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FADE IN:
The honk of car horns and other sounds of the city slowly penetrate the senses.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   URBAN SETTING - NIGHT
Traffic and congestion file by.  The sign into town reads:

“Welcome to August Heights”
A growing community

Urban sprawl has overtaken the land; strip-malls and big-box stores dominate the landscape in this neck of the woods. 
Past this...

A quite street corner lies hidden away within the shadows.
EXT   STREET CORNER:
Two young boys sneak their way up to a rickety, wooden-plank fence that borders the edge of a vacant lot.    

The first one nudges the other, enticing him to enter the property.

BOY #1
Go on. 

BOY #2
Forget it.

Reluctantly he peers into the darkened grounds.  Set back within the lot a dilapidated, single-room SCHOOLHOUSE lies hidden amongst a tangled snarl of branches.
BOY #1
C’mon, what are you afraid of?  It’s just the old schoolhouse.
 (Nudges him)

Go on.

The boy hedges uncertainly, his manhood on the line.  
Finally he affects a brave posture. 

BOY #2

Alright, alright – I’m going.

EXT   VACANT LOT: 
Just as he steps under the fence panel there is a sudden stir from within the lot.  The old building seems to let out a groan as a swirl of leaves and dust kick into the air.  
The boy halts, his one foot still raised.

BOY #2
What was that?

BOY #1
It was probably just the wind.

BOY #2
You always say that.  Every time we hear something suspicious you say that it’s just the wind.  It can’t be the wind doing it all the time.

Reluctantly he plants his foot down, continues on.  Twisted branches seem to be reaching out for him.  He soldiers onward, fighting past his fears.  
Finally he forces himself the monumental final leap onto the front step.  Reluctantly he kneels down, peers inside one of the windows.

BOY #1
(Impatient, on edge)
Well - what is it?  What do you see?

BOY #2
Nothing yet... No, wait.  I think I can see something.  There’s a light on inside.
POV – THROUGH WINDOW:

A kerosene lamp illuminates a corner of the darkened interior.  Rows of tiny, antique desks face a swivel blackboard at the front of the classroom.  Right in the very center is a pot-belly iron stove.
A FIGURE BRUSHES BY THE WINDOW.
He stiffens suddenly, flush with terror as the door creaks slowly open next to him.
He stumbles off the front step, falls butt-first onto the hard-packed ground.  Reluctantly he looks up to behold the profile of... 
A FEMALE FORM 
dressed in a bonnet and an ankle-length dress silhouetted in the doorway.  
BOY #2
Oh god... Oh god...

He’s practically wetting himself now as she looms forward, casts a tall shadow upon him.  
He turns to flee but something holds him back.  His pack is snagged on a branch.  He pulls and tugs feverishly on it.

In his frenzy the boy is suddenly stricken stone-still as a set of feminine fingers reaches out and latches onto his ear.  Instantly he cringes as his head cocks to one side.  
EDGE OF LOT:

The first boy has lost sight of his friend.  He takes a few tentative steps into the lot.
BOY #1
Where are you?  Is everything alright?

(Pauses, awaits answer)
C’mon – this isn’t funny.

His eyes feverishly search out the darkened shadows.  And then finally he sees it:

Coming towards him – the SCHOOLTEACHER.  Her fingers remain firmly attached to his friend’s ear.  
BOY #2
(Winces)

Ouch – let go... Ouch – you’re hurting me...
She marches right up to him and then releases her grip.  She regards the two of them now.

SCHOOLTEACHER

What have you boys got to say for yourself then?
Both boys are left stun-faced.  She’s pretty, youthful but with an assertive disposition that effectively masks her gentle features.

BOY #1 & 2
(Overtop one another)

· I’m sorry.

· It’ll never happen again.

· Please forgive us.

They nod vigorously their obedience.  The first boy remains mesmerized by her appearance.  The spell finally breaks as his friend yanks him on the arm.

BOY #2
C’mon – let’s go!

He turns now as they both flee.  They high-tail it back across the grounds, crash through the fence.  Neither looks back.  
BOY #2
Hurry!

The schoolteacher scoffs, shakes her head at the sight of the fleeing figures.  
SCHOOLTEACHER
Children these days.
She retreats back into the building.  The glow from inside catches her for a brief instant, ILLUMINATING her being in ghostly apparition.
The door closes shut behind her.  All is still now.  Outside the traffic noise begins to swell and fill the air.  
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   SUBDIVISION – AUGUST HEIGHTS - DAY

The skeletal frameworks of a new housing development.  Duplicate homes appear in various stages of development. 
A TWO-DOOR SEDAN enters into the subdivision.  
It arrives at one of the completed homes on a corner lot.  A moving van is parked in the driveway where two workers unload a couch from the back carriage.  

Various other household items – a bookcase, chandelier and whatnot - have already been unloaded and are piled up at the head of the driveway.

FRONT CURB:
From out of the car step MRS. MADDEN and her now 13-year-old daughter ALISON.  

MRS. MADDEN
Well, here it is.  What do you think?

She turns to her daughter, gleaming with an air of something resembling pride.  Alison observes her new place of residence.  It’s neat, clean, respectable.  Somehow though, it’s not quite yet a home.  
ALISON

(Hollow)

Nice.
MRS. MADDEN
It’ll be good for us to get a fresh start in a new town.  You’ll see.
ALISON

(More of a mumble)

And make new friends.

MRS. MADDEN

Don’t worry – it’ll feel more like a home once we have all of our stuff moved in.

Her mom saunters up the front steps.  She gestures back to her daughter.

MRS. MADDEN

Well, c’mon.  Don’t just stand there – come see your new home.  

She disappears inside.  Alison remains where she is.  She sighs now as she slumps back against the rear bumper, her young mind burden with pre-adolescent concerns. 

Just then a SOUND... 
She cocks her head slightly as she hears a commotion of some sort:  
A short distance down, a group of kids is gathered at the street corner.  They’ve surrounded another kid and taunt him as they shove him back and forth within the circle. 

EXT   STREET CORNER – SUBDIVISION - DAY
The victim of this unsolicited attack is a pudgy-faced boy (ROBBIE) about her age.  The bullies yank the cap off of his head, play keep away with it now.

ROBBIE

Hey – c’mon... Cut it out you guys... That’s my lucky cap.

BULLY #1

You want it?  Then go get it.

He tosses the cap into the air.  It sails overtop a wood fence and settles somewhere within the lot.  
They disperse just as Alison arrives.  

BULLIES

(Laughing it up)

· What a loser.

· Yeah.  Did you see the look on his face?

Robbie mutters to himself now as he sulks. 

ALISON

You alright?

Upon seeing her he quickly effects a good-natured disposition.
ROBBIE

Oh?  Hey... We were just foolin’ around, that’s all.

ALISON

Yeah, so I noticed... You know, where I’m from we don’t let people get away with stuff like that.

ROBBIE

Just forget about it.  Besides, there’s nothing you can do about it anyway.

Alison glances back down the street – the bullies are now huddled together by the street corner, still laughing it off.

ALISON
What was that all about?

ROBBIE

Nothing.  I just don’t think they like me very much, that’s all.
ALISON

Well, here – let me help you find your cap.
Alison steps towards the fence.  She peers into the property.  Quickly we realize that this is the same lot from before with the old schoolhouse on it.

ALISON

What’s that?

ROBBIE

Huh?  

(Notices gaze)

Oh, that?  It’s nothing - just the old schoolhouse.  It’s abandoned, I think.
Robbie pokes around the property line but Alison remains transfixed.  She stares curiously at the old building, partially hidden by drooping branch limbs.

GRUFF VOICE (O.S.)

Hey!
Alison draws a gasp and whirls to behold a construction FOREMAN appear before them wearing an orange hardhat.  
FOREMAN
Alright you two – let’s move it.  City Ordinance.
Behind him a crew of workers is erecting a large sign at the edge of the lot.  
FOREMAN
Take a good look children - your little playground is about to be no more... Now if you don’t mind?  Step aside and make way for progress.  Playtime’s over.
(Looks off)

Hey!  Careful with that!

He gestures them along as he steps over to give his crew a hand.  
FOREMAN
(Looking back)

I mean it.  Let’s go.  We have work to do here.
Finally the two of them turn and head off.  
ANGLE - SIGN  
As it’s slowly hoisted into place: 
PUBLIC NOTICE: REZONING

The city of August Heights zoning review board has approved an application to rezone this property.  

Bylaw #317.

Alison cuts across the street as she heads back over to her place. 
ROBBIE

(After her)

Hey!  Wait up!
Robbie rushes to catch up, tags along with her now. 

ROBBIE

Where are you going?

ALISON

Home.

ROBBIE
I haven’t seen you around here before.  What’s your name?
ALISON

It’s Alison.

ROBBIE
Alison?  You mean as in Allie or Alice...
ALISON

Just Alison.

ROBBIE

Well, I’m Robbie.  
She stops momentarily at the foot of her driveway.  
ROBBIE

You live here?  Hey, I guess that makes us neighbors then, kind of.  I live two streets over – in phase B. 
She continues up to her house.  Robbie keeps after her.
ROBBIE
This is great.  We can see each other all the time now.
ALISON
Wonderful.
INT   LIVING ROOM - MADDEN RESIDENCE - NIGHT
Alison and her mom are on their knees, unpacking items as they sort through their stuff.  Empty moving boxes are piled up around them.
Mrs. Madden uncovers a framed photo buried at the bottom of one of the boxes.  She pauses on the sight of it.

CLOSE - PHOTO:

A man stands in the middle of a field, fitted in a skydivers’ outfit, complete with goggles, helmet and a parachute harness.

She regards him harshly a moment and then looks away, covering the pain.

MRS. MADDEN

I always knew that damn sport of yours would end up killing you.

She places the photo back into the box.  She looks to her daughter now and smiles, pushing aside any lingering thoughts.
MRS. MADDEN

I think it’s cute that you’ve got yourself a boyfriend.

ALISON

(Cringes)

What - you mean Robbie?  Don’t you think he’s a little strange?  He kept following me around all day.  I thought he’d never leave.

MRS. MADDEN

That’s because he likes you... You’re very appealing, you know?

ALISON

(Sighs, rolls eyes)

Yeah, apparently.

Alison rests her forearms atop the sill as she stares forlornly outside.  
Her mother gets up and proudly surveys their new surroundings.

MRS. MADDEN

Well, I think we’re gonna like it here.

Alison maintains her quiet vigil out the window.  
HER POV:

Across the street the profile of the old schoolhouse is faintly visible, silhouetted in the moonlight.

Mrs. Madden notices her gaze.

MRS. MADDEN

By the way, I don’t want you playing over in that vacant lot anymore.  God knows what sort of infections you might contract from in there.

ALISON

I wasn’t playing.  I’m thirteen.  I don’t play anymore.

MRS. MADDEN

Well, whatever it is you now do, I wish you would do it someplace else.

Alison continues to stare straight ahead.
BACK ON SCHOOLHOUSE:

The schoolteacher suddenly appears on the front step.  Moonlight wraps her in an eerie mantel, the effect heightened by her flowing, white dress.  She holds this posture as she gazes forlornly into the night air.  
Alison flinches.  She stares hard, straining to view this apparent apparition but it seems that the woman is gone now.  
MRS. MADDEN

Okay?  Alison?

ALISON

Uh, fine.

She glances back again.  Now she seems uncertain.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   SUBDIVISION – AUGUST HEIGHTS - DAY
Dawn: the sun peaks over the rooftops on this vast, suburban landscape.  Rows of corrugated tile roofs resemble a checkerboard pattern.
EXT   FRONT DOOR - MADDEN RESIDENCE - DAY
From inside we hear voices:

MRS. MADDEN (O.S.)

Alison dear?  Could you take those empty boxes out to the curb for me please?

ALISON (O.S.)

Oh, alright.

An instant later Alison emerges carrying a stack of the folded-up cardboard boxes in her arms.  She steps over to the curb.  As she places the cardboard into a recycling bin a raucous of some sort catches her ear:
LOUD VOICE (O.S.)

Save the schoolhouse!  Save the schoolhouse!

She glances across the street.  The sounds emanate from somewhere within the lot. 
EXT   VACANT LOT – DAY
A man in a tweed blazer with bow tie is chained to a tree as he rings a cow bell over his head.  This is MR. HOLLINGSWORTH, late 40’s, eccentric, bumbling but basically good-hearted.
He continues with his rant as Alison approaches.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Save the schoolhouse!  Before it’s too late!
(Notices)
Oh, hey there.  Come to join the rally, have we?

ALISON

What rally?

Alison glances about – it’s just the two of them out here.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
To save the schoolhouse, of course.  Can you believe they want to tear it down?   
Alison glances past him, observes the old building a short distance further ahead.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

The past is something to be cherished, not destroyed... Did you know this is one of the last original structures still standing in August Heights?  When it goes, so too does our heritage.

ALISON

But doesn’t someone still live in there?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

In the schoolhouse?  Oh, good heavens no - not now.  At one time someone did but that was long ago.

ALISON

Yeah, the schoolteacher.  I saw her... Just last night.
Alison glances towards the schoolhouse again.  Seeing it now, suddenly she’s unsure.
ALISON

I mean, I thought I did.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Don’t feel bad.  The shadows play tricks on the mind, especially in the moonlight.

ALISON

But... I was sure I saw something.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I can assure you she’s quite dead.  History has made certain of that.  It’s quite a tragic tale, I’m afraid.  As legend has it, she took her own life.  They found her one morning hanging from the rafters. 
(Reaches into pocket)

It’s all here in my brochure if you want to read up on it. 
He grabs a handful of leaflets.  His pocket is stuffed full of them.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Here – take one.  Take several if you like.  Give them to your friends.  I’ve got plenty more.  
Alison takes just one.  A few fall to the ground.  She regards him now.
ALISON
So, em... How long do you plan on being chained to that tree?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
However long it takes!  Until justice is served!
Mr. Hollingsworth strikes a defiant pose but then quickly deflates.  He sighs now upon reflection.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Eh, what’s the use – nobody cares anymore.  Besides, who am I to stand in the way of progress?  I think maybe I’ll just pack it up and call it a day.
He fumbles in his bindings and then chuckles to himself.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
You know, this is actually rather amusing.  It appears, in my haste, that I have misplaced the key.  
(Glances about)

I must have dropped it on the ground around here somewhere.  Thank god you’re here.  Otherwise I’d be in a real...
Suddenly he realizes that he’s talking to himself.  Alison has already left.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

...jam. 
(Aloud)

Uh, hello?  Are you still there?  Anyone?  Help!
EXT   VACANT LOT - DAY

Alison stands at the edge of the clearing.  Up ahead is the schoolhouse.  She remains transfixed for a long beat and then moves towards it.  
Buoyed by curiosity she proceeds, moving in deliberate, precise steps. 
She arrives on the front step, tries the handle.  She moves it a quarter turn in her hand but then pauses.
Uncertainty grips her now.  She regains composure, sucks in a deep breath and then, in one swift motion, pushes open the door.  
She braces for the worst but...nothing.  A sigh and then she peers inside.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY
Alison steps further in, surveys her surroundings.  In sharp contrast to what we might expect, the interior is well-kept and tidy. 
ALISON

Hello?

She proceeds down a row of desks towards the front of the class.  Each desktop has its own chalkboard slate for writing set out on top of it, as if in anticipation of the students arrival.  

She continues further along.  A portrait of President Lincoln hangs on the wall to one side.  
FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)

(Stern)

Well, it’s about time you showed up.

A gasp as Alison whirls to behold the schoolteacher appear before her.  
ALISON

Sorry.  I, I thought this place was abandoned.

SCHOOLTEACHER

Abandoned?  No - I should think not.
The woman marches past her as she steps over to the teacher’s desk.  
SCHOOLTEACHER

Have you any idea what time of day it is young Miss?  

I will not tolerate tardiness in my classroom.  I’m afraid you leave me with no other alternative.

She proceeds to remove a leather strap from the top drawer.  Immediately Alison takes a step back.

ALISON

Uh, I think there’s been some mistake here. 
The schoolteacher comes towards her.  Alison quickly finds herself backed into a corner.

ALISON

Look – I was just passing by.  I didn’t realize anyone lived here but obviously you do so I’ll just be on my way.
SCHOOLTEACHER
The only mistake that has been perpetrated is by you young miss, neglecting your studies... Now, kindly hold out your hand.

She’s serious.  Reluctantly Alison holds out her hand, palm up.  Slowly, very deliberately the schoolteacher raises her arm in the air.  
SCHOOLTEACHER

This is for your own good.  Perhaps you’ll do as you’re told from now on.

ALISON

I keep up on my schoolwork – honest.  Ask any of my teachers... Sure, I may have ditched a few classes in my day but who hasn’t?
Alison looks to the woman with much trepidation as her hand starts to tremble.  It’s all she can do to keep still, and then...
ALISON

Wait!!

The woman freezes in mid-swipe.  Alison’s face is contorted into a cringe.
ALISON

Then again – maybe I have been a little neglectful.

The schoolteacher seems to regard this favorably and lowers the strap down by her side.  Alison inexplicably sighs.

SCHOOLTEACHER

Very well then – take your seat.  We have much to cover today.

Alison reluctantly sits herself down at one of the desks as the schoolteacher steps over to the blackboard.  She eyes her young pupil seated before her; she seems confused all of a sudden.
SCHOOLTEACHER

I must be getting tired.  I, I seem to have forgotten your name.

She shuffles uncomfortably through her study notes, collecting her thoughts.

ALISON

It’s Alison.  

SCHOOLTEACHER

Right.  Of course – Alison.  Now, where were we...
She proceeds to copy out a series of mathematical calculations onto the board.  Alison observes her diligently going about her routine until finally the absurdity of the situation catches up to her.
ALISON

Uh, excuse me?  
The woman stops writing and calmly addresses her.

SCHOOLTEACHER
It is customary to stand when addressing a teacher.

ALISON

(Gets to feet)

Who are you?
SCHOOLTEACHER
Who am I?  I’m your teacher, Miss Leffler, that’s who and this is my class.
ALISON
Well, if this is your class, then where is everyone?

This seems to stump Miss Leffler.  She eyes the rows of empty desks, as if for the first time.  After a brief pause she gathers her thoughts.
MISS LEFFLER
As I’m sure you’re aware, the drought hit the community hard.  They all up and left - off in search of greener pastures, I presume.

She resumes copying from her text.

MISS LEFFLER

But no matter now.  What’s done is done.  We still have our own responsibilities to concern ourselves with.
ALISON

Uh, you know what – I just remembered.  I have to be going now.

MISS LEFFLER

Going?  Now?  But we’ve only just begun.

ALISON

I’m sorry.  You know how it is – things to do, places to be.  Some other time perhaps.
MISS LEFFLER

I don’t understand what’s gotten into you.  Are you having problems at home – is that it?
Suddenly Alison becomes tight-lipped as her eyes turn to the floor.  Miss Leffler inquires further.
MISS LEFFLER
I don’t believe I’ve ever met your parents.  Is your family new to these parts?

ALISON

My father’s dead.  It’s just me and my mom now.
MISS LEFFLER

Oh, child – I’m so sorry.
Her expression warms as she regards Alison now. 
MISS LEFFLER
I know it’s difficult for you right now so just remember – sometimes in order to reach the light we must walk through darkness...but a brighter day is always on the horizon. 
(A pause, lets this sink in)

I suppose school can wait another day.  You may go.

Alison looks to the doorway, uncertain.
MISS LEFFLER

Go on.  It’s alright.
Reluctantly Alison retreats outside.  Miss Leffler calls after her.
MISS LEFFLER

But I’ll expect you bright and early first thing tomorrow morning.
EXT   EDGE OF VACANT LOT – SUBDIVISION - DAY
Alison steps out from under the fence panel.  She remembers now the brochure and fishes it out of her pocket.

The headline reads “SAVE THE SCHOOLHOUSE”.  Below, a black-and-white archive photo of the old schoolhouse is pictured.
She opens it up.  More images of appear.  Covered wagons and various dustbowl refugees are pictured, documenting the community’s pioneering past.  One image in particular catches her eye.
CLOSE – IMAGE:

A class of schoolchildren pose in front of the schoolhouse.  In the back row is the teacher – a young woman with a bonnet covering a mane of golden-brown hair.

Alison takes a hard look; there can be no mistaking – it’s Miss Leffler.  

ALISON

That’s her.  But... how can that be?
She glances back at the schoolhouse in disbelief.
EXT   STREET CORNER:

Robbie strolls along the side of the road.  He notices Alison up ahead and pauses, uncertain if he should approach her. 
He proceeds forward.  She remains transfixed on the lot as he approaches.  He lingers next to her for a beat.

ROBBIE

Hey.

She turns to him, feigns a mild look of surprise.

ALISON

Oh, hey.

ROBBIE

What are you doing?

He peers into the lot.  Alison conceals the brochure behind her back.

ALISON
Nothing.

ROBBIE

Really?  Me neither... So, what do you wanna do today?

ALISON

Actually, I’m not into doing much right now – you understand.

ROBBIE

(Lowers head)

Oh?  Well, I’ll see you around then.

Robbie turns, starts to walk away.  
ALISON

Hey!
Robbie stops, perks up slightly as he turns to her.  She rushes towards him but then right past him.   He glances after her, perplexed.
EXT   LOT CORNER:
Alison rushes up to where a crew of workers has gathered inside the lot.  Robbie arrives a moment later behind her.

ALISON

Oh no!  They’ve already started!

ROBBIE

What’s going on?
The foreman has his plans laid out on the hood of a truck.  Alison and Robbie approach him as he hollers to one of his men:
FOREMAN

He’s what – still chained to that tree?!  Well, get out the bolt-cutters then!  I don’t want any more delays!
He hollers over to another group of workers.

FOREMAN

Yeah, that’s right – straight through here.  Pound a few more of those stakes into the ground.
Alison tugs on his sleeve.  He glances down, finally notices the two of them.
ALISON

You guys don’t waste any time, do you?  

FOREMAN

Huh?  You again?  You kids shouldn’t be here.  
ALISON

What’s going on – are you planning to develop this entire lot?
FOREMAN
That’s right – a brand new subdivision, right where we’re standing.  
ALISON

But what about the schoolhouse?
FOREMAN
Ah, geeze – that reminds me...
(Shouts off)

Hey Lou – don’t forget about the schoolhouse.  We’ll have to call in the Cat to tear ‘er down.

He looks back on Robbie and Alison and shoos them along.

FOREMAN

Come on.  For the last time – we’ve got work to do here.
Reluctantly they move along.  Once out of sight Alison abruptly halts and then grabs Robbie by the arm as they slip unnoticed back inside.

ALISON

C’mon.

ROBBIE

What are you doing?
EXT   VACANT LOT – DAY

Robbie tags reluctantly behind as Alison leads him up to the schoolhouse.  

ROBBIE

Are you sure this is a good idea?

ALISON

Just c’mon.  

ROBBIE

You heard the man – he doesn’t want us here.  If we get caught, we could be in a lot of trouble... What’s this all about anyway?

Alison forges ahead.  Robbie keeps pace.
ALISON

I have to warn her.

ROBBIE

Warn who?

ALISON

The schoolteacher.  She’s in danger.  
ROBBIE

Schoolteacher?  

(Stops)

Wait – you mean, you know about that?  But she’s just some legend.  She’s not real.  You know that, don’t you?  
He chases after her.  
ROBBIE

Don’t you?

They arrive on the front step.  She nudges on the door – it creaks slowly open.
INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY
Alison pokes her head inside.

ALISON

Hello?

She and Robbie step all the way in.  They look around but it appears to be unoccupied.  
ALISON
Miss Leffler?  Are you still here?
Suddenly a twinge of doubt creeps into her mind.
ALISON

I don’t get it.  She should be here.  She was here.

She takes off outside again, Robbie follows.  Both come to a halt in the open doorway as the figure of Miss Leffler finally appears before them.  
ALISON

Oh?  There you are.

They ease their way back inside as the woman approaches the two of them.
MISS LEFFLER

You’ve come back?

 (Eyes Robbie)

And I see you’ve brought a friend with you this time?

ALISON

Uh, yeah.  This is Robbie.

Alison nudges him.  Robbie manages an anxious smile. 
MISS LEFFLER
Very well then.  Enough of this posturing - take your seats children.  We have much to cover today.  
She makes her way over to the podium.  Robbie looks uncertainly to Alison.
ROBBIE

(From the corner of his mouth)

Is that...
ALISON

Yeah.
ROBBIE

Really?  Are you sure?

ALISON

She seems to be under that impression - yeah.

ROBBIE

Wow, I’ve never seen a real live dead person before.
He eyes her peculiarly.

ALISON

We have to tell her she’s dead.
ROBBIE

You mean she doesn’t know?

ALISON

No... But I should warn you - she’s a little standoffish.

ROBBIE

Fine then, you do it.
ALISON

Why do I have to?
They quip back and forth, until...
MISS LEFFLER

Is there something the matter?

Both Robbie and Alison freeze.  Finally Alison looks to her teacher and then comes clean.
ALISON

Uh, Miss Leffler?  I’m not sure how exactly to tell you this but...
MISS LEFFLER

Yes?  What is it?

ALISON

Do you know what year this is?

MISS LEFFLER

(Confused)

What year this is?  Why, of course I do – it’s eighteen sixty five.  

She can see by their evasive reactions that something is amiss.

MISS LEFFLER

Why – what’s this all about?

ALISON

Well, you see, the thing is... You’re...
She looks to Robbie, hoping he’ll take it from here.

MISS LEFFLER

Yes?  I’m...
ROBBIE

Uh, you know – the ‘D’ word.

ALISON

(Comes right out)

Dead... You’re supposed to be dead.
They anticipate a reaction but Miss Leffler remains still and motionless.  

MISS LEFFLER

Dead?

ALISON

It’s true.  I checked it out.  According to the history books, you died over one hundred years ago.
MISS LEFFLER

Is this you’re idea of some silly joke?

ALISON

I wish it were but it isn’t. 
MISS LEFFLER

Enough!  I won’t hear anymore of this silly nonsense... Now, take your seats you two.
She marches back over to the blackboard.
ALISON

But there’s a whole different world out there.  Things have changed.  You must have noticed it be now?

She steps over to the window just as, from outside, a voice is heard:
FOREMAN (O.S.)

Mark one on this tree as well.  It’ll have to go.

A pair of orange hardhats passes by the window.  
ALISON

They’re here.

EXT   SCHOOLHOUSE – VACANT LOT - DAY

The foreman leads another worker up to the building.  He points to one of the trees.

FOREMAN

This one as well.

The worker marks an ‘X’ across the trunk with a spray can.  The foreman inspects the side of the building now.

FOREMAN

Structural integrity appears intact.  We should be able to salvage some of this wood.
He proceeds over to the doorway.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY

The door creaks open.  Alison immediately looks to the others.

ALISON

They can’t see us here... Quick – hide.

She and Robbie scramble for cover.  They slip behind the opening door.  Miss Leffler remains frozen on the spot, hesitating...
The foreman steps inside.  He comes to an abrupt halt.
FOREMAN

Jeeze-Louise.

His eyes bulge as he eyes empty space before him.  He steps further in now and then draws his gaze at the rest of the interior.

FOREMAN

Hey Lou, come check this out.
The other worker appears in the doorway behind him.  He pokes a head inside but goes no further.  From behind the open door we see that Miss Leffler has joined Robbie and Alison.  They remain huddled together.
FOREMAN

It’s like it’s never been touched in all these years... Hey, ain’t this where that schoolteacher hung herself?
WORKER

Beats me.  Kinda gives me the creeps though.

The workers step back outside.  Once gone they step out from hiding.  Miss Leffler looks to Robbie and Alison, stun-faced.
MISS LEFFLER

That man – he was talking about me, wasn’t he?

ALISON
Now do you believe us?

MISS LEFFLER
My god.  Has it really been that long?  But... how can this be?
ALISON

That’s what we have to find out.
Miss Leffler steps over to the window.  She glances out towards the edge of the property, offering only fleeting glimpses of the world beyond hers.
ALISON

Listen to me – you can’t remain here any longer.  Those men will be back and when they do this place will be destroyed.
MISS LEFFLER
But this is my home.  This is where I belong.

ALISON

This was your home.  It belongs to the past now.

He words are sobering.  As the reality hits her, she slowly turns to Alison.
MISS LEFFLER

 (With hesitation)

Is, is it true what he said – did I really hang myself?

ALISON

I’m afraid so.  

Robbie nods along with her.  Miss Leffler looks up to the ceiling now.  She tugs uncomfortably at her neck collar as she eyes the large wooden beams spanning the interior.  She shudders at the sight.  

MISS LEFFLER

My god.  Can it really be true?  Can I really be...
 (As a revelation)

Dead?
Suddenly she is swept up in an understanding too powerful to be denied and she utters silently to herself:

MISS LEFFLER

I am dead... I am dead...
EXT   MAIN STREET – AUGUST HEIGHTS - NIGHT
Alison and Robbie lead Miss Leffler down the bustling sidewalk.  Her head is on a swivel, taking in all the sights and sounds.

MISS LEFFLER

My, things sure have changed around here.  I’ve never seen so many people in one place before.
The display window of an electronics store catches her eye, showcasing the latest in flat-screen technology.  

MISS LEFFLER

Those pictures – they move! It’s like something out of a Jules Verne novel.

They arrive now at a crosswalk.  Immediately Miss Leffler is drawn to the glowing traffic light suspended in the center of the intersection.

MISS LEFFLER

It’s beautiful.

ROBBIE

What is?

MISS LEFFLER

That lantern.  It’s changing color.

She stares, mesmerized, as it turns from green to amber and finally red.  She steps right off the curb and doesn’t notice the oncoming set of headlights – dead ahead.

ALISON

Miss Leffler – look out!

Too late.  Miss Leffler draws a deep gasp as a horn blares and the car rockets past her.  
DRIVER

Watch where you’re going lady!

The momentum whirls her to the pavement.  Alison and Robbie rush to her side.

ALISON

Are you alright?

MISS LEFFLER

Yes, I believe so.  It just appeared out of nowhere.

ALISON

Oh yeah.  I should have warned you about that.  We have horseless carriages now.

MISS LEFFLER

(Still recovering)

So it would seem.

They help her to her feet.  Another vehicle speeds by, causing Miss Leffler to jump again.

MISS LEFFLER

This is going to take some getting used to.

EXT   TOWN SQUARE – AUGUST HEIGHTS – NIGHT
A fire hall, courthouse and other historic buildings surround an open square, all lit up by a series of lampposts.  This is the America of yesteryear – a tiny pocket of the past that still endures.  
Alison and Robbie escort Miss Leffler into the open space.  She quickly warms to her new surroundings.
MISS LEFFLER

Now this is starting to look more familiar.

ALISON

This is the old part of town.  No one comes here anymore.

They arrive at a large heritage building, lovingly restored.  The sign above the entranceway reads “August Heights Preservation Society”.

Alison pulls out the brochure.  On the back, in small print, is a contact address.  She compares it to the one on the building.  
ALISON

Alright – this is it.  This is the place.  

They step up to the doorway.  A ‘closed sign’ hangs in the window.  
MISS LEFFLER

And you’re sure this person can help me?

ALISON
If anyone can, it’s him.  He knows more about this city’s past than anyone... I just hope he’s still here.

She knocks until a light comes on.  A voice is then heard.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)

Yes, yes.  I hear you.
An instant later the blind flips up to reveal the bemused face of Mr. Hollingsworth peering back at her.  
ALISON

Uh, hi.  Remember me?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Oh, yes – you... What do you want now?

ALISON

We were wondering if you could help us—

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
As I’m sure you’re no doubt aware, we’re closed.  Perhaps you could try us again at our regularly scheduled hours of operation?
He nods, not so subtly, at the sign indicating business hours below him in the window.

ALISON

Yes, I could do that but there’s someone here you need to see.
She steps aside to show him but the blind has already fallen back into place.  Alison shrinks in despondence when the door suddenly swings wide open.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
What in heaven is so important that you need to...see me?
He pauses abruptly upon noticing the figure of Miss Leffler standing before him. 

MISS LEFFLER

How do you do?  I’m...
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
(Captivated)

Yes.  I know who you are.  I’d recognize those eyes anywhere.  You must be Miss Leffler?  
INT   PRESERVATION SOCIETY – NIGHT
They step inside.  Mr. Hollingsworth remains overcome by her appearance.  In fact, he is at a loss.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

This is most unexpected... Uh, please – come in.  
He shuffles them further in, closes shut the door.  The interior is a shrine to the city’s past, filled with various antiques and artifacts on display.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I’m Mr. Hollingsworth – curator here at the Preservation Society.
MISS LEFFLER

Thank you.  That is most kind.  We don’t mean to intrude upon you like this but we had no where else to turn.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Not at all, not at all... It’s always a pleasure to meet someone right from the pages of our city’s past.
(Caught staring)

Forgive me but I feel as if I already know you.  
MISS LEFFLER

I imagine my appearance here must come as quite a shock to you.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

That would be an understatement.

MISS LEFFLER

I can assure you no one is more shocked than I.  You see, I have no memory of ever dying.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Interesting... 
(Looks to her)

Uh, do you mind?

He reaches out with his hand and gives Miss Leffler a poke on the arm. 
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Well, you seem solid enough.
MISS LEFFLER

Then I’m not a ghost?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I’m not sure what you are.   I’m afraid I’m no expert on matters of the paranormal.  The past is my specialty... You’re quite dead – I can assure you of that much.
ALISON
There must be a reason why she’s still here.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Well, many spirits are said to linger behind on this earthly plain due to an unresolved issue of some sort.  
WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)

Henry?  Henry?

Mr. Hollingsworth immediately cringes at the sound of that voice.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

The old bat – what does she want now?

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)

Henry?

He ignores this, continues through with his original thought process.  The others follow as he leads them over to a large filing cabinet.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Yes, I’m convinced that is it.  Any light we can shed on your past life will no doubt help you find closure.  Whatever these issues are, you must confront them.  Then and only then will you be able to pass over to the other side.
WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Henry - are you still out there?  It was closing time over a half hour ago.
He quickly affects a cheery persona as he hollers back to her.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Just finishing up with a customer dear.
(Picking right up, not missing a beat)

Unfortunately, this isn’t going to be very easy.  You see, information from your time period is rather difficult to come by, I’m afraid.
He opens the bureau drawer, withdraws a folder.  It’s crammed full with old newspaper articles and various other papers and documents.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
It’s all here – everything I could piece together anyway... You were discovered one morning hanging from the rafters of the schoolhouse.
He removes an old newspaper clipping, lays it down for her to see.  Miss Leffler gazes upon it.  An image of the old schoolhouse is pictured below the caption.  It reads:

“Tragedy Befalls Community - Local Schoolteacher Found Dead”

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Or so the history books say.
MISS LEFFLER

I could have never ended my own life.  At least, I don’t believe so.
She looks back on the photo as she continues to struggle with this.

ALLISON

There must be a way to find out for sure what really happened?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
(Suddenly)

Wait – there is one possibility... It’s a long shot but it’s worth a look.
Mr. Hollingsworth has a brainstorm now and grabs his tweed blazer from the rack as he heads for the door.  The others look to one another, for the moment confused.
EXT   PRESERVATION SOCIETY - NIGHT
Mr. Hollingsworth throws on his blazer as he ushers Miss Leffler and the two kids out the door with him.   

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)

Henry?  Are you hiding from me again?  What confounded, hair-brained scheme are you up to this time?

He closes shut the door, muffling the sound of her voice.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Don’t ever get married.
He leads them briskly now down the sidewalk.
MISS LEFFLER
Where are we going?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Much like yourself, there have been rumors of a spirit still lurking about. 

MISS LEFFLER

There has – who?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

It’s someone you knew quite well as a matter of fact – your husband.

MISS LEFFLER

(Stutter-steps)

My h-husband?  I was married?
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Indeed... William Piercy was his name, if I’m not mistaken.  You were only together for a short time.  He went off to fight in the civil war.  
He turns sharply now as he leads them across the square.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

If the rumors are true, then he could provide the only link you have right now to the past... Most of the sightings have occurred over here, at the old town hall building.
He comes to a halt.  Up ahead a small gathering of people has congregated in front of a towering colonial façade.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

It appears we aren’t the only ones looking for him.

EXT   OLD TOWN HALL – AUGUST HEIGHTS - NIGHT
They approach the gathering.  A female Tour Guide stands on the front steps as she speaks to the assembled group.  She underscores each of her words in an ominous, hushed tone.
TOUR GUIDE

It is here, within these walls, that the ghost of a lovesick confederate soldier is said to roam.

A stir from the group.  
TOUR GUIDE
He wanders the halls, waiting for his lady love to return to him.

More stirs. 
TOURIST #1
Have you ever seen him?

TOUR GUIDE

No, but I did once get the impression that I was being watched, like some presence was upon me.

The Tour Guide unlocks the door now.  She ignites a lantern and steps inside.
TOUR GUIDE
This way...but remember - we must tread lightly if we hope to catch a glimpse of him.  Spirits are an elusive bunch.  
Nods all around from the group as they follow her in.   Miss Leffler pauses as she glazes up at the tall structure looming large before her.  

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

What is it?

MISS LEFFLER

I know this place.  I’ve been here before.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Are you sure?

MISS LEFFLER

It feels so familiar.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

That’s good – it’s starting to come back to you.

She remains transfixed as she joins in with the tail end of the procession.
INT   OLD TOWN HALL – NIGHT

The interior is shrouded in darkness.  The procession steps lightly along, led by the Tour Guide who carries the lantern to guide their way.  
TOUR GUIDE

Stay close together everyone.

Miss Leffler’s eyes traverse the ceiling.  Dust and cobwebs decorate the various nooks and corridors.  The ravages of time have clearly taken their toll.  
MISS LEFFLER

It’s not quite exactly as I remember.

The Tour Guide boldly leads them further within as they enter into a large, open-area assembly hall.
They hold up now as she sets down the lantern and awaits everyone’s arrival.  Rows of wooden benches align the open space and face a raised podium at the furthest end.
TOUR GUIDE

This is the assembly hall.  Each of our city’s founding father’s served office in here at one time.  In fact, the charter was signed right in this very room, incorporating the community into a city.
TOURIST #1
(Impatient)

What about the spirit?  You said we’d see a spirit.

Others in the group chime in.
TOUR GUIDE

(Fumbles)

Well, uh... I’m sure he’s around here somewhere.

The group becomes restless and grumbles amongst themselves.
VARIOUS TOURISTS
· Well, this was all one big waste of time.
· I want my money back.

· See, I told you there weren’t any ghosts.

As everyone lingers impatiently, Robbie suddenly notices Miss Leffler standing amongst the group and is instantly stricken by her appearance.

ROBBIE

Miss Leffler, you’re... 

His mouth is agape.  Miss Leffler notices his reaction and then that now of Alison.  She too is equally captivated.  
MISS LEFFLER

What is it?

ROBBIE

You’re...

Gasps race now through the congregation as, one by one, others in the crowd look up and take notice of her as well:

The glow from the lantern shines directly upon Miss Leffler.  It penetrates right through her body.  
ROBBIE/ALISON
(Together)

Glowing.

She stands there, glowing like a ghostly apparition for all to see.  Robbie and Alison step back as they behold this unbelievable sight.

VARIOUS TOURISTS

(Awestruck)

· You can see right through her.

· I don’t believe my eyes.

Camera flashes go off as everyone fishes out their camera for a shot.  By contrast the Tour Guide remains frozen, disbelief etched across her face.

TOUR GUIDE

My god...

Miss Leffler steps away from the intrusion of the camera flashes.  The Tour Guide approaches her with caution.

TOUR GUIDE

W-what do you want?
MISS LEFFLER
Want?  All I want is for death to finally come to me.  I died, it seems, a very long time ago yet I still walk this earthly plane and I have no idea why.  Perhaps when I discover the reasons for this, I can finally rest in peace.
A series of moans echoes throughout the assembly hall.  Anxious looks are shot between one another.

TOURIST #1

What was that?

TOURIST #2

It’s another spirit.

The Tour Guide looks away sheepishly, aware of what is to come.

The moans continue.  Everyone’s attention is drawn to the rafters where a figure is revealed, cinched into a harness.  He dangles from the ceiling, dressed up as a civil war era soldier.  

As the figure is lowered to the ground, he affects a ghoulish persona.

FIGURE

I am the ghost that dwells within these halls.  Beware all.
He gets tangled in his harness gear, flips upside down.  He speaks in a more earthly voice now.

FIGURE

Careful!  Not so fast!  

Uh, I could use a hand here – anyone?

Another man is revealed, standing off to the side as he holds his end of the rope-line which has been suspended over a beam.  

He reacts to being caught and lets the rope slip from his hands.  The figure lands with a thud onto the hardwood floor.  

The Tour Guide can only bury her face in her hands.

EXT   FRONT STEPS - TOWN HALL – NIGHT
The tourists all exit the building and grumble amongst themselves.

VARIOUS TOURISTS

· It was all a trick.

· I knew it.

· C’mon, let’s go find a Starbucks around here.

The Tour Guide stands in the doorway.  She’s in damage-control mode as she hands back the money to the each of the exiting tourists.  
TOUR GUIDE
Here’s your refund – I’m so sorry.  
(Aloud)

Come again.

The last one files out and she quickly drops the charade.  
TOUR GUIDE

Eh, who am I kidding?  There’s no such thing as ghosts.
She lumbers back inside.  The knock of footsteps suddenly alerts her of someone’s presence from behind.  As she turns, she’s greeted by the long, narrow tip of a bayonet.
Annoyed, she grabs the tip of the weapon, shoves it away from her face.

TOUR GUIDE

Give it a rest, would yuh?  The jig is up—

Suddenly she freezes.  A different face than the one she expected appears before her.  For now, all we see is her reaction - confusion which turns to disbelief and finally shock.

TOUR GUIDE

Ghost?  Y-you’re a ghost.
The Tour Guide suddenly becomes weak-kneed.  Her face turns flush as she collapses to the floor.

INT   ASSEMBLY HALL – OLD TOWN HALL - NIGHT
Mr. Hollingsworth lingers behind with Miss Leffler, Robbie and Alison.  He looks to them and sighs.  

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Well, so much for those rumors.  It was worth a try, I guess.

Unbeknownst to them, a figure limps towards them from the main entranceway. 
It steps from the shadows and reveals itself as a confederate SOLDIER, uniformed in the familiar blue jacket and cap.  

Alison is first to notice.  The others quickly follow suit.  They all just stare upon him, more in awe than anything else.  He’s a pitiful sight, as if he stepped right off the battlefield.  

Mr. Hollingsworth steps forward to meet him.
SOLDIER

Sergeant William Piercy, platoon leader, third infantry.

He performs a salute, stands now at attention.  

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Uh, Henry Hollingsworth, curator, August Heights Preservation Society.

(A pause)
This is going to sound rather silly but... Are you...

SERGEANT PIERCY
A ghost?

He raises his hand, revealing its translucence in the lantern light.
SERGEANT PIERCY
All too real, I’m afraid.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
We’ve been hoping to find you.
(Looks off)

There’s uh, someone here I think you should meet.
Mr. Hollingsworth steps aside and Miss Leffler is revealed right at the very moment their eyes meet.  Immediately the soldier is entranced.
SERGEANT PIERCY
My god – it’s you.  You’ve come back.

He steps towards her, disbelief etched across his face.  
MISS LEFFLER

I know you?  We were married once.
SERGEANT PIERCY
Yes.  Then you do remember?  You don’t know how long it is that I’ve waited for your return.
EXT   TOWN SQUARE – AUGUST HEIGHTS - NIGHT

The tourist group has all but dispersed.  Only A few stragglers remain as they quarrel over their location on a map.
The relative calm is broken by the chilling moan of a stiff breeze.  A lady tourist shudders as she cinches up her coat.
LADY TOURIST

My – there’s quite a chill in the air.  Maybe we should just head back to our hotel room.
There is a sudden stillness now and then, just as suddenly, another gust.  Her hat sails from her head. 
INT   OLD TOWN HALL - NIGHT

Miss Leffler and Sergeant Piercy remain captive in each others presence.  For now, it’s just the two of them.
MISS LEFFLER

What’s happened to us?  We should both be dead.

SERGEANT PIERCY
If I only knew.  I’ve been alone now for so long... Ever since that fateful day I died on the battlefield.

He draws his gaze towards a large oil painting that hangs above the podium, overlooking the floor below.

CLOSE – PAINTING:

An intense battle scene: a civil war soldier sounds the bugle as a general, whose sword is raised high, leads his troops into battle.

SERGEANT PIERCY
We had engaged the enemy.

He stares hard, remembering.  
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   BATTLEFIELD – DAY

Sounds of artillery fire.  Both sides are engaged in hand-to-hand combat.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)
Canons and mortar fire were all around us.  An explosion knocked me to the ground.  

There is a bright flash as an explosion pounds a crater into the ground.  The smoke clears to reveal the body of a lone confederate soldier.  Another soldier, apparently uninjured in the blast, stands overtop his fallen comrade who bares a striking resemblance to himself.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)
It was then that I noticed it – my lifeless body, lying on the ground right next to me.
He stands motionless, oblivious to the mayhem that ensues around him.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE:
Sergeant Piercy is a solitary figure now as he wanders through an open field.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

Over time I came to accept my fate – I was dead... And so I made the long trek back home.

Sergeant Piercy passes by a barn.  He hears a sound and quickly raises his bayonet.  He approaches the structure with caution, finger poised on the trigger.  
From within he’s greeted by a small band of fellow soldiers.  After a brief standoff both sides lower their weapons.  
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)
I met others like myself.  We banded together, soldiers from both sides, bound by a common fate.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE:
A small procession of weary-faced soldiers now trudges, single-file down a narrow path.  There is a slight rustle of the leaves behind Sergeant Piercy, barely enough to pique him but he pauses.

SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

And then one day I got the distinct impression that we were not alone.  

He glances back, sees a DARK FORM whisk away into the shadows.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

Someone or something was following us.  
EXT   COUNTRYSIDE:
The procession marches on.  A short distance back, the form follows.  Seen in only the vaguest of impressions, it is a dark blur as it swoops between shadows of the surrounding tree-cover.  
  SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

It always kept its distance, never quite allowing itself to be seen.

Sergeant Piercy glances back again.  All he sees is the rustle of the tree branches.  He holds his gaze.  The wind touches his cheek and he shudders. 
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

I felt an eerie, almost cold sensation in its presence.  I knew it now by name – it was death.

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE:
The procession has dwindled to only a few now.  One of the soldiers begins to lag, then literally collapses under the weight of his own exhaustion.  He is left behind as the remaining soldiers, lost in their own drudgery, don’t seem to notice this.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

Some just lost the will to live and laid themselves down, hoping that death would claim them.

CLOSE - FALLEN SOLDIER:

He lays motionless, face to the clouds.  He seems to be looking beyond this, into some vast, ethereal infinity.  
The clouds slowly part and sunlight beams down upon him.  His face becomes radiant now as joy invades his features.
FALLEN SOLDIER

Oh, my...

EXT   COUNTRYSIDE:
Sergeant Piercy is alone again.  He’s barely able to hold himself up yet still he staggers on.
SERGEANT PIERCY (V.O.)

I forged onward – death would have to wait another day.  The only thing keeping me going was the hope that I could once again be reunited with the one I love.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT   ASSEMBLY HALL - OLD TOWN HALL – NIGHT

Sergeant Piercy remains intensely focused.  As the memory subsides he looks to Miss Leffler, takes her hand in his.  

SERGEANT PIERCY
And now I have.
Right then a stiff breeze pounds against the windows.  Immediately Sergeant Piercy chastens the grip on his weapon. 
SERGEANT PIERCY
It’s here.

EXT   TOWN SQUARE – AUGUST HEIGHTS – NIGHT

A garbage can spills, its contents scatter in the wind.  
The winds target now the old town hall building and bombard the structure.
INT   ASSEMBLY HALL – OLD TOWN HALL - NIGHT

The winds pound the glass.  Sergeant Piercy inches up to the window, peers outside.  The others draw uncertain looks on one another.
MISS LEFFLER

What’s here?

SERGEANT PIERCY
Death... It’s found me.  I don’t know how but it’s found me.
They watch as the soldier secures the latch, then steps around to each of the other windows and secures the latch on them as well.  
ROBBIE

Death?  You mean, as in the grim reaper?  

SERGEANT PIERCY

The very same.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

(Eyes window)

Are you sure?  Where?  I don’t see anything out there.
Mr. Hollingsworth steps over for a look.  Sergeant Piercy notices this and immediately takes a running leap at him.
SERGEANT PIERCY
Look out!

Aaargh!  He tackles Mr. Hollingsworth to the floor.

SERGEANT PIERCY
That was a close one... Don’t ever do that again.

He helps him back to his feet.

SERGEANT PIERCY
That goes for the rest of you as well – keep away from the windows.  Just stay close to me from now on... That’s an order!
They quickly scramble to get in behind him.  He holds his position now as he peers from the window.
ALISON

I don’t get it.  It’s just the wind, isn’t it?

SERGEANT PIERCY
Not just any wind.

(Listens)

Hear that?
They all listen now as a distant moan echoes on the wind.

SERGEANT PIERCY
That’s the sound of death.
There is another pound – this time louder.
SERGEANT PIERCY
Don’t worry.  I won’t let it take us – not without a fight.

He turns over a bench, hunkers down behind it.  He keeps his senses alert, his finger poised on the trigger.
The winds and howling intensify until there is a loud explosion as one of the windows bursts inward.

A torrent of wind rushes in, knocking over benches, sending everyone reeling.
Everyone looks to find cover.  Miss Leffler hunkers down with the soldier.
ANGLE – WINDOW:

Shards of broken glass fragments decorate the perimeter of the busted out window frame.  Through this...

A SPECTRAL FORM APPEARS.

Concealed under a dark hood, its cloak ripples in the accompanied winds.  It holds its place, seeming to hover mere inches off the ground.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH 

stares, wide-eyed.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Holy William Henry Harrison!

THE TOUR GUIDE 

slowly revives from her fainting spell.  She gathers herself back up only to behold the appearance of the spectre before her.  She instantly collapses, reoccupies her spot back on the floor.

ALISON AND ROBBIE 

Cower together in a corner.

ROBBIE

Am I dreaming?  I must be dreaming.

She pinches him on the arm.  

ROBBIE

Ouch.

ALISON

Nope.

The spectre launches itself into the building, like shot from a canon.  It zooms overhead, swoops around for another pass.  Wind-swells kick up in its wake.  
Miss Leffler remains hunkered with Sergeant Piercy.  He takes his bayonet, kneels and fires.  There is an explosion as wood fragments rain down from the ceiling.
SERGEANT PIERCY
Quickly!  Let’s go!
He takes her hand but Miss Leffler resists.  She looks back on Robbie and Alison.

MISS LEFFLER

The children.  I can’t leave without the children.

The spectre settles before Robbie and Alison.  The face of death is pale, infant-like.  Set within this is a pair of dark, lifeless eyes. 
ALISON

I’m too young to die.

ROBBIE

Me too.

It looms ever closer, extends out a hand in a grasping gesture towards them.  

ROBBIE
I can’t look.

Robbie looks away.  There is a very loud wail – deep and emasculating.  He looks up to see that it is Mr. Hollingsworth the spectre has.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Aaahh!  Help me!

He flails, tears loose from the confines of his blazer and scampers free.  They all make a break for it now.  
EXT   TOWN SQUARE – AUGUST HEIGHTS – DAY

Quickly Sergeant Piercy ushers them out of the building.  He surveys the scene ahead and then leads them across the square.  They hold up next to a stone fountain.  

SERGEANT PIERCY
We have to keep moving.  It’s our only chance.
He takes another cartridge, rams the rod into the barrel as he reloads for another shot.

MISS LEFFLER

And then what?  We can’t keep running forever.

SERGEANT PIERCY
There is a way to cheat death.

He finishes reloading and then continues.
SERGEANT PIERCY
On the outskirts of town is an old Oak tree.  So ancient and revered is this tree that it is said not even Death will go near it.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Yes, the old Oak tree.  I know where that is.  It’s on the vacant lot, not far from the schoolhouse. 
SERGEANT PIERCY
If we can make it there we should be safe.

ALISON
‘If’ we make it.

She gestures behind them.  A torrent of wind kicks up as Death emerges from inside the building.  It launches itself towards them.
SERGEANT PIERCY
Get down.

All dive for cover.  Mr. Hollingsworth leaps behind a hedge.  Alison rolls under a bench while Robbie, in his hesitency, tumbles ass-backwards into the fountain.

Sergeant Piercy holds his ground.  He kneels and fires another shot.  There is an explosion of sparks as a lamppost shatters from impact. 
Death zooms overhead.  Miss Leffler ducks behind the soldier.  She keeps low as she shields herself with his body.  
MISS LEFFLER
We’ll never make it there.

She looks to him but he remains still and silent.  Death loops back around.

MISS LEFFLER

There must be another way.
She looks to him again.  Slowly now he lowers his weapon.
MISS LEFFLER

What are you doing?

In this moment a strange calm seems to have overcome him.  He utters simply:

SERGEANT PIERCY
It’s time.

MISS LEFFLER

What?

SERGEANT PIERCY
It’s time for me to go now. 

MISS LEFFLER

No!  Wait—

His mind is set.  He takes a step forward into the center of the square, weapon still lowered by his side.  He takes another step forward and then another.
Miss Leffler races to hold him back but the winds overpower her and she stumbles and falls.

Sergeant Piercy pushes onward.  The tails of his coat swirl around him.  

SERGEANT PIERCY
It’s time.

He arrives before Death.  The two regard each other for a protracted moment. 

SERGEANT PIERCY
Hello, my old friend... I’m tired of running.  All I seek now is rest.

Death simply nods back at him and then, as if the life-force were suddenly driven from the soldier’s body, he collapses to the ground.  

Miss Leffler rushes to his side.  She kneels to tend to him.  As she cradles his head, he looks up at her.  
SERGEANT PIERCY
It was not my desire to die in the field but rather in the arms of a loved one.  Will you be that person for me?  Please, I can go on no longer.  

MISS LEFFLER

Of course.

SERGEANT PIERCY
Don’t pity me.  You’ve already done more for me than you can possibly imagine.

A calmness overcomes him now and he smiles.  She continues to hold him.

SERGEANT PIERCY
There’s something I need to tell you.  Please - it’s imperative that you hear me out.  Nothing is held more sacred than a dying man’s last words.
MISS LEFFLER

Yes, what is it?

SERGEANT PIERCY
You must make your peace now, while you still can.
MISS LEFFLER

I’ll try.

SERGEANT PIERCY
No - you must.  
He holds her gaze.  She nods lightly.

MISS LEFFLER

Alright.

SERGEANT PIERCY
 (Struggles)

Good.  Now go.  Leave me be.  I can finally die in peace.

He exhales one final gasp and then his eyes turn shut as his body goes limp.  She looks up now and sees it:

Death has Sergeant Piercy.  Together, with his spirit-form, they drift away into the night air.  
She looks back on the body but there is nothing in her hands now – just empty air that she is holding.

EXT   TOWN SQUARE:
The winds have abated.  Robbie emerges, drenched wet as he steps out from the fountain.  Alison reappears from under the bench.
ROBBIE

Is it gone?

The silence lingers.  Mr. Hollingsworth’s head pops up from behind the hedge.  His spectacles hang now crooked across the bridge of his nose.  Hedge trimmings are stuck on his shirt and in his hair.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Yes, I believe so.  It’s got what it’s come for... Most fascinating indeed.

Miss Leffler remains crouched in the centre of the square.  Mr. Hollingsworth, Alison and Robbie carefully approach her.  Her hands still cling to empty air.  
MISS LEFFLER
He’s gone... And yet I’m still here.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

He’s found his peace.  You’ll find yours – when you’re ready.

He places a reassuring hand on her shoulder as she slowly forces herself back to her feet.  
EXT   MAIN STREET – AUGUST HEIGHTS – NIGHT

Miss Leffler is lead quietly along by Mr. Hollingsworth, Alison and Robbie.  She remains sullen, taking no notice now of her surroundings.
MISS LEFFLER

Find my peace – where do I even begin?  I still don’t know what’s holding me back.
They continue along and then she pauses on a sight up ahead.  
HER POV:

A homeless man pushes a shopping cart across the street.  The image transforms into a dirt path with a horse-drawn postal wagon. 

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

What is it?

She continues to stare.  The others look, see only the homeless man.

MISS LEFFLER

I, I remember something...
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

A memory perhaps – what is it?

Her expression finally eases as the memory floods back to her.

DISSOLVE TO:
INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY

Class is in session.  Miss Leffler stands at the blackboard, in the midst of one of her lectures when she is momentarily distracted by the distant sound of hoof-beats.

She glances out the window, eyes a Pony Express rider gallop up on a horse.

MISS LEFFLER

Uh, class.  Perhaps we should take a break now.

Her curiosity aroused, she closes up her lesson plan and heads over to the doorway.

EXT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY

Miss Leffler steps outside to greet the rider as he sidles up to her on his horse.  A leather pouch is mounted over the saddle.

MISS LEFFLER

Have you got something for me?

RIDER

Yes ma’am.  Got one here for you.

He hands her a letter.  The rider then tugs on the reigns and is off.

Miss Leffler eyes the letter now in her hand, is about to open it when she notices the tiny faces of her school children, eyeing her from the window.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY

She steps back inside.

MISS LEFFLER

Alright now children, that’s enough.  Back to your seats.

She steps over to her desk, deposits the letter, unopened, into the drawer.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – DAY

Class is over.  The children are leaving for home.

MISS LEFFLER

I’ll see you all in the morning.  Be safe now.

Once gone she opens the drawer, retrieves the letter.  She ponders opening it.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT   MAIN STREET – AUGUST HEIGHTS - NIGHT

Miss Leffler remains absorbed in thought.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

What was in the letter?

MISS LEFFLER

I’m not sure.  It all becomes hazy after that.
She continues along with the others, still struggling with this. 
BEHIND THEM:

A slight rustle of the tree branches.  

Robbie pauses, glances back.  Seeing nothing he shrugs this off, hurries to catch up.
EXT   VACANT LOT – AUGUST HEIGHTS - NIGHT
Mr. Hollingsworth leads Miss Leffler and the two kids up to the edge of the lot.  All is quiet.  The construction crew has vacated for the day.

One-by-one they step through the fence panel and file into the lot.  Robbie is last to set foot inside.  He pauses momentarily as he eyes something lying in the brush at his feet.

ROBBIE

Hey.  I found my cap.

He picks it up and smiles proudly to himself as he looks to the others but they’ve already moved on.  

It is then that he notices it - the wood fence panel slides shut, as if someone or something had just slipped in after them.  

He ponders this briefly.  With a shrug he brushes off his cap, fits it back on his head as he continues on his way.

EXT   VACANT LOT:
Robbie quickly catches up.  They continue a short distance and then pause.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

There it is.

He points ahead.  In a clearing sits a lone Oak tree.  Set against the backdrop of the schoolhouse, its massive trunk holds a web of limbs that curve symmetrically upward.  
MR. HOLLNGSWORTH

That must be why Death never came for you.  That tree has been protecting you all this time.

They stare silently. 
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

You should be safe here – at least for tonight.

There is a rustle of the tree branches behind them.  All turn to behold Death – its pale features instantly recognizable within the darkness.

Quickly they look to one another and then the tree.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
Go!

They b-line straight for it.  Death emerges from the shadows, plunges right after them.  
Miss Leffler trails behind.  Quickly Death closes the gap.  It reaches out, grasping.  Only a finger’s tip away when...

A look of horror suddenly flashes across Death’s face and it comes to an abrupt halt.  
Directly ahead is the tree.  All four remain huddled around it.  Death lingers around its perimeter, never quite passing within arms reach.
A tense moment passes.  Finally Death bristles.

DEATH

So, you know about this tree?

They hold their position.  Miss Leffler draws Robbie and Alison tightly into her.  She clutches tightly to her young charges.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

That’s right.  Now be gone with you.

DEATH

This tree may protect you but it also holds many memories.  
It has stood on this spot since before even man set foot on this land.  It has been witness to all of his doings.
Death looks squarely upon Miss Leffler now.  She holds firm.

DEATH

Your own past, along with all of your demons are contained within it.  Be certain you are prepared to face them.  

MISS LEFFLER

I’ll take my chances.
DEATH
Then so be it.
Death turns, drifts slowly off as it merges with the surrounding darkness.  They wait a lingering moment and then lower their collective guards.  They look to one another now.
ROBBIE
What did it mean by ‘demons’?  

They look to the tree.  At its base, twisted roots form the opening to a dark cave that leads deep into the earth.  
ROBBIE

There aren’t any demons in there, are there?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

(Shrugs)

I’m willing to believe anything right about now.

MISS LEFFLER
There’s only one way to find out for sure.
(Before he can object)
You said it yourself – I need to confront my past.  It’s the only way I’ll find closure.
Mr. Hollingsworth reluctantly concedes.  Miss Leffler steps now to the opening.  She stands on the threshold, stares into the dark recesses of the cave.  

MISS LEFFLER

It does feel like there’s something in there.

Mr. Hollingsworth turns to her, offering her one final out.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Are you sure you’re ready for this?

MISS LEFFLER

I’ve had over one hundred years to prepare for this moment.  I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.

Tentatively she places a foot inside when a cold gush of wind suddenly blows out from within.  This is accompanied by a chilling moan that echoes throughout the bowels of the interior.  

Quickly she withdraws her foot.  She stands nervously on the brink.  Finally she shakes her head.

MISS LEFFLER

I, I can’t do it.

Miss Leffler steps away.  She stands silently now, shoulders limp as she eyes the ground at her feet.  
MISS LEFFLER

Perhaps one hundred years isn’t long enough for me.

ALISON

Don’t feel bad Miss Leffler.  It’ll be alright.  You can always try again later.
Miss Leffler looks to her through weary eyes.

MISS LEFFLER

Why don’t you go back to the schoolhouse?  Right now I think I’d like to be alone for a while.

Alison relents.  She joins Robbie and Mr. Hollingsworth as they retreat over to the schoolhouse.  She glances back at her teacher, feeling for her.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – NIGHT
Mr. Hollingsworth holds a lit candle as he stands in the centre of the classroom, gazing with wonder at his surroundings.  Alison and Robbie stand off to the side.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Amazing - nothing’s changed.  It’s as if it were frozen in time.
(Sighs)

I’ve spent my entire life trying to preserve these old buildings.  It’s hard to believe that after tomorrow this will all be no more.

ALISON

And then what?  What’ll happen to Miss Leffler?
Mr. Hollingsworth looks to her, struggles for an answer.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I’m not sure... One thing is certain though – our fate is unavoidable.  Whether you’re the meanest tyrant or the kindest soul on earth, at some point Death will find you – of that you can be sure.

His words linger in the air.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I just hope Miss Leffler finds her peace before it’s too late.
 (Muses)

If we only knew what was in the contents of that letter.

No sooner does he utter the words than his eyes avert over to the teacher’s desk.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

It might still be there.

He steps over to the desk, opens the drawer.  Within sits the letter.  Carefully he removes it.  He reads it over and then pauses as he lets this sink in for a long beat.
ALISON

What does it say?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Everything.

 (Eyes doorway)

You kids wait here.

EXT   OAK TREE – VACANT LOT – NIGHT
Miss Leffler is seated now on a boulder at the base of the tree.
MISS LEFFLER

Perhaps I’m just not cut out for the afterlife.

She lets out a whimper of self-pity when a stir from inside the tree jolts her attention and she rises to her feet.
She listens intently now.  Voices can be heard echoing from deep inside.  There’s laughter, chortles and other playful expressions of childhood.
Recognition instantly sparks in Miss Leffler’s eyes.

MISS LEFFLER
Children?

She draws closer to the opening when a surge of wind suddenly threatens to suck her in.  She catches a desperate grip onto the corners of the opening.  He fingers grasp when finally she regains her footing and pushes herself free.
She stumbles to the ground, gathers herself back up and then suddenly finds herself out from under the tree’s protective canopy.

EXT   VACANT LOT – NIGHT
Mr. Hollingsworth rushes, letter in hand, over to the Oak tree.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Miss Leffler?  Are you there?  It’s imperative that I speak with you.
He spots her a short distance up ahead next to the tree and rushes directly over.  Miss Leffler looks up as he approaches.  
MISS LEFFLER

What is it?

(Eyes letter)

The letter – you have it?  What does it say?

Before he can respond a gush of wind suddenly materializes and the letter sails from his hand.  Both look to one another, for the moment uncertain of what has just occurred.

HIGH ABOVE:

Death lurks overhead.  It sails by and then settles above the canopy of the giant Oak.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

(Glances skyward)

It’s back.

Death turns and plunges now high into the air, spinning with ever-increasing velocity until a rotating column of air is created.  The winds generated are far more powerful than anything we’ve witnessed thus far.  
Mr. Hollingsworth and Miss Leffler observe this phenomenon from below.

MISS LEFFLER

What’s it doing?

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I’m not sure.

They take for cover at the base of the tree as the winds amplify. 
EXT   VACANT LOT – NIGHT

The entire lot is swept up in the tornado’s effects: Tree branches sway like giant arms.  Leaves and dust swirl in the air.  A row of shingles is torn from the roof of the schoolhouse.

Nearby, a tree is uprooted and crashes next to the building.  

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – NIGHT

The foundation shifts and creaks precariously.  Alison and Robbie huddle nervously together as they eye the carnage from the window. 
ROBBIE

Boy, Death really must be angry.
EXT   OLD OAK TREE – VACANT LOT - NIGHT

The roots of the Oak are literally torn from the earth and the trunk begins to tip over.  It halts part way as the few remaining roots stubbornly refuse to release their grasp.
Still the winds pummel the tree.  Miss Leffler clings desperately to a branch limb as her body is lifted into the air.  Mr. Hollingsworth attempts to pull her back down to him.
MISS LEFFLER

Help!

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
I got you!  Just hang on!
The winds reach a crescendo and then quickly dissipate as Death stops spinning.  It glares down now at its handy-work, at the devastation left by the storm: debris is everywhere.  Amongst the clutter is the Oak tree, still standing.

Rage creases over Death’s face.  It shoots off again, this time towards the schoolhouse.
INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – NIGHT
Robbie continues to peer from the window.  Alison nudges in as she attempts to get a better look.

ALISON

What is it?  Do you see anything?

ROBBIE

I’m not sure.  I think it’s gone.

Robbie continues to scan the lot.  Suddenly a flash of movement – just a faint blur in the darkness.  
ROBBIE

Wait— I think I saw something.
ALISON

Are you sure?  Where?  I don’t see anything.

Another flash of movement, this time closer.  Robbie turns wearily to Alison.
ROBBIE

Tell me you didn’t just see what I think I saw.

ALISON

Maybe we just imagined it.

ROBBIE

Both of us – simultaneously?

She reaches out, pinches him again.

ROBBIE

Ouch!  Stop doing that!

It appears again and they draw their attentions back to the window.  The spectre shoots straight towards them.  They duck as it sails overtop the roof of the building.

Both look to one another, convinced now beyond all doubt.

ALISON/ROBBIE

It’s real!

They maintain their collective guards.  For the moment, all is quiet.

ALISON

Where’d it go?
ROBBIE

I’m not sure.

EXT   SCHOOLHOUSE – VACANT LOT – NIGHT

Death sits perched like a gargoyle atop the roof.  It peers into the belfry when there is a loud, thunderous gong as the bell chimes.  Death is jarred out from the bell chamber, reverberating from the shock.   
INT   SCHOOLHOUSE - NIGHT

Alison holds her end of the bell rope, uncoiled in her hand.  They peer up into the rafters as the bell continues to drone.
ROBBIE
Oh great – now you’ve got it mad at us.

ALISON

Never mind that – let’s get out of here.
They bolt over to the door.  She opens it and Death is revealed, seething with rage on the doorstep.

Alison slams shut the door, fastens the latch.  They both pale now and cling to one another in a manic display.

ALISON/ROBBIE

Omigod - Omigod... 

Finally they regain control of their faculties.

ROBBIE

What do we do?

ALISON

We need to find another way out of here.

They glance about the interior, urgently, and then finally their eyes zero in on it – the window.
Both make a mad dash towards their escape route.

ALISON

Outta my way.
She shoves him aside as they fumble frantically with the stubborn windowpane.  Finally it comes ajar and they both pile out at the same time.

ALISON

(Struggling)

Hey - watch it.  Wait your turn.
Now they’re both caught up in the narrow opening as the top half of their bodies dangle out the window.

EXT   SCHOOLHOUSE – VACANT LOT – NIGHT

Death remains on the doorstep.  Its entire being trembles as a surge of rage swells within it.  Wind swells build in concurrence.  The dam is about to burst.
INT   SCHOOLHOUSE - NIGHT

The door rattles on its hinges as the winds bombard it from the other side.  Alison and Robbie remain lodged in the window.

ALISON

Oh great – we’re stuck.
ROBBIE

Don’t look at me.  I spotted it first.
ALISON

(Wincing)

Oh god – you’re crushing me... Hurry up, would yuh.
ROBBIE

I’m trying.
The door bursts open.  It hangs now on a single busted hinge. 
ALISON

Quick - take a deep breath.
ROBBIE

What for?

ALISON

Just do it!

Robbie inhales, sucking in his wide girth.  They both dislodge and tumble outside.  
Death drifts inside.  Directly ahead, the open window immediately draws its attention.

EXT   SCHOOLHOUSE – VACANT LOT - NIGHT
Directly below the open windowpane, Alison and Robbie sit huddled together, neither daring to move a muscle. 
ALISON

(Whispers, all nerves)

Robbie?

ROBBIE

What?

ALISON

I’ve never told anyone this before but I’m scared.
ROBBIE

Me too.
She reaches for his hand and holds it tightly.  
DIRECTLY ABOVE: 

Death appears at the window.  It plants its fingers onto the sill, peers outside.  It glances left, then right.  Finally it looks down...
Alison and Robbie nervously get to their feet as they step out from hiding.  Each has on a brave face as they greet the spectre.
ALISON

Hey there... Look, I know we’ve had our differences.  You’re dark and mysterious.   I get it – that’s your thing.  What’s say we let bygones be bygones, huh?  What do you say?
She’s not getting through.  Death snarls his reverence at them when...the window slams shut - right onto its fingers.  
The spectre’s face instantly contorts in agony.  It pulls back its hands, writhing in pain.
Alison and Robbie look to one another and then bolt from the scene.  They barrel into the woods. 
Death shoots straight after them, smashes through the pane of glass which shatters into a million pieces.

EXT   WOODED AREA – VACANT LOT - NIGHT

Alison and Robbie rush through the woods.  They dodge through a maze of trees, veer off in opposite directions.

Alison stumbles to a stop, realizing that she and Robbie have separated.

ALISON

(Loud whisper)

Robbie?  

No answer.  She glances about as she continues slowly along.

EXT   OLD OAK TREE - VACANT LOT – NIGHT

Miss Leffler and Mr. Hollingsworth gather themselves back up.  They remain on their collective guards.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Where’d it go?  Did you see where it went?

MISS LEFFLER

Last I saw, it was heading towards the schoolhouse.

They look now towards the schoolhouse and her face instantly pales.  

MISS LEFFLER

Oh my god - the children!

Her mind sets and she rushes directly over.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Miss Leffler – wait!

EXT   VACANT LOT – NIGHT

Miss Leffler races urgently up to the schoolhouse.  Her pace quickens with each step.  She arrives at the building and pauses on the sight of the busted doorframe.  
MISS LEFFLER
Children?  Robbie?  Alison?

She steps cautiously inside.  

EXT/INT   SCHOOLHOUSE - NIGHT

Mr. Hollingsworth arrives moments later on the scene.  Inside, he eyes Miss Leffer, back to him as she stares out the open window.  Slowly she turns to him. 
MISS LEFFLER

We’re too late.  
He steps inside and approaches her from behind.  He places a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

We don’t know that for sure... Not to worry – they’re smart kids.  Children today are much more resourceful than they used to be.
CUT TO:

EXT   WOODED AREA – VACANT LOT - NIGHT
Robbie backward steps his way through the trees, with complete absence of any bearings.  
ROBBIE

Alison?  Where are you?  C’mon - this isn’t funny.
INTERCUT: 
Alison and Robbie.  They backtrack, step by cautious step, unaware that they’re heading on a path directly into one another.  
Finally they meet.  Both bump and whirl to behold one another.  She glares at him now.
ALISON

Do you mind?  Where were you?
ROBBIE

I guess I took a wrong turn.
(Shrugs)

Sorry.
ALISON

Well... never mind.  Let’s just stick together from now on - alright.

ROBBIE

Fine by me.

They glance now about their immediate surroundings, quickly realize they’re back at the old Oak tree.  
ALISON

(Notices)

Hey!  Look!

She steps over to the base of the tree, eyes the damage caused to the trunk.  
ALISON

Where could they be?  

ROBBIE

You don’t think...

Their eyes are immediately drawn towards the opening at the base of the tree.  Alison ponders this briefly.
ALISON

No.  No, she wouldn’t have gone in there without telling us.

Behind them there is that all too familiar woosh of wind as the tree branches rustle, signaling Death’s appearance once again.  
ALISON

C’mon.

She motions towards the cave.

ROBBIE

Forget it.  I’m not going in there.

ALISON

Fine then.  You can wait here by yourself.

Alison disappears into the foreboding opening.  

ROBBIE

But what about sticking together?  You know... like what you said?
It’s no use – she’s already gone.  Robbie’s feet are planted firmly on the ground now.  He glances anxiously between the opening and the sound of their approaching attacker.  He stutter-steps a moment.  Finally...

ROBBIE

Wait for me.

INT   CAVE – NIGHT
Quickly Robbie catches up to Alison in the dark passageway.  They glance about ominously.  It’s damp and musty.  From up above, water percolates down, forming potholes along the hard-packed ground.
ROBBIE
We should be careful.  Remember what Death said - this place is supposed to contain our demons.
ALISON
Let’s try to keep a level of optimism here – alright?
Alison turns to him...but she’s lost him again - this time seemingly vanishing into thin air.  She stops and glances about but only darkness abounds.
ALISON

(Out loud)

Robbie?

No answer.  Her voice echoes.  Just then a cold chill envelops her.  Alison shudders and soldiers on, tiptoeing her way deeper into the cavern.
ALISON
(Building herself up)

Alright Alison, no biggie.  You can do this.  Besides, there’s nothing to worry about.  You don’t have any demons – right?
She continues on.  The silence surrounds her, begins to take hold.  

ALISON

Hello?  Is anyone there?  

She folds her arms as she gives herself a hug; the emptiness she feels right now is overwhelming. 

ALISON

I feel so alone.  

(Calls out again)

Hello?  

Her voice trails off.  She pushes onward but her energy and for that matter her will seems to be draining.  She sinks down into a corner, still holding herself.

ALISON

So alone... So alone...

She begins rocking herself.  Suddenly she looks off and then springs to life.  She rises to her feet:
Up ahead, the shady profile of a male figure stands in the shadows, his shoulder slightly turned from her. 
She stares with guarded optimism.  Finally...
ALISON

D-dad?

Quickly she comes alive.  

ALISON

Dad – it’s me!
He remains unresponsive, a distant, elusive figure.  She races towards him but the cavern walls seem to stretch, moving along with her.  
She halts, bewildered and then pushes onward again.  The walls continue to stretch.  Her legs churn, pushing harder.  She reaches out for him.
ALISON

Dad!

Finally she stops, her spirits dashed.  She’s not any closer.  
He turns now, starts to leave.
ALISON

No – wait!  Don’t go!
She races after him again when suddenly she looses her footing as the ground around her begins to shake.

Rocks and debris fall from the ceiling as a large fissure opens up in the ground between them.  Alison stumbles back and slides into the crevasse.
She catches a desperate grip onto a ledge as she dangles over the precipice.  She looks up in desperation.

ALISON
Help!  Dad – please help me!

Her fingers are slipping; can’t hold on much longer.

ALISON

Dad!

He appears to her from above the ledge and reaches out with his hand.  She takes it.  

ALISON

Help!

He holds his grip on her but rather than lift her up he just holds her in place as she dangles.  He responds to her in a calming voice:  

FATHER
You can’t keep doing this.  You have to let go now.  
ALISON

What are you talking about?

FATHER

This – you can’t keep holding on to me.  
Debris and rocks crumble past her.  She holds on for dear life.

FATHER

Just trust me, okay?  You trust me, don’t you?  
ALISON

Yes, but... I’ll fall.  Help me.

FATHER

I’m no longer a part of your life.  It’s time to let go.
She continues to dangle.  Slowly he releases his grip on her.  
ALISON

No!  Don’t!
FATHER

It’ll be alright – I promise.

She looks to him as gradually the urge to hang on subsides.  A sense of calm overcomes her now and she stops struggling.  
Her hand relaxes, one finger comes loose and then another.
FATHER

That’s it.  
He smiles proudly to her.  One last look at each other and then he lets go.  She breaks free...
ALISON

Aaaaahhh!!

...and freefalls, disappearing into the void.
DARKNESS:

Alison screams, her body flails.  

She awakens with a jolt.  Her eyes pop open and she sits up.  She finds herself on the floor of the cave, no longer falling.
She breathes a deep sigh; her ordeal is over.

INT   CAVE - NIGHT

Robbie wanders on his own through the darkened passageway.  The anticipation is killing him:

ROBBIE

I don’t like this... I definitely don’t like this...

From off in the distance, the sound of a WOLF HOWL.  Robbie jumps.  He looses his footing and tumbles down an embankment.  
He gets to his feet and brushes himself off.  Just as he’s about to let his guard down he hears it - almost like a distant murmur of voices speaking over one another.  

He strains to listen as the sounds gradually become louder and more distinct until finally it dawns on him what it is.  As he spins around his worst fears are confirmed...
A CROWD OF PEOPLE HAVE EMERGED FROM THE SHADOWS; THEY’RE ALL LAUGHING AT HIM.
It’s a motley crew of men and women, young and old, all pointing fingers, mocking and jeering his every move.  

VARIOUS PEOPLE

(Taunting)

· Look at him.
· What a fool.
Suddenly Robbie realizes his clothes are missing – nothing on but a pair of oversized boxers.  

He shrinks into a tight ball.  He glances about, looking to get away, to find a rock to crawl under, anything.  
Nowhere to run.  They’ve surrounded him.  This is too much to take.  Finally he makes a break for it...and stumbles over an exposed root, doing a face-plant in the dirt.  

The crowd erupts into laughter.  They’re rolling in the aisles, busting a gut.  Robbie looks up, his face covered in mud; this is a nightmare.  And then, a familiar voice calls out to him:
ALISON

Robbie?  Robbie, it’s alright.

From her perspective she sees him curled up in a tight ball, fully clothed, as he huddles by himself, anguished, in despair.

ROBBIE

Go away!  Please!  Leave me alone!  
ALISON

Robbie, it’s not real... Look at me.  No one’s making fun of you.  

It’s no use; he still shakes nervously, still unreceptive.

The two bullies step out from the crowd, look smugly down upon him.  
BULLIES

· A fool to the end.
· See, what’d I tell you?
ALISON

Don’t listen to them.  You’re not a fool.  You have to trust me.

Robbie nervously looks to her, finally showing signs of resilience, of an inner-will.  The bullies brush this off.
BULLIES

· Why even bother trying.
· Yeah, you’ll only fail.

Slowly he gets to his feet, ignoring the unrelenting taunts and cat-calls coming his way.  Irritation now crosses the two bullies’ faces.  
ALISON

That’s it.  You know you’re better than them.

He makes his way over to her, digging down deep and finding new strength he never knew he had.  

ROBBIE

(Believing)

I can do this.  

Now he’s walking tall.  Once he’s over to her they embrace - he’s conquered his fears.
ALISON

I knew you could... C’mon.  Let’s get out of here.
Robbie holds back a moment.

ROBBIE

Wait.  There’s just one thing I need to do first.

He steps over to one of the bullies.  He regards Robbie with a smirk.
BULLY

Yeah?  What do you want?

Robbie shoves him into the other Bully.  They both tumble to the ground, land on the seats of their pants in a puddle of muck. 
ROBBIE

Nothing.
He smiles proudly and then turns to Alison.

ROBBIE

Okay – now let’s go.

They high-five.  He follows right along with her as they take off back down the corridor.

EXT   OLD OAK TREE – VACANT LOT - NIGHT
Robbie and Alison emerge from the cave and barrel right into Miss Leffler as she and Mr. Hollingsworth arrive back at the tree.
MISS LEFFLER

Children?  
She glances at the opening and then looks to them, horrified.

MISS LEFFLER

What were you two doing in there?

ALISON

It’s alright.  We’re okay.
ROBBIE

We were hiding from Death.  It came after us.

Miss Leffler draws them into her protective embrace. She holds them tightly now.
MISS LEFFLER
(Inwardly)

I’m endangering the children.  As long as I remain here, they’re in danger.
With deepening resolve she draws her gaze back towards the cave.
MISS LEFFLER
I won’t allow this.
INT   CAVE – NIGHT

Miss Leffler moves deeper within, unable to see more than what’s directly in front of her face.  It is deathly silent in here.  

Behind her the others stand huddled in the entranceway, watch nervously as she vanishes into the darkness.  
ROBBIE

Are you sure she knows what she’s doing?
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

It’s her decision.  We have to let her do this.
Miss Leffler forges along.  Finally it happens – a cold chill materializes, halting her in her tracks.

The familiar chortles of laughter echo through the cavern.  Miss Leffler piques with recognition.

MISS LEFFLER

Children?

And then a young boy appears.  His knickered feet carry him as he races ahead.

MISS LEFFLER

You there – wait up!

She chase after him.  He leads her over to an oak tree that emerges out of the shadows.  The weeping form of a YOUNG WOMAN sobs under its protective branches.

Miss Leffler moves forward now to see that it is herself.  She looks closer, notices that the woman has a long section of rope in her hands.  

MISS LEFFLER

(Softly)

What are you doing?

She sees it now – a noose has been fashioned out of the rope.  The sight of it causes her to recoil.

She eyes a letter lying discarded on the ground nearby.  She picks it up.

CLOSE – LETTER:
It’s a telegram with an official U.S. government seal on it.  Hand-written in ink is a short passage of words.

She skims it over, speaking aloud to herself as she reads through it:
MISS LEFFLER

We regret to inform you that your husband was mortally wounded in battle...

She lets the sentence trail off.  It hits her now and she looks back on herself with deepening sorrow.
The woman gets to her feet, slowly lumbers off.  The noose dangles from her hand.  The setting widens now to include the surrounding trees and further ahead, the schoolhouse.

Miss Leffler follows herself into the building.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – CAVE - NIGHT

Miss Leffler watches herself position one of the desks under a beam.  The woman climbs on top of the desk, tosses the rope over the beam.  The noose-end dangles down in front of her.

MISS LEFFLER

Don’t do it.

Her words fall on deaf ears.  She pleads with herself:

MISS LEFFLER

This won’t solve anything.  Listen to me - this won’t end your pain, only prolong it.

The woman ties the one end onto the beam, gives a tug to test its strength.  

MISS LEFFLER

Please, you must listen to me!

Miss Leffler watches helpless.  The woman places her head into the noose.  Carefully now she lifts her one foot off the desk...

MISS LEFFLER

No!

She can’t watch.  She averts her eyes and bolts from the building.

INT   CAVE – NIGHT

Miss Leffler bursts from the doorway.  Tears stream down her face.

As she races through the darkness gnarled tree trunks appear out of the shadows.  She stumbles to an abrupt halt as...

A NOOSE APPEARS BEFORE HER, STRUNG DOWN FROM A BRANCH.  
She staggers back, repelled by the sight.  As she turns, she’s met by another noose, and then another.  Everywhere she turns now, another noose appears.  They hang from every branch limb, completely surround her.

EXT   CAVE – VACANT LOT - NIGHT

Mr. Hollingsworth waits patiently a few paces back from the cave.  By contrast Alison and Robbie are right up at the opening, peering anxiously in.  
ROBBIE

She’s been in there a while.  Do you think she’s alright?

ALISON

(Uncertain)

I don’t know.

ROBBIE

Maybe we should help her.

Impatience jars away at each of them.  Finally Alison rushes back in, Robbie right on her tail.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Children – wait!

Now it’s Mr. Hollingsworth’s turn to be impatient.  He remains uncertain.

INT   CAVE – NIGHT

Miss Leffler is crouched at the base of one of the Oak trees, hugging her knees.  Carefully Alison and Robbie approach her.  
ALISON

Miss Leffler?  What is it?
MISS LEFFLER

I did it.  I killed myself.
ALISON

Are you sure?

Miss Leffler nods towards the schoolhouse.  Alison notices the building now.

INT   CAVE - SCHOOLHOUSE - NIGHT

Alison approaches the doorway on her own.  She nudges it open.  Inside, she sees the other Miss Leffler still positioned on top of the desk with the noose around her neck.  Her one foot is still raised.  

ALISON

It hasn’t happened yet.

Robbie and Miss Leffler join Alison in the doorway.  She glances inside, surprised to still see herself at the very moment she left her.

ALISON

It’s not too late Miss Leffler.  

(Looks to her)

You can still change history.

Suddenly Miss Leffler realizes it’s up to her.  She summons the courage and steps inside.

INT   CAVE – NIGHT

Mr. Hollingsworth fumbles his way through the darkness.  He feels with his hands as he goes.  Up ahead he spies Robbie and Alison huddled in the doorway of the schoolhouse and races directly over.

He arrives on the doorstep.  His face is ashen.  He glances over his shoulder, back towards some unseen terror he had encountered in the cave.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

 (Shudders)

The horror...
He dabs away the sweat from his brow with a handkerchief.  Both Robbie and Alison are transfixed on the events unfolding inside.  He notices now their gaze.  

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

What is it?
He glances inside, observes for himself.

INT   SCHOOLHOUSE – CAVE - NIGHT

Miss Leffler steps over to confront herself.  She approaches herself carefully.  The woman lifts the heel of her other foot, about to step right off.  

ROBBIE

Hurry!
Miss Leffler climbs onto an adjacent desktop.  She is now positioned directly behind herself.  This is it.  With one great big giant leap...

SHE PLUNGES INTO HER OTHER SELF.  
The two forms now join to become one.  Miss Leffler struggles to regain her footing.  
Mr. Hollingsworth, Robbie and Alison wait a bated moment as finally her balance is restored.  Now they can sigh.

ALISON

You did it!
They step towards her but Miss Leffler remains stone still, the noose still firmly cinched around her neck.
ALISON

(Stops, sensing)

Miss Leffler?  What is it?

MISS LEFFLER

Don’t come near me!

Miss Leffler raises her foot again.  Alison can see it in her face - the conflict is still there.

MISS LEFFLER

I can’t go on like this.  It hurts too much.
The torment swells within Miss Leffler.  This inner struggle mirrors in her pained expression. 

Robbie motions towards her but Mr. Hollingsworth holds him back.

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH
She has to do this on her own.

No one dares move.  Miss Leffler’s foot hovers over the desk, ready to step right off.   

Her body starts to quiver.  Any slight movement now will tip the balance.  And then...

ALISON

Miss Leffler?
Her eyes meet with Alison’s.  The sincerity pours out to her.
ALISON

Remember what you told me - the only way to reach the light is through the darkness?  You were right.  You can’t give up.
This seems to trigger something deep within Miss Leffler.  Finally, against every impulse, she plants her foot back down on the desktop.

Sighs all around.  She steps back from the ledge, removes her head from the noose and then collapses to the floor, utterly deflated.

Alison and Robbie rush over to her side.  They help her into an upright position.  A calm we’ve never seen before is now present in her eyes.

MISS LEFFLER

(Between gasps)

I did it... I did it...

INT   CAVE – NIGHT

Alison, Robbie and Mr. Hollingsworth escort Miss Leffler out from the building. 
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Let’s get out here, shall we?

They continue back down the corridor.  A deep rumble is heard from somewhere within the cave.  They pause to listen.  

ROBBIE
What was that?
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

I don’t know but I don’t care to find out.

Another rumble.  This time the ground shakes and they all stumble.  Chunks of earth break from the roof of the cave and crash to the ground.
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

The cave – it’s collapsing.

All four hurry along.  More tremors reverberate throughout the cavern.  Rocks and debris rain down upon them.
Mr. Hollingsworth clambers up to the exit.  He reaches back for Miss Leffler and Robbie, hoists them up over the fallen debris.  
Alison trails behind.  The ground around her crumbles and drops under her feet.  She is now cut off from the others.  Her only escape is a narrow bridge of stable ground between her and the exit but even that begins to crumble and break apart. 
She bolts across it.  With each step, another section of ground crumbles and drops.  She races against the collapse of the bridge.  With one final, desperate leap...
EXT   OLD OAK TREE – VACANT LOT – NIGHT
...she emerges from the cave.  
Smoke and dust billows out behind her.  She gathers herself back up, gasping for breath.  Boulders and debris now plug the opening to the cave.

She steps over to rejoin the others, quickly notices that their attention is averted elsewhere:

The figure of Death is before them.  Miss Leffler stands bold in its presence.
DEATH
So, you know the truth now.

MISS LEFFLER

I do.

DEATH

There is one last step for you to take.

Miss Leffler looks to Robbie and Alison but neither is eager to leave her side.

ALISON

Are you sure you have to do this?

MISS LEFFLER

I’m afraid so.  I’m not real anymore – remember?  I don’t belong here.

ROBBIE

You’re real to us.

Miss Leffler regards them warmly but the lure of her destiny is too strong.  Mr. Hollingsworth smiles reassuringly upon her.  

MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Don’t worry – I’ll be sure to rewrite history.

She steps forward now and takes her place next to the figure of Death.  And then, almost at once, her entire being is stricken by some invisible force building within her.  
Robbie, Alison and Mr. Hollingsworth look to her uncertainly as she begins to glow and then...
HER GHOSTLY, SHIMMERING SPIRIT LEAVES HER BODY.
Her physical being falls limp to the ground, leaving only her spirit body to remain.  It radiates before them now with a life-force that seems to flow from her very core.  
MISS LEFFLER

(Tranquil)

There’s nothing to fear.  It’s just like falling asleep, that’s all... It’s time now.  I must go.
Death takes her by the hand and they slowly drift away into the night air.

Alison and Robbie watch with tears welling in their eyes as Miss Leffler disappears away from them.  Even Mr. Hollingsworth struggles to hold back a tear.
Finally they look away and for the first time observe the body of Miss Leffler lying on the ground next to them... And then, that too vanishes.
EXT   EDGE OF VACANT LOT – SUBDIVISION – NIGHT
Alison, Robbie and Mr. Hollingsworth emerge from behind the wooden fence panel.  
MR. HOLLINGSWORTH

Take care, you two... Hey, just think – in another hundred or so years, this’ll all just be a mere footnote in history.   

He turns, musing on this notion as he disappears around the lot corner.  Now it’s just Alison and Robbie together.
ROBBIE

Well, I guess I’ll see you around then.
He observes her peculiarly – she seems lost in a dreamy daze.

ROBBIE

What is it?

ALISON

You know what - you make a pretty good friend.

The two exchange a grin and then part ways.  Alison darts across the street and scurries up the front steps to the house that is now her home.  
MRS. MADDEN (O.S.)

There you are.  I was getting worried about you... What were you up to all this time?  
ALISON (O.S.)

Oh, nothing much.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   VACANT LOT – AUGUST HEIGHTS - DAY

Construction day is finally at hand and the heavy machinery has been called in.

MONTAGE:
A) We hear the angry honk of a passing vehicle as a flag person directs the traffic on the busy street corner outside of the construction site.  

B) A bulldozer plows through the fence, on a path of destruction through the property.  

C) A sign erected on the edge of the lot proudly proclaims: “Future site of Westwood Estates – Lots Now Selling”.  

D) The bulldozer tears into the schoolhouse as the foundation gives way and the roof caves in on itself, toppling down into a pile of rubble.  

E) The lots have all been staked off and the land cleared, save for one rather large and weathered-looking Oak tree.  It remains firmly entrenched amongst all the new development that springs up around it.
FADE OUT:

THE END






