

[BEGIN FLASHBACK]

In his mind, Steve sees himself sitting with the other children, watching a show on the stage. 

A large menacing looking fish swims in the tank in front of the stage—a clown pokes the large sea creature with a prod, then quickly dances out of the way as the creature snaps at him.  

The children roar with laughter.

[END FLASHBACK]

BACK TO SCENE

EXT. GROUNDS 

Steve moves further down the grounds, behind the stage area and comes to a plaza where rotting giant candy canes are scattered over a small area.  In between them are some rusted iron tracks.

At the far end of the candy cane plaza is a low, but wide one-story plank building. There is an entranceway but no windows.  Over the door are the faded letters “HAUNTED HOUSE”.

[BEGIN FLASHBACK]

Shot of small children riding a small car through a darkened corridor, with skeletons and witches popping up from the floor, from behind partitions.

[END FLASHBACK]

BACK TO SCENE

Steve peers inside the “Haunted House” building, but sees only black, empty space.

Adjacent to the Haunted House pavilion, Steve comes across a small outdoor pen where a few goats and a small cow mill about.

[BEGIN FLASHBACK]

Little Steve and a multitude of other small children are inside a large tent.  Farm and small circus animals (baby elephant, camels) mill around the excited children, eating out of their hands.  A couple of adult clowns oversee.

[END FLASHBACK]

BACK TO SCENE

EXT. CANKEE BUILDING - DAY
Steve heads towards another wide, square-ish white plank building near a grove of trees. There is a ramp leading to the entranceway. There is one window to the side of the entranceway.  The building is unmarked.

Again, Steve hears the children’s record from long ago.

NARRATOR FROM OLD CHIDREN STORY RECORD

Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Steve walks up the gray-painted wooden ramp then gingerly steps inside the open doorway.

INT. CANKEE BUILDING

Steve enters a musty corridor-like room with a dirty mustard yellow carpet. A front desk-like barrier stands between Steve and the back corridor just beyond.

Steve steps up to the unmanned desk. There is a wide doorway just in back of the desk and a hallway just inside the doorway.  There is a partially-opened sliding that can be seen just beyond the doorway.  

STEVE’S P.O.V.

A small gymnasium-like room is visible through the partially-opened sliding door. There is a landing just inside the door, then a drop-off to the main floor below. The walls are light pink in color.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve reacts to what he sees-- the sight clearly unnerves him. Beads of sweat come down from his forehead.

Just then, a shadow figure pops out of the sliding door. Steve jumps back with a start, but soon sees the figure is a spectacled old man.  The old man quickly closes the sliding door and comes out to the desk area.

MR BOYD

Can I help you, sir?

Steve catches his breathe.

STEVE

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry. I was

passing by and I just stopped to look

around.

MR BOYD

For.. what, exactly?

STEVE

I came here as a child. I was real little

but I remember it. That’s why I was looking

around. I hope that’s all right.

MR BOYD

Yeah, I saw you snoopin’ around.

STEVE

I passed by here the other day and I was just

kinda startled. I thought, Hey, I know
this place!

MR BOYD

Well not many folks come up here anymore.

Mr Boyd comes out from behind the desk. He fiddles with his keys.

MR BOYD

If you don’t mind, I have to lock up.

STEVE

Oh, sure.

Steve and Mr. Boyd exit the building together.

EXT. CANKEE BUILDING - DAY
Mr. Boyd locks the front door. 

MR BOYD

So what brings you up this way?

STEVE

Just passing through on my way back

to Monterey.

They walk together.

MR BOYD

You’ve gone a long ways out of

your way.

Steve laughs.

STEVE

Yes I did.
MR BOYD

Well, a lot of folks used to come up here

in the old days. We had a circus, rides,

shows for the kids.  But then Interstate 5

got put in, and people stopped comin’.

STEVE

When did it close?

MR BOYD

Oh, we’re still open. You can rent

the cottages.

STEVE

I mean when did it close as an amusement

place for kids?

MR BOYD

Oh.. 1968 or so.  There was trouble with the

animals. Some kids got hurt. Or their folks

said they got hurt. We had to close down the

fun park.

STEVE

So you’ve been here since the 60s?

MR BOYD

We came in 1965. My wife and I replaced
the first managers of the place.

STEVE

What was this place called back then?
They arrive back at Steve’s car.

MR BOYD

It was called “Happy Land”.

Steve stops, pauses.

STEVE

Happy Land.

Mr. Boyd interrupts Steve’s thoughts by stretching out his hand to Steve.

MR BOYD

I don’t believe I got your name.

STEVE

Steve Fulton.

Steve shakes Mr. Boyd’s hand. Mr. Boyd fixes a hard look on Steve.

MR BOYD

I’m Travis Boyd.

STEVE

Nice to meet you.

MR BOYD

You know, you don’t have to drive all the

way back to Monterey tonight. You can stay

in one of the cottages.

Steve looks over at the cottages. He thinks hard.

STEVE

You know, I might do that.

MR BOYD

Well come up to the house, we’ll get you

checked in.

Steve follows Mr. Boyd up to the two-story frame house on the property.

INT. BOYD HOUSE

Steve follows MR. BOYD into the living room of his house.  They are met there by MRS. BOYD, a plump elderly woman still wearing the 50s style butterfly rim glasses.

MRS BOYD

Hello.

MR BOYD

This is Mr. Steve Fulton.

Mrs. Boyd looks surprised. She shakes hands with Steve.

MRS BOYD

We saw you walking around.

STEVE

I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cause

a disturbance.

MRS BOYD

Oh, that’s all right. I wish more folks

would come up and poke around. But not many

folks make it up this way these days.

Mr. Boyd gets out a metal cashbox and a dusty register book. He sits down on the sofa.

MR BOYD

(to Mrs Boyd)

Steve is going to be stay at one of

the cottages tonight.

MRS BOYD

Oh, wonderful!

Steve sits next to Mr. Boyd. As Mr. Boyd writes up a guest ticket, Steve glances up.  Steve’s expression suddenly turns fearful.

SHOT: STAIRCASE AND DOORWAY LEADING TO BACK ROOM AT BASE OF STAIRCASE

[FLASHBACK]

Shot a little blonde boy tip-toeing into a darkened living room. He stops at the base of the staircase and stares, almost hypnotized, at the open doorway at the base of the stair, glowing with flickering candlelight.

There is a creepy high pitched laugh coming from the glowing room. The shadow of a long-armed figure can be seen on the glowing wall.

[END FLASHBACK]

BACK TO SCENE

MR BOYD

That’ll be $23.99 for the night. That’s

a pretty good rate now days.

STEVE

Ok…

(fiddles for his wallet)

Is cash all right?
MR BOYD

Sure.
Steve hands him a twenty and a five.  Mr. Boyd fiddles with his money box.

MR BOYD

Let me get you your change.

STEVE

That’s all right.

(rises to his feet)

I’d be paying more than double that at

any Motel 6 on I-5.

MRS BOYD

(laughing)

You’re right at that.

Mr. Boyd rises to his feet, fiddles with his key chain.

MR BOYD

All right, let me show you the

cabins.

Steve follows Mr Boyd out the front door.

EXT. GROUNDS - DAY
As they walk towards the cottages, Steve points out the “Haunted House” building.

STEVE

I remember.. that was a pretty scary ride

way back when. You got in this car, and it

took you through all these tunnels…

Mr. Boyd chuckles.

MR BOYD

Oh yeah. Wanna see it now?

STEVE

Sure!

MR BOYD

Come on. I’ll show you.

Steve and Mr. Boyd head towards the “Haunted House” structure. When they get there, Mr. Boyd pulls the door open wider.  They step inside the dark structure.

INT. HAUNTED HOUSE STRUCTURE

Mr. Boyd finds the light switch along the wall. He switches on the lights.
LIT INTERIOR OF HAUNTED HOUSE

With the overhead lights now on, the interior of the “Haunted House” is revealed:  it’s a large open room with a low ceiling.  A rusted track snaked all about the room. 

At various points along the winding rusty track, there are remnants of dusty coffins, a witch head or two, a couple of broken down “coffins.”

Steve looks on in amazement and laughs.
STEVE

So that’s all it is!

MR BOYD

That’s all it is. Of course when the

lights are down, it plays tricks on your

mind-- you think you’re goin’ way down, way

up, then goblins pop up. The kids loved it.

STEVE

Me, I was scared to death!

MR BOYD

How old were you?

STEVE

Oh, I couldn’t have been more than

four or five.

MR BOYD

That explains it.

Mr. Boyd shuts off the lights. They exit the Haunted House.

EXT. GROUNDS - DAY
Back outside again, Steve and Mr Boyd again head towards the cottages.

STEVE

Amazing.  A little dark lighting, and you’re

in a whole different world.

MR BOYD

That’s how it works.

Steve stops. He gropes for words.

STEVE

Ya know.. I have to ask this. Was there 

some attraction here, maybe some animal,

called.. “The Cankee”?

At first Mr. Boyd’s expression turns grim, his eyes narrow. He stares intently into Steve’s face. Then, a grin comes to Mr. Boyd’s face.

MR BOYD

The Cankee.

STEVE

Yeah.

MR BOYD

Was that somethin’ that scared you

as a child?

STEVE

Something about that name, yeah, it gave

me nightmares.

MR BOYD

I see.

Mr. Boyd looks down, seems to think a moment.

MR BOYD

Tell you what-- I’ll show you, “Cankee”.

Steve’s eyes widen in amazement. Mr. Boyd heads off in the direction of a barn-like building.  Steve follows, looking nervous.

EXT. ANIMAL BARN - DAY
Pausing at the entrance of the barn-like building, Mr. Boyd turns to Steve.

MR BOYD

Are you sure you can handle this?

STEVE

(slightly quavering voice)

I.. think so.

MR BOYD

All right then.

Mr. Boyd unlocks the padlock on the barn door. He pulls it open.

INT. ANIMAL BARN

Cautiously, Steve follows Mr. Boyd into the barn. Steve’s manner is nervous. He stays a couple of steps behind Mr. Boyd, who fiddles around the wall for the light switch.

Finally, the light, a couple of overhead light bulbs, are switched on.

MR BOYD

There she is!

Steve’s eyes widen.

SHOT: Small, skinny kangaroo hopping around a large pen.

STEVE

That’s the Cankee?!
MR BOYD

That’s Kankee.

Steve lets out a deep breath. He laughs loudly.

STEVE

You know, that makes sense!
MR BOYD

A kangaroo can scare a young child.

You don’t see’em every day in the states.

STEVE

No, you sure don’t.

MR BOYD

Of course this isn’t the same kangaroo

we had back then. Probably a relative.

STEVE

(smacks his forehead)

Ok, now I feel stupid.

Mr Boyd shuts off the lights. They exit the barn.

EXT. ANIMAL BARN - DAY
MR BOYD

We’ll probably give her to a zoo before

long. They take a lot of upkeep.

STEVE

(still shaking his head)

A kangaroo. Of course!
On the way to the cottages, Steve and Mr. Boyd pass the building Steve had entered earlier— where Steve had partially seen the open room with pink walls.

Steve points to the building.

STEVE

What was that building used for?

Mr. Boyd doesn’t turn his head to look.

MR BOYD

Oh, that’s just storage.

STEVE

Didn’t they do some kind of show in

that building?

MR BOYD

Nah. Always been a storage building.

Just paint cans, ladders, equipment.

That’s all Mr. Boyd has to say on the subject. They continue on towards the cottages.

EXT. SEMI-CIRCLE OF COTTAGES - DAY
Mr. Boyd leads Steve to one of the small, one room cottages in the center of the semi-circle.  By the looks of things, Steve is the only guest present. 

Mr. Boyd walks up the creaky wood plank steps and unlocks Room 23.  Then, he hands Steve the keys.

MR BOYD

They need some fresh paint, but you’ll

the room comfy.

STEVE

Thank you.

MR BOYD

You can pull your car right up to here.

Need anything?

STEVE

No, I think I’m ok.

MR BOYD

I’ll leave you to settle in.

Mr. Boyd departs, ambling back to his house. Steve enters the cottage.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 - DAY
Steve looks around the musty interior of the cottage. The walls of the main room are old style varnished wood panel.

In fact, all the furnishings are vintage late 1940s to mid 1960s: the mustard yellow curtains, the iron frame bed posts, an old radio atop the bed stand.

Steve switches on the bulky 1960s style TV set with huge antennas. It’s a black and white set.  

SHOT: STEVE STARES GAPE-MOUTHED AT THE TV SCREEN

Playing on the TV screen, is an old early 1960s episode of Bozo The Clown.  Bozo cavorts before a grandstand full of children.  

Steve changes the channel(manually), and plows through several stations of static before arriving on another station. 
On this channel, an old Quisp and Quake cereal commercial, followed by an episode of the sitcom, Dennis The Menace.

Steve switches off the TV. He heads into the bathroom.

BATHROOM

The bathroom wall is painted mustard yellow. There is barely room enough room to stand in, with the rust-streaked toilet and claw-legged bathtub taking up most of the floor space.  Old style black and white decorative tile covers the floor.

Steve moves back into the main room.

MAIN COTTAGE ROOM

Steve slowly sets himself down on the bed, covered with a light green wool bedspread with cigarette burns.

Steve stares warily at his surroundings.

EXT. COTTAGE No. 23 – A LITTLE LATER

By now, Steve has moved his car up to the front of the cottage and is moving his overnight bag and clothes into the cottage.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 – NIGHT

Steve sits propped up on the bed, reading a book.  The silence is pronounced. 

Every so often, Steve raises his head and listens. Nothing but silence. He resumes his reading for a few moments, then closes the book shut.

Steve bounces up from the bed and turns on the TV.

Another old 1950s to 1960s children’s TV show is on: a woman wearing a hobo getup, her face painted in clown makeup. She reads a story to a group of children in front of a cheap, painted background set.

STEVE

What the..?!

Steve quickly turns the channel knob, again going through station after station of static before arriving on another channel.

A cartoon episode of Sinbad The Sailor, an old 1940s-1950s cartoon, is on.

Steve angrily switches the TV off.

Now Steve appears really unnerved. Again, he starts to breathe heavily. He walks over to the window, looks out.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - DARKENED GROUNDS

There is mostly just darkness visible looking out from the cottage window. Shapes of the trees can be seen. The brightest light is from a light pole in the center of the grounds, which emits a small circle of illumination.

Beyond, only a couple of lights can be seen on the buildings across the way.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve returns to the bed. He resumes reading his book.

Suddenly, there is the sound of something scratching the window pane next to the bed.

Steve leaps up, pulls open the curtain.

STEVE’S P.O.V.

Only darkness can be seen outside the window. Steve doesn’t move.  He huddles against the wall, listening. 

BACK TO SCENE

There is only silence now.

Cautiously and slowly, Steve opens the front door and pokes his head out.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - DARKENED GROUNDS

Steve steps out onto the porch and looks around. He sees nothing. He steps out onto the front porch of the cottage.

EXT. COTTAGE – NIGHT

Standing near his car, Steve looks about.
STEVE

Hello?

Again, there is no sound, no movement. Steve goes back inside.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 – LATER

Steve has all the lights on in the cabin. Steve sits on a small chair in a corner of the main room, next to the bed. His eyes are alert, darting back and forth. He looks ready to spring into action at any moment.

The radio on, but it’s a static-y jumble of local news: weather, state fair announcements, car dealership advertisements. The voice of the 1940s sounding radio announcer never changes.

Then Steve hears it: an eerie high-pitched human voice. It sounds like a combination of a long laugh or a song-like note.  Steve leaps to his feet and rushes to the window.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - DARKENED GROUNDS

Now it becomes visible:  the shadowy form a bent over, human-like figure, dragging a long, thick reptilian-like tail behind it, slinks across the plaza and disappears behind a row of trees.

BACK TO SCENE

Shrieking in terror, Steve hurls himself back against the corner of the wall, gasping for breath, sweating profusely.

He snatches the old black dial-tone phone on the bed stand and dials “0”

STEVE

Oh please God, please…!

There are several rings. Finally, an elderly man picks up.

MR BOYD (O.S.)
Yes?

STEVE

There’s something outside! I don’t know

what it is!

MR BOYD (O.S.)
Calm down. Probably just raccoons.

STEVE

(shrieking)

It’s not a raccoon! It’s huge! I

don’t know what it is! HELP ME!

MR BOYD (O.S.)
Probably just deer then. Let me

come over.

STEVE

Be careful— this is some…some creature I

have never seen! I can’t describe it!

MR BOYD

You see it out your window?

STEVE

I don’t want to go to my window!

Please! DO something! Call somebody!

MR BOYD (O.S)
I’ll get my gun and come over.

There is a click on Mr. Boyd’s end.

Steve lowers his head into his hands. He weeps, prays frantically. He can still hear the old children’s record:

VOICE FROM OLD CHILDRENS STORY RECORD

Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
INT. COTTAGE No. 23 – NIGHT - A LITTLE LATER

Steve is still huddled on the floor in the corner of the room. Suddenly there is loud knocking on his front door. Steve’s body jumps, but he gets to his feet, rushes over to the door, opens it.

Mr. Boyd stands on the porch, bathed in porch light. He holds a rifle and looks annoyed.

MR BOYD

All right, show me where you saw this

thing.
Steve points over to a line of pine trees.

STEVE

It went right behind those trees.

MR BOYD

No way it could have been a deer?

STEVE

This was no deer. It was on two feet,

it was hunched over..!

MR BOYD

Stay here, I’ll go look.

STEVE

Maybe the kangaroo got out?
Mr Boyd is already on his way over to the line of trees.

MR BOYD

Nah, she’s still in his pen.
STEVE’S P.O.V. – DARKENED GROUNDS

Still quivering with fear, Steve watches as Mr. Boyd’s shadowy figure stalks the ground, his rifle at the ready.

Suddenly, Mr. Boyd stops, raises his rifle to shoot. But there is no gun shot. Mr. Boyd slowly lowers the rifle, resumes his search.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve ducks back inside the cottage.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 – NIGHT – A LITTLE LATER
Again, Steve is huddled in the corner of the room. Then, a voice calls to him from outside the door.

MR BOYD’S VOICE

Mr. Fulton?

This is followed by soft knocking.  Steve gets up, goes over to the door, opens it, but slowly.  He sees Mr Boyd.

MR BOYD

Son, there is nothin’ walking around 

this property. And I checked again. The

animals are all in their pens.

STEVE

You’re sure none of them are missing?!

                MR BOYD

No, they are not.

STEVE

I swear to you, I saw this thing! 

MR BOYD

Whatever it was, it’s gone.

STEVE

I don’t know.. I..!
MR BOYD

Call me if you need me. But I hope that

won’t be necessary after this.

STEVE

Thank you. I’m sorry I disturbed you.

MR BOYD

It’s all right. I like to look after

my guests.

Mr. Boyd heads back to his house. Steve closes the door.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 – NIGHT - LATER

Steve still has all the lights on in his cabin. He stares fearfully at the front door.

Finally, Steve gets to his feet. He heads resolutely to the front door, opens it slowly.

EXT. COTTAGE No. 23 - NIGHT
Peering cautiously all about at the quiet darkened grounds, Steve finally makes his way down the porch steps and out into the front area of the cottage semi-circle.

Again, Steve peers warily around at the darkness. Finally, he heads towards the “Happy Land” structures across the way.

EXT. HAPPY LAND GROUNDS - NIGHT
As Steve nears the old amusement buildings, he looks over at the two-story caretaker house. All the lights are off. 

EXT. OPEN SIDED PAVILLION

Steve warily moves past the open sided pavilion. A single light bulb casts a soft glow over the interior—the soft glow eerily illuminates the cartoon faces on the posts and back walls.

EXT. CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT
Steve finally reaches the Cankee building. He pauses some yards away from it, staring at it fearfully.

Then, slowly, he makes his way behind the building.

EXT. REAR OF THE CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT
Steve makes his way into a woodsy area behind the “Cankee Building” structure.  There is a window in back of the building, where the large room with the pink walls would be.

Steve starts to approach the window, but stops. He seems to try to gather his courage.  Apparently, he cannot bring himself to peer into the darkened window. He turns and heads back.

While Steve’s back is turned, the trees in front of him are suddenly lit up. 

Steve wheels around-- the lights are on in the window! And there stands Mrs. Boyd, looking out at Steve. Steve freezes, terrified.

STEVE

Oh, God..!

STEVE’S P.O.V. – MRS. BOYD INSIDE CANKEE BUILDING

Soon it is apparent that Mrs. Boyd, being in a lit room staring out into the darkness, cannot see outside. 

Mrs. Boyd stands in a large, wide-open room with pink walls. In back of her, stairs lead up to a platform landing overlooking the open gymnasium-like space.

Mrs. Boyd lugs a bucket of water and a scrub brush in her hand. She stops, kneels down and seems to be scrubbing something on the floor.

Finishing her chore, Mrs. Boyd turns and heads back up the steps to the platform. Just before exiting the door at the top of the platform, she switches off the lights.
BACK TO SCENE

Once the room lights are off, Steve flees the scene.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 - NIGHT
Steve is again huddled in the corner of the room. All the lights are on. All the curtains are drawn. The radio is on.

EXT. GROUNDS – JUST BEFORE DAWN
It is just starting to get light, though the sun has yet to make an appearance.

INT. COTTAGE No. 23 - DAWN
Steve has nodded off. There is a knock on the door. Steve’s body jumps. He leaps to his feet.

STEVE

Who is it?

MR BOYD’S VOICE

Mr. Fulton?

Steve rushes to the door, opens it.  There, standing on the porch, is an angry-looking Mr. Boyd, and standing next to him, a chastened-looking 18 year old boy, ZACH.

MR BOYD

This is my grandson,Zack. You haven’t met him

yet, but he owes you an apology.

STEVE

An apology?

MR BOYD

(to Zach)

Go on. Tell him.
ZACK

I’m sorry, sir. That was me playin’ a

joke last night.

STEVE

A joke? What do you mean?

MR BOYD

(to Zack)

Go on. Show him!

Zack holds up a cheap Godzilla costume.

ZACK

I’m sorry. I was bein’ stupid.

MR BOYD

Yes he was!

Steve seems unable to believe what he is seeing, hearing.

STEVE

Why? Why would you.. do such a thing?!
ZACK

Just bein’ stupid, I guess. I’m sorry.
STEVE

(his anger rising)

You know I made a complete fool of myself

last night!  I almost had your uncle call

the police! Call 9-1-1! And you thought

that was being funny?!

ZACK

(lowers his head)

I’m sorry, sir.

MR BOYD

He and I are going to have a long talk

after this. And I do apologize again for

this idiot’s behavior.

Steve fumes, but he bites his tongue from saying anything further. He simply holds up his hands.

MR BOYD

What’s more..

(reaches into his wallet)

I’m givin’ you your money back.

STEVE

No.. really.. You don’t have to give

me a free night’s stay..

MR BOYD

Oh, I’ll get it back. It’s coming

out of his pay!

Zack lowers his head even more. Steve accepts the money.

STEVE

Ok. Guess we’re even.

MR BOYD

Again, please accept our apologies.
Mr. Boyd and Zack depart. Steve ducks back into his cottage. He closes the door.

Steve plops down on the bed. His eyes are bleary. He stares blankly.  Then, he sits up, tilts his head. He seems to be thinking about something.

STEVE

It couldn’t be..

EXT. COTTAGE No. 23 - MORNING

Steve loads his bag and clothes into the trunk of his car. He hops in, turns on the ignition.

The car rolls to the center of the grounds.  Steve pauses in the plaza.  Steve sticks his head out the window and takes one final look around. Then, he drives off.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) - DAY
Steve’s car rolls out of the oak and pine forested grove, emerging out onto the open ridge.  Again, vistas of high grass-covered hills stretch in all directions.

EXT. CAFÉ – RURAL MADERAS COUNTY – MORNING

Steve’s car pulls off in front of a small gas and eating establishment in the rural hills just off Highway 180.

INT. CAFÉ

Steve enters the café and is met by a waitress, a woman in her thirties or so.

WAITRESS

One?

STEVE

Just one.

WAITRESS

Would you like a table, or would you

like to sit at the counter?

STEVE

A table please.

The waitress leads Steve to a booth, hands him a menu.

WAITRESS

Can I get you some coffee?

STEVE

Please.

WAITRESS

I’ll be back in a moment.

STEVE

Thank you.

Steve studies the menu.

The waitress returns shortly with the coffee.

WAITRESS

Do you take cream and sugar?

STEVE

Yes. Both.

The waitress sets down a tiny aluminum cup with creamers and sugar/sweetener packets. 

STEVE

Let me ask you— what do you know about

the old ‘Happy Land’ place up in those

hills there?

The waitress is caught off guard, she thinks.

WAITRESS

Happy Land? 

STEVE

It was kind of an amusement place for

kids—- operated back in the 1960’s. I went

there when I was little.
WAITRESS

Oh, well that placed closed a long time

ago. Before I was born.
The waitress turns to an elderly waitress, EDNA, working behind the counter.

WAITRESS

(to Edna)

Edna, do you remember “Happy Land”?

Edna looks up.

EDNA

Oh, that place has been shut down a

long time.
WAITRESS

(points to Steve)

He says he went there when he was little.

Edna comes over.

EDNA

(to Steve)

You didn’t hear ‘bout what happened

up there?

STEVE

Uh.. no. No, I didn’t.

EDNA

Aw, it was bad. Some little kids got killed

there. Some wild animals got out or

somethin’ like that. Terrible.
WAITRESS

I didn’t even know that! I thought it

just closed down.

EDNA

It didn’t just close down. There was

a reason for it.

STEVE

Is that right?

EDNA

It’s just a motel now. But I can’t imagine

they get many folks to stay there.

STEVE

I stayed up there last night, in fact.

EDNA

And they never told you what happened there?

STEVE

No, not really.

EDNA

I don’t blame’em.

STEVE

Do you know the people who live

up there?

EDNA

No. I stay away from that place. Gives me

the creeps, you know?
STEVE

Why is that?

Edna seems annoyed by the question.

EDNA

Well, why would anyone want to go to a

place where somethin’ like that happened?

STEVE

Could you tell me a little more about 

what you remember..?
EDNA

I don’t really care to talk about it.

It was awful. Just awful. 

(turns to walk off)

I’d just as soon forget about it.

Edna departs.

WAITRESS

(in whispery voice to Steve)

Don’t mind her, She’s kinda moody sometimes.

STEVE

No offense taken.

The waitress gets her pencil and pad ready.

WAITRESS

So, what can I get you this mornin’?

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) – FREEWAY - DAY
Steve finally merges onto the valley freeway.  

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) – HIGHWAY 1 ABOVE MONTEREY

Steve’s car motors towards the seaside city of Monterey.

INT. STEVE’S OFFICE – COLLEGE CAMPUS - DAY
Steve works on his computer. His fellow professor, James, enters.

JAMES

Drop your folks off ok?

Steve lowers his head into his palms, shakes his head.

STEVE

Oh, man, James. This was one weird weekend.

Oddly enough, not because of my folks. Though

they did contribute their share of drama.

James laughs.

JAMES

What happened?

STEVE

Well, we were driving the old road through

the hills, the one that goes between Interstate

5 and I-99--and I found this old campground.

Actually, it was more like a deserted kiddie amusement park.

JAMES

Wow. Interesting.

STEVE

What’s really interesting is that I

remembered going there as a kid, and

I’d forgotten about it all these years.

Till I happened upon it this weekend!

JAMES

Ah. Kinda surreal, huh?

STEVE

Extremely surreal. And it gets better!

JAMES

Tell me at lunch.

(raps on the doorway)

Gotta get going— but I wanna hear about it!

STEVE

See you at lunch.

INT. STEVE’S CLASSROOM

Steve lectures more on late California mission history.

EXT. STEVE’S HOUSE – LATE AFTERNOON

Steve’s car pulls up in the driveway of his house. He shuts off the engine, wearily gets out of the car, laptop briefcase in hand. 

INT. STEVE’S HOUSE - DAY
Steve eats a TV dinner while watching the news.

STEVE’S ATTIC – LATER

Steve climbs up to his attic and starts poking around. He removes blanket coverings off box groupings.

Finally, he finds a box, tucked towards the back of the attic, labeled, “Old Records”.

Steve drags the box to the center of the attic, opens it.

Inside the box, Steve finds old rock records from his youth— a lot of 60s and 70s stuff.  But at the bottom of the box is an old metal box. Steve opens it.

Inside the metal box are several children’s records all mashed together—most are 45s or old 78s. Some of the records are yellow or red vinyl.  Steve sifts through the records.

Finally, one catches his attention. His eyes widen.

SHOT: RED RECORD WITH YELLOW LABEL: “KANKEE THE KANGAROO”

STEVE’S BEDROOM – A LITTLE LATER

Steve puts the Kankee story record on his old vinyl record player. He turns on the record player.

The sound is faded, scratchy. But Steve sits back and listens, enraptured, as the narrator tells the story of Kankee the Kangaroo. Kankee, along with his fellow kangaroos, are menaced by a pack of dingoes.

As the kangaroos frantically try to escape the yellow-eyed pack of dingoes, the narrator chants to the accompaniment of creepy accordion music:

NARRATOR OF KANKEE RECORD

Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!
Up and over

Up and over

Up and over they hopped!

CLOSE-UP SHOT: STEVE’S EXPRESSION

INT. CAMPUS COFFEE HOUSE - DAY
James is having coffee and donuts in the informal campus bakery/coffee house.  Steve comes bounding up to his table.

Steve plops down across from James.

STEVE

I have figured out the secret of 

“The Cankee”!

JAMES

Oh, you have!

STEVE

“The Cankee” is a kangaroo.

JAMES

Like that one at the Happy Land place?

STEVE

Bingo!

JAMES

So that old man at the campground

was telling you the truth.

STEVE

Well, either my family bought me that

record after I saw the kangaroo at Happy

Land, or the kangaroo at Happy Land reminded

me of the kangaroo on my story record.

JAMES

What story record?

STEVE

Kankee The Kangaroo. It was a children story

record I listened to as a kid. I still have it.

I found it in my attic last night!

JAMES

Aren’t attics great? They’re like

treasure troves.

STEVE

BUT.. the stuff of my childhood nightmares was

not Kankee The Kangaroo! It was the dingoes!
JAMES

The dingoes?

STEVE

Yes! In the story, they chase Kankee and his

kangaroo pals! The dingoes come out at night.

They have beady yellow eyes.

JAMES

Ah. That IS creepy.

STEVE

I didn’t know what a dingo was when I

a kid! I didn’t know they were just

wild dogs. I pictured them as these monster creatures that come out at night and eat 

innocent little kangaroos!

JAMES

So you grew up with a fear of dingoes.

STEVE

Oh yeah!
Steve laughs, then raises his arms in triumph.
STEVE

I have conquered my childhood fears!

JAMES

And it only took you fifty years to do it.
STEVE

Better late than never.

JAMES

Amazing how the mind of a child works.

STEVE

I’ll say. 

Steve leans back, takes a deep breath.

STEVE

But I don’t know. There still seems

to be something missing.

JAMES

And what’s that?

STEVE

I don’t know. Something about Happy Land,

it just.. bothers me.

JAMES

Maybe you ate some hot dogs there that

made you puke.

STEVE

No, no. I almost wonder if there’s a

reason I forgot about that place for 

so many years, and now memories are coming

back to me in bits and pieces.

JAMES

Sounds like a Stephen King horror novel.
STEVE

You mean that “It” novel. 
JAMES

Yeah, “It”! With the demon clown! The one they
made into a mini-series on TV.

STEVE

Yeah. That occurred to me.

Steve thinks for a moment.

STEVE

Do you ever wonder if everybody has

some sort of repressed memory?

JAMES

I think it’s common. Especially if you’ve

suffered trauma.

STEVE

I keep thinking of the case I saw on a

TV documentary once: a woman in her fifties

just one day up and remembered something she

saw when she was four years old. 

JAMES

Oh yeah?

STEVE

Well, it’s really interesting— she wandered

over to her neighbors house one night, and

she witnessed a murder!

JAMES

Wow!

STEVE

Yeah, “Wow”! She apparently suppressed the

memory for years until she was fifty-something years old. Then, it suddenly all came back to her. Clearly!

JAMES

That would freak me out. But I’d also 

wonder if I really saw what I think I

saw, or if it was just a misinterpreted 

childhood memory. 

STEVE

Well, you do have to take into account that

what you see as a little child is filtered

through a mind that isn’t old enough to

understand fully what’s being seen. So you

wind up with this warped-like memory.

JAMES

Sure.

STEVE

So don’t you ever wonder if maybe you

witnessed something a long time ago, and it

was so traumatic, that your mind just

blotted it out?

JAMES

Mmm.. no. But that IS an interesting

thought.

STEVE

I think most people have some kind

of suppressed memory. 

JAMES

Not me. I had a boring childhood.

STEVE

(waves a dismissive hand)

Ah. Pearls before swine.

JAMES

But I think you think you experienced

something at that Happy Land place that

you’ve suppressed all these years.

Steve chuckles.

STEVE

That’s just it—I don’t know!

JAMES

Well don’t obsess over it. You’ll just

imagine things that never happened.

STEVE

Yeah. You may have a point.

JAMES

That’s why I have tenure.

STEVE

Ah! Now the ego is coming out!

(looks up at the bakery counter)

Oh heck, what’s good today?

INT. STEVE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

Steve eats a simple dinner at his dining room table. A small TV is set up on the kitchen counter. He watches as he eats.

INT. STEVE’S LIVING ROOM – LATER

Steve looks through old photo albums.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - PICTURES IN PHOTO ALBUM

Steve looks through old black and white photos of himself as a toddler. There are a few album pages of such photos.

He turns the page, and the photos are suddenly color—and they are of Steve and his family when Steve is around seven years old.

BACK TO SCENE

Steven ponders this photo, looks puzzled.
INT. STEVE’S BEDROOM – LATER - NIGHT
Steve surfs the net.  He does a search for “Happy Land 1964 youtube”.

STEVE’S P.O.V. – COMPUTER SCREEN

His search brings up someone’s home video of a visit to “Happy Land.. Conway, California”.  

Steve plays the clip. It is a brief, grainy video of a large crowd of children cavorting about the grounds of Happy Land when it was in full bloom.

There are balloons, clowns, small rides, even a Santa Claus walking around. Scattered about the oak and pine tree setting are candy canes, tents, and the newly-painted white plank buildings: the pavilion, the barn, the auditorium.

Suddenly, the video clip cuts to a quick grainy shot of a large open room with pink walls. Then, there is a quick close-up of a painted banner above a curtained opening. The banner reads:  “THE CANKEE”.

BACK TO SCENE

STEVE REACTS

Steve scrolls down to read the clip comments. There are just a few:

STEVE’S P.O.V. – COMPUTER SCREEN

[BEGIN SCROLLING OF CLIP COMMENTS]

“Whatever happened to Happy Land?”

“It closed a long time ago. Some little

kids got killed by animals.”

“Serious?!! When did this happen??”

“Yeah, I remember that. It was real bad.”

“I think it burned down back in the 70s”

[END CLIP COMMENTS]

BACK TO SCENE
STEVE REACTS 

INT. STEVE’S LIVING ROOM – LATER THAT EVENING

Steve nods off as he watches the PBS channel on his TV. Two men from the PBS station talk about the upcoming program, Rock N Roll Circus, as they do their fund-raising drive.

Steve’s eyes get heavy.

INT. STEVE’S LIVING ROOM – LATER

Steve is snoring, crashed out on the sofa.  A Rolling Stones song, SALT OF THE EARTH, is heard coming from the TV.  Steve jerks awake. Groggily he opens his eyes.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - TV SCREEN

Playing on the screen is the finale of the bizarre 1968 performance movie, Rock N Roll Circus.  The Rolling Stones are seated amidst the circus crowd. Everyone, including the Stones, are draped in pastel ponchos and wear colored felt hats. 

Mick and Keith sing lead on the song.  As they come to the final verse, the crowd is swaying in a stoned kind of way.

Pete Townsend, dressed as a jester, sits below the Stones.

As the song closes, everyone leaps from their seats and

Dance around in a spastic sort of way beneath the gloomy big top tent. Mick Jagger smiles and waves as the circus goers, performers, cavort around him.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve stares at the screen incredulously.  Then, he picks up his remote, clicks off the TV.

He gets up, flicks off the lights, heads to bed.

INT. STEVE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Steve tosses and turns in bed.  He dreams.

[BEGIN SERIES OF DREAM SEQUENCES]

EXT. HAPPY LAND GROUNDS – DAY

Five year-old Steve and his Mexican friend, TONY, who is about the same age, play together on the Happy Land playground. They chase each other around the slides, swing sets, merry-go-round.

FADE TO:

INT. CANKEE ROOM - DAY

Steve and Tony enter a large gymnasium like room with pink walls, stepping out onto a landing that overlooks the room.

STEVE

(to Tony)

Come on!

Steve leads Tony down the steps, out onto the floor. Both boys seem nervous about being there.  With Steve leading, motioning for Tony to follow, they tip-toe towards an opening on the wall covered with red curtains.

STEVE

The Cankee!

Tony stops in his tracks, a look of fear on his face.  They hear a noise coming from behind the curtain. The two boys turn tail and run for the stairs.

In the next instant, they are on top of the platform. Their faces are filled with terror as they look behind them. Steve pounds on the door at the top of the platform, screaming with all his might:

STEVE

Let me out! PLEASE let me out…!!

FADE TO:

EXT. HAPPY LAND PAVILLION - DAY

Steve and Tony scramble for candy being thrown upon the floor by a clown. Circus music plays in the background.

FADE TO:

EXT. DARKENED HAPPY LAND GROUNDS - NIGHT

Steve and Tony sneak up towards a two-story house. 

STEVE

(whispering to Tony)

Be quiet! They’ll hear us!

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Steve and Tony giggle as they push open the door and peek into the darkened living room of the house.

FADE TO:

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Steve stands in the doorway—alone. He stares, wide-eyed at a doorway at the bottom of the stairway. The doorway, leading into a kitchen room, glows with candlelight.

Coming from the room is an unearthly high-pitched laugh. Visible on the kitchen wall, is the shadow of a long-armed figure with claws.

Steve turns and bolts out of the house.

CUT TO:

EXT. HAPPY LAND GROUNDS – NIGHT

Little Steve is surrounded by adults, hugging him, trying to comfort him.  Red siren lights whirl in the background just outside the two story house.

Steve is beside himself, crying.

ADULT WOMAN

(to Steve)

It’s all right, Stevie. It’s ok!

He’s just…

[END DREAM SEQUENCE]

BACK TO SCENE

INT. STEVE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Steve bolts upright in bed. He is sweating, shaking.  

He turns to look at his bedside clock. It reads: “12:05”.  

Steve flicks on the lamp light. For a while he sits upright, just staring ahead.  Finally, he throws off the covers.

EXT. STEVE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

Steve walks resolutely to his car, climbs in, starts up the engine.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

STEVE

Steve, I can’t believe you’re

going to do this.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)- NIGHT

Steve’s car speeds north on Highway One.  The lights of Monterey are behind him.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)- NIGHT

Steve’s car exits off the freeway, turning inland.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) – NIGHT

Steve’s car speeds down a flat road that cuts through the valley.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) – NIGHT

Steve’s car turns off the flat, wide interstate, heading up into the hills on Highway 180.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

Steve takes a deep breath.  He turns on the radio.  The only station that comes in strong is a country music station and a Spanish station.

Steve fiddles with the radio controls.

STEVE

Come on!

INT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

The car is now winding up into the hills.  The road is dark, narrow.

RIDGE TOP ROAD

Steve does not go far before pulling off the road, into a grassy meadow.  He steers the car underneath the branches  of a large oak tree, parking the vehicle where it will not be easily visible from the road.

Steve turns off the engine.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (STOPPED)

Steve is sweating, shaking.

STEVE

I can’t do this.

Finally, Steve hops out of the car. He stretches his legs, his arms, then starts to pace back and forth.

Steve returns to his car.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (PARKED)

Steve plops back into his seat, starts up the engine.

STEVE

Don’t wimp out now, Steve. Let’s go.

Steve turns the headlights back on.  The car rolls out from underneath the oak tree. The car turns onto the road.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

Steve’s car rolls slowly along the dark and deserted two-lane road.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

Steve is highly agitated, yet appears highly determined. His hands shake as he holds the steering wheel.

STEVE

This won’t take long, Steve. Come on.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING)

The car approaches a wooded stretch of road.  Shadowy forms of oak and pine trees hover over the narrow road. 

Finally, the woods open up.  There are soft lights ahead.  

Steve’s car rolls into the vicinity of the Happy Land campground.  The turn into the complex is just ahead. Steve turns off his car headlights.  He turns down the road heading into the grounds.

EXT. HAPPY LAND CAMPGROUND - NIGHT

Rolling ever so slowly past the darkened cottages, Steve pulls the car behind a cluster of brush.  He turns off the engine.

INT. STEVE’S CAR (PARKED)

Steve pulls the keys out of the ignition.  Again, he takes

Several deep breathes.

STEVE

This is it. Ok.

Steve pushes the open the car door.

STEVE

Steve.. this is crazy!

EXT. HAPPY LAND GROUNDS - NIGHT

Steve moves stealthily across the grounds.

EXT. CARETAKER HOUSE - NIGHT

The lights are all off in the house of Mr and Mrs Boyd. Seeing that no one is stirring, Steve moves towards the Happy Land amusement complex.

EXT. HAPPY LAND GROUNDS – NEAR PAVILLION - NIGHT

Keeping to the shadows, Steve creeps past the darkened open-sided pavilion.

EXT. CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT

Steve finally makes his way to the darkened “Cankee Building”.  He dashes around to the back of the building.

EXT. REAR OF CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT

This time, Steve rushes up to the window in back of the Cankee building. He presses his face against the window and gazes in.

STEVE’S P.O.V. – DARK INTERIOR OF CANKEE BUILDING

STEVE

(whispering to himself)

Damn!

BACK TO SCENE

Steve reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small flashlight. He shines it through the window.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - INTERIOR OF CANKEE OPEN ROOM

The flashlight illuminates an open room with hard wood floors, decorative toy and candy design wall trim, the stairs and platform landing above the floor. Still, it’s only enough to illuminate small sections at a time.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve switches off the flashlight. He moves away from the window. He constantly looks about, nervously.

EXT. FRONT OF CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT

Steve now makes his way to the front of the structure. Then, he notices it: the front door is slightly ajar.

Looking around wildly, Steve finally hops up the ramp and enters the building. 

INT. CANKEE BUILDING - NIGHT

The lobby is pitch black. Steve switches on his flashlight. He steps over to the front desk, and unlatches a swing door that allows him access behind the desk. 

OFFICE NOOK BEHIND DESK

Once behind the desk, Steve comes upon a small office nook, with walls on three sides.  There is a bulky wood desk in the center of the thickly carpeted office nook.

Steve moves closer to the walls of the office. He shines his flashlight on framed photographs hanging on the walls.

There are framed photographs of Happy Land in its hey day, starting in the 1940s, going up through the 1950s and early 1960s.  

There are also framed photographs of past proprietors. Steve stops cold on one framed photograph. 

STEVE’S P.O.V. - FRAMED PHOTOGRAPH OF HAPPY LAND MANAGERS, 1961-65

It is a photograph of a much younger Mr. And Mrs. Fulton. A young Steve, about five years old, stands smiling in front of them. The Happy Land amusement park is behind them, crowded with visitors.

BACK TO SCENE

SHOT:  STEVE REACTS

STEVE

Oh my Lord..

Steve hears a noise within the building.  He shuts off his flashlight.  He listens. Slowly, he moves back into the corridor.

NARROW CORRIDOR IN BACK OF DESK

Steve turns his flashlight back on and finds the sliding door that, the other day, was ajar. He puts pressure on the door handle—it slides open.

INT. CANKEE ROOM (DARK) - NIGHT

Steve enters a large, darkened open room.  Emerging onto the top of a platform overlooking the open room, Steve slides the door closed behind him.

Steve’s heavy breaths echo in the large, dark open room. He feels around the wall for a switch. He finds it. He switches on the lights.

INT. CANKEE ROOM (LIT) - NIGHT

Now Steve sees the “Cankee Room” in all its glory.

CLOSE-UP SHOT: STEVE’S EXPRESSION

STEVE’S P.O.V. – ILLUMINATED CANKEE ROOM

This is no storage room. Stairs lead down from the platform to an open gymnasium-like hardwood floor.  The walls are bright pink, but (as seen earlier) are trimmed with decorative candy, toy and cartoon animal designs.

At the far end of the room, is a small rectangular doorway opening about five feet above the floor. The entranceway seems to lead into some kind of narrow tunnel.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve stares at the doorway, puzzled. Then, there is the sound of something approaching the doorway from the darkened corridor beyond. It is a cloppity, thumping sound. 

Then, there is an eerie high-pitched squeal. Then, silence.

Steve backs up towards the door.

Suddenly, the creature springs out of the doorway, gliding some forty feet across the floor before landing on the hardwood floor.

Steve screams.

SHOT:  THE CANKEE

The head and torso are human: the skin is pale. The pitch black hair is long and parted radically to the side.

The arms are human but extraordinarily long. The hands are huge, and the fingers are claw-like. 

There is only a glimpse of the legs and feet, but they are bent and seem to be covered with hair.

The creature turns its head and fixes its eyes on Steve.

Steve shrieks and hurls himself towards the door. He pulls on it. It doesn’t open.

STEVE

Let me out! Let me out!!

As Steve pulls frantically on the door handle, the figure of the creature lands on the platform landing just behind Steve.

Steve turns and sees the advancing creature—now it starts to spread a pair of wings. Steve is hysterical. He pounds the door with all his might.

STEVE

LET ME OUT! PLEASE! PLEASE..!!

The creatures advances on Steve in a slow, bounce-like gait. It reaches out its claws.

INT. STEVE’S OFFICE – COLLEGE CAMPUS – DAY

A student waits in Steve’s office. James enters.

JAMES

Can I help you?

STUDENT

Yeah, I was coming to see Mr. Fulton

about some extra credit work I did.

JAMES

When did you turn it in?

The student holds up some typewritten pages.

STUDENT

Well I haven’t yet. I was kinda

hoping he could look it over to

see if I’m doing it right.

JAMES

Ah, well, Mr. Fulton is on personal

leave right now. And we’re not sure when

he’s going to be back.

STUDENT

Serious?

James nods.

JAMES

So in the meantime, myself and some of the

rest of the faculty are taking over some of

his work load. 

STUDENT

Will I get credit for the course?

JAMES

Yes, yes. We’re in contact with him, so

all assignments will be graded, the final

exam will be administered on schedule.
STUDENT

So.. I can give you this?

JAMES

Yes.  I’ll take it.

The student hesitantly hands the assignment to James.

STUDENT

What happened with Mr. Fulton?

JAMES

We’re not at liberty to discuss that.

It’s a personal matter.

STUDENT

Uh.. all right. 

The student points to his assignment.

STUDENT

It should be all good. I did what he

asked. You can check it out with him.

JAMES

Will do. Thanks.

The student departs.

INT. DINING FACILITY – COLLEGE CAMPUS

James dines with some of his faculty colleagues.

PROF 1

Will he be back at all?

JAMES

I don’t know. Frankly, I’d be

surprised if he’s back before

the end of the year.  

PROF 2

He’s had these bouts before.

PROF 3

But not like this. 

PROF 4

We don’t know that. It may just

be something physical.

JAMES

When they find you freaking out

at 4 AM out in the middle of the

road in Maderas County…

SHOT: STEVE TEARING THROUGH THE DARKENED FOREST, SHRIEKING, A MANIC LOOK IN HIS EYES

BACK TO SCENE

JAMES

..that’s a pretty good sign it’s

more than a physical problem.

PROF 2

No kidding.

JAMES

No kidding.

PROF 1

What do you mean they found him

“freaking out”?

JAMES

Well.. freaking out. Running through

the woods. Screaming. 

PROF 2

What could have caused him to

lose it like that?

JAMES

I wish I knew. 

PROF 1

What was he doing up there that time

of night?!

JAMES

He probably.. I don’t know. I really
don’t know.

INT. STEVE’S HOUSE – DAY

Susan attends to Steve. Steve sits in a chair in his living room, his wrist bandaged.

SUSAN

Did you take your meds this morning?

STEVE

Yes.

SUSAN

Two tablets?

STEVE

Yes!
SUSAN

Steve, I’m just here to help. 

STEVE

I’m sorry.

SUSAN

Either I stay here and attend to you

or the hospital does.

STEVE

No, I don’t want to go back to the

hospital, Susan. I’ll be a good boy.

Susan fixes a sorrowful look on Steve.

SUSAN

Steve. Let me see those scratches.

STEVE

The doctor took care of those. They’re

clean. They’re healing.

SUSAN

Steve, the way they described them to

me, it sounded terrible.
STEVE

I cut myself on the branches! It was

dark so I got ripped pretty hard!

Susan starts to lift Steve’s shirt.

SUSAN

Just let me have a look to make sure

they’re healing all right..

Steve leaps to his feet.

STEVE

NO!

Steve stops himself, holds up his hands. Silently fuming, he retreats to the kitchen. Susan fumes.

INT. SHOWER  - LATER

Undressed, Steve steps into the shower, turns on the hot water. When he turns, his back is revealed.

There are what appear to be long claw marks that stretch the length of his bare back.

INT. STEVE’S HOUSE – DAY

Steve dials his cell phone. He waits for an answer, looking distraught.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Hello?

STEVE

(softly)

Hi, Mom.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Steve. How are you doing?

STEVE

Much better. I’m still kinda under

observation but at least I don’t need

it ‘round the clock anymore. 
VOICE OF MRS FULTON

So Susan’s gone home?

STEVE

For now. The doctor’s said she could go

home. That I could look after myself.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Let me get your father on the

other line.

STEVE

Ok.

Mrs. Fulton can be heard yelling for Mr. Fulton.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

All right. Harold, are you there?

VOICE OF MR FULTON

I’m here.

STEVE

Hi, Dad.

VOICE OF MR FULTON

How are ya feelin’, son?

STEVE

Much better.

VOICE OF MR FULTON

I’m glad to hear it. We were

really worried about you.
VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Steve, we’re coming down to look

after you. Just for a couple months.

STEVE

Mom.. no. Really. I think what I

really need right now is some

solitude. Some time to reflect.

Regroup.
VOICE OF MR FULTON

Son, we’re still concerned. If what they

were telling us is true, something is 

truly wrong.

STEVE

Dad..

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Why on earth you decided to go back up

to that place— and in the middle of the

night— I still can’t imagine.
STEVE

I know. It was just.. stupid.

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Son. Tell us exactly what happened

up there.

STEVE

I can’t do that, Dad. Something just 

kinda.. snapped.  Maybe I was on the way

to a nervous breakdown before I even

went up to that place. You know how stressful it’s been a work, with the contractors..

VOICE OF MR FULTON

What happened to you was more than

just stress.

Steve pauses. He breathes heavily.

STEVE

Well.. I guess I’ve been a little afraid to

bring it up, but there’s a reason why I called.

It has to do with that campground.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Oh, Steve.  Not talk of that old campground

again. Why, Steve?

STEVE

Because something happened there

a long time ago, Mom. You know it.

I know it. 

There is silence on the other end.

VOICE OF MR FULTON

We have no idea what in the name of

Heaven you’re talking about, son.

STEVE

I think we were up there a lot more

often than you said we were. We

certainly did more than just stop there

for a family picnic.

Again, there is silence at the other end of the line. Finally:

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Has someone been tellin’ you things?

STEVE

Oh.. just that you and Mom ran the

place from around 1961 to 1965.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Who told you that ridiculous story..?

VOICE OF MR FULTON

All right, Steve.  

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

(her voice rising in alarm)

Harold, don’t..!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Sharon, let’s talk about this.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

(her voice breaking)

Harold, we can’t talk about this!

STEVE

Mom, I think we do.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

(crying)

No, Steve..!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

All right, Steve. Yeah, we ran the place.

When we were young. It was an investment.

What else were you told?

STEVE

Oh, this wasn’t stuff I was told. I just

happened to find out. I happened to remember.

Steve lowers his head into his hand, and starts to weep.  He sobs as he speaks into the phone.

STEVE

Like that I had a friend.. a little

boy my age. Brown-skinned. Black hair.

[BEGIN FLASHBACK SCENES]

SHOT: TONY, LITTLE LATINO BOY

STEVE (O.S.)
His name was Tony. We played together.

STEVE AND TONY ENJOY HAPPY LAND CIRCUS SHOW; STEVE’S PARENTS STAND NEARBY, LOOKING ON.
STEVE (O.S.)
Then one night I brought him to

the house. All the lights were

off except in the kitchen. So

we snuck up to look..

STEVE AND TONY SNEAKING UP TO KITCHEN DOORWAY AT THE BOTTOM OF THE STAIRS

STEVE (O.S.)
Something happened to Tony, Mom!

Something terrible happened to him! I

I came out of the house but Tony didn’t

come out!
BACK TO SCENE

Steve breaks down in sobs.

MRS FULTON

No, son, nothing like that happened!

MR FULTON

It’s all right, Steve.

Steve recovers. His tone turns dark, angry.

STEVE

“It’s all right”. Yeah. That’s what you

all said to me!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

What are you talking about?

STEVE

The police were there. The ambulances were

there. But I was outside. You and Mom were

trying to comfort me. And do you know what

you told me?!

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Stop it, Steve!

STEVE

You told me, “It’s all right, Steve. It’s

all right….He’s just a Mexican boy!”

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

That is not true!

STEVE

It is true, Mom! You said that to me!

“He’s just a MEXICAN!”

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Son. Calm down.

STEVE

I don’t think I can calm down, Dad!
I think there were others!  I know
there were others!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

What in the devil are you talking

about?!  You have completely lost

your mind!

STEVE

Oh no. Other children were killed there.

I don’t know what kind of creatures you were keeping there, what secrets you were hiding,

but I intend to find out everything.

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

I can’t even believe you’re saying all this

Steve!  How can you even imagine such things

as this?!  What did we ever to you to

make you talk to us so hatefully!

STEVE

Oh, it’s true. I didn’t imagine it.

Now God knows, I don’t want to report

my own parents to the authorities, but

I can’t keep this to myself! How can I?!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Steve, you don’t know everything.
STEVE

Then enlighten me, Dad! What all do

I not know?!

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

Harold, don’t..

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Steve, we had to leave because of

You. We had to protect you!
STEVE

What?!

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Son, you have always had a terrible

temper. Always. Even as a child.

STEVE

(in nervous, hushed voice)

What are you saying?

There is a long pause at the other end. Finally:

VOICE OF MR FULTON

Son..

VOICE OF MRS FULTON

No, Harold..!
STEVE

What, Dad?

VOICE OF MR FULTON

You had a terrible temper, son. You

would get into fights with your playmates.

We didn’t know it until it was too late.
Mrs. Fulton can be heard weeping on the other end.

VOICE OF MR FULTON

..But when you got angry and threw fits,

you would take your little friends.. and

you would feed them to the Cankee.

CLOSE-UP SHOT:  STEVE

Steve drops the phone. His body shakes violently. Saliva pours from his mouth, his eyes turn manic.

Steve falls to the floor, shrieking.

EXT. CENTRAL CALIFORNIA HIGHWAY – DAY – TWO YEARS LATER

Shot of Steve driving his car with the top down. He motors down a straight California highway that cuts down the valley.

Steve looks relaxed, refreshed.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (MOVING) – GRASSY HILLS

Steve’s car heads up into the grassy hills of central California.

EXT. STEVE’S CAR (STOPPED) - OPEN CHARRED RIDGE TOP MEADOW 

Steve pulls his car off the narrow road into an open field—open except for scattered, charred tree trunks.

The ground is blackened though some vegetation and saplings are now sprouting from the ground.

Steve hops out of the car and surveys his surroundings.

STEVE’S P.O.V. - OPEN MEADOW

Scattered here and there are the remnants of building foundations.  In one corner of the field, a pile of charred planks and cement blocks.

In the center of the meadow, a fire-scarred iron track twists in a semi-circle.

BACK TO SCENE

Steve, a look of contentment on his face, strolls around the sunny meadow.

Finally, Steve comes to a large, dirt-filled foundation.  He stands in the center of the foundation. His manner radiates victory.

Steve takes out his cell phone.  He dials, waits.

STEVE

Susan?  Steve… Guess where I am

right now.

(waits)

I’m up here on 180… Yeah. THAT place!

(laughs)

No, you were right.  There’s nothing here. I mean, there is NOTHING here!

(laughs again)

I know, but I needed to see for myself. 

(pause)

No, really, I’m ok. I’m glad I came. Mom

And Dad were right—I imagined the whole

thing in my mind. Thank God they’re forgiving

people— considering what I said to them that

night on the phone.

(lowers his head into his hand)

Oh my—I really was losing it, wasn’t I?

Steve listens some more. He happily scans the open meadow.

STEVE

Well, I know you didn’t want me coming

up here again, but I needed to confront

my demons. And I’m glad I did. Now I have

no need to come here ever again.

With that, Steve snaps his cell phone shut, hops in his car and drives away.

INT. COLLEGE LECTURE HALL - DAY
Steve calmly walks into a lecture hall full of students. There is a lot of murmuring, which Steve calmly ignores as he sets up his power point.

Students frantically are powering up their laptops.  Steve steps out from behind his desk to address the students:

STEVE

If your laptops are not up and running,

well, jot down notes with pen and paper.

We’re going to get started now.

SHOT: TWO STUDENTS 

STUDENT 1

(whispering to Student 2)

He’s the dude who lost it. 

STUDENT 2

Yeah?

STUDENT 1

Yeah, couple of years ago when

I was a freshman. 

STUDENT 2

They let crazy dudes teach here?

The both stifle a laugh.

Steve calmly proceeds with his lecture.

STEVE

Most people think modern California history

began in 1848, when gold was discovered up

at Sutter’s Creek in the foothills of the Sierras. 

Steve clicks his power point. Now there is an etched illustration visual of a Spanish sailing ship.

STEVE

In truth, it began in 1542, when Juan

Rodriguez Cabrillo explored the coast of California. Cabrillo never landed on the mainland, nor did he plant any settlements. But that exploratory voyage was the opening salvo

of European occupation of California. It was

also the beginning of the end for the native peoples who lived here…

EXT. PARKING LOT - CAMPUS – LATER THAT AFTERNOON

As Steve approaches his car, briefcase in hand, James catches up to him.

JAMES

Steve!

Steve looks up, sees James walking fast towards him.

JAMES

I saw you were back!

STEVE

You saw correctly.

They greet each other with a quick hug and back pat.

JAMES

Good to see ya!

STEVE

It’s good to be back.

JAMES

So are you teaching your regular

courses?

STEVE

Yeah. They’re starting me off with a

fairly light load. Just two classes.

JAMES

Feelin’ much better, I take it.

STEVE

Absolutely.

JAMES

That’s great to hear. We missed you.
STEVE

Well, it’s good to have friends. But

these days, I have a much calmer outlook

on life. I try not to let things get to

me as much— which, I think, caused a lot

of the problem. But I’m finally learning,

life is too short, you know? Let life happen.

JAMES

Exactly.

STEVE

And guess what. I went back.

JAMES

Went back?

STEVE

That place.

JAMES

THAT place?
STEVE

Yeah. Just a couple weeks ago.
JAMES

You did!

STEVE

Yep. And guess what. It’s not there.

It’s gone. Nothing left of it.

James thinks a moment, then, a look of recognition.

JAMES

They had those fires up there a couple 

summers ago! The Maderas County fires!

STEVE

Yeah. So “Happy Land” is gone. 

JAMES

Wow!

STEVE

I saw for myself. The buildings are gone.

The cottages are gone. Everything. A few

foundations here and there.

JAMES

Well that would make sense. That was

a huge, HUGE fire!

STEVE

Oh yeah.

JAMES

But I guess you’re not sad to see it go.

STEVE

No. It’s just as well for my peace of mind

that it’s gone.

JAMES

I hear that.

STEVE

The only thing I do feel bad about—with those

big forest fires, think of all the wildlife

that dies in those fires.
JAMES

Actually, you don’t have to worry about them

so much. Those animals are resilient. They know

how to get out of the way. So most of them probably aren’t dead. They’re just displaced.

James slaps Steve on the shoulder.

JAMES

Great to have ya back, Steve!

James departs. Steve smiles, waves goodbye.

STEVE

See you tomorrow.

As James departs, the smile on Steve’s face disappears.

Now there is a look of concern on his face.

INT. STEVE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

Steve is sitting up in his bed, the covers pulled high. The tiny lamp on the bed stand is on.  Steve quivers with fear. His eyes are shut tightly.

There is the sound of scratching on the window pane just above his bed.

STEVE

There’s nothing out there, Steve. 

There’s nothing out there, Steve. 

There’s nothing out there, Steve…

FADE TO BLACK

